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MATTIE: A STEAY.
BOOK I.
FIGURES

IN

OUTLINE.

CHAPTER I.
LIFE IN GEEAT SUFFOLK STEEET.

IT was not aix evening party of the first water, or given by people
of first-rate position in society, or held in a quarter whither the
fashionable classes most do coixgregate. It was a small party—
ostensibly a juvenile party—held on the first floor of a stationer's
shop in Great Suffolk Street, Southwark.
Not even a first-rate stationer's, had the shutters been down and
the fog less dense to allow us to inspect Mr. Wesden's wares; bxxt
aix emporium, which did business in no end of things—cigars,
tobacco-pipes, children's toys, glass beads by the skeiix or ounce,
fancy work, cottons and tapes. These, the off-shoots from the
stationery business, the news-vending, the circulating of novels in
four, five, and six volumes at one penny per volume, if xxot detauxed
more than three days; a stationery business wliich report said had
not turned out badly for old Wesden, thauks to old Wesden's
patience, industry and care, say we—thaixks to his screwiixg and his
close-fistedness that would not have trusted his own mother, had
she lived, said the good people—for there are good people everywhere—in Great Suffolk Street. Certainly, there were but small
signs of "close-fistedness" about the premises on that particular
evcumg; the shop had been closed at an earlier hour than bushxess
1
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men would have considered suitable. They were wasting the gas in
Mr. Wesden's drawing-room; feasting and revelry held dominion
there. There had been three separate knocks given at the door
from three separate Ganymedes—No. 1, with oranges; No. 2, with
tarts from the pastry-cook; No. 3, with beer, which last was left in
a tin can of colossal proportions, supper not being ready, and
beer being liable to flatness in jugs—especially the beer from the
" Crown."
We watch aU this from the outside, in the thick fog which made
things unpleasant ux Great Suffolk Street. There is more life, and
life that appertains to this chapter of our history, outside here than
in that first floor front, where the sons and daughters of Mr.
Wesden's neighbours are playing at forfeits, romping, jumping, and
laughing, and thoroughly enjoying themselves. They are not thinking of the fog, the up-stairs folk shixt away from the rawness of that
January night; it would have troubled Mr. Wesden had his shop
been open, and led him to maintain a stricter watch over the goods,
and upon those customers whose faces might be strange to him;
but he had forgotten the weather at that juncture, and sat in the
corner of the drawing-room, smoking his pipe, and keeping his
daughter—a bright-faced, golden-lianed girl of twelve—within his
range of vision. The fog and the cold troubled no one at Mr.
Wesden's—ordy " outsiders " objected, and remarked upon them to
friends when they met, coughing over one, and shivering through the
other, as Ixmgs and scanty clothes necessitated. The establishment
of Mr. Wesden, stationer, troubled or attracted an outsider, though,
who had passed and repassed it three or four times between the
hours of eight and nine, p.m., and at half-past nine had backed into
the recess of ilr. Wesden's doorway. A small outsider, of uncertain age—a boy, a nondescript, an anything, judgiug by the pinched
white face and unkempt hair; a girl, by the rag of a frock that
hung upon her, and from which her legs and feet protruded.
Subject matter of gTcat interest was there for this small watcher
—huddled in the doox-way, clutching her elbows with her bony
fingers, and listening at the keyhole, or varying proceedings now
and then by stepping on to the clammy pavement, and looking xip,
through the fog, at the lighted blinds, once or twice indulguxg in a
flat-footed kind of jig, to keep her feet warm. She was one of
few loiterers in Great Suffolk Street that uncomfortable night—men,
women, and boys hurried rapidly past, and thinned in number as the
night stole on—only a policeman slouched by occasionally, and dismayed her somewhat, judging by her closer proximity to Mr.
Wesden's street door, whenever his heavy tread jarred upon her
nerves.
When the majority of the shops were closed, when the fog grew
denser as the lights went oxxt, and the few stragglers became more
phantom-like and grey, quite a regiment of policemen marched
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down Great Suffolk Street, changing places at certain corners with
those officials who had done day-duty, and glad to have done, for
that day at least.
The ixew policeman who crawled upon Mr. Wesden's side of the
way was a sharper man than he who had left off crawling, and gone
home at a gallop to his wife and thirteen children; for the new
comer was not deceived by the deep doerrway and the dense fog,
but reached forth a hand and touched the figure cowering in the
shadows.
A red-faced yoxing man, with a bxdl neck, was this Suffolk Street
official—an abrupt young man, who shook people rather violently by
the shoulder, and hurt them.
"Oh!—stash that, please," ejaculated the child, at last; "you
hurts!"
" What do you want here ? "
"Nothin' partickler. If the young gal inside knows I'm here,
she'll send out somethin' prime. That's all. Last thing, afore she
goes to bed, she comes and looks, mostly. She's a good 'un."
"Ah! you'd better go home."
" Can't manage to make it up tuppence—and square the last
penny with Mother Watts. You know Mother Watts ? "
"Ah!"
" Well, she's down upon me. Watts is—so I can't go home."
" You must go somewhere—you can't stop here."
"Lor bless you, this is the comfortablest doorway in the street, if
you don't mind, p'leesman. I often turn iix here for the ixight, and
some of you fine fellers lets a gal bide, and ain't so down upon her
as you are. You're new to this beat."
" Am I, really ?" was the ironical rejoinder.
" You used to do Kent Street and stir up ]\Iother Watts. Yoix
locked up Mother Watts once—don't you remember ? "
" Yes—I remember. Are you going ? "
"If you won't let a gal stay, o' course I am. They've got a jolly
kick-up here—that gal with the blue frock's birthday—old Wesden's
gal, as I just told you about—I wish I was her! Did you ever see
her of a Sunday ? "
"Not that I know on."
"Just like the little gals at the play—spruce as carrots—and
gloves on, and such boots ! Eust rate, I can tell you."
" I wouldn't jaw any more, but go home," suggested the policeman.
" All right, master. I say, don't you twig how the fog has got
on my chest ? "
" Well, you are hoarse-ish."
" Spilt my woice yesterday, and made it wus by tryin' it on
in Union Street to-day. Gave it up, and bought a haporth of
lucifers, and got the boxes in my pocket now. Hard lines to-night,
mate."
1—2
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Eamiliarity breeds contempt and engenders rebuke. The loquacity
of the child offended the official, who drew her from the doorway
with a jerk, totally unexpected upon her side, and placed her in the
roadway.
" N o w be off from here—I've had enough of yon''
" Werry well—why didn't you say so afore ? "
And, without waiting for a reply to her query, the child went
down Great Suffolk Street towards the Borough, sullenly and slowly.
The pohceman watched her vanish in the fog, and resumed his way;
he had done his duty to society, aixd "moved oix" one who had
insulted it by her helplessness and squalor; there was a woman
shrieking denunciations on the pot-man of the public-house at the
corner—a man who had turned her unceremoniously into the street
—let him proceed to busiuess in a new direction.
Twenty steps on his way, and the ill-clad, sharp-visaged girl, stealing back in the fog to the welcome doorway whence he had abruptly
expelled her.
" H e ' s not everybody," she ejaculated, screwing herself comfortably into her old quarters, "though he thinks he is. I wonder
what they're up to now?
Don't I wish it was my buff-day,
and somebody had somethink to give me, that's all. Don't I —
oh! gemini."
"Hillo !—I beg pardon—I didn't know any one was hiding here
have I hurt y o u ? " inquired-a youth, who, running down Great
Suffolk Street at a smart pace, had turned into this doorway,,
and nearly jammed its occupant to death with the sudden concussion.
"You've done for my lights, young un," was the grave assertion.
" Your—your vrhat ? "
" My congreve lights—there'^ a kiver gone—I heered it scrunch.
S'pose you'll pay Hke a—like a man ? "
" I—I'm very sorry, but really I'm rather scarce of pocket-money
just now—in fact, I've spent it all," stammered the lad. "You see,
it was your faxxlt, hiding here, and playuxg about here at this time of
night, and I was in a hurry, being late."
"There isn't any one inside who'd stand a hapenny, is t h e r e ? "
whined the girl; " I ' m the gal that's alius about here, you know—
I've had nuffiix to eat to-day, and ain't no money for a ixight's
lodging. I'm hard up—werry hard up, upon my soul. I don't
remember being so druv since mother died o' the fever—never.
And I'm not well—got a sore throat, which the fog touches up—
awful."
" I'll—I'll ask my pa; but I don't thiixk there is anything to give
away."
The youth knocked at the door, and presently rushed by the
servant who opened it, paying no heed to the remark of—
" Well, you are late. Master Sidney, I must say! "
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The door closed again, and Master Sidney—a tall lad of fourteen,
with long brown hair, brown eyes, and a white face—tore up
the stairs two steps at a time, and dashed with but little ceremony into the dining-room, where the supper was laid by that
time, and the juveniles were ranged round the table, large-eyed and
hungry.
A shout from the boys assembled there—" Here's Sidney Hinchford; " a reproof from a stiff-backed, white-haired old gentleman in
the corner—"Where have you been, boy?" a light-haired fairy in
white muslin and blue sash darting towards him, crying, " Sidney,
Sidne}', I thought you were lost! "
" So I have been—lost in the fog—such a mull of it! I'll tell
you presently when I've spoken to pa for a moment. And, oh!
Harriet, here's—here's a little brooch I've bought, and with many
happy returns of the day from a tiresome playfellow, and—and—
stolen, hij Jingo ! "
The hand withdrew itself from the side pocket of his jacket, and
was passed over the forehead, the lower jaw dropped, the brown
eyes glared round the room, across at the opposite wall, and up at
the gas branch—a two-burner of a bronze finger-post pattern,—and
then blaster Sidney doubled up suddenly and collapsed.

CHAPTER II.
MATTIE.

MES. SAEAH JANE WATTS, better knovnx to society and society's

guardians by the cognomen of Mother Watts, kept a lodging-house
in Kent Street. They who know where Kent Street, Borough, is,
and what Kent Street is like by night and day, can readily imagine
that the estabhshment of Mrs. AVatts was not a large one, or the
prices likely to be high. Mrs. Watts's house, in fact, belonged not
to Kent Street proper, but formed No. 2 of a cut-throat-looking
court, crossing Kent Street at right angles. Here beds, or shares
of beds, or shelves arranged horizontally under beds, were let out at
twopence per head, or three-halfpence without the blankets, which.
were marked, " Stop Thief I "

b
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Whether Mrs. Watts did badly with her business, or whether
business prospered with her, it was difficult to determine by the
landlady's external appearance, Mrs. W. being ever in rags, ever
full of complaints and—drink. " Times " were always hard with her
—the police were hard with her—her Kent Street contemporaries
were hard with her—didn't treat her fair, undersold her, put more
in a bed and charged less—" split upon her when things weren't on
the square. Kent Street wasn't what it was when she was a gal! "
People constantly breathhig the same atmosphere may notice a
change in the " suxTOundings," but to common observers, or prying
people paying occasional visits to this place, Kent Street seems ever
the same—an eye-sore to public gaze, a satire on parish cleanhness
and care, a disgrace to parish authorities in general, and landlords
and groxmd landlords in particular.
Ever to common eyes the same appearances in Kent Street. The
bustle of a cheap trade in its shops ; the knots of thieves and looselivers at every narrow turning; the ixxurmurs of unseen disputants,
in the true London vernaexdar, wellmg from dark entries and upstairs rooms; the shoals of children, hatless, shoeless, almost
garmentless—all a medley of sights and sounds, increasing towards
night-fall, when Kent Street is fuU of horror, and lives and purses
are not safe there.
It is eleven in the evening of the same day in which our story
opens, and Mrs. Sarah Jane A\'atts, baggy as regards costume, and
unsteady as regards her legs, was .standing in the doorway of her
domicile, iixspecting, by the light of the candle in her hand, a trinket
of some kind, which had been proffered her by a smaller mortal,
infinitely more ragged than herself.
" You got it honestly—I takes your v/ord for it—you aUers was a
gal who spoke the truth, I will say that for you—it's a sham affair,
and brassy as a knocker—say eightpence ? "
"It's really gold, Mrs. Watts—it's worth a heap of money."
" It's the brassiest thing that ever I clapped eyes on—say eightpence and a bit of supper ?"
" What sort o' supper ? "
" Hot supper—tripe and ingmxs, as much as you can pad with."
"It's worth a sight more, if it's gold."
" rU ask Simes—go upstairs and wait a minit'—Simes 'U tell us
if it's gold, and praps stand more for it. I don't want the thing—I
don't thmk it's safe to keep, myself; and if you've prigged it,
Mattie, why, you'd better let it go."
"Very well"
Mattie—the girl whom we have watched ux the dark entry of Mr.
Wesden's door, wearied oxxt with Jfrs. AYatts's loqxxacity, or overpowered by her arguments—went upstairs into a room on the first
floor. A long, low-ceUinged room, containing three beds, and each
bed containing foxu- women and a few supplementary children, one
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affected with a whooping-cough, that was evidently fast racking it to
death. This was the femuxine dormitory of Mrs. Watts—a place
well known to London women in search of a night's rest. South wark
way—a place for the ballad singer who had twopence to spend, or a
soul above the workhouse; for the beggar-women who had whined
about the streets all day; for the tramps passing from Surrey to
Essex, and taking London en route; for women of all callings, who
were deplorably poor, idle, or vicious—it mattered not, so that they
paid Mrs. Watts her claim upou them.
Mattie sat down by the fire, and began shivering with more
violence than had characterized her ux the cold and fog. The disturbed shadow, flung by the fire-hght—the only light there—on the
wall, shivered and danced grotesquely in the rear. No one took
notice of the new-comer—although more than one woman lay awake
in the background. A wrinkled hag, reposing with her basket of
stay-laces xxnder her head for security's sake, winked and blinked at
her for a while, and then weixt off into a disjointed snore—the young
mother with the sick child sat up in her share of the bed, and rocked
the coughing infant backwards and forwards, till her neighbour, with
an oath, swore at her for letting the cold ux; then all was as Mattie
had found it upon entering.
Presently, Mrs. Watts retuxTxed, candle in hand, smeUing more
aromatically of something hot and strong than ever.
" Simes says it is brass, and worth eightpence, and here's the
money. Strike me dead, if he said more than eightpence, there !—
strike him blind, if he'll get a farden out of it! "
"Where's the money? "
" Here's fippence—tuppence for to-night, and a penny you owe
me, that makes eightpence; and as for supper, why, I'll keep my
word—no one can ever say of Mother Watts that she didn't keep
her word in anythink she xmdertooked."
" I—I don't care so much about supper as I did—aiu't I just
husky ? No singing to-morrow, mother."
" Only singing small," was the rejoinder, with a grunt at her own
wit; "you'd do better picking up brooches—you was allers clever
with your fmgers, mind you. I only wish I'd been 'arf as sharp
when I was young."
" I—I only wish I hadxx't—found the thing," commented th<5 girl,
sorrowfully.
"Well, I'm blest!"_
Mrs. Watts was taking off the lid of her saucepan, ana probing
the contents with a fork.
" Fippence isn't a fortun, and the young chap gave me a hapenny
once when I was singing in Suffolk Street—1 didn't mean it, somehow—I said I never would again! Don't you remember when
mother died here, how she went on just at the last as to what was
to become o' me ; and didxx't I say I'd grow up good, and stick to

8
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singing and begguig, and all that fun—or go to the workus—or
anythink ? "
" Ah! your mother was a fiue 'un to go on sometimes."
"And then I
"
" N o w I don't want to hear anythink about your goings on—I
don't know where you foxmd that brassy brooch—I don't want to
know—Simes don't want to know! We takes your word for it, that
it was come by proper, and the less you say about it the better;
and the sooner you turns into bed, if you don't want no supper, the
better too."
" I don't see a good twopen'orth over there," commented Mattie;
" they're as fuU as ever they can stick."
" 'Take the rug, gal, and have it aU to yourself, here by the fire."
" "Well, it's not so bad. I say—you know old Wesden ? "
" What, in Sufl'olk Street ?—well."
" He's got a party to-ixight—I've been a-listening to the music—
they've been dancing and all manner. And laughing—my eye! they
just have been a-laughing. Mother AVatts—I've been laxighing myself to hear 'em."
"Um," was the unsympathetic response.
" It's a buif-day—AVesden's gal's bufi-day. You know Wesden's
gal—proud of herself, rather, and holds her head up iix fust-rate
style, as well she may with such a shop as her father's got in Suffolk
Street, and good and pretty as she is. Lor bless her ! I s'pose old
Wesden's worth pounds and pounds now ?"
"Hundreds."
" Hmxdreds and hundreds of pounds," commented Mattie, coiling
herself in the rug upon the floor; " ah! I s'pose so. I often thuxks,
do you know, I should like to be Wesden's little gal—what a lucky
thing it 'd be to be turned somehow into Wesden's little gal, just at
Christmas tinxe, when fairies are about."
"What?"
" Real fairies, on course—not the gals with the legs in the pantermines. If there was any real fairies on coxu-se too, but I'm too
knowing to b'Heve that. But if there was, I'd say, please turn me
into Wesden's little gal, and give me the big doU by the parler door,
and dress me like a lady in a blue meriner."
" Well, you are going on nicely about Wesden's gal. That was
alius your fault, Mattie—such a gal to jaw, jaw, jaw—such a clapper,
clapper, clapper about everythink and everybody."
" I was just a-thinking that I was going it rather, but I ain't a bit
sleepy, and I thought you wouldn't mind me while you was having
your supper, and my throat's so awful sore, and you ain't so sharp
quite as you are sometuixes. Do you know what I'd do if I was a
boy ? "
" How should I know ? "
" Go to sea—get away from here, and grow up 'spectable. I
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wouldn't stop in Kent Street—I hate Kent Street—I'd walk into
the country—oh I ever so far—until I came to the sea, and then I'd
find a ship, and turn sailor."
" Lookee here, you yoxmg drab," cried the stay-lace woman, suddenly opening her eyes, and shrieking out ux a shrill falsetto, " I'll
turn out and skin you, if you can't keep that tongue stiU. What am
1 here for ?—what did I pay tuppence for ?—isn't that cussed
coughing baby enough row at a tinxe ? "
" If you've got anythmk to say against my baby," said a husky
voice, in the next bed, " say it out to his mother, and mind your
cat's head while you say it, you disagreeable baggage ! "
"WeU, the likes of that!'"
" And the hkes of you, for that matter—don't give me any more
of your sarse, or I'll
"
A tapping on the door with a stick diverted the general attention.
" Who's there ? "
" Only me, Mrs. Watts."
" Oh! only you," was the response ; " come in, will yer ? I've
1X0 need to lock myself in, while I hide the swag away. No%o, what's
the matter ? "
The door was opened, and enter a pohceman, a man in private
clothes, with a billycock hat and a walking-stick, accompanied by a
pale-faced, long-haired youth, of fourteen years of age.
" Nothing particular the nxatter—only something lost, as usual,
Mrs. Watts," said the man ux private dress, politely. " Where's
Mattie to-night?"
"There she is. She's been in all the evening, with a bad throat."
" Poor girl—throats is bad at this time of the year."
The speaker looked at the lad at his side, after givuxg the first
turn backward to the rug.
" Is this the girl ? "
The policeman took the candle from the table, and held the light
close to the girl's face—white, pinched, and haggard, with black
eyes full of horror.
" Don't say it's me, please," she gasped, in a low voice ; " I'm the
gal that sings in Suffolk Street on a Saturday night, and they gives
wittles to at Wesden's. It isn't me."
Mattie had intended to brave it out at first, to have remained
stolid, sullen, and defiant, after the manners of her class; but she
felt ill and nervous, and the shadow of the prison-house loomed before her, and made her heart sink. Prison was a comfortable place
in its way, but she had never taken to it—one turn at it had been
enough for her. If it had been a policeman, or old AVesden, or anybody but this boy, three years her senior in age, many years her
junior in knowledge of the world, she would have been phlegmatic to
the last; but this boy had been kind to her twice in life—once on
Christmas-eve, and once on a Saturday night before that, and she
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gave way somewhat, partly from her new and miaccoxmtable weakness, partly because it was not a very stern face that looked down
into hers.
" That's her, sure enough—eh, young gentleman ? " remarked the
police ofiicer in private clothes.
There was another pause—the girl's face blanched still more, and
the look in her eyes became even more intense and eager; the boy
glanced over his shoidder at the servants of the law.
" No—this isn't the girl. Oh! no."
"Are you quite certain? Stand up, Mattie."
Mattie turned out of her rug, and stood up, erect and motionless,
with her hands to her side, and her sharp black eyes stiU on Master
Huxchford.
" Oh ! no policeman. Ever so much taller 1 "
" Then we're on the wrong scent it seems, and you'd better go
home and leave it to xxs. Good ixight, Mrs. Watts."
" Good night," was the muttered response.
Policeman, detective, and Master Hinchford went down the stairs
to the court, out of the court into Kent Street, black and noisome
—a turgid current, that wore only a semblance of stilhxess at hours
more late than that.
" We'll let you know in the morning if there's any clue," said the
detective. "Jem," to the pohceman, "see this lad out of Kent
Street."
" All right. I think I'd try old Simes for the brooch."
"I'll drop on him presently. Good night, Jem."
" Good night."
The boy and policeman went to the end of Kent Street together,
then the boy bade the policeman good night, raix across the road,
recrossed in the fog a little lower down, and edged his way round
St. George's Church into the old objectionable thoroughfare. A few
minutes afterwards, he walked cautiously into the upstairs room of
Mrs. Watts, starthng that good lady at her late tripe supper very
considerably.
" Hollo ! young gemman, what's up now ? "
Mattie, who had been crouching before the fire, shrank towards it
more, with her hands spread out to the blaze. She looked over her
shoulder at the door, anticipating his two unwelcome companions to
follow in his wake.
" Look here, Mattie," said he, in a very cool and business-like
maimer, "fair's fair, you know. I've let you off in a handsome
manner, but I'm not going to lose the brooch. If it had been a
trumpery brooch, I shouldn't have cared so much."
"Wasitrciilgold?"
" A real gold heart. I gave twelve and sixpence for it—I've been
saving up for it ever since last April."
" Pll get it—ril try and get it," said Mattie; " I haven't it myself
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now—it's been passed on. Upon my soul, I'll try my hardest to
get it back, see ijf I don't."
"We'll all try our werry hardest. Sir," remarked Mrs. Watts,
blandly.
" Ah! I daresay you will," said the boy, dubiously; " p'raps it
had been better if I'd told the truth—my pa always says ' Stick to
the truth, Sidney;' but you did look suclx a poor body to lock up,
that I told a lie for once. And who woxdd have thought that you
were a regular thief, Mattie ! "
" I'm not a reg'lar—I don't like thieving—I've oidy thove when
I've been werry—werry—hard druv: and I wasn't thinking of
thieving, on'y of getting warm, when you came bump against me iu
the doorway. I meant to have knocked and asked for a scrap to eat
after awhile, when they'd all got good-tempered over the beer and
things. I'll bring the brooch—t'U get it back—leave it to me.
Master Hinchford."
"How did you know my ixame ?"
"Oh! I know everybody about here—everybody at your place,
'specially. Old Wesden and his gal in the blue meriner—and you,
and your father with the red face and the white moustache and hair
—and the servant, and the boy who takes the papers out, and is
alius dropping them out of the oil-skin kiver, and everybody. I'U
bring the brooch, because you let me off. Trust me," she repeated
again.
" WeU, I'll trust you. Pair play, mind."
" And now, cut out of this—it isn't qxdte a safe place for you;.
and the people can't sleep if you talk; and you may catch the
whooping cough
"
"And you'd brmg the brooch back ? It's a bargain between us,^
Mattie."
"It's all right."
The youth re-echoed " all right," and went downstairs, watched
from the dark landing by the girl who had robbed him. After a
while the girl closed the door and followed slowly downstairs also..
She was going ux search of old Simes.
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CHAPTER i n .
LODGEES.

" DEPEND upon it, Sidney, yoxx'Il never set eyes on that brooch
again."
" I'm not so sure about that," was the half-confident reply.
"And depend upon it, you don't deserve to see it, boy—and that
I for one shall be glad if it never turns up."
"Pa!—You really can't mean it."
" You told a lie about it, Sidney, and though you saved the girl
from prison, yet it was a big, black lie all the same; and if luck
follows it, why it's clean against the Bible."
" The girl looked so pitifully at me, you see—and I did think she
might give the brooch back, out of gratitude."
" Gratitude in a yoxmg thief out of Kent Street ? " laughed the
father; " well, it's a lesson in Hfe to you, boy, and, after all, it only
cost twelve and sixpence."
"Ah! " sighed Sidney, "it was a long pull."
" You'U have learned by this that a he never prospers—that in the
long run it confronts you again when least expected, and to make
your cheek bum with your own baseness. I wonder now," gravely
surveying his son, "whether you woxdd have let that girl off, if
there had been no hope of the brooch coming to light."
The boy hesitated—then looked full at his sire.
"Well—Ithhxklshould."
" I thuxk you told a He for twelve and sixpence—the devil got a
bargain from a Hinchford."
" You're rather hard upon me, pa," complained the boy, " and it
wasn't for twelve and sixpence, because I never got the brooch
back; and if I ever teU another he, may I never see twelve and sixpence of my own again. There ! "
"Bravo, Sid!—that's a promise I'm glad to have wormed out of
you, somehow. And yet—ye gods !—what a promise ! "
" I'll keep it—see if I don't," said ]Master Sidney, with his lips
compressed, and his cheeks a little flushed.
The father shook his head slowly.
" You are going into business—you will be a busmess man presently—a City man—one who wiU drive hard bargains, make hard
bargains, and have to fight his way through a hmxdred thousand
Kars. In the pursuit of money—above all, in the scraping together
of that fugitive article, you must he or let a good chance go by to
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turn an honest penny. I can't expect you mucli better than other
men, Sid."
" I wonder whether uncle lied much before
"
" He lied as little as he could, I daresay," quickly interrupted the
father, " but he became a rich man, and he rose from City trading.
But I told you once before—I think I have told you more than once
—that I never wish to hear that uncle's name."
" Yes, but I had forgotten it for the moment—speakuxg of moneymaking, and City men, threw me a little off my guard."
" Yes, yes, I saw that, my boy—drop the curtain over the old
grievance, and shut the past away from you and me. I don't
complain—I'm happy enough—a little contents me. In the future
with a son to love and be proud of, I see the old man's happiest
days !"
"We'll try our best. Sir, to make them so," exclaimed the
boy.
"The Hinchfords are a buoyant race, and are not to be always
kept down. I never heard of more than one of us a poor man in
the same generation; the Huxchfords have intelligence, perseverance,
and pluck, and they make their way in the world. If I have been
unlucky in my time, and have dropped down to a lodging in Great
Suffolk Street, I see the next on the list," laying his hand lightly
on his boy's shoulder, "making his way to the higher ground, God
willing."
" I haven't made much way yet," remarked the son, checking
quietly the ambitious dreaming of the father. " I have only left
school two months, and an office-boy in Hippen's ikm is not a very
great affair, after all."
"It's a step forward—don't grumble—you'll push your way—
you're a Hinchford."
" I'U do my best—I never was .afraid of work."
" No—rather too fond of it, I fear. Sometimes I think there is
no occasion to pore, pore, pore over those books of an evening,
studying a lot of dry works, which can never be of service to a
City man."
" I should like to be precious clever!" was the boy's exclamation.
The father laughed, and added, with more satire than the boy
detected—
" The precious clever ones seek out-of-the-way roads to fortune,
and miss them—die in the workhouse, occasionaUy. It is only respectable mediocrity that jogs on to independence."
This strange dialogue between father and son occurred in the first
floor of the little stationer's shop in Great Suffolk Street. Father
and son had lodged there eight years at least; Mrs. Huxchford, a
delicate woman, several years her husband's junior, had died there ;
the place was home to the stiff-backed, white-haired man, who had
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prophesied a rise in life for his son. Eight or nine years ago, the
three Hinchfords had walked into Mr. Wesden's shop, and looked at
the apartments that had been announced to be let from the front
pane of the first-floor windows; had, after a little whispering together, decided on the rooms, and had never left them since, the
wife excepted, who had died with her husband's hand in hers, praying for her boy's future. The Hinchfords had settled as firmly to
those rooms on the first-floor, as ]Mr. Wesden, stationer, had settled
to Great Suffolk Street in ages remote. The rent was low, the place
was handy for Mr. Hinchford, who was clei'k and book-keeper to a
large builder, Southwark Bridge Road way; the attendance was
not a matter of trouble to the Hinchfords, and the landlord and his
wife were unobtrusive people, and preferred the lodgers' rent to
their society.
Eor three years and a half the Hinchfords and Wesdens had only
exchanged good mornings in their meetuxgs on the stairs—the
AV^esdens were humble, taciturn folk, and the Hinchfords proud and
stand-offish. After that period Mrs. Hinchford feU HI, and Mrs.
Wesden became of service to her; helped, at last, to nurse her, and
keep her company during the long hours of her hxxsband's absence
at business, even to take care of her noisy boy downstairs, when
his boisterousness in the holidays made his presence—much as the
mother loved him—xmbearable. The AVesdens were kind to the
Hinchfords, and Mr. Hinchford, a man to be touched by true
sympathy, unbent at that time. He was a proud man, but a sensible
one, and he never forgot a kindness proffered him. He had belonged
to a higher estate once, and, dropping suddenly to a lower, he had
brought his old notions with him, to. render him wretched and
uneasy. He had thought himself above those Wesdens—])etty
hucksters, as they were—xmtil the time when Mrs. Wesden became
a kind nurse to his wife, almost a mother to his boy; and then he
i'elt his own iirferiority to a something in them, or belonging to them,
and was for ever after that intensely grateful.
When Mrs. Hinchford died, and the lonely man had got over his
first grief, he sought Mr. Wesden's company more often, smoked a
friendly pipe with him in the back parlour now and then—begged to
do so, for refuge from that solitary drawiug-room upstairs,fiUedwith
such sad memories as it was then. Hinchford and AA'esden did not
talk much, the latter was not fond of talking; and they were odd
meetings enough, either in the parlour, or in the upstairs room, as
business necessitated.
They exchanged a few words about the weather, and the latest
news in the papers, and then subsided into their tobacco-smoke tUl
it was time to say good night; but Wesden was company for Hinchford in his trouble, and when time rendered the trouble less acute,
each had faUen intio the habit of smokuxg a pipe together once or
twice a week, and did not care to break it.
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In the parlour meetings, Mrs. Wesden would bring her spare
form and pinched covmtenance between them, and would sit darning
socks, and saying little to reUeve the monotony—unless the Uttle
girl were sitting up late, and her vivacity required attention or
reprimand. They were quiet evenings with a vengeance, and Hinchford took his cue fronx the couple who managed business in Great
Suffolk Street—and managed it well, for they minded their own, and
were not disturbed by other people's.
WhUst we are looking back—taking a passing glimpse over our
shoulder at the bygones—we may as well add, that the Wesdens
were naturally quiet people, and did not put on company-manners
for Mr. Hinchford in particidar. Thirty years ago they had married
and opened shop in Great Suffolk Street; struggled for a living
without makuxg a fuss about it; lived frugally, pinched themselves in
many ways which the world never knew anything about; surmounted the first obstacles in their way, and then, in the same quiet
manner, saved a little money, then a little more, and then, as if by
habit, continued saving, maintaining the same appearance in themselves, and the same quaint stohdity towards their neighbours. They
had even borne their family troubles quietly, losing three children
out of four without any great demonstration of grief—keeping their
lamentations for after-business hours, and their mflexible faces for
their curious neighbours, to whom they seldom spoke, and from
whom they chose no friends. They were a couple contented with
themselves and their position in society,—a trifle too frugal, if not
near—staid, jog-trot, business people of week days, church-goers who
patronized free seats for economy's sake on Sundays.
Once a year the Wesdens launched out—celebrating, in the month
of Jaixaary, the natal day of the bright-faced girl in whom so much
love was centred, for whom they were working steadily and
persistently still. They had a juvenUe party on that day always,
and Harriet's school friends came in shoals to the feast, and Mr.
Wesden presented his compliments to Mr. Hinchford, and begged
the favour of borrowing the drawing-room for one night, and hoped
also to have the honour of Mr. Hinchford's company, and Master
Hinchford's company, on that occasion—all of which being responded to in the affirmative, affairs went off, as a rule, satisfactorily,
mxtil that momentous night in January, when Master Sidney Hinchford lost his brooch.
This incident altered many things, and led to many things
undreamed of by the characters yet but in outline in these pages;
without it we should not have sat down to teU the history of these
people—bound up so inextricably with that poor wanderer of the
streets whom we have heard called Mattie.
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CHAPTER IV
ME. H I N C H E O E D ' S EXPEEIMENT.

THE middle of Max-ch; six weeks since the robbery of Master
Hinchford's gold heart; a wet night in lieu of a foggy one; a cold
wind sweeping down the street and dashing the rain aU manner of
ways; pattens and clogs clicking and shufihng about the pavement
of Great Suffolk Street; the stationery shop open, and Mr. Wesden
at seven o'clock sitting behind the counter waituig patiently for
customers.
Being a wet night, and customers hkely to be scarce in consequence, Mr. Wesden had carefuUy turned out one gas burner and
lowered the two others in the window to imperceptible ghmmers of
a despondent character, and then taken his seat behind the counter
ready for any amoxmt of business that might turn up between seven
and half-past idne p.m. The gas was burning more brightly in the
back parlour, through the closed glass door of which Mrs. Wesden
was cutting out shirts, and Miss AA'esden learning, or feigning to
learn, her school lessons for the morrow.
Mr. AVesden was devoting his mind purely to business; in his
shop he never read a book, or looked at a newspaper, but waited for
customers, always in one position, with his head shghtly bent
forwards, and his hands clutching his knees. In that position the
largest order had not the power to stagger him—the smallest order
could not take him off his guard. He bent his mind to business—
he was "on duty" for the evening.
Mr. AA''esden was a short, spare man, with a narrow chest, a
wrinkled face, a sharp nose, and a sandy head of hair—a man whose
clothes were shabby, and ill-fitted him, the latter not to be. wondered
at, Mrs. Wesden being the tailor, and making everything at home.
This saved money, and satisfied Mr. AA'esden, who cared not for
appearances, had a soxd above the fashion, and a faith in his wife's
judgment. In the old days Mrs. AA'esden was forced to turn tailor
and trouser-maker, or see her husband without trousers at aU;
tailoring had become a habit siuce then, and agreed with her—it
saved money stiU, and economy was ever a virtue with this frugal
pair.
Mr. Wesden in his shop-sxdt then—that was his shabbiest suit,
and exceedingly shabby it was—sat and waited for customers. He
waited patiently; to those who strayed in for sheets of note-paper,
books to read, shirt-buttons, tapes, or beads, he was very attentive.
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settling the demands with promptitude and despatch, saying little
save " a wet evening," and not to be led into a divergence about a
hmxdred matters foreign to business, until the articles were paid for,
and the money in his tUl. Then, if a few loquacious customers would
gossip about the times, he condescended to listen, regarduxg them
from his meaningless grey eyes, and responding in monosyllables,
when occasion or politeness required some kind of answer. But he
was always glad to see their faces turned towards the door— they
wearied him very much, these people, and it w-as odd they could not
take.away the articles they had purchased and go home in quietness.
To people in the streets who, caught by some attraction in his
window, stopped and looked thereat, he was watchlul from behind his
couxxter—speculating as to whether they were probable purchasers,
or had felonious designs. He was a suspicious man to a certain
extent as weU as a careful one, and no one lingered at his window
without becoming an object of interest from behind the tobacco-jars,
and penny numbers. On this evening a haggard white face—whether
a girl's or woman's he could not make out for the mist on the windowpanes—had appeared several times before the shop-window, and
looked in, over the beads, and tapes, and through packets of paper, at
liim. Not interested at anything for sale, but keeping an eye on
him, he felt assured.
He had a biU in the window—"A BOY AA'ANTED"—and if it had

been a boy's face flitting about in the rain there, he shoxdd not have
been so full of doubts as to the object with which he was watched;
but there was a battered boimet on tlxe head of the watcher, and
therefore no room for speculation concerning sex, at least.
After an hour's fugitive dodging Mattie—for it was she—came at
a slow rate into the shop. She walked forwards very feebly, and
took a firm grip of the counter to steady herself.
Mr. Wesden critically surveyed her from his post of observation;
she did not speak, but she kept her black eyes directed to the face
in front of her.
" Well, what do you want, Mattie ? " asked Mr. AA'esden, finaUv.
"Nothin'—that is to buy."
" Ah! then we've nothing to give away for you any more."
" I want to speak to Master Hinchford," said Mattie ; " I've come
about the brooch."
" Not brought it back! " exclaimed Mr. AA^esden, roused out of
his apathetic demeanour by this assertion.
" I wish I had—no, I on'y want to see him."
Mr. Wesden called to his wife, and deUvered Mattie's request
through the glass, keeping one eye on the new comer all the whUe.
Mrs. Wesden sent her daughter upstairs with the message, and
presently from a side door opening into the shop Miss Wesden made
her appearance.
" If you please wiU you walk upstairs ? "
2
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Hax-riet Wesden spoke very kindly, and edged away from Mattie
as she advanced—Mattie was the girl who had stolen the brooch, a
strange creature from an uncivilized world, and the stationer's little
daughter was afraid of her old pensioner.
The girl from the streets stared at Harriet Wesden in her turn,
looked very intently at her warm dress and white pinafore, and then
looked back at Mr. Wesden.
"May I go up. Sir?"
" I don't see why they can't come down here," he grumbled, "but
you must go if they want to see you. Stop here, Harriet, and caU
A Tin—you might catch somethiixg, girl."
Ann was called, and presently a broad-faced, red-armed girl made
her appearance.
" Show a Ught to this gixl upstairs, Ann."
" This girl—here ? "
" Yes, that girl there."
" Oh! lawks—so you've turned up agin."
Mattie did not answer, she seemed vexy weak and ill, and not
inclined to words foreign to her motive in appearing there. She
foUowed the servant upstairs, pausing on the first landing to take
breath.
"What's the matter with you—ain't you weU?" asked the
servant-maid.
" No, I ain't—I'm just the tother thing."
"BeenUl?"
" Scarlet fever—that's aU."
" Oh I lor a mussy on us !—keep further off! I can't bide fevers.
We shall all be as red as lobsters in the morning."
" It ain't catching now—Mother Watts didn't catch it—I wish
she had!"
" WxU you go upstairs now ? "
"Let's get a breath—I ain't so strong as I used to be—now
then."
Up the next flight, to the door of thefirst-floorfront, where Sidney
Hinchford, pale with suspense, was standing.
" Have vou got it ?—have you got it, Mattie ? "
" No—I ain't got nothux'."
" 'Cept a fever. Master Sidney—tell your father to look out."
A thin large-veined hand protruded from the door, and dragged
Master Hinchford suddenly backwards into the room; a tall, militarylooking old gentleman, with white hair and white moustache, the
instant afterwards occupied the place, and looked down sternly at
the small intruder.
" Keep where you are—^I didn't know you had a fever, girl. Ana
Packet, put the light on the bracket. That wUl do."
Ana Packet set the chamber candlestick on a little bracket outside
the drawing-room, drew her clothes tightly round her limbs, and
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keeping close to the wall, scuttled past the girl, whom fever had sorely
stricken lately. Mattie dropped on to the stairs, placed her elbows
on her knees, took her chin between her claw-hke hands, and stared
up at Mr. Hinchford.
" I dont think you can catch anythin' from me, guv'nor."
Governor looked down at Mattie, and reddened a little.
" I'm not afraid of fever—it's only the boy I'm thinking about.
Sidney," he called.
" Yes, pa."
" You can hear, if I leave the door open. Now girl," addressing
the diminutive figure on the stairs, "if you haven't brought the
brooch, what was the good of coming here ? "
"To let you know I tried—that's all. I thought that all you
might thiixk that I'd stuck to it, you see. But I did try my hardest
to get it back—because the young gent let me off when the bobbies
would have walked me to quoct. Lor bless you. Sir, I'm not a
reg'lar!"
'"A what?" _
" xi reg'lar thief. Sir. They've been trying hard to make me—
Mother Watts and old Simes, and the rest—but it don't do. I was
locked up once afore mother died, and mother was sorry—awful
sorry for lier—you should have just heard her go on when I came
out again. Oh ! no, I'm not a reg'lar—I sings about the streets for
ha'pence, and goes to fairs, and begs—and so on, but I don't take
things werry often. I'm a stray, Sir! "
"Ah !—God help you ! " munnured the old gentleman.
" I never had no father—and mother's dead now. I'm 'bUged to
shift for myself. And oh! I just was hard up when I tooked the
brooch."
" And what became of it ? "
"Old Simes stuck to it. Sir. I vrent to him on the werry night
after I had seen Master Hinchfuid, and he said he'd sold it for tenpence, but he'd try and get it back for me, ^vliich he never did. Sir
•—never."
" No—I suppose not," was the dry response.
" And the next day I caught the fever, and got in the workus,
somehow; and when I came back to Kent Street, last week that
was, old Simes had seen nothin' more of the brooch, and Mother
Watts had forgotten aU about it—so she said ! " was the disparaging comment.
" j\jxd you came hither to tell us all this ? "
" Yes—I thought you'd like to know I did try, and that they were
too deep for me. My eye ! they just are deep, those two ! "
" AA'^liy didn't you stay in the workhouse ?"
" Can't bide the workus. Sir—they drop upon you too much. It's
the wnst place going, Sir, and no one takes to it."
"Yoxi're an odd girl."
3-2
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Mr. Hinchford leaned his back agauxst the door-post, and surveyed the ragged and forlorn girl on the lower stair. He was
perplexed with this child, and her wistful eyes—keen and glittering
as steel—made him feel xmcomfortable. Here was a mystery—a
somethiixg xmaccoxmtable, and he could not probe to its depths, or
teU which was false and which was genuine in the character of this
motherless girl before him. He had prided himself all his Ufe in
being a judge of character—a man of observation, who saw the flaw
in the diamond—the real face behind the pauxt, varnish, and pasteboard. He had judged his own brother in times past—he had
mixed much with the world, and gleaned much from hard experience
thereof, and yet a child like this disturbed him. He fancied that he
could read a struggle for something better and more pure in Mattie's
life, and that Eate was against her and drawing her back to the
shadows from which she, as if by a noble instinct, was endeavouring
to emerge.
He felt curious concernuig her.
" AV'hat do you intend to do now ? "
" Lor, Sir, I don't know. It depends upou what turns up."
" You wUl not thieve any more ? "
"Not if I can help it—but if I can't help it. Sir, I must go to
school at Simes's. He teaches lots of gals to get a living! "
Mr. Hinchford shuddered. There was a pause, during which the
head of Master Hinchford peered through the door to note how
affairs were progressing. The father detected the movement, and
when the head was hastUy withdrawn, he drew the door stUl closer,
and retauxed a grip of the handle for precaution's sake.
" You don't know what your next step wiU be ? You'U try to
live honestly, you say ? "
" I'U try the ingun dodge. You gets through a heap of inguns at
a ha'penny a lot, if the perhce wUl on'y let you be."
" And your stock in trade ? "
"AA'hat'sthat?"
" How will yon begin ? Where are the onions to come from ? "
" I shaU sing for them to-morrow—my woice is comin' round a bit.
Mother Watts says."
Mr. Huxchford pulled at his long white moustache—the girl's confidence and coolness induced him to linger thei'c—something in his
own heart led him to continue the conversation. He was a
phdosopher, a student of human nature, and this was a singular
specimen before him.
" What could you Kve and keep honest upon ? "
"Tuppence a day in summer—fourpence in winter. Summer a
gal can sleep anywhere—there's some prime places in the Borough
Market, and lots o' railway arches, Dockhead way; but it nips you
awful hard when the frost's on."
" WeU—here's sixpence to set up m business with, Mattie—and as
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long as you can show me an honest front, and can come here every
Saturday night and say, ' I've been honest all the week,' why, I'll
stand the same amount."
Mattie's eyes sparkled at this rise in life.
" I'll borrow a basket, and buy some inguns to-morrow. P'raps
you buy inguns sometimes, and old—Mr. AVesden downstairs, too.
5fes, Sir, it's the connexion that budges one up ! " she said, with the
gravity of an old woman.
" I see. I'U speak to Mr. Wesden about his custom, Mattie. You
can go now."
"Thankee, Sir."
She rose to her feet, went a few steps downstairs, paused and
looked back.
" AA^hat is it, Mattie ? "
" I hope the young gen'leman isn't a fretting much about Ids
IroocJi"
"Here, young gentleman," called the father, "do you hear
that ? "
]\Iaster Hinchford laughed from within.
" Oh, no !—I don't fret."
" P'raps some day I shall have saved up enuf to pay him back.
That's a rum idea, isn't it, Sir ?"
" Not a bad one, Mattie. Thiixk it over."
" Yes, Sir."
ilattie departed, and Mx. Hinchford returned to the sittingroom. Master Hinchford, buried in books, was sitting at the centre
table.
"Are you goiug at figures to-night ?"
" Just for a little while, I think."
" You'll ruhi your eyes—I've said so fifty times."
" Better have weak eyes than weak brains. Sir."
" Not the general idea, lad."
After a while, and when Master Hinchford was scratchuig away
with his pen, the father said—
" You don't say anything about Mattie."
" I think it was very kind of you," said the youth; "and. I thiixk
—somehow—that Mattie will be grateful."
"Pooh! pooh ! " remarked the father, "you'll never make a firstrate City man, if you beheve in gratitude. Look at the world sternly,
boy. Put not your trust in anything turning out the real and
genuine article—work everything by figures."
Master Hinchford looked at his sire, as though he scarcely understood him.
" I must bring you up to understand human nature, Sid—what a
bad article it is—plated with a material that soon wears off, if rubbed
smartly. Human nature is everywhere the same, and if you be ordy
on your guard, you may take advantage of it, instead of letting it

22

MATTIE : A STEAY.

take advantage of you. Now, this girl is a specimen, which at my
own expense we wiU experimentalize upon. In that stray, my boy,
you shaU see the natural baseness of mankind—or girl-kind." "
" Don't you think that she'U come agaui ? "
" For the sixpence, to be sure! Every Saturday night, with a
long story of how honest she has been all the week. Here we shall
see a girl, who, by her own statement, and with a struggle, can keep
honest now—note the effect of iucUscriminate alms-giving."
" Of rewarding a girl for stealing my brooch, pa."
"Ah!—exactly. Some people who didn't understand me, would
set me down for a weak-minded old fool. In studying human nature,
one must act oddly with odd specimens. And this girl who came to
tell us she had not brought the brooch back—I am just a Uttle—
curious—concernmg! "

CHAPTER V.
SET UP IN BUSINESS.

I AM afraid that the reader wUl be very much disgusted with us
as story-tellers, when we inform him that all these details are but
preliminary to our story proper—a kind of prologue in six chapters
to the comedy, melodi-ama or tragedy—which ?—that the curtain
will rise upon in our next book. StUl they are detaUs, without
which, our characters, and their true positions on our stage, would
not have been clearly defined; and in the uphill struggles of our
stray, perhaps some student of human nature, like Mr. Hinchford,
may take some little interest.
For they were real uphUl struggles to better herself, and, therefore, worthy of notice. Remarking them, and knoxvuxg their
genuineness, it has struck us that even from these crude materials
a kind of heroine might be fashioned—not the heroine of a highclass book—that is a " book for the boudoir "—but of a book that
wiU at least attempt to draw a certain phase of hfe as plainly as it
passed the writer's eyes once.
Let us, ere we begin our story, then, speak of this Mattie a little
more—this girl, who was not a " reg'lar "—who had ixever been
brought up to " the profession "—who was merely a Stray! Let us
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even watch her in her new vocation—set up in hfe with Mr. Hinchford's sixpence—-and note by what strange accident it changed the
tenor of lier Ufe ; and at least set her above the angry dash of those
waves which, day after day, engulph so many.
All that we know of Mattie, all that Mattie knew of herself, the
reader is fuUy acquainted with. Mattie's mother, a beggar, a tramj),
occasionally a thief, died in a low lodging-house, and, with some flash
of the better instincts at the last, begged her chUd to keep good, if
she could. And the girl, by nature impressionable, oiUy by the force
of circumstances callous and cxmning, tried to subsist on the streets
withoutfilchux-gher neighbours' goods—wavered in her best intentions, as well she might, when the world was extra vigorous with
her—grew more worldly with the world's hardness, and stole now
and then for bread, wlxen there was no bread offered her; made
friends with young thieves—" reg'lars "—of both sexes ; constituted them her playmates, and rehearsed with them little dramas
of successful peculation; fell into bad hands—•receivers of stolen
goods, and owners of dens where thieves nightly congregated;
regarded the police as natural enemies, the streets as home, and
those who filled them as men and women to be imposed upon,
to be whined out of money by a beggar's plaint, amused out of
it by a song in a shriU falsetto, tricked out of it by a quick
hand in the depths of their pockets. StUl Mattie never became a
"reg'lar;" she earned money enough "to keep Ufe in her"—she
had become uxured to the streets, and had a fear, a very uncommon one in girls of her age and mode of Uving, of the policestation and the magistrate. Possibly her voice saved her; she
had sung duets with her mother before death had stepped between
them, and she sold ballads on her own account when the world
was all before her where to choose. She was a girl, too, whom
a little contented; one who could live on a little, and make shift
—terrible shift—when luck run against her; above all, her
tempters, the AA'^atts', Simes', and others, festering amongst the
Kent Street courts, were cruel and hard with her, and she kept
out of their way so long as it was possible.
Given the same monotony of existence for a few more years
and Mattie would have become a tramp, perhaps, oscUlatiug from
fair to fair, race-course to race-course, losing true feeling, modesty,
heart and soul, at every step. She had already tried the fairs,
withux ten mUes—the races at Hampton and Epsom, &c., and
had earned money at them—she was seeuig her way to business
next summer, at the time she was interested in one particxUar
house in Great Suffolk Street, Borough.
Mattie was fond of pietiu'cs, and therefore partial to Mr.
AA'esden's shop, where the cheap periodicals and tinsel portraits
of celebrated stage-ranters, in impossible positions, were displayed
—fond, too, of watchuxg Mr. AA^esden's daughter in her perambu-
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lations backwards and forwards to a day-school in Trinity Street,
and critically surveying her bright dresses, her ueat shoes and
boots, her hats for week days, and drawn bonnets for Sundays,
with a far-off longing, such as a destitute child entertains for one
in a comfortable position—such a feeling as we envious children
of a larger growth may experience when our big friends flaunt
their wealth in our eyes, and talk of their hounds, their horses,
and their princely estates.
" Oh! to be only Harriet Wesden," was Mattie's secret wish—
to dress like her, look Uke her, be followed by a mother's anxious
eyes do^vn the street; to have a father to see her safely across
the broad thoroughfare lying between Great Suffolk Street and
school; to go to school, and be taught to read and write, and
grow up good—what happiness, xmattainable and intangible to
dream of!
Eugene Sue, I thiixk, tried to show the bright side of Envy,
and the good it might effect; and I suppose there are many
species of Envy, or else that we do not call things invariably by
tiieir right names. ]\Iattie, at least, envied the stationer's
daughter; ^liss AA'esden was a princess to her, and lived in
fairy-land ; and in seeing how happy she was, and what good
spirits she had, flattie's own Ufe seemed dark enough ; but that
other life which Mattie tried to keep aloof from, denser and vUer
stiU. Harriet Wesden was the heroine of her story, and ux a
far-off distant way—never guessed at by its object—Harriet Wesden
was loved, especially after she had begun to notice Mattie's attention
to the pictures in the window, and to change them for her sole
edification more often than was absolutely necessary.
Mattie was well known in Great Suffolk Street; they knew her at
AA'esden's—nearly every shopkeeper knew her, and exchanged a
word or two with her occasionally—Great Suffolk Street was her
heat. In health, Mattie was a good-tempered, sharp-witted girl—
bearing the iUs of her Ufe with composxxre—sellmg lucifers and
singing for a living.
They trusted her in Great Suffolk Street; the poor folk living at
the back thereof bought lucifers of her of a Saturday night, and
asked how she was getting on—the boys guarding their masters'
shopboards nodded in a patronizing way at her—now and then, a
plate of broken victuals was tendered her from some well-to-do shopkeeper, who could afford to part with it, and not miss it either—
before her fever, she had had a little " c'nexion," and sbe set to
work to get it up again, when the Hinchford sixpence heaped her
basket with onions.
That was the turning point of ]\Iattie's life; after that, a Uttle
woman with an eye to business ; a small female costermonger, with
a large basket before her suspended by a strap—troubled and kept
moving on by policemen—but earinng her fair modicum of profit;
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qxdck vntli her eyes, ready with her answers, happy as a queen
whose business was brisk, and lodging away from iLatiier Watts and
old Simes, whose acquaintance she had quietly dropped.
Mattie still watched Harriet Wesden from a distance; stiU felt
the same strange uxterest in that girl, one year her seiuor, growing
up so pretty, whUst she became so plain and weather-beaten; experiencing stUl the same attraction for that house in particular;
knowing each of its inmates by heart, and feeling, since the brooch
defalcation, a part of the history attached to the establishment.
When the AA''esdeus made up their minds to send Harriet to a
boarding-school, by way of a finish to her education, Mattie learned
the news, and was there to see the cab drive off; Mattie even told
Ann Packet, servant to the AVesdens, and regular purchaser of
Mattie's " green stuff," that she should miss her worry much, and
Suffolk Street wouldn't be half Suffolk Street after she was gone—
which observation being reported to Mrs. Wesden, directed more
attention to the stray from that quarter, and made one more friend
at least.
0/ie more—for Mattie had found a friend in the taU, stiff-backed,
stem-looking old gentleman of the name of Hinchford. The lodger's
phUosophy had aU gone wrong; his knowledge of human nature had
been at fault; his prophecies concerning Mattie's ingratitude had
proved faUacious, and her steady application to busiuess had greatly
interested him. He was a sterling character, this old gentleman,
for he confessed that he had been wrong; and he now held forth
Mattie's industry as .an example of perseverance in the world to his
son, just as in the past he had intended her as a striking proof of the
world's ingratitude.
The climax was reached two years after his dialogue with Mattie
on the stairs—when Mattie was thirteen years of age, and Master
Hinchford sixteen—when Mattie still hawked goods in Suffolk Street
—quite a woman of the world, and deeply versed in market prices—•
one who had not even at that time attauxed to the dignity of shoes
and stockings.
Mr. AVesden, the quiet man of business, was in his shop as usual,
when ilattie walked in, basket and all.
Mr. AYesden regarded her gravely, and shook his head. Onions and
some sweet herbs had been speculated in that morning, and no
further articles were required at that estabhshment.
" If you please, I don't want you to buy, Mr. AVesden," said she,
" b u t will you be good enough to send that up to Master
Hinchford?"
Mr. AVesden looked at the smaU, dirty piece of paper in which
something was wrapped, and then at Mattie.
" I t ' s honestly come by. Sir," said Mattie.
" I never said it wasn't," he responded.
Mattie retired uito the street—it ^^ as a Saturday night, and there
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were many customers abroad—she was doing a flourishing trade,
when a taU youth caught her by the arm, and dragged her round the
corner of the first street.
" Oh ! don't pinch my arm so. Master Hinchford."
" What's the twelve and sixpence for, Mattie?—not for the—not
for the
"
" Yes, the irooch ! I've been a-saving up, and keeping myself
down for it, and now it's easy on my mind."
" I won't have it. I've been thinking about it, and I won't have
it, Mattie."
" Please do. I've been trying so hard to wipe that off. I am
quite weU now. I've got the c'nexion aU right, and shall save it all
up agin, and the winter's arf over, and when Miss Wesden comes
back, you can buy her another brooch with it, and nobody disapiuted."
The youth laughed, and coloured, and shook his head.
" I won't take twelve and sixpence from you, I tell you. AVhy,
Mattie, you don't know the value of money, or you'd never fling it
away Uke this. Why, it's a fortune to you."
"No—it's been a weight—that twelve and six, somehow. I have
been a thief until to-night—now it's wiped clean. Don't try to make
me a thief agin by giving it on me back. Oh I don't, please, stop my
trade Uke this ! "
" AA'^eU, I shall make you out in time, Mattie—perliaps."
Master Hinchford pocketed the money, and walked away slowly.
Mattie returned to her "c'nexion." Mr. Hinchford sat and
philosophised to himseK aU the evening on the impracticability of
arriving at a thorough understanding of human nature, as exemplified
in " girl-kind."

CHAPTER VI.
THE END OF THE PEOLOGUE.
HAED times set in after that night. The winter was half over,
Mattie had said; but the worst half was yet to come, and for that
she, with many thousands Uke her, had made but Uttle preparation.
The worst half of the frost of that year set in like a bUglxt upon the
Loudon streets, froze the gutters, raised the price of coals, sent pro-
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visions up to famine figures, cut off aU the garden stxxff, and threw
such fugitive traders as ]\Iattie completely out of work. Hers became a calling that required capital now; even the greengrocers'
shops. Borough way, were scantily stocked—the market itself was
not what it used to be when things were floorishiag, and oh! the
prices that were asked in those times!
Poverty of an iU aspect set in soon after the frost; crime set in
soon after poverty—when the workhouses are besieged by hxxngry
claimants for reUef, the prisons are always extra full. Suffolk Street,
the streets branching thitherwards to Southwark Bridge, the narrow
lanes and turnings round the Queen's Bench, in the Borough Road,
and verging towards Union Street, were aU haxuxted by those phantoms that had set in with the frost—there was danger in the streets
as well as famine, and money was hard to earn, and hold when
earned ! Small shopkeepers with large famiUes closed their shutters^
and locked themselves in with desolation; men oxxt of work grew
desperate—the streets were empty of the basket women and costermongers, and swarming in lieu thereof with beggars and thieves;
even the poUce, nipped at the heart by the frost, were harder on
society that stopped the way, and had Uttle mercy even on old faces.
Mattie's was an old face which stopped the way at that time—
Mattie, basketless and onioiUess, and trying lucifers again, and
essayuxg on Saturday nights—when workmen's wages were paid—a
song or two opposite the pubUc-houses.
In this old fashion, Mattie earned a few pence at times; she was
small for her age—very small—and the anxious-looking face touched
those who had odd coppers to spare. But it was a task to five notwithstanding, and Mattie fought hard with the rest of the waifs and
strays who had a tough battle to wage that wnxter time. " Luck
went dead against her," as she termed it; she was barred from the
market by want of capital—one lot of goods that she had speculated in never went off her hands, or rather her basket, on which
they mthered more and more with the frost, xmtU they became
unsaleable products—and there was no demand for lucifers or anything !
Mattie was nearly starving when the old tempter turned up in
Great Suffolk Street—at the time when she was weak, and the
poUce had been more than commonly " down on her," and she had
not taken a halfpenny that day—at a time when the tempter does^
turn up as a general rule, that is, when we are waiting very anxiously
for an EXCUSE.

"What! Mattie!—Lor! the sight o' time since I set eves on
you!"
"V\Tiat! Mrs. AVatts!"
" AA'hat are you douxg, girl ?—not much for yourself, I shoxdd
think," with a disparaging glance at the tattered habiUmeuts of oiu"
heroine.

28

MATTIE : A STBAT.

" Not much jxist now, Mrs. Watts—hard lines it is."
" A h ! weU, it may be—you alius wanted pluck, Mattie, like your
mother. And hard lines it is just now, for those who stand nice
about trifles. What's that in your hand, gal ? "
" Congreve Ughts."
" What! still at Congreve Ughts ?—if I shoxddu't hate the werry
sight and smeU on 'em by this time."
" So I do," said Mattie, sulleiUy.
" Come home with me, and let's have a bit o' talk together, Mattie
—there's a friend or two o' your age a-coming to have a Uttle talk
with me to-night."
" Don't you keep a lodging house now ? "
" No—a Uttle shop for bones and bottles and such things; and we
has a party in the back parler twice a week, and something nice and
hot for supper."
" A school—on your own hook ? " said Mattie, quickly.
" Oh! how sharp we gets as we grows up !—but you aUus was as
sharp as any needle, and I was only saying to Simes but yesterday, if
I could just drop on Uttle Mattie, she'd be the werry gal to do us
credit—she would."
" I've been shifting for myself these last two years and odd, and I
got on tidy tUl the frost set in, and now it's—all up ! "
" Ah!—aU up—precisely so."
Mrs. Watts did not detect the tragic element in Mattie's peroration ; she had salUed forth in search of her, and had found her in
the streets ragged and penuUess and hungry. It was worth whUe
to speculate in Mattie now—to show her some degree of kindness
—to lure her back to the old haunts, and something worse than the
old Ufe. She began her temptations, and Mattie listened and trembled—the night was cold, and she had not tasted food that day.
Mrs. Watts kept her baud upon the girl, and expatiated upon the
advantages she had to offer now—even attempted to draw Mattie
along wxth her.
" Wait a bit—don't be in a hurry," said Mattie; " I'U come presently p'raps—not just now."
" Oh! I'm not so sweet on you," said Mrs. Watts, aggrieved;
" come if you Uke—stop away if you Uke—it's aU one to me. I'U
go about my rump-steaks for supper, and you can stay here and
staj-ve, if you prefer it."
This dialogue occurred only a short distance from Mr. Wesden's
shop, when Mr. Wesden was putting up the shutters in his own
quiet way, with very Uttle noise, his boy having left him at a
moment's notice, ilrs. AA'esden, who had her fears for his back—
Mr. W. had had a sensitive back for years—was dragging the shutters out from xmder the shop-board—thin slips of wood, that required
not any degree of strength to manage. There were six shutters—
at the third Mr. AVesden said—
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"Tlxere's Mattie."
"Ah! poor girl!"
At the fifth he added—
"With an old woman that I don't like the style of very much."
Mrs. Wesden went to the door, and looked down the street at the
tempter and the tempted—Mattie was under the lamp, and the face
was a troubled one, on which the gas jet flickered. When the sixth
shutter was up, and the iron band that secured them all firmly
screwed into the doorpost, the quiet couple stood side by side aud
watched the conflict to its abrupt conclusion. Both guessed what
the subject had been—there was somethiixg of the night-bird and
the gaol-bird about Mrs. AVatts, that was easy of detection.
Mrs. Wesden touched her husband's arm.
"Danger, John."
'
"Ah!"
"And that girl has been a-going on so quietly for years, and
getting her own Uving, and she without a father and a mother to care
for her—not Uke our Harriet."
"No."
"And the way she brought back the money for that brooch."
"Yes—that was funny."
" I don't see the fun of it, John."
" That was good of her."
" Do you know, I've been thinking, John, we might find room for
her—those boys are a great trouble to us, and if we had a girl, it
ixxight answer better to take the papers out, and she might serve in
the shop."
" Serve in MY shop—good Lord! "
"Some day when we could trust her, I mean—and she could
sleep with Ann; and I daresay she would come for her keep in
these times. And we might be saving her—God knows from
what! "
" Mrs. Wesden, you're as fuU of fancies as ever you can stick."
" I've a fancy to help her in these hard times, John; and when
helping her won't mux us—us who have put by now a matter of
three thou
"
"Hush!"
"And when helping her won't ruin us, but get rid of those
plagues of boys, Jolxn. Fancy our Harriet in the streets like that! "
She pointed to Mattie standing alone there, still under the gas
lamp, deep in thought. Mr. Wesden looked, but Ins lined face was
expressive of little sympathy, his wife thought.
" We're hard pushed for a boy—the bill's no sooner down than up
again—try a girl, John! "
" If you'll get in out of the cold, Mrs. W., PU thiixk of it."
Mrs. Wesden retired, and Mr. AVesden kept Lis place by the open
door, and his quiet eyes on Mattie. He was a man who did nothmg
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in a hxirry, and whose actions were ruled by grave dehberation. He
did not confess to his wife that of late years he had been interested
in Mattie; watched her froia under his papers ia the shop-window;
saw her bosiaess-like habits, her method^ her briskness over her
scanty wares, her cleverness even in dodging her bete noire the
poUceman. He was a man, moreover, who went to church and read
his Bible, and had many good thoughts beneath his occasional
brusqueness and iavariable immobility. A very qxdet man, a man
more than ordinarily cautions, hard to please, and stiU. harder to
rouse.
In shutting up his shop that ixight, he had caught one or two
fragments of the dialogue, and he knew more certainly than his
wife that Mattie was being tempted back to the old life. Of that
life he knew everything; he had learned it piece by piece without
affecting to take an interest in the matter; he even knew that
Mattie had long taken a fancy—^an odd fancy—^to his daxxghter, that
she often inqxiired about her, and her boarding-school, of Ann
Packet, domestic to the house of Wesden.
He thought of Mattie's temptation, then of Mrs. Wesden's extraordinary suggestioiL He was a lord of creation, and if he had a
weakness it was ia pooh-poohing the suggestioixs of his helpmate,
although he adopted them in nine cases but of ten, 'disguising
them, as he thought, by some Uttle vaiiation, and bringing them
forward in due coiu'se as original productions of his own teeming
biain.
And boys had worried him for years—^lost his numbers, been
behind-hand with the Times to his best customex-s, insulted those
customers when reprinuuided, and set the blame of delay at his door,
played and fought with other boys before his very shop-front, broken
his windows ia putting up the shutters, had even paid visits to his
tUl, and surreptitiously inade off with stock, and had never ia his
memory of boys—^iadustrious or otherwise—possessed one civil,
clean-faced, decent youth.
" Suppose I had Mattie on trial for a week," he said at last, and
looked towards the lamp-post. Mattie was gone—a black shaidow,
exactly Uke her, was hurrymg away down the street towards the
Borough—^running almost, and with her hands to her head, as though
a crowd of thoughts was .stunning her!
Mr. Wesden never accounted for leaving his shop-door open
without warning his wife—^for mnning at his utmost speed after the
girl.
At the comer of Great Suffolk Street he overtook her.
" Where are you going ?—^what are you ruauiag for ? " he asked,
indignantly.
Mattie started, looked at him, recognized him.
" Nothin'—^partic'ler—is anythink the matter ? "
"How—how—should you—^Uke—^to be—a news hoi/?" he panted.
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No circumlocution in Mr. Wesden—straight to the point as an
arrow.
" Yours !—you wouldn't tmst me—you never gives tnxst."
" Pve—I've thought of trying you."
" You ? " she said again.
"Yes—me."
_" WeU, I'd do anythink to get an honest Uving—but I was
giving up the thoughts o' it—it's so hard for the Ukes of us,
master."
" Come back, and I'll teU you what I've been thinking about,
Mattie."
Not a word about what Mrs. Wesden had been thinking about—
such is man's selfishness and narrow-mindedness.
Mattie went back—for good!
On this prologue to our story we can afford to drop the curtain,
leavuxg our figures in outUne, and waiting a better time to paint our
characters—such as they are—more fuUy. We need not dweU upon
Mattie's trial, upon Mattie's change of costume, and initiation into
an old frock and boots of the absent Harriet—of the many accidents
of life at Wesden, stationer's, accidents wlxich led to the wanderer's
settling down, a member of the household, an item in that household expenditure. Let the time roU on a year or two, during
which Mr. Wesden's back grew worse, and Mrs. Wesden's hair
more grey, and let the changes that have happened to oxxr friends
speak for themselves in the story we have set ourselves to write.
Leave we, then, the Stray on the threshold of her new estate,
standing in Harriet Wesden's dress, thinkiug of her future; the
shadow-land from which she has emerged behind her, and the new
scenes, new characters beyond there—beneath the bright sky, where
all looks so radiant from the distance.

END OF T H E F I E S T BOOK.
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BOOK II.
THE

KEW

ESTATE

CHAPTER I.
HOME
«

F O E GOOD.

THREE years make but Uttle difference in the general a.spect of a
poor neighbourhood. The same shops doing their scanty business; the
same loiterers at street corners; the same watch from hungry eyes
upon the loaves andfishesbehind the window glass; the same slip-shod
men, women and chUdren hustUng one another on the pavement, ui
aU weathers, " doing their bit of marketing;" the same dogs sixiffing
about the streets, and prowling round the butchers' shops.
An observer might detect many changes in the names over the
shop fronts, certainly. Business goes wrong with a great many ia
three years—capital is smaU to work with in most instances, and
when the rainy day comes, in due coixrse, by the stem rxde by which
rainy days are governed, the resistance is feeble, and the weakest
put the shutters up, sell off at an alamxiag sacrifice, and go with,
wives and chUdren, stUl frxrther on the down-hUl road. There are
seizures for rent, writs issxxed on delinquents, stem authority cutting
oft' the gas and water, sterner authorities iuterferiug with the weights
and measures, which ia poor neighboxurhoods will get hght
occasionaUy; brokers' men making their quarterlv raids, and still
frxrther perplexing those to whom life is a struggle, desperate and
intense.
Amidst the changes in Great Suffolk Street, one business remains
firm, and presents its wonted aspect. Over the Uttle stationer's
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shop, the old established emporium for everythuxg in a small way, is
stiU inscribed the name of AA'esden—has been repainted the name of
AVesden in white letters on a chocolate ground, as though there were
nothing ux the cares of business to daunt the tradesmen who began
life there, young and blooming !
There are changes amongst the papers in the windows—the
sensation pennyworths—the ].iious pennyxvorths—the pennyworths
started for the amelioration and mental improvement of the working
classes—unfortunate pennyworths, that never get on, and which the
working classes turn their backs upon, hating a moral in every other
line as naturally as we do. The stock of volumes in the Ubrary is on
the increase; the window, counter, shelves and drawers, are all wellfilled; Mr. AA^esden deals in postage and receipt stamps—ever a
good sign of capital to spare—and has turned the wash-house into a
warehouse, where reams of paper, envelopes, and goods too
numerous to mention, are biding their time to see daylight in Great
Suffolk Street.
Changes are more apparent in the back-parlour, which has been
home to Mr. and Mrs. Wesden for so many years. Let us look in
upon them after three years' absence, and to the best of our abUity
note the alteration there.
Mr. and Mrs. AA^esden are seated one on each side of the fire—
Mrs. Wesden in a new arm-chair, bought of an upholsterer in the
Borough, an easy and capacious chair, with spring seats and sides,
and altogether a luxury for that estabhshment. Mrs, AVesden has
become very feeble and rickety; rheumatic fever—that last year's
Ixard trial, in which she was given ovei-, and the quiet man collapsed
into a nervous chUd for the nonce—has left its traces and robbed her
of much energy and strength. She is a very old woman at sixtythree, grey-haUed and saUow, ytitlx two eyes that look at you in an
amiable, deer-Uke fashion—in a motherly way that gives you an idea
of what a kind woman and good Christiau she is.
Mr. AA^esden, sitting opposite his worn better-half, W'as originaUy
constructed from much tougher material. The lines are deeper in
his face, the nose is larger, the eyes more sunken, perhaps the lips
more thin, but there is business energy in him yet; no opportunity
to earn money is let shp, and if it were not for constant twinges in
his back, he would be as agUe as in the old days when there were
doubts of getting on in life.
But who is this sitting with them, like one of the family ?—a darkhaired, pale-faced girl of sixteen, short of stature, neat of figure,
certainly not pretty, decidedly not plam, with an everyday face, that
might be passed fifty times, without attracting an observer; and then,
on the fifty-first, startle him by its intense expression. A face older
than its possessor's years; at times a grave face, more often, despite
its paUor, a bright one—lit up with the cheerful thoughts which a
mind at ease naturaUy gives to it.
3
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Neatly if humbly dressed—working with a rapidity and regularity
that would have done credit to a stitching machine—evidently at
home there in that back parlour, to which her dark wistful eyes had
been so often directed in the old days; this is the Mattie of our
prologue—the stray, diverted from the dark course it was taking,
by the hand of John Wesden.
"Wesden, what's the time now?"
"My dear, it's not five minutes since you asked last," is the mild
reproof of the husband, as he tugs at his copper-gilt watch chain for
a while; " it's close on ten o'clock."
" I hope nothuig has happened to the train—"
" AVhat should happen, Mrs. Wesden?" says a brisk, clear ringing
voice; "just to-night of aU nights, when Miss Harriet is expected.
Why, she didn't give us hopes of seeing her tUl nuxe; and trains are
always behind-hand, I've heard—and it's very early hours to get
fidgety, isn't it. Sir ? "
" Much too early."
" I haven't seen my dear girl for twelve months," half-moans the
mother; " she'U come back quite a lady—she'U come back for good,
Wesden, and be our pride and joy for ever. Never apartfromus again."
" No, aU to ourselves we shall have her after this. WeU," with 3/
strange half sigh, " we have done our duty by her, Mrs. W."
" I hope so."
" It's cost a heap of money—I don't regret a penny of it."
" Why shoxdd you, Wesden, when it's made our girl a lady—fit
for any station in the world ? "
" But this perhaps," says Mr. Wesden, thoughtfuUy; " and this
can't matter now we
"
He does not fiiush the sentence, but takes his pipe down from the
mantel-piece, and proceeds to fiU it in a mechanical fashion. Mrs.
Wesden looks at him quietly—her lord and husband never smokes
before supper, without his mind is disturbed—the action reminds his
wife that the supper hour is drawing near, and that nothing is prepared for Harriet's arrival.
"She wUl come home tired and hungry—oh! dear me—and
nothing ready, perhaps."
" I'U help Ann directly," says Mattie.
The needle that has been plying all the time—that did not cease
when Mattie attempted consolation—is stuck in the dress she is
hemming; the work is roUed rapidly into a bundle; the Ught figure
flits about the room, clears the table, darts down stairs into the
kitchen; presently appears with Ann Packet, maid-of-£tll-work, lays
the cloth, sets knives and forks and plates; varies proceedings by
attending to customers in the shop—Mattie's task more often, now
Mr. Wesden's back has lost its flexibility—flits back again to the
task of preparing supper in the parlour.
With her work less upon her mind, 3Iattie launches into small
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talk—her tongue rattles along with a rapidity only equal to her
needle. She is in high spirits to-night, and talks more than usual,
or else that loquacity for which a Mrs. AVatts rebuked her once, has
known no diminution with expanding years.
"We shall have her in a few more minutes, mistress," she says,
addressing the feeble old woman in the chair; "just as if she had
never been away from us—bless her pretty face!—and it was twelve
days, rather than twelve months, since we all said good-bye to her.
She left you on a sick bed, Mrs. Wesden, and she comes back to
find you well and strong again—to fuxd home just as it should be—
everything going on weU, and everybody—oh ! so happy ! "
" And to fuxd you, Mattie—what ?" asks Mr. Wesden, in his quiet
" To find me very happy, too—happy in having improved in my
scholarship, such as it is. Sir—happy with you two friends, to whom
I owe—oh! more than I ever can think about, or be gratefxJ enough
for," she adds with an impetuosity that leads her to rush at the qxdet
nxan and kiss him on the forehead.
" We're square, Mattie—we're perfectly square now," he replies,
settling his silver-rimmed spectacles more securely on his nose.
" Oh! that is very likely," is the sharp response.
" You nursed the old lady Uke a daughter—you saved her somehow.
If it hadn't been for you
"
" She would have been weU weeks before, only I was such a restless girl, and wouldn't let her be quiet," laxxghs Mattie.
She passes into the shop again with the same elastic tread, serves
out two ounces of tobacco, detects a bad shiUing, and focuses the
customer with her dark eyes, appears but Uttle impressed by his
apologies, and more interested in her change, locks the tiU, and is
once more in the parlour, talking about Miss Harriet again.
" She is on her way now," she remarks; " at London Bridge by
this time, and Master Hinchford—we must say Mr. Hinchford now,
I suppose—helping her into the cab he's been kuxd enough to get for
her."
" What's the time now, Wesden ? " asks the mother.
"WeU," after the usual efforts to disinter—or disembowel—the
sUver watch, "it's certainly just ten."
" And by the time Tom's put the shutters up, she'U be here! "
cried Mattie; " see if my words don't come true, Mr. Wesden."
" WeU, I hope they wiU; if they don't, I—I think I'U just put on
my hat, and walk down to the station."
Presently Somebody coming downstairs with a heavy, regxdar tread,
pausing at the side door in the parlour, and giving two decisive raps
with his knuckles on the panels.
" Come in."
Enter Mr. Hinchford, senior, with his white hair rubbed the wrong
way, and his florid face looking somewhat anxious.
3—2
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" Haven't thev come yet ? "
"Not yet. Sir."
" Ah ! I suppose not," catching Mattie's glance directed towards
him across the needlework which she has resumed agaux, and at
which she is working harder than ever; " there's boxes to find, and
pack on the cab, and Miss Harriet's no woman if she do not
remember at the last minute somethiixg left behind in the
carriage."
" AVon't you sit down, Sir ? " asks Mrs. Wesden.
" N—no, thank you," he replies; " you'll have your girl home in
a minute, and we musn't over-crowd the Uttle parlour. I shall give
up my old habit of smoking here, now the daughter comes back—
you must step up uxto my quarters, AVesden, a little more often."
"Thank you."
"Temporary quarters, I suppose, we must say, now the boy's
getting on so well. Thank God," with a burst of affection, "that I
shaU see that boy ux a good position of life before I die."
" He's a clever lad."
"Clever, Sir!" ejacxdates the fathei", "he's more than clever,
though I don't sing his praises before his face. He has as clear a
head-piece as any man at forty, aud he's as good a nxan of
business."
"And so steady," adds Mrs. AVesden.
" God bless you, madam; yes."
" And so saving," is the further addition of Mr. AV'esdeu,—" that's
a good sign."
" Ah! he knows the value of money better than his father did at
his age," says the old man; "with his caution, energy, and cleverness
we shall see him, if we Uve, a great man. ViTxoever Uves to see him
—a great man! "
"It's a comfort when our chUdren grow up blessings to us,"
remarks Mrs. Wesden, dreamily looking at the fire; " neither you
nor I, Sir, have any cause to be sorry for those we love so very,
very much."
" No, certainly not. AA'e're lucky people in our latter days—•
good night."
" You can't stop, then ? " asked Wesden.
"Not just now. Don't keep the boy down here, please—he'll
stand and talk, forgetting that he's in the way to-night, unless you
give him a hint to the contrary. Out of business he's a trifle inconsiderate, xmless you plainly teU him he's not wanted. Good night—
I shall see Harriet in the morning."
" Yes—good night."
Mr. Hinchford retires again, and ui a few minutes afterwards,
before there is further time to dUate upon the danger of raUway
traveUing, and the uncertainty of human hopes, the long-expected
cab dashes up to the door. There is a bustle in Great Suffolk Street;
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the cabman brmgs in the boxes amidst a little knot of loxmgers, who
have evidently never seen a box before, or a cab, or a young lady
emerge therefrom assisted by a taU yoxmg man, or Ustened to an
animated dispute about a cab-fare, which comes in by way of
sequence whilst the yoxxng lady is kissing everybody ia turn in the
paiioxxr.
"My fare's eighteenpence, guv'nor."
" Not one shilUng, legally," affirmed the young man.
" I never did it for a shilling afore—I ain't a going now—I'U take
a summons out first."
"Take it."
" You won't stand another sixpence, guv'nor ? "
"No."
"Then," bundling on to his box, and lashing his horse ferociously,
" I won't waste my time on a taUor—it's much too valuable for
that!"
The young man laughs at this withering sarcasm, and passes
through the shop uxto the paxlour, where the arnmatiou has scarcely
found time to subside.
Harriet Wesden is holduig Mattie at arm's length, and looking
steadUy at her—^the stationer's daughter is taller by a head than the
stray.
" And you, Mattie, have been impi-oving, I see—learning aU the
lessons that I set you before I went away—becoming of help to
father and mother, and thinkuxg of poor me sometimes."
" Ah! very often of ' poor me.'"
" Oh! how tired I am !—how glad I shaU be to find myself in my
room! Now, Mr. Sidney, I'm going to bid you good lUght at once,
thanking you for aU past services."
"Very well. Miss Harriet."
"And, goodness me!—^I did not notice those things before!
Wlxat! spectacles, Sidney—at your age ? "
The tall young man coloxxrs and laughs—keeping his position at
the door-post all the whUe.
" Can't afford to have weak eyes yet, and so have sacrificed aU my
personal charms for the sake of convexdence in matters of business.
You don't mean to say that they look so very bad, though ? "
" You look nearer ninety than nineteen," she repUes. " Oh! I
wouldn't take to spectacles for ever so much."
"That's a very different affafr," remarks Sidney.
"Why?"
" Oh I because it is—that's aU. WeU, I think I'U say good night
now—shall 1 take that box xxpstairs for you, iliss Harriet ? "
" Ann and I can manage it, Mr. Hinchford," says Mattie.
" Yes, and put a rib out, or something. Can't aUow the gentler
sex to be black slaves during my sojourn in Great Sixffolk Street.
Good night all."
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" Good night,"
He closes the shop door, seizes the box which has been deposited
in the shop, swings it round on his shoulder and marches upstairs
with it two steps at a tune, aud whistling the whUe. On the landing, outside the sitting-room, and double-bedded room, wlxich his
father occupies, Ann Packet, domestic servant, meets him with a
Ught.
"Lor a mussy on us !—is that you, Master Sidney ? "
" Go a-head, upstairs, wench, and let us find a place to put the box
down. This is Miss Harriet's box."
" Orful heavy, am't it. Sir ? ';
"WeU—it is not so light as it might be," asserts Master Sidney;
"forward, there."
MeanwhUe, too tu'cd to repair to her room for any toilette
arrangements at that hour of the night, Harriet AVesden sits down
between her mother and father, holduxg her bonnet on her lap. Mr.
and Mrs. Wesden regard her proudly, as well they may, Harriet
being a gUl to be proud of—tall, graceful and pretty, something that
makes home bright to the parents, and has been long missed by
them. No one is aware of all that they have sacrificed in their
desire to make a lady of their only child—or of one-half of the hopes
which they have built upou concerning her.
" This always seems such an odd, little box to come back to after
the great Brighton school," she says, wearUy; "oh, dear! how tired
I am!"
" Get your supper, my dear, at once, and don't sit up for anybody
to-night," suggests the mother.
" I don't want any supper. I—I thuxk I'U go upstairs at once
and keep all my little anecdotes of school and schooUixg tiU the
morrow. Shall I ? "
"By aU means, Harriet, if you're tired," says the father, "but
after a long journey I would take something. You don't feel poorly,
my dear ? "
" Who ?—I—oh! no," she answered, startled at the suggestion ;
"but I have been eating biscuits and other messes all the journey
up to London, and therefore my appetite is spoiled for the night.
To-morrow I shaU be myself again—and we wUl have a long talk
about aU that has happened since I left here last year—by to-morrow,
we shaU have settled down so comfortably ! "
" I hope so.'; _
She looks timidly towards her father, but he is smoking his pipe,
and placidly surveying her. She kisses him, then her mother, lastly
Mattie, and leaves the room;—the instant afterwards Mattie remembers the unwieldy box, which Master or Mr. Hinchford has carried
upstairs.
" She'U never uncord the box—I should Uke to help her, if yon
can spare me."
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"Knots always did try the dear girl," affirms Mrs. Wesden; "go
and help her by aU means—my dear."
Mattie needs no second bidding; she darts from the room, and
in a few muxutes is at the top of the house; in her forgetfulness
inside the room without so much as a "By your leave, Miss
Wesden."
" Oh! dear, I forgot to knock—and oh! dear, dear! " rushiug
forward to Harriet sitting by the bedside and rocking herself to and
fro, as though in pain, " what is the matter ?—can I help you r—
what has happened ? "

CHAPTER II.
A

GIEL'S

EOMANCE.

Miss WESDEN continued to rock herself to and fro and moan at
frequent intervals, after Mattie had intruded so uxxceremoniously
upon her sorrows. She had reached the hysterical stage, and there
was no stopping the tears and the Uttle windy sobs by which they
were varied—and Harriet Wesden in tears, the girl whom !\Iatt!c
had reverenced so long, was too much for our smaU heroine.
" O h ! dear—what has happened?—shall I run and teU yoiir
father and mother ? "
" Oh ! for goodness sake, don't thuxk of anything of the kind ! "
cried the startled Harriet; " I—I—I shaU be better in a minute.
It's only a spasm or something—it's nothing that any one—can—
help me—with ! "
" I know what it is," remarked Mattie, after a moment's
reflection.
"Yon—you do, Mattie?"
"It's tixe wind," was the matter-of-fact reply; "you've been
eating a heap of nasty buns, and then come up here without your
supper—and it's brought on spasms, as you say."
" How ridiculous you are, chUd ! " said this woman of seventeen,
parting her fair hair back from her face, and making an effort to subdue her agitation ; " don't you see that I am very, very miserable ? "
" In earnest ? "
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" Are people ever really, tnxly miserable in fun, Mattie ? " was
the sharp rejoinder.
"Not truly miserable, I should fancy. But you—oh! Miss
Harriet, you miserable, at your age ? "
"Yes—it's a fact."
" Perhaps you have been robbed," suggested the curious Mattie ;
" I know that they used to send them out from Kent Street to hang
about the railway stations. Never mind. Miss Harriet, I have been
earning money, lately; and if you don't want your father to know
how careless you have been
"
"Always unselfish—always thinking of doing some absurd action,
that shall benefit any one of the name of Wesden. No, no, Mattie,
it's not money, it's not that—that vulgar complaint you mentioned
just now. Oh ! to have one friend in the world in whom I coxdd
trust—in whom I could confide my misery."
" And haven't you one ? " was the soft answer.
Harriet looked up at the wistful face—so full of love and pity.
"Ah! there's you—you mean. But you are a chUd stUl, and
would never understand me. Ton would never have sympathy with
all that I have suffered, or keep my secret if you had."
"What I coxdd xmderstand, I caimot say—I'm stiU hard at work,
in overtime, at my lessons ; but you may be sure of my sympathy
and of my silence. It's not that I'm so curious. Miss Harriet, but
that I hope, when I know aU, to be a comfort to you."
Harriet shook her head despondently, and beat her tiny foot
impatiently upon the carpet. Any one ia the world to be a comfort
to her was a fooUsh idea, that oiUy irritated her to allude to.
" I'm Uving here to be a comfort to you aU," said Mattie, in a
low voice; " I've set myself to be that, if ever I can. Every one in
this house helped in a way to take me from the streets; every one
has been more kind to me than I deserved—helped me on, given me
good advice—done so much for me ! I—I have often thought that
perhaps my time might come some day to your famUy, or the
Hinchford's; but if to you, my darUng, whom I love before the
whole of them—who has been more than kind—whom I loved when
I was a little ragged gui in the dark streets outside—^how happy I
shall b e ! "
" Happy to see me miserable, Mattie ; that's what that amounts
to."
" I didn't mean that," answered Mattie, half aggrieved.
" No, I'm sure you did not," was the reply. "Lock the door,
my dear, and let me take you into my confidence—I do want some
one to talk to about it terribly ! "
Mattie locked the door, and, full of wonder, sat down by Harriet
Wesden's side. The stationer's daughter had always treated Mattie
as a companion rather than as a servant; she had but seen her in her
hoUdays of late years—her father had trusted Mattie, and made a
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shopwoman of her—she had found Mattie constituted after a wlule
one of the famUy—Mattie was only a year her junior, and Mattie's
love, almost her idolatry for her, had won upon a nature which,
though far from faultless, was at least susceptible to kindness, ever
touched by affection, and ever ready to return both.
" You must know, Mattie, then—and pray never breathe a syUable
of this to mortal soul again—that I'm in love."
" Lor l" gasped Mattie.
"Dreadfully and desperately in love."
" Oh! hasn't it come early; and oh! ain't I dreadfully sorry."
" H u s h , Mattie; not so loud. They'U be coming up to bed ux the
next room presently, and if they were to find it out I should die."
" They wouldn't mind, after they had once got used to it," said
Mattie; " and if it has really come to love in earnest—there's a good
deal of sham love I've been told—why, I don't thiixk there's anything to cry about. I should dance for joy myself."
" You're too young to know what you're talkuxg about, Mattie,"
reproved Harriet.
" No, I'm not," was the quick answer; " I shoxdd feel very happy
to know that there was some one to love me better than anybody in
the world—to think of me first, pray about me before he went to bed
at night, dream of me tiU the daytime, keep me always in his head.
Why, shouldn't I be happy to know this, I who never remember
wixat love was from anybody ? "
"Yes, yes, 1 understand you, Mattie," said Harriet; "that's
part of love—not all."
" AVhat else is there ? "
Mattie was evidently extremely curious concerning all phases of
" t h e heart complaint."
" It's too complicated, j\Iattie; when you're a woman you'll be
able to find out for yourself. It's better not to trouble your head
about it yet awhile."
" I wish you hadn't. Miss Harriet. It's not the likes of me that
is going to think about i t ; and if you had left it till you were really
a woman—I don't know much about the matter yet—but I'm
thinking it would be all the better for you, too, my dear."
" It came all of a rush like; I wasn't thinking of it. There were
two young men at first, who used to watch our school, and laugh at
the biggest of us, and kiss their hands—just as young men wilt do,
Mattie."
" Like their impudence, I tliuik."
Mattie's matter-of-fact views were coming uppermost again. She
had seen much of the world in her youth, experienced much hardship, worked hard for a living-, and there was no romance in her
disposition, only affection, which had developed of late years, thaixks
to her new training.
" But there's always a little fun amongst the big girls, Mattie."
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" What is the governess about ? "
" She's looking out; but, bless you, she may look ! "
" Ah ! I suppose so. WeU ?"
" And then one young man went away, and only one was left
—the handsomer of the two—and he feU in love with me! "
"Really and truly?"
"Why, of course he did. Is it so wonderful?" and the
boarding-school girl looked steadily at her companion.
Mattie looked at her. She was a beautiful girl, and perhaps
it was not so wonderful, after aU. But then Mattie still looked
at Harriet Wesden as a chUd—even as a chUd younger than she
whom the world had aged very early—rendered " old-fashioned," as
the phrase runs, in many things.
" Not wonderful, perhaps ; but wasn't it wrong ? " asked
:\Iattie.
" I don't think so—I never thought of that—he was very fond of
me, and used to send me letters by the servant, and I—I did get
very fond of him. He was a gentleman's sou, and oh! so handsome, Mattie, and sO taU, and so clever! "
" About your age, I suppose ? "
" No, four-and-twenty, or more, perhaps. I don't know."
"WeU?—oh! dear, how did it end? " asked Mattie; "it's like
the story-books in the shop, is'ut it ? "
"AA'ait awhUe, dear. The misery of the human heart is to be
unfolded now. He's a gentleman's son, and there's an estate or
something in AA'est India, or East India, or in some dreadful hot
place over the water somewhere, where the natives hook themselves in the smaU of their backs, aud swuxg about and say their
prayers."
"How nasty!"
" And—aud he—was to go there," her sobs beginning again at
the remuiiseence, "and Uve there, and," dropping her voice to a
wlusper, " he asked me if I'd run away with him, and be married to
him over there."
Mattie clenched her fist spasmodicaUy. She saw through the
iUmsy veU of romance, with a suddenness for which she was unprepared herself. She was a woman of the world, with a knowledge of
the evil in it, on the instant.
"' Oh! that man was a big scamp, I'm sure of it—I know it! "
" AA'hat makes yon think that ? " asked Harriet, imperiously.
"• Couldn't he have come to Suffolk Street, and told your father
aU about it Uke a—Uke a man ?"
" Yes, but Ids father—Ins father is a gentleman, and would never
let him marry a poor, deplorable stationer's daughter."
" Ah! his father does not know you, and his father didn't have
the chance of trying, I'm incUned to think," was the shrewd comment here.
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" Never mind that," said Harriet, " I don't see that that's anything to do with the matter just now. I wouldn't run away; I
was very frightened; I loved father and mother, and I knew how
they loved me. And when I cried, he said he had only done it
to try me, and then—and then—he went away next day for ever! "
" And a good riddance," muttered Mattie.
" Oh! Mattie, you cruel, eruel girl! is this the sympathy you talked
about a little while ago ?"
" I've every sympathy with you, my own dear young lady," said
Mattie; " I'm sorry to see how this is troubling you—you so young!
—just now. But I don't think lie acted very properly. Miss Harriet,
or that you were quite so careful of yourself as—as you might have
been."
" I'm a wretched, wretched woman! "
" Does he know where you live ? "
"Ye—es," she sobbed.
" And where did he live before he went to India ? "
" Surrey."
" That's a large place, I think. I haven't turned to geography
lately, but I fancy it's a double map. If that's all the address, it's
a good big one. May I ask his name ? "
"Never," was the melo-dramatic answer.
" Ah! it does not matter much. I hope, for the sake of all
downstairs, you wiU try and forget it. It's no credit; you were
much too young, and he too old in everythuxg. Oh! Miss Harriet,
you and the other young ladies must have been going it down at
Brighton!"
" It all happened suddenly, Mattie; I'm not a forward girl; they're
all of my age—oh! and ever so much bolder."
" A very nice school that must be, I should think," said Mattie,
leaving the bed for the box, which she proceeded to uncord; "if I
ever hear of anybody wanting to send their daughters to a finishuig
akkadenxy," Mattie was not thoroughly up in pure EngUsh yet, " I'll
just recommend that one! "
" Mattie," reproved Harriet, " you've got at all that you wanted
to know, and now you're full of bitter sarcasm."
"I'mfuUof bitter nothing, Miss," was the reply; "and oh!—
you don't know how sorry 1 feel that it has aU happened, making
you so old and womanly before your time—filling your head with
rubbish about—the chaps ! "
Harriet said nothing—she sat and watched with dreamy eyes
the process of uncording; only, -ivhen Mattie attempted to turn
the box on its side, did she spring up and help to assist without a
word.
" There, that'll do," she said peevishly; " let me only uxxlock the
box, and get at my night-things, that's all I want. Mattie, for
goodness sake, don't keep so in the way ! "
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Mattie stood aside, and Harriet AVesden, with an impatient hand,
unlocked the box, and raised the heavy oaken lid. Mattie's eyes,
sharp as needles, detected a small roU of written papers, neatly tied.
"Are these the letters. Miss Harriet? "
" Good gracious me, how curious and prying you are!" said
Harriet, snatching the packet from her hand. " 1 wish I had never
told you a syUable—I wish you'd leave my things alone ! "
" I beg your pardon—I only asked. It was wrong."
" WeU, there, I forgive you; but you are so tiresome, and oldfashioned. I can't make you out—I never shaU—you're not like
other girls."
" Was I brought up Uke other girls, you know ? " was the sad
question.
"No, no—I forgot that—I beg your pardon, Mattie; I didn't
mean it for a taunt."
" God bless you, I know that. What are you doing ? "
" Getting rid of these," thrusting the letters in the candle flame
as she spoke. " I can trust you, but not them, Mattie."
" I'd hold them over the fire-place, then. If they drop on the
toUet-table, we shaU have the house a-fire."
Harriet took the advice proffered, and removed her combustibles
to the place recommended. Mattie, on her knees by the box,
watched the process.
"And there's an end of them" Harriet said at last, in a decisive
tone.
"And of him—say of him? "
"We parted for ever—but I shall always think of him—think,
too, that perhaps I teas very young and thoughtless and vain, to lead
him on, or to be led on. But oh! Mattie, he did love me—he
wouldn't have harmed me for the world! "
" H e hasn't spoken of writing—^you haven't promised to write
any more."
" No—it was a parting for ever. Haven't I said so, over and over
again ? "
" Then you'U soon forget him. Miss Harriet—try and forget him,
for your own sake—you can't tell whether he wasn't making game
of you, for certain; he didn't act well, for he wasn't a boy, was he ?
And now go to sleep, and wake up in the mornuxg your old self.
Miss."
"I'U try—I must t r y ! "
" I don't think that this fine gentleman will ever turn up again; if
he does, you'll be older to take your own part. Oh! dear, how
contrary things do go, to be sure."
" What's the matter now ? "
" I did think I knew whom you were to marry."
" Who was it ? " said Harriet, with evident interest in lier question.
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" Well, I thought. Miss Harriet, that you'd grow up, and grow
up to be a young woman, and that Master Sidney underneath would
grow up, and grow up to be a young man, and you'd fall naturally
in love with one another—marry, and be oh ! so happy. When I'm
hard at work at the lessons he or his father writes out for me sometimes, I catch myself forgetting all about them, and thinking of you
and him together—and I your servant, perhaps, or little housekeeper.
I've always thought that that would come to pass some day, and
that he'd grow rich, and make a lady of you—and it made me happy
to think that the two, who'd been perhaps the kindest in aU the
world to me, would marry some fine day. I've pictered it—pictured
it," she corrected, " many and many a time, until I fancied at last it
must come true."
" Master Sidney, indeed ! " was the disparaging comment.
" AA'^hen you know him, you won't talk like that," said Mattie;
"he's a gentleman—growing like one fast—and I don't think, young
as he is, that he would have acted like that other one you've been
silly enough to think about."
" SiUy!—oh ! Mattie, Mattie, that isn't sympathy with me—I
don't know whether you're a chUd, or an old woman—you talk like
both of them, and in one breath. AA'^hy did I tell you!—why did I
teU y o u ! "
"Because I was in earnest, and begged hard—because I was
afraid, and you could not keep such a secret from me as that; aud if
yon had wanted help—how I would have stood by you ! "
Harriet noted the kindling eyes, and her heart warmed to the
nondescript.
" Thank you, Mattie—one friend at least now."
" Always,—don't you thiixk so ? "
"Yes, I do."
Mattie was at the door, when Harriet called her back.
" Mattie, never a word about this again. I daresay I shall soon
forget it, for I am very young; and though it was LOVE, yet I
won't let it break my heart. I'm very wretched now. I shall be
glad," she added with a yawn, " to lie down and think of all my
sorrows."
" And sleep them aw^ay."
" Oh ! I shall not close an eye to-night. Good night, Mattie."
Miss Harriet AVesden, a young lady who had begun life eaiiy,
was sleeping soundly three minutes after Mattie's departxu'C from the
room.
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CHAPTER III.
OUE

CHAEACTEES.

IN our last chapter we have implied that life began early for
Harriet AA'esden. Before her school-days were fimshed, and with
that precocity for which school-girls of the present era are unhappily
distinguished, she was thinking of her lover, and constituting hersel
the heroine of a Uttle romance, all the more dangerous for being
uixreal and out of the common track. A tender-hearted girl, with a
head not the most strong in the world, is easUy impressed by the
sentiment, real or assumed, of the first good-looking young feUow
xThom she may meet. In her own opinion she is not too young to
receive admUation, and the consciousness of having impressed one
of the opposite sex arouses her vanity, changes the current of her
thoughts, makes the world for awhUe a very different place—bright,
ethereal and unreal. All this very dangerous ground to tread, but
the more deUghtful for its pitfaUs; all this a something that has
occurred in a greater or less degree to most of us in our time, though
we have the good sense to say nothing about it, or to laugh at the
foUies and the troubles we rashly sought in our nonage. Boys and
girls begin their courtships early in these latter days—there is not a
girl of sixteen who does not consider herself fit to love and be loved,
however demure she may appear, or however much she may be kept
back by detestable short frocks and friUed indescribables. And as
for our boys, why, they are men of the world immediately they leave
school—men of a world that is growing more rapid in its revolutions, and hardens its inhabitants wonderfully fast. It is a singular
fact in the history of shop-keeping, that chUdren's toys are becoming
unfashionable. "Bless you. Sir, children don't buy toys now,
they're much too old for those amusements ! " was the assertion of
one of the trade to the writer of this work. And how many little
misses and masters can most of us call to mind who are growing
pale over their fancy work, their books, and their " coUections,"
children who will do anything but play, and have souls above
" Noah's Arks."
Therefore, in these precocious times, Harriet Wesden, seventeen
next month, was no exceptional creature; moreover, she had been
to a boarding-school, where she had met with many of her own
age who were twice as womanly and w"orldly—big girls, who were
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always talking about "the chaps," as Mattie had inelegantly
phrased it.
There is no occasion in this place to retrace the school-career of
Harriet Wesden, to see how much she has kept back or extenuated;
her story to Mattie was a truthful one, told with no drawbacks, but
with a half-pride in her achievements which her girlish sorrows were
not capable of concealing. There was sometlung satisfactory in
having loved and having been loved; and though the love had
vaoished away, still the reminiscence was not whoUy painful, however much she might fancy so at that period.
Mattie had listened to her story, and offered all the consolation in
her power; Mattie was a girl of liard, plain facts, and looked more
soberly at the world than her contemporaries. She had a dark
knowledge of the worst part of it, and her early years had aged
her more than she was aware of herself—aged her thoughts rather
than her heart, for she was always cheerful, and her spirits were
never depressed; she went her way in life quietly and earnestly,
grateful for the great change by which that Ufe had been characterized; gratefrxl to all who had helped to turn it in a different
channel. At this period, Mattie was happy; there was nothing to
trouble her; it was an important post to hold in that stationer's
shop; everybody had confidence ux her, and had given her kind
words; she had learned to know right from wrong; they were interested in her moral progress, both the shopkeeper and the lodgers
on the first floor; she was more than content with her position in
society—she was thankful for it.
The Huxchfords had maintained their interest in Mattie, from the
day of her attempt to explain her long search for the brooch. The
father, a student of human nature, as he termed himself, had persuaded her to attend evening school, to study to improve in reading
and writing at home; and Master Hinchford, who wrote a capital
hand, set her copies in his leisure, and gave his verdict on her
caligraphic performances. Mattie snatched at the elements of her
education in a fugitive manner; Mr. AA'esden did not object to her
progress, but she was his servant, afterwards his shopwoman, and he
wanted liis money's worth out of her, like a man who understood
busiuess in all its branches. Mattie never neglected work for her
studies, and yet made rapid advancement; and, by-and-bye, ilr.
Huxchford, during one of his quiet interviews with the stationer,
had obtained for her more time to attend her evening classes—
and hence the improvement which we have seen in Mattie. So
time had gone on, tUl Miss Wesden's return for good—so far, then,
had the stationer's daughter and the stray made progress.
Mattie, with a judgment beyond her years, had perceived the
evanescent nature of Harriet AA^esdeu's romance, and prophesied
concerning it. She did not beUeve in the depth or mtensity of
Harriet's sorrow; moreover, she knew Harriet was not of a fretful
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disposition, and that new faces and new pursuits woxdd exercise
their usual effect upon a nature impressionable, and—just a little
weak! Mattie was a judge of character without being aware of it,
and her own unimpressionability set her above her feUows, and gave
her a clear insight into events that were passing around her. A
girl of observation also, who let few things—serious or trivial—•
escape her, but glanced at them in their revolutions, and remembered them, if necessary. This acuteness had possibly been
derived from her hand-to-mouth existence in the old days; in her
tinxe of affluence, the habit of storing up and taking mental notes of
everything, had not deserted her. Take her altogether, she was a
sharp girl, and suited Mr. Wesden's business admirably.
Quietly Mattie set herself to take stock of Harriet Wesden, after
the latter's confession, to note if the love to which she had confessed
were Ukely to be a permanency or not. Harriet and Mattie spoke
but little concerning the adventures at Brighton; Mattie shunued
the subject, and turned the conversation when Harriet felt proue to
dUate upon her melancholy sensations. Besides, Mattie knew her
place, kept to the shop, whither Harriet seldom foUowed her—that
young lady having a soiU above the business, by which she had
benefited. Mr. and Mrs. Wesden rather admired this; they had
saved money, and the business, to the latter at least, was but a
secondary consideration; they had paid a large sum to make a lady
of Harriet, and when they retired from business, Harriet would go
with them, and be their hope and comfort, with her lady-like ways,
in their little suburban residence. They were not slow in letting
Harriet know this; they spoke of a private Ufe very frequently;
when Harriet was two years older, they would retire and live
happUy ever afterwards! Or, Mr. Wesden thought more prudently,
if they did not give up the business for good, stiU they would live
away from it, and leave the management of it to some trustworthy
personage—Mattie, for instance, who would see after their interests,
whUst they took their ease in their old age.
Mr. Hinchford, senior, had listened to these flying remarks more
than once; he spoke of his own establishment in the future in his
turn—where and how he should Uve with that clever boy of his,
who would redeem the famUy credit by assuming the Hinchfords'
legitimate position.
•
" I kept my carriage once, Mr. Wesden—I hope to do it again.
My boy's very clever, very energetic—he has gained the esteem of
his employers, and I beUeve that they wUl make a partner of him
some day."
What Sidney Hinchford believed did not appear upon the surface.
He was a youth—say a young man—who kept a great many
thoughts to himself, who pushed on in Ufe steadily and undemonstratively. His father was right; Sidney had gained the esteem of his
employers; he was very clever at figures, handy as a correspondent.
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never objected to over-work, did more work than any one of the old
hands, evinced an aptitude for business and an interest in his employers' success—very remarkable in these egotistical times. His
employers were wholesale tea-dealers in Mincing Lane—well-to-do
nxen, without famUies of their own—men who had risen from the ranks,
after the fashion of City nxen, who have a nice habit of getting on in
the world. Sidney Huxchford's manner pleased them, but they kept
their own counsel, and watched his progress—and Sidney's was a
remarkable progress for a youth of his age.
Sidney, be it said here, was an ambitious youth in his heart.
His father had been a rich man; his father's family, from which they
held themselves aloof, were rich people, and his hope was iix
recovering the ground which, by some means or other never satisfactorily explained to him, the Suffolk Street lodgers had managed
to lose. Young men brought up ux City counting-houses have a
wonderful reverence for money; Sidney saw its value early in life,
and became just a trifle too careful; for over-carefulness makes a
man suspicious, and keeps the heart from properly expanding with
love and charity to those who need it. An earnest; and honourable
young man, as we hope to prove without labelling our character at
the outset, yet he stood too much upon what was legal, what was a
fair price, or a good bargain, and pushed his way onwards without
much thought for the condition of beings less lucky than he. There
was a prize ahead of him; he could see it above the crowd that
jostled him for bread, for fame, for other prizes worth the winning, aud
by wixich he set no store, and he kept his eyes upon it steadfastly
and dreamed of it in his sleep. He became grave-faced and stern
before his time—he was a man at nineteen, with a man's thoughts,
and doing a man's work.
And then a something came to soften him and turn his thoughts a
little aside from the beaten track, and this is how it came about.
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CHAPTER IV
A NEW

ADMIEEE.

MASTER SIDNEY HINCHFOED in old times had been a playfellow
of Harriet Wesden—lodging in the same house together, returning
from school at the same hours, they had become almost brother and
sister, entertauxing for each other that chUd's affection, which it
was but natural to expect woxdd have been developed xxnder the
circumstances.
Mr. Hinchford, a widower, with no great abUity in the management of chUdren, was glad to see his boy find an attraction in the
stationer's parlour, and leave him to the study of his books or the
perusal of his newspapers, after the long office hours. He was a
thoughtful man, too, who considered it best for his son to form a
friendship with one of his own age; and he had become attached
to the Wesdens, as people who had been kind to him and his boy
in a great trouble. And it was satisfactory to pair off Harriet
Wesden—who was in the way of business, and generaUy considered
at that period a tiresome child, seldom of one mind longer than five
minutes together—with Master Hinchford, and so keep her out of
mischief and out of the shop where the draughts were many and lUcely
to affect her health. This good understanding had never diminished
between Harriet Wesden and Sidney Hinchford; only the boardingschool at last had set them apart. When they met once a year, they
were stiU the same warm friends, and it was like a brother meeting
a sister when the Christmas hoUdays came round. The last hoUday
but one, when Harriet, who had grown rapidly, returned from
Brighton, a girl close upon sixteen years of age, there was a little
shyness at first between them, wliich wore off in a few days.
Sidney met her after a year's absence without kissing her, stared
and stammered, and found it hard to assume a natural ddkxeanour,
and it was oiUy Harriet's frank and gurUsh ways that eventually set
him at his ease.
The present Christmas aU was altered, very much for the worse,
Sidney thought. He had met, for the first time, a pale-faced,
langxdshing young lady—a lady who had become very beautiful
certainly, but was not the Harriet Wesden whom he had hitherto
known. He had escorted her from the Brighton station, thinking
that she had altered very much, and that he did not l i e her new
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ways half so well as the old; he had seen her every evening after
that return, noted the variableness of her moods, set her down, in
his critical way, for an eccentric girl, whom it was impossible to
xmderstand.
If she were dull, he fancied he had offended her; if she were
Uvely, he became thin-skinned enough to imaguxe that she was
making fun of him. He did not like it, he thought; but he fomxd
the new Harriet intrudhxg upon his business ideas, gettuig between
him and the rows of figures in his ledger, perplexing hun with the
last look she gave him, and the last musical word that had rung in
his ears. He did not believe that he was going to fall in love with
her—not when he was rcaUy in love with her—and found his sensations a nuisance.
And Harriet Wesdeu, who had already succumbed to the lovegod, and been enraptured by the dulcet notes of the stranger, she
thought Sidney Huxchford had not improved for the better; that his
glasses rendered him almost plain, that his dry hard voice grated on
her ears, and that he had even grown quite a cross-lookuig young
nxan. She took occasion to tell him these unpleasant impressions
with a sisterly frankness to which he appeared to object; gave him
advice as to deportment, set of his neckerchief, size of his gloves,
and ordy became a little thoughtful when she noted the effect which
her advice had xxpon him, and the lamb-like dociUty with which he
obeyed all her du-ections. Finally, all her spirits came back; she
had her doubts as to the state of Si4uey Hinchford's heart, and
whether her first judgment on his personal appearance were correct
in the maiu; she began to observe him more closely; life appeared
to present an object in it once more; her vanity—for she was a girl
who knew she was pretty, and was proud of the influence which her
pretty face exercised—was flattered by his rapt attention; and though
she should never love anybody again—never, never in all her life!—
yet it was pleasant to know that Sidney was thinking of her, and to see
how a smile or a frown of hers brightened his looks or cast them
back into shadow.
Harriet Wesden was partial to experimentalizuxg on the effect
which her appearance might create on society. She was not a
strong-minded girl, who despised appearances; on the contrary, as
weak and as vain as that Miss Smith or Miss Brown, whose demerits
our wives discuss over their tea-tables. She was uot strong-minded
—she was pretty—and she was seventeen years of age !
If she went for a walk, or on a shopping excursion, she was
particular about the bomxet she wore; and if young men and old
men too, some of them, looked admiringly at her pretty face as they
passed her, she was flattered at the attention in her heart, although
she kept steadily on her way, and looked not right or left in her
progress. If the army of nondescripts in the great drapers' was
thrown into a small flutter at her appearance therein, and white
4—2
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neckclothed servUity struggled behind the boxes for the distiaction
of waiting on her, it was a gratification which she felt all the more
for remaining so lady-like and unmoved on the high chair before the
counter. She was a girl who knew her attractions, and was proud
of them; but uufortxmately she was a girl who knew but little
else, and who thought but of Uttle else just then. There was a
pleasure in knowing that, let her step into any part of the London
streets, people would notice her, even stop and look after her; and
it did not strike her that there were other faces as pretty as hers, who
received the same amoxmt of staring and gaping at, and met with the
same Uttle " romantic " incidents occasionaUy.
From her boarding-school days, Harriet had been inclined to
romance; the one foohsh escapade had tinged Ufe with romantic
hues, and pretty as she was, her opuuon of her own good looks was
considerably higher than any one else's. She passed through Ufe
from seventeen to eighteen years of age taking everything as a comphment—flattered by the rude stares, the impertinent smUes from
shaUow-brained puppies who leer at every woman en route! rather
pleased than otherwise if a greater idiot or a nastier beast than his
contemporaries tracked her footsteps homewards, and Ungered about
Great Suflblk Street in the hope of seeing her again. AU this the
spell of her beauty which lured men towards her; aU this without
one thought of harm—simply an irresistible vanity that took delight
in her influence, and was pleased with immoderate fooleries.
Pretty, vain, fooUsh, and fond of attention, on the one side; but
good-tempered, good-hearted, and imxocent of design on the other.
•A butterfly disposition, that would carry its owner through life if the
sun shone, but woxdd be whirled Heaven knows where iu a storm.
She would have been happy all her Ufe, had aU mankind been up
to the dead level of honest intentions, which it is not, just at
present, thanks to the poor wretches Uke us who get our Uving by
story-teUing.
Most young ladies constituted like Harriet Wesden have an ordeal
to pass through for better for worse ; if for worse, God help them!
Harriet Wesden's came in due coxu-se.
It was, in the beginning, but another chapter of romance—another
conquest! Love at first sight in London Streets, and the fervour of
a new-born passion carrying the devotee out of the track, and leading him to toUow in her footsteps, worshipping at a distance. It
had occurred twice before, and was a compliment to the power of
her charms—her heart qxdte fluttered at these Uttle breaks in a
somewhat monotonous existence. It was rather aggravating that the
romance always ended in an old-fashioned bookseller's shop in Great
Suffolk Street, where " the mysterious strangers " were jostled into
the mud by people with baskets, and then run down by bawluxg
costers with barrows. That was not a nice end to the story, and
though she wished the story to conclude at the door, yet she would
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have preferred something more graceful as a " wind-up
Nevertheless, take it for aU in aU, a satisfactory proof that she had a face
pretty enough to lure people out of their way, and rob them of their
time—lead them without a "mite of encouragement" on her part
to follow her fairy footsteps. If there were hypocrisy in her complaints to Mattie concernuxg the "impudence" of the feUows, she
scarcely knew it herself; and Mattie would not beUeve in hypocrisy
in the girl whom she served with a Balderstonian fidelity. The
thUd fugitive adorer of the stationer's daughter was of a different
stamp to his predecessors. He was one of a class—a gentleman by birth and position, and a prowler by profession. A prowler
in fine clothes of fashionable cut, hanging about fashionable thoroughfares when London was in town, and going down to fashionable
watering-places when London heeded salt water. A man of the lynx
order of bipeds, himting for prey at all times and seasons, meeting
with many rebuffs, and anon—and alas !—with sufficient encouragement, attracted by every fresh, innocent face; seeking it out as
his profession; foUowing it with a pertuxacity that woidd have
been creditable in any other pursuit—in fact, a scamp of the first
water!
Harriet Wesden had gone westward in search of a book ordered
by a customer, and had met this man, when homeward bound, in
Regent Street. Harriet's face attracted him, and in a business-like
manner, which told of long practice, he started in pursuit, regidating
his conduct by the future manoeuvres of the object ux view. Harriet
fluttered on her way homewards, conscious, almost by intuition, that
she was followed ; proceeding steadily in a south-eastern direction,
and pertinaciously keepuxg the back of her straw bonnet to the
pursuer. Had she looked behind once, our prowler would have
increased his pace, and essayed to open a conversation—a half smUe,
even a look of interest, the ghost of an ceillade would have been
sufficient test of character for Mm, and he woxdd have chanced his
fortunes by a coup d'etat.
But he was in doubt. Once in crossmg the Strand, towards
AA^aterloo Bridge, he managed to veer roxmd and confront her, but
she never glanced towards him; so with a consideration not generaUy apparent ux prowlers, he contented himself with foUowing
her home. He had his time on his hands—he had not met with an
adventure lately—he was approaching a region that was not weU
known to him, and the smell of which disgusted him; but there was
ii something in Harriet Wesden's face which took him gingerly
along, and he was a man who always followed his adventures to an
end. Cool, calculating and daring, he would have made an exceUent
soldier—being brought up as an idler, he turned out a capital
scoundrel.
Harriet reached her own door and gave a half timid, half inquUing
glance round, before she passed uxto the shop; our prowler took
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stock of the name and the number—he had an admirable memory—
examined everything in the shop wuxdow; walked on the opposite
side of the way; looked up at the first and second floor, and met
with nothing to reward his vigUance but the fierce face of old Hinchford ; finaUy entered the shop and purchased some cigars, grinding
his teeth quietly to himself over Mr. Wesden's suspicions of his
sovereign being a coxmterfeit.
AVe should not have dwelt upon this incident, had it thus ended,
or had no effect upon our story's progress. But, on the contrary,
from the man's persistency strange results evolved.
Twice or thrice a week this tall, high-shouldered, moustached roue,
of five-and-thirty, appeared in Suffolk Street—patronized the bookseUer's shop by purchases—hulked about street corners, watching
the house, and catching a gUmpse of Harriet occasionally. This was
the Brighton romance over again, only Harriet was a year older
now, and the hero of the story was sallow-faced and siiUster—there
was danger to any modest girl in those little scintillating eyes of his;
and that other hero had been much younger, and had really loved
her, she beUeved!
Pertinacity appears like devotion to some minds, and our prowler
had met with his reward more than once by keeping doggedly to his
post; he held his ground therefore, and watched his opportunity.
Harriet Wesdeu had become frightened by this time; the adventure
had lost its romantic side, and there was something in her new
admirer's face which warned even her, a girl of no great penetration.
Mattie was always Harriet's co/fidante in these matters—Harriet
was fond of asking advice how to proceed, although she did not
always take the same with good grace. That little, black-eyed confidante kept watch in her turn upon the prowler, and resolved iu her
muxd the best method of action.
" I'm afraid of him, Mattie," whispered Harriet; " I should not
Uke father to know he had foUowed me home, lest he shoxdd think I
had given the man encouragement, and father can be very stern
when his suspicions are aroused. Besides, I shouldn't like Sidney
to know."
" But he wouldn't beUeve that you had given him encouragement;
he thinks too much of you, I fancy."
" You're fuU of fancies, Mattie."
" Aud—oh ! there's the man again, looking under the London
Jounmls. How very much Uke the devU in a French hat he is, to
be sure!"
This dialogue occurred ux the back parlour, whilst Mrs. AA'esden
was upstairs, and Mr. Wesden in Paternoster Row in search of the
December "mouthhes"—and ux the middle of it the devil iu his
French hat stepped, with his usual cool imperturbability, into the
shop.
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This procedure always annoyed Mattie; she saw through the pretence, and, though it brought custom to the establishment, stUl it
aggravated her. It was playing at shop, and " making-beUeve " to
want something; and shop with our humble heroine was an important matter, and not to be Ughtly trifled with. She had her
revenge in her way by seUing the prowler the driest, hardest, and
most undrawable of cigars, givuxg him the penny Pickwicks for the
mUd Havaunahs; she sold hun fusees that she knew had been
left in a damp place, and the outside periodicals, which had become
torn and soUed—could she have discovered a bad sixpence in the
tiU, I believe, ux her peculiar ideas of retaUation, she woxdd not have
hesitated an instant in presenting it, with his change.
The gentleman of energy entered the shop then, rolled his eyes
over the parlour blind towards Harriet, who sat at fancy-work by
the fireside, finally looked at Mattie, who stood stolidly surveying
him. Now energy without a resxdt had considerably damped the
ardour of our prowler, and he had resolved to push a Uttle forward
in the sapping and mining way. He was a man who had made feminine pursuit a study; he knew human weakness, and the power of
the money he carried in his pockets. He was weU up in Ovid and in
the old comedies of a dissolute age, where the AbigaU is always
tempted before the mistress—and Mattie was only a servant of a
lower order, easily to be worked upon, he had not the slightest doubt.
There was a servant who did the scrubbing of the stones before the
door, and sat half out of window polishing the panes, tUl she curdled
his blood, but she was a red-faced, stupid gui, and as there was a
choice, he preferred that shop-girl, " with the artful black eyes," as
he termed them.
" Good morning, Miss."
" Good morning."
"Have you any—any more of those exceedingly nice cigars.
Miss ?"
"Plenty more of them."
" I'll take a shilUng's-worth."
Mattie, always anxious to get him out of the shop, roUed up
his cigars in paper, and passed them rapidly across the counter.
The prowler, not at all anxious, unrolled the paper, drew forth
his cigar-case, and proceeded to place the " Havannahs" very
carefully one by one in their proper receptacles, talking about
the weather and the business, and even complimenting Mattie upon
her good looks that partiexdar morniug, tUl Mattie's blood began to
simmer.
" You haven't paid me yet. Sir," she said, rather sharply.
" No, Miss—in one moment, if you will aUow me."
After a wiule, during wiiieh Mattie moved from one foot to another
in her impatience, he drew forth a sovereign and laid it on the
counter.
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"We're short of change. Sir—if you have anything smaUer
"
" Nothing smaUer, I am compelled to say. Miss."
Mattie hesitated. Under other circumstances, she would have
left her shop, ran into the pork-butcher's next door, and procured
change, after a hint to Harriet to look to the business; but she
detected the ruse of the prowler, and was not to be outwitted. She
opened her tiU again, and found fourteen shillings in sUver—represented by a preponderance of threepenny pieces, but that was of no
consequence, save that it took him longer to count—and from
a lower drawer she drew forth one of many five-shilling packets
of coppers, which pawnbrokers and publicans on Saturday nights
were glad to give Mr. Wesden sUver for, and laid it down with
a heavy dab on the counter.
" AVliat—what's that ? " he ejaculated.
"That's ha'pence—that's all the change we've got—and I can't
leave the shop," said Mattie, briskly. " You can give me my cigars
back and get change for yourself, if you don't like it."
"Thank you," was the suave answer, " I was not thinking much
about the change. If you will buy yourself a new bonnet with it,
you wUl be conferriag a favour upon me."
"And what favour will you want back?" asked Mattie, quickly.
" Oh! I wUl leave that to time and your kindness—come, wiU
you take it and be friends with me ? I want a friend in this quarter
very much."
He pushed the silver and the cumbrous packet of coppers towards
her. He was incUned to be liberal. He remembered how many he
had dazzled iu his time by his profuse munificence. Money he had
never studied in his Ufe, and by the strange rxde of contraries, he
had had plenty of it.
]\Iattie was Unpulsive—even passionate, and the effort to corrupt
her aUegiance to the Wesdens fired her blood to a degree that she
even wondered at herseU' shortly afterwards.
"Take yom'self out of this shop, you bad man," she cried, "and
your trumpery change too ! Be off' with you before I call a poUceman, or throw something at you—you great big coward, to be always
coming here insxdting us ! "
AVith her impatient hands she swept the money off the counter,
fivc-shUling packet of coppers and all, which feU with a crash, and
disgorged its contents on the floor.
" What—what do you mean ? " stammered the prowler.
" I mean that it's no good you're coming here, and that nobody
wants to see you here again, and that I'll set the pohceman on you
next time you give me any of your impudence. Get out with you,
you coward! "
Mattie thought her one threat of a policeman sufficient; she had
stUl a great reverence for that official personage, and believed that
his very name must strike terror to guilty hearts. The effect upon
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her auditor led her to beUeve that she had been successful; but he
was oiUy alarmed at Mattie's loud voice, and the stoppage of two
boys and a woman at the door.
" I—^I don't know wlxat you mean—you're mad," he muttered,
and then slunk out of the shop, leaving his cumbrous change for a
sovereign spread over the stationer's floor. Mattie went round the
counter and coUected the debris of mammon, minus one threepenny
piece which she could not discern anywhere, but which Mr. Wesden,
toiling xmder his monthly parcel, detected in one corner immediately
upon his entrance.
" Why, Mattie, what's this ?—MONEY—on thefloor! "
"A gentleman dropped his change. Sir."
" Put it on the shelf, he'U be back for it presently."
" No, I don't think he wUl," was Mattie's dx-y response.

CHAPTER V.
P E E S E V E E A N CE .
MATTIE ia her self-conceit imagined that she had frightened the
prowler from Great Sufl'olk Street; iu Ueu thereof, she had only
deterred him fr-om entering a second appearance on the premises.
He had made a false move, and reaped the bitter consequence. He
must be more wary, if he buUt upon making an impression on
Harriet Wesden's heax-t—mox-e cautious, more of a strategist. So
he continued to prowl at a distance, and to watch his opportunity
from the same pouxt of view. Presently it would come, and with
the advantage of his winning tongue, which could roU oft' elegant
phrases by the yard, he trusted to make an impression on a shopkeeper's daughtex-.
For a moment, and after his rebuff, he had hesitated as to the
expediency of continuing the siege; but his pride was aroused; it
w ;;s an xinpleasant end to his plans, and the chance had not presented
itself yet of trying his fortune with Miss AA'esden herself. Presently
the hour woxdd come; he did not desj)air vet; he bided his time
with great patience.
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The time came a fortnight after that little Uxcident in the Suffolk
Street shop. Harriet Wesden was coming down the Borough
towards home one wet night when he accosted her. It was getting
late for one thing, and rainy for another, and Harriet was making
all the haste home that she could, when he made her heart leap into
her throat by his sudden " Good evening. Miss."
One glance at him, the nipping of a little scream in the bud, aud
then she increased her pace, the prowler keeping step with her.
" WUl you favour me by accepting half my umbreUa, Miss Wesden
—for one instant then, whilst I venture to explain what may seem
conduct the reverse of gentlemanly to you ? "
" No, Sir, I wish to hear nothing—t wish to be left alone."
" 1 have been very rude—I wiU ask your pardon. Miss Wesden,
very humbly. But let me beg of you to Usten to this explanation of
my conduct."
"There is nothing to explain. Sir."
"Pardon me, but there is. Pardon me, but this is not the way
you would have treated Mr. Darcy had he been in my place."
Harriet gasped for breath. Mr. Darcy, the hero of her Brighton
folly, the name which she had never confessed to a living soul,
the only man in the world who she thought could have taunted her
with indiscretion, and of being weak and frivolous rather than a rude
and forward girl! Harriet did not reply; she looked at him closely,
almost tremblingly, and then continued her hurried progress homewards ; the prowler, seeing his advantage, maintained his position by
her side, keeping the xxmbreUa over her.
" Mr. Darcy w-as an intimate friend of mine before he went to
Lxdia; we were together at Brighton, Miss AVesden—more than
once he has mentioned your name to me."
"Indeed," she murmured.
"You would like to hear that he is wxll, perhaps."
" I am glad to hear that," Miss AVesden ventured to remark.
" He is in India stUl—I believe wiU remain there, marry and settle
down there for good."
" Have you been watching my house to teU me this ?"
" Partly, and partly for other reasons, for which I have a better
excuse. I have been a wanderer—in search of happuiess many
years, aud for the first tune in a Ufe uot unadventurous there crosses
my
" Good evening. Sir. I have been entrapped into a conversation.
I must beg you to leave me."
Harriet set off at the double again—in double quick time went the
prowler after her.
People abroad that night began to notice the agitated girl, and
the tall man marching on at her side, who, in his eagerness to keep
step, trod on people's feet, and sent one doctor's boy, basket and
bottles, crunching agauxst a lamp-post; one or two stopped aud
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looked after them and then continued their way—it was a race
between the prowler and his victim, the prowler making a dead heat
of it.
Harriet gave in at last—her spirit was not a very strong one, and
she stopped and burst into tears.
" Sir, wUl you leave me ?—wUl you believe that I don't want to
hear a single word of your reasons for thus persecuting me ? "
" Miss Wesden, only allow me to explain, and I will go my way
and never see you more. I wUl vanish away in the darkness, and
let all the bright hopes 1 have fostered float away on the current
which bears you away from me."
" Go, pray do go, if you are a gentleman. I must appeal to some
one for protection, if you
"
" Miss Wesden, you must hear me—you shaU hear me. I am not
a child; I am
"
" A scoundrel, evidently," said a harsh voice in his ears, and the
instant afterwards Sidney Hinchford, with two fiery eyes behind his
spectacles, stood between him and the girl he was persecuting.
Harriet, with a little cry of joy, clung to the arm of her deliverer;
the prowler looked perplexed, then put the best face upon the matter
that he coxdd extemporize for the occasion.
" Who are you. Sir ? " was the truly English expletive.
" My name is Hinchford—my address is at your service, if you
wish it. Now, Sir, your name—aud hisiness ? "
" I decline to give it."
" You have insulted this lady, a friend of mine. Apologise," cried
young Hinchford, in much such a tone as an irritable officer summons his company to shoulder arms.
" Sir, your tone is not calculated to uxduce me to oblige you. If
Miss Wesden thuxks that I
"
" APOLOGISE ! " shouted Hinchford, a second time. He had forgotten the respect due to his charge, and shaken her hand from his
arm; he was making a little scene in the street, aud convulsing
Harriet with fright; he was face to face with the prowler, his tall,
well-knit form, evidently a match for his antagonist; he was
chivalrous, and scarcely twenty years of age ; above all, he was ux a
towering passion, and verged a little on the burlesque, as passionate
people generally do.
As if by the touch of a magic wand, a crowd sprang up around
them; respectable passers-by, the pickets of the Kent Street gaug
on duty in the Borough, unwashed men and women who had been
seeking shelter under sliop-bluxds, the doctor's boy who had been
maltreated and had a claim to urge for damages, a fish-woman, two
tradesmen with their aprons on fresh from busiuess, and shoals of
boys that nxight have dropped from Heaven, so suddenly did they
take up the best places, and assume an interest in the adventure.
The prowler turned pale, and fluxched a little as Sidney approached.
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flinched more as the audience seized the thread of discussion and
expressed its comments more vociferously.
"Punch his head if he don't 'pologise. Sir—throw htm into the
mud. Sir—I'd cure him of comnxg after my gal—knock the bloke's
hat off, and jump on it—lock him up ! "
The prowler saw his danger; he had heard a great deal of the
mercies of a London mob, and it was hemming him in now—and
Uke most men of the prowling class, he was at heart a coward. He
succumbed.
" I never intended to insxUt the lady—if I have uttered a word to
offend her, I am very sorry. It is all a misconception. But if the
lady considers that I have taken a liberty in offering—in offering,"
he repeated, rather disturbed in his harangue by a violent shove
from behind on to the xmhappy doctor's boy, xxpon whose feet he
alighted, " a common courtesy, I apologise with all my heart.
"ThatwiU do. Sir," was the curt response; "you have had a
narrow escape. Take it as a lesson."
Sidney was glad to back out of the absurd position into which he
had thrust Harriet, to draw her hand through his arm and hasten
away, offering a hundred excuses to her for his imprudence and
impxdsiveness.
He had not moved twenty yards with her when the yell of the
mob—and the mob in that end of London possesses the finest
blood-curdUng yeU in the world—startled him aud all within half a
mUe of him. It was a dull night, and the wild elements of street
life were fond of novelty; a sweU had been caught insulting a
British female in distress, and the unwashed hate swells like poison.
An apology was not sufficient for the lookers-on; prostration on
bended knees aud hands outstretched would not have done; sackcloth and ashes vowed for the remauxder of the deUnquent's
existence, would have been treated with contumely—all that was
wanted was an uproar. The boys wanted an uproar because it was
natural to them; the representatives of Kent Street, because it was
in the way of trade, and one or two respectable gents had become
interested in the dispute, and wore watch-chains; the women,
because " lie had not been sarved out as he desarved, the wretch ! "
So the prowler, backing out of the crowd, met with a sledgehammer hand upon his hat, and found his hat off, and mud in his
face, and then fists, and finaUy an upheaving of the whole mass
towards him, sending him into the roadway Uke a shell from an
Armstrong gun. There was no help for it, the prowler must run,
and run he did, pursued by the terrible mob and that more terrible
yell which woke up every recess in the Borough; and in this fashion
the pursuer and the pursued sped down the muddy road towards
the "Elephant and Castle."
}a\ empty Hansom cab offered itself to the runaway; he leaped iu
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whilst it was being slowly driven down the Borough, aud dashed his
fist through the trap.
" Drive fast—double fare—REFORii! "
The Hansom rattled off, the mob uttered one more despairing yell,
and, after a sUght abortive eft'ort, gave up the chase, and left the
prowler to his repentance.
And he did repent of mixing with life over the water,—for Great
Suffolk Street never saw him agaux.

CHAPTER VI.
"IN

T H E F U L N E S S OF T H E HEAET," ETC.

" OH ! Harriet, I am very sorry," burst forth Sidney, when the
noise had died away, and Harriet Wesden, pale and sUent, walked
on by his side with her trembluxg hand upon his arm.
Harriet did not reply—her dignity had been outraged, and his
defence had not greatly assisted her composure, though it had
answered the purpose for which it was intended.
Sidney gulped down a lump in his throat, and glanced at the
pretty, agitated face.
" You are offended with me—well, I deserve it. I'm a beast."
This self-depreciatory verdict having consoled hun, and eUcited no
response from Harriet, he continued,
" I acted like a fool; I should have taken it coolly; why, he was
more the gentleman of the two, scamp as he was. By George, I
was near smashing him, though! Harriet," with eagerness, "you
wUl look over my outburst. You're not so very much offended, are
you?"
"No, I'm not offended, only the mob frightened me, and you
were very violent. I don't know what else you could have done."
"Knocked him down and walked on, or given him in charge;
knocked him down quietly would have been the most satisfactory
metliod. How did it begin ? "
" He foUowed and spoke to me. He has been hanging about the
house for weeks."
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" The dev—1 beg pardon—has he though ?"
Sidney Hinchford walked on; he had become suddenly thoughtfvd.
More strongly than ever it recurred to him what a mistake he had
made in not knocking down the prowler in a quiet and graceful
manner.
" Mattie has noticed it, and spoken to him about it, but he would
not go away."
" Did he ever speak to you before to-iught ? "
"Never."
"He's a great blackguard!" Sidney blurted forth; "but there's
an end of him. He'U not trouble you any more, Harriet; he did
not know that you had a big brother to take care of you. These sort
of fellows object to big brothers—they're in the way so much."
" Yes, I suppose so."
" You oughtn't to go out at this time of night alone," he added
after awhUe; " it isn't exactly the thing, you know."
" No one spoke to me before."
" N—no, but it is not what / call proper."
"AVhat you caU propex-, Mr. Hinchford!—I'm sure I
"
" I beg pardon; of course anything that I—I think proper, is of
no consequence to you. It's only my way of speaking out—rather
too plainly. I offend the clerks in the office at times and—and of
course it's no business of mine, Harriet, although I did hope once
that it would be. There!" _
Harriet saw what was comuig, or rather what had come. She was
alarmed, although this was not her first offer, and the bloom of
novelty had been lightly brushed off by that boarding-school folly of
which she felt more ashamed every day. She began walking very
fast, in much the same way from his passionate words as she had
done from the frothy vapidity of that man, extinguished for ever.
Sidney walked on with her; her hand was sliding from his arm
when he made a clutch at it, and held it rather firmly. He went at
his love affairs in a straightforward manner—his earnestness making
up for his lack of eloquence.
" 1 know I've done it! " he said; " I know I should have kept
this back a year or two—perhaps altogether—but it woxdd't answer,
and it has made me miserable, out of sorts, and an enigma to the old
dad. I'm only just twenty—of no position yet, but with a great
hope to make one—I'm sure that I should love you all my life, and
never be happy without you—can you put up with a feUow Uke me,
and say I may hope to teach you to love me some day ? "
A strange fear beset Harriet—a fear of answering before the whirl
of events had given her time to consider. She had never seriously
thought of pledging herself to him ; though her woman's qxuckness
had guessed at his secret long suxce, she had never dreamed of him
or felt her heart beat for him, as for that first love who had won her
girl's fancy, and then faded away like a dream-fxfTire. She was
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agitated from the preceding events of that night, and now in an
unlucky moment, he added to her embarrassment and made her
brain whirl—she was scarcely herself, and did not answer like
herself.
" Let go my hand. Sir—let me go home. I don't want to hear
any more!"
" Very weU," he answered; and was silent the rest of the way
home—leaving her without a word in the shop, and passing through
that side door reserved for the Hinchfords for the last thirteen
years. Harriet, trembling and excited, almost stumbled into the
back parlour, and began to sob forth a part of the adventures of that
evening. Sidney, Uke the ghost of himself, stalked into the firstfloor front, where his father was keepuxg a late tea for him.
The anxious eyes of the father glanced from under the bushy white
brows; he was a student of human nature, so far as his son was
concerned at least.
" Anything wrong, Sid ? "
" N—no," was the hesitative answer.
"You look troubled."
" I am tired—dead beat."
" Let us go on with the tea then," he said, assuming a cheery
voice; " here's the Times, Sid."
" I have read it," was the hollow answer.
" Oh! I haven't—any news ? "
"Tea gone up with a rush, I beUeve."
" Ah! good for the firm, I hope."
"Believe so—don't know. Phew! how infernally hot this room
gets!"
Mr. Hinchford hazarded no more remarks—the curt repUes of his
son were sufficient indication of a reluctance to attend to him. He
set out the tea-table, and superintended the duties thereof in a grave,
fatherly maimer, glancing askance at his son over the run of his teacup. Sidney was in a mood that troubled the sire—for it was an
unusual mood and suggested something very much out of the way.
" After tea, Sidney would compose himself and relate what had
happened in the City to disturb him, and led him to respond
churlishly to the old father, who had never given him a cross word in
his life. He would wait Sidney's good time—there was no good
hurrying the lad.
These two were something more than father and son; their long
companionship together, unbroken upon by other ties, had engendered a concentrative affection which was a little out of the common
—which more resembled in some respects the love existent between
a good mother and daughter. They were friends, confidants, inseparable companions as weU. The son's ambition was the father's, and
aU that interested and influenced the one equally affected the other.
Sidney had made no friends from the countmg-house or warehoxise
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clerks; they were uot " his sort," and he shunned thek acquaintance.
He was a yoxmg man of an unusual pattern, a trifle more grave than
his years warranted, aud endued with more forethought than the
whole business put together. He looked at Ufe steriUy—too sternly
for Ins years—and his soul was absorbed iu rising to a good position
therein, for his father's sake as well as his own. His father was
growing old; his memory was not so good as it used to be. Sid
fancied that the time woxdd shortly come when the buUders would
discover his father's defects, dismiss him with a week's salary, and
find a younger and sharper man to supply his place. That was
simply bushxess in a commercial house; but it was death to the
iacapables, whom sharp practice swept out of the way. Sidney felt
that he had no time to lose; that there must come a day when his
father's position would depend upon himself; when he should have
to work for both, as his father had worked for him when he was
young and helpless and troublesome. Sidney's employers were kind,
more than that, they were deeply interested in the strange specimen
of a young man wiio worked hard, objected to holidays, and took
work home with him when there was a pressure on the firm; he was
honest, energetic, and truthful, and a servant with those reqiusites is
always worth his weight in gold. They had conferred together, and
resolved to make a partner of him in due course, when he was of
age, or when he was five-and-twenty; and Sidney, though he had
never been informed of their intentions, guessed it by some quick
instinct, read it in their faces, and beUeved that good luck would fall
to his share some day. StiU he never spoke of Ixis hopes, save once
to his father iu a weak moment, of which he ever after repented,
for his father was of a more sangxdne nature, and inclined to build
his castles too rapidly. Sidney knew the uncertainties of Ufe—
more especiaUy of City Ufe—and he proceeded quietly on his way,
keeping his hopes under pressui-e, and talking and thirdcing like a
clerk in the City who never expected to reach higher than two or
three hundred a year.
Yet with aU his prudence he was, singular to relate, not of a
reticent nature; he was a young man who spoke out, and hated
mystery or suspense,
Possibly in this last instance he had spoken out too quickly for
Harriet Wesden; and though suspense was over, he did not feel
pleased with his tactics of that particular evening. And he was
inclined to keep back aU the unpleasant reminiscences of that night,
sink them for ever in the waters of oblivion, and never let a soul
know what an ass he had made of himself. It was his first
imprudence, and he was aggrieved at it; he had given way to impulse, and suffered his love to escape at an unpropitious moment
—his ears burned to think of all the folly which he had committed.
In a bad temper—he who was generaUy so calm and equable—he
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took his tea, and shunned his father's uxspeetion by turning his back
upon him. After a while he took up the Times, which he had
previously declined, and feigned an interest in the "AVant Places."
Mattie came in and out of the room with the hot water, &c.;
she waited on the Hinchfords when Ann of all work was weak in
the ankles, which was of frequent occurrence. Mattie made herself
generally useful, and rather liked trouble than not. AAith a multiplicity of tasks on her mind, she was always more cheerful; it was
only when there was nothing to do that her face assumed a sternness of expression as if the shadow of her early days were settluxg
there.
Mattie, bustling to and fro ux attendance upon the Hinchfords,
observed all and said nothing, like a sensible girl. She xvas quick
enough to see that something unusual had happened above stairs as
well as below, and her interest was as great in these two friends
—and helpers—as in the AVesdens. She would have everybody
happy in that house—it had been a lucky house for her, and it
should be for all in it, if she possessed the power to make it so!
She saw that one trouble had come at least; and looking intently
at Sidney's grim face^she had busied herself with the bread and
butter plate to get a good look at it—she read its story more plainly
than he would have liked.
Outside the door she paused and put " this and that together "—
this in the drawing-room, and that in the parlour, and jumped at
once at the right conclusioix, with a rapidity that did infinite credit
to her seventeen years. Seventeen years then, and rather shorter
than ever, if that were possible.
" He Ixas been courting Harriet—I know he has! " she said;
" and Harriet's been in a tantrum, and said something to cross him
—that's it! "
She missed a step and shook up the tea-things that she was carrying downstairs. This recalled her to the duties of her situation.
" One thing at a time, Mattie, my dear," she said, in a patronizing
way to herself, as she descended to the lower regions. In those
lower regions poor Ann Packet created another divergence of
thought. Ann's ankles continued to swell—she had been much on
her feet during the last heavy wash, and the gloomy thought had
stolen to her, that her new calamity—she was a woman bom for
calamities—would end in the hospital.
This idea having just seized her, she communicated it at once to
Mattie, upon her re-appearance in the kitchen.
"Mattie," said Ann, lugubriously, "I've been a good friend to
you, all my life—ain't I ? "
"To be sure you have," was the quick answer.
" When you came here first, a reg'lar young rip, I took to you,
taught you what was tidiness, which you didn't know any more than
the babe unborn, did you ? "
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" Not much more—don't you feel so weU to-iught. Aim ? "
" Much wus—I'm only forty, and my legs oughtn't to go at that
age."
"No, and they won't."
" WorCt they ? " was the ironical answer; but they wiU—but they
has ! Oh! Mattie, gal, you'U come and see me at St. Tummas's ? "
"Ann Packet," said Mattie gravely, "this won't do. You're
getting your old horrors again, and you're full of fancies, and yoxxr
ankles are not half so bad as you think they are. I know what you
want."
"What?"
"A good shaking," laughed Mattie, "that's aU."
" Oh! you unnat'ral chUd! "
" WeU, the unnat'ral chUd wiU ask Mr. Wesden if she may keep
out of the shop to-night, and bring a book downstairs to read to you,
over your needlework. But if you don't work I shan't read, Ann—
is it a bargain ? "
"You're alius imperent; but get the book, if master 'U let you.
Oh ! how they do shoot! "
Mattie obtained permission, brought down a book from the store,
and sat down to read to honest Ann. She had made a good choice,
and Aim was soon interested, forgot her aUments, and stitched away
with excitable rapidity. Mattie had no time for thoughts of her
own, or the new mystery above stairs tiU the supper hour. She read
on tUl the Hinchford beU rang once more; then she closed the book,
and met with her reward in Ann's large red hand faUing heavUy, yet
affectionately, on her shoulder.
" Thankee, Mattie. I'll do as much for you some day, gal."
" When you can speU, or when I've gouty ankles. Aim ? "
" Ah! get out with you!—I'm only fit for making game on, you
think. I'm a poor woman, who never had the time to lam to read,
and the likes of you can laugh at me."
" No, only try to make you laugh, Ann. You're not cross ? "
" God bless you!—^not I," she ejacxdated spasmodicaUy. " There,
go about your work, and don't think anything of what an old fool
Eke me talks about."
Mattie busied herself with the supper tray, the bread, cheese,
knives and plates, and then bore them away in her strong arms;
Ann watched her out of the room, and then produced an indifferently clean cotton handkerchief, with which she wiped her eyes
and blew her nose.
" To think how that gal has altered since she first came here, a
Uttle ragged thing," soUloquized Ann, " a gal who skeered you with
the wulgax words she'd picked up in the streets, and was so awfid
ignorant, you blushed for her. And now the briskiest and best of
^ I s ; if I don't spend aU my money in doctors' stuff afore I die,
that Mattie shaU have every peimy of it. It's in my wiU so; they
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ut it down in black and white for me, and she'll never know it tUl
'm—I'm gone ! "
A prospect that caused Ann Packet to weep afresh; a dismal, but
a soft-hearted woman, who had passed through life with no one to
love, untU she met with the stray. She was a stray herself, picked
up at the workhouse gate, to the disgust of the relieving officer, and
turned out to service as soon as she could walk and talk, and a
mistress be found for her—lonely in the world herself, she had, when
the time came round, taken to one more forelorn and friendless than
ever she had been. And she had left her all her money—fourteen
pounds, seven and sevenpence, put out at uxterest, two aud seven
eighths, in the Finsbury Savings Bank, whither her ankles refused to
carry her to get her book made up, another trouble at that time
which kept her mind unsettled.

CHAPTER Yli.
CONFIDENCJ:.
WHILST Mattie read to her feUow-workmau consolation was also
being attempted in the drawing-room that she had quitted. Consolation attempted by the father after a whUe to his son.
After a while, for an hour passed before a word was exchanged,
and Sidney Hinchford stiU held the newspaper before him, staring at
it, without comprehending a word. A singular position for liini
to adopt; a youth of twenty, who never wasted time, who had
always something on his hands to fiU up his evenings at home,
who was very often too busy to play backgammon with his father.
That father was troubled; his heart was in his son's peace of
mind; there was nothing that he would not have sacrificed for it,
had it lain in his power. His pride w-as ux his son's advancement,
his son's abiUty, and he fancied that a great trouble had occurred at
the business to change the scene in which both played their parts.
He was less strong-minded aud more nervous than he had been four
years ago, and so less affected him.
When the hour had passed, and he had groxvn tired of Sidney's
silence, he said, with somethuig of his son's straightforwardness,
5—2
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"What's the matter, Sid?"
Sidney crumpled the paper in his hands, and flung it on the
table; he was tired, even a little ashamed of his suUeu. deportment.
"A matter that I ought to keep to myself, it being a fooUsh one.
Sir," he answered; " but, if you wish, 1 wiU relate it."
" If you wish, Sid," was the courteous answer; " I have no wish
to hear anything that you would desire to keep back from me. If
you thiuk I can be of no use to you, give you no advice, offer no
consolation that you may think worthy of acceptance, and if," with a
very wistful glance towards him, "you consider it a matter that
concerns yoixrseU' alone, why I—1 dont wish to intrude upon your
confidence."
" I don't think that we have had any secrets from each other yet;
I don't see any reason wiiy we should begin to get mysterious,
father," Sidney replied ; " and so, here's the full, true, and particular
accoxuxt."
Mr. Hinchford edged his chair nearer to his son, the son turnefd
and looked his father in the face, blushuxg just a little at the beginnuig of his narrative.
" It's an odd thing for one man to tell another," he said quickly,
" but it's what you ought to know, and though it makes me wnxce
a little, it's soon over. I've been thinking of engaging myself
to
"
" Not to another firm, Sid—now ?" cried the father, as he
paused.
" To Harriet Wesdeu, downstairs."
" God bless me ! "
Mr. Hinchford passed his hands through his scanty white hairs,
stroked his moustache, blew at an imaginary something in the air,
loosened his stock, and gasped a little. His son engaging himself to
be married was a new element to perplex him; he had never beUeved
in human nature, or the Hinchford nature, taking that turn for years
and years. Once or twice he had thought that his careful son might
some day look around him and marry well; but that at twenty years
of age he should have faUeu in love, was a miracle that took some
minutes to beUeve in.
" AVell," he said at last.
" I should have said, father, that I had been thinking of an
engagement—a long one to end in a happy marriage, when there
was fair saUiug for all of us—and that my thoughts found words
when I least expected them, and surprised Harriet by their suddenness. I told her I loved her, and she told me that she didn't—
and there's an end of it! We need not speak of the affair again,
you know."
" ' And that she didn't!'" quoted the father, " why, that's more
amazin? stiU!"
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" On the contrary, that is the most natural part of it."
" A n d she really said—"
" She said that she did not want any more of my jaw—rather
more elegantly expressed, but that is what she meant. WeU, I was
a fool!"
Mr. Hinchford sat and reflected, becoming graver every instant.
He did not attempt to make Ught of the story, to treat it as one of
those trifles ' Ught as air," which a breath would disperse. His son's
was neither a frivolous nor a romantic nature, aud he treated even
his twenty years with respect. Mr. Hinchford was astonished also
at his own shortsightedness; the strangeness of this love passage
darting across the monotony of his qxdet way, without a flash from
the danger signal by way of hint at its approach. He saw how it
was to end, very clearly now, he thought; Harriet Wesden and his
son would contract an early engagement, marry in haste, and cut
him off by a flank movement from his son's society. He saw the
new loves replacing the old, aud himself white-haired and feeble,
isolated from the boy to whom his heart yearned. He scarcely
knew how he had idolized his son, untU the revelation of this
night. StiU he was one of the least selfish men in the world;
Sidney's happiness fii'st, and then the thought how best to promote
his own.
After a few more questions and answers, Mr. Hinchford mastered
the position of affairs. Harriet AA^esden loved his boy—that was a
certainty, and to be expected—and her timid embarrassment at Sid's
sudden proposal, and her nervous escape from it, were but natural
in that sex which poor Sid knew so little concerning. And the
AVesdens, ph-e et mire, why they would be proud of the match; for
Sid's abiUties would make a gentleman of him, and Sid in good time
—all iu good time—would raise the stationer's daughter to a
position, of which she might well be proud! He liked the
AVesdens, but—heigho !—he had looked forward to his boy doing
better in the world, finding a wife more suitable for him in the
future.
I t was all plain enough, but he furbished up his phUosophy,
nevertheless—that odd phUosophy which, at variance with liis
brighter thoughts, sought to prepare those to whom it appealed
for the worst that might happen. He looked at the worst aspect
of things, whUst his heart had not a doubt of the best; he would
have prepared all the world for the keenest disappointments, and
been the man to give way most, and to be the most astounded at the
result, had his prophecies come true. Years ago he foretold
Mattie's ingratitude and duplicity in return for his patronage ; but
he had not believed a word of his forebodings. He had told his son
not to build upon so improbable a thing as a partnership with his
employers at so early an age ; but he was more feverishly expectaut
than his son, and so positive that his son's abUities would be thus
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rewarded, that his pride had expanded of late years, and he talked
more Uke the rich man he had been once himself.
Mr. Hinchford prepared his son for the worst that evening; and
the son, knowing his character, felt a shadow removed at every
dismal conjecture as to how the little love affair would terminate.
"You can't let it rest here, however bad it may turn out, Sid."
" N o , of course not."
" You must see Harriet's father in the morning, and make a clean
breast of it; and then if he turn you oft' with a slxort word—feeling
himself a rich man, and above the couuection—why, you wiU put up
with it gravely, and like a Hinchford. There are a great many
things against your chances, my boy."
" \A'e're both too vomxg, perhaps," suggested Sidney, more
dolefxdly.
"Years too young," was the reply; " a n d people have unpleasant
habits of changing their minds—and then wiiat a fix it would be,
Sid! AVhy, Harriet AA'esdeu's not eighteen tiU next month—
quite a chUd ! "
" No. I'm hanged if she is ! " burst forth Sidney.
" AA'eU then, you're but a boy, after all; and these long and early
engagements are bad things for both. But stUl, as it has come, yoxx
must speak to the old people ; and if they have no objection—which
I think they wUl have—and Harriet is inclined to accept you—which
I thuxk she isn't—wiiy, make the best of it, work on in the old sure
and steady fashion—you're worth waiting for, my lad."
" Thank you, dad," was the reply; " you're very kind, but your
opiidon of me is not the world's. I'm a cross-grained, unforgiving,
disagreeable person—there! "
" I n your enemy's estimation—but your friends ? "
" I don't know that I have any."
" Oh! we shall see—and if you have not any abroad," he added,
" you must put up with the old one at home, Sid."
" H e wiU put up with me, I hope ; he wiU remember that I have
only him yet awhUe to teU my hopes aud fears to, standing in the
place of the mother."
" Ah! the good mother, lost so early to xxs!—she shoxdd have
heard this story, Sid."
The old man snatched up the paper and began reading; the son
turned to his own work at last, and was soon buried in accounts.
But the paper was uninteresting, and the accounts foggy; after
a while both gave it up, and talked again of the old subject. Sid's
fuU heart overflowed that lught, and his reticence belonged not to
i t ; he was sure of sympathy with his feelings, and had the mother—
ever a gentle and dear Ustener—been at his side, he coidd not have
more fully dwelt upon the love which had troubled him so long, and
which he had kept so weU coiiceale;l. It had grown with his
growth; Harriet's playfellcr, Harriet's brother, finally Harriet's
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lover. Page after page, chapter of the story after chapter which begins
ever the same, and only darts off at a tangent when the crisis, such as
his, comes in due course, to end in various ways—happily, deplorably—
in the sunshine of comedy, the mystery of melo-drama, the darkness
of tragedy, taking its hues from the " surroxmdings," and giving us
poor scribes no end of subjects to write upon.
Mr. Hinchford was a patient Ustener; other men might have been
wearied by the romantic side to a love-sick youth's character; but
Sid was a part of himself, and he had no ambition, no hope in which
his son did not stand in the foregroxmd, a bright figure to keep him
rejoicing.
Supper served and over, Sidney retired to his share of the doublebedded room at the back—the shabby room with which Mr. Hinchford had lately grown disgusted, and even wished to qxdt, knowing
not his son's reasons for remaining—leaving the father to fill his
after-supper pipe before the fire. Mr. Hinchford was in a reflective,
wide-awake mood, and not incUned for rest just then; he sat with his
slippered feet on the fender, puffing away at his meerschaum. Had
he not promised his son to keep away from Mr. Wesden untU the
denouement had been brought about by Sid's own method, he would
have gone down stairs and talked it over with the old people; but
the promise given, he would sit there and think of his son's chances,
and pray for them, as they were nearest his heart then.
He was a father who understood human natm-e a little, not so
much as he fancied himself, but who was, nevertheless, a man of
discernment, when his simple vanity did not stand in the way.
He had not thought deeply of Harriet Wesden before; now that
there loomed before him a prospect of calling her " daughter," he conjured up every reminiscence connected with her, and set himself to
think whether such a girl were likely to make Sid happy, or to love
Sid as that pure-hearted, honest lad deserved. He was astonished, after
a whUe, at the depth of his researches into the past; he coxdd
remember her a light-hearted chUd, a vivacious girl, now, presto, a
woman, whom Sid sought for a wife; he could see her flitting
before him, a pretty girl, swayed a little by the impulse of the hour,
and verging on extremes; he called to mind certaux traits of
character that had struck him more than once, and had then
been forgotten in the hurrying passage of events foreign to her; he
sat studying an abstruse volume, and perplexing liimself with its
faintly written characters. Motliers have had such thoughts, and
made them the business of a Ufe, sorrowing and rejoicing over them,
and praying for their children's future ; seldom fathers, before whom
are ever the countuig-house in the City, the bargains to be made in
the mart or on the exchange, the accommodation to be had at the
bankers'.
Hinchford thought like a woman; he w'as a clerk whose busincs.s
thoughts ended when he came home at night, and he was alone ux
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tlie world with one hope. All the old worldly thoughts lay apart
from him, and the affections of paterxuty were stronger withux hun in
consequence. He lived for Sid, not for himself.
He was still in a brown study, when the shuffling feet of Mrs.
Wesden, being assisted up stairs by her husband to the top back
room, disturbed him for an instant; then the rustle of a dress, and
the Ught footfaU of the daughter, assured him of Harriet's retirement. All was stUl in that crowded house which he had wished to
exchange a year ago for a house iu the suburbs, suitable to the
united salaries of himself and boy. He thought of that wish, and
sighed to think it had not been carried out, for, after all, he was not
quite satisfied with the turn affairs had taken.
The door opened suddenly and startled his nerves. He turned a
scared face towards the intruder, who jumped a little at the sight of
him sitting before the grate, black, yawning and uninviting at that
hour.
" I thought you had gone, Mr. Hinchford," said Mattie; " I came
up for the supper tray and to tidy up a bit here, and save time in
the morning."
" How's Ann ?" he asked absently.
"Better, I think," repUed Mattie, stUl standing at the door.
" You can clear away—I'm going in a minute. How's the evening
school, girl ? "
"Why, I have left it this twelvemonth! "
" To be sure—I had forgotten that you had learned all that they
could teach you, and had become too much of a woman. Why, we
shaU hear of you being married next."
" Who's going to be married 7iow—Mr. Sidney ? "
" Confound you! how sharp you are," said Mr. Hinchford a Uttle
dismayed; "no, I ixever said so—mind I never said a word, so
don't let us have any ridicxdous tattUng."
" I never tattle," said Mattie, in an offended tone. " O h ! Mr.
Hinchford," she added suddeiUy, "you can always trust me with
anything."
" I hope so, Mattie—I hope so."
"And if Mx. Sidney thinks of marrying our Harriet, you may
trust me not to let the people round here know a word about it.
Not a word. Sir! " she repeated, with pursed lips.
Mr. Hinchford ran his hands through his hair, and loosened his
stock again. He was confused, he had betrayed his hand, and made
a mess of it, or else Mattie knew more than he gave her credit for,
it was doubtful which.
"Mattie," he said, after a while, when that young woman, rapid
in her movements, had packed the tray and was proceeding to retire
with it.
"Yes, SU-."
She left the table and came near to him.
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" AVliatever made you think that my dear boy was likely to—to
take a fancy to Harriet ? "
" I've noticed that he talks to her a good deal, and comes into the
back parlour a great deal, and brightens up when she speaks to him,
and you can see his eyes dancing away behind the Uttle spectacles
he's taken to—aud very becoming they are. Sir."
" Very," asserted the old gentleman.
" And he's always dxiU when she's out, and fidgets tiU he knows
where she has gone, aud tries to make me tell; and so I've fancied,
o h ! ever so long, that Harriet and he would make a match of it
some day."
He was amazed at this girl ascertaining the truth before himself,
but he retained his cool demeanour.
" Some long day hence, mayhap—who can teU? "
" Love's as uncertaux as Ufe—isn't it. Sir ? "
"Ahem—^yes."
" At least, I've read so," corrected Mattie. " It's a thnig I shall
never understand, Mr. Hinchford."
"Time enough—time enough, my girl."
" B u t our Harriet, she's pretty, she's a lady, she's meant to be
loved by everybody she meets, and she's the only one that's good
enough to marry him"
She lowered her voice at the last word, aud made a quick movement with her hand in the direction of the adjoining room.
"You are very fond of Harriet, M a t t i e ? " said Mr. Huxchford,
curiously.
" As t need be. Sir, surely."
" All! surely—she is amiable and kind."
" Always so, 1 think."
" A little thoughtless, perhaps—eh ? "
He was curious concerning Harriet Wesden now—no matchmaking mother could have taken more uxdirect and artful means to
elicit the truth concerning her chUd's elect.
" Why, that's it! " exclaimed Mattie; " that's why Mr. Sidney
ought to marry her."
" O h ! is i t ? "
" You'll see. Sir," said Mattie, suddenly drawing a chair close to
Mr. Hinchford, and assumuxg a position on the edge thereof; "you'll
soon see. Sir, what I mean by that."
"Yes—yes."
I t was a strange picture, with an odd couple in the foreground;
Harriet Wesden, Sidney Hinchford, or afflicted Ann Packet, coining
in suddenly, would have been puzzled what to make of it. The
burlesque side of the scene did not strike Mr. Huxchford till long
afterwards ; the slight figure of the girl on the chair before him, the
rapid manner ux which she expounded her theory, her animation,
sudden gestures, and above all his own intense interest in the theme.
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and forgetfrdness of the confidence he placed in her by his own
absorbent pose. He had put his pipe aside, and, open-mouthed aud
roxmd-eyed, was drinking in every word, clutching his knees with his
hands meanwhUe.
" Mr. Sidney isn't thoughtless. He's careful, and he has a reason
for everything, and he will keep her from harm aU her life. She'll
be the best and brightest of wives to him, if they should ever marry,
which I do hope and pray they wiU, Sir, soon. I'm sure there are
no two who woxdd make a happier couple, and oh!—to see them
happy," clapping her hands together, " what would I give!"
" You haven't lost yoxxr interest in us, then, Mattie ? "
"When I forget the prayers that Mrs. Wesden taught me, or the
first words of yours that set me thinking that I might grow good, or
aU the kindness which everybody in this house has shown for me,
then I shaU lose that. Sir—^not before ! "
" You're an uncommon girl, Mattie."
"No, Sfr."
" You show an uncommon phase—great gratitude for little kindnesses. I'm glad to see this interest in Harriet and my boy—perhaps
they might do worse than make a match of it. But—but," suddeidy retumuxg to the subject which engrossed him, "hasn't it
strack you—just a Uttle, mind, nothing to speak of—thai Harriet
Wesden is a trifle vain ? "
" Woiddn't you be proud of your good looks, if you had any ? " was
the sharp rejoinder.
" Um," coughed he, " I daresay I might."
" I shoxdd be always staring at myself in the glass if I had her
complexion, her golden hair, her lovely blue eyes. I should be proud
to think that my pretty face had made my happuiess by bringing the
thoughts of such a son as yours to me."
" Ah! I did not see it in that Ught," said he, tugging at his stock
again, " and I—I daresay everything wUl turn out for the best. We
will uot dwell upon this any more, but let things take their course,
and not spoU them by interference, or by talking about them,
Mattie."
" Don't fear me," said Mattie, rising.
" I don't think it is our place," he added, associating himself with
Mattie, to render his hints less personal, " to be curious about it,
and seek to pry into what is going on in the hearts of these yoxmg
people. Do you think now, Mattie, that she's inclined to be fond of
—of my Sid?"
" I don't say she'd own it just now—^but I thiuk she is. Why
shouldn't she be ? "
" Ah!—why, indeed. There's not a boy Uke him ia the whole
paxish."
"No, Sir."
" And Harriet Wesden wiU be a lucky giii."
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"Ah! that she wiU!"
" And—and now good night, Mattie, and the less we repeat of this
gossip the better."
"Certainly—things had better take their course without our
interference."
" Yes," was the dry answer.
Mattie seized her tray, and prepared to depart. At the door,
with hex- burden en avance she paused, went back to the table, replaced her tray, and returned to Mr. Hinchford's side.
" Something happened to-night! The dear girl has been disturbed
—I hope Mr. Sidney has not been in a hurry, and
"
"Hush! I don't think he's asleep. Good lught—good night."
" When she was a year younger, it was hard work to keep back
what was iu her heart from me; but she's growuxg older ux her
ways, and better able to understand that I'm only a poor servant,
after all. I don't complain," said Mattie, " she's always kind and
good to me, but she's my mistress's daughter, rather than the sister
or something Uke the sister that used to be. And I do so Uke to
kuow everything. Sir ! "
" So it seems," remarked Mr. Hinchford.
"Everything that concerns her, I mean—because I might be of
help wlxen she least expected it. And so Mr. Sidney has told her
all about it to-night ? "
" I never said so," cried the embarrassed old gentleman.
" Well, I only guess at it," answered Mattie; " I shall soon come
to the rights of it, if I keep a good look out."
She caught up her tray again and marched to the door to ponder
anew. Mr. Hinchford writhed on his chair—would this loquacious
diminutive help never go down stairs and leave him in peace ? She
asked no more questions, however.
" And to thiixk that what I fancied would happen is all coming round
like a story-book, just as I hoped it would be for her sake—for his
sake—years and years ago! How nicely things come round. Sir,
don't they ? "
"Don't they! " he re-echoed.
Mattie departed, and the old gentleman blew at invisibiUty in
the air once more.
" How that girl does talk !—it is her one fault—loquacity. If she
can only find a listener, she's happy. And yet, when I come to
consider it, that girl's always happy—for she's thankful and content.
And thuxgs are coming nicely round, she says—well, I hope so! "
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CHAPTER VIII.
SIDNEY STATES HIS INTENTIONS.

M E . WESDEN, if not the first person up iu the house, was at least
the first person who superintended business in the morning. Eor
years that Uttle shop had been opened punctually at six A.M. When
the boy had not arrived to take down the shutters, Mr. Wesden
lowered them himself. Tradesfolk over the way, early mechanics
sallying forth to work from the back streets adjacent, the policeman
on duty, the mUkboy, and the woman with the water-cresses, knew
when it was six o'clock in Great Sxiffolk Street, by the opening of
Mr. AA^esden's shop.
Mr. Wesden prided himself upon this punctuaUty, and not even to
Mattie would he intrust the duties of commencing the labours of the
day, despite the inflexibility of his back after a night's " rest."
Sidney Hinchford, who knew Mr. Wesden's habits, therefore
found no difficxdty in meeting with that geutlemau at five minutes
past the early hour mentioned.
" Good morning, Mr. AA'esden."
" Good morrung, Sidney."
ilr. AVesden was sitting behind' his counter, in business position,
ready for customers ; the morning papers had not come in from the
agent; he had given up of late years fetching them from the office
himself, and there was not much to distract him from fuU attention
to all that Sidney had to communicate.
" I thought I should find you handy for a serious bit of talk. Sir."
Mr. Wesden looked at him, and his face assumed a degree of
extra gravity. Sidney Hinchford had got into debt with his taUor,
and wished to borrow a few pounds " on the quiet."
" I suppose Harriet told you last night what happened ? "
" Not all that happened, I fancy."
" Then she waited for me, possibly," he said, a little taken aback,
nevertheless, " or told her mother. WeU, you see, to make a long
story short, Mr. Wesden, I have taken the liberty of falling iu love
with your daughter, as was natural and to be expected, and I have
come down early this morniug to tell you plainly that that's the state
of my feelings, and that if you have anything to say against it or me
you can clap on the extinguisher, aud no one a bit the wiser."
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Mr. Wesden was a man who never showed his surprise by
anything more than an intenser stare than usual; he sat looking
stolidly at Sidney Hinchford, who leaned over the counter
with flushed cheeks and earnest eyes, surveying him through his
glasses.
Still Mr. AVesden was surprised—in fact, very much astonished.
Only a year or two ago, aud the tall young man before him was a
little boy fresh from school, and a source of trouble to him when he
got near the tinsel drawer, and Skelt's Scenes and Characters—now
he was talking of love matters.
" You're the first customer this morning, Sidney, and you've asked
for a rum article," he said, bluntly.
" AVhich you'll not refuse me, I hope. Sir—which you'll give me
a chance of obtaining, at all events."
" What does Harriet say ? "
"I've—I've only just said a few words to her, more than I ought
to have said, perhaps, before I know her feeluxgs towards me, or
what your wishes were. Sir."
Sidney, very humble and deferential to paterfamiUas, after taking
the case in his own hands, like all young hypocrites who have this
terrible ordeal to pass, and are doubtful of the upshot.
Mr. AVesden listened and stared, clean over Sidney's head, rather
than at Ixim. Had he not had a long experience of the stationer's
ways he would have augured ill for his prospects from the stolidity
with which his news was received; but Mr. Wesden was always a
grave and reserved man, and his immobile features did not alarm the
young suitor.
" Well, and what's to keep her and yoxx—my money ? "
" Not a farthing of it. Sir, by your good leave," said Sidney,
proudly ; " I wish to work on and wait for her. I have every hope
of attaining to a good position in my office; 1 think I see my way
clearly; I won't ask you to let her marry me till I cau show you a
home of my own, and a little money in the bank. Sir."
" Why didn't you wait tiU then? " was the dry question.
" AVliy, because a feUow wants a hope to live on—permission from
you to pay his addresses to Miss Harriet, and to ask her to give me
a hope too."
" I see."
Mr. Wesden fidgetc-d about his top drawers, folded some papers,
looked in his tUl, and then turned his little withered face to Sidney.
The face had altered, was brighter, even wore a smUe, and Sidney's
heart leaped ajj-ain.
" If you'd been like most young men, I shoxdd have said ' Not
yet.' But you haven't crept about the bush, and you've dealt fair,
and I'll promise all I can without tying the girl up too closely."
" Tying her up ! "
"Tlie home of your own hasn't turned up yet," shrewdly remarked
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the stationer; " and though I beheve that and the money will, we
may as weU wait for some signs of them. And
"
"WeU, well"
" Don't you be in a hurry, yoxmg man; breath don't come so fast
as it did, and I'm not used to long speeches."
"Take your time. Sir; I beg pardon."
" And Harriet's verv younsr, and may see some one else to like
better."
" I hope not. Sir."
"' And you are very voTms, and may see some one else too."
" O h ! Mr. WesdeiL"
" Ah! it s shocking to think of, but these awful events do occur,"
said the old man, satmeaUy; "and, besides, my old lady and I are
ignorant people ia one way, aud mayn't suit you when you get
bigger and prouder."
"' Mr. Wesdea, you'U not feacy that, I know."
" You'U have to think whether, when you are a great man, you'll
be able to put up with the old lady and me coming to see our girl
sometimes."
Sidney entered another protest—^was prolific, even Uberal in his
invitations, which he issued on the spot.
" Then if ifs not an engagement, or what I call downright keeping
compaay just yet—say for auother year, at least, I shan't turn my
back upon you."
"' Thank you. Sir; you are more than generous."
He leaned across the counter and shoot hands with Mr. Wesden;
the news-agent drove up in his pony-cart at the same moment, and
directly afterwards had fixing a heavy bundle of the " early mornings" upon the counter; the news-boy entered, and waited for
orders for his first rormd; a Uttle girl eame ia for a peimy postage
stamp, change for sixpence, and a piece of paper to wrap the lot in.
Business was beginning in Great Suffolk Street, and Sidney Hinchford gettiug in the way. Sidney woxdd have Uked to add a Uttle
more, but Mr. Wesden stopped him.
" Harriets been down this half hour," he said; " I suppose you
know that."
"Indeed I did not. Sir," exclaimed Sidney, with a wUd glance
towards the parlour.
Harriet was there, busying herself with the breakfast cloth; a
domestic picture, fair and glowing. He dashed into the parlour, and
Harriet, prepared for him now, listened demurely, felt her heart
plunging a Uttle, but did not rebuke him with any words siimlar to
those of yesternight. His despairing look of that period had kept
her restless aU night; she could not Dear to know that others were
unhappy, and she fancied that she shoxdd soon learn to love him, if
she did not love him already, for his manUness and fitmkness. So
she listened, and Sidney detaUed his interview with her father, and
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her father's wish that it should not be considered an engagement
between them untU at least another year had passed.
" We are to go on just the same as if nothing had happened, but
—but I wish you to look forward to the end of that year Uke myself, to have hope iu me and my efforts, and to give me hopes of
you."
"Am I worth hoping for, Sidney? "was the rejoinder; "you
don't know half the foohshness of which I have been guilty—what a
weak, frivolous, romantic gUl I have been."
She thought of her Brighton romance, opened the book, and then
shut it hastily again. It was a story he had no right to know yet,
and she had not the courage to tell him just then—it belonged
wholly to the past, so rake the dead leaves over it, and let it rest
again!
Let it rest, then; there was no engagement. Both were free to
change their minds before the year was out in which the strength of
then* love would be put to the test. For that year nothuxg more
than friends, she thought, or a something more than friends, and less
than lovers.
The half bargain was concluded, aud Sidney went on his way rejoicing. There was rejoicing ux the hearts of all in that house for a
whUe. Mrs. Wesden cried over her girl as though she was going
away to-morrow, but talked as if it were a settled engagement, aud
was glad that Sidney Hinchford was to be her son-in-law some day.
Mr. Hinchford and Mr. Wesden smoked their pipes together that
evening, and talked about it in short disjointed sentences, amidst
which Mr. Hinchford learned that Mr. Wesden woxdd retire from
bushxess before the year's probation had expired, leaving Mattie,
possibly, in charge. Mattie and Ann Packet, in the lower regions,
dwelt upou the same subject, free debatable ground, which no one
cared to hem round by restrictions.
Late ux the evenuxg, Mattie stole up to Harriet's bed-room, and
knocked softly at the panels of the door.
"May I come i n ? " she asked.
" To be sure, Mattie."
"' 1 thought that you would be sittuig here, thuxking of it."
" Thinkhig of what, Mattie ? " _
" A h ! you don't tell me anythuig now; but I can guess; and
Mr. Sidney did not sit in the parlour all the evening for nothing ! "
"No, Mattie ; but it's not a downright engagement yet. I'm to
try if I can like Sidney first."
" That's the best way ; didn't I say that this would happen some
day. Miss Harriet ? "
" But it hasn't happened yet."
"Ah! but it wiU; 1 see it all now as plain as a book. 1 said only
last night that things were comuig round nicely for us aU. And
they are—they are 1"
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Harriet began to cry, and to beg Mattie to desist. For an instant
the sanguine assertion sounded Uke a vain prophecy, and jarred
strangely on her nerves, bringing forth tears and heavy sobs, aud a
fear of that future which stretched forth radiantly beyond to. Mattie's
vision. After aU, Harriet was but a girl, and had not thought very
deeply of all that the contract implied between Sidney and herself.
And after all, were things coming round nicely ?—or was the red
glow in the sky lurid and threatening to her, and more than her?
This is scarcely a quiet story, and we have only finished our
second book. What does the astute novel-reader thiuk ?

END OF BOOK THE SECOND.
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BOOK III.
ONDEE

SUSPICION

CHAPTER I.
AN

OLD

FEIEND.

M E . WESDEN retired from bushxess. After thirty or forty years'
application to the arduous task of " keeping house and home together," after much hesitation as to whether it were safe and
practicable and he could afford it; after a struggle with his old
habits of shopkeeping, and a deliberate survey of his position from
aU points of the compass, he migrated from Great Suffolk Street, and
settled down in what he considered country—a back street in the
Camberwell New Road, commanding views of a cabbage-field, a
public-house, and another back street in course of formation by an
enterprising builder.
This was country enough for Mr. Wesden ; and handy for town,
and Great Suffolk Street. For he had scarcely retired from business,
merely withdrawn himself from the direct management, the sales
over the counter, and the worry of the news-boys. The name of
Wesden was stUl over the door, and Mattie remained general
manager at the old shop, which had been her refuge from the world
ux the hard times of her gUlhood.
Mr. and Mrs. Wesden then considered themselves in the country.
They had humble notions, and a little contented them. There was a
back garden with a grass plot, a gravel walk, two rows of box edging,
and a few flower beds; surely that was country enough for anybody,
6
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they thought! Then it was quite a mansion of a house—six rooms,
exclusive of kitchen; and, thanks more to Harriet's taste than her
parents', was neatly and prettdy furnished.
It was a change from Great Suffolk Street. Harriet Wesden had
been brought up with lady-Uke notions, and had never taken to the
shop; it was pleasant to live in a private house, practise her piano,
assist her mother in the gardening, and have a young man come
courting her " once or twice a week ! " Mr. Wesden, with habits
more formed for shop life, had to struggle hard before he could
accustom himself to the novelty of his position; in his heart he never
felt thoroughly at home, and was always glad of an excuse to walk
over to Great Suffolk Street. He could not sit on the new chairs
aU day, and stare at the roses on the carpet; there was nothmg
much to see out of window, save the postman, pot-boy, grocer's boy,
and butcher, at regxdar intervals ; gardening did not agree with his
back, and it was hard work to get through the day, unless he went
for a walk with the old lady.
The old lady aforesaid had taken quite a new lease of life; absence
from the close neighbourhood of Suffolk Street had given her back
some of her old strength; for twenty years she had solaced herself
with the thought of " retiring "—the one ambition of a tradesman's
wife—and now it had come, and she was aU the better for the change.
She made such good use of her limbs at intervals, became so absorbed
in training Sweet WilUams, and picking the snaUs off the white lUies,
brightened up so much ui that smaU suburban retreat that the old
gentleman—always be it remembered of a suspicious turn—doubted
in his own mind if Mrs. W had not been "shamming Abraham" in
Great Suffolk Street.
Harriet was not nineteen years of age yet, and business had not
been left iu Mattie's charge three months, when Mr. Wesden's
character began to mould itself afresh. The change wliich had dcuc
mother £ind daughter good, altered Mr. AA'esden for the worse. He
became irritable, at times a little despondent; nothing to do began
seriously to affect his temper. This is no common result in men who
have been in harness all their lives. Steady, energetic shopkeepers,
whose Uves have been one bustle for a quarter of a century and upwards, find retiring from business not so fine a thing as it looked
from the distance, when they were in debt to the wholesale
purveyors.
Mr. Wesden did not like it; if the truth must be spoken, though
he kept it to himself, for appearances' sake, he abso'lutely hated it.
He was uot intended for a gentleman, and he could not waste time—
it made his head ache, and gave him the heart-burn. If it had not
been for the shop in Great Suffolk Street he would have gone melancholy mad, or taken to drinking ; that shop was his safety valve, and
he was only his old self when he was back in it, pottering over the
stock.
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Unfortunately his new self was never more highly developed than
when he had returned to CamberweU, and woe to tlie beggar or the
brass band that halted before his gates and worried him.
MeanwhUe, the shop in Great Suffolk Street continued to do its
steady and safe business. Mattie was not far from eighteen years of
age, proud other position of trust, the quickest and best of shop
keepers. On the first floor stiU resided Mr. Hinchford and his sou;
the place was handy for office yet, and they were biding their time 11 >
launch forth, and assert their true position in society. The rent wns
moderate, and Sidney was trying hard to save money out of his
salary; there were incentives to save, and at times he was even a
trifle too economical for his father's tastes. StUl he erred on the
right side; his father was becoiuing weaker, and his father's memory
was not what it had been; his employers had not spoken of the
partnership lately, and there might be rainy days ahead, which it was
pohcy to prepare for; in a world of changes, who could teU what
might happen ?
Mattie found it dull at flrst after the Wesdens' departure; the
place seemed full of echoes, and one bright face at least was hard to
lose. But the face came often to light up the old shop again, and on
alternate Sundays she went to dine at the fine house at Camberwell,
leaving Ann Packet in charge of the establishment.
StiU, she was soon " at home ; " she was a dependant, and must
expect changes; she was a girl who always made the best of everything. There was no time for her to regret the alterations ; she was
born for work, and there was plenty to do in Mx. AA'esdeu's business,
not to mention a watch upou Ann Packet at times, who, when
"afflicted," was rather remiss in her attention upon the lodgers.
Life was not monotonous with her, for she took an interest in her
work; and if it had been, there were many gleams of sunshine
athwart it; those who knew her best loved her, and had confidence
in her. Many in Suffolk Street thought there wasn't such a
young womrix in the world; a butcher over the way—a young
man beginning business for himself, thought that it woxdd be a
" good spec" to have such a young woman behind his counter
attending to the customers. Those who knew her history, and
there were many in Suffolk Street who remembered her antecedents, wondered at her progress : all was well until the autumn
set in, and then the tide turned iu the affairs of Mattie, aud on
those good friends whom Mattie loved.
One afternoon in September, Mattie was busy in the shop as
usual—she kept to the shop aU day, aud never adopted the plan
of hiding away from customers iu the back parlour—when a
woman with a large basket, a key on her little finger, a bonnet
half olF her head, disclosing a broad, sallow, wrinkled face, came
shuffling into the shop.
Mattie looked at her across the counter, and waited for orders,
6—2
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looked tUl her heart began beating unpleasantly fast. Back from
the land benighted came a rush of old memories at the sight of
that dirty, sUp-shod woman, whom she had hoped never to see
again.
" Aud so you recollects me, Mattie, arter aU these years ?"
" I — I think that I have seen you before."
" / should think you just had, once or twice. And so you're
minding this shop for the Wesdens, whose turned gentlefolks ? "
"Yes, l a m "
" AA'eU," putting her basket on the counter, aud taking the one
chair that was placed for the convenience of customers, " wonders
wiU never cease. To think that you shoxdd find a place Uke this,
and should have stuck to it so long, and never gone trapesing about
the streets again."
" Can I serve you with anything ? " asked Mattie.
"No, you can't. I never deal here."
" Then what do you want ? "
"Ah! that's auother wonder which won't cease either, my dear,"
said the old woman, assuming aix insuxuative manner, " and a bigger
wonder than the tother one."
" I don't want to hear it. I don't want anything to say to you.
You must go out of the shop, Mrs. AA'atts."
" Don't be afeard of me, my love; the Lord knows I haven't been
a trouble to you, though I've lived within a stone's throw, and could
have dropped in here at any moment. But no, I says, let her keep
to her fine stuck-up people if she likes, and forget her oldest and
best friends for 'em, and do her wust, it's not the Ukes of me or
mine who'll poke our noses into her affairs. No, I says, let her
keep a lady, and wear brown meriner dresses, and smart black
aprons, and white coUars and cuffs, for me ! "
Mrs. Watts had verged into the acrimonious vein, taken stock
of Mattie's general appearance at that juncture, and introduced
it into her conversatiou with an ease and fluency that was remarkable.
Mattie stood watching her. This was the evU geiuus of her early
Ufe, and there was danger in her very presence. It was not safe to
take her eyes from her.
" AATiat do you want ? " she asked again.
" It's somethin' partickler—shaU we come into the parler ? "
"Oh! no."
" I'm not weU dressed enuf, I spose ?—I'm not fit society for
sich a nice yoxmg gal, I spose?—I'm to be turned off as if I
was a beggar, instead of the woman of property which I am, I
spose ? "
" AVhat do you want ? " -repeated Mattie.
"And I was your poor mother's friend, and trusted her when
nobody else would, and gave her a bed to die on comforbly
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wiien there wasn't a mag to be made out of her. And I was
your friend, though that's something to turn your nose up at,
ain't it ? "
"You were kind in your way, perhaps,—I cannot say, I don't
know; 1 don't wish to remember the past any more. AVUl you teU
me what you want, or go away ? "
" And you won't come into the parler ? "
"No."
" It's the curiest story as you ever did hear. There's been a man
asking arter you down our court, and asking arter me, and finding
me out at last, and nearly coming to a bargain with me, when, cus
my greeduxess, I lost him."
" Asking after me ? "
" Ah! you may well open those black eyes of yourn—he made me
stare, I can teU you. He walks one day into my house, as if it
belonged to him, and says, 'Are you Mrs. AVatts ? ' 'Yes,' I says.
' Do you remember Mrs. Gray ?' he says. ' Not by name,' 1 says.
' She was a tramp,' he says, ' and died here.' ' Oh!' I says,' if it's her
you mean, whose name 1 never knowed or cared about, died here,
she did.' ' And the chUd ? ' he says. ' Mattie you mean,' I says.
' A h ! Mattie,' he says. Aud then I says, thinkiug it was a dodge,
my dear, for the peiiice are up to all manner of tricks, aud you
mightn't have been going on the square, aud been wanted, then I
says, 'And will you obleege me with your reasons for all these
questions of a 'spectable and hard-working woman?' I says. ' M y
name's Gray,' he says, ' and I'm iljittie's father.' "
" Is this true ?—oh ! is it reaUy true ?"
" Hopemaydropdead, my dear, if it isn't," Mrs. Watts remarked,
running her words into each other in the volubUity of her protestation; "hopemayiieverstiragainfromhere, if 'tisix't. Miss Gray!
' Mattie's father!' I says. ' Yes,' he says; ' is that so very wonderfrxl ?' And I says, ' Yes it is, arter all this time ago.' And then he
asks all manner of questions, xvhich I didn't see the good of answering, and so was werry ignorant, my dear, until he said he'd give me
a suverin to find yoxi out. I says, ' I ' d try for a five pxm note, for
you was a long way off, aud it'd be a trouble to look arter you.'
And he says, ' I'll take that trouble,' aud I didn't see the pull of
that, knowing he was anxious like, and faiieyuig that five pounds
wouldn't ruin him, so I held out. And then he looked at his watch,
and said he'd come again, which he never did, as I'm an honest
ooman."
" How loug was this ago ? "
" Two months."
" AVhat kind of a man was he ? "
" Oh! a little ugly bloke enough—not too well dressed. Your
father won't turn out to be a duke or niarkis, if he ever turns up
agin and brings me my five pounds."
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" But you wiU not teU him where I Uve ?—^he may be a bad, cruel
man—my mother ran away from him because he treated her UI, I
have heard her say. Oh! don't teU him where I Uve—I am happy
and contented here."
Mrs. Watts brightened up with a new idea.
" You must make it a five pun note, then, instead of him, and I'U
teU him I can't find yer when he comes back to take you home with
him. You've saved money, I daresay, by this time, and five pounds
ain't much to stand."
Mattie recovered her composui-e when it came to the money test;
there was a motive for Mrs. Watts' appearance there, she thought;
after aU it xvas an idle story, a fooUsh scheme to extort money, which
Mattie saw through now.
" I sliaU no.t give you any money—not five pence, Mrs. Watts."
"Leave it alone, then," was the sharp reply; "you can't leave
here, and I'U bring him to you, if he ever comes agin. I didn't
come to get money out of yer, but to keep my eye upon you for
your father's sake. And you'U never take a step away from this
place, right or left, but what I'U know it—there's too many on us
about here for you to steal away."
" I do not intend to steal away," cried Mattie.
" And considerin' that I've come out of kindness, and to give you
a piece of news, you might have said thankee for it—bad luck to
you, Mattie Gray."
" Oh! bad luck wiU not come to me at your wish."
The old woman paused at the door, and shook her key at her.
" I never wished bad luck to any Uving soul, but what it came.
Now tMnk of that!"
She went out of the shop and along Great Suffolk Street at a
smart pace—Uke a woman who had suddeiJy remembered something
and started off in a hurry after it. Mattie was perplexed at the
interview; doubtful if any tmth had mixed itself with Mrs. Watts'
statement, and at a loss to reconcile aU that 'she had heard with
fabrication. Even from Mrs. Watts' Ups it sounded Uke truth;
the woman seemed in earnest, her offer to take five pounds for
her sUence an impromptu thought, originated by Mattie's sudden
fear.
" What can it mean ?—what can it mean ? " reiterated Mattie to
herself; "was it unfair to doubt her?—she thought so, or she would
not have wished me bad luck so eviUy at the last."
She sat down behind the counter to reflect upon the strangeness
of the incident, and was stUl revolving in her mind the facts or
falsities coimected with it, when Ann Packet burst from the parlour
door into the shop, with eyes distended.
" Have y^ou been up stairs, Mattie ? "
" Up stairs. Arm!—no."
" Have you been asleep ?"
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"No."
" Oh, lor !—quite sure—xxot a moment! "
" No—no—what has happened ? "
" Somebody's been up stairs into all the rooms, into yourn, too,
where the money's put for Mr. AA'esden—aud—and broken open the
dx-awer."
" And the cash box that I keep there ? "
" Open, and EMPTY ! "

Mattie dropped again into the chair from which she had risen at
the appearance of Ann Packet, and struggled with a sense of faintness which came over her. 'The bad luck that Mrs. Watts had
wished had soon stolen on its way towards her.

CHAPTER II.
STEANGE VISITOES TO GEEAT SUFFOLK STEEET.
MATTIE guessed the plan by which the robbery had been effected,
and at which Mrs. Watts had connived. Her attention had been
distracted by the story that had been fabricated for the purpose, and
then the accomplice, on his hands and knees, had stolen snake-like
towards the door opening On the stairs, and made short work with
everything of value-to be found in the upper floors. AVhat was to
be done ?—what would Mr. Wesden say, he who had never had a
robbery committed on his premises during all the long years of his
business lU'e, thanks to his carefulness and watchfulness ? AMiat
would he think of her? Would he believe that she had paid
common attention to the shop he had left in trust to her, to be
robbed in the broad noonday ? What should she do ? wait tUl the
shop was closed and then set forth for Camberwell with the bad
news, or start at once, leaving Ann Packet in charge, or wait tUl
Mr. Hinchford came home, and ask him to be the mediator ?
Whilst revolvuxg these plans of action in her mind, the proprietor
of the establishment, wearied of his country retirement, waUted into
the shop.
" Oh ! Sir, something has happened very dreadful!" she exclaimed.
Mr. AA^esden began to stare over her head at this salutation.
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"What's that? " h e asked.
" Some one has been up stairs this afternoon, broken open the
drawers, and the cash box, and taken the money, eight poxmds, nine
shilUngs and sixpence. Sir."
Mr. Wesden sat dowox in the chair formerly occupied by Mrs.
Watts and tried to arrange his ideas; he stared over Mattie's head
harder than ever; he held his own head between his hands,
takuig off his hat especiaUy for that purpose, and placing it on the
couutet.
" Money taken out of this house ? "
"Yes."
" At this time of day—where were you, Mattie ? "
" In the shop, sitting here, I believe."
" Then they came in at the back, I suppose ? "
" No, iu the front, whUst Mrs. Watts was talking to me."
" AA'hat IMrs. Watts ?—not the woman
"
" Yes, yes, the woman who would have tempted me to evil, years
ago; she came into the shop this afternoon, and said that my father
—as if I'd ever had one. Sir !—had been inqxuring for me in Kent
Street."
" This is a curious story," muttered Mr. Wesden.
He put on his hat aud went up stairs; it was half an hour, or an
hour before he reappeared, looking very grave and stern.
" They didn't come in at the back of the house—I can't make it
out—eight pounds nine and sixpence is a heavy loss—I'U speak to
the policeman."
Mr. AA'esden went in search of a policeman, and presently returned
with two members of the official force, with whom he went up stairs,
and with whom he remained some time. After a whUe Mr. Hinchford, senior, came home, heard the tidings, went into his room, and
discovered a little money missing also, besides a watch-chain which
he had left at home that day for secxirity's sake, a Unk having
snapped, and repaUs beuxg necessary.
Mr. AA'esden aud the poUceman came down stairs and put many
questions to Mattie and Ann Packet; finaUy the poUceman departed,
and Mr. AA^esden very gravely walked about the shop, and paid but
Uttle attention to Mattie's expressions of regret.
" It's my carelessness. Sir, and I hope you'U let me make it up.
I've been saving money, Su-, lately, thanks to you."
"WeU, you can't say fairer than that, Mattie," he responded
to this suggestion; " I'U think about that and let you know tomorrow."
He never let Mattie know his determination, or seemed inclined
to dweU upon the subject again; the robbery became a forbidden
topic, and drifted slowly away from the present. But it was an event
that saddened Mattie; for she could read that Mr. AVesden had
formed his own ideas of its occurrence, and she tortured herself
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with the fear that he might suspect her. She had gained his confidence only to lose it; her antecedents were dark enough, and
if he did not beUeve aU that she had told him, then he must doubt
if she were the proper person to manage the place in his absence.
He said nothing; he suggested no alteration; but he came more
frequently to business; and he was altered in his manner towards her.
Mattie was right—he suspected her; he thought he kept his
suspicions to himself, for amidst the new distrust rose ever before
him the past struggles of the girl in her faithfxd service to him, and
he was not an uncharitable man. But the police had seconded
his doubts—the story was an unlikely one, Mattie had been a bad
character, and, above all, Mrs. Watts, upon inquiry, had not lived in
Kent Street or parts adjacent for the last three years. However,
his better nature woxdd not misjudge implicitly, although a shadow
of distrust was between him and Mattie from that day forth. He
said nothing to Harriet or his wife, but he seldom asked Mattie to
his house at CamberweU now; he came more frequently for his
money, and looked more closely after his stock; he had a habit of
turning into the shop at unseasonable hours and taking her by surprise there.
Mattie bore with this for a while—for two or three months,
perhaps, then her out-spoken nature faced Mr. Wesden one evening.
"You've,got a bad thought in your head against me. Sir."
Thus taxed, Mr. Wesden answered in the negative. Looking at
her fearless face, and her bright eyes that so steadUy met his, he
had not the heart or the courage to confess it.
" I'd rather go away than you should think that; go away
and leave you all for ever. 1 know," she added, very sorrowfully
and humbly, " that my past life isn't a fair prospect to look back
upon, and that it stands between you and your trust in me at this
time."
" No, Mattie."
" If you doubt me
"
" If 1 believed that you were xxot acting fauly by me, I should not
have you here an hour," he said.
He was carried away by Mattie's earnestness; he forgot his new
harshness, which he had mherited with his change of life; before him
stood the girl who had nursed his wife through a long Ulness, and
he could not believe in her ingratitude towards him. After that
charge and refutation, Mattie and Mr. Wesden were on better terms
with each other—the robbery, the visit of Mrs. Watts, appeared all
part of a bad dream, difficult to shake off, but in the reality of which
it was hard to believe. And yet it was all a terrible truth, too, and
the story true or false, of Mrs. AA'atts, late of Kent Street, had left
an impression on Mattie, deep and ineffaceable; she could almost
believe that from the shadowy past some stranger, cruel and
vUlainous, woxdd step Ibrth to claim her.
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Meantime the course of Sidney Hinchford's true love flowed on
peacefully; he was happy enough now—with the hope of Harriet
Wesden for a wife he became more energetic than ever in business;
possibly even a yoxmg man less abrubt to his companions in office ;
for the tender passion softens the heart wonderfully. He was more
kmdand less brusque in his manner. To Mattie he had been always
kind, but she fancied that even she could detect a different and more
gentle way with him.
When he returned from CamberweU—Mr. Wesden always shut hun
out at early hours—he generaUy brought some message from Harriet
to the old half-friend and confidante, and at times woxdd loiter
about the shop talking of Harriet to Mattie, and sure of her
sympathy with aU that he said and did.
On one of the latter occasions, about six in the evening, he remarked,
" When Harriet and I are grand enough to have a large house of
our own—for we can't tell what may happen—I s h ^ ask you to be
our housekeeper, Mattie."
Mattie's face brightened up ; it had been rather a sad face of late,
and Sidney Hinchford had observed it and been puzzled at the
reason. The story of the robbery had not affected him much.
" Oh! then I'll pray night and day for the big house, Mr. Sidney,"
she said with her usual readiness of reply.
"AA'hy, Mattie, are vou tired of shopkeepuxg ? "
"At times I am," she answered. " I don't know why. I don't
see how to get on and feel happy. It's rather lonely here."
" You dissatisfied, Mattie 1 ^A^hy, I have always regarded you as
the very picture of content."
"I'm not dissatisfied exactly; don't teU any one that, or they'U
think I'm ungrateful for all the kindness that has been shown
me, and aU the confidence that has been placed in me. You, Mr.
Hinchford, must not thiuk I'm ungrateful or discontented."
"Perhaps you're ambitious, Mattie," he said, jestingly, "now
you've mastered aU the lessons which I used to set you, and can
read and write as weU as most of us."
" I don't exactly understand the true meaning of ambition," said
Mattie. "I'm no scholar, you know. Is it a wish to get on in the
world?"
"Partly."
" I ' m not ambitious. I wouldn't be a lady for the world. I
woxdd rather be of service to some one I love, than see those I love
working and toUing for my sake. But then they must love me, and
have faith in me, or I'm—I'm done for! "
Mattie had dropped, as was her habit when excited, into one of
her old phrases; but its meaning was apparent, and Sidney
Hinchford understood it.
" Something's on your mind, Mattie. Can I punch anybody's head
for you?"
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"No, thank you. But you cau remember the promise about the
housekeeper when you're a rich man."
Like Sidney's father, she accepted Sidney's coming greatness
as a thing of course, concernuxg which no doubts need be entertamed.
He laughed.
"It's a promise, mind. Good night, Mattie."
"Goodnight."
That night was to be marked by another variation of the day's
monotony—by more than one. It was striking seven from St.
George's Church, Southwark, when a stately carriage and pair
dashed up Great Suffolk Street, and drew up at the stationer's door.
A few moments afterwards a tall, white-haix-ed old gentleman
entered the shop leaning upou the arm of a good-looking young
man, and advanced towards the comxter.
The Ukeness of the elder man was so apparent to that of old Mr.
Huxchford upstairs, that Mattie fancied it was he for an instant,
untU her rapid observation detected that the gentleman before her
was much thinner, wore higher shirt coUars, had a voluminous frill
to his shirt, and a double gold eye-glass in his hand.
" Thank you, that wiU do. I won't trouble you any further."
"ShaU I wait here?"
" No, my boy—don't let me keep you fronx your club engagements.
If you are behind time take the carriage."
"No, no—not so selfish as that, Sir. Good rught."
" Good night."
The good-looking young man did not wait to see the result of his
father's mission; he glanced for a moment at Mattie, and then took
his departure, leaving the stately old gentleman confronting her at
the counter.
" This is Mr. Wesden's, stationer, I beUeve ? " he asked, surveying
Mattie through his glasses.
"Yes, Sir."
"A Mr. Hinchford Uves here?"
"Yes, Sir."
" Is he within ? "
"Not,the old gentleman, I believe, SU."
" As I have not come hither to base my hopes of an interview on
the belief of a black-eyed shop-girl, wUl you be kind enough to
inquire ? "
The old gentleman sat down and loosened the guUt clasp of a long
cloak which he wore—an old-fashioned, oddly cut black cloak, with a
cape to it.
Mattie forgot the Ulceness which this gentleman bore to the lodger
upstairs; lost her impression of the carriage at the door, aud
thought of Mrs. AA''atts and the hundred tricks of London thieves.
She began thumping with her heels on the floor, untU she
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quite shook up the old gentleman on the other side of the
counter.
"AVhat's that for, my cliUd? " he asked.
" That'll bring up the servant—I never leave the shop."
The gentleman closed his glasses, and rapped upon the counter
with them in rather an amused manner.
" By Jupiter Tonans, that's amusing! She thinks I'm going to
make off with the stationery," he said, more to himself than
Mattie.
Arm Packet, round eyed and wondering as usual, looked over the
parlour bUnd. Mattie beckoned to her, and she opened the parlour
door.
" Run up and teU Mr. Sidney that a gentleman wishes to see his
father. Is he to wait or to caU again ? "
" I think I might answer that question better myself—stay."
The sUm old gentleman very slowly and deliberately searched for
his card-case, produced it and drew forth a card.
"Present that to Mr. Sidney, and say that the bearer is desirous
of an interview."
Ann Packet took the card in her great red hand, turned it over,
looked from it to the owner, gave vent to an idiotic " L o r ! " and
then trudged up stairs with the card. Mattie and the old gentleman, meanwhile, continued to regard each other—the suspicions of
the former not perfectly aUayed yet.
Aim Packet returned, appearing by the staircase door this time.
" Mr. Sidney Huxchford wUl see you, Sir—if your business is of
imjjortance, he says."
The gentleman addressed compressed his lips—very thin Ups they
became on the instant—but deigned no reply. He rose from his
chair and foUowed Ann through the door, up stairs towards Mr,
Hinchford's room, leaving his hat on the counter, where he had
very poUtely placed it upon entering the shop.
Mattie put it behind her, and then scowled down a lack-a-daisical
footman, who was simpering at her between a Family Herald and a
portrait of T. P. Cooke.
The stranger foUowed Ann Packet up stairs, and entered the
room on the first floor, glancuxg sharply round him through his
glasses, and taking a survey of everything which it contained on the
instant. There was a fire burning in the grate that autumn night;
the gas was lighted; the tea-thmgs ready on the table; at a smaUer
table by the window, workuxg by the light of a table-lamp adorned
by a green shade, and with another green shade tied across his forehead by way of extra protection for the eyes he worked so mercUessly,
sat Sidney Huxchford, the only occupant of the room.
Sidney rose, bowed slightly, pointed to a chair with the feather
of his pen, then sat down again, and looked at his visitor from under
the ugly shade, which cast his face into shadow.
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The gentleman bowed also, and took the seat indicated, keeping
his gold-rimmed glasses ou his nose.
" You are my brother James's son, I presume ? "
" The same. Sir."
" You are surprised to see me here ? "
"Yes, SU—now."
/
" Why now ? " was the quick question that followed like the snap
of a trigger.
" Years and years ago, when I was a lad, I fancied that you might
visit here, and make an effort to bridge over an ugly gulf. Sir."
" Years and years ago, young man, I had too much upon my muxd,
and, it was just possible, more pride in my heart than to make the
first advances."
" You were the richer man—and you had done the wrong."
" Wrong, Sir!" replied the other; " there was no wrong done
that I am aware of. I was a man careful of my money, and your
father was a man improvident with his. Was it wrong to object to
an aUiance ? "
" I have but a dim knowledge of the story. Sir. My father does
not care to dwell upon it."
"IwUlteUityou."
The old gentleman drew his chair nearer to Sidney; the young
man held up his hand.
"Pardoii me, but I have no desire to hear it. Were I to press my
father, I could learn it from his own Ups. Please state the object of
your coming hither."
" To make the first advances in the latter days that have come to
him and me," he said; " can I say more ? To help him if he be in
distress—and to assist his son if he find the world hard to cope with.
It is a romantic appearance, a romantic penitence if you wUl, for not
allowing your father to spend my ihoney as well as his own," he
added, with a slight curl of the lip, which turned Sidney suddenly
against him; "but it is an effort to bridge over the gulf to which
you have recently alluded."
" I fear my father wiU not thank you for the effort," was the
cold reply; " and for the help which you woxdd offer now, I cau
answer for his refusal,"
" Ah! he was always a proud fellow, and bluxd to his own
uxterest," was the quiet observation here; " his friends laughed
at his pride, and traded in his weakness before you were
born."
" He has one friend Uving who respects them now. Sir."
" His son, I presume ? "
" His son. Sir."
" I am glad that his son is so high-spirited; but he wiU find that
amiable feeling rather in the way of his advaucement."
"No, Sfr—I thhxk not."
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Mr. Hinchford regarded Sidney very closely; he did not appear
put out by the young man's retorts, and he was pleased at the effect
that his owTi satire had upon him.
" WeU," he said at last, " I have not come to quarrel with my
nephew—I am here as a peacemaker, and, lo! the son starts
up with aU the fathers's old obstinacies. Your name is Sidney, I
beUeve."
"Yes, Sir."
"Sidney Hinchford, then," said he, "if you be a man of the
world—which I fancy you are—you wUl not turn your back on
your own interests for the sake of the grudge which my unforgiving
brother may owe me. That's not the way of the world, unless it's
the world of sUly novel-writers and poets."
" Sir, this sudden interest in my father and myself is somewhat
xmaccountable."
" Granted," was the cool response.
" StiU, let me for my father and myself thank you," said Sidney,
with a graceful dignity that set well upon him, " thank you for this
sudden offer, which I, for both, must unhesitatingly decline."
"Indeed!"
"We are not rich, you can see," Sidney said with a comprehensive sweep of his hand, "but we have managed to exist without
getting into debt, and I beUeve that the worst struggle is over with
us both."
"Upon what supposition do you base this theory?"
"No matter, Mr. Hinchford, my belief is strong, and I woxdd not
deprive myself of the pleasure of saying that I worked on with my
father to the higher groxmd whithout the help of those rich relations
who woxdd at the eleventh hour have taken the credit to
themselves."
" You are a remarkable young man."
" Sir, you are come too late here," said Sidney, with no smaU
amount of energy; " we bear you no Ul-wUi, but we wiU not have
your help now. If you and yours forgot my father in his adversity,
if you made no sign when he was troubled by my mother's death,
if you held aloof when assistance and sympathy would have made
amends for the old breach between you, if you turned your backs
upon him and shut him from your thoughts tlxeu, now we repudiate
your service, and prefer to work oxxr way alone! "
" Well, weU, be it so," said his uncle; " it is heroic, but it is
bad poUcy, more especially in you, a young man who wUl have to
fight hard for a competence. You wiU excuse this whim of mine."
" I have already thanked yon for the good intention."
" I did not anticipate encountering so hard and dogmatic a disposition as your own, but I do not regret the visit."
Sidney looked at his watch, fidgeted with the feather of his pen,
but made no remark to this.
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"AVe wUl say it was a whim—you wUl please to inform your
father that this was simply a whim of muxe—the impulse of a
moment, after an extra glass of port wine with my dessert."
" I wiU think so, if you wish it."
"You perceive that I am an old man—your father's senior by
eight years—and old people do get whimsical and childish, when the
iron in their nerves melts, by some unaccomxtable process, away
from them. Possibly this is uot the first time that it has struck me
that my brother James and I might easily arrive at a better appreciation of each other's character, U' we sat down quietly face to face,
two old men as we have become. The sarcasm that wounded him,
aud the passionate impxdse that irritated me, would have grown less
with our white haUs, I thiixk. I don't know for certain—I cannot
answer for a man wiio always would take the wrong side of an
argument, aud stick to it. By Gad! how tightly he would stick
to i t ! "
The old gentleman rapped his gold-headed cane on the floor,
and indulged in a little sharp laugh, not mxpleasant to hear.
Sidney repressed a smile, and looked significantly at his watch
again.
" You wish me gone, young Sir," said his uncle.
" Candidly, I see no good result to arise from your stay. My
father is of an excitable disposition, and 1 am sorry to say neither so
strong nor so well as I could wish. I fear the shock woxdd be too
much for him."
" I will take the hint," he said, rising; " I hate scenes, and if
there is likely to be a second edition of those covert reproaches with
which you have favoured me, why, it is best to withdraw as gracefuUy as possible, under the circumstances. You wUl teU him that I
have caUed ?"
"Yes, Sir."
" You wUl tell him also—bear tins iu mind instead of sucking your
pen, will you ?—that if he owe me no ill-wiU, he wiU call on me next
—that it is his turn! I never ask a man twice for anything—except
for the money he may owe me," he added, dryly.
" I wUl deliver your message, Mr. Hinchford."
" Then I have the honour. Sir, to apologise for this intmsion, and
to wish you a good evening."
He crossed the room and held out a thin white hand to Sidney,
looking very strangely, very intently at him meanwhile. Sidney
placed his own within it, almost uxstinctively, and the two Hinchfords
shook hands.
They parted; Sidney thought that he had finally taken his departure, when the door opened, and he reappeared.
" Do you mind showing me a light ?—it's a cork-screw staircase,
leading to the bottomless pit, to all appearances."
Sidney seized the table-lamp, and proceeded to the top of the
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stairs, which his uncle descended in a slow and gingerly maimer.
At the first lauding he looked up, and said:
"That wUl do, thank you—remember, his tton uext—good
evening."
Sidney went back to the room, and shortly afterwards Mr.
Hinchford, the great banker, the owner of princely estates in three
counties, was wiiirled awav westward iu his carriage.

CHAPTER III.
SIDNEYS SUGGESTION.

VV'HEN Mr. Hinchford returned home, Sidney related the particulars of the strange visit that he had received; and from the effect
which the news produced on his father, was grateful for the thought
which had prompted him to request his uncle's departure. Sidney
had noticed with sadness, lately, that his father was easUy disturbed,
easily affected, and it was satisfactory to know that it had been
judicious on his part to advise his uncle's retirement.
Mr. Hinchford tugged at his stock, held his temples, passed his
hands through his scanty hair, puffed and blowed, dropped his first
cup of tea over his knees, and did not subside into a moderate state
of calmness for at least a quarter of au hour after the story had been
told.
"And so brother Geoffry turns up at last!—well, I thought he
would."
Sidney looked with amazement at his father.
"He would have turned up years ago, I daresay, if it hadn't been
for his wife—she aud I never agreed; but old steady, quiet Geoffry,
why, when we were boys, we were the best of friends."
" You certairdy surprise me, father. Perhaps I have done wrong
in persuaduxg him to depart. But I ahvays understood that it had
been a desperate quarrel between you, and that you had almost
taken an oath never to speak to him again."
" That's all true enough, and it was a desperate quarrel, and he
was tight-fisted just then, and let me drift into bankruptcy, rather
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than help me. It wasn't brotherly, and I'll never forgive him—
never. How was the rascal looking, Sid ? "
"Like a spare likeness of yourself. Sir."
" He's taller than I am by a good two inches. We used to cut
notches iu the sides of all the doors when we xvere boys ; comparing
notes, we caUed it. I suppose he's very much altered ?"
" Well, never having seen him before, it is difficult to say. But
I have no doubt that there's a difference in him since you met
last."
" Let me see—it'sfive-and-twentyyears ago, come next February.
Twenty-five years to nurse a quarrel, and bear enmity in one's heart
against him. What a time! "
"He was anxious to teU me the story of that quarrel. Sir, but I
declined to Usten to it."
" I hope you weren't rude."
"Oh! no. Sir."
" You have a most unpleasant habit of blurting out anything that
comes uppermost. That's your great faUing, Sid."
" 1 Uke to speak out. Sir."
"And after all, perhaps if we had spoken out less—he and I—we
should not have been aU these years at arm's length, and you might
have been the better for that. There's no teUing, things turn out so
strangely. And it wasn't so much his refusal to lend me, his oidy
, brother, ten thousand pounds—ten drops of water to him—but the
way in which he refused, the bitterness of his words, the gall and
wormwood instead of brotherly sympathy. I was half mad with my
losses, and he stung me with his cool and insolent taunts, and cast
me off to beggary—Sid, would you forgive that ? "
Mr. Hinchford had realised the scene again; through the mists of
five-and-twenty years it shone forth vividly; his cheek flushed, and
his hand smote the table heavily, and made the tea things jump
again.
Sidney cooled him by a few words.
" He has been cautious with his money, and you might have
shown signs of being reckless with yours, at that time. Possibly
you both were heated, and said more than you uxtended. It don't
appear to me to have been a very serious affair, after aU."
" Did he ever seek me out again, or care whether I was aUve or
dead, until to-day ?—was that kind ? "
" Did you ever seek him out ? "
" He was the rich man, and I the poor, Sid."
" Ah ! that makes a difference!"
" What would you have done ? " he asked, anxiously.
" Kept away; uot because it was right or politic, but because I
inherit my father's pride."
" It's au odd legacy, Sid," remarked the father, moumfnUy.
" I told him to-night we did not care about his patronage, and
7
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could work our way in the world—that at so late an hour, wlxen the
worst was over, we would prefer to thauk ourselves for the resxdt.
I don't say that I was right, father," he added; " but there was a
satisfaction in saying so, and in showing that we did not jump at
any favour he might think it friendly to concede."
" You're a brave lad," remarked the father, relapsing into thought
agaux; " and perhaps it is as weU to show we don't care for him.
He talked about my turn next, you say ? "
"Yes."
" That means, that he'U never come here agaux, or make another
effort to be friends. Oh! he's as hard as iron wlxen he says a
thmg, Sid."
" ShaU I teU you what I have thought. Sir ?—it goes against the
fooUsh oath you took, but I thirdc you'U be forgiven for it."
"AVhat have you thought ?" he asked with eagerness.
" That it shall be our turn some day—some early day, I hope—to
visit him, and say:—' We are in a good position in life, and above
aU help; shall we be friends again ?' "
" To walk into his counting-house, and surprise him ? " cried the
father; " for me to say:—' I owe all to my son's energy and cleverness, and can afford to face you, without being suspected of wanting
your money.' WeU, we ought to bear and forbear; I don't think it
would be so very hard to make it up with him! "
It was a subject that discomposed Mr. Hinchford—that kept him
restless and disturbed. His son detected this, and brushed aU the'
papers into a heap, thrust them into the recesses of his desk, and
began hunting £^bout for the backgammon-board. The past had been
ever a subject kept in the back ground, aud of late years his father
had not seemed capable of hearmg any news, good or bad, with a
fair semblance of composure. The change in hun had been a matter
of regret with Sidney; far off in the distance, perhaps, there might
loom a great trouble for him—he almost fancied so at times. MeanwhUe, there were troubles nearer than that fancied one—man is bom
unto them, as the sparks fly upwards.
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CHAPTER IV
PERPLEXITY.
HARRIET WESDEN had spoken more than once to Mattie of the
Eveleighs, a fanxUy which plays no part in these pages, although,
from Harriet's knowledge of it, every after page of this stoiy will
be influenced. A Miss Eveleigh, an ordy daughter, and a spoUed
one, had been a schoolfeUow of Harriet's; an intimacy had existed
between them in the old days, and when school days were ended for
good, a correspondence was kept up, which resxdted, eventuaUy, in
flying visits to each other's houses—the house in CamberweU, and
Miss Eveleigh's residence at New Cx-oss.
Harriet, during the last week or two, had been spending her time
at New Cross with the Eveleighs, much to the desolateuess of the
CamberweU domicUe, and the dulness of Master Sidney Hinchford.
But the visit was at an end on the morning of the day aUuded to in
our last chapter, and had it not been for his father's excitabUity,
Sidney, who nad mapped his plans oxxt, would have abandoned tl^e
backgammon-board and a-wooing gone.
It was as weU that he did not, for Harriet Wesden at half-past
seven ux the evening entered the stationer's shop, and surprised
Mattie by her late visit.
"Good gracious! " was Mattie's truly feminine ejaexUation, "who
woxdd have thought of seeing you to-iught? How weU you are
looking- how glad I am that you have come back—what a coloxuyoxx have got! "
"Have I ? " she said; "all! it's the shax-p frost that's in the
streets to-iught. Let me deliver father's message, and hurry back
before he gets fidgety about me."
Harriet Wesden and Mattie went into the parlour, Mattie taking
up her position by the door, so as to command the approach from
tlie street, Harriet sitting by the fire with her head against the
chimney-piece. The message was deUvered, sundry Uttle accountbooks were wanted at once, ;md Harriet was to take them back with
her; Mattie had to find them iu the shop, and make them up into
a Uttle parcel for our heroine.
AVhen she retumed, Harriet was in the same position, staring
vei-y intently at the fire.
" I s ixny thing the matter ? " asked our heroine.
" Oh ! no—wiiat shoxUd be the matter, dear ? "
7—2
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"You're very thoughtful, and it's not exactly your look, Miss
Harriet."
" Fancies again, Mattie," remarked Harriet; " I'm only a Uttle
tired, having walked from CamberweU."
" I hope you'U not walk back—it's getting late. Unless," she
added, archly, "Mr. Sidney up stairs is to see you safely home.
That must be one of the lueest parts of courtship, to go arm-in-arm
together about the streets—to feel yourself safe with him at yoxxr
side."
Harriet's thoughtful demeanour vanished; she gave a merry laugh
at the gravity with which Mattie deUvered this statement, taunted
Mattie with having thoughts of a lover running in her head, darted
from that subject to the pleasant fortnight she had been spending
with the Eveleighs at New Cross, detailed the particulars of her
visit, the people to whom she had been introduced, and Uvely Uttle
incidents cormected with them—^finaUy caught up her parcel and
bade Mattie good inght.
" Ah ! you'U wait tUl I caU down Mr. Sidney, I'm sure."
"He'U think that I have caUed for him. No, I'm going home
alone to-night."
" AVhy, what wUl he say ? "
"TeU him that I was in a hurry, going home by omnibus to
save time, and appease father's nervousness about me. I wiU
not have any danglers in my train to-night. I'm in a bad temper
—nervous, irritable and excitable—I shall only offend him."
" Then something has
"
" Good night, Mattie—oh! I had nearly forgotten to ask you to
dine with us on Simday; you'll be sure to come early ? "
" WTio told you to say that ? "
" Why, my father, to be sure."
"I'm glad of it—I'm glad he thinks better of me," Mattie
cried; " oh! Miss Harriet, you don't know how miserable I have
been in my heart, lest he—lest he has thought differently of me
lately!"
" More fancies! I have always said that they were fancies,
Mattie."
" Ah ! I guess pretty near to the truth sometimes."
" And tease yourself with a false idea more often—why, you wiU
imagine that / shaU think differently of you presently."
" No—I don't thmk you wUl."
"Never, Mattie."
" God bless you for that!—if ever I'm in trouble I shall look to
you to defend me."
" And in my trouble, Mattie ? " was the half-laughing rejoinder.
" I'U thiixk of you only, fight for you against all yoxir enemies—
die for you, if it wUl do any good. Oh! Miss Harriet, you are
growing up a lady very far above me, getting out of my reach like.
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you won't forget the Uttle girl you were kind to, and shut her whoUy
from your heart ? "
Harriet Wesden was touched; ever a sensitive girl, the sight of
another's sorrow struck home. She went back a step or two into
the parloxLT.
" This isn't Uke the old Mattie," she said, " the Mattie who always
looked at the brightest side of life, and made the best of every difficulty. Is that sUly affidr of the robbery stUl preying on your
muxd?"
" On your father's, perhaps—^not on mine."
"Then I'U fight the battle for you to begin with—if there be
reaUy one doubt in my father's heart, I'U charge it from it's hidingplace to-iught. Perhaps I have been wrapped up too much lately in
my own selfish thoughts when I irUght have helped you, Mattie.
WiU you forgive me ? "
She stoop.ed and kissed Mattie, whose arms closed roxmd her for a
minute with a loving clasp.
"I'm better now," said Mattie; "it was fancy, perhaps, a fancy
that you, too, were going further away from me—perhaps thinking
iU of me. For you were cold and distant when you came here first
to-night."
"No, no."
"WeU, that was my fancy, too, it's very likely. I'U say good
night now, for it's getting late."
"Goodnight, then."
At the door she paused and returned.
" Mattie, put on your bormet and come with me to the ena of the
street where the omiubus passes. I'm nervous to-iught—I don't
care to walk alone about these streets again."
"Let me caU Mr. Sid--—"
" No, no; you—not him !" she interrupted.
" I never leave the shop. Miss Harriet; it's my tmst, and yoxxr
father woxdd not Uke it. ShaU Aim
"
" Oh! it does not matter much ! you have oidy made me nervous.
I'm very wrong to seek to take you from the bushxess, and father
so partiexdar and fidgety. I daresay no one wUl fly away with me.
Good night, my dear."
She went away with a bright smUe at her own nervousness. That
was the last gleam of brightness there for a whUe!
After that there settled on her face a confused expression, often a
sad, always a thoughtful one, with a long look ahead, as it were,
from the depths of her blue eyes. From that night there was a
change in her; Mattie, quick of observation, was the first to detect
it. It was a face of trouble, aud Mattie, seeing it now and then,
could note the shadows deepen. Sidney observed it next, detected,
with a lover's jealous scrutiny, a difference in her maimer towards
him, a somethang new which was colder and less friendly, and yet

102

MATTIE : A STEAY.

not demonstrative enough for him to murmur against, even if his
half engagement had permitted him.
He asked her once if he had offended her, aud she repUed in the
negative, and was kinder towards him for that lught; but the
reserve, indifference, coldness, or whatever it was, came back, and
perplexed Sidney Hinchford more than he cared to own. The year
of his novitiate was approaching to an end, and he thought that he
coxdd afford to wait tiU then; she was not tiring of him and his
attentions, he had too good an opinion of himself to beUeve that;
at times he solaced himself with the idea that she was reflecting on
the gravity of the next step, that formal engagement to be married
in the future to him.
Mattie and Sidney were both observers of some power, for after
aU they saw througlx the bright side—the forced side—of her. For
the father and mother was reserved Harriet Wesden with her mask
off.
Fathers and mothers are strangely bUnd to the causes of their
daughters' aUments; this humble pair formed no exception to the
ride. They were perplexed with her fits of brooding, her forced
efforts to rally when taxed with them, her pallor, loss of appetite, red
eyes and restless looks in the morning. Mr. Wesden, a suspicious
man to the world in general, was the most trustful and simple as regarded his daughter; he did not know the depth of his love for her
imtU she began to look UI, and then he almost worried her into a
real iUness by his suggestions and anxiety.
Mr. and Mrs. Wesden had many secret confabxdations concerning
the change in Harriet; pottering over a hundred fusty ideas, with
never a thought as to the true one.
Was CamberweU disagreeing with her ?—^was the house damp, or
her room badly situated?—had not the dear girl change enough,
society enough ?—what was the matter ? Mr. Wesden set it dovnx
for " a low way"—an unaccountable complaint from which people
suffer at times, and for which change of scene is good.
So he set to work studying the matter, originatmg smaU excursions for the day, submitting her to the healthy excitement of the
winter course of lectures at the infant schools in the vicinity—
lectures on artificial memory, on hydrostatics with experiments, on
the poets with experiments also; and unaccountable ones they were
—even once ventured into a box of the Surrey Theatre, and began
to flatter himself and wife that at last Harriet was rapidly
improving.
But Harriet Wesden was only learning rapidly to disguise that
" something" which was pei-plexing her mpre and more with every
day; learning to subdue her parents' anxiety, and sinking a Uttle
deeper all the new thoughts. But the whirl of events brought the
secret uppermost, and betrayed her; she was forced to make a confidante, and she thought of Mattie, who had always loved her, and
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stood her friend—Mattie, in whom she was sure was the only one
she coxdd trust.
The confidence was placed suddenly, and at a tinxe when Mattie
was scarcely prepared for it—Mattie, who yet, by some strange instinct, had been patiently waiting for it.
" I beUeve when that girl's in trouble she wUl come to me," Mattie
thought, " for she knows I woxdd do anything to serve her. Have I
any one to love except her in the world ?—is there any one who
reqxures so much love to keep her, what I call, strong ? "
Mattie had seen that Harriet Wesden was not strong—that she
was tender-hearted, affectionate, and weak—that there were times
when she might give way without a strong heart and a stout hand to
assist her. She had been a weak, impulsive, passionate chUd—she
had grown up a woman very dift'erent to Mattie, whose firmness, and
even hardness, had made Harriet wonder more than once. And
Mattie had often wondered at Harriet in her turn—at her vanity and
romantic ideas, and made excuses for her, as we all do for those we
love very dearly. She had even feared for her, xmtil the half engagement with Sidney Hinchford had taken place, and then she had
noticed that Harriet had become more staid and womanly, and wa,5
glad in her heart that it had happened thus.
Then finally and suddenly the last change swept over the surface
of tlxhigs—aU the worse for our characters, perhaps, but infinitely
better for our story, wiiich takes a new lease of life from this page.

CHAPTER V
ME. WESDEN TUENS ECCENTEIC.

THE lughts " drew in" more and more; and nearer and nearer
with the shortest day approached the end of Sidney Hinchford's
probation. Only a week or two between the final explanations of
Sid's position—of his chances in the future, perhaps—everythiuL;'
very quiet and still at Suffolk Street and CamberweU—a deceptive
calm before the storm that was brewing.
Harriet Wesden called more frequently at the stationer's shop ;
she was glad to escape from the long evenings at home, and the
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watchful, ever anxious eyes of her father, and it was easy to frame
an excuse to repair to Great Suffolk Street. Occasionally, Sidney
Hinchford knew of her propinquity, and escorted her home—more
often missed his chances of a tete-a-tete—three or four times, and
greatly to his annoyance, crossed her in the journey, and reached
CamberweU to spend the evening with a fidgety old man and his
iiivahd spouse.
At this time it also happened that Sidney Hinchford feU into a
dreamy absent way, for which there appeared no vaUd reasons, unless he had become aUve to the doubts of Harriet's affection for him ;
an absence of mind, and even an irritabUity, which was disguised
weU enough from the father—before whom Sidney was more or less
an actor—bxxt which Mattie, ever ou the watch, was qxdck as usual
to detect.
She had become puzzled by Harriet's abstraction, and had looked
for its reflex at once in Sidney Huxchford's face—finding it there, as
she thought, after a whUe.
Mattie, left in the dark as to the truth, aud every day becoming
more of a yoxmg woman, who knew her place, and felt the distance
between her master's daughter, her master's lodgers, and herself,
could but draw her own conclusions, and frame a story from them.
Harriet and Sidney had quarreUed, and were keeping their quarrel
a secret from the good folk at Camberwell; something had happened
to cast a gloom on the way that Mattie thought woidd be ever bright
and rosy, and each day they who should have been lovers seemed
drifting further apart. She would have liked to play the part of
mediator between them—to see them friends again—but her position
held her back, and she had not the courage of a year ago. Those
two young lovers had been the bright figures in her past—her life
had somehow become blended with them, and she felt that her interest was of a cumulative character, and not likely to die out with
her riper womanhood. She could not disassociate her mind away
from them; at every turn iu her career they were before her—they
haunted her thought;s, and harassed her with their seeming inconsistencies of conduct. She did not understand them, for the clue to
the inner Ufe was absent from her ; she coxdd not see why Harriet
was not a girl to love this young man with all her heart, as she was
loved; she felt that there was an assimUatiou between the strength
of one, and the weakness that needed support in the other; and that
Sidney's earnest love shoxdd have more deeply impressed a heart
naturaUy susceptible to anything that was honest and true.
And yet Harriet grew paler, and looked disturbed in mind, and
Sidney Hinchford came home from business every day with a deeper
shade of thought upon his face. He went less often to CamberweU
also—she took notice of that—aud stayed up late at night in the
drawing-room, after having deluded Ins father into the belief that he
shoxdd be only a few moments after him. AU was mystery in Suffolk
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Street, denser than the fogs which crept thither so often in the
winter time.
Mr. Wesden, before retiring from business, had left strict orders
with Mattie to be the last to go round the house, and see, in particular, to the gas bumers, and the bolts which Ann Packet was continually leaving unfestened, and had once received warning for in
Mr. Wesden's time. Mattie had injxmctions to see to the drawingroom bumers as weU; to wait to an hour however late for the
HincbfofS exit.
^^£bis waiting up became a serious matter when Sidney Hinchford
remained in the drawing-room tUl the smaU hours of the morning,
and brooded over his papers, with which one table or another was
invariably strewn. Mattie, a young woman of business, who did a
faur's day's work, and rose early, ventured to remonstrate at last; it
was intrenching beyond her province, but she made the plimge in a
maimer very nervous and new to her—in a maimer that evea confused herself a Uttle.
He brought the remonstrance upon himself by coming down into
the shop to hunt for some writing paper, which he intended to pay
for in the morning, and was a Uttle surprised to find Mattie sewing
briskly in the back parlour.
" Up stiU, Mattie!—^late hours for you," he said.
" Ah ! and for you, too. Sir."
" Men can do with Uttle rest, and I never leave one day's work
for the next," said he, in that qtdck maimer which had become
habitual to him, and which appeared, to strangers, tinged with more
abruptness than was reaUy intended. " I was thinking of robbing
your stationery drawer, Mattie, and lo, the thief is detected in the act."
" Oh ! I hope you do not intend any more work to-night. Sir."
" Why not ? " he asked, his eves expressing a nxUd sort of
surprise through his spectacles.
" I'm waiting to see the gas out in that table-lamp."
" Can't I see to it myseU ?"
" I thought so until I found the tap in the India-rubber pipe
turned fuU on last night."
" Did you sit up last night, too r "
" Mr. Wesden has always wished that I shoxdd make sure everything was safe."
"But I'm busy just now; you musn't be a slave as well as
myself."
" I hope you're not a slave, Mr. Sidney," said ilattie, assuming
that half-familiar style of conversation which was natxual to her with
her two old friends, and which always escaped in spite of her, " or
that you wiU not keep one much longer, for it's not improving your
looks, I can teU you."
" Tou can teU me," said Sidney ; " weU, what's the matter with
my looks, Mattie ? "
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Mattie looked steadily at him.
" You're paler than you used to be," she said after a whUe;
" you're not Uke yourself; you've somethiixg on your mind."
Sidney frowned, rubbed his hair up the wrong way, after his
father's fashion, cleared off suddenly, and then laughed.
" Who hasn't ? " was his reply.
" There's nothing which can't easily be got over, or my name isn't
Mattie," said our heroine, with great firmness.
She was frill of her one reason for all this thought on his side, and
the confusion and perplexity on Harriet's, and she delivered her hurt
emphatically.
" I don't despair of getting over most things," he said, with a
forced lightness that did not deceive his observer; " there is only one
thing in the way that bothers me."
He said it more to himself than Mattie, who cried, instinctively—
"AA'hat'sthat, Sir?"
" AVhy, that's my secret," he responded, shuttuxg up on the
instant;""and I shall keep it till the last."
He had turned very stern and rigid; Mattie felt that she had
crossed the line of demarcation, and withdrew into herself and
her needle-work with a sigh.
Sidney Hinchford shook himself away from that dark thought
instanter.
" You're as curious as ever, Mattie; you'll be a true woman.
I would not be your husband for the world."
Mattie felt herself crimson on the instant, and a strange wUd
commotion in her heart ensued, more unaccountable than the
mystery which had deepened around her. They were Ught, idle
words of his, but they made her cheeks flush and her bosom
heave; he spoke in jest, almost ux sarcasm, but the words rang
in her ears as though he had thxmdered them forth with all the
power of his lungs.
When all this Suffolk Street life was over; when she and he,
when slie and they whom she loved had gone their separate ways,
when she was an old woman, she remembered Sidney Hinchford's
words.
Still she flashed back the jestuxg reply—or whatever it was—with
a quickness that was startling.
"You'll wait tUl you're asked," she said.
At this moment some one knocked at the outer door.
" Hollo !—a late customer Uke me," said Sidney, opening the door
as he was nearer to it, and then staring with surprise at the person
who had arrived—no less a person than Mr. Wesden himself.
" Hollo ! " he said again; " nothing wrong, Sir, I hope ? "
" Not at home," was the dry response. " Is anything wrong
here ? "
"Oh! no."
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He entered, took the door-handle from Sidney, and closed the
door himself, turned the key in the lock, and drew the bolts to.
Sidney Hincliford thought Mr. Wesden looked very nervous that
evening—very different from his usual stolid way.
" You're quite sure—quite sure that it's all right. Sir ? " asked
Sidney, his thoughts flashing to Harriet again.
" I said so; I never tell an untruth, Sidney. Good night."
" Good ixight. Sir. Oh ! " turning back, " the letter-paper, Mattie
—I had forgotten."
Mr. Wesden watched the transfer of the writing paper fronx the
drawer to Sidney Hinchford's hands, glancing furtively from Sidney
to Mattie, gradually unwinding a xvooUen comforter from his neck
meanwhile.
When Sidney had withdrawn, very much perplexed, but too
dignified to ask any more questions, Mr. Wesden turned to
Mattie.
" What's he doing down here at this time of night, Mattie ? "
" He came for writing paper—he's very busy."
" What are you sitting up for ? "
" To see to the gas-burners in the drawing-room."
" Turn the gas off' at the meter, and leave him in the dark next
time," said Mr. Wesden. " You can go to bed now. I'll sit up for
a little while; I'm going to sleep here to-night."
" Indeed, Sir. Oh! Sir, I hope that nothing serious has
happened?"
" Nothing at all. It's not so very wonderful that I should come
to my own house, I suppose, Mattie ? "
"N—no," she answered, hesitating; "but it's past one o'clock."
" I coxUdn't sleep—and Harriet was at home with the good lady,"
he said, as if by way of excuse; adding very sulkily, a moment afterwards, " 1 never coxdd sleep ux that Camberwell place—I wish I'd
never left the shop ! "
Mr. Wesdeu hazarded no further reason for his eccentric arrival,
and Mattie w"ent up stairs to lay it with the rest of her stock of
mysteries daily accumulating around her. Mr. Wesden remained
downstairs, fidgeting with shop drawers, counting the money left ux
the tUl, and wandering up and down in a reckless, hypochondriacal
fashion, very remarkable in a man of his phlegmatic temperament,
and which it was %s well for Mattie not to have seen.
Finally he groped his way down stairs into the kitchen, and the
coal-cellar where the gas-meter ^vas placed, and with a wrench cut
off the supply of gas for that night, casting Sidney Hinchford so
suddenly hito darkness, that he leaped up with an exclamation far
from appropriate to his character.
"AVhat the devU next?"
The next thing for Sidney was to knock over the chair he had
been sittmg upon, which came down ou the drawuig-room floor with
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a bumping noise that shook the house, and woke up his father, who
shouted forth his name.
" Coming, coming," said Sidney, waUcuig into the double-bedded
room, and giving up further study or brooding for that night.
" AVhat's the matter, Sid, my boy ? " asked the father, from the
corner; " haven't you been in bed yet ? "
" Must have fallen asleep in the next room, I think."
" And a terrible row you've made in waking, Sid. Good night,
my boy—God bless vou ! "
The old gentleman turned on his side, and was soon indulging ux
the snores of the just again. There was a night-light burning there,
and Sidney took it from its saucer of water and held it above his
head, looking down at that old, world-worn, yet handsome face of
his father.
" God bless you!" he said, re-echoing his father's benediction;
"how wUl you bear it when the time comes, I wonder ? "

CHAPTER VI.
A BUEST OF CONFIDENCE.

YES, Mr. Wesden, late of Suffolk Street, had become nervous and
eccentric in his old age—many people do, besides stationers. He
had retired from business too late to enjoy the relaxation from business cares ; he had better have died in harness than have given up
the shop, for isolation therefrom began to work its evil.
He had not had much to worry him in his middle age; his youth
had been a struggle, but he had been young and strong to bear with
it, blest by a homely and affectionate wife, who struggled with him
and consoled him; then had foUowed for more years than we care to
reckon just now, the every-day Ufe of a London shopkeeper—a life
of business-making and money-making, plodding on in one groove,
with Uttle change to distract his attention or trouble his brain. All
quiet and monotonous, but possessing for John Wesden peace of
muxd, which, if not exactly happiness, was akin to it. And now in
his old age, when every habit had been bui-ned into him as it were.
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business was over, and idleness became a sore trial to him. And then
^ter idleness came his daughter to worry him, not to mention Mattie,
who worried him most of all, for reasons which we shall more closely
particularise a chapter or two hence.
So with these troubles bearing all at once upon a mind that had
been at its ease in its stronger days, Mr. Wesden turned eccentric.
Want of method rendered him fidgety, the mysteries in his path, as
well as Mattie's, perplexed him; he was verging upon hypochondriacism without being aware of it himself; and that suspicious
nature which had been born with him, began to develop itself more,
and give promise of bearing forth bitter fruit. Possibly before his
concern for his daughter's health, was his concern for the shop iu
Great Suffolk Street, which he considered that he had neglected in
leaving to the charge of a girl not eighteen years of age, and which,
since the robbery, was an oppression that weighed heavily upon him.
He was full of fancies concernuxg that shop; his mind—which unfortunately was fed by fancies at that time—began to give way
somewhat xvhen he took it in his head to think something had
happened, at twelve o'clock at night, aud start at once for Great
Suffolk Street, as we have noticed ux our preceding chapter.
The ice once broken, the eccentricities of Mr. Wesden did not
diminish; he had his old bedroom seen to in the house again, and
surprised Mattie more than once after this by sudden appearances at
untimely hours. He had a right to look after his business—did
people thiixk that he had lost his interest in the shop, because he
Uved away fronx it ?—did people think that he was not sharp enough
for business stUl ? AAith these changes he became more nervous,
more irritable, and less considerate; yet brightening up sometimes
for weeks together, and becoming his old stolid self again, to the
reUef of his wife and daughter. That daughter detected the change
in her father also, woke up at last to the fact that her own thoughtfulness had tended to unsettle him, and became more like her old
self also—or rather, more of an actress, with the power to personate
that self fronx which she had seceded.
Everything was going wrong with our characters, when Harriet
Wesden broke through the ice one night with that impulsiveness
which she had not Uved down or grown out of. It was strange that
she always broke down ux Mattie's presence; that only in the
company of the stray did she feel the wish to avow all, and seek
counsel in return. To Harriet Wesden the impulse was incomprehensible, but it was beyond her strength at times and carried her
away. She loved Mattie; she saw iu her the faithful friend rather
than the servant; she knew that the chUd's passionate love for her
had grovnx with Mattie's growth, and absorbed her being. But love
was but half the reason with Harriet, and she would uot own—
which was the secret—that the w^eak and timid nature sought relief
from a mind that had grown strong and practical in a rough school.
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A need of sympathy, a perplexity becoming greater every day,
allied to a love for the confidante, brought about the truth, whick
escaped in the old fashion.
She had been paying her visit—an afternoon one in this instance
—to Mattie at the shop; it was a dull season, and no business
stirring; the December gloom preyed upon the spirits of most people
abroad that day; it affected Harriet more than usual, or the pressure
of the old thoughts reduced her to subjection at last. The two girls
were sitting by the fireside, Mattie with her face turned to the shop
door, when Harriet Wesden laid both her hands suddenly on our
heroine's.
" Mattie," she cried, " look me in the face a moment! "
" Come round to the Uttle Ught there is left, then."
"There!"
Harriet Wesden set her pretty face, pale and anxious then, more
Uxto the Ught required. Mattie regarded it attentively.
"Isn't it a false face?" asked Harriet, in an excited manner—
"the face of one who brings sorrow and wrong to all who know
her?"
" I hope not."
" I t i s ! " she asserted. "Oh! Mattie, I am in distress and
terrible doubt—I have been foolish and acted inconsiderately—I am
in a maze, that becomes more tangled with every step I take—teU me
xvhat to do! "
" You ought to know best, dear—you shoxdd not have any troubles
which you are afraid to confess to your father and iti other, and—Mr.
Hinchford."
"Yes, yes, but not to them &st of aU," she cried. "Oh!
Mattie, I am uot a wicked girl, God knows—I have never had a
thought of wickedness—I would like everybody in the world to be
as happy as I was once myself."
" Once! " repeated Mattie. " Oh! I won't have that."
" I don't think," she added, very thoughtfully regardhig the fire,
"that I shaU be ever happy again. Now, Mattie dear, I'm going to
swear you to secrecy, and then ask what you would do in my place."
" You're very kind to trust in nxe—but is there no one else ?—
Miss Eveleigh, for instance."
" She's a worse sUly than I am! "
"Your mother."
" I shoxdd frighten her to death—she and father are both weak
and altering very much. Oh! Mattie if they should die and leave
me alone in the world! "
" Need you get nervous about that just now ? "
" I'm nervous about everything—I'm unsettled—Mattie, I have
acted very treacherously to him."
" To Mr. Sidney!—not to Mr. Sidney ? "
"Yes," was the answer.
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Mattie became excited. How had it occurred ?—who had done
it ?—who had stolen her thoughts away from him ?
" I have been trying very hard to love him—sometimes I think
I do love him better than the—the other—just for a whUe, when
he is very happy sitting near me, and very full of the future, that
can never, never come."
" Go ou, please," said the curious Mattie.
"Mattie, you remember Mr. Darcy?" she asked, spasmodicaUy.
" Mr. Darcy—no," said the puzzled Mattie.
"The gentleman who—-who fell in love with me when I was a
chUd," she explained, very rapidly, and with still greater excitement,
" whom I thought I had forgotten, and who had forgotten me, until
I met him again."
" Oh ! this is wrong! " exclaimed Mattie.
" I know it—I have owned it! " cried Harriet; " let me teU the
story out. I met him, parted coldly from him, met him again, aU
by accident on my part; met him for a third time at the Eveleighs',
with whom he had got on visiting terms; met him day after day,
evening after evening there, untU the speU was on me which overpowered me, and robbed me of my peace—untU 1 loved him, Mattie! "
" And he knows
"
" He knows nothing, save that I am engaged to be another's—and
that I dare scarcely think of him."
" He knows too much, I know," said Mattie reflectively; " and he
has found a way to turn you agauxst Mr. Sidney. What a wonder
he must be! "
" Poor Sidney! "
"And to think it's all over between you and him," added Mattie
—" him who thinks so much of you, and is growing old to my eyes,
with the fear upon hun which 1 understand now, and which is now
so natural! "
"What fear?"
" Of losing you."
" I am so sorry—so very sorry for him. And I am ashamed to think
that I have led him ou to buUd his hopes upon me, and now must
dash them down."
" Yes—to-night," said Mattie, thoughtfuUy.
" To-night! " exclaimed Harriet, in alarm.
" I don't know much about these things—I never understood
what love for a young man was, having had too much to do," she
added with a Uttle laugh that echoed strangely in that shadowy
room, "but it don't seem quite the thing to keep two on, or both of
them in suspense about you."
"Do-you think I woxdd? " asked Harriet, proudly.
" I t seems to me that if I were in your place, I should take a
pattern from Mr. Sidney, and speak out at once—go straight at it,
as he calls it, and tell him everything."
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Mattie became excited in her turn.
" It isn't right—it isn't fair to let a man keep thinking of you,
when you've turned against lum," she cried; "it's cowardly and
base to hide the truth from him, or be afraid of telUng it. It won't
kill him, Harriet, for he's a proud spirit, that wUl bear up through it
aU, bitterly as he wUl feel it for a while."
" I'm not afraid—it is not that," said Harriet; " I only wish to
know what you would thiuk the best method of telling him aU, and
yet sparing him pain. I have been fancying that if you hinted to
him at first the truth
"
" / hint!" exclaimed Mattie, "not for the world. I'm only a
servant here, and you might as weU ask poor Arm Packet to hint
the truth as me. I'm sorry—you wUl never know how sorry I am—
that you two are going to break it off for ever; but I should be
more sorry stiU if you let to-night go by, and not try hard to face
hhn."
" Mattie, I wUl face him," said Harriet, with her lips compressed;
" I wUl tell him all. After all, it was not au engagement, and I was
as free as he to make my choice elsewhere if I preferred. I
am not in the wrong to teU him that my girlish fancy was a
mistake."
" No—only in the wrong to keep the truth back."
" You wiU not think that I have intentionaUy attempted to deceive
poor Sidney, wUl you ? "
" God forbid, my dear."
"Vain—frivolous, and weak—anything but cruel. Yes, I will
teU him aU when he comes back to-night. There is no use in
delay."
"Only danger," added Mattie, remembering her copy-book
admonition; a copy which Sidney Hinchford had set her himself in
the old days, when she was deep in text-hand.
"And then when it is all told, and he knows that I am free,
happiness wUl come again, 1 suppose. Heigho ! I was very happy
once."
" Happuiess wiU come again," said Mattie, more cheerfully, " to
be sure."
" Mattie, I have been trying very hard to think of Mr. Sidney,
first of aU; it is that trying which has made me UI. I know he loves
me very much, and will never think of anybody else; and it is—it is
hard upon him now! "
" You must be very fond of this other one," said Mattie. " Is he
handsome ? "
"Very."
" And very fond of you, of course ? "
" Yes; but it is a struggle to keep Ids love back—I am cold to liim
—and I—I wiU not Usten to him, aud so drive hun to despair. Oh !
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I am a miserable wretch! I make everybody unhappy whom I
meet."
The weak girl burst into tears, and rocked herself to and fro on
the chair before the fire. Mattie passed her arms round her neck
and drew the pretty agitated face to her bosom, soothing it there as
though she had been a mother troubled with love-sick daughters of
her own.
" I t wUl soon be over now," Mattie said, when Harriet was more
composed. " Try and be calm; think of what you shaU say to poor
Sidney, while I attend to the shop a bit."
Mattie went into the shop, leaving Harriet Wesden with her chin
clutched in both hands, looking dreamUy at the fire. She was more composed now the whole truth had escaped her; she felt that she should
be happy in time, after Sidney Hinchford had been told all, and that
terrible ordeal of telUng it had been gone througlx. One more scene,
which had made her shudder to forestall by sober thought, and then
the new life, brighter and rosier from that day!
Poor Sidney! what should she say to him, to soften the look
which would rise to his dark eyes and transfix her ? What was best
to say and do, to keep him from thinking iU of her, and despisiug her
for vacillation ?
Mattie came in, looking white and scared; but Harriet, possessed
by a new thought which had suddenly dashed in upon her, faded to
observe the change.
"Mattie, dear," she cried, "if he should think I give him up
because he's poorer than Mr. Darcy—that it is for the sake of money
that I turn away from him! "
"Money's a troublesome thing," said Mattie, snatching up her
bonnet from the sideboard, and putting it on her head with trembUng
hands; " if you take your eyes from it an instant it's goue."
"But, Mr. Darcy
"
" Oh! bother Mr. Darcy," was the half-peevish exclamation. " I
have been listening to you, and they've robbed the shop again.
Everything's against me just now. Mind the place tUl I come back,
please."
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CHAPTER VII.
THE PLAN FEUSTEATED.

YES, the house in Great Suffolk Street had been again visited by
" the dangerous classes." It was a house weU watched, or a house
that was doomed to be xmfortxmate iu its latter days. A house left
in charge of a girl of seventeen, therefore likely to have its weak
points, and considered worth watching iu the dark hours. This
was Mattie's idea upon awakening to the conviction of a second
successful attempt upon AA'r. Wesden's property; but Mattie was
wrong.
The robbery was the result of accident and neglect, as most
robberies are in this world. A youth had entered the shop to make
a smaU purchase, and hammered honestly on the counter with the
edge of his penny piece—a youth of no principle, certainly, brought
up ragged, dirty, ignorant, and saucy—a Borough boy. Fate and
the devU contrived that Mattie should be absorbed in the love-story
of Harriet Wesden at the time, and the boy finding no attention
paid to his summons, looked over the shop blind, saw the rapt
position of the parlor occupants, dropped upon his hands and knees
like a lad brought up to the "profession," and sUd insidiously
towards the tUl, which he foxmd locked and keyless. Fortxme being
against his possession of any current coin of the realm, the young
vagabond turned his attention to stock, and in less time than it takes
to sum up his defalcations, had appropriated and made off with a
very large parcel xmdemeath the counter—a parcel that Wiggins,
wholesale stationers of Caimon Street, had just forwarded by
London Parcels' DeUvery Company to order of John AVesden,
Esq., and which parcel had been found almost too large to decamp
with.
Mattie thought no more of Harriet Wesden's troubles; here was
a second instance of her carelessness—of her incapacity for business.
What woxdd Mr. Wesden think now—^he who had been so cold and
strange to her after the last robbery ? And what did she deserve
^ s h e who had had a trust committed to her and abused it ?
Mattie did not give way to any ebuUition of tears; she was a girl
with considerable self-command, and oiUy betrayed her agitation by
her whiter face. She did all that lay in her power to remedy the
great error, leaving Harriet Wesden in charge of the shop whilst
she ran down Great Suffolk Street and towards the Borough, hoping

UNDEE SUSPICION.

115

to overtake the robber. Straight to Kent Street went Mattie;
thieves would be sure to make for Kent Street—all the years of her
honest Ufe faded away like a dream, and she ran at once to the house
of a receiver of stolen goods, a house that she had known herself in
the old guilty past. Her hand was on the latch of the door, when a
poUceman touched her on the arm,
" Do you want anything here ? "
" I've been robbed of a large parcel—I thought they must have
brought it here."
" Why here ? "
" This is Simes's—this used to be Simes's—^sui-ely."
" Yes, and it's Simes's stiU; but nobody's been here with a parcel.
You haven't been and left nobody iu Mr, Wesden's shop ? " was his
inelegant query.
Mattie did not remark that the poUceman knew her then; she
was too excited by her loss.
" Mr. Wesden's daughter's there."
" Then yoxx had better come round to the poUce-station, and state
your loss. Miss."
Mattie thought so too; she went to the police-station, mentioned
the facts of the robbery, the nature of the parcel stolen, &c., aud
then returned very grave and disconsolate to Great Suffolk Street,
to find three customers waiting to be served, Harriet turning
over drawer after drawer in search of the goods required, and
one woman waiting for change, which Harriet, having mislaid her
own purse, and found the tUl locked, was unable to give her.
Mattie turned to business agaux, attended to the customers, aud
then re-entered the parlour.
" I t caiuxot be helped, and I must make the best of it," said
Mattie; " I don't mind the loss it is to me, who'll pay for it out
of my own earnings, as I do the vexation it wUl be to your
father."
"Leave it to me, Mattie," said Harriet; "when I go home this
evening I wUl tell him exactly how it occurred, and how it was not
your faxdt but mine. And, Mattie, I intend to pay for it myself,
and not have your hard earnings intrenched upon."
"You're not in trust here," said Mattie, somewhat shortly; "if I
don't pay for it, I shall be unhappy aU my life."
"Then it's over and done with, and 1 wouldn't fret about it,"
said Harriet, suddenly finding herself in the novel position of comforter.
" 1 never fret—and I said that I would make the best of it," replied Mattie, placing her chair at the parlour door, half within the
room and half in the shop ; " and if I'm ever tricked again whilst I
remain here, it's very odd to me."
Harriet Wesden, not much impressed by so matter-of-fact an event
as a robbery, was anxious to return to the subject which more closely
8-2
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affected herself; the parcel, after all, was of no great value; the
police were doubtless looking for the thief; let the matter be passed
over for the present, and the great distress of her unsettled mind
be once more gravely dwelt upou! This was scarcely selfishness
—for Harriet Wesden was not a selfish girl—it was rather an
iutense cravuig for support in the hard task of shattering another's
hopes.
'They liad tea together in that little back parlour, and Harriet
found it difficult work to keep Mattie's thoughts directed to the subject upon which advice had been given before the theft.
" You will not thiixk of me," she said at last, i-eproachfully; "and
what does it matter about the rubbishing parcel ? "
" What can 1 do for you, more ? " asked Mattie, wearUy. Her
head ached very much with all the excitement of that day, aud she
was inwardly praying for the time to pass, aud the boy to put the
shutters up. The robbery was not of great importance, and she
wondered why it troubled her so much, and rendered her anxiety for
others, just for a whUe, of secondary interest. Did she see looming
before her the shadow of her coming trial ? was there foreknowledge
of all in store for her, stealing iu upon her that dark December's
night ? She was superstitious enough to think so afterwards, when
the end had come and life had wholly changed with her!
After tea, Mattie's impression became less vivid, for Harriet's
nervousness was on the increase. The stern business of Ufe gave
way to the romance—stern enough also at that time—of Harriet
Wesden. It was close on seven o'clock, and every minute might
bring the well-known form and figure home.
" I shan't know what to say," said Harriet; "it seems out of
place to ask him in here, and coolly begin at once to teU him not to
thmk of me any more, just as he comes home from business, tired
and weary, too, poor Sid! Shall 1 write to him ?—I'll begin the
letter now, and leave it here for you to give him. Oli! I can't face
him—I sliaU ixever be able to face him, and tell Uim how fickleminded I am!"
" AVrite to him if you wish then, Harriet; perhaps it is best, and
wiU spare you both some pain."
" Yes, yes, I'll write," said Harriet, opening Mattie's desk
instantly, and sending its neatly arranged contents flying right and
left; " it is much the better way—why make a scene of it ?—I hate
scenes ! And I'm not fickle-minded, Mattie," suddenly reverting to
her self-accusation of a moment since ; " for I had a right to thuxk
for myself, and choose for myself—we were uot to be engaged tiU
next month; and I did Uke him once—I do now, somehow! If
he will only think well of me afterwards, and not despise me, poor
fellow, and believe that I had a right to turn away from him, if my
heart said that 1 was not suitable for hun at the last. If he—Mattie,
iohei-e do you keep your pens ?"

UNDEE SUSPICION.

117

Mattie remarked that she had turned the box fuU amongst the
letter-paper. Harriet sat herself down to write the letter after much
preparation and agitation; Mattie looked at her, sitting there, in the
full light of the gas above her head, and thought how pretty a
child she looked—how unfit to cope with the world's harshness
—how lucky for her that she was the only child of parents who
had made money for her, and so smoothed one road in life at least.
Yes, more a child than a woman even then; captious, excitable,
easily influenced, swayed by a passing gust of passion like a leaf,
trembling at the present, at the future, always unresolved, and yet
always, by her trust and confidence in others, even by her sympathy
for others, to be loved.
Mattie went into the shop, leaving Harriet to compose her epistle;
after a while, and when she was brooding on the parcel again, and
wondering if Mrs. Watts were at the bottom of the robbery, Harriet
called her. She took her place again on the neutral ground, between
parlour and shop, and found Harriet very much discomfited; her face
flushed, her fair hair ruffled about her ears, her blue eyes fuU of
tears.
" I don't know what to say—I can't think of anything that's
kuxd enough, aud good enough for him. What would you say,
Mattie?"
" And you that have had so much money spent on your education to ask me—stiU a poor, ignorant, half-taught girl. Miss
Harriet! "
.
" I'm too flurried to collect my thoughts—I can't think 6f the
right words," she said; " I can't teU him of Mr. Darcy before Mr.
Darcy has spoken to me—and I—-I don't Uke to write down that
I—I don't love him—never did love him—^it looks so spiteful, dear !
Mattie, what would you say ? "
" I should simply tell him the story which you told me."
" H e might show the letter to father and mother, who are
anxious—oh! much more anxious than you fancy—to marry me
to Sidney."
" They know his value, Harriet."
" And then it wiU aU come at once to trouble them, instead of
breaking it by degrees. WeU, it's my fate. I must not keep it
from them."
" No. How much have you written ? "
'"Dear Sidney'—and—and the day of the month, of course.
Oh! dear—here he is! "
Away went paper and pens into the desk again, and the desk
cleared from the table, and turned topsy-turvy on to a chair.
" Oh! the top of the ink-stand's out—look here!—oh! what a
mess there'll be ! " cried Mattie.
Harriet reversed the desk.
" Perhaps it's not aU spUt—I'm very sorry to have made such a
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mess of it, and—^and it's only Sidney's £ather after afl. Don't tell
him I'm here."
The old gentleman came into the shop, and nodded towards Mattie
standing in the doorway.
" Has mv boy come home ? " he asked.
"Notye't, Sir."
The father's coxmtenance assumed a doleful expression on the
instant—^life without his boy was scarcely worth having.
"He's very late, then, for I'm late," looking at his watch; " I
hope he hasn't been run over."
Mattie laughed at the expression of the father's fear.
"Thafs not Ukely, Sir."
"People do get run over at times, especiaUy in the City, and
more especially near-sighted people. There's nothing to laugh
at."
And rather offended at the manner in which his gloomy suggestion
had been received, Mr. Hinchford, seiuor, passed through the side
door into the passage, ilattie found Harriet at the desk again,
picking out several sheets of paper saturated with ink, and arranging
them of a row on the fender.
"More ink, dear—^more ink!" she cried, impetuously; "I've
thought of what to say. Don't keep me long without the ink."
Mattie replenished her ink-stand, and Harriet dashed into the
subject with vigour, slackened after the first few lines, then came to
a dead stop, and stared intently at the paper. Mattie went into the
shop for fear of disturbing Harriet's train of ideas, remaiued there
au hour atteadiug to customers and arranging stock, finaUy went
back into the parloxir.
The desk was closed once more; a heap of torn papers was on
the floor. Harriet, with her boimet and shawl on, and her eyes red
with weeping, was pacing up and down the room.
" N o letter?" asked Mattie.
" I can't write a letter, and teU him what a wretch I am," she
said, " and if I £ace him to-night I shaU drop at his feet. Girl,"
she cried, passionately, " do you think it is so easy to act as I have
done, and then avow it ? "
" I shoxdd not be ashamed to own it," was Mattie's cahn answer;
" I should consider it my duty to teU him."
" And I wUl teU him all. Giod knows I would not deceive him
for the world, Mattie, or leave him in ignorance of the true state of
my heart. But I caimot teU him now. I'm afraid! "
There was real fear in her looks—an intense excitement, that even
alarmed Matrie. She saw, after aU, that it was best to keep the
secret back for that night.
" Then I would go home, Harriet, at once. To-morrow, when
jou are calmer, you may be able to writ^ the letter."
" Yes, yes—to-mcrrow I wiU write it. I shall have all day before
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me, and can tear up as many sheets as I Uke. I wiU write it tomorrow, and post it from Camberwell. Mattie, as I'm a living
woman, and as I pray to be free from this suspense and torture, I
WILL write to him to-morrow! "
"One day is not very important," said Mattie, in reply, Uttle
dreaming of the difference that day would make. "Delays are
dangerous—delays are dangerous "—she had written twenty times
ux her copy-book, and taken not to heart; and there was danger on
its way to those who had put off the truth, aud to him for whom
they feared it.
"Delays are dangerous!" Take it to heart, 0 reader, and remember it iu the hour when you shrink from the tmth, as from
a hot iron that may sear you. Wise old admonitions of our copybook times—we might do worse very often than laugh at ye!

CHAPTER VIII.
A SUDDEN JOUIINEY.
HAEEIET WESDEN hurried away after her promise; Mattie, at
the last moment, recalUng to her notice the fact of the robbery, and
reminding her of the way iu which she ought to break the news to
her father. Then the excited girl darted away to Camberwell, and it
was like the stiUness of the grave in the back parlour after her departure. Mattie went in for an instant to set the place to rights,
and then returned to her watch in the shop, and to her many
thoughts, born of that day's incidents. She was quite prepared for
a visit from Mr. Wesden at a late hour, but Mr. Wesden's movements under excitement were not to be calculated upon; and we may
say here that the knowledge of his loss did not bring him post-haste
to Great Suffolk Street. Mattie was thinking of her loss, when the
passage door opened, and the white head of Mr. Hinchford peered
round and looked up at the clock, over the top shelf where the back
stock was kept. The movement reminded Mattie of the time, and
she glanced at the clock herself—half-past nine.
" I thought the clock had stopped up stairs," he said, by way of
explanation for his appearance.
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" I had no idea it was so late," said Mattie.
" I had no idea it was so early," responded Mr. Hinchford;
adding, after a pause, " though I can't think where the boy has got
to; he said he would be home early as he had some accounts to look
through."
" It's not very late. Sir, and if he has gone to CamberweU, not
knowing Miss Harriet was here to-night
"
" He always comes home first—I never knew him go anywhere
without coming home first to tell me. But," with another look at
the clock, " it's not so very late, as you say, Mattie."
" He wiU be here in a minute."
" I hope so," said Mr. Hinchford, going to the shop door, and
looking down the street, " for it's coming on to rain, and he has no
umbrella. The boy wUl catch his death of cold."
After standing at the door for two or three minutes, the old
gentleman turned to go up stairs again.
"It'U be a thorough wet night—I'U teU Ann to keep plenty of
hot water in the boUer—nothing Uke your feet in hot water to stave
off a cold."
He retired. Half an hour afterwards he reappeared in the shop,
(Xcitable and fidgety.
" I can't make it out," he said, after another inspection of the
clock; " there's something wrong."
" Perhaps he has gone to the play. Sir."
" Pooh! he hates plays," was the contemptuous comment to this;
"he woxddn't waste his time in a playhouse. No, Mattie, there's
something wrong."
" I don't think so," said Mattie, cheerfuUy. " I would not worry
about his absence just yet. Sir."
" I'll give him auother hour, and then I'U go down to the office
and ask after him."
"Or find him there. Sir."
"No, they're not busy, 1 think. He can't be there. Mattie,"he
said suddeiUy. " Have you noticed a difference in him lately ? "
" I—I fancy he seems, perhaps, a little graver; but then he's
growing older and more manly every day."
" Ah ! he grows a fine feUow—there isn't such another boy in the
world—perhaps it's all a fancy of mine, after aU."
Mattie knew that it was no fancy; that even Sidney's care and
histrioiuc efforts could uot disguise his trouble entirely from the
father. But she played the part of consoler to Mr. Hinchford as
well as she was able, and the old gentleman, less disturbed in mind,
retumed to his room for the second time.
But time stole on, and Mattie herself foxmd a new anxiety added
to those which had heretofore disturbed her. The wet night set in
as Mr. Hinchford had prophesied; the boy came and put up the
shutters; the clock ticked on towards eleven; all but the pubUc-
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houses xvere closed in Great Suffolk Street, and there were few
loiterers about.
Ann Packet brought in the supper, and was informed of the day's
two features of interest—the robbery, and the absence of Mr.
Sidney. Ann Packet, of slow ideas herself, and slower still iu
havhxg other ideas uxstilled into her, thought that the missing
parcel was connected with the missing lodger, and so conglomerated
matters irremediably.
"You may depend upon it, Mattie, he'll bring the parcel back—
it's one of his games—he was a rare boy for tricks when I knew
him fust."
" Ann, you've been asleep," said Mattie, sharply.
" I couldn't help it," answered Ann, submissively; " it was very
lonely down there, with no company but the beadles—and times ain't
as they used to was, when you could read to me, and was more often
down there."
"Ah ! times are altering," sighed Mattie.
" And Mr. Wesden dou't like me here tiU after the shop's shut—
because he can't trust me, or I talk too much, I s'pose," she said,
" but now, dear, sit down aud teU me all about everythuxg, to keep
my sperits up."
Ann Packet and Mattie always supped together after the shop
was closed—Arm. Packet Uved for supper time now, looked forward
all the day to a " nice bit of talk" with the girl who had won
upon those affections which three-fourths of her life had rusted from
disuse.
" It's uncommon funny that I never had anybody to care about
afore 1 knowed you, Mattie," she said regularly, once or twice a
week; " no father, mother, sisters, anybody, till you turned up
like the ace in spekkilation. And now, let me hear you talk, my
dear—1 don't fancy that your tongue runs on quite so fast as it did."
Ann Packet curled herself iu her chair, hazarded one little complaint about her ankles, which were setting in badly again with the
Christmas season, and then prepared to make herself comlortable,
when once more Mr. Hinchford appeared, with his hat, stick, and
great cloak this time.
"Mattie, I can't stand it any longer—I'm off to the office in the
< ^ ^ * y " . . .

Mattie did not like the look of his excited face.
"I'd wait a little while longer, Sir."
"No— something has happened to the boy."
" Shall I go witli you, Sir ? "
" God bless the girl!—what for?"
" For company's sake—it's late for you to be alone. Sir."
"Don't you think 1 can take care of myself?—am 1 so old, feeble,
and driveUing as that ? Are they right at the office, after all ? " lie
added in a lower tone.
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" I shouldn't like to be left here aU alone," murmured Ann
Packet; " particularly after there's been robberies, and
"
There was the rattle of cab-wheels in the street, coming nearer
and nearer towards the house.
" Hark! " said Mattie and Mr. Hinchford hi one breath.
The rattling ceased before the door, the cab stopped, Mr. Hinchford pointed to the door, and gasped, and gesticulated.
" Open, o—open the door!—he has met with an accident! "
" No, no, he has only taken a cab to get here earUer, and escape
the wet," said Mattie, opening the door with a beating heart, nevertheless.
Sidney Hinchford, safe and soxmd, was already out of the cab
and close to the door. Mattie met him with a bright smUe of
welcome, to which his sombre face did not respond. He came
into the shop, stem and sUent, and then looked towards his
father.
" I thought you might have gone to bed, father," he said.
" B e d ! " ejaculated Mr. Hinchford, in disgust; "what has—what
has
"
" Come up stairs, I wish to speak to you."
Father and son went up stairs to their room, leavuxg Mattie
at the open door. The cab still remained drawn up there; the
cabman stood by the horse's head, stoUd as a judge in his maiufold
capes.
" Are you waiting for anything ? " asked Mattie.
" For the gemman, to be sure."
" Goiug back again ? "
" He says so—I spose it's aU right," he added dubiously; " you've
no back door which he can sUp out of ? "
" SUp out of!" cried the disgusted Mattie, slamming the front
door in his face for his unpudent assertion.
MeanwhUe Sidney Hinchford was facing his father in the drawingroom.
"Sit down and take the news cooUy, Sir," he said; "there's
nothing gained by putting yourself in a flurry."
" N—no, no, my boy, n—no."
" I have no time to spare, and I wish to leave you all right before
I go."
" Go!"
" I am going for a day or two, very likely for a week, on a special
mission for my employers—that is aU that I can tell you without
breaking the confidence placed in nie—I must go at once."
" Bless my soul! what—what can I possibly do without you r
Can't I go with you ? Can't I
"
" You can do nothing but wait patiently for my return, believing
that I am safe, and taking care of myself. Why, what are a few
days?"
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" Well, not much after all," said the father, wiping his forehead
with his silk-handkerchief, " and there's no danger, of course ?"
" Not any."
" And you are only going
"
" A joumey of a few days. Try and caUn yourself whilst I pack
a few things in my portmanteau. There, that's weU!"
Sidney passed into the other room, leaving his father stiU struggling with the effects of his astonishment. The portmanteau must
have beenfiUedwithout any regard for neatness, for Sidney in a few
luiautes returned with it in his hands.
"Why, you shoxUd be proud of this joumey of mine," he said
with a forced Ughtness that coxdd oidy have deceived his father;
" think what it is to be chosen out of the whole office to undertake
this business."
"It's a good sign. Yes, I see that now."
" And I shaU be back sooner than you expect, perhaps. Why,
you and I must not part Uke two sUly girls, to whom the joumey
of a few mUes is the event of a life. Now, good-bye. Sir—God
keep you strong and weU tiU I come back again I "
" And you my lad, and you, too."
" Amen. God grant it."
There was a strange earnestness in the son's voice, but the father
was stiU too much excited to take heed.
" And now good-bye again," shaking his father's hands ; " you'U
stay here. Sir, you'U not come down any more to-night."
"Yes, IwUl."
" You must try and keep calm; I wUl beg you as a favoixr to
remain here, father."
" WeU, weU, if you wish it—^but I'm not a chUd."
Sidney released his father's hands, caught up his portmanteau, and
marched down stairs. Mattie, pale with suppressed excitement, met
him iu the shop. He put down his burden, caught her by the wrist,
and drew her into the parlour. Seemg Ann Packet there, he bade
her go down stairs somewhat abruptly, released his grip of Mattie,
and waited for Ann's withdrawal, beating his foot impatiently upon
the carpet.
Mattie looked nervously towards him, and thought that she
had never seen him look more stem and hard. His face was deathly
white, and his eyes bumed Uke coals behind the glasses that he
wore.
"Mattie," he said, "you and I, my father and you, are old
friends."
"Yes, Sir."
" I wxU ask a favour of you before I go. Take care of him! Ask
him to come down here to smoke his pipe with you, and keep him
as light-hearted as you can tiU I return."
"Who?—L Sir?"
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" You have the way with you; you are quick to observe, and it
wUl not take much pams to keep him pleased, I think. When he
begins to wonder why I haven't retumed, break to him by degrees
that I have deceived him, fearing the shock too sudden for his
strength."
" Oh ! Sir, how can you leave aU this to me ? "
" I have faith in no one else, Mattie, to do me this service. You
are always cool, and wiU know the best way to proceed. Cheer up
the old gentleman aU you can, too;—^you were a quaint girl once—
don't let him miss me if you can help it."
" And you'U be gone
"
" Six weeks or two months."
" It's not a very happy joumey. Sir."
" How do you know that ? " was the quick rejoinder.
"You're not looking happy—there's trouble in your face, i L .
Sidney."
" Well, there is room for it, aud I am going, as I fear, to face
trouble, and bring back with me disappointment. We can't have it
aU our own way ia this world, Mattie."
" No, SU, that's not Ukely."
" And if there be more troubles than one ahead, why we must
fight against them tUl we beat them back, or they—crush us under
foot. Good-bye."
He shook hands with her long and heartUy, adding, " You wUl
remember yoxtr trust—you wUl break the news to him Uke a
daughter ? "
" I'll do my best. Sir."
" He knows that I caimot send him any letters."
" And, and—letters for you ?"
She thought of the letter which Harriet Wesden, in her sleepless bed, might be pondering upon then. Of the new trouble
which he seemed to guess not; for immediately afterwards he
said—
" Keep the letters tiU I come back—and give my love to Harriet;
teU her I shaU thiixk of her eveiy hour of the day aud night. I
wrote to her the last thing this evening. Now, good-bye, old girl,
and wish me luck."
" The best of luck, Mr. Sidney—with aU my heart ! "
" Luck in the distance—luck when I come back again, and see it
shining in my Harriet's eyes. Ah ! it won't do ! " he added, with a
stamp of his foot.
" rU pray for it, Sfr," cried Mattie; " we can't teU what may
happen for the best, or what is for the best, however it may trouble
us at first."
" Spoken Uke the parson at the comer shop," he said, a Uttle
irreverently. " Bravo, Mattie—honest beUever!"
He passed from the shop into his cab, glancing at the upstairs
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windows, and waving his hand for a moment towards his father,
waiting anxiously there to see the last of him.
The cab rattled away the moment afterwards, and Sidney Hinchford was borne on his xmknown journey.
On the evening of the next day, a letter, in Harriet Wesden's
hand-writuxg, was received. The postman and Mr. Hinchford, senior,
came into the shop together.
" Sidney Hinchford, Esq.," said the postman.
" Thank you—I'U post it to him when he sends me his address,"
said Mr. Hinchford. "By Jove!" looking at the superscription,
"the ladies miss him already."
Harriet Wesden had kept her promise, and found courage to write
her story out.

CHAPTER IX.
THE CLOUDS THICKEN.
MATTIE had fuUy anticipated a visit from Mr. Wesden on the day
following Sidney Hinchford's departure, but the master appealed
not at the little shop in Great Suflblk Street. It was not tiU llie
foUowing day that he arrived—at six in the mornuig, as the boy vas
taking dowu the shutters. Mattie's heart began beating pa.nl'ully
fast; she had become very nervous concerning Mr. Wesden, and hia
thoughts of her. Appearances had been against her of late, inid he
was a man who did not think so charitably as he acted soniet.mes.
He gave a gxuft' good morning, and came behind the counter.
" You can do what you Uke to-day," he said. " I'U mind the
shop."
"Very well. Sir. I—I suppose," she added, hastUy, "Miss
Harriet has told you what happened the daybeibre yesteiday ? "
" 1 know all about it. I don't want to talk about it."
"But 1 do. Sir!"
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Mr. Wesden stared over Mattie's head after his old fashion. His
will had been law so long, that disputing it rather took him aback.
" I know that these losses put you out, Mr. Wesden," said Mattie,
firmly; " that they are due to my own carelessness—to having been
taken off my guard after all my watch here, aU my interest ux everything connected with the business. I dream of the shop,—I would
not neglect it for the world,—and it is hard to be so unfortunate as
I have been. Mr. Wesden, you wouldn't let me repay back the
money which was taken away from the house ; but I must pay the
value of that parcel stolen from before my very eyes."
" It was large enough to see," he added, " and I expect you to
pay for it, Mattie."
"What was it worth?"
"You shaU have the bill to settle, if you've saved as much—it
wUl come in next week. And now, just understand, once for aU,
that I don't want to talk about it—that I object very much to talk
about it."
" Very weU."
The subject was dropped; Mattie felt herself in disgrace, and, intensely sorrowful at heart, she went down stairs to tell Ann Packet
aU that her carelessness had brought upon her.
" He's an old savage, my dear; don't mind him."
"No, Arm; he's a dear old friend, and his anger is just enough.
It was all my fault! "
" WeU, he's not such a bad master as he might be, pr'aps; but he
isn't what he used to be before my ankles took to sweUing, nothing
lUieit."
" It wUl soon blow over, I hope," said Mattie.
" Bless your heart!—puffed away in a breath, it'U be."
Mattie, ever ready to console others, received consolation in her
turn; and hoped for the best.
Late in the evening Mr. Wesden departed, and early next day,
much to Mattie's surprise, Harriet Wesden, with a box or two,
arrived in a cab to the house.
Mattie watched the entrance of the boxes, and looked very closely
into the face of the yoxmg mistress. Harriet, with a smUe that was
well got up for the occasion, advanced to her.
" Think, Mattie, of my coming here to spend a week with you—
of being your compaiuon. Why, it wUl be the old tunes back
again."
" I shoxdd be more glad to see you if I thought there were no
other reason. Miss Harriet," said Mattie—" but there is ! "
"Why, what can there
"
Mattie caught her by the sleeve.
" Your father suspects that I am not honest—the past life has
come a Uttle closer, and made him repent of all the past kindness—
is not that it ? "
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" No, no, Mattie, dear—you must not think that! "
" He has grown suspicious of me—1 can see it iu his looks, in his
altered maimer; and, oh! 1 can do nothing to stop it—to show him
that 1 am as honest as the day."
"Patience, Mattie, dear," said Harriet, "we will soon prove that
to him, if he require proof. If I have come at his wish, it was at
my own, too, and you are exaggerating the reasons that have brought
me hither."
" I wonder why I stop here now," said Mattie, thoughtfully. " I,
who am a young woman, and can get my own Uving. If he is tfred
of me, I have no right to stop."
" You will stop for the sake of those who love you, and who have
trust in you, Mattie; you will not think of going away."
" Well not yet awhile. I think," dashing a rebeUious tear from
her dark eyes, " that I can bear more than this before I leave you
aU. And if things do look a Uttle dark just now, I shall live them
down, with God's help I "
" There's nothing dark—it's three-fourths fancy. Think of my
sorrows, Mattie, and thank Heaven that you have never been in
love! "
" Dreadful sorrows yours are. Miss Harriet, I must say ! "
" People never think much of other people's sorrows," remarked
Harriet, sententiously.
Thus it came about that Harriet Wesden and Mattie were thrown'
into closer companionship for a while, and that Mattie began to think
that the constant presence of the girl she loved most in the world
made ample amends for the suspicions which had placed her there,
for the absence of Sidney Hinchford, and the mystery by which it
had been characterised.
" It's astonishing how I miss Mr. Sidney," Mattie said, confidently, to Harriet, " though we did not say much more than ' good
morning,' and " good evening,' from one week's end to another; but
he has been so long here, and become so long a part of home, that
it does seem strange to have the place without him."
"And the letter—-he never got the letter, after aU," sighed
Harriet.
" There it is, on the drawing-room mantelpiece," said Mattie;
" bad news awaiting his return. I see it every mornuxg there, and
think of his coming disappointment."
" He'U soon get over it—men soon get over it," replied Harriet,
"tliey have so much to do in the world, and so many things therein
to distract them. It's not like us poor girls, who think of nothing
else but whom it is best to love, and who will love us best."
" Speak for your own romantic self. Miss Harriet," said Mattie,
laughing.
" You never thiixk of these things !—you, close on eighteen years
of age!"
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" Never," said Mattie, fearlessly; " I seem a little out of the way
of it—it's not in my line. But—I understand it well enough."
" Or you would never have taken my part against poor old Sid,"
said Hairiet.
" And that reminds me that I am neglecting poor old Sid's father,
and I promised not."
Sid's father required no small amount of attention, Mattie very
quickly discovered; the absence of his son preyed upon the old
gentleman, and left him entirely alone. The place was a desert
without " the boy; "—with all his love for him, lie coxdd not have
imagined that his absence would have led to such a blank. He
thought that he could have put up with it, and jogged along in his
old methodical way untU Sid's return; but the horrors seized him in
the attempt, and it was more of a struggle to keep time from kilUng
him, than to kill the hoary enemy by distraction of pursuits.
He became absent over the account books at the buUder's
office, and the clerks laughed at him and his mistakes; whilst
the employers, who had found him slow in his movements for
some time, thougiit he was getting past work, and becoming unendurable. These o'.d-fashioned clerks will get in the way, when
the hand grows feeble, and the memory betrays them. Commerce has no fine feelings, aud must sweep them aside for better
men without compunction.
Mattie, remembering her promise to Sidney, and favoured in
the performance of it by Harriet's extra service, played her cards
well, and helped to wile away many hours that would have
weighed heavily with Mr. Hinchford. An excuse to enter the
room led to a remark concerning Sidney, which rendered the old
gentleman voluble—and the presence of Harriet Wesden down stairs,
his son's future wife, formed a good excuse to lure him into the
parlour, and persuade him to smoke his pipe there. Then Mattie
began to think that she should like to know backgammon, and Mr.
Hinchford condescended to instruct her, as he had instructed her,
when she was younger, in orthography and syntax. And, finally,
when he was becoming excited about Sidney's non-appearance, and
resolved one night to sit up for him, as he was positive of his return,
Mattie essayed that difficult and delicate taslc which Sidney had
confided to her—a task which Harriet was inclined to take upon
herself—and somewhat jealous of Mattie being entrusted with it in
her stead.
" He wrote to me the night he left; why didn't he ask me to
console his father, I wonder ?"
Mattie thought it was for the reason that consolation might be
required at any moment, and that Sidney was ignorant of Harriet's
intention to stay a few weeks at Great Sufl'olk Street; but Harriet
Wesden ou the scene was no reason for Mattie to rehnquish her
rights. Besides, she had confidence in her own powers of breaking
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the news—and the xmopened death-warrant on the mautelpiece was
evidence of Harriet Wesden's rights being at an end.
The story was told by degrees then—what Mr. Sidney had said to
Mattie, and wished her to do,—told with a gentleness aud earnestness which did credit to Mattie's powers, and proved what a
thoughtful, gentle woman she was becoming. Under the circumstances, also, she made the best of it, and though Mr. Hinchford
puUed at his stock, and ruffled his white hair, and took a long while
to understand it, yet it was a successful revelation.
" Always considerate, Mr. Sidney is," said Mattie, iu conclusion;
" most sons would have spoken out the truth at once, and gone
away, leaving their fathers wholly miserable; he went at the subject
like a daughter almost—didn't he, Sir ? "
Mr. Hinchford had felt inclined to believe liimself treated chUdishly,
tUl Mattie put the question in this new light.
" A h ! he did
" he burst forth with ; "he's a dear lad ! What
a lucky girl that Harriet AVesden is ! "
Time passed on, and no Sidney's return. The nights drew in
closer yet, and with their lengthier darkness deepened the shadows
roxmd the lives of all our characters. Sidney had stated his intention to write no letters, but they were expected nevertheless, and
Harriet began to fancy that it was a Uttle strange—as strange as her
interest in Sidney and his movements, now that she had given him
up for ever! A letter for herself, from Miss Eveleigh, diverted her
attention somewhat—it had been sent to CamberweU, and posted
on by her father.
" Miss Eveleigh is very anxious to see me for a few minutes,"
said Harriet. " She and her mother think of getting up some private
theatricals at New Cross, and they want my assistance and advice."
" Private theatricals!—that's playing at being actors and actresses,
isn't it. Miss Harriet ? "
" O h ! yes. Such capital fun! "
" F o r the people who come to see you as w e l l ? " asked Mattie,
guessing by intuition where the shoe must puxch.
" To be sure," responded Harriet; " they xvouldn't come if they
did not Uke, my dear; and the change will do me good, and I think
PU go."
Mattie detected a heightened colour in Harriet's cheek.
" You wUl see Mr. Dai-cy there ? "
"WeU—perhaps 1 shall," said Harriet; "and I have a right to
think about him now, or let him think about me, if he wiU. Mattie,
you don't mind me goiug ? "
Muxd !—why have I a right to stop you ? "
" N o ; only 1 shaU leave you aU alone with that wearisome oLl
man."
" He'll not weary mc. Old friends never do."
" That sounds like a reproach, but you don't mean it, Mattie,"
9
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said Harriet; " and, after all, I shaU not be very long away. I shall
take the train from London Bridge, and be there and back by eight
o'clock."
Harriet hurried away to dress .for her expedition; she came down
in a-flutter of high spirits, a very different being from the despondent,
lackadaisical girl of a few weeks since. She had made up her mind
T :> begin Ufe and love afresh; xmcertainty was over with her, and she
was as gay aud bright as the sunshine. But hers was a nature fit
only for sunshine—the best and most lovable of girls when the
shadows of every-day Ufe were not cast on her track.
" By eight o'clock, Mattie; good-bye, my dear. Any advice ? "
she asked, pausing with a saucy look about her mouth.
" Yes. Don't faU too deeply in love with Mr. Darcy, before you
are sure that he is faUing in love with you! "
" I can bring him to my feet with a look," she said; " bring him
liome with a chain roxmd his neck, like an amiable terrier."
"Let me have an opportunity of admiring your choice soon—
we're aU in the dark at present."
" Yes, father and mother too, imtU poor Sid," suddenly becoming
grave, " breaks the seal of that letter it gave me grey hairs to write.
Upon my word, Mattie, I foxmd two in my head when I had finished
it. I was so dread fuUy shocked 1"
" WeU, the troubles are over."
" I think so—I hope so. Good-bye, my dear. TeU father where
I have goue, if he should look in to-night. Home very early!"
She fluttered away, pausmg to look in at the window and laugh
through at Mattie once more.
" Perhaps it was as weU she gave Sidney up," Mattie thought;
" for she has been happier since, and all her dear bright looks are
back again. What a wonderful man this Mr. Darcy must be!
How I should Uke to see my darUng's choice—the man that she
thinks good enough for her! He must be a very good man, too;
for with aU her weakness, my Harriet despises deceit in any form,
and would ordy love that which was honourable and true. But,
then, why didn't she love Sidney Hinchford more? that's what
puzzles me so dreadfully ! "
She clutched her elbows with her hands, and bent herself into a
Mother Bunch-Uke figure in the seat behind the counter, aud went ofl
into dream-land, strange dream-land, belonging to the border-country
of the mists lying between the present and the hxture. A land of things
beyond the present, and yet which could never appertain to any future,
map it as she might in the brain that went to work so busUy. Figiu-es
flitted before her of Harriet and Mr. Darcy—of Sidney Hinchford in
his desolation, so strange a contrast to the happiness which be had
sought—of herself passing from one to the other aud endeavouring
to do good and make others happy, the one ambition of this generous
Uttle heart. And her sanguine nature wound up the stoiy—if it
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were a story—with the general happiness of all her characters, just as
we finish a story, if we wish to please our readers and win their
patronage. Even Mr. Wesden would sink his suspicions in the deep
water, aud be the grave-faced, but kind-hearted patron agam, in that
border country wherein her thoughts were wandering.
Mr. Hinchford came home early to give her a lesson in backgammon, and was sadly disappointed to find Mattie on fuU duty in
the shop that evening. He wandered about the shop himself for a
while, and then weut up stairs early to bed, discontented with hb
lonely position in society; and his place was taken by Ann Packet,
who had got " the creeps," and had a craving for " company." Aun
Packet's ankles were very bad agam, and it was dull work mourning
over their decadence in tlie kitchen, and no oue to pity her condition,
or promise to caU upon her, when she was carried to " ISt.
Tummas's." Eveu she weut to bed early also; for the customers
came in frequently, and kept Mattie's attention employed, and it was
scarcely worth wuUe sitting in a draught on the shop steps, for the
chance. of getting in a word now and then, not to mention tlie
probabUity of Mr. Wesden turning up, and scolding her for
coming mto the shop at all, au act he had never aUowed in his
time.
At eight o'clock, Mattie was left alone to superintend business;
the supper tray for her aud Harriet was left upon the parlour
table by Ann Packet; in a few minutes Harriet .would be back
again.
At half-past eight, Mattie went to the door to watch her coming up
the street, a haDit with nervous people, who would expedite the
arrival of the loved one by these means. The action remuided her of
Mr. Hinchlord when Sidney was late, and when a few rain drops
were blown towai'ds her by a restless wind abroad that night, tlie
remembrance of waiting for Sidney Hinchford startled her. " J ust
such a night as this when we sat up for hun, and he came home at
last, so wild and Stern—when we had almost given up the hope of
coming home at all—what a strange conicidence!" thought
Mattie.
When the rain came suddenly and heavUy down, the coincidence
was more remarkable; and when the clock scored xxuxe, then half-past,
then ten, it was the old suspense again.
" What uouscuse !" thought Mattie; "she's stopping up for the
rain. It is uot very late, and 1 am ouly fanciful as usual. Nothing
can be wrong—it's not likely! "
Those customers who strayed in stUl, wondered why she looked so
often at the clock, aud stared so vacantly at them wiieu they
cxjircssed their verdict on the weather; aud the poUceman on duty
outside observed lier fiequent visits to the door, and her wild gaze
down the street towards tlie Borough. Yes, the old story over again
—on absent friend, au anxious watcher, a night of wind and rain ii^.
9-2
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Suffolk Street. The boy came to close the shop as usual, the door
was shut en regie, and now it was Harriet's time to come back, raux
or no x-ain, mystery or no mystery with her, and end the story a la
Sidney Hinchford.
Mattie consulted a Bradshaw from the window, and found that
the New Cross trains ran as late as twelve o'clock to London; this
relieved her; Harriet was oiUy waiting for the rain to clear up after
all. But even midnight dragged its way towards her; and then the
time passed in which she should have returned, and still no Harriet.
At one o'clock Mattie went to the door and looked out; the pavement was gUsterung yet, but the rain had abated, and the clouds
were breaking up over head. There had been nothing to stop her
—even if Mattie had beUeved for a moment that Harriet would have
stayed away for the rain. When she gave her up—when it was
close-on two o'clock—the stars were shining brightly again, although
the air felt damp and cold.
" She'll never come back any more ! " moaned Mattie; " she has
met with danger—I am sure of it! She has come to harm, and I
am powerless to help her. I shoxdd not feel like this, if something
had not happened! "
" Two," struck the clock of St. George's, Southwark; iu the stUlness of the streets it echoed towards her, and sounded like a deathbeU. Mattie covered her face with her hands, aud prayed silently
for help, for one away from home. Then she sprung up
again, piled some more coals on the fire, stirred it, and sat down
before it.
" I'U not beUeve any of these horrible things yet awhUe. It will
aU be explained—she'll be back presently, to laugh at me for this
foolishness!"
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CHAPTER X.
MATTIE IN SEAECH.

How does the time contrive to steal away from us when we arc
sitting up, feverish with fear for him, or her, who returns not ? The
dial that we stare at so often, marks fresh hours, and stiU further
alarms us; but the night is long and tedious, and there's a stab in
every tick of that sepulchral clock on the landing. We disguise our
alarm from the servants, even from ourselves, and sit dowu patiently
for the coming one—nervous at the footfaUs ux the streets without,
and feeUng heart-sick as they pass our door, and die away in the
distance. We set our books and newspaper aside at last, and wait—
we give up pretension to coolness, and watch with our hearts also.
Mattie waited, tried to hope, then to pray again; gave up wholly
after three in the morniug, and cried as for one lost to her for ever.
There was a reasonable hope in Harriet having missed the train, or
in her having been uxduced to stay the night at the Eveleighs'; a reasonable fear—in these times of raUway mismanagement and error—of an
accident having occurred to the up-train. But these hopes and fears
were not ilattie's; theyflashedby her once or twice, but she felt that
Harriet's absence was not to be accounted for by them. At four in
the morrung she took the big key from the lock, put ou her bonnet
and shawl, and then paused ou the stairs, hesitatmg in her mind
vvhether to apprise Ann Packet of her new intention or not.
Arm Packet would hear a knock if Harriet returned, which was
uidikely now; she would not alarm Ann, or betray her friend unnecessarUy. It might be necessary, who knows ? to keep this ever a
.secret—she could not tell, all was mystery dark and unfathomable.
"It's not a runaway match either," thought Mattie, "for there
was no occasion to run away, when Harriet aud her lover coxdd have
married quietly and without any opposition, at least, on their side.
Harriet knows that, and is not a girl to be led away if she did not.
A'/eak in many ways but not in that, I know."
Mattie dishked mystery.
" I'U foUow this to the end! " she cried, with a stamp of her foot—
"to the very end, if possible."
Mattie might have been speUing over a sensation novel, wherein
I he hero or heroine—i.e. the villam catcher—goes through the last
two volumes on the detective principle ; and it might have possibly
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struck her that if the "catcher" had started eariier aud gsne a less
roundabout way to work—certaiiUy a bad way for the volumes!—
the matter might have been more expeditiously arranged. She could
always see to the end pretty clearly—^whj not the cute-minded party
in search ?
Mattie closed the street-door behind her, and went out into the
cold morning. The pavement was still wet and clammy; there was
no "drying air" in the streets, although the stars looked bright and
a^ravatingly frosty.
Mattie turned to the left at the end of Great Suffolk Street, and
proceeded at a rapid pace towards the raUway station; there were
stra^lers stUl in the Borough—a broad thoroughfare, that never
rests, but is ever aUve with sound. Life stiU at the great terminus;
a train hissing and fuming from its long joumey, a handful of passengers by the mail, a few cabmen stiU looking out for fares, guards
fuU of bustle as usual, one Kent Street gamia out on business, and
dodguig the poUceman behind a Patent Safety.
Mattie went to business at once.
" Has any accident happened on the line to-night. Sir ? "
"Not any."
" AVhat is the next train from N ew Cross that will reach here ? "
" No train calls at New Cross tiU six in the morning."
"What is the next trwn that wiU leave here and call at New
Cross?"
" Twenty minutes to six."
"Oh! dear."
A short spasmodic sigh, and then Mattie turned away and went
back to Great Suffolk Street, opened the door, and stole cautiously
up stairs to the room wherein Harriet had been sleeping. Not there
—stUl away from home!
" If anything has happened, I must be the first to find it out,"
thought Mattie, descending the st.airs, listeiang at the foot thereof
and then passing out into the street again, closing the shop-door
very cautiously behind her.
She had made up her mind to walk at once to New Cross, to seek
out the Eveleighs, whose address she thought that she remembered.
She went on at a rapid pace, with her veU thrown back, and her &ce
fiiU of interest—not a woman in the streets, hxu-rying Uke herself on
special missions, or lurking at street comers, but Mattie glanced at
for an instant as she sped along. Sue was a quick walker and
lost no time; after aU, New Cross was not a great dist^ice
away; she was not easUy tired, and once in action, her fears for
Harriet went further into the distance. She began to think, almost
to hope, that Harriet would be at the Eveleighs', and aU woxdd end
with a wUd fancy on her part, at which Harriet and she would laugh
later in the day. Down the Dover Road, past the Bricklayers'
Arms, and along the Old Kent Road, till the long Lues of cfosed
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shops ended in long lines of private houses, the railway station and
the Royal Naval School—that model of good management, by which
we recommend all directors of seedy institutions to profit.
Near the railway station Mattie ibund a policeman, who directed
her to the particular terrace wherein the Eveleighs were located. It
was nearly half-past five when she read by the light of the street
lamp the name of Eveleigh on the brass plate aflxxed to the iron
gate. With her hands upou the gate, Mattie held a councU of war
with herself as to the best method of procedure.
Mattie had soon arranged her plan of action; hers was a mind
that jumped rapidly at conclusions—was quick to see the best way.
Arousing the house would create an alarm, and if Harriet were not
there—of which in her heart she was already assured—it would only
set the people within talking about her. That would be to cast the
first stone at her poor friend, and set the tongues of gossips wagging—that must uot be! Mattie resolved to wait till some signs
about the Eveleigh window blinds indicated a servant stirring in
the house; she thought with a shudder of the shop iu Great
Suffolk Street, and the customers waiting for their papers; of
Ann Packet's alarm, and Mr. Hinchford's perplexity; of the food
for scandal which her absence would afford to a few uiquisitive
neighbours. Still aU that might be easily explained, and it w^as
only she who would receive the blame, if all turned out better
than she dreamed; and if the worst were known, why, alas! her
actions would readily be guessed at.
Fortune favoured Mattie in the most unromautic way that
morniug: the Eveleighs had resolved upon having their kitchen
chimney swept at half-past five, and young Erebus, true to the
minute, came round the corner with his soot-bag, went up the
fore-court towards the side gate, rang the bell, and gave vent to
his doleful cry. The maid-servant, however, \\'as not prompt in
her responses, and Mattie stood and watched in the distance, until
the sweep, becoming impatient, rang again, and rattled xvith his
brush against the side of the door steps. From Mattie's post of
vigilance she could just make him out in the darkness—a shadowy
figure, that might have represented evil to her and hers.
Presently the bolts of the side gate were withdrawn, and Mattie
with hasty steps crossed the road aud hurried up the path. The
sweep was being admitted at that time, and a red-eyed, white-faced,
sulky-looking servant-maid, of not more thail sixteen years of age,
was closing the door, when Mattie caUed to her to wait.
Surprised at this strange apparition at so early an hour, the girl
waited aud stared.
Mattie's plan of action would have done credit to a detective
policeman ; her questions seemed so wide of the mark, and kept suspicion back from her whom she loved so weU. Certainly they implicated another, and drew attention to him ux a marked manner; but
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he was a man, and could bear it, thought Mattie, and if he were at
the bottom of the mystery, there was no need to study him.—rather
to track him out and come face to face with him!
" AViU you tell Mr. Darcy that I wish to speak a few words with
him immediately ?"
"^Alr. Darcy don't Uve here," said the astonished servant.
"He visits here—he stayed here last night."
" No, he didn't," was the abrupt reply; "he went away at ten
oVloek."
" AViih MissWesden,of course," was the apparently careless answer.
" Yes, with Miss Wesdeu. He never stops here."
"AVhere does he Uve?"
" 1 don't know; somewhere about here, I believe."
" Ask his address of your mistress," cried Mattie, becommg excited as the truth seemed to loom before her with all its horror; " I
must see him!"
The servant-maid's eyes became rounder, and she gasped forth—
" PU—PU wake missus."
" Ask her to obUge me with Mr. Darcy's address—and please,
make haste."
The servant withdrew, leaving Mattie standing in the draughty
side passage, dark and dense as the fate of her whom she loved appeared to be from that day. She could hear the sweep bustUng and
bundling about the kitchen noisily; it seemed an age before the
servant's feet came clumpeting down the stairs again.
"It's number fourteen, St. Olave's Terrace, Old Kent Road."
"Thank you."
Mattie turned away, and ran down the fore court at a rapid pace.
"WeU—I never!" ejaculated the amazed domestic. "What's
Ml-. Darcy gone and done, I wonder ? "
Mattie darted backward on her homeward route; her plans of
action were at sea now; she only wished to know the worst, and feel
the strength to face it for others' sakes, not for her own. ITiere
were an old man and an old woman to comfort in their latter days,
to become a daxxghter to in the place of her who had been spirited
away—give her strength to solace them in the deep misery upon its
vray.
People were stirring in the streets, although the day was dark,
and the sky above stUl full of stars. Mattie made many inquiries,
aud at last found St. Olave's Terrace, a row of large, gloomy houses,
of red brick. At No. 14, Mattie knocked long and vigorously, until
a window was opened in the first floor, and a boy's head protraded
—the unkempt head of a page.
" What's the row down there ? " he shouted.
" Mr. Darcy—is he at home ? "
" He ain't at home—he didn't come back last night."
" Are you sure ?—are you quite sure ? "
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" I should think I was," replied young Impudence. " Who shaU
I say caUed—AValker ? "
" No matter—no matter."
Mattie turned and hurried away again. Close upon six o'clock,
and an empty cab before a public-house door. Mattie ran into the
public-house, and found the cabman drinking neat gin at the bar,
and bewailing the hardness of the times to the barman, who was
yawiung fearfully.
" Is your cab engaged ? "
" Where do you want to go. Miss ? " asked the cabman. " If it's
Greenwich way, I've got a party to take up in five minutes time ! "
" Suffolk Street, Borouglx. 1—I don't mind what I pay to get
there quickly."
" Jump in. Miss; I'll drive you there in no time."
Mattie entered the cab, the cabman mounted the box, aud away
they went down the Old Kent Road. The cabman had been up aU
night, calUng at many night-houses in his route, and always takuig
gin with despatch and gusto. He was reckless with his whip, unmerciful to his horse, and disregardful of the cab, which he had out
on hire. He was just intoxicated enough to be confidential, mysterious, and sympathising. He lowered the glass window at his back,
aud looked through at Mattie.
" Lor bless you! I wouldn't cry about a bit of a spree," he said,
suddenly, so close to Mattie's ear, that she jumped to the other seat
with affright; " if you've kep it up late, tell your missus, or your
mother, that they wouldn't let you leave afore—she was young herself once, 1 daresay! "
" Drive on, please!—drive on! "
" I'm driving my hardest, my child—cutting off all the corners—
that's ouly a kub-stone, don't be frightened, m'cliUd—soon be home
now. They won't say much to you, if you'll on'y tell 'em that they
was young once 'emselves, and shouldn't be too hard upon a gal—
that's on'y another kub-stone," he explained again, as a sudden jolting nearly brought the bottom out of the cab ; " we shan't be long now
—don't cryany more—I hope this Ixere'U be a blessed warning to you!"
And suddenly becoming stern and full of reproof, he shook his
head at Mattie, drew up the window, and directed his whole
attention to his quadruped, which he had evidently made up his
mind to cut in half between Old Kent Road and Great Suffolk Street.
At half-past six, Mattie was turning the corner of the weU-known
street; she looked from the cab window towards the stationer's
shop. The shutters were closed stUl, but the news-boy was at the
open door, mutfied to the nose iu his worsted comforter. Mattie
sprung out, paid her fare, and ran into the shop, where Ann Packet,
with her eyes red with weeping, rushed at her at once, and began to
cry and shake her.
" Oh ! Mattie, Mattie, where have yoiihccn ?—what's the matter ?"
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" Nothing much—don't ask me just yet. How long have you
been up ? "
" 1 overslept myself—oh ! dear, dear, dear!—and just got up in a
fright—that boy skeeiing me so with the heels of his boots aginst
the door. And oh! dear, dear, dear !—I found the shop all dark,
and just let him in, and was going up to caU you, when here you
are—oh ! where have you been ? "
" I ' U teU youpresen'Jy—let me thiixk a bit—I'm not well, Ann."
" You've been to a doctor's. O h ! my dear, my dear, what
has happened to you? You came back in a cab—^you've hurt
yourself somehow, and I to be so unfeeling and wicked as to
think that, that you'd gone out of your mind, perhaps—for you
always was a strange gal, and like nobody else, wasn't you ?
Shall I run up stairs and wake Miss Harriet ? "
" No, no—notfor the world! Go down stairs and make haste with
the coffee, Ann, please. And you boy, don't stare like that,"
snapped Mattie, " but take the shutters down."
Ann scuttled down stairs, forgetful of her ankles, in her excitement at the novel position of affairs ; the boy took down the shutters and disclosed the cabman still before the door, carefully
examining his horse, and rather evilly disposed towards himself for
the damage he had done the animal and cab iu his excitement.
Mattie went into the parlour, where the gas burned still, and stood
by the table reflecting on the end—what was to be done now?—
wiiether it were better to keep up the mystery, to allege some reason
for Harriet's absence, frame some white lie that might keep Ann
Packet and Mr. Hiuchford appeased, and save her name for a short
while longer ?
When the boy came staggering in with the third shutter, a new
thought—a forlorn hope—suggested itself.
" Wait here and mind the shop tiU 1 come dowax, AVilliam," she said.
She weut up stairs in her bonnet and shawl, and pushed open the
door of Harriet AA'esdeu's room. Empty and unoccupied, as she
mi^lit have known, and yet which, in defiance of possibUities, she
had gone up to explore again. 'The blind was undrawn, and the
faint glimmer of the late dawning was steaUng into the room, and
scaring the shadows back.
Mattie gave way at the desolation of the place; and flung herself
upon her knees at the bed's foot.
" Ou ! my darling, God forgive you, aud watch over you—oh!
my darling, whom I loved more thau a sister, and who is for ever—
for ever—lost to me ! "
"A^o—NO—Mattie!"
Mattie leaped to her feet, and with a cry scarcely human, rushed
towards the speaker, who, white and trembling, opened her arms
and received her on her throbbing breast. Harriet Wesden had
come back again!
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CHAPTER XI.
EXPLANATIONS.

MATTIB shed many tears of joy at Harriet's return; she was a
strong-minded young woman in her way, but the tension of nerve,
and the reaction which followed it, had been too much for her, and
she was, for a short while, a child in strength and self-command.
For a whUe they had changed places, Mattie and Harriet—Mattie
becoming the agitated and weak girl, Harriet remaining firm, and
maintaining an equable demeanour.
" Courage, Mattie !—what have you to give way at ? " she said,
at last.
"There, I'm better now," said Mattie, looking up into Harriet's
face, aud keeping her hands upon her shoulders; " and uow, will
you trust iu me ?—tell me the whole truth—keep nothing back."
" From you—nothing ! "
" And if he has been coward enough to lead you away by the
snares of your affection——•"
" Affection ! " cried Harriet. " I hate him ! Coward enough!—
he is coward enough for anything that would degrade me, and villain
enough to spare no pains to place me in his power. Oh! Mattie—
Mattie—what had I done to make him think so meanly of me ?—to
lead him on to plot against me in so poor and miserable a fashion ? "
" You have escaped from liim ? "
"Thank God, y e s ! "
Mattie could have cried again with joy, but Harriet's excitement
recalled her to self-commaud—Harriet, who stood there with her
whole frame quivering with passion and outraged pride—a woman
whom Mattie had not seen till then.
" Mattie," she said, " that man, Maurice Darcy, thought that if I
were weak enough to love him, I was weak enough to fly with him,
forget my woman's pride, my father, home, honour, and fling all
away for his sake. He did not know me, or understand me; my
God! he did not think that there xvere any good thoughts in me,
or he would not have acted as he did. 1 have been bUnd—t
have been a fool untU to-night! "
She stamped her foot upon the floor until everything in the
room vibrated; she caught Mattie's inquiring, earnest looks towards her and went on again—
"You and I, Mattie, must keep this ever a secret between
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US; for my sake, I anx sure you will—for the sake of my good
name, which that man's trickery has tarnished, however completely I have baffled him and slxamed him. Mattie, he was at
the Eveleighs' last night with his guilty plans matured. I had
every confidence in him and his aft'ection for me. I was off my
guard, and beUeved that he was free from guile himself. At ten
o'clock—beyond my time—1 left the Eveleighs'; he was my
escort to the raUway station; he spoke of his love for me for
the first time, and I was agitated and blinded by his seeming
fervour. 1 told him of my promise to Sidney, and what I had
done for his sake. I led him to thuxk—fool that I was—that he
had won my love long since. At the railway station he told me
the story of his life—a lie from beginning to end—of his father's
pride, of the secrecy with which our future marriage must be kept
for a while, away from that father—talking, protesting, explaining,
until the traiu came up, aud he had placed me in the carriage."
" Ah! I see ! " exclaimed Mattie.
"He foUowed me at the last moment, stating that he had business
in London, and then the train moved on—FOE DOVEE ! "
" Yes, he was a vUlain and coward! " cried Mattie, settUxg her
teeth and clenching her hands spasmodically, " go on! "
" In less than five minutes I was aware of the deception that had
been practised on me. I woke suddenly to the whole truth, to my
own foUy in believing in this man. He would have feigned it to be
a mistake at first—a mistake on his own part—and for my own
safety, alone with him there, and the train shrieking along into the
night, I professed to believe him, and mourned over the clumsy
blunder which was taking us away from home; but I was ou my
guard, and my reserve, my alarm, kept him cautious. I sat cowering from him in the extreme corner of the carriage, and he sat
maturing his plans, and marking out, as he thought, liis way. He
confessed at last that it was a deeply-laid scheme to secure what he
called his happiness. He swore to be a brother to me, a faithfid
friend in wixom every trust might be put untU we were married at
Calais; but the mask had dropped, and my heart, throbbing with my
humUiation, had turned utterly against him. I lowered the carriage
window, aud sat watchful of him, knowuxg every word he uttered
then to be a Ue, and feeUxxg that he looked upon me as a girl easUy
to be led astray—a shop-keeper's daughter, whose self-respect was
quickly deadened, and whose vanity was sufficient to lead her on to
ruin. But 1 bade him keep his seat away from me, and give me
time to think of what he had said—time to believe in him! We
were sUent the rest of the way to Ashford. My throat was chokuxg
with the angry words which burned to leap forth and denounce him
for his knaveuy—he who sat snxUing at. the success in store for him.
At Ashford, thank God! the train stopped."
" Thank God! " whispered Mattie also.
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" I opened the door suddenly, Mattie, aud leaped forth Uke a
madwoman; he followed me to the platform, when I turned upon
like—like a she-wolf! " she cried, vehemently, " and denounced him
for the cowardly wretch he had been to me. There were a few
guards about, aud one gentleman and they were my audience. I
claimed their protection from the man; I told them how I had been
tricked into that train aud led away from home; I asked them if they
had daughters whom they loved to protect me and send me back
again secure from him. Mattie, I shamed him to his soul! "
"Bravo !—bravo ! " cried Mattie, giving two leaps in the air in her
excitement; " that's my own darling, whose heart was ever strong
and true enough! "
"Only her head a little weak, and Ukely to be turned—eh,
Mattie?" said Harriet, in a less excited strain; "well, I am
sobered now for ever—and every scrap of romantic feeling has been
torn to shreds. I must have been under a speU, for it seems like an
evil dream now that I could ever have thought of loving that
man."
" And they took your part at the station ? "
" Yes,—and gave me advice, and were kind to me, and he who
attempted to deceive nxe skulked back into the carriage, muttering a
hxmdred excuses, which I did not hear. The gentleman who had
listened to my story, and been prepared to defend nxe, had it been
necessary, followed Mr. Darcy to the' carriage, added a few stern
words, and then returned to offer me advice how to proceed. He
was a strange eccentric man, very harsh even with me in his speech,
and disposed to preach a sermon on the warnuxg I had had, as
though 1 were not likely to take a lesson from my over-confidence,
after all that had happened. But he was very kind ux act, and meant
all for my good, though he might have spared me just a little more.
He consulted the railway time-tables for me, made many inquiries of
the guards, whom he appeared to disbelieve, for he went back to the
time-tables again; finally told me that there xvas no train till a
quarter-past five by which I could reach home. He showed me an
hotel adjacent to the station, and left me there, after again upbraiding me for my want of judgment; aud at a quarter-past five—wiiat
au age it seemed before that time came round!—I left Ashford once
again for home."
" And are here safe from danger—to make my heart light again
with the sight of you. Well, my dear, we'll thuxk it aU an ugly
dream—and shut him away in it for ever."
"And now—what wUl the world think of me?—how much of the
story will it believe, Mattie ? " was the scornful answer.
"What wiU the world know of it? You and 1 can keep the
secret between us. Mr. Darcy will uot boast of his humiliation.
The old people need not bo harassed and perplexed by all that has
happened this night."
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" N o , no—all an ugly dream, as you say, Mattie," remarked
Harriet; "perhaps it is best, aud a woman's fame is hard to
establish, ou her own explanation of such a history as mine. Let it
sink. I am verily ashamed of it. My blood wUl boil at every
chance allusion that associates itself with last night. Oh ! my poor,
dear, truthful Sid, to think of turning away from you and believing
in a heartless villain."
" All! Sidney ! " exclaimed Mattie.
" AVhatever iiappeus—whatever the future may bring—that letter,
Mattie, must be destroyed. It is a false statement. We must
secure it and destroy it. With time before me, and the dark
memory shut out, how I will love that faithful h e a r t ! "
" Trust the letter to me—trust—oh! the shop, the shop aU this
wiiile !—and I haven't told you my story."
" Presently then, Mattie. I would go down now."
" Yes, I wUl go down. I have been very neglectful of business in
my joy at seeing you again. It did not seem possible a few hours ago
that all would have ended faUiy Uke this. I anx so happy—so very
happy uow, dear Harriet! "
She shook Harriet by both hands, kissed her once more, aud even
cried a little before she made a hasty dash from the room to the
stairs. At the second landing, outside Mr. Hinchford's apartments,
she remembered the letter—the evidence of Harriet's past romanoe
in which Sidney Hinchford played no part.
Mattie pictured the future as very bright and glowing after this—
the two who had been ever kind to her, and helped so greatly
towards her better life, would come together after all, aud make the
best and truest couple in the world!
Mattie's training—moral ti-aining it may be called—was scarcely a
perfect one. She had been taught what was honest and truthful;
she was far away for ever from the old life; but the fine feelings—
the sensitiveness to the rainulice of goodness—were wanting just
then. The means to the end were not particularly to be studied, so
that the end was good. Harriet had done no wrong, merely had
been duped by a specious scamp for awhile; but keep the story
dark for the sake of the suspicions it cast on minds inclined to
doubt good in anything—and for the sake of general peace, make
away with the letter—Sidney Hinchford's property as much as the
locket she stole from him wiieix she was eleven years of age.
Harriet AA^esdeu was silent from fear and shame; her nature was
a timid one, aud shrank back from painful avowals; Mattie did not
look at the subject in the best Ught, and thought of promoting
happiness by secrecy, a dangerous experiment, that may tend at any
moment to au explosion, ilattie opened the drauiiig-room door
softly and looked in. Mr. Hinchford had not appeared yet, and she
entered and went direct to the mantel|)iece, on which the letter had
laid ever siuce its arrival. Tlie letter was gone I
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" Oh ! dear!—oh! dear!—what's to be done now ? " cried
Mattie, looking from the centre table to the side table on which was
Sidney's desk, unlocked. Mattie did not think of appearances when
she opened tlxe desk and began turning over its couteixts with a
hasty hand—a suspicious-looking operation, in which she was
discovered by Mr. Hinchford, who entered the room suddenly.
" Mattie," he said, sternly, " I should not have thought that you
would have been guilty of this meanness."
Mattie, with her bonnet and shawl on, and awry fronx her past
movements, with her face pale and haggard from want of sleep,
remained with her hands in the desk, looking hard at the new
comer. Her instuxct was to teU the truth—there was no harm
in it.
" I am looking for the letter wixich came for Mr. Sidney—I want
it back."
" Want it back !—what letter ? "
" The letter which has been on the mantelpiece all the week—it
was Miss Harriet's—she wishes to have it back, to put something
else in it."
"Bless my soul!—very odd," said Mr. Hinchford; "I'D give it
to Miss Harriet myself—there's no occasion to rummage my
boy's desk about. I don't like it, Mattie—1 anx extremely displeased."
" I am very sorry," said Mattie, submissively; " I did not think
what I was doing. And you wiU give the letter to Miss
Harriet ? "
" It's in the breast-pocket of my coat—I'll give it her."
Mattie cowered before the flushed face, and the stern look thereon ;
this man was a friend of hers, too—one of the rescuers !—whom she
would always bear in kind remembrance; she went softly across the
room to the door, veering suddenly round to lay her hands upon his
arm.
" I'm very sorry, Mr. Hinchford," she said; " it was all done without
a moment's thought. You for the first time ux your life wiU not be
angry with me ? "
" No, no, no, no," repeated the old gentleman, taken aback by
this appeal, and softening at once; " I dou't suppose you meant anything wrong, Mattie."
"Thank you."
Mattie went down stairs iu a better frame of mind, and yet ashamed
at having been detected iu a crooked action by a gentleman who
alwavs spoke so much of straighlforwardiiess, and had a son who
excelled hi I hat difficult accomplishment. She was vexed at the
impulse now—what would any man less generous in his ideas have
tlion^iit of her?
"Never mind," was Mattie's consolation, " 1 meant no harm
I meant weU. And all will end well now, and everybody be so
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nappy. AVlxat a change from the terrible thoughts of only a few
hours ago!"
She could think of nothing but Harriet Wesden's safety, and her
own minor escapade was of little consequence. Thinkuxg of Harriet
again, and rejoicing in the brighter thoughts which the last hours had
brought with it, she opened the door at the foot of the stairs and
went at once uxto the shop.
Mr. Wesden was standing behind the counter, waiting ou a
customer, as though he had never left Great Suffolk Street, and
retiring from business had been only a dream.

CHAPTER XII.
A

SHOET

WAENING.

MATTIE stood in her disordered walking-dress, gazing at the
stationer, for whose presence she coxdd not account; Mr. Wesdeu
looked across the counter at her.
" WUl you go into the parlour, please ? " he said at last.
" In the parlour!—ye—es. Sir."
There was something wrong—radically and irretrievably wrong
this time; however greatly Mr. Wesden had changed, he had never
looked so strangely or spoken so harshly as he did at that time.
Even the customer whom he was serving, and who knew Mattie,
turned round and glanced also in her direction.
" Robbery !—there—there's been no more robbery ! " gasped
Mattie, her thoughts darting off at a tangent in the direction of her
old trouble.
" You cau go into the parlour," he repeated, as harshly as before ;
" I'll be with you in a minute."
Mattie went into the parlour, took off the bonnet and shawl that
she had so long forgotten, aud which must have added to Mr.
Wesden's perplexity, and then sat down, with her face towards the
shop, to await her master's pleasure—and displeasure! There •sv.is
trouble in store for her—perhaps for Harriet—IMr. AA''esden had discovered a great deal, aud she had to bear the first shock of the storm.
She could see Mr. Wesden's face from her position;' even at that
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distance it seemed as if the innumerable fines ux it had been cut
deeper since she had seen it last, and the heavy grey brows shadowed
more completely the eyes. He was not his usual self either—the
qxdck glance of the watcher noticed how his hands shook as he
served the customer, and that he fumbled with the change in a
manner very knew and uncharacteristic for him. His habits or his
caution, had even undergone a change; for, as the news-boy came in
at the street-door, he told him to go behuxd the counter and attend
to the customers till he returned. Then he entered the parlour,
stUl flushed and trembling, yet so stern, and leaned his two hands
on the table tUl it creaked beneath the pressure which he put
upon it.
" Mattie," he said at last, " I thuxk it's quite time that you and I
said good-bye to one auother! "
" Oh! Sir!—what ? " Mattie could only ejaculate.
" I've been thinking it over for some time—putting it off—giving
you another trial^iopiug that I was even mistaken iu you—but
things get worse and worse, and this last news is a settler! "
" Mr. Wesden, there must be some mistake."
"No, there isn't—don't interrupt me—don't make any more
excuses, for I shan't believe 'em."
" Go on. Sir," said Mattie, impetuously, " I don't understand."
" You need not fly uxto a passion if you don't," he corrected.
" I'm not in a passion, Mr. AA'esden—you will think wrongly of
me."
"Just listen to this—just deny this if you cau. You left my
house iu the middle of the night—yon have been up aU night, and
God knows where—you did not come back to this house—you, who
have no friends to go to—untU half-past six o'clock this morning."
Mattie sat thunderstruck at this charge, so true in its assertion,
and yet the suspicions which it led to so easily refuted, or—she drew
a long breath and held her peace at the thought—so easily transferred !
" You can't deny this," continued Mr. Wesden, in the same hard
manner; " how loug it's been going on, or what bad company has l^d
you astray, 1 can't say. But you haven't acted like a yoxmg woman
who meant weU—you've been getting worse and worse with every
day."
" It isn't true ! " cried Mattie, mdignantly ; " I
"
She paused again.
" Ah! don't give me excuses," he said; " I'm an old man who
knows the world, and won't believe in them. 1 wouldn't believe iu
my own daughter, if she acted as you have done, or was ever so
ready at excuses. No honest girl—I'm sojry to say it, Mattie—•
xvould ever, without a fair reason, be walking tJie streets, friendless
and alone, at such unnatural hours."
" AVUl you not beUeve me, when I teU you truly, without a blush
10
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in my face, that as God's my judge, I went out with a motive of
which even you would approve ? "
" What was it ? "
" I—I cannot teU you that yet. Presently, perhaps—^if you wiU
only give me time—not now."
Mr. AA^esden shook his head.
" Mattie," he replied, "it won't do ! It isn't what I've been used
to, and I can't wait tUl you have invented a story and
"
" Invented 1 " slirieked Mattie, leaping to her feet, " what more !
—what more have you to charge an innocent girl, who has thought
of nothing but serving you honestly from the time you took pity on
her wretchedness ? You have turned against me ; if you are tired
of me, teU me so plaiiUv—but don't talk as U I were a bar and a
thief stUl—I wUl not have it! "
" You put a bold face upon it, and that's a bad sign," said Mr.
Wesden; where there's no shame, oxdy bounce, it takes away aU the
pity of the thing, and makes me firmer."
The table creaked once more with the extra pressure of his hands ;
the flush died away from the face, whereon settled an expression
more steely and invuhxerable.
" Oh! Sir—how you have altered! What do you thiuk that I
have done ? " cried the perplexed Mattie.
" See here," said Mr. AVesden; " I don't wish to rake up everything, but as yoxx put it to me, I'll just show you how foolish it is to
brave it out like this. I'm very sorry ; I can't make it out, altering
for the better as you had—it's bad company, I suppose. First," he
removed his hands from the table, and began checking off the items
on his fingers, " there's money missing up stairs—a cash-box opened,
and only
"
" My God! has that thought rankled so long ? " interrupted
Mattie; " I don't wonder at the rest, if you begux Uke that with
me. I'U go away—I'U go away!"
" It didxx't rankle; I gave you the benefit of the doubt," said Mr.
Wesden. " I woxddn't beUeve it, bxxt I fancied that you were altering,
and that something was wrong somewhere. It looked at least as if
you were careless, and I thought the house might get robbed, or
catch fire, or anything after that—and it disturbed my mind much;
I couldn't sleep for thinking of you—and one night I came over here
very late, and you were up talking and laughing with a young man
in the shop, in the dead of right."
" That, too ! " cried Mattie; " do you suspect him ? "
" I suspected you,—that's enough to say just now."
" More than enough ! " was the bitter answer.
" And then a parcel disappears, and there's a lame excuse for that
—and a poUceman finds you in Kent Street at a receiver's house
—the house of a noted thief, that you must have known long
ae-o
"

UNDEE SUSPICION.

147

" I went there—but no matter, you'll not •beUeve me," said
Mattie.
" And so I was obUged to have you watched for my own protection's sake, and you were seen to leave the house last night, and
come back in a cab after the shop was open. And if all that's not
enough to drive a business man wUd, why, I never was a man fit for
business at all."
Mattie gathered up her boimet and shawl from the chair on which
they had been placed, and proceeded to put them on again, keeping
her dark eyes fixed on Mr. Wesden's face.
" There's only one thing which I'U agree with. Sir," she said, her
voice falteruxg, despite her effort to keep firni, " and that's the first
speech you made me. It's quite time that you and I said ' goodbye ' to one another! "
" WeU—it is! "
" I don't know whether you wish it or not—I don't care !—but I
will go away at once, trusting in Him whom your wife taught me
first to pray to. I wiU go away without anger in my heart against
you—for olx! you have been very good and kind to me, and I shall
be grateful again when to-day's hard words go further and further
back. I will hope in the time when you wUl know all, and be sorry
that you lost your trust in me so soon. Better to doubt me t h a n ^
others''
She corrected herself in time; she remembered her promise to
Harriet. She saw how easy it was for a few errors, a few mistakes,
to make this strange man forget aU the good efforts of a Ufe—deceived in Mr. Wesden, as she had been, she could not gauge
ux those excited moments the depths of his affection for his
daughter.
In the avowal there would be danger to Harriet; so, for Harriet's
sake, let her take the blame and go away. Harriet could only have
cleared up the last mystery—the rest affected herself. She had had
never more than half a character—she rose from crime, and its antecedents rose again with her at the first suspicion against her truthful
conduct. It was very hard to go away, but it was her only step,
and he wished it also—he, who had been almost a father to her until
then.
" I'll pack my box and leave at once. Sir, if you don't mind."
" No," was the gloomy response.
He was deceived in Mattie still; he had hoped that she would
have confessed to everything, to the new and awfxd temptations that
had beset her lately, and prayed for his mercy and forgiveness—
begged for his help and moral strength to lead her from the dark
road she was pursuuxg. He was disappointed by her defiance—by
her assumption of an innocence in which he could not believe; and
he could only see that her plans were too readUy formed, and that
she had already fixed upon her future associates and home. He was
10—2

14S

MATTIE: A STBAT.

amazed at her way t>f encountering his charges; and as he had been
only a business-man aU his life, he could not understand her.
Mattie left the room, and he turned into his shop again, and dismissed the news-boy from his post of promotion. The matter had
worried him, and was stUl worrying him. The denouement was not
satisfactory, and the world was hardening veiy much, or becoming
too complex in its machinery for him. He had found Mattie out,
and it had aU ended just as he feared it woxdd; and stiU his head
ached, and his thouo^ts perplexed him!
He counted the arrears of Mattie's salary, and put it on the back
shell, ready for her when she came down, knocking it aU over the
minute afterwards, and sending two shillings under the shop-board,
where the shutters and gas-meter were. He made mistakes with the
next customer in his change, and would not believe it was his error,
althongh he paid the man rather than get into a fresh dispute at that
instant; he rummaged from a whole packet of printed notices he
dealt in, a " T H I S SHOP AXD BUSINESS TO BE DISPOSED or," and
stuck it with wafers in the window, upside down. He would retire
from business in earnest, and not make-beUeve any longer; he should
be more composed in mind—more happy, when aU this was no longer
a bxuden to him.
He served his customers absently, and wondered—for he was a
good and just man at heart—whether he was acting for the best
after aU; whether it was quite Christian-like to give up the cluld
whom he had rescued from the cruel streets five years ago, come
CSiristnias.

CHAPTER XHL
LEAVE-TAKINGS.
MIAITTE went to her room and packed her box with trembling
hands. She was very agitated still: there were many conflicting
thoughts to disturb her natural equanimity. Il^;ret at going away
fit)m the home wherein had begxm her better life; indignation at the
false accusations that bad been made against her, and made in so
hard and uncharitable a fiashicn: doubts of the future stretching be-
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fore her, impenetrable and dusky, and the life to begin again in some
way, to which she tried to give a thought, even in those early
moments, and failed in utterly.
Over her box came honest Ann Packet to ask the latest news—to
stare in a vague idiotic way when told it.
" I am going away, Ann—don't you understand ? "
" Going away ?—no, 1 don't yet. Going where did you say,
Mattie ? "
" <joing away from here, where I am no longer wanted, where I am
suspected of being all that is vUe and wrong. Going away for good !"
" Oh ! my gracious—uot that! Because of last night—because
of
"
"Many things, Ann, which I dare not explain, aud which, if explained, perhaps, would not be believed in by—him. But you, Ann,
—what wUl you think of me when I'm gone, and they say behind
my back how justly I was served ? "
•'1 say?—I say? "
" You'll hear their story, and I can't tell you mine. I can only
say that since I have been here there's not a bad thought had a
place ux my mind, and not a good one which 1 did not try, for their
sakes, as well as my own, to cling to. 1 can only ask you, Ann—
you who have always thought well of nxe—to keep yoxxr faith strong,
for poor Mattie's sake."
Ann Packet gave vent to a howl at this—wrung her fat red hands
together, and then fell upon Mattie's box, as though our herouxe had
shot her.
"You shan't pack up no more! " she screamed; " v o n can speak
to them as to me, and they'll believe you, or they're made of stone.
Why, it's a drefful shame to turn you off Uke this, as though you'd
been found out in all that's bad."
" Hush! you'll wake Miss Harriet, I daresay she—she's asleep
still!—you will go now, Ann, please. I'm not mxhappy—why, here's
one to begin with who will always think the best of me ! "
" T h e very best—as you've been the very best and the goodest to
ihe, who used to snap you so at first, and feel jealous lUce, because
they put you over me—but you won't muxd that now ? "
'•' No—no."
"Aud, IMattie, you don't want to go away and see nobody anymore—to be quite alone aud hear nothing of anybody ? 1 may
come and see you ? "
"Yes—to be sure."
"And you'll write and tell me directly where you are ? "
" A h ! where I am. Yes, you shall know that first. Aud when
1 can prove to him that I have always been honest and true, I'll see
him aud his again, not before"
" And 1 shall call and tell you all the news—listen at aU the keyholes to hear what they've got to talk about."
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" I hope not. But get up now, Ann, and go down stairs, or they'U
suspect something. I'll send for the box presently, when I'm
settled."
Ann rose with clenched hands and swoUen eyes.
" If I had the settling of him ! I—I almost feel to hate him.
He's a brute ! "
And before Mattie had time to reprove the faithfxd Ann for the
outburst, !Miss Packet had left the room, and gone down stairs to
cry afresh over the breakfast she had to prepare for Mr. Hinchford.
Mattie passed into the other room, and found Harriet Wesden
asleep, as she had fancied. The toU of yesternight, the excitement
and suspense, had brought their reaction, and Harriet had flung herself, dressed as she was, upon the bed, where she had dropped off
into slumber.
Mattie stood for a moment irresolute whether to wake her or no;
had-it been simply to say "good-bye," she woxdd have hesitated
longer, though slxe might have awakened her at last.
" Harriet—Harriet! " she whispered, as she bent over her.
The fair girl started up and looked at Mattie.
" AA'hat's happened now, dear ?"
" Nothing very important," said Mattie, who had determined how
to proceed. " I have been thinking of our next step together coucerntng last night. Your father is down stairs."
" Oh! he must not know it—he must never know it! " exclaimed
Harriet; "he is weaker in mind—more excitable, suspicious—what
would he think of me, keeping the name of Maurice Darcy from
him aU my Ufe ? "
" Harriet, promise me never to teU him—I am not frightened at
the truth, but of their perversion of it, destroying for ever your
good name—promise me! "
" But why promise you, who
"
"Promise it. I am very, very anxious, for your own sake and for
mine."
. " I pronuse—I promise faithfxdly."
" Whatever happens ? "
" Yes—whatever happens ! "
" I viiU teU you why, now. In the first place, I have found out
that the world wUl never accept your statement, but beUeve the very
worst of you."
Harriet shuddered; her own trustfulness in others—her vanity,
perhaps, alUed thereto—had led her to the verge of the abyss—and
" miraexdoxxs escapes " are only for peimy-a-liners, and romancists.
She thought that Mattie was right in binding her solemiUy to
secrecy, and she repeated her promise even more solemnly than
before.
"And in the second place
"
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Mattie paused; she recoiled from the explanation, the trial of
another parting with this girl for whose happiness she was about to
sacrifice herself, and the good name for which she had struggled.
Harriet looked iU and worn now, and she could not teU her all the
news, her heart was too fuU.
" 1 would bathe my hands and face, and go down stairs as soon as
possible. It will prevent suspicion, and you must stand up against
the fatigue for a whUe."
" Yes, yes, I can do that."
" Nothing can be helped now by confession; remember that when
the truth would leap to your Ups in a generous impulse, of which
hereafter you would be sorry. Good-bye now."
Mattie stooped and kissed her—the quivering Ups, the tear-brimmUig eyes, suggested a new trouble, and Harriet detected it at
once.
" There is something new, Mattie—don't deceive me! "
" Very little—you wUl know aU when you get down stairs—be on
your guard—God bless you ! "
And Mattie, feeling her voice deserting her, hurried away. She
went at once to Mr. Hinchford's room. Mr. Hinchford was
becoming fidgety about his breakfast, and walking up and down
discontentedly.
" They'll tell me I'm late again," he was mutteruxg, when Mattie,
sans ceremonie, made her appearance.
"Mr. Hincliford, wUl you let Miss Harriet have that letter at
once ? She's waiting for it."
" And I'm waiting for my breakfast, Mattie—it's reaUy too bad! "
" PU tell Ann; and—and the letter ? "
" You're an odd girl; I'U get it you."
He went into the next room, returning with a letter in his
hand.
" There!"
Mattie dashed at it in her impatience, and tore it into twenty
pieces, which she thrust into the pocket of her dress, lest a fragment of the news shoxUd remain as evidence of Harriet Wesden's
want of judgment.
" I say, my girl, that's not your letter, it's
"
" It's better torn to pieces. Harriet wished it. Sir."
" She—she hasn't had a quarrel with my boy ? "
" No, Sir, to be sure not."
" 1 wonder how much longer he wUl be; there's—there's nothing
further to break to an old man by degrees, Mattie ? "
" Nothmg further. I have a Uttle news to teU you about myself,
that I hope you'll be sorry to hear."
Mr. Hinchford's face assumed that perplexed look to which it had
become prone of late years. Still he was not likely to be very
much troubled—it was only about Mattie!

152

MATTIE: A STEAY.

"I'm going away from nere," Mattie explained in a hurried
manner. " Mr. Wesden wUl teU you the whole story, and it's not to
my credit, looking at it in his Ught. You'U beUeve it, perhaps ? "
she added, wistfully.
" i\Ir. AVesden is not accustomed to exaggeration, Mattie; but I
will not believe anything that is wrong of you."
"• I hope you will not, however proof may seem to go against
me," was the sad remark; "he thinks I'm wrong, and I dare not
explain part, and cannot explain the rest, and so I'm going away
this morniug."
"This morning!"
Mr. Hinchford took a good hard of his stock at this.
" He don't wish me to stop, and I woxdd not if he did," said
?Iattie, proudly, "so we are both of oue mind about my going.
And now, SU," holding out both hands to him, "try aud think
the bcbt of nxe—never mind the desk this morning, that was
nothing, remember—do thuxk weU of one who will never forget
you, and all the kindness you have shown me since I have been
here."
" IMattie, let me go down, and see if I can't set aU this straight,"
said the old geutlemau, moved by Mattie's appeal.
" It could not be done. Sir," said Mattie in reply; " you're very
kind, but I know how much better it is to go. AVhy, Sir, I
have a great hope that they'll think better of me when I am
gone! "
"But—but" And so good-bye. Sir."
The old gentleman shook both her hands, stooped suddenly and
kissed her on the forehead.
" I can't make it &U out, but I'U believe the best, Mattie."
"Thank you—thank you."
The tears were blinding her, so she hastened to the door, pausing
there to add—
" Tell Mr. Sidney—oh ! teU him above aU—to think of me, as I
would think of him, whatever the world said and whoever was
against him. Harriet wUl speak up for me when he has a doubt
of my honesty, and he wUl beUeve her. Don't let my past life
stand between you all and your better thoughts of me—goodbye."
Mattie was gone; she had closed the door behind her, and shut in
Mr. Hinchford, who forgot his breakfast for a whUe in the sudden
news that had been communicated. He was forgetful at times now;
his memory, though he did not care to own it, would betray him
when he least expected it. In the midst of his reverie, a flash of a
new recollection took away his breath, aud brought his hand again
to his inflexible stock.
" Good Heaven!—not that letter, I hope."
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He bustled into the back room, and searched nervously in the
pockets of coats, waistcoats, and trousers about there. A blank
expression settled on his countenance as he drew from the sidepocket of the great coat he had worn yesternight, another letter—
the letter which Mattie had demanded, and he thought that he had
given her.
" God bless me! she's torn up the letter that was given me to
post last night! "
He made a dash down stairs, but Mattie had gone, and the double
mistake could not be rectified.
Mattie had made her final leave-taking by that time. She had
gone straight from Mr. Hinchford's apartments into the shop,
taking up her position on the street-side of the counter facUig Mr.
Wesden.
"I'm—I'm ready to go now. Sir ! "
" Very well. I—I didn't mean you to go in such a hurry; but as
you have looked upon it in that light, why 1 can't stop you. There's
your salary up to the month."
He took it from the little back-shelf and laid it on the counter;
Mattie hesitated for a moment; her face crimsoned, and there was
an impulsive movement to sweep the money to the floor, checked by
a second and better thought.
"Thank you. Sir."
The money was dropped into her pocket; she looked steadUy at
Mr. Wesden meanwhUe.
" 1 shall send for my box when I've found a home," slxe said.
"Let the man take it without being watched; some of you might
like to know what has become of me, and I don't wish that yet
awhile."
" Where do you think of going ? "
"Anywhere I can be trusted," was the unintentional retort. " I
am not particular, and I have a hope that God wUl send a friend to
me. 1 think of going from here to Camberwell to bid one friend
good-bye, at least—what do you think. Sir ? "
" You had better not. She's iU."
" You never said that before! " cried Mattie. " 111 and alone! "
"Harriet will return home when she gets up—she is just UI
enough to be kept very quiet."
" I'll not go to her, then."
Mattie stiU fixed her dark eyes ou Mr. Wesden; that steady,
xuiflinching gaze was making the stationer feel uncomfortable.
" I don't know that there is anything else to say," said Mattie,
after a long pause; " and 1 suppose—you've nothing else to say to
me ? "
" Nothing. Except," he added, after another pause on his part,
" that 1 hope you wUl take care of yourself—that this wiU be a lesson
to you."
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Mattie coloured once more, and took time to reply.
" I woxdd part friends with you" she said at last. " I have been
trying hard to bear everything that you say, remembering past kindness. Tou saved me at the eleventh hour, when I was going back
to ruin—you taught me what was good, and made this place my
home; for you and yours I would do anything in the world that lay
in my power. BUT ! " she cried, her face kindUng and her eyes
flashing, "if it had been anyone else who had spoken to me
as you have done, who had cast such cruel slander at me, and
beUeved in nothing but my vUeness, I—I think I should have
kUledhUn!"
Mr, Wesden had never seen Mattie in a passion before; her
frenzy alarmed him, and he backed against the drawers behind him
lest she should attempt some mischief. His confidence in the righteousness of his cause was more shaken also; but he did not
know how to express it, having been ever a man whose ideas
came slowly.
"Up stairs, a Uttle whUe ago, Mr. Wesden," continued Mattie,
" I thought that we were qxuts with each other—that casting me
back to the streets made amends for the rescue from them years ago.
I thought almost that I could afford to hate you—but you must
forgive me that—I was not myself then! I know better now; and
if I go back alone and friendless, stUl I take with me aU the good
thoughts which the latter years have given me, and no misfortune is
likely to rob me of."
"But—but
"
" But this is strange talk in a woman who cannot account for
missing property, and keeps out aU lught," said Mattie; " you can't
think any better of me now—some day you wiU. Good-bye, Sir—
may I shake hands with you ? "
" I—I don't bear any maUce, Mattie. I—I wish you weU, girl,"
he stammered, as he held forth his hand.
Mattie's declamation had cowed him, softened him. He was the
man of the past, who had faith in her, and whom late events had
not changed so much. He thought it might be a mistake just then—
he did not know—^he xmderstood nothing—his brain was in a whirl.
Mattie shook hands with him, and then went away without
another word. Outside in the streets the traffic was thickeiung—it
was Saturday morning, when people sought the streets in greater
numbers. Mattie's sUght form was soon lost iu the surging stream
of human Ufe; Mr. AVesden, who had foUowed her to the door,
noticed how soon she was submerged.
Five years ago he had taken her from the streets—a stray. Again
in her womanhood, at his wish, he had cast her back to them a stray
stiU—nothing more!
A stray whom no one would claim as chUd, sister, friend; who
went away characterless in a world ever ready to beUeve the worst.
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She had spoken of her strength to do battle now alone, but
she did not know with what enemies she had to fight, or what
deadly weapons to encounter; watching her from that shop door,
she looked Uttle more than the chUd God had once prompted him to
save.
He could have run after her again, as in the old times, and cried
" Stop! "—he could have taken her to his heart agaux, and began
anew with her, sinking the incomprehensible bygones for ever.
But he moved not; and Mattie, the stray, drifted from his home,
and went away to seek her fortunes.

END OF THE THIED BOOK.
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BOOK lY
'WANT

PLACES.

CHAPTER I.
" ONE-AND-TWENTY."

MATTIE'S box was fetched away from Great Suffolk Street; the
man who caUed for it brought a note to Aun Packet, which she
found a friend to read for her later in the day. It did not furnish
Aun Packet with her address—"AVlien I am settled, Ann," she
promised, quoting her words on that morning of departure, " and I
am very xmsettled yet awhUe."
Poor Ann Packet, who had looked forward to paying sundry
flying visits to Mattie, and upon spending her holiday once a month
with her, moumed over this evasion of Mattie's—" Won't she trust
even in me, or think of me a bit ? " she said.
I n Mattie's letter was enclosed a smaUer one to Harriet Wesden,
who xmderstood the coup d'etat which had ensued by that time, and
was agitated and xmhappy concernuxg it. This was Mattie's letter
to Harriet Wesden, in extenso :—
"Keep your promise, dearest Harriet—never forget that your
happiness, and that of others, depend upon it. Do not think that I
have taken the blame or am a victun—it is not only for my actions
of that night that 1 have gone away. Sooner or later, it must have
come. God bless you !—I hope to see you again soon. Your letter
to Sidney is destroyed."
Harriet pondered over this missive. For weeks she became more
thoughtful, and aroused fresh anxiety in her father—for weeks went
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on an unknown and fierce struggle to break axvay from her promise
and tell aU.
She had been afraid of the revelation, and wlxat woxdd be said and
thought about it; she had seen her innocence construed as halfconsent, and herself set down as an accomplice in Mr. Darcy's plot;
she had feared of losing the esteem and confidence of all who uow
respected her. But when Mattie had been sent away for keeping
out all night—and though she had not heard the story, she guessed
of whom Mattie had been ux search—her sense of justice, her lo^ e
for Mattie, led her more than once to the verge of the revelation.
Keeping her own secret was one thing, but the blame to rest on
auother was very different, and despite her promise—into which she
had been entrapped as it were—the avowal was ever trembUixg on
her lips.
After aU, it was but the truth to confess—her father and mother
would believe her; and if Sidney Hinchford turned away, why surely
there was nothing to grieve at in that—she could not have loved
Sidney, or that letter would never have been written to him! And
yet let it be recorded here, Harriet Wesden's main incentive to keep
her secret close was for Sidney Hinchford's sake. It tortured her
to thiuk that she should have ever entertained one feeling of love
or liking for the Mr. Darcy who had sought her humUiation; the
shock to her pride had not only turned her utterly away from Mr.
Darcy, but the very contrast he presented to young Hinchford,
had aroused the old, or given birth to a new affection for the
latter.
She valued Sidney Hinchford at his just due at last; she understood his patience, energy, and love; how he had been working for
her from his boyhood, and what would have been the effect to him
of losing her. She had made up her mind, wlxen he returned, to
give him all her heart, and sustain him by her love against those
secret cares which lately had been shadowuxg him. She believed
that her secret was for ever shut away from the light—but keepingit under lock and key would be better for Sidney, whose trust in
her was so implicit. He had always believed in her devotion to
himself; why should she break in upon that dream, now she felt
that all girlish foUies were over xvith her, and she had become a
staid woman, whose hope was to be his wife ?
She was consoled by Mattie's letter: " It is not only for my
actions of that night that I have gone away. Sooner or later it
must have come."
Mattie, ever a deep thuxker, considered it best also—by her
confession, even Mattie would be unhappy; so Harriet kept her
secret for everybody's sake, and made her last mistake in life.
Mattie and she had both regarded the subject from a narrow point
of view, and were wrong; the best intentioned people are wrong
sometimes, and from young women, with their heads disturbed
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concernuxg young men, we do not anticipate the judgment of
Solomon.
Harriet Wesden felt secure—knowing not of the letter in Mr.
Hinchford's coat, of Mr. Hinchford's mistake and Mattie's. And
yet the chances were now against the revelation, thanks to the
treacherous memory of the old gentleman. He had mentioned his
error in the coxmting-house to his employers the same day, and met
with a reprimand and a supercUious shrug of the shoulders—"It
was Uke old Hinchford," one partner muttered to another, and there
the subject ended for a whUe. Mr. Hinchford went home, resolving
to restore the letter to Harriet Wesden, took the letter from his
pocket and put it on the bed-room mantelpiece, to keep the matter
in his remembrance untU he saw Harriet again.
There for two days the letter remained, tUl Ann Packet in
dusting the room knocked it on the floor, picked it up and placed
it on the dressing-glass, where Mr. Hinchford found it, and rather
absently shut it in the looking-glass drawer, as a safe place; and
then the letter passed completely out of recoUection, there being a
great deal to trouble his mind just then.
For they were not kind to him at his business, expected too much
from him, and made no aUowance for an old servant; and above aU,
and before aU, the boy's birthday was drawing near—it was three
days before Harriet Wesden's—and there was no sign of Sidney
Hinchford on his way towards him.
By that time Mr. Wesden had foxmd a customer for his business,
which was to change hands early in February; and in February what
would become of him, and whither shoxdd he go himseK ? thought Mr.
Hinchford. Good gracious ! he would have to change his residence,
and his son perhaps never be able to find him! A horrid thought,
which only lasted tiU he thought of his son's business address, but
whilst it lasted, a trying one.
When the bUthday of Sidney Hinchford came round in January,
the father grew excited; talked of his son at business all day. and
worried the clerks about his son's accompUshmeuts; returned in the
evening to harass Mr. AA'esden, always at his post behind the
coxmter, for the few more days remaining of his business Ufe.
" I have brought a bottle of wine home with me in the hope of
the lad's return," said ]\L. Hinchford, placing that Ixxsury on the
counter; "his one and twentieth year must not pass without our
wishing bon voyage to his manhood. You and I, Mr. Wesden, wiU
at least drink his health to-night."
"Very weU."
" I'U come and keep you company after tea, in the back parlour,
Wesden, and we'U have a long talk about my boy and your girl.
There should have been a formal betrothal to-iUght, with much
rejoicuxg afterwards. To think of his beuxg one and twenty to-day,
aud awayfronxus ! "
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" It must seem odd to you. Perhaps he'll come back to-night."
" That's wlxat I have been thuxking, Wesden. I fancy if he were
near his return journey he would make a push for it to-iught, knowing the old father's wishes. I fancy, do you know, that if I had
been your daughter
"
"AVeU—wlxat of h e r ? "
" If I had been Harriet, I should have remembered this day, and
looked in for a few moments."
"Her mother don't grow stronger; she is fidgety when she is
away, and the servant we have is not of much use."
"Then Harriet might have written, wishing him many happy
retxu'us of the day, or have come to congratxdate me upon having
such a son grown to man's estate."
Having expressed this opimon, Mr. Huxchford went up stairs to
the tea which Ann Packet had prepared for him—spent an hour
after tea in putting the room to rights, opening Sidney's desk and
Ughting the table-lamp at tlxe side thereof.
" Now, if he come home, and there's work to be done—and if it's
to be done, his one-and-twentieth birthday will not stop it—there's
everything ready to begin ! "
He went down stairs to join Mr. Wesden ux the parlour—the
news-boy was perched on the chair in the shop, keeping guard over
the goods that night—and found Harriet Wesden seated at the
fireside.
" Why, it's aU comuxg true," cried the old gentleman, seizmg both
hands of Harriet, and shaking them up and down, " and he's comiug
home!"
"Have you thought so, too?" asked Harriet.
" Well, I have hoped so, at aU events; and it seems as if we were
waiting for him now, and he must come. But don't talk too much
about that, please," he said, with his characteristic tug at his stock,
" or I shall feel as if something had happened wlxen he keeps away.
But we'U drink the boy's health, at aU events, God bless him! and
we'U have a game at whist, three and a dummy, and make quite a
party of it in our little way. Sid one-and-twenty, Wesden! by all
that's glorious it's a fine thing to have a son come to maturity ! "
Wine glasses were produced—even a pack of cards, a bran new
pack from the stock—and Sid's health was drunk very quietly,
without any musical honours, but very heartUy for all that.
And five minutes after the health had been drunk, Sidney
Hinchford, portmanteau in hand, entered the shop, and walked
straight into the parlour.
" I said he'd come!" exclaimed the father. " Many happy
returns of the day, you runaway! God bless you, my boy, and
grant you health and happiness! "
He wound up his wishes by kissing him as though he had been a
girl. Sidney blushed, and laughed at his father's impulsiveness, and
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then turned to his two remaining friends with whom he shook hands
—we need not add with whom the longer time.
"Finish your game at whist," he said; " I must not spoU the
harmony of the evening. Here, shall I take dummy ? "
" If you Uke. But we want to know
"
"Presently you shaU know all—let us relapse into our old
positions, just as if 1 had never been away, for a whUe. How's
Mattie—where is she ? "
All three looked somewhat blankly at him. Mattie's departure,
and the reasons which had actuated it, were more or less a mystery,
and diffiexdt of explanation.
Mr. AA^esden acted as spokesman.
" I anx sorry to say she has gone away under very disagreeable
circumstances."
" Gone away!—Mattie! "
"Your father can teU you all about it some other time," said Mr.
Wesden. " I don't thuxk we need spoU the evening by a long, sad
story."
" Yes, but, dash it! disagreeable circumstances," said Sidney—
" t h a t ' s an awkward phrase and don't sound affectionate.
But,
xmtil to-morrow, we'U postpone aU detaUs. I'U take dummy and be
your partner, Harriet."
"VeryweU."
He did not know whether it were better to be Harriet's partner,
or to be her father's, and sit by Harriet's side—that matter had always
perplexed him the few times he had played at whist with them.
I t seemed somewhat strange his playing at whist at all that
night—his arriving from a long joumey, tired and travel-worn,
as evident from his looks, and immediately sitting down to cards,
as though there were an infatuation in the game, which under
no circumstances it was in his power to resist. Harriet Wesden
thought it strange at least, and now and then furtively regarded
him. He played whist well, as he did everything weU he
undertook—but his heax-t was not in the game, and more than
once, as he held the cards, close to his classes, in the old nearsighted fashion, Harriet fancied that the face assumed a troubled
expression. The game at whist was over at last, and with it Sidney
Hinchford's power of endurance.
" N o w that is over, I think I'U teU you a story. I don't
know three people in the world so weU entitled to have the
first hearing of it. I'U ask you. Sir," turning to his father, " t o
give me courage, aud see that 1 do not give way ? "
Mr. Hinchford senior stared, as well he might, at this—it
placed him in a new position, and braced his nerves aecordincly.
Sidney had resolved upou these tactics on his homeward route;
there was no chance of breaking his news graduaUy—the world
would be talkuig of it ere morning.
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" I always hated dodging a truth," said Sidney, sturdily; " it's a
bad habit, and don't answer.
It's sneaking—isn't it, Mr.
Wesden ? "
" Well—yes."
" If there's good luck coming, go to meet it—if there's disappointment, which you can't avoid, let it meet you, and not fiud
you hiding away from the inevitable. Wlxy, that's Uke a
baby! "
" T o be sure it is," said the father; "wait a moment; I'm not a
bit nervous about this ; I'll see that you keep firm, my boy, but I'll
just unfasten this buckle behind my neck a moment. Now,
then ! "
" When I was one-and-twenty, there seemed reason to beUeve in
a partnership in my masters' firm—my masters took a fancy to me
when I was a lad, and very much obliged to them I was for it. By
that hope in prospective," suddenly turning to Harriet AVesden, and
leaning over the table towards her with a very anxious look upon
his face, " I was led, Harriet, to think too much of you—to enter
into a half-engagement, or a whole one, or a something that kept me
ever thinking of you, hoping for you. AVhen I was one-and-twenty,
I was to come to your father, and say, ' I am in a good position of
life—may I consider Harriet as my future wife ? '•—he was to refer
me to you if satisfied with my prospects, and you were—well, I did
hope very much that you were then to say, ' Yes,' in real earnest.
All this, a pretty story, foolish for me to believe in—but a story
ended now in an ugly fashion. Mr. Wesden," veering suddenly
round to the stationer, " my prospects in life are infamously bad;
my employers are bankrupts, and my services will not be required
after this day month ! "
Mr. Hiuchford fiung himself back in his chair with a crash that
brought the top rail off,—Sidney turned at once to him, and laid his
hand upon his arm.
" With my father to give me courage, 1 can bear this ! "
" That's—that's—that's well, my lad. Keep strong—oh ! Lord
have mercy upon us!—keep strong, my boy ! "
" 1 have been fighting hard to get the firm straight—I have been
abroad to the foreign branch, working night and day there, my last
chance and my employers' I had a hope once of success, till the
markets fell suddenly, and swamped everything; our weakness could
not stand against anything new and unforeseen, aud so we—
smashed! It will oe all over town to-morrow—but it was a good
fight whilst it lasted."
" It's very unfortunate news," said Mr. Wesdeu.
" I ' m not afraid for myself," said Sidney, proudly; " I think that
with time, and health—ah ! I must uot forget that—I shall work my
way somewhere, and to something in good time. But I shan't climb to
greatness all of a sudden; and it may happen that at forty—eveu
11
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fifty years of age—I may be no better off than I am now. That I'm
disappointed is natural enough, for I know money's value, and perhaps it was a Uttle too near my heart, and this is my lesson; but the
disappointment of losing you, Harriet—of giving up that chance, as
any honourable man shoxdd—is the one loss which staggers me, and
will be the hardest to surmount. I thought that I woxdd make a
clean breast of it, and begin my one-and-twentieth year free, as landagents say, of aU encumbrances."
It was a poor attempt at faceties—a very weak effort to carry
things off with a high hand, Uke a Hinchford. But he played his
part weU; he did not break down; he confessed his inability
to keep a wife, or think of a wife, and he spoke out Uke one
who had reached man's estate, and felt strong to bear man's
troubles.
Mr. Wesden stared at Sidney long after he had concluded, and a
pause had foUowed the outburst; Harriet Wesden, with a heightened
colour, looked down at her white hands so tightly clasped together
in her lap, and thought that it was a strange explanation—a strange
hour for an explanation which he might have chosen his time to give
to her alone. Surely she might have been offered an opportunity of
giving an answer also, and spared that embarrassment with which
his thoughtlessness had afflicted her. Could her father answer for
her, as weU as for himself!
Mr. Wesden deUvered his reply, after several moments' grave
deUberation.
" Mr. Sidney," said he, " I always did hate anything kept back,
and doubted the honesty of anybody keeping it. The truth, however hard it may be to teU, wiU always bear the Ught upou it, I'm
incUned to think."
Harriet winced.
" And you've spoken fair," he continued, " and given her up Uke
a man. Now let her answer for herself; if she don't mind waiting
tiU you're able to keep her—tUl you're forty or fifty, as you say," he
added, drUy, "why, I shan't stand in opposition. The longer the
engagement, the longer she'U be my daughter. There, can I put it
in a fairer Ught than that ? "
Sidney's harangue, or Sidney's father's port-wine, had rendered
Mr. Wesden magnanimous as weU as loquacious that evening; or
else, in business, his better nature was developing anew.
Now to such an answer as this, one can imaguxe Sidney Hinchford
starting to his feet and wringuxg Mr. Wesden's hand, or turning
suddeiUy to Harriet aud looking earnestly, almost beseechingly, in
her dfrection. On the contrary, he remained sUent and moody; Mr.
Wesden's answer was xmprepared for, and his compliment to his
straightforwardness brought a colour to Sidney's cheek—for, after
all, he was keeping something back !
There was a pamfid sUence, broken at last by a low and faltering
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voice, the musical murmur of which drew Sidney's eyes towards her
at last.
" Has Mr. Sidney the patience to wait for me, or care for a long
engagement, of which he may eventually tire ? "
" Patience—care for an engagement! " he almost shouted.
" Then, when he asks me again," said Harriet, " I wUl give him
my answer. But," with an arch smUe towards him, " I wUl wait tUl
I am asked."
"Bless you, my dear girl!" exclaimed old Hinchford, " I feel
like a father to you already; as for waiting, every true boy and girl
will wait for each other—why shouldn't they, if they love one
another, eh, Sid ?"
His hand came heavily on Sid's shoxdder, and knocked off his son's
glasses.
" Ah ! v/hy shouldn't they, if they are sure of love lasting all the
long time between engagement and marriage ? Harriet! dear
Harriet! " he exclaimed, " I will ask you presently."
" When the old fogies are out of the way, and the courtship
can be carried on in the recondite style," cried his elated father;
" a sly dog this, who wiU not be embarrassed by witnesses—eh,
Wesden?"
AVesden gave a short laugh—a double-knock species of laugh, in
which he indulged when more than usually hUaiious.
" Ah! that is it! " he said; " and as for waiting, why
Mrs. Wesden and I are an old couple, and mayn't keep you
waiting so long as you fancy, Sidney. It isn't much money,
but-^"
"That will do. Sir," said Sidney, hastUy; " I must support my
wife, not let my wife support me. Harriet," turning to the daughter
with an impetuosity almost akin to fierceness, " is it not time to
return to Camberwell ? "
" Oh ! ho !—do you hear that, Wesden ? " cried the father.
Mr. Hinchford had forgotten the downfall of his son's airbuUt castle, in the happiness which he believed would make
amends for it to Sidney. And if Sidney were content—why, he
was.
Harriet was glad of an excuse to escape. Two old gentlemen
talkuxg of love afi'airs—her love aft'airs—before the suitor, was
scarcely fair, and her position was not enviable. And besides that,
Sidney Hinchford's manner had not been comprehensible, and required explanation; she could almost believe that he did not desire
an engagement; there was so little of the impassioned lover in his
new demeanour. There was a mystery, and she would be glad to
have it dissipated.
Harriet weut away, escorted by her lover, and the two fathers
drew their chairs closer to the fire and drank the health of the happy
couple as they went out at the door.
11—2
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" This is a proud day for you and me, to have such chUdren, and
to see them growuxg up fonder and fonder of each other every day—
eh, Wesden ? "
" Yes. I have been uneasy about Harriet, and leaving her alone
in the world. She wUl be always happy with him, aud have a good
protector."
" That she wUl. How the little girl would have clapped her hands
at this !"
" What Uttle girl ? " asked Wesden.
"Why, Mattie, to be sure,—Mattie, who used to play the mother
almost to those two, her seniors, and be always as interested as a
mother in making a match between them."
"Ah!—Mattie!—yes!"
Mr. Wesden looked about for his pipe and his pipe-lights on the
mantelpiece.
Mr. Hinchford drew his favourite meerschaum from his coatpocket. The two old men faced each other, and began to smoke
vigorously.
" I wonder where that girl has got to ? " suggested Hinchford.
" It's impossible to say. In good hands, I hope."
" I ' d lay a heavy wager that she knows whose birthday it is today," commented Mr. Hinchford; " she was a girl who never forgot
anything."
" All—perhaps so !"
" And I think she might have cleared up the fog, if you had waited
a bit, Wesden."
"Why didu't she, if she could ? "
" I don't know. I promised to believe in her, and somehow
I do."
" Can anything in the world account for a girl her age being out
aU night ? " said Wesden.
" Ah! that looks bad—I can't get over that! " said Mr. Hiuchford, giving his head one sorrowful shake.
Poor Mattie !—poor stray ! whose actions, the best and most unselfish, were not to be accoxmted for, or done justice to Ux this
world.
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CHAPTER II.

SIDNEY HINCHFOED escorted Harriet Wesden home to Camberwell. A most unromautic walk down the Newington Causeway—
sacred to milliners and counter-skippers—the Walworth Road,
CamberweU Road, and streets branching thence to melancholy suburbs—and yet a walk that was the happiest in the Uves of these two,
though looked back upon in after years through tear-dimmed eyes,
and sighed for by hearts that had been sorely wrung. Sxich a walk
as most of us may have taken once in life—seldom more than once
—a walk away from sober realism into fairy-land, where everything
apart from love was a something to be utterly despised, and where
love first rose to fill our souls with promise. What if the story
ended abruptly, and the waking came, and one or two of us fell
heavily to earth—we did uot die of the wounds, and we see now that
the fall was the best thing that could have happened for us. We
look back at the past, and regret uot the sunshine that dazzled us
there.
And yet there was a stern story to relate, and Sidney had escorted
Harriet Wesden home, believing in the darkness rather than the
light upon his way. He went forth regarding life literally, and he
found himself, after a while, in the land of romance, wherein sober
existence had no dweUing-plaee.
Let him tell the story in his own way.
Harriet and Sidney had not proceeded a long distance together
before he began.
" I think that I must have puzzled you very much, Kaniet,
by this evening's behaviour—by the way iu which I received
your kindness—more than kindness. There was a reason, and I
am going to explain it."
" I s it worth explanation?" asked Harriet.
" 1 think so—you shall judge. It is an explanation that I
cannot give my father, for it would break his heart, I think,
with the long suspense which would follow it."
" So serious an explanation as that, Sidney ? "
"Yes. Is it not odd that, with my character for straightforwardness, 1 should have been all my life keeping back the
tmth ?"
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"From him^for his sake, only, Sidney ? "
"Perhaps for my own—to save myself from a host of inqxdsitive
questions, and an attention that would irritate rather than soothe—
I am a very selfish man."
" I don't believe that yet awhUe."
" When I came home to-night, I had no other hope than that you
aud your father woxdd consider that I had not made good my claim
to become a favoured suitor, and that there was nothing left me but
to make inj statement and withdraw my rash pretensions. You will
pardon me, Harriet, but it had never struck me that you were strong
enough, or—pardon me agaux—that you had ever loved me well
enough to attempt a sacrifice."
" 1 was a gUl—very vain and frivolous—you were right."
" I come back to find you altered very much, Harriet. I find the
old reserve that piqued my pride no longer there, and, instead, a
something newer and more frank, a something that says, 'Trust me.'
Is that a true reading ? "
" Yes," she murmured.
" I am vain enough to believe ux the heart growuxg fonder during
my absence—though I have always fancied the experiment full of
danger for the absent one. Say that the heart has done so—
or that I did not understand you. StUl the effect was the same,
or I shoxdd not have the courage to tell you the great secret
of my Ufe. If I beUeved that you did not love me, or that you
had ever loved any oue else, I woxdd not venture to put you to this
test."
Harriet hung down her head, and her heart beat rapidly; the old
story was before her, and his very words seemed now to forbid its
revelation. His firm, self-reliant nature had never swerved from her,
and he judged others by himself. His was a love that had begun
from boyhood, and grown with his growth; should she raise the first
suspicion against her by telUng him all, when it was in her power—
and orUy in her power—to make him happy, to make amends for all
by her new love for him ? Let him test her how he liked now, she
was a woman who looked at life seriously, and the foUies of her
youth were over!
They walked on sUently for a while; they weut ou together, playing their love-dream out, and oblivious of the matter-of-fact world
hustUng them iu thefr progress.
" This is the love test—and it must be a strange pure love to exist
after I have told all," he said.
" Do you doubt me, Sidney, already ? "
" I cannot teU. I cannot," he added, more passionately, "believe
in any affection strong and deep enough to last; but I can forgive,
and consider natural, any love that turns to pity at the truth. Do
you comprehend me ? "
" Scarcely."
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"Well, then—I am going blind!"
An awfxd and unexpected revelation, which took her breath away,
and seemed for an uistant to stop her heart beating.
"Oh! Sidney—my poor Sidney—it cannot be ! "
" Sooner or later, Harriet, it must be; mine is a hopeless case,"
he answered; " with care, and less night work, and quiet—that last
means absence from aU mental excitement—1 may go on for a few
years more; the last physician whom I have consulted even thinks
he can give me ten years' grace. Now in ten years, ten of the best
years of a young man's life, I ought to save, and 1 hope to save
sufficient to live upou. I may be over-sanguine, but if I get a good
foothold I will try. And now where Uves the girl who wiU accept a
ten years' engagement, with the chance of a beggar or a bUnd man
at the end of it ? "
Harriet pressed his arm.
"Here," she answered.
" You wUl! There is the faith to wait, the courage to endure,
and the love to sustain me. You are not afraid ? "
" No—I have no fear," repUed Harriet, warmly. " God knows
that I have changed very much, and only lately learned to understand myself. I do not fear, Sidney, for I—I have learned to love
you, and, by comparison, to see how noble and high-principled you
are. But oh! U' 1 were but more worthy of you, and your deep
love for me! "
" AVorthy!" he echoed; " why, what have I done to deserve
a life's devotion to me, save to love you, which was the most
natural thing in the world ? What have I ever done to deserve the
happiness of winning your love—a long-legged, near-sighted gawky
like me!—and such a love as shruiks not from the dark prospect
ahead, but will disperse it by its brightness, and keep me from
despairing. Why, in ten years time we shall not be an old couple—
I snail only be one-and-thirty, and you but inne-and-twenty. When
the Ught goes out," he added, solemidy, " you wUl place your hand
in mine to make amends for it, and begin my new happiness by the
xvife's companionship ; shaU I be so very much to be pitied then, I
wonder ? "
" I hope not, Sid."
She had not called him by that name since he was a boy, and his
heart thrilled at it, and took fresh hope from it.
"All this on my part, I know is very selfish," he said. " I
have told you already that I am a selfish man, to wish that
your youth and beauty and love should be sacrificed to my affliction. I did not think of gaining them; 1 was content to pass
away from you, and see you allied to one more deserving, more
fitting, than myself; even now, I wUl go away resigned, thinking
you are right to give me up, if but one doubt linger at your
heart."

168

MATTIE: A STEAY.

" Not one," was the firm answer.
" I can bear all now—afterwards, a doubt would strike me down
—remember that."
" Trust iu me, Sid—ever."
" I will."
The hand that had rested on his ax-nx was held in his now, and they
walked on together, with their hearts as fuU of happiness as though
bUndness were a trUUng calamity, scarcely worth considering under
the circumstances.
Sidney had pictured so dark a prospect ahead, that this sudden
change made all bright, and Harriet Wesden was happy in being
able to prove that her love was unselfish and strong. She did not
believe that she had ever loved any one else then—she knew that
hers was a different and more intense affection, somethiixg that felt
like love, and that nothing in the world could destroy. Mr. Darcy
was but a phantom, far back in the mists—his own dark efforts hacl
utterly extinguished every ray of romance, in the false light of which
he had luridly shone. Strengthened by her new love, she could iiave
broken her promise to Mattie, and told all then, trusting in him to
see the trutli, and believe in her henceforth; but he had spoken of
the danger of excitement to him, and once again—once for all
—went the story back, never to hover on the brink of discovery
again!
It was a strange courtship—that of Sidney Hinchford and Harriet's
—but they were happy. The calamity was in the distance, and their
hearts were young and sti-ong. Both had faith then—and of the
chances and changes of life it was not natural to dwell upon, after
the one avowal had been uttered.
" Then it is an engagement," he had asked hoarsely, and she had
answ^ered " Yes," with his own frankness and boldness; and thus
the path ahead seemed bright enough.
Outside the suburban retreat of the Wesdens Sidney Hinchford
had a little sti'uggle with duty aud incUnation—conquering iucUnation with that strong will of his.
"I'll go back to the old gentleman," he said at last; "he is
scarcely used to my reappearance yet, and a Uttle makes him nervous.
Good-bye, love."
i
A lover's parting at the iron gate, to the intense edification of the
potman coming up the street with the nine o'clock beer; and then
Sidney tore himself homewards, thinking what a happy fellow he
was, and how the business disappointments of life had been softened
by the events that had followed them. The future could not be dark
with Harriet; before this he had become resigned to his calamity,
bent his strong mind to regard it as inevitable; now there was
to come happuiess with it, and he would be more than content, he
thought.
He was soon back in Suffolk Street. Mr. Wesden was Ux the
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shop talking to a short, thia man with a saUow complexion, a hooked
nose, bright black eyes, and straight hair; a man dressed ia black,
with a rusty satin stock of the same colour, secured by an oldfasliioned brooch of gold wire, in the shape of a heart.
" And her name was Mattie, you say ? "
" That was the name she caUed herseU", and went always by in this
house."
" And you don't know her whereabouts ? "
" I haven't an idea."
" But you thiuk she has gone wrong, don't yon ? " the man asked
with no small eagerness.
' " WeU, 1 hope not; but I thmk so."
" Who ? Mattie! " cried Sidney, suddeidy thrustmg himself into
the convereation; "our Mattie—that be—hanged!'"
He checked himself in time to save scandalising the ears of the
gentleman in black, who twfrled roxmd with a teetotum velocity
aud faced him.
" What do you know of her, young man ? " he asked abruptly.
" What do you want to know for ? " was the rejoinder.
" I wish to find her—I am very anxious to find her."
" I hope you may, if it's for her good."
" Her moral and spiritual good. Sir—without a doubt."
" You can't improve her. There isn't a better or more unselfish
girl in the world! "
" What! " screamed the man in black.
"Not a better girl, I verUy believe. I haven't heard the reasons
for her departure yet," he said, looking at'Mr. AA'esden; " but they're
good ones, or I was never more mistaken in my Ufe."
" You are mistaken," said Mr. Wesden; '" I've tried to think the
best of Mattie, but I can't. There are no honest reasons for her
conduct, or she would have told me."
Sidney Hinchford paused.
" It must be very unreasonable conduct then," said Sidney, " and
she must have changed very much during my absence from this
house. But, upou my soul!"' he exeiiximed vehemently, " I shan't
believe any harm in her, for one ! "
The stranger regarded Sidney Hinchford attentively, then said—
" You need not have brought your soul into question. Sir. Pledge
that in God's service—nothing else."
" Oh! " said Sidney, taken aback at the reproof.
"You speak warmly; and somehow I've a hope of her not being
very bad—of reclaiming her by my own e&ruest eff'orts. Young
man, I will thauk you."
He stretched forth an ungloved hand, which Sidney took—a hard
hand, that gripped Sid forcibly and made him wince a Uttle.
" You ail seem in doubt, more or less," he said; "and that
gives me hope. Mr. AA'esden and you don't agree in opUdon,
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and that's somethuig. Who's that white-haired man I see in the
parlour ? "
" That's my father. Sir," said Sidney, smUing at the sudden
curiosity evinced.
" Does he know anything about her ? "
" Not so much as myself," said Mr. Wesden.
" Have you asked the servant—if you keep oue ? "
" I have asked her everything, and she knows nothing," repUed
the stationer.
" Then I'll go. I think I shaU find her yet, mind you," he said,
in an excited manner. " I'm not a man to give up in a hurry, when
I've taken an idea in my head. I've been sixteen years looking for
that gfrl!"
" Are you a relation ? " asked Sidney.
" Her father."
"Indeed!"
The stranger began hammering the counter with his hard hand,
tiU the money in the tiU underneath rattled agaux. He began
to take smaU leaps iu the air, also, during the progress of his
harangue.
"Her father—a poor man reclaimed from error, and knowing
what it is to walk uprightly. A man who has, he trusts, done some
good in his day—a man who now sets himself the task of finding
that daughter he neglected once. And I'U find her and reclaim her
•—God wUl show me the way, I think. And you shaU see her again,
a shining light in the midst of ye—a brand from the burnmg, a
credit to me ! There's hope for her yet. Good night."
And very abruptly the gentleman in black leaped out of the shop
and disappeared.
" That's an odd fish," remarked Sidney
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CHAPTER III.
A FLYING VISIT TO NUMBEE THIETY-FOUE.

BEFOEE Mr. Wesden hadfiixaUydisposed of his bushxess in Great
Suft'olk Street, he met with his greatest trouble in tlxe loss of the
companion, helpmate, wife, who had struggled with him for many
years from indigence to moderate competence. Mrs. Wesden's
health had been failing for some time, but her loss was still as unprepared for, and the husband bent lower and walked more feebly
when his better half—his better self—was taken from him in his
latter days.
" You have stUl me, remember," said Harriet, when the undemonstrative nature gave way, and he sobbed like a child at his
isolation; and he had answered, " Ah! you musn't desert me yet
awhile—^you must comfort me," and refused to be comforted for
many a long day. His character even altered once more—as
characters alter in all cases, except in novels; and though the
abruptness remained, and the silent fits were of longer duration, he
became less harsh in his judgments, and more easily influenced for
good. This was evident one day, when after an intense study of the
fire before which he sat, he burst forth with—
" I wonder if I acted well by Mattie—poor Mattie, who would be
so sorry to hear all the sad news that has happened since she left
us."
Harriet, who had always taken Mattie's part to the verge of her
own confession, ansvi'ered warmly,
"No, we all acted very badly—very cruelly. AVhen she comes
again, as she wUl, I feel assujed—I hope she wUl forgive us,
father."
" Forgive us ? "
Mr. Wesden had not arrived at that pitch of kuxd consideration yet,
but Mattie's departure and long silence were troubles to him when
he was left to think of the past, and of the business from which he
had at last retired in earnest.
The shop had changed proprietors, and the Hinchfords, father and
son, had removed their furniture from Mr. AA'^esden's first floor to a
little house Camberwell way, also. A very smaU domicile had this
careful couple decided upou for their suburban retreat—one of a row
of houses that we may designate Chesterfield Terrace, and the rents
of which were two-and-tweuty pounds per annum.
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Mr. Hinchford, we have already premised, had somewhat lofty
notions, which adversity had kept in check, rather thau subdued.
The removal to Chesterfield Terrace was a blow to him. The rooms
Ux Great Suffolk Street had been only borne with, scarcely resigned
to; but though he had lived there many years, he had never considered himself as "settled down"—merely x-esting by the way,
before he marched off to independence and the old Hinchford state.
It had been a mythical dream, perhaps, until Sidney's star rose iu tlxe
ascendant, and then he had quickly built his castles iu the air, aud
bided his time more sauguinely. Wheu'that vision faded in its turn,
the old gentleman was sorely tried ; only his son's strategy in feigning to require consolation had turned him away from, his own
regrets to thoughts of how to make ihem less Ught for—the
BOY.

But 34, Chesterfield Terrace, Chesterfield Road, Camberwell New
Road, was a blow to him. The air was fresher thau in Great Suffolk
Street, the large market gardens at the back of his house were
pleasant in aU seasons, except the cabbage season; there were three
bed-rooms, two parlours, a wash-house at the back, aud a long strip
of garden, constituting a house and premises that were solely and
wholly theirs, and entitled them to the glorious privilege of electing
a member for incorruptible Lambeth; but the change was not aU
that Mr. Hinchford had looked forward to for so many years,
and he grew despondent, and fancied that it could never be better
now.
The Hmchfords had taken into their service Ann Packet, of workhouse origux, and undiscoverable parentage; she had pleaded to be
constituted their servant, at any wages, or no wages at all, raflxer
than at her time of Ufe to be sent forth in search of fresh faces and
new homes.
At this period, Mr. Wesden had required a servant also, and Ann
Packet had begged Sidney Hinchford to engage her at once, before
she shoxdd be asked to continue iu the old service.
" AVhat! tired of them ? " Sidney had said, with some surprise.
" They gave me warnmg," replied Ann, somewhat sullenly^ " and
I accepts the same. They turned poor Mattie away without warning
at all, and I never forgives 'em that, SU."
" Ah! you are orr Mattie's side too, Ann ? "
" There never was a girl who thought so little of herself, and so
much of others ! " cried Ann, " or who desarved less to be sent out
into the streets. I gave up the Wesdens after that. Sir."
" But Miss Harriet is Mattie's champion also, and wiU defend her
to the death, Ann:"
" And will she be a Wesden all her life. Sir ? " asked Ann Packet,
with an archness for which she was only that once remarkable.
Ann Packet became domestic servant at 34, Chesterfield Terrace,
then, and congratxUated herself on the kitchen being level with the
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parlours, which was good for her ankles, and spared her breath
ooiisiderably.
Meanwhile the shadows were stealing on towards the Hinchford
dwelliug-plaee; Sidney's month in service with his old employers had
been extended to two months, after which the firm, utterly shattered
by adversity, was to dissolve itself into its component atoms,
and be never heard of more in the busy streets east of Temple
Bar.
Sidney, it need scarcely be said, had not sat idle daring tlxe time;
he had "looked keenly round him for a change of clerkship. His
employers had interested themselves in a way not remarkable in
employers, towards securing him a foothold in other and more stable
establishments, but business was slack in the City, and there were
no fresh hands wanted just at present.
Sidusy was not a young man to despair; he let no chance slip,
and disapp.iintmeut did not relax his efforts. H s did not believe
that the tiras would come and leave him wholly without " a berth."
He had faith in his abihties, and he thought that they would work a
way for him soixswhsre. Aud eveu a W3ek or two " out of work "
would not hurt him; he had saved money, aixd cjuld pay his fair
share towards the household expenses as WJU as his father, who kept
his place longer thau Sidney had ever believed he would.
His fatlibr was more solicitous than himself; every evening he
asked very anxiously if Sidney had heard of anything in the City,
aud was not greatly exhilarated by Sid's careless, " N o t yet."
Things were gittiug serious when thare was only a week more t o
spend at the old desk, where bright hopes had been born and collapssJ ; Sidusy was even becoming grave, although his company
manners were put on before the father, to keep the old gentleman's
mind at ease.
Bat Mr. Hineliford's mind was not likely to be at ease at that
period; he was playing a part hbnsslf, and disguising his own
troubles from his sou, thereby causing a double game at disinterestedness between Sid and him.
Tiirse weeks before the son's time had expired at his office, Mr.
Hinchford had received a week's notice to quit. His memory had
agiiu betrayed him, confused the accounts, and put the clerks out,
aud it was considered necessary to inform the old gsutlemau that his
services vvere not likely to be required any longer. The notice came
Uke a thuuderbolt to Mr. Hinclitord, whose belief in his own powers
was still strong, and who had not had the remotest idea that long
ago he had bseu tolerated by his employers, and set down for a
troublesome, pompous, and disputatious old boy by the whippersuappjrs round him. His salary had never been more thau thirtyfive shillings a week, and he had put up with it rather than be
grateful for it, looking forward to the future rise of the Hinchfords.
above the paltry shUlings and pence of every-duy routine. He had
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not anticipated being turned off—pronounced worn-out in that
service which a Hinchford had patroiused.
The poor old feUow's pride was touched, and he took his adieux
and his last week's salary with a lordly air, looking to the life the
gentleman that he had beea once. He expressed no regret at the
summary dismissal, but marched out of the office with his white head
thrown a little more back than usual, and it was only as he neared
Chesterfield Terrace that his courage gave way, and he began to
think of the future prospects of Sid and himself.
Sid was in trouble, and a Uttle more bad news might be too much
for him. He would try and keep his secret, xmtU Sid had found
a good berth for himself in the City. Affairs were looking desperate, and the revelation must come, but he coxdd bear it
himself, he thought—this weak old man with no faith in the
strong son, whom an avalanche might affect, Uttle else. Mr.
Hinchford took Ann Packet into his confidence, and impressed
her with the necessity of keeping Sid in the dark concerning the
father's absence from busiuess.
"Don't teU him, Ann, that I keep away from office after he's
left—^it's easy for me to make an excuse for an early return, if
he come back before his time. I woiddn't have that boy worried
for the world just now."
Ann Packet, who took time to digest matters foreign to
her ordinary business, was some days in comprehending the facts
of the case, and then held counsel with herself as to whether it
were expedient to keep Sidney in ignorance, considering how the
old gentleman "went on" during his son's absence.
"He'U fret himself to death, aud I shaU be hanged for not
stopping it, p'raps," she thought.
Once or twice she took the liberty of Uxtruding into the parloui:, and recommending Mr. Hinchford, senior, to try a walk, or
a book, or a visit to Mr. Wesden; and, startled out of his maunderings, he woxdd make au effort to foUow oue of the three counsels,
seldom the last, because Mr. Wesden was Harriet's father, and saw
Sid very frequently.
He took many walks in search of a situation for himself, but the
oue refrain was, " Too old," and he began to see that he had overstepped the boundary, and was scarcely fit for a new place. He
almost conceived an idea—just a foggy one, which, however, he
never confessed to his dying day—^that he was a Uttle forgetful at
times; for Chesterfield Terrace lay Ux a net-work of newly-buUt
streets at the back of the Camberwell New Road, and he was always
taking the wrong turning, and losing himself. StiU it was deep
thought about Sid which led him in the wrong direction—presently
his mind would be more composed; Sid would be in a good place,
and he need not have one secret from him. o
The last day came round; Sidney's services were over for good;
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he had had a painfxd parting with his old masters, who had been
more than commonly attached to him, and he came home looking a
little grave, despite the best face on the matter which he had put on
at the front door.
" Anything new in the City, Sid ? " asked the father.
" No, nothing new," he repUed. " What makes you home so
early to-day ? "
Sid had turned in before the daylight was over, and found his
father walking up and down the room with his hands behind him.
"Early ? " repeated the old man. " Oh ! they're not particularly
busy just now in the Bridge Road. Very slack, I may say."
" Ah ! I suppose so," said Sid, absently.
" And there's nothuig new at aU then, Sid ? "
" Nothing."
"You'll keep a stout heart, my boy," said the father, with a
cheering voice, and yet with a lip that qxUvered in spite of him. " I
suppose, now, you don't feel very dull ? "
" DuU, with my wits about me, and a hundred chances, perhaps,
waiting for me in the City to-morrow ! "
" Yes, you'll have aU day to-morrow—I had forgotten that," said
Mr. Hinchford; " to be sure, all day now ! "
Sidney saw that his father was perplexed, even disturbed in mind,
but he set down Mr. Hinchford's embarrassment to the same source
as his own thoughts : he did not know that he had only inherited his
unselfishness from his sire. Or rather, he did not remember, how
an xmselfish heart, aUied to an unthinking head, had been the cause
of the downfaU in old times.
On the morrow, Sidney Hinchford had the day before him, but
the result was bad. He had visited many of the houses heretofore
ill connection with the old firm, but luck was against him, and many
objected to a clerk from a house that had collapsed. I t had been a
fair bankruptcy; one of those honourable " break ups " which occur
once or twice in a century, and are more completely break ups fronx
sheer honesty of purpose than cases which make a " to-do " in the
Court, and inarch off with flying colours; but Sidney represented
cue of a staff that had come to grief somehow, and " there was
nothing in his way just at present."
Three or four days passed like this, and matters were becoming
serious to the Hinchfords—father and son seemed settling dowu to
misfortune, although the sou betrayed no anxiety, and the father's
care were for the hours when the son's back was turned. Lx fact,
iSidney Hinchford was not quickly dispirited; a little did not
seriously affect him, and he went on doggedly aud persistently,
making the round of all the great firms that had had, once upon a
time, dealings with his own; abashed seldom, dispUited ncxer,
firmly and stolidly proceeding on his way, and cahnly waiting for
the chance that would come iu due time.
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MeanwhUe, the father went down to zero immediately the door
closed behind Sidney. He felt that he was not acting fairly by
keeping the secret of his discharge from Sid; but he was wailing
for good news, that might counterbalance the bad wliicli he had
to communicate. He knew that in a day or two, at the utmost,
all must come out, but he put off the evil day to the last—a
characteristic weakness—weakness or good poUcy, which was it ?
—that he had adopted ever since there had been evU days to
fret about.
In the grey afternoon of an April day, he sat alone Ux his front
parlour, more utterly dispirited than he had been suice his wife's
death, years ago. No good fortune had come either to father
or sou, aud lie was inclined to regard thuxgs in the future
lugubriously; workhouses and parish funerals not beuxg the least
of his fancy sketches. He had taken liis head between his
hands, and was brooding very deeply before the scanty little
fire-place, which he intended to heap up with coal a few muxutes
before Sidney's expected return, when Ann Packet came into
the room, very confused, and speakiug in a hoarse voice.
" If you please. Sir, here's a visitor! "
" I can't see any v.sitors, Ann," he answered sharply, "vmless—
unless it's any one from
"
" I t ' s oiUy Mattie, Sir; she's come to see you for a moment."
"Mattie! bless my soul! has she turned up again'?"'
" She turned up at the front door only a minute ago. Lord
bless her! You might have knocked me down with a straw. Sir I "
" I'll see her—show her in."
Mattie came Ui the instant afterwards; the hall of the Hinchfords
was not so spacious but that anything spoken ux the front room
would reach the ears of oue waiting in the passage. She heard the
answei', and entered at once.
" Well, Mattie, how are you ? "
" Pretty weU, I thank you, Sfr," was retumed in the old brisk
accents.
Mattie was not looking pretty well; on the contrary, very pale
and thin, as though anxiety, or hard work, or both, had been her
portion siuce she had left Great Suffolk Street. She was dressed ia
black, very neatly dressed, aud possibly the dark trappings had some
eti'ect in increasing the pallor of her counteuauce.
" We thought that we had lost you for good, Mattie."
" Was it Ukely, Sir, that 1 was goiug to lose sight of aU those who
had been kind to me ? "
" You're uot looking very weU," he said.
" Ah I we musn't judge by people's looks," said Mattie, cheerfully. "I'm weU enough, thauk God! And you. Sir?"
" WeU, Mattie, thank God, too ! " •
"AndSidney, Sir?"
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" As brave as ever. I wish he had been at home—he has been
anxious to see you, Mattje."
" He is very kind," she said in a low voice, adding, " and what
does he thuxk ? "
. Mr. Hinchford was not quick in catching a subject upon which
Mattie had brooded now for some months.
"Think of what?"
" Of me! Mr. Wesden has—-hasn't turned him against me,
SU?"
" Oh! no. He sticks up for you Uke a champion! "
" I thought he would. He never spoke ill of anyone in his Ufe,
and he always took the part of those who were unfortunate. I was
sure he woxdd not side against me ! "
" Sit down, Mattie, sit down ! "
" Thank you, no. Sir! I shall never sit dowu in the house of
anyone who has heard UI news of me, until I can clear myself, or
time clears me. 1 shall nexxr go near Mr. Wesden's, although I
feel for all the sorrow there."
" You know what has happened, then ? "
" I have put on black, as for a lost mother. 1 was at the funeral,
but they did not see me. Oh! Sir, I know aU about you—what
should 1 do alone in the world, if 1 didn't think ()f those who saved
me when I was young ?"
" Aud what are you doing ?"
" Getting my living by needlework, by artificial flower making, or
by anything that is honest which falls in my way. I keep at work,
and hunt about for work, and there are some good people, I find,
who take pity upon those situated like myseU. I'm not afraid. Sir,
of doing well! "
" Glad to hear it, Mattie."
Mattie motioned Ann Packet to retUe. Ann, who had been
standing in the doorway all this time, open-mouthed and open-eared,
withdrew at the hint. Mattie advanced aud laid her hand upon Mr.
Hinchford's arm.
" He goes there very often—they are engaged! " Mr. Hinchford,
who had always one thought uppermost, understood this at once—
there was no necessity for any nominative cases—" Boy Si:d " always
understood.
"Yes."
"But he don't go to business now—the business is over."
" Who told you ?"
" I read it in the paper a lodger lends me sometimes. Mr. Sidney's
out of work! "
" At present—for a day or two."
" He has heard of something that wiU better hun ?"
" He will iu a day or two."
" And you—you're out of work too. Sir ?"
12
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"That confounded Ann has told you" Not a word. Sir—but I have had a habit of lookUig for you,
when I passed the house where I lodged, twice a-day—and I
coxddn't settle down, or feel comfortable, xmtU you had passed.
And when you did not come, I knew what had happened."
" StiU fxill of curiosity, Mattie," said Mr. Hinchford, feeling the
tears in his eyes at this evidence of Mattie's interest in him.
"Curious about aU of you," she said, with a comprehensive
gesture; " I don't feel so far away when I know what has happened, •
or is happeuuxg. And wanting to kuow the worst or the best of
everything, I come like an inquisitive Uttle body, as I have always
been, to take you by surprise like this ! "
" But—but, my good girl, I can't teU you that we're very lucky
just now. But Sid must not hear that I am getting very
xmcomfortable, and becoming less able to bear up than I ought
to do, just to keep him strong, do you see? And if aU goes
on Uke this much longer, both out of work, what wUl become
of us ? Oh! dear, dear, dear!—what a miserable old man I've
been to him and myself, and everybody! Oh! to be comfortably
out of the world, and a burden to no one! "
" Sfr," said Mattie, earnestly, " a blessing to some. Don't
you remember when you were stronger, beuxg a blessing to me—
you, my first friend ? And don't you know that you're a blessing to
that good son of yours, and that he thinks so, and loves you as he
ought to do ? You mustn't make him unhappy by giving way at
this time."
" I don't give way before him, that's not Ukely. Strong as a rock,
chUd!"
The rock shook and trembled from summit to base, but Mattie did
not smUe at the contrast which his words suggested.
" AVhat are you doing for him now—sitting here, ]\L. Hinchford,
and trying to look your best ? "
" Doing!—what can I do ? "
" That's what I have been thinking about. Sir. When I'm at the
flower-making—which I am learning in over-time, because it don't
pay just yet—I get, oh ! such lots of time to think."
" WeU ? " he asked eagerly.
Mr. Hinchford always forgot disparity of age, and was content to
be taught by Mattie, and receive advice from her. He wondered
at it afterwards, but never when the speU of her presence was
on him, when her young vigorous mind overpowered his weak efforts
to rebel.
"WeU, I have thought that Mr. Wesden, beulg a Uttle—just
a Uttle-^suspicious, would soon object to the engagement, if Mr.
Sidney kept out of work too long. I can't say, for 1 don't perhaps
xmderstand Mr. Wesden, but it has been my idea; and oh! Sfr, they
are so suited to each other, Harriet and h e ! "
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" WeU," he said again, " I don't thhxk that Mr. Wesden's Ukely
to object—but go on."
" And when I heard that the firm had faUed, I began to wonder
what he would do; for places are hard to get, even when one's
clever now-a-days, and has a character to back him. And I wanted
to ask you if you had thought of your brother. Sir ? "
" Why—what do you know of my brother ? "
"He came one lUght to Great Suffolk Street to see you—don't
you remember ? I knew him by his likeness to yourself, before I
saw his name upon his card."
"My brother!"
Mr. Hinchford gave a tug to his stock; it had not struck him
before and its very absurdity rather amused him. His brother, who
turned a deaf ear to his own plaints, when misfortune was fresh
upon him—when that brother's help might have saved him, as he
thought, from all the troubles and adversities which had oppressed
him since their bitter quarrel.
"And he's a rich man—I have been asking about him—he's a
banker. Sir, and keeps a great many hands."
" Yes, yes, I know," he said impatiently; " but it's no good. I
wouldn't ask a favour of him for the world. If it hadn't been for
him, my old age would not be like this ! "
" He's an old man—perhaps he's altered very much," suggested
Mattie; " he might know something that would suit Mr. Sidney."
"Dou't speak of him agaux," Mr. Hinchford said with some
severity.
" Very well. Sir," was the sad response; " then I'U go now."
"WiU you not wait tiU Sid comes back ?—I'm sure he
"
" No, no. Sir—I would rather not see him—I am pressed for time,
and have a great deal to do when I get back. There's one thing
more I came for. Sir."
"What's that?"
" I want you to try and remember a letter which you gave me,
when I went away from Great Suffolk Street."
" A letter—a letter—let me see ! "
The old gentleman evidently did not remember anythuig about a
letter; no letter had seen the Ught, or aU had been explained
between Harriet and Sidney, and the course of true love was
ruiming smoothly to the end. So much the better; it was as well
to say no more about it, Mattie thought. If the letter were
lost, the old geutlemau might ouly create suspicion by alluduxg
to it upon Sidney's return; Mattie did not know how.far to trust
him.
She went away a few minutes afterwards, stopping for a while to
exchange greetings with Ann Packet, to whom she gave her address
—a back street m Southwark Bridge road—after much adjuration.
"You won't mind me, my dear," said Ann, "now you're settled
12—2
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down to something—^but, oh! dear, how thin you've got. You've
been fretting all the flesh off your precious bones."
" I haven't fretted much, Ann," was Mattie's answer; " you know
I never liked to do anything but make the best of it. And I've not
tried in vain—aU wiU come right again—^I'm sure of it! "
" And the worst is over—ain't it ? "
" To be sure, the very worst. And now don't teU my address to
anyone—not to Mr. Sidney or Miss Harriet especiaUy."
"But Miss Harriet
"
"WiU only offend her father by coming to see me—^you, Ann,
won't offend anyone very much."
" On'y a poor stray Uke yourself, Mattie—am I ? "
" And our hearts don't stray very far from those we have loved,
Ann—and never wUl."
"Ah! she talks Uke a book almost—^the sight of learning that
that chUd got hold on, and the deal of good she does a body,"
muttered Ann, looking after Mattie through the misty twUight stealing up the street.
"For every one her Uked, and every one her loved," wrote
Spenser, ages ago, of his heroine. Ann Packet might have quoted
the same words, barring aU thoughts of Mr. Wesden, whom the force
of events had tumed aside from Mattie.
Mr. Hinchford Uked Mattie; her presence had brightened him up,
given a shake to ideas that had been rusting of late.
" She's a quick gfrl," he muttered, " but she has the most fooUsh
and out-the-way thoughts. How she disturbs one—I meant to
have asked her seriously, and yet kindly, why she stopped out aU
night, and offended Mr. Wesden. Odd I should forget that—I
don't generaUy let things sUp my memory in that ridiculous fashion.
And about that man who caUed himself her father—why, I forgot
that, too!—God bless me! A cxu-ious gfrl—mybrother, indeed!—
my hard-hearted and unsympathetic brother!"
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CHAPTER IV
HIS TUEN !

ME. HINCHFOED did not forget the foolish and out-of-the-way
thought of Mattie's. It has been already said that his memory
was retentive enough in all things that affected his son's welfare,
and the new suggestion kept his mind busy as the days stole on,
and Sidney brought back his cheerful face but no good news with
him.
The old man's pride had kept him aloof from the brother for many
years ; he had been hurt by that brother's coldness, and he had resolved to show that he was able to work his own way in life, without
that assistance which he had once solicited. He had kept his word;
for his own sake it had been easy, but, for his son's, there was a
temptation he could scarcely withstand. There might be a chance,
there might not be; in his heart, he thought the odds were against
Sid. He did not set much value upon the brother's visit to Great
Suffolk Street; it might have been curiosity, or a spasm of affection
which had rendered him eccentric for a day; he remembered his
brother simply as a hard, inflexible being who, having formed an
opinion, closed upon it with a snap, and was ever after that immovable. Still, for Sidney's sake he thought at last that he would
ti'v. It should not be said of him that he neglected one chance to
benefit his son, or that his pride stood in the way of Sid's advancenaent—that queer girl, whom he could scarcely make out, should not
say that he had not done his best for Sidney.
He dressed himself in his best suit one day, seized his stick,
and marched down to Camberwell Green, whence he took the
omnibus to the City. Sidney had again departed in quest of " something "—on a visit to the news-rooms to search the papers there
—and Mr. Hinchford was following in his wake shortly afterwards.
He had a nervous fear that he should meet Sidney in the City, at
first, but the crowd which surrounded him there assured him that
that event was not likely to ensue. He had not been in the City for
many years and the place alarmed him; he almost guessed how
weak and nervous he had become when he struggled with the mob
of money-hunters in King WUUam Street, aud found it hard to fight
against.
" AU these hunting for places in one shape or another," he thought.
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" looking but for the best chance, and greedy of anyone who gets in.
the way, and seems Ukely to deprive them of it, or add to their
expenses. Why, where's aU the places that hold these men and
keep my Sid doing nothing ? "
He turned into the narrow lanes branching out of the great
thoroughfare leading to the Bank, and proceeded without any difficulty to the bankuxg-house of his brother Geoffry. His memory
was not iu faxdt here; every short cut through the shady by-ways of
the City he took by instinct—he had banked with his brother in days
gone by, and it was like retracing his youthful steps to find himself
once more in these old streets.
Before the swing-glass doors of a quiet, old-fashioned bankinghouse he paused, changed the stick from his right hand to his left,
gave a Uttle tug to his stock, changed hands again with his stick,
finally crossed over the way, and set his back against the dingy wall
opposite. The pride which had held him aloof so long from his
brother rose up again, that ruUng passion which a struggling Ufe
had circumscribed. He became very red in the face, and looked
almost fiercely at the banking-house ux front of liim. He felt that
his brother would say " No " again, and the humiliation in store he
should have courted by his own folly. But Sidney?—possibly
Sidney might be of service there, and room found for him, U he
asked; and if not; stiU, for Sidney's sake, he must attempt it—
courage and forward!
Mr. Hinchford nerved himself to the task, crossed the road, and
went up the steps into the bank. They were busy before and behind
the counters there; money was being shovelled in and out of
drawers; cheques were fiying across the counter; there was the
stfr and bustle of a first-class banking-house before him; everybody
was talking, whispering, studying, and thinking of money; what
room for any sentiment ux that place from nine tUl four ?
He took his place by the coxuxter, waiting to address one of the
clerks at the first convenient opportunity that might present itself;
he was in no hurry; he wished to coUeet his thoughts, and arrange
his plan of action; and instead of arranging any plan, he looked at
the clerks, and thought Sidney Hinchford might as well have a place
behind that counter as not—and how weU he would look there, and
what a good place for him it would be!
He stood there for a considerable time, untU his presence began
to oppress a bald-headed young man at the third desk, an energetic
yoxmg man of uncivU appearance—soured in Ufe perhaps, by his hair
coming off so early—who, in the hurry of bushxess, had taken little
notice of Mr. Hinchford until then.
" What is it ? " he asked, abruptly.
Mr. Hinchford objected to abruptness, and felt it hard to be
snubbed by his brother's clerk to begin with. He reddened a Uttle,
and said that he wished to see Mr. Hinchford directly.
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" Mr. Hinchford! " the clerk repeated; " oh ! you can't see either
of them ! "
" Just ask, young man, and don't answer for your master ! "
" If it's anythuig about an account, Mr. Maurice will, if you've a
proper introduction, at
"
" Mr. Maurice will not do, SU! " cried Mr. Hinchford; " go and
teU my brother directly that I wish to see him, if you please."
There was some pride in claiming brotherhood •with the banker,
even under the difficulties before him; the effect upon the uncivil
bank clerk—why are bank clerks xmcivU in the aggregate ?—was
bewUdering; he stared at Mr. Hinchford, detected the Ukeness at
once, and backed from the coxmter on the instant. Mr. Hinchford
saw no more of him—he was beginning to think that his message
had not been delivered after all, when a young man behind touched
him on the arm.
" WiU you please to step this way ? "
Mr. Hinchford turned, foUowed the usher to the end of the
counting-house, passed through a room, where two or three gentlemen were busily writing, went through another door into a larger
room, where one old gentleman—very like himself—was seated in all
the divinity that doth hedge a principal.
" Good morning, James," was the banker's first remark, noddmg
his head familiarly in his brother's dfrection.
" Good morning, Geoffry."
And then there was a pause; the two men xvho had parted in
anger nearly twenty-six years ago, and had not met since, looked at
each other somewhat curiously. It was a strange meeting, and
a strange commencement thereto, a Uttle affected on the part of
the banker, the senior by eight years. In the same room together,
the likeness between them was singularly apparent—the height,
figure, features, even the scanty crop of white hair, were all
identical; but in the senior's face there was expressed a vigour and
determination, which in Sid's father was wholly wantuxg. Geofiry
Hinchford was stUl the cool, calculating man of business, who let no
chance slip, and who fought for his chances, and held his place with
younger men.
There was no sentiment in the meeting of the brothers, and yet
each was moved and touched by the changes time had made. They
had parted in the prime of life, stalwart, handsome men, and they
came face to face in their seniUty.
" Take a seat," said Geoffry Hinchford, indicating one with the
feather of the quiU pen he held in his hand.
The brother took a chair with a grave inclination of the head, and
then crossed his hands upon his stick, and began to evidence a little
of that nervousness that had beset him before he entered the bankUxg-house. Geoffry Hinchford's keen eyes detected this, and he
hastened to avoid one of those scenes which he had confessed to his
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nephew he hated, when he made his first and last call in Great
Suffolk Street.
" You have been walkiug fast, James ; wUl you look at the Times
a bit, and compose yourseU' ? That's the money article."
He passed the paper over to his brother, and then began making
a few entries ux a small pocket volume before him—a hybrid book,
with a lock and key. Mr. Hinchford turned the paper over in his
hands, inspected the money article upside down, and appeared interested in it from that point of view—gave a furtive tug to his
stock, which he was sure Sid, who always buttoned it, had taken in
a hole too much, and then mustered up courage to begin the subject
wlxich had brought him thither.
" Geoff'ry, it's sis-and-twenty years or so since I sat in this very
place and asked a favour of you."
" Ah! thereabouts," responded Geoffry from over his private
volume.
" Which was refused," added the old gentleman.
" Of course it was."
" Ahem."
Mr. Hinchford cleared his throat with some violence. He did not
like this method of receiving his first remarks ; it warmed his blood
after the old fashion, aud, what was better, it cleared off his nervousness.
" One would think that I had got over asking favours of a brother
who had proved himself so har
"
"No," interrupted Geoffry, "not hard—but go on."
" And yet I am here again to ask a second favour, and chance as
curt a denial."
"Ah! I did hope, James, that you were here to say ' I was in
the wrong to take myself off in a huff, because my brother would
not let mefluxgsome of his money after my own,' or, at least to say,
'Glad to see you, Geoffry, and hope to see you more often after
this,'—h'o.t favours ! "
"Not for myself, Sfr," said Mr. Hinchford, hastily; "don't
mistake me—I wouldn't ask a favour for myself to save my Ufe."
" I would to save a shilling; I often do."
" That is the cUfference between us," Mr. Hinchford answered.
"Exactly the difference. Pray proceed, Jem."
The younger brother softened at the old appellative; he composed
his ruffled feathers, and went at it more submissively.
"Look here, Geoffry, I ask a favoiu- for my son. His ffrm has
dissolved partnership
"
"AVhat firm xvas i t ? "
Mr. Hinchford told him.
" Smashed, you mean—bad management somewhere—go on."
"And he, who would have been made partner in his twenty-first
birthday, has now to begin the world afresh. I thought that you
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might know of something suitable for lum, and would, rememberUxg
our common name, do something for him."
" He's a tetchy young gentleman—what I remember of him, in a
flying visit. AVho the deuce can he take after, I wonder ? " and
the banker appeared to cudgel his brauxs with his pen, as if lost in
perplexity as to any trait in the Hinchfords identical with " tetchiness." The father did not detect the frony—perhaps would not at
that juncture.
" WeU," said the banker, " what general abUities has he ? "
Mr. Hinchford burst forth at once. The wrongs of the past were
forgotten; tlxe theme was a pleasant one; the abUities of his son
were manifold; he could testify to them for the next two hours, if a
patient Ustener were found him. He launched forth Uito a list of
Sid's accomplishments, and grew eloquent upou his son's genius for
figures, adaptabUity for commercial pursuits, his energy, and industry
in aU things, at all times and seasons.
"This lad ought to be governor of the Bank of England,"
Geoffry Hinchford broke in with. "There's nothing suitable for such
extraordinary accompUshmeuts here. I can only place him at the
bottom of the clerks, with a salary of a hundred and twenty to begin
with."
" Geoffry, you're very kind," ejaculated his brother; "you mean
that—you will really do something for us, after all ? "
" Why, you vexatious and frivolous old man," cried the banker,
exasperated at last, " I would have always helped you in my own
way, if you had not been so thoroughly set upon my helping you in
yours. You were hot-headed, and I was Ul-tempered and raspish,
and so we quarreUed, and you—you my only brother—sulked xvitli
me for six and twxnty years. For shame. Sir! "
The banker evinced a litttle excitement here ; he tossed his pen
aside and beat his thin fingers on the book; he spoke his mind out,
and amazed his brother sitting at a Uttle distance from him.
" Geoffry—1—I didn't sulk exactly. But you were a rich man,
and I was left poor; and if you remember, when I came here last
I
"
" If I listen any more to that story, I'm damned!" cried the
banker; "it's dangerous ground, and if we get upon it, we shall
begin sparring again. Now, Sir—look here."
He stood up, and began laying down the law with the fingers of
his right hand in the palm of his left.
" I swallowed my pride by coming to Great Suffolk Street in
search of you—that was my turn. AVe were to sink the past, and
be friends, I thought; we two foolish old septuagenarians, with
nothing to quarrel about. You swaUowed your pride—a larger pUl
than mine, Jem, for it nearly choked you in the attempt—by coming
here, and now it's your turn—eh ? "
He held forth both his hands suddenly towards his brother, who
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answered the appeal by placing his own within them, and holding
them in a nervous trembUng grasp.
" Amen! " said the banker; and the younger and weaker man
understood what he meant, and felt the tears in his eyes.
" And now, I have heard a great deal of your son—you shaU see
mine."
He left his brother, touched a hand-bell, and a servant immediately
responded.
" Ask Mr. Maurice to step here a moment."
"Yes, Sir."
Exit servant; enter very quickly a taU young man of about thirty
years of age, fresh-coloured, well-formed, with curly brown hafr, and
a long brown moustache, " making tracks," as the Americans say,
for his shoulders.
" Maurice, here's your obstinate uncle come to see us at last."
" I am glad to see you, Sfr; I think the difl'erence has lasted long
enough."
Uncle and nephew shook hands; Mr. Hinchford thought this
nephew was a fine young fellow enough—not Uke his Sid, but a very
passable and presentable yoxmg fellow notwithstanding.
"AA'^e're going to try your cousin as a clerk, Maurice. Any
objection ? "
" Not in the least," was the ready answer.
" W e shaU not claim relationship over the ledgers," intimated
Geoffry Hinchford; " if he's clever, he'U get on—if he's a fool, he'll
get the sack. And we don't expect him after the general fashion of
relations, to cry out, ' See how my uncle and cousin are serving me,
their own flesh and blood, by not lifting me over the heads of the
staff, and makuxg my fortune at once!' "
" Sid w-ants no favours. Sir," said Mr. Hiuchford, sharply.
" After office hours we shall remember that he's a Hiuchford, perhaps," said the banker. " Send him when you Uke, James."
" To-morrow, Geoffry, if you wUl."
"He's sure to come, I suppose?" asked his brother. " I s he
aware of your visit here to-dav ? "
" No."
" Ah ! then it's doubtful, I thuxk. By Gad! I shan't forget in a
hurry his sermon to me, and his flourish of trumpets over his own
independence."
" He wiU come. Sir, I think."
" Out of place makes a difference," remarked the banker; " we
shall see. ' And now, what can I do for you, James ? "
" Oh! nothing, nothing," he said, hastUy; " I ask no favours for
myself—I'm doing well, thank you—very weU indeed! Where's my
stick and hat ? I.—I think I'll bid you good momin":, now,
Geoffry."
" 1 shall see you again, I daresay; I can always send a message to
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you by your son, who wUl be here to-morrow, perhaps. Good-bye,
old fellow—Maurice, see to your uncle."
Maurice Hinchford, noticing the feeble steps of the new relation,
offered his arm, which was decUned, by a hasty shake of the
head.
" I'm strong enough. Sir, but the meeting has upset me just a
little. Geoffry," turning back to address his brother, " we won't
say anything more about that old affair—I think you meant weU,
after all."
" I hope I did. Good day."
" Good day, brothei?."
Maurice closed the door behind his uncle.
"He's getting quite the old man," said Mr. Huxchford to his
nephew; "he had anfroixnerve once. He seems very feeble to me
—does he enjoy good health? "
" Oh! first rate health—he's a strong man for his age, Mr.
Huxchford. Don't you think so ?"
" Perhaps he is. You can't expect him like myself, eight years
younger than he."
" AVell, no," said the nephew, drily.
" He ought not to worry himself about business at his age ; why,
I have given it up myself," he added. ,
"Oh! indeed!;'
Business had given him up ; but the old man did xxot think of it
that moment. He was anxious to show the Hinchfords in the best
light possible, lest Sid should be looked down upon too much when
he came to his new berth.
" And your father must feel the cares of business a Uttle ? "
"Not a bit," said Maurice; "he wouldn't be happy out of the
bank! He's strong and weU, thank God, and one of the besthearted men and fathers ui the world. Too good a father, by half,
for that matter ! "
"How's that?"
" Oh! it's difficult to explain," was the answer of the nephew,
whose cheeks flushed a little at the question; " you'll excuse me
now xmcle. Through here, and straight across the office—good
day."
He shook hands with Mr. Hinchford, and left him at the door of the
inner office which the old gentleman had passed through half an hour
since, less hopeful of good fortune ux store for the Boy!
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CHAPTER V
" THE

NEW

BEETH."

M E . HINCHFOED scarcely maintained au equable demeanour until
Sidney's return; the burden of good news was almost too much for
him, and just to wile away the time, and experience the blessed
privilege of teUing a good story twice, he found out Ann Packet
and enlightened her as to the new chance that was presented
to Sid.
When Sidney returned, and informed his father that there was no
news, Mr. Hiuchford bade him not despair, for good luck was sure
to turn up in one direction or another.
" Despafr ! " cried Sidney, cheerfuUy; " why, I haven't dreamed of
despafring yet! Is it Ukely ? "
" ShaU I teU you some bad news, Sid ? "
"Out with i t ! "
Mr. Hinchford detaUed his dismissal from service at the buUder's
office. Sidney looked a Uttle discomfited at first, but clapped his
father on the shoulder heartUy.
"We can bear it—you and I together. You'll be better away
from business, and have your health better. I shall be strong enough
for the two of us. Sir."
" Good lad—but if nothuig turns up."
" Oh! bxft it wUl!"
" And, oh! but it has ! " cried the father; " now for the good
news, Sid, which I have been keeping back tUl it has nearly burst
me."
Mr. Hinchford exploded with his confession, and Sidney Ustened
not unmoved at it. In his heart he had grown dispfrited, though
not despondent, and the news was grateful to him, and took a load
therefrom which had seemed to become a little heavier every day. He
woxdd have preferred a clerkship away from his relation's office; but
his pride was not so great as his common sense, and he saw the advantages which might accrue to him from an earnest appUcation to
business. He remembered, with a slight feeUng of discomfort, his
past hauteur to the man from whom he now accepted service ; but
he had had a fall since then, and the hopes of that time—with oue
bright exception—had been bubble-blown, and met the fate of
bubbles. He had been too sanguuxe; now he was matter-of-fact, and
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must proceed cooUy to work. He had ten years to work in—what
would be the end of them ? His heart had sunk a Uttle; upon cool
reflection he began to doubt whether he had acted weU iu confiscating the affections of one to whom he might never be able to
offer a home.
Still he judged Harriet Wesden by himself, aud judged her rightly.
If she loved him for himself, she would not care what money he
brought her; and if his affection were selfish, knowing what au end
to a love story his life must be, he had concealed nothing from her,
and the truth had only drawn her closer to him. He felt that that
was his one hope, and he could not be magnanimous enough to insist upon its dissolution, and of the unfitness of his prospects to her
own. When the time came round aud left him penniless; or when
he saw, three or four years hence, that there was no chance of saving
money, aud he remained still the clerk with an income that increased
not, it would be time to resign her—^not now, when she loved him,
and he was happy in her smiles, and understood her, as he
thought, so well.
He entered upon his novitiate at his uncle's banking-house;
his father had uot reiterated the hurt which Geoffry Hinchford
had given him about relationship, but Sid was a young man who
knew his place, and who kept it, and rather shunned his relations than forced himself upon them.
Uncle aud nephew proved themselves very different beings to
what Sidney had imagined; they were kind to him in their way
—they were even anxious he should do the family name credit;
they watched his progress, and were quick enough to see that
he would prove a valuable and energetic auxiUary.
Geoffry Hinchford was pleased at his nephew's reticence, and
took note of it as he had taken note of most things during his
earthly pilgrimage. He even condescended to give him a little
advice in the shape of a warning one day.
" Sidney," he said, when chance brought them together in that
bank back parlour, "how do you like your cousin Maurice for a
master ? "
" H e is very kind to me."
" Ah ! that's it—that's his fault. AAlien I'm gone, I have a fear
that he wUl make a muddle of the bank with his easiness. He's the
best son that ever lived, I think, but he's too easy."
Sidney did not consider himself warranted in replying to this.
" So take my advice, Sidney, and steer clear of him as. much as
you can," he said,
" I don't think that the advice is needed, Sir. Our position—"
" Fiddle-de-dee—he never cared for position, and, unfortunately,
he's taken a fancy to you. The scamp wanted to double your salary
yesterday, without any rhyme or reason, only relationship. Foolish,
wasn't it ? "
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" Well, I don't deserve any increase of salary yet, Sfr—it has not
been fairly earned," was the frank answer.
" Exactly—now listen to me. 1 thiuk it is just possible that Mr.
Maurice may forget that your salary is small, and that you have a
father to keep. Let me teU you that he is an expensive acquaintance, and a Uttle removed from your sphere."
" I know it. Sir."
" Some day it may be different—we can't teU what may happen,
but take care of him for a whUe. A noble young fellow, a good
business man in business hours, but not calculated to improve your
mercantUe abiUties by a closer acquauxtance."
Sidney Hinchford considered the warning somewhat of a strange
oue, and eveu for a whUe did his uncle the half-injustice to believe
that he spoke more in fear of Maurice " lowering " himself, than on
account of his nephew forming expensive acquaintances. But Sid
soon found the warniag worth attending to. It happened, at times,
that Sidney Hinchford had extra work after the bank was closed,
and the majority of clerks had departed. His consul Maurice, who
always remained long after his father had gone—he rented apartments in London, whUst his father went off by traux every afternoon
to Red-HiU—did occasionaUy, in the early days of their acquaintance,
come to Sid's desk and watch his labours for a few minutes, very
intently.
" What are you going to do with yourself to-night, Sidney ? "
" I am going home, Mr. Maurice."
" Come and dine with me at my club, and take pity upon my
loneliness."
" Thank you—but my father will be expecting me home."
" Oh ! the governor can't expect you, at your age, to be always
turning up to five o'clock teas."
" You must excuse me, if you please."
" WeU, U' you'U give me one plain answer to the next question, I
won't press it."
" PU give it you."
" Isn't there a young lady your way, as weU as the governor ? "
" Yes," was the quick answer.
" By Jove! if I didn't think so. Ah! you're a gay deceiver,
Sidney, after the bank doors have closed upon you."
On another occasion, and under simUar circumstances, he said, in
a quick, abrupt way, that almost bordered on embarrassment—
"Has your father any property of his own?"
"No."
" Your salary supports yourself and him entirely ?"
" Yes, aud leaves something to spare."
Maurice whistled, took up a lead pencU on Sidney's desk, and
began scribbUng with it on his finger naUs. Suddenly he laid the
pencU down, saying—
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'•'Oh! that's a thundering sight too bad, old feUow !—we're all
Hinchfords, and must alter that. How are you going to marry ? ^
aud when ? "
" In the usual fashion—and in ten years' time."
" That's an engagement that wUl never come to anything, then."
" How do you know ?"
" Because long engagements seldom do—and no man, to my fancy,
has a right to tie a girl down to such horrible agreements."
" It can't be helped, Maurice," said Sid, a little sadly.
" I'd start in business. Are you too proud for trade ?"
" I don't care about retaU—seUing ha'porths of something across
the counter, wearing white aprons, and so on," replied Sidney; " it's
very wrong of me, but it's the Hinchford pride that bars the way,
I suppose."
" 'Try wholesale on a smaU scale, as a start—the old tea business,
for instance."
" Don't you think that I am fit for this, Mr. Maurice ?"
" Yes, but it takes time to rise, and you mean marrying. Now,
to my fancy, you are a man who woxUd do better in commerce."
"Ah! but then there's capital to sink by way of a beginning."
" I can lend you a thousand pounds—a couple of thousands. I'm
a very saving man, Sidney—I'm as certain that you would pay me
back again as that I'm standing here."
" You're very kind murmured Sidney," taken aback by this Uberal
offer; " but—but, it can't be done."
" Borrow it from my father and nxe—as your bankers, if you will.
My father wiU not say no to it, I fancy—and if he does, why, there's
the other resource just aUuded to."
Sidney was stUl bewUdered, and at a loss to account for the offer.
For an instant he was even tempted; there rose before him the one
chance of his Ufe, the happiness of his Ufe with Harriet, forestalled
by years—and then he put his hands out, as though to push aU
dangerous thoughts away.
"Thank you—thank you—" he said; "but when I speculate, it
must be with my own money. I wUl not start in lUe burdened by a
heavy debt. You're very kind—far too kind to me. Sir."
" A Hinchford—I never forget that. You don't know how proud
I am of my famUy, and aU its belongings. And, joking apart,
Sidney, we really are a fine famUy, every one of us! Aud you'll
not—weU, subject postponed, sine die; the bank isn't such a bad
place, and we shaU give a Uft to your salary when you deserve it.
Not before, mind," he added, with a seriousness that made
Sidney smile, who remembered the anecdote related by the senior
partner.
Sidney Hinchford was touched by his rich cousin's efforts
to promote his interests, by his frankness, his bonhomie. Though
he held hUnseU' aloof from him, yet he respected, even admired
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him. There was not a man ux the banking office who did not
admire Mr. Maurice Hinchford; he had a good word for even
the porter; he treated his servants liberally; he was always
ready to promote their interests; the cares of money-making, and
taking care of other people's money, had never soured his temper,
or brought a dark look to his face.
This was the father's anxiety, that Maurice was too easy—
that nothing put him out of temper, or chased axvay the smUes from
his good-looking countenance; the banker was glad to see his
son happy, but he did wish now and then that Maurice had
looked at life less frivolously, and been more staid and sober
in his ways. The banker was glad to see him generous—
although, if the fit seized him, Maurice was a trifle too liberal with
his cheques, for natural wants, bequests, aud monuments; but
he was not a spendthrift, and even put money by, from the
princely share of the profits which he received twice a year.
Certairdy it would have been difficult for a single man to run
through it without sheer gambling at green tables, or on green
turfs; and Maurice Hinchford never betted on the red and black,
and hated horsy people. He spent all the money a man could
honestly get through; he fared sumptuously every day, and dressed
figuratively in purple and fine linen; it was his boast that he had
the best of everythuxg around him, and anything second-rate had
been his abomiuation from a chUd; he was a Sybarite, to whom
luck had been wafted, and he enjoyed Ufe, and cared not for the
morrow, on the true Sybarite principle. But he was not a proud
man; he was fastidious in a few things—young ladies of his circle
generaUy, and the mothers of those young ladies especially, thought
him much too fastidious—but he was a man whom men and women
of all classes liked, and whom his servants idolised.
It was no wonder that his pleasant manners had their effect upon
Sidney, who had found few of his own sex to admire in the world,
and who knew that the man of whose energy everyone spoke well was
of his own kith and kin. He held himself aloof, knowing that his ways
were not Maurice's ways. When the rich cousin once asked why he so
rigidly refused every offer to join hun at his club, to make one of a
little party at the opera, sharing his box with him, and put to no
expense save a dress-coat and white choker, he confessed the reason
in his old straightforward maimer.
" You're too weU-off for me—I can't be your companion, and I'U
not be patronised and play the toady. It looks bad in business
here, and it wUl look worse apart from it."
" You're a regular stoic ! "
After a wliUe Mr. Geoffry Hinchford again asked his nephew what
he thought of Maurice.
" A warm-hearted and a generous man whom I am proud to think
is a cousin of mine."
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" Yes—just as you say. And very proud I am, too, to think that
this dashing handsome young fellow is a son of mine. He has all
the virtues except- one, under Heaven, Sidney."
" We're not all perfect. Sir," said Sidney, laughing.
" O h ! but you are, according to my brother James—he won't see
even a flaw in your armour," said the old banker, acrimoniously;
" but then he always was aggravating me with something or other—
and now it's you."
" I hope not. Sir."
" Well, well, only in one sense of the word. And Maurice has,
after aU, but a little foible, which the world—the real, material
world—always makes aUowauce for. He wiU grow out of it. Good
evening."
Sidney did not inqufre concerning Maurice Hinchford's foibles,
little or otherwise—he knew that foibles were common to humanity,
and that humanity is lenient respectuxg them. He did not believe
that there was any great wrong likely to affect the brilliancy of Maurice
Hinchford's character—he would be content to resemble his cousin,
he thought, if he were ever a rich man like unto him, an honest,
amiable English gentleman.
Sidney did not covet his cousin's riches, however; he knew that
fortune was not reserved for him, and if he were scarcely content
with his lot in life, he was at least thankful for all mercies that had
been vouchsafed to him, though he kept his thanks to himself for the
greater part.
" If he were scarcely content!" we have said, for Sidney was
ambitious of rising by his own merits in the world; a laudable
ambition, for which we need not upbraid him. He was careful of his
money, a characteristic from his boyhood, a trait that his father,
who had been never carefid, took great pains to develop. He sank
his pride completely for the sake of saving money, and he did save a
little, despite the small income, the house-keeping expenditure, and
his father to support. On Saturday nights he toiled home from the
cheapest market with a huge bag of groceries, to the disgust of the
suburban tea-dealer—who wanted a hundred per cent, profit on an
indifferent article—and walked with his head rather higher in the air
than usual when heavily laden.
" W h e n I can afford it, the goods shaU be brought to my door,"
he said, when his father once urged a faint remonstrance; " but I
can't study appearances on a hundred and twenty pounds a year. Those
feUow-clerks of mine can drop my acquaintance on a Saturday night,
and pass by on the other side, if they are incluxed. I shall carry my
big parcels and exult in my independence all the same."
" Yes, but the look of the thing, Sid."
" We'll study that some day, if we have the chance. We must
keep our eyes open, tUl the chance comes."
" 1 did think once that you had all the Hinchford pride iu you, Sid."
13
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" I have a fair share, Sfr," was the answer, "and I never feel
prouder than when I am carrying my plethoric bag under my arm.
Proud of myself, and of the property 1 have invested in."
" Then I don't see why I should complain."
" You—to be sure not. Put on your hat, and let us go rovuid to
Mr. Wesden's, and make up our whist party."
And in this quiet way—^winding up the evenings with whist playing
and love-making—the time stole on.
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BOOK V.
STOEM

SIGNALS.

CHAPTER I.
CAST DOWN.
MEANWHILE Mattie, the stray, must absorb our attention for
a whUe. In following the fortunes of the Hinchfords, we have
omitted to watch closely the progress of oxxr heroine. Yes, our
heroine—if we have not caUed attention to that fact before—and
with many first-class "heroinical" qualities, which would do credit
to the high-born damsels of our old-fashioned novels. She had been
heroine enough to make a sacrifice for Harriet Wesden; to take an
unfair share of blame for Harriet's sake, and, therefore, she ranks as
"first-lady" in this romance of business-life. She had made the
sacrifice of her good name—for it amounted to that—with
a sharp struggle; but then she would have given up her
Ufe for those to whom her better nature had taught her to be
grateful. The gfrl's love for all who had rescued her from the evil
of the past was ever intense, led her to strange actions, kept her
hovering in the distance round the friends she had had once. Hers
was a nature strangely susceptible to affection, and that affection was not uprooted because iU-report set its stigma upon her.
Hers was a forgiving nature, also, and she thought even kindly of
Mr. AVesden when the first shock was over, and she had judged him
by that true character which she understood so well.
In her new estate Mattie was not happy; she was alone in the
world, and we know that she was partial to society, and not always
13—3
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disinclined to hear the soxmd of her own musical voice. But she
was not disconsolate; she made the best of her bad bargain, and set
to work, in her humble way, with something of that doggedness of
purpose for which her friend Sidney was remarkable. She had
struggled hard for a Uving but had never given way. She had met
obstacles in her path, which would have crushed the energy out of
most women, but which she surmounted, not without wounds and
loss of strength, and even health, and then went on again. She
was matter-of-fact and honest, and those who had doubted her at
first—for she had chosen her dwelling-place but a very little way
from Great Suffolk Street, and the rumours of a lying tongue followed
her, and set her neighbours- and fellow-lodgers against her—soon
understood her, for the poor are great observers and good judges of
character.
In the poor neighbourhood wherein she had settled down, she
asked for advice as to the best method of leading an honest life, and
received it froni her landlady. She turned dress-maker, and when
customers came not with a grand rush to Tenehester Street, she
asked if she might learn her landlady's bushxess, artificial flowermaking, and offered her services gratuitously, untU it pleased her
mistress to see that she was the handiest " help " she possessed.
Then her health faded, for she worked hard, lived hard, and had hard
thoughts to contend with; and when the doctor told her that
sedentary pursuits would not agree with her, she went a step lower for
a whUe, and even sold play-bUls at the doors of a minor theatre to
keep the woK from her door.
Mattie had one fear of seeing her money melt away to the last
farthing, and being left in the world peimiless and friendless, as in
the days of her desolate chUdhood. She had no fear of temptation
besetting her Ux her poverty—for ever she was above that—but she
did not wish to die poor, to seek the workhouse, or to be reminded
in any way of her past estate. She would be above that; she was
ever hoping to show Mr. Wesden that she was honest and respected;
she struggled vehemently against the tide, and earned her
own living at least, varying the mode very often as her
quick wits suggested; but never idle, and rising or sinking
with the seasons, as they proved fafr or sharp ones with the
working classes.
It had been a fair season when she caUed on Mr. Hinchford last,
and she had even found courage to give Ann Packet her address ;
the sharp season set in after that, and, though Aun Packet in her
monthly visits was deceived by Mattie's manner, yet it became
another struggle for bread with our heroine. For the season was
not only sharp, but Mattie gave way in health over her work for a
rascally waistcoat-maker, who drove hard bargains, aud did uot
believe in Charity covering a multitude of sins. And with an
opposition clothier over the way, who sported a glass chandeUer,
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and sold fancy vests for three aud sixpence, it was hard to believe in anythuig.
Mattie gave way more than she Uxtended to acknowledge to
Ann Packet, had uot that indefatigable young woman made her
appearance unexpectedly, aud found Mattie iu bed at six in the
evening.
" Good lor! what's this ? "
" Nothing, Ann—only a little cold, which I have beeu recommended to nurse for a day," said Mattie; "don't look so
scared!"
" B u t why wasn't I to know it?—I might have brought in something good for you," bemoaned Ann; " if I'm to be kep in the dark,
who^'s to take care of you, my gal ? "
" I'm taking very good care of myself, Ann."
" What are you taking ? "
" Oh ! all manner of things; won't you beUeve me ? "
" N o — I won't."
And Ann proceeded to inspect mantelpieces, open cupboards and
drawers, to Mattie's dismay.
" Yes, I see just how it be," she said, after her search had resulted
in nothing satisfactory. " You're working yom-self to death, and
starving yourself to death, without saying anything to anybody. And
that's gratitude for all my love to you—you who want to leave me
alone in the world, with not no one to love."
"Why, my dear Anu, I'm not going to die."
" You're tryuxg all you can ; oh ! you ungrateful gal! "
Mattie defended herself, and maintained that it was only one " lay
up," but Ann Packet did not like the red spot on each cheek, the
unnatural brightness of the eyes, and secretly doubted her assertion.
" 1 must go back now. I shall come to-morrow, first thing."
" I shall be well enough to-morrow, Anu."
Ann Packet kissed her and departed; half an hour afterwards, to
Mattie's astonishment, she made her reappearance, accomparded by a
tall, sUm gentleman.
" There's the gal, Sir. Now, please tell me what's the matter, and
don't mind her a bit."
Mattie saw that it was too late to offer a resistance, and refrained,
like a wise young woman, from " making a scene." The doctor felt
her pulse, looked at her tongue, took the Ught from the table and
held it close to Mattie's face.
" Well—what's the matter. Sir ? " was Mattie's question.
" H u m p h ! don't know that 1 can teU exactly, yet. I'U look in
to-morrow."
" No, don't do that," said Mattie, alarmed at the expense.
" Yes, do," cried Ann Packet, " your money's safe, Sfr. Look to
me at 34, Chesterfield Terrace, CamberweU, for it. I'm a respectable maid-of-aU-work, with money in the bank."
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" I t ' s of no consequence," muttered the doctor; but he
entered the address in his note-book, like a man of business as
he was.
" Shan't I be weU to-morrow. Sir ? " asked Mattie, anxiously.
"Himiph!—scarcely to-morrow, I thmk."
" Why don't you say what it is ?—do you think I'm likely to be
frightened at it, even 4 it's death, Sfr ? Why, I've Uved down aU
fright at anything long ago."
"It's a Uttle attack of scarlatina, I think," he answered, thus
adjured.
" You onlv thuxk ? "
" WeU, tU'en, Pm sure."
" She's had it afore, you know," Ann Packet suggested, " when
she was a chUd. I thought people couldn't have these nasty things
twice."
" O h ! yes."
"Thafs enough, then," said Ann Packet, taking off her boimet
and shawl, and putting them ou the table as centre ornaments;
" here I sticks till you're better."
" Ann—Ann Packet! " cried Mattie.
" Ah! you may say what you like, I shan't move. When this
gentleman's gone we'll quarrel about it—not afore."
The gentleman aUuded to took his departure, promising to send
round some medicine in a few minutes. Mattie looked imploringly
at the obdurate Ann.
" You must go home. Arm."
"Not a bit of it, my dear," said Ann; " I have knowed you for
too long a time to leave you in the lurch Uke this, for aU the places
in the world. And it isn't that I haven't knowed the Hinchfords long
enough, to think they'U mind."
Mattie sighed.
"But you keep quiet, my dear, aud fancy I'm your mother
taking care on you—which I wish I was. And I'll send a boy to
CamberweU to teU ^em why I ain't a coming back just yet."
" Let me write a
"
" Let you keep yourseU qxdet, and dou't worry me. I'm going to
manage you through this."
" You're very good. Aim," said Mattie; " but if you catch the
fever of me ! "
"Lor bless you ! I shan't catch uo fever—I'm too old for changing
colour, my dear. You might as weU expect buff-leather to catch
fevers. But don't you remember how skeered I was once when you
came in piping hot with it from Kent Street ? Ah ! I was vain of
my good looks then, and afraid they might be spiled."
Aun Packet had been a gfrl with a bat-catching-against-waU kind
of countenance all her lUe, but distance lent enchantment to the
view of the merry days when she was young. And Ann Packet's
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wiU was absolute, and carried all before it. Mattie was bowed down
by it; she felt weaker than usual, and too ill to assert supremacy in
her own house. Giving up, she thought that it was comfortable to
have a friend at her side and to feel that the loneluxess of a few hours
since was hers no longer.
Ann Packet went down stairs, and found a boy prepared—for
twopence down and twopence when he came back—to deUver any
message within a radius of fifty mUes from Tenehester Street. The
messenger departed, returning, in due course, with a favourable, even
a kind reply. Ann Packet was to take her own time, and a gfrl
would be foxmd to assist until Mattie was better. Mattie read the
note to Ann.
"There, didn't I say s o ? "
" It's in Mr. Sidney's handwriting," said Mattie, putting the letter
under her piUow; " he's always kind and thoughtful."
"Ah! he is."
"As kind and thoughtful as ever, I suppose. Arm? "
" Lor bless you !—yes."
" What a long while it seems since
"
" Since you've held your tongue," added Ann. " Yes, it does. I'd
keep quiet a bit now, if I was you."
Thus adjured, Mattie relapsed into silence, and Anu Packet,
thinking her charge was asleep, stole out of the room a short whUe
afterwards, and went into the streets marketuig. In the night the
fever gained apace with our heroine; the next day the doctor pronounced her worse—enjoined strict quietness and care.
" He seems afraid of me," said Mattie, after he had gone, " as if
there were anything to be alarmed at, even if I did die. Why, what
could be better for me, Ann ? "
" O h ! don't—oh! dont."
" Not that I'm going to die; I dou't feel Uke it," said Mattie.
" l e a n see myself getting strong again, and fighting," she added,
with a Uttle shudder, " my battles again. There, Ann, you need not
look so scared; I won't die to please you."
It was a forced air of cheerfulness, put ou to raise the spirits of
her nurse ; and succeeded to a certain extent in its object, although
Ann told her not to go on like that—it wasn't proper.
Mattie lay and thought of the chances for and against her that
day. What if that burning fever and increasing restlessness gained
the mastery ? who would be the worse for her loss ? and might not she,
with God's help, be the better ? She was scarcely a religious
woman ; but the elements of true religion were within her, and only
biduig their time. She was honest, pure-minded, anxious to do good
for others, bore no one malice, and forgave all trespasses against her
—she went to chapel every Sxmday—and she did not feel so far off
from Heaven on that sick bed. She thought once or twice that she
would be glad to die, if she were sure of the future happiness of
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those for whom she had lived. She woidd Uke to know the end of
the story, and then—rest. She could not die without seeing the old
faces, though, and therefore she must make an effort to exist for her
own sake.
In the evening, Ann Packet, looking a Uttle scared, said—
"Here's a geutlemau come to see you. It's not quit« right for
him to come up, I'm thinking."
"Who is i t ? "
"Mr. Hmehford."
" Old Mr. Hmehford ? "
" No, the young one."
Mattie, even with the scarlatina, could blush more vividly.
" Mr.—Mr. Sidney! " she gasped. " Oh! he musn't come in
here."
" Musn't he, though! " said the deep voice of Sidney, from the
other side of the room. " Oh ! he's not at aU bashful, Mattie."
Sidney Hinchford came into the room and walked straight
to the bed where Mattie was lying—^where Mattie was crying just
then.
" Why, Mattie !—m tears ! "
"Only for a moment, Mr. Sidney. It is very kind of you
to come and see me—and you have taken me by surprise, that's
aU."
" She's to be kept qxuet, Sfr," said Ann.
" I'U not make much noise," he answered.
He stood by the bed-side, looking down at the stricken girl. The
change in her, the thin face, the haggard looks, increased as they
were by Ulness, had been a shock to Sidney Huxchford, though he
did his best to disguise aU evidence from her.
" Go and sit there for the Uttle whUe you must remain in this
room," said Mattie, indicating a chafr by the window, at some
distance. " You were rash to come into this place."
*
" I'm not afraid of fever, Mattie, and I was not going to lose a
chance of seeing you—the first chance I have had."
" And you don't think that I have been wrong, Mr. Sidney ? "
asked Mattie; " you haven't let aU that Mr. Wesden has said turn
you against me ? I'm so glad! "
" Mattie, there's a Uttle mystery, but I daresay you can clear it—
and I swear stiU by the old friend and adviser of Great Suffolk
Street. And as for Mr. Wesden—why, I'm incUned to think that
that old gentleman is growing ashamed of himself."
" You say nothing of Harriet ? "
" She's the champion of all absent friends—^the best gfrl in the
world. When I teU her that you
"
" You must not teU her where to find me—^you wUl not act fafrly
by her, if you thrust her into danger, Sfr. I rely upon you to keep
her away."
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" Well, you women do catch things very rapidly," said he; " I—•
I thiixk that perhaps it wiU be as weU not to let her know of your
illness."
" Thank you—thank you."
" But when you are well again, I shaU bring her myself to see you.
We'U have no more games at hide and seek, Mattie."
" Not yet."
" Why—not yet ? " was the quick answer.
" I am no fit companion for her—her father thinks. So it must
not be. I have seen her—watched for her several times."
" Ah !—I suppose so. You know that we are engaged, Mattie ? "
he said; " that was an old wish of yours, Harriet tells me."
" Yes; when are you to be married ? "
" Oh! when I can afford to keep a wife. Shall I tell you how I
am getting on now ? "
" 1 should like to hear it," said Mattie, " but you musn't stop
here very long. For there is danger."
" I don't believe it," said he, laughing; " besides, my father has
furnished me with a lump of camphor as big as my head, which I've
been sitting on the last five miilutes. Now, Mattie, let me tell you
where I am, aud what I am doing."
In a few words, Sidney sketched the particulars of his present
mode of life, spoke of his prospects in futuro, and of the kindness
which he received at all hands. He was an agreeable companion,
and brought some of his vigour and good spirits into that little room
with him. He spoke cheerfully and heartily, and the pleasant ring
of his voice sounded like old times to Mattie. She lay and listened,
and thought it was all very comfortable—she even forgot her fever
for a while, tUl she remembered the length of time that he had
remained with her.
" I hope you will go now," she said, rather suddenly.
" Am I wearying you ?—I beg pariion, Mattie. Some of these
days when you are better, I intend a longer stay than this."
"Indeed'!"
" I shall try my own powers of persuasion, in order that Harriet
and I may fight your battles better for you," he said; "we must
clear up that mystery—I hate mystery."
" I know it."
" Upon my honour, I would as soon have a sister maligned as
you ! " cried Sidney; " we are such old friends, Mattie."
"Yes, yes—go now, please. And keep Harriet away, for her
own sake and yours."
Sidney promised that, and then shook hands with her.
" You must not be very shocked at my stalking in here—fancy
it is your brother, Mattie. 1 shall make Harriet a clean confession when I get back—not to-night, though."
He went from the room, followed by Ann Packet. Outside,
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the cheerful look upou his face suddenly vanished, and he became
so grave that Aim Packet stared aghast at him.
"Who's her doctor?"
Ann told him.
"I'U send some one myself to see if he is treating ner
correctly."
" Dou't you—don't you think that she's so weU ? "
" I thiuk that she's very ill—worse than she is aware of herself.
Take care of her, Ann, she's an old friend! "
He went dowTx stairs hastUy,- and Ann retumed to the room to
find Mattie in a high fever, sitting up in bed with a wUd look in her
eyes.
" Anu, Ann—he must never come agaux! I—I can't bear to see
him now."
" Patience, my darlUig. Keep quiet—why not ? "
" Oh! I don't know—but he makes my heart ache—and, and, he
is coming into danger here. Oh ! Sidney ! Sidney ! "
She flung herself back in her bed, and sobbed and tossed there
tiU the fever grew upon her more and m.ore, and robbed her of her
senses. And in the delirium wlxich followed, Ann Packet learned
the secret of Mattie's Ufe, aud wrung her hands, and cried over it.

CHAPTER II.
IN W H I C H SEX'EEAL DISCOVEEIES COME TOGETHEE,

WHEN Sidney Hinchford caUed the next morning at Tenehester
Street, to inqxure after Mattie's health. Ami Packet met him at the
door, and informed him that the invaUd was worse, and on no account
to be disturbed. In the course of the day a new doctor arrived,
commissioned by Sidney; and being a man not inclined to poohpooh every system but his own, gave his opicnon that Mattie was
being treated correctly, and he saw nothing to improve upon. So
t he doctor was not changed ; and being a poor man struggling for
a living in a little shop round the corner, 1 hope he was sufficiently
grateful, especially as Ann Packet did not require a twelvemonth's
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credit, but settled his biU every Saturday night with the washerwoman's.
And three Saturday nights went by before Mattie was considered
out of danger of the fever's return, and in rather more imminent
danger of the exhaustion which that fever had occasioned. Sidney
Hinchford had taken Tenehester Street and Southwark Bridge in his
new route to the City, and caUed every moriung for the latest news
—Anu Packet had brought it dowu to him, with Mattie's kind
regards and compUments, and he had not been permitted to see her
since that night referred to in our last chapter.
Mattie was getting better when the fourth week was over—learning to be strong, anxious about the expenses that had been incurred,
solicitous even about her Uttle dress-making connection, which would
have flown to the four winds of Heaven had scarlatina thought of
taking its measure.
Mattie had found strength to leave her bed and sit up for a whUe
iu the chair by the fireside, wiien the second visitor astonished
Tenehester Street by her arrival. No less a visitor than Harriet
Wesden herself—who, having learned Mattie's address by degrees
from the mxfaithful Sidney, had made made an unlooked-for raid
upon the premises.
" D o n ' t cry—don't speak—don't say anything for ever so
l o n g ! " she said, with one gloved finger to her pretty mouth;
" U there's anything to get over—get over it without any fuss, my
dear."
Mattie was silent for a while—she turned her head away and
looked at the red coals. This was a meeting that she thought
would come some day; that in her heart she did not blame Sidney
Hiuchford for promotuig, although the danger of it rendered her
uneasy.
"Farther away, Harriet," she murmured at last.
" I'm not afraid," said Harriet; " I don't beUeve that I'm of a
feverish sort, or that there's any danger. If there were, I shoxdd
have come all the same, and stopped just as long, after wheedling
the address from Sid."
Anu Packet fidgeted about the room; she was jealous of her
charge, tearful of Mattie becoming excited, aud of Harriet AA^esdeix
talking too much to her. Harriet AA'esden .saw this.
"Atou may trust me with her, Ann—I will be very careful."
" 1 hope you wUl—I shouldn't Uke the doctor to say I'd let you
chatter her off into a fever again. You'U take care, Mattie."
" Yes, Ann."
At the door she paused again.
" You alius were such a gal to talk when once set a-going, Mattie
—now doee be as careful as you can! AA^lien I come back from
marketing, I'll hope it's all done atween vou two."
Ann Packet withdrew. The two girls—we may say, despite the
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difference of position between them, the two friends—looked at
each other for a short whUe longer. Mattie was the first to
speak.
"Now you have come, Harriet, you must tell me all that has
happened since we parted—every scrap of news that affects you is
always welcome to me."
" Shall I sum it up in three words, that will content you, j\lattie ?
—1 am happy."
" I am so glad—so very glad! Harriet," she added, more
eagerly, "you do love him? It isn't a fancy, Uke—like the
others ? "
" Mattie, I love him with my whole heart—I never loved before—
I feel that the past was aU romantic folly. You don't know what a
noble fellow he is—how kuxd and thoughtful! "
" Yes—I do."
" Ah! but you dou't kuow him as I know him; the truth of his
inner self, the nobleness of his character, the earnestness of his
nature ! Mattie, I feel that I have deceived him—that I should have
told him all about Mr. Darcy, and trusted in his generosity, in his
knowledge of me, to believe it. It was a cruel promise that you
wrxmg from me."
«
"Harriet, I was thinking of your own good name, and of the
story that the world would make from yours. I think I was
right."
We wiser people, with principles so much higher, think ilattie
was wrong, as she thought; herself, in the days that were ahead of
her.
" And this Mr. Darcy, Harriet, have you seen or heard fronx him
since ? "
" 1 received one letter. I returned it to its writer unopened."
" That was right. And the Eveleighs, what do they kuow, do
vou thiuk ? "
"Nothing."
" Then we must be safe."
" AVe ? " echoed Harriet. " AAHxen you are bearing the stigma of
my indiscretion! Mattie, you went out that night in search of
me."
". No matter," responded Mattie. " I must not talk too much.
Let me hear you speak of all old friends—it's like the old times
back again to have you here."
" Aud they wUl come back."
" Never ! " was the solemn reply.
" Not that tiresome shop, perliaps," said Harriet, " but the times
like unto the old, and all the better for the difference. You know
what a weak and sanguuxe woman I was."
"WeU—yes."
" I am a strong and sanguine woman now, and there are good
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times I brood upon, and look forward to stiU. ShaU I sketch you
the picture ? "
"If youwUl."
Mattie Ustened very anxiously; Harriet, with her bonnet in her
lap, and her golden hair falling about her shoulders, sat steadfastly
looking at our heroine.
"A Uttle cottage somewhere in the country—a long, long way off
from this London, which 1 dislike so much. Sid and I together,
and you our faithful friend and housekeeper. Oh! that will come
true'!"
Mattie shook her head.
" I thmk not."
" Why, you wUl not desert us ! "
"When the time comes round for the cottage, I wiU give my
answer. I think that—I—shoxdd—like to come some day—when
you have chUdren, perhaps, to take care of them. But it is a long,
long whUe to look forward to—almost wicked to bxdld upon, is it
not ? "
" I don't see where the wickedness lies."
"And as for the country—why in the country, Harriet, when
eidney wUl have to work in London ? "
" He may make his fortune and retire," she said, after a pause.
The secret of Sidney's life was sacred, even from Mattie. Harriet
coxdd not dweU upon it without arousing a suspicion.
" I feel that we shall all be together some day—and now, before
that day comes, let us speak of something else."
Harriet Wesden hastened to disburthen herself of aU the thoughts
which she had had concerning Mattie's future mode of Uving ; if it
were dress-making, how Harriet could help her to increase the connection—and, whatever it was, how she, Harriet Wesden, must do her
best for Mattie.
All this was very pleasant to our heroine, though it troubled her,
and almost mastered her at times. Pleasant to witness the evidence
of the old love, of no new love having ousted her from a place in
Harriet's heart. With the exception of honest Ann Packet, Mattie
had eamed no affection for herself, and had stood even isolated from
it, untU Harriet turned to her as her friend, trusted iu her, and—
did she ever dream it in the days when she ran barefooted through
the London streets ?—sought advice from her. And then, from that
hour, Mattie studied Harriet, saw her weaknesses, and did her best
to counteract them; moulded her—though neither knew it, or would
have guessed it—anew, and helped to make the true woman which
she was at that hour.
Mattie felt glad that she had been UI, now; her Ulness had
brought Harriet to her side, and proved that she had Uved in aU her
thoughts.
They were stUl talking together in the gloaming when the doctor
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caUed, bowed to iliss Wesden, and then paid attention to his
patient.
" It's very dark," said he, after an ineffectual attempt to see
Mattie's tongue; " but you're better, 1 perceive. Keep still, don't
trouble yourself about a Ught, Miss Gray,"—Mattie, for some reason
she could have scarcely explained to herself, had assumed the title
which Mrs. Watts, in their last meeting, had bestowed upon her—
" I have brought a friend to see you to-day, not knowing that you
were engaged."
" Who is he ? " Mattie inqufred.
" A gentleman connected with the chapel—our chapel."
"Indeed!"
" He helps us with the district business when he's in town—and
he has been very anxious to see you for the last fortrUght, but the
yoxmg woman who waits upon you said—very rudely, I fear—that
she woxddn't have you worried for fifty parsons. May he come
in?"
Before Mattie had made up her mind, he came in without permission. It was difficult to distinguish him in the shadowy room,
save that he was short and thin, and moved about with extraordinary
celerity.
" When the sinner is too weak to go forth Ux search of the Word,
it should be brought to her by all men earnest for sinners' redemption," he said, in a high, hard voice, very uusxUtable for an invaUd's
chamber; "and I trust that Miss Gray wUl not consider me
out of place in coming hither to teach her to be grateful for her
recovery."
" She is scarcely recovered yet, Sfr," Harriet ventured to suggest.
"What does Miss Gray say ? " he said, as though Miss Wesden's
word was to be doubted.
" That it is very kind of you to come—but that I am a Uttle weak
just at present."
" I caUed on the doctor—he's not of your opinion—he ought to
know best."
"Yes, yes," said the doctor, "but you promised only a few
words."
" I am a man of my word," was the brisk answer.
" I beg pardon, I never said that you were not," said the doctor;
" but we must be gentle with our patient yet awhUe—and she has
afready been receiving visitors to-day."
" If Miss Gray objects, I wiU go."
Mattie said that she did not object, and, without fm-ther ceremony,
the stranger began to pray for her, lowering his voice when he foxmd
that he need not shout at the top of his lungs to be heard Ux
that Uttle room, and even praying with some degree of eloquence,
and a more than common degree of earnestness, which was some
Uttle apology—if not quite enough—for his unwarrantable intrusion

STOEM SIGNALS.

207

It was a long prayer, and spared no one. The doctor, after
waiting five minutes, and finding thanksgivings for recovery, and for
shortening his biU, not in his line, took his departure on tiptoe;
Mattie listened reverently, with her hands clasped in her lap;
Harriet, who had not forgiven the intrusion, thought of Sidney
more than the preacher, and threw the latter out Ui his extempore
oration by suddenly poking the fire, and then dropping the poker
with a crash into the fire-place. Ann Packet returned from marketing, and found the preacher in the middle of the room on his
knees, and disgusted with his tactics, after the many times she
had denied him admittance, proceeded to arrange the tea-tray and
Ught the candle, with a noisy demonstrativeness that was perfectly
uimecessary.
"Amen" sounded at last, and the little man rose to his feet, over
which Ann Packet had twice stumbled, buttoned his black dress
coat across his chest, picked up his hat, and proceeded to retire
without further words, Uke a man of business, who, having done his
work, was in a hurry to get home. Suddenly he paused, and regarded Harriet Wesden attentively; the light in the room was feeble,
and might deceive him, he thought, for, with a quick hand, he caught
jip the candlestick and held it nearer to her.
" Miss Wesden—surely ? "
Harriet saw nothuxg to recognise in the wiry-haired, high-cheekboned preacher. He was a stranger to her.
"Yes, Sir."
" It's not a common name, but I presume not connected with the
stationer's in Great Suffolk Street ?"
" It was once, before my father left the shop."
" The coincidence never struck me before—that's rather odd, for
I'm not generaUy so dull. You don't remember me ? "
" I have never met you before."
" Oh ! yes—at the Ashford railway station, in the middle of the
night—you claimed my protection from a cruel snare that had been
laid to entrap you."
" Hush, Sir!—yes, Sir," said Harriet, with a glance at Ann Packet,
who, however, was still busy with the tea-things; " I remember you
now; you were very kind to me, and took pains to reUeve me from
a great anxiety."
"Andwhat has become of
"
" I have never seen him," Harriet interrupted.
"And he hasn't sought you out, aud
"
"No, he hasn't. Please say no more about it! " she cried to the
inquisitive man; " 1 have forgotten the story. Mattie, ask him to
be quiet."
" How's that possible ? How can a—Mattie ! " he ejaculated, suddenly struck by that name, dropping his hat aud then putting his
foot upon it in his excitement; " your uame Mattie, and acquainted
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with a Miss Wesden, who lived once Ux Suffolk Street! And Miss
Gray, too !—my name!—Mattie Gray, why, it must be ! "
" Must be—-what! " gasped Mattie, rising in her chair.
" Keep quiet—you're to be kept quiet—the doctor said so," he
stammered, fighting wUdly in the afr with both hands; " don't alarm
yourself—try and guess who I anx for the next hour and a half. Pll
be back by that time—where's my hat ?—good evening."
He turned to dart out of the room, and ran against Sidney Hinchford, who had beeu standing there an amazed Ustener—yor how
long ?
" Break it to her by degrees before I come," he said to Sidney.
"I'm her father—1 have been looking for her aU over the kingdom.
Do me this good turn? "
"Oue moment—I am going your way. Mattie understands it
already."
" Sidney! " cried Harriet.
" I shaU be back in a few minutes," he said, and then the local
preacher and the banker's clerk went out together.

CHAPTER III.
FATHEE AND DAUGHTEE.

THE three women left behind in that little room remained sUent
from the shock. They were amazed, perplexed. The sudden
excitement of the preacher; the strange questions he had asked
Harriet Wesden before the name of Mattie had changed the topic of
conversation; the presence of Sidney Hinchford as a witness to all
this; his abrupt departure with the preacher—all tended to create
doubt, and suggest to one, at least, the presence of danger.
Mattie had not given much thought to Sidney Hinchford's
appearance; the preacher's excitement, the return of a far-off
tlieaght to her, had rendered all that had foUowed vague and indistinct
—^the scene had been even too much for her, and she began to slowly
close her eyes.
" I think she has been talked and worried to death too much."
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cried Ann running to her; " Miss Harriet, I'd go now, if I were
you."
" Perhaps I have remained too long," said Harriet, rising.
"No," said Mattie, feebly, " I have been surprised by all that
has just happened. You are not the cause."
" I think I woxdd Ue on the bed a little whUe, Mattie," said
I—I Q f T l O T

"Don't go tUl I feel better."
Mattie lay on the bed as dfrected; Harriet did not resume her
seat, but stood with one arm on the mantelpiece, looking thoughtfuUy before her, where uo fancy pictures Ungered uow. There was
a long sUence. Ann Packet placed some smeUing salts in Mattie's
hand, and then sat at a little distance watching her. Harriet
retauxed her position xuxtil Mattie drew the bed-curtain further back
aud looked at her.
" I am better now. You will wait tiU Sidney comes back to fetch
you home, Harriet ? "
" It is very late. He may not come back."
"He is sure to come," said Mattie; "pray sit down again, and
Ann shall make us tea. Harriet, that man is my father."
" Do you really think so ? "
" It was all a truth that that horrible woman told me on the day
the house was robbed; he has been in search of me ; he has found
me at last—I shall uot be alone in the world ev'er again! "
" You are glad then, Mattie ? "
" Why should I not be ?" asked our herouie ; " I flunk that he is
a good man—I think that he must have cared for me a Uttle, to
have taken so much trouble in his search for me—he will come back
soon, and then we shall know all."
" He comes back to your gain and my loss," Harriet was on the
point of saying, but checked herself; Mattie was excited enough
without the cares of her friend to be added to her own.
It was a silent, thoughtful meal; Aim Packet, absorbed in gloomy
reverie, took her tea with stony apathy. She could see that changes
were coming towards her also, and the shape that they might assume
was hard to guess at. She should lose Mattie, perhaps, and that
was sufficient to disturb her.
Tea was over, and Mattie had returned to her easy-chair, when a
faint rapping was heard at the outer-door. Ann Packet went to the
door, and foxmd the preacher there, as she had anticipated.
" Is she prepared—has she guessed ?"
"Yes."
" Can I come in ? "
" I t isn't for tlxe Ukes of me to say you cau't;" and with this
evasive reply, Ann Packet opened wide the door aud admitted
him.
He came in on tiptoe, in a manner strangely at variance with his
14
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former brusque entrance; he tumed to Harriet Wesden first, and
spoke in a low whisper to her.
" Mr. Hinchford bade me say. Miss Wesden, that he was waiting
for you down stairs."
"Thank you—is he
?"
Harriet did not know how to finish her sentence, and left it in its
embryo condition. Her face was pale, and her heart was beating
violently as she stooped and kissed Mattie.
" Good-bye, dear—I must go now—Sidney is waiting."
" Good-bye—are you not weU ? " asked Mattie, suddenly.
She was as quick an observer as of yore, and the new expression
on Harriet's face suggested the new fear.
" Yes—yes—a Uttle upset by what has happened to-day, that's all.
Good-bye." And Harriet Wesden departed hastily.
The preacher put his hat on the floor, sUently drew a chair
towards Mattie, and then sat down close to her side. Ann Packet
from the distance watched them both—saw in an instant the likeness
between them, as they sat thus. Both had sharp black eyes, dark
hair, thin noses; the general expression of the features was the
same, harsher and more prominent in the man; and, therefore,
rendering him far from a being whose good looks were apparent.
" Your name is Mattie ?—you were at Mr. Wesden's for some
years ?—he adopted you—he took you from the streets ?—previous
to his kindness, you were living, off and on, at a Mrs. Watts' of
Kent Street, Southwark, where your mother died ? "
" Yes," answered Mattie.
"The woman who died in Kent Street, Southwark, was my wife. She
and I started in Ufe together happily enough tUl she took to drink—oh!
the drink! the drink!—and then home became a misery, and we
quarreUed very much, and I took to drink myself. I lost my place
through drink, and laid the fault to her—we quarreUed worse than
ever, as we became poorer and more wretched; I struck her, fought
with her, acted the brute until she ran away from me, taking you
with her, then but a year old. I did not seek to find her out—I let
her go to ruin, and went my own way to ruin myself, until rescued
by a miracle—by a good man, whom God sent in my way to amend
my Ufe, and teach me all the truths which I had neglected. He
found me work again; he raised me from the brute into the man;
he altered me body and soul, and when he died, it struck me that I
might foUow in his steps, and do good unto others, after his
example. I was not an unlearned man in aU respects; I fancied
that I might do good by an effort—there is no doing good without
one—and I made the attempt. When I was rewarded by my first
convert, Mattie, that was my encouragement," he said, rising with
the earnestness of his topic, sitting down again, jmd flinging his
arms wUdly about; " that was my incentive to go on, to save fresh
souls from the danger, to struggle in the by-ways of Ufe, for the
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light which the evU one would for ever shut from us. And I was
rewarded for the effort; I have done good; I have spent the last
sixteen years of my Ufe in the good cause ! "
" You are a minister."
" A local preacher—wandering from place to place, as my
employers dictate^occasionaUy proceeding on my own route; for
ever astfr, and letting not the sun go down upon my idleness. And
all this, while I have been in search of you—tracking your mother
at last to Kent Street, and following on your track untU I am
rewarded thus!"
He held forth his hand and Mattie placed hers within it.
" I tliuik that you are my father," she said; " I am glad to find
some one to care for me at last."
"And you wUl care for me?—for I have been a lonely man in the
world for many years, and would make atonement for the evU act
which cast you to the streets ! But Mattie, look at me ! "
Mattie regarded him long and steadfastly. It was a strange,
hard-featured face, on which was impressed firmness, or obduracy,
and little else; bxxt she felt that he was to be trusted and
believed.
" You see a very stubborn man, one who has made few friends
Ux Ufe, and who has met with much tribulation in his journey,"
said he; "you see a man who will do his duty by you, but wiU
not be a gentle father—a man who will never win a daughter's
love, and will not let the daughter take the first place in his
heart, lest she shoxdd wean him too much ft-om the pursuit of
sin, and slacken his zeal in the good cause. A man who is
poor cannot offer you a home much better than this—a man
disagreeable, irritable, and obstinate—is he worth calling father ? "
"Yes."
"Thank God you say so; it is very horrible to feel alone in the
world."
The disagreeable, irritable, and obstinate man, shook Mattie by
both hands, kissed her suddenly on the forehead, drew forth a
cotton handkerchief, and wiped his eyes and blew his nose
vigorously; finished by producing a shabby leather purse, and
taking some sUver therefrom, which he placed on the mantelpiece.
"My cliUd!—at my expense aU future housekeepUig. Young
woman," to Ann Packet, " you'll draw from that small amomxt for
the future."
" I'm sure I shan't! "
"Eh!—what?"
"I've taken care of her, and been a mother to her for the
last four weeks, and you're not a-coming in here aU at once, and
steaUng every bit of comfort away from me ! "
"Who is this?" he asked of Mattie.
14—2
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" A faithful friend without V/hom I might have died."
"Then she must be a friend of mine—yoxmg woman, you hear
that ? "
" Ah ! I hear," said the stoUd Ann.
"And who knows but that you, Mattie, in the better days in
store for you and me, may become a worker in the vineyard
also?"
" She's not going to work in any yard yet awhUe, if I kuow it! "
said Ann.
Mr. Gray rose and picked up his hat again, without paying heed to
this allusion.
" I have work to do at home," he said; " I am a mechanic by
trade, and have to labour to get my own Uving; when you are well
enough, you must come to my home and make it a difl'erent place.
I have much to ask you when you are better—I have been troubled
about stories that have been told me of you—I am xmhappy tUl I
know the truth. You wiU keep nothing from me ? "
Mattie did not reply ; that was a matter for future consideration.
" I never aUow anything to be kept from me," he said sharply;
" I shaU be a hard father, rely upou it. I aUow nothing for
prevarication, and I spare no sin or weakness, however plausible
may be the excuse which the sin offers. I—how dreadfully askew
everything is on this mantelpiece! " he added suddenly, putting the
few ornaments thereon at regular distances from each other; " I
shaU not be a kind father—I know I shan't! The momxtains
are not harder to move than I am—you're not frightened at me,
Mattie?"
"No."
" Not sorry I have come here to claim you ? "
"No—glad," said Mattie; " I think I shaU be able to trust you,
and to understand you iu a Uttle while. And the world wUl never
be entirely desolate again."
" Neither for you nor for me—though I have had my pursuits,
and been working hard for my master on earth—my Master in
Heaven. Amen. He has been very kind to me to reward me thus
for the little which I have done of late years ! "
He was down on his knees in the old place, and praying again;
offering a thanksgiving for his daughter's restoration to him. He
was a man who cared not for appearances—who doubtless rendered
himself extremely ridiculous and objectionable at times—and yet a
man so thoroughly in earnest, that it was hard to laugh at him. At
first sight it was diffiexdt to understand him, although Mattie
already felt confidence iu him, and saw a brighter life in store for
her; he was a man whose character was hard to define at a
first interview.
The time was inappropriate; the prayer out of place; he might
have waited tiU he had got home, thought Ann; but after a whUe
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the deep voice arrested attention, and Mattie listened and was
impressed by the man's fervour and rugged eloquence. It was not
a long prayer; he was on his feet again, and looking at his daughter
once more.
" I shall come to-morrow—next week perhaps we shall be living
together, father and chUd! Dear me, how odd that sounds now !
With yon at my side, 1 feel I can confront my enemies better."
"Your enemies?"
" Such as they are—I'm not afraid of them—I rather like them,"
he added; "they laugh at me, and mimic my ways—shrug thefr
shoulders, and tell one another what a hypocrite I am. It's the
easiest thing in the world to say a man is a hypocrite, and the very
hardest for that man to prove that he is not. But we'U talk about
that, and about everything else when you're better. I—I hope I
haven't been going it too much—good-bye."
"Good-bye, father."
" Ah! that's very good of you," he said; " but you must not be
too credulous. I'll bring my marriage certificate to-morrow, and
we'll proceed in a more business-like fashion. Good-bye—good
evening, young woman."
" Good evening, Sir," said Ann, evidently inclined to be more
civU to him. When he had gone Ann Packet insisted upon putting
Mattie to bed at once; she was inclined to keep her place, aud talk
of the extraordinary incidents of that day.
"Talk of 'em to-morrow," said Ann; "yevi'vegallied your brains
enough for fifty fathers."
" 1 feel so much happier, Ann, with some one whom I shaU have a
right to love."
"WeU, you've a right to love who you like, o' course."
" And I shan't love my faithful, gentle nurse the worse for it."
" God bless you!—what a gal you are ! "
" Life seems beginning with me for the first time—opening new
scenes, new faces, uew affections. Yes, Ann,' I am happy to-night."
"Then I'm glad he's come—I think he's turned up for the best;
although," she muttered to herself, " I shouldn't be very proud of
another father like him for myself. He's such a rum un !"
Meanwhile Harriet Wesden—what had foUowed the coming of
this "rum un" to her? Was her happiness fading away, as Mattie
Grav's advanced ? Let us see.
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CHAPTER IV
"ONLY PITY."

A COLD frosty afr hi the streets that night—a chilling welcome to
Harriet Wesdeu as she emerged from the hot room into Tenehester
Street. Sidney was waiting for her, staid, sUent, and statuesque;
he offered her his arm, which she took, and together they proceeded
along the narrow street into the Southwark Bridge Koad—thence
past the old house in Great Suffolk Street towards the Borough.
Harriet AA^esden felt that she would have given worlds, had she
possessed them, to have broken the silence, and ventured on some
topic which might have tested the truth or the folly of her fears;
but all thoughts seemed to have deserted her.
These sudden vacuums are difficult things to account for—most of
us suffer from them, more or less, at some period or other of our
Uves. Who caimot remember the sudden hiatus with the friend—
male or female—whom we intended particularly to impress with the
force of our eloquence; or the collapse in the grand speech with
which we wished to return thanks for the handsome manner in which
our health had been drunk at that dinner party, or the vote of confidence placed in us at that extraorduxary general meeting ?
Harriet Wesdeu was dumb ; there was not one thought at which
she could clutch, even the coldness of that night d:d not suggest
itself tUl it was too late to speak, and the idea began to impress her
that it would be more unnatural to say a few commonplace words
than to keep silence.
She guessed that Sidney knew her secret, or the greater part of
her secret, the instant that she had emerged into the street; and to
attempt a commonplace discourse \yith a great sorrow overshadowing
him woxdd, after all, have been a mockery, unworthy of herself and
him.
But if he woxdd only speak!—not proceed onwards so firmly,
steadUy, saying never a word to relieve the embarrassment of her
position. Sidney Hinchford maintained a rigid sUence for almost a
simUar reason to Harriet's ; he was at loss how to begin, and break
the spell which had enchained him since his engagement. He was
walking in darkness, and there was no Ught ahead of lum. AU was
vanity and vexation of spirit.
At last the sUence was broken. They had left behind them the
long rows of Ughted shops, and come to private houses, and long
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dreary front gardens, with interminable rows of fron railings ; there
were a few late office-clerks—a shadowy woman or two—hastening
homewards; the roar of London was growing fainter in the distance.
" Harriet," he began, in a deep voice, wherein aU excitement was
pent up and constrained, " I have heard a strange story to-night
from that man claiming to be Mattie's father—is it true ? "
"Yes."
She did not ask what he had heard, or attempt any defence; the
sound of his voice, deep and resonant after the long silence, had set
her heart beating, and rendered her answer a matter of difficulty.
" It is a strange story, and I have been hoping that it might have
been explamed away by some means not only unnatural—1 can
almost believe that it is aU a dream, and no cruel waking is to foUow
it. Harriet, may I ask if your father is aware of this ? "
"He is not yet."
"You were traveUuxg alone with a gentleman—I wUl caU him a
gentleman for the sake of argument—in the middle of the night by
the Dover maU traux; at Ashford you leave the carriage abruptly,
and demand protection from him—speak of a trap into which he had
led you, and seek counsel of that man we met at Mattie's house tonight ? "
"But—"
" But do not misunderstand nxe, Harriet—I can read the story for
myself; I can see that you were deceived iu this man, and had no
consciousness of the snare prepared for you, untU the hour was too
late. I can beUeve that your sense of right was outraged, aud the
gentleman merited all the scorn which he received—but who was this
man to whom you could trust yourself at that hour, aud by what
right were you, under any circumstances, his companion ? "
" He was a man I met at Mrs. Eveleiglis'—he offered to escort mc
to the raUway station."
" A stranger ? "
" No—I had met him at Brighton, before then, when I was a
school-girl. He—he paid me attentions there which flattered my
gfrlish vanity; and—and then I met him again at Mrs. Eveleighs' "
" What is his name ? "
"Darcy."
" You have not seen him since ?"
" No—I hope that he and 1 wiU never meet again."
" Harriet, you loved this man ? "
" No," was the fearless answer; " 1 caimot beUeve that now. I
might have fancied so at the time—for oh! 1 was bewUdered by
many thoughts, and my heart was troubled, Sid—but I never loved
him, on my honour! "
" It is easy to think that now," said Sidney, in reply; " the idol
has fallen from the pedestal, never to be replaced again—a mux, in
which no interest remains. But you loved him, or believed you
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loved him at that time—it is a nice distinction—and there was no
thought of me and my hopes."
" Sidney, I wrote—I—"
"Harriet, there is no need for us to say one word in anger about
this," he interrupted ; " 1 wiU ask no further explanation^I do not
wish it. I can see now where I have been wrong, and whither my
folly was leading me—and there's an end of it," he added.
" And end of—what ? "
" Of the one hope that I have had. I see, now, how much better
it is for you and me, and what a foolish couple we have been."
There was a long silence; they had walked on some distance before Harriet said, suddenly and sharply—
" What do you mean—what am I to xmderstand ? "
" That our engagement is at an end, aud that it is better for us
both to forget the romantic nonsense which we talked of lately. I
wUl not ask you to forget me; I will not try for a single moment to
forget you. I will prefer, U' you will allow me, Harriet, to remain
your friend—something of the old boy-friend I was to you, before
the dream came."
" Unjust—unkind ! " she murmured.
" No, you wUl not think that presently," he answered; "you wUl
judge me more fairly, and see for yourself how it could not have
ended otherwise for either of us. You have been more thau kind to
me—you have offered me the sacrifice of your best wishes, even your
brightest prospects, out of pity, and I cannot have it."
" Pity ! " slxe repeated.
Harriet was unnerved at his earnestness, at the deep sorrow which
betrayed itself in every word, and w-hich he thought that he disguised
so weU; but her pride was wounded also at his resignation of her,
and she could see that there was no defence to urge which, by the
laws of probabUity, had power to affect him. Between her and him
that cruel past, which she had hidden from him; that proof of love
or fancy for another, when he was buUding on her love for him; that
evidence against her, which for ever robbed him of his confidence
and trust. No, there was uo defence, and the scornful echo of his
last words were more Uke defiance than regret.
" Yes, pity ! " he reiterated—" only pity! Harriet," he said, for
an instant pressing her hand upon his arm with the old affection, " it
was kind and noble of you, but it was not love. It was a sacrifice.
I was a poor man; there was a great affliction in store for me, and
you felt that you alone coxdd Ughten it in the present—and in the
future, when it faced me and shut me in with it. You saw that you
were my one hope, and you took pity on me. It was a mistake—I
see the gigantic error that it was now ! "
" You wiU see the truth—you will judge me fafrer yet, Sidney."
" This past engagement between us, Harriet, has been a trouble
to me lately," he continued; " my selfishness has scared me before
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this, and I have felt that I had no right to bind you to me for a term
of years, ending in calamity at the last. I was wrong—I retract—
1 am very sorry for the error—I am glad of this excuse to rectify
it."
" You say that! " cried Harriet; " you are glad to break with me
—to believe that 1 did uot love you, Sidney ? "
" Yes, 1 am glad. I can see that it was all for the best; and
though 1 could have wished that there had been a different reason
for the parting, still it takes a weight from my conscience—it is a
relief!"
It was a struggle to say so, but he said it without bitterness, and
in good faith. By some ingenious method of word-twisting, which
Han-iet could not foUow, he had stopped all effort to explaUi more
fully, and turned the blame of the engagement on himself. There
was no answering; she saw that his heart was wrung with the agony
of the dissolution, but she read upon that pale, stern face, to which
she glanced but once, an niflexible resolve, that nothing could alter.
He upbraided her not; he uttered not one sarcasm upon the foUy of
her past passion for Mr. Darcy, or the mistakes to which it had led;
he expressed a wish to be her friend stiU, but he gave her up, and
with all her love for him—and she knew how truly it was love
then—she Could not ask him to reconsider his verdict and spare her
a parting as bitter for her as him. She read in that hasty glance at
his face, incredulity of her affection for him; and no protestation on
her part could have altered that. Yes, it was ended between them
—perhaps for the best, God knew ; she could not think of it then—
she was ashamed, miserable, utterly cast down !
"Let me go home," she murmured; "what a long way it is to
home."
" 1 will say no more, Harriet—I have been xuxkind to say so
much," he said, in answer to that cry, in which he might have read
the truth, had not his heart been for ever closed to it from that
night.
So, iu the same silent way as they had begun that inauspicious
walk, the two concluded it, reaching the little house of Mr. Wesden
shortly afterwards. Colder and more grim the night there, beyond
the lighted London streets ; in melancholy suburban districts Uke to
this there seemed to lurk a greater desolation.
"Good ixight," he said; "dou't think that we part in anger, or
that J am hurt in any way at what has happened—or that 1 am less
your friend than ever, Harriet."
" Good night," was all her answer.
He lingered still, as though he had more to say, or was endeavouring to think of something more to render the disruption less abrupt
aud harsh ; but he relinquished the attempt, and left her, walking
away rapidly as though at the last—the very last—he feared to trust
himself
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He did not go straight home, but walked for a while up and down
the street wherein his home was, at the same rapid pace, with his
breath held somewhat, and his hands clenched.
He had acted for the best—it was for the best, he thought!—but
the resxdt was not satisfactory, and the future beyond was the
grey density at which he had recoUed, when crossing the Channel
on the day he came to man's estate.
H he had died on that day, or the ship had gone down with
him, how much better he thought then; better for her, for him
—even for his father, perhaps, he could not teU at that time!
He went indoors at last, feigned for a while the old demeanour,
and failed at a task beyond his strength for once. He gave it
up, and, looking vacantly at his amazed father, said—
" 1 am not weU to-night. I think I'U go to my room."
"Not weU!—you not well, Sid?" exclaimed the father, as
though the assertion were the most improbable to make in the
world.
"Not very well—a head-ache."
" Ah! too much book-work. Be careful, Sid, don't overtask
yourself."
" I shall be weU enough to-morrow. Good night."
He left the room abruptly, and turned the key in his own
apartment a few minutes afterwards. In his own room, he
hunted for a few letters which she had written to him during
their brief engagement, and proceeded to bum them in the
empty ffre-grate.
" So much the best," he muttered, " so much the best! " as
though they were charmed words, that kept him strong.
He missed something else, aud was uneasy about it. He went to
the looking-glass drawer, and turned out the old contents upon the
toilet-table—staring at a letter soUed, crumpled, and torn, but stUl
sealed, which rewarded his search, and lay at the bottom.
" What's this ?" he muttered.
He drew a chair nearer the drawers on which the light was placed,
examined the post-mark, the superscription, the seal, then opened
the letter, dated on the day he went away on special service.
A long, confused epistle, written with difficulty and under much
agitation, but telling one truth, at which he had guessed—which he
had spoken of that night.
" I knew it before ! " he cried; bxxt the news daunted him, and
unmarmed him notwithstanding.
It was the cUmax, and he gave way utterly.
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CHAPTER V.
AN UNAVAILING EFFOET.

THE dry, matter-of-fact world, with its face to busiuess and its back
to romance, is stiU interested in love-matters, and passingly agitated
by the sudden disruption of any love-engagement. It shows an
interest in the latest news, and turns from its account-books for a
while to know how it came about that Damon and PhylUs could not
agree upon " proprieties," and thought that it was better to part, for
good aud aye, than to settle down for good as man and wife.
Having learned the news, remarked upon the pity that it was,
or the best thing that could happen for her or for him, the world
goes upon its course again, and the story is as old as the hiUs
before the leading characters have got over their first heart-pangs.
It was not a large world that was Uiterested in the disruption of
Sidney Hinchford's love engagement; two old men at Camberwell,
and a needlewoman, might almost constitute it in this instance. We
say almost, for a reason that wiU appear presently; a cautious
writer should always speak with a reserve.
The two old men were interested in the news, but not profoundly
affected; such is the selfishness of humanity, when matters do not
seriously affect its own comfort.
Harriet Wesden told the news on the following day to her father,
and he, after a stare over her head in the old fashion, thought, perhaps, that it was all for the best. Harriet told him the whole story
of the past that had led to the parting, and he took stock of the
principal features, and thought it was an odd affair, and that he
nUght have been told of this Mr. Darcy a Uttle earlier. After a while
he fancied that it was more comfortable to know that Harriet was to
be always with him, to attend to his small ailments, and study his
eccentricities. Of late he had harassed himself somewhat with the
idea that there would be an early marriage, and that he should be
left entirely alone in the world; with that house and new furniture,
that wash-house where the chimney always smoked, and that backgarden where groundsel grew vigorously in the garden paths. The
news of the quarrel came with something like a relief to him.
Harriet always at home; no one caUing to distract attention away
from him—well, it was for the best, though in his unselfish moments,
and he had many of them, Harriet alone ux the world after he was
gone, was a picture that affected him.
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There was something else to trouble him now; Harriet's story
had cleared up the mystery of Mattie's actions, that last mystery
which had led to an act of injustice on his part. That he had been
unjust, and cast Mattie back to the streets, troubled him far more
thau the broken love-pledge between Harriet and Sidney; for the
first time in his life he had done a wrong, a palpable and cruel one,
which might have submerged a soul, and he was sorry, very sorry,
for aU that had led to it. It did not matter that Mattie had
been rescued from utter loneliness by the appearance of her father
upon the scene; his hasty judgment had only brought about the
wrong, and he had tried to walk uprightly all his lU'e, and do his
best according to his powers.
Harriet, his daughter, kept her troubles to herself; she had met
with the first shock that faUs to the share of many a young Ufe, and
she had not made up her mind as to the best method of bearing up
against it. Two years ago, this would not have been a great trouble
to her; but two years had wondrously sobered her, and her eyes had
only beeu opened to the true estimate of Sidney's character at the
time when he spoke of the necessity of ending aU engagement
between them. He had not blamed her, or she might have defended
lierseU; he had spoken of his own consciousness of having done
wrong to bUid her by a promise made in an impulsive moment, he
had intimated that it was a relief to him to give her up, and in the
face of the cold, unpitying xvoiid, she was powerless to act. StiU
she was hopeful amidst it aU; it was no serious quarrel; he had
spoken of his wish to remain her friend, and by one of the many
chances of Ufe, it would not be difficult for him to discover that it
was love which drew her to him, and not the pity which is akin to
it. It might aU be explained when the right moment came round;
but as the days passed, and no Sidney appeared, her heart sank
more, and she read the future in store for her through a medium less
highly coloured by her fancy.
A week after the explanation between Sidney and her, she went
in search of Mattie. Always in trouble thinking of Mattie—seeking from her that consolation which her own thoughts denied her.
Mattie was stUl in Tenehester Street, although Ann Packet had gone
back to the Hinchford service. Mattie was strong enough to shift
for herself again—to set about packing her scanty wardrobe for
removal to her father's home; she was alone and busy with her
preparations for departure, when Harriet AVesden came into the
room.
After the first salutations had beeu exchanged—and flying remarks upon Mattie's better health and brighter looks had been
made—our heroine looked steadUy at Harriet, and asked what was
the matter.
" Am I so altered that you should think anything had happened,
Mattie ?"
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"There is not the look I like to see there" said Mattie, pointing
to Harriet Wesden's face.
" It's not a happy look, is it ? " she asked, with a little sigh.
"Not very."
" Sit down here beside me, and let me tell you why the happy
looks have gone for ever."
"Forever! Oh! PU not believe that."
" You'll never guess what I am going to tell you ? "
" Sidney and you have quarrelled."
"Yes—no—not exactly quarrelled—what a girl you are to guess
things! Sidney and 1, by mutual consent, have canceUed our
engagement."
" I am sorry," said Mattie, after a moment's sUence; "sorry, not
that the engagemeut has been broken for a whUe, for it wUl be
renewed again—"
" Never!—never! "
" But that any difference should have arisen between you two.
As for not making it up again," said Mattie, cheerfully, " oh! we
can't beUeve that, we two who understand Sidney Hinchford so
weU."
" There wiU never be an engagement between him and me again,"
said Harriet; " over for once and aU, Mattie."
" I say there wUl be," said Mattie, in an equally decisive manner.
" Have I Uved so long to see it aU ended thus ? I say it shaU be ! "
cried Mattie, in an excited manner, that surprised even Harriet, who
knew Mattie's character so well; " and we shall see, in good time,
which is the true prophetess."
"Mattie, you don't know Sidney, after all."
" TeU me the story—I am very anxious."
And with a woman's keen interest in love matters—her own,
or anybody else's, as the case might be—Mattie clasped her hands
together, and bent forward, all eagerness for Harriet's narrative.
"It's all through your father—that father of yours, who comes
upon the scene, and brings misery with him at once! " said Harriet,
a Uttle petulantly.
" Hush, Harriet!—remember that he is my father, now! " said
Mattie, who had found one more to defend in Ufe and to live for,
" and I am learning to love him, and to understand him better every
day."
" Yes—yes—you wUl forgive me—I am always offending some one
with my hasty words. This is how the quarrel came about."
Harriet launched into her story at once; in a torrent of hurried
explanations the details were poured forth, and Mattie, in a short
whUe, knew as much as Harriet Wesden, which was not all, howevex-, as we, who are behind the scenes of this little drama, are
aware.
"Perhaps it serves vs right," said Mattie, pluralising the case
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after her old fashion; "we kept something back, and Sidney is
straightforward in everything, and hates deceit, even innocent deceit
Uke ours, practised for your good name's sake. Did you teU him
that?"
" I don't know what I told him," answered Harriet, sadly. " I
said nothing—I was found guUty, and there was no answer left
me."
"We shaU Uve this down, I think," said Mattie, confidently.
" After aU, there's nothing very serious about it—if he don't suspect
us of behaving wrongly on that night."
" Sidney suspect that of me! Oh ! no, no—not so bad as that! "
" Then it wUi aU come right in time," cried Mattie. " He has
loved us all his Ufe, and wUl not fling himself from us iu his pride
and anger, as—as other men would do, more selfish and unjust than
he. I see the future brightening—we wiU wait patiently, aud not be
cast dowm by this slight trouble."
" Slight trouble! " exclaimed Harriet. " Oh! Mattie, if you
only xmderstood what love was Uke, you would guess my—my sense
of desolation."
Harriet flung herself on the bosom of the old faithful friend,
whose face, over her shoulder, became suddeiUy, and for an instant
only, very white and lined.
" I wUl try and guess," she said, in a low voice. " It must be
desolate ; I—I may know better some day ! "
Then Mattie set herself the task of comforting this chUd—a chUd
stUl, she thought, iu her impulsiveness, and in that weakness which
gave way Uke a chUd at the first trouble, and sought help and comfort from others, rather than from her own heart. And Mattie, who
had the gift—that rare rich gift above all price—of co'mforting those
who are afBicted, succeeded in putting the facts of the case in thefr
best and less distorted light, and was rewarded before the interview
was over—and when Harriet remembered it—by the new fact of
how one revelation had brought about another, and cleared up the
mystery of Mattie's absence from home to the man who had suspected her.
" I broke the promise—there was nothing to keep back, when I
had my own story to relate."
" He knows aU this," said Mattie, " and h e — - "
" He is very sorry for aU that harshness which drove you from us
—^I am sure of it."
"Why, it is brightening aU roxmd," said Mattie ; "we shaU have
no secret in the midst of us, and all will be weU now!"
Both had forgotten the letter, wherein absence of all true affection
was asserted; Harriet believed it destroyed, and Mattie did not
think to remind her of the danger—in her heart beUeved it even far
removed from her.
They parted hopefuUy; ilattie made the best of the position, and
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was reaUy trustful m a good resxdt. Sidney Hinchford loved Harriet,
and she could not xmderstand a man loving on, and yet holding aloof
from the idol he woidd faux worship stUl.
Sidney Hinchford, a few days afterwards, came to make his last
inquiries concerning Mattie's health—had he waited another day he
woxdd have found empty rooms and a desolate hearth—and Mattie
seized that opportunity to say a word. The grass never grew under
the feet of Mattie Gray, and the dark look—new to his face in its
intensity of sternness—did not deter her.
" I am sorry to hear the last news, Mr. Hinchford."
" It was to be expected," he replied shortly. He would have
hastened away from a subject that distressed him, but Mattie was
not deterred by his harsh voice.
" Not to be expected, you mean, Mr. Sidney," she said; " for she
and you, who have been together all your lives, should
"
" Pardon me, Mattie," he interrupted, decisively; " I cannot bear
a thfrd person's interference in this matter. It lies between her
and me, and both she and I have thought it better to part, without
reproach or Ul-wUl. She has made up her mind
"
" But
"
" And had she not," he said, catching at Mattie's wrist and holding it firmly with his hand, as though to stay her defence by that
means, " I have made up mine, and there is nothing on earth or in
Heaven to alter it, I swear ! "
" Oh! Sir," cried Mattie, dismayed at this assertion, " you wUl
think of this again—of her you have known from a little child, and
should be able to trust. There's uot a truer, kinder heart, iu aU the
worid !"
" She is true and kind—she would even have sacrificed her happiness for my sake—but she never loved me. I have her written
evidence to that."
" The letter!—oh ! the letter ! "
" You knew it ?—you helped to deceive me, too ? "
" Not deceit—aU was done for your own good, Mr. Sidney—she
did not know her own mind when that letter was written; she
"
" She will never know it—she is a weak woman—God help her!
She was never fit for me ! "
" Yes," was the quick denial.
" No, 1 say. A thousand times no! "
He stamped his foot upon the floor and then turned away, sterner
and darker in his looks than ever. Mattie's heart sank then—for
she read ux his face a resolve that love could not soften, or time
ameliorate. She lost hope herself from that day.
" I must make up for him as weU as 1 can," said Mattie, after he
had gone ; " she must not break down because he turns away. She
is young and will get over it—let me see, now how shaU I teach my
darUng to forget all this ? "
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CHAPTER VI.
M E . GEAY F U E T H E E DEVELOPED.

THAT is a grand trait of character in man, woman, or chUd—
unselfishness. It is a trait that scarcely exists, perhaps, in its pure
state; for we are selfish mortals, struggling to cut one another's
throats aU our Uves, and coveting our neighbour's goods with a rare
intensity. It is a selfish globe on which we are spinning, and it is
natural to thmk deeply—think altogether, perhaps—of our loves,
m(r successes, our chances of fame, fortune, happiness, rather than
of other people's. For the reason that it has been our lot to drop
upon an exception to this rule—as near an exception as this rxde
sans exception wUl aUow—do we hold Mattie a first place ux our
afiections, and think her story—approaching its turbulent stage—
worth the teUing.
Springing from a low estate, and saved as by a miracle—this
flower put forth strange buds aud blossoms after its transplanting.
It outUved the past, and turned quickly to the light, as though Ught
had been its craving from the first, and oiUy a better chance, and a
purer moral atmosphere, were needed to whoUy change it. Mattie
passedfr-omevU to good swiftly, grateful to the hands that had been
outstretched to save her; the untaught childhood became swiftly
the days of grateful gfrlhood—and from girlhood to the gentle,
honest womanhood, that thought of others' happiness, and strove
hard for happiness in those she loved was but another step, easUy
made and never repented of.
She did aU for the best, and strove hard to make the best of
everything—yor others. We know no better heroine than this, and
I am very doubtful if we care for one better educated or of higher
origin. And yet. Heaven be thanked, not a model heroine, who was
always in the right!
Mattie removed to her father's apartments in Union Road,
Brunswick Street, New Kent Road. Brunswick Street is an artery
that lets the wUd blood of Great Dover Street into the New Kent
Road—a quiet street by day, but subject to scared strangers at
lught iu search of the medical students who locate here in legions.
Union Road is on the right of Brunswick Street, and a near cut, if
you are fortunate enough not to lose yourself, to Horsemonger Lane
Gaol, though what you may want there is more your business than
ours. Mr. Gray rented the two top rooms of a smaU house in
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Union Road, the sitting room provided with a sofa bedstead, wiiich
was henceforth to be of service to Mattie, when the day's duties
were over, and Mr. Gray had finished his praying.
Here settled down the new-found father and chUd, and began
"home" once more. Here Mattie learned by degrees to understand her father, to appreciate the many good qualities which he
possessed, and to " make aUowance "—as she always made allowance
—for the few bad ones, which he possessed also, minister of the
gospel as he termed himself.
They agreed very well together; there was little to disturb the
even tenor of their way; and it fortunately happened that Mr. Gray,
who was fond of argument, was blessed witli^a daughter who always
shunned it, when the topics did not directly affect her. Mr. Gray,
on the whole, was a little disappointed in his daughter—agreeably
disappointed, we might have said, had not the discomfiture been so
apparent on his features for a whUe. He was a man fond of making converts; it had been his profession, and he had met with
success therein. He had promised himself the pleasure of saving
his daughter from the dangers and temptations of the world,
and he had found one who was out of danger and as above
temptation as he was. From Mrs. Watts' account, subsequently
from Mr. Wesden's, he had been led to expect a very different
daughter to this; a girl who had run the streets for eleven
years—who had been a friendless stray upon those streets, a
thief and beggar at intervals when honesty did not pay—who
had afterwards left her master's house under suspicion of a
grave character—was likely to be a wUful, vicious specimen of
womanhood, and worthy of his earnest efforts to subdue. Though
he would not have owned it to himself, yet the belief in Mattie
being unregenerate and defiant had added an intensity to his
search for her; since his own better life, he had been ever iu
search of a thoroughly fine specimen of impenitence to practise
upon, and now even his own daughter had disappointed him!
He discovered that she was a regular attendant at chapel—
not even at church, to whose forms he had the true dissenter's
objection—that she read her Bible regularly, and took comfort:
from its pages—that she was gentle, charitable, kind, unselfish,
everything that he would have liked to make her by his intense
love and appUcation, and which he had found ready-made to
hand.
He returned thanks for aU this in his usual maimer, but there
was an occasional blankness of expression on his countenance;
he was truly glad to have discovered his daughter, but he found
that she was never to owe him an immense debt of gratitude
for her reformation, and he had built upou that whenever they
were thrown together, father and chUd, at last. Beyond his
home he must look once more for the obdurate specimen that
15

226

MATTIE : A STEAY.

he could attack, foUow up, analyse aud dissect, with the gusto
of a surgeon over " as fine a case as ever he saw in his Ufe! "
But that home—in a very Uttle time what a different place
it was to him! He foxuid in Mattie aU that he coidd have
made of her, and after a whUe he was more than content. He
was a man who made but little show of earthly affection, and
possibly deceived Mattie, who took his love for duty more often
thau he wished, though it was his pride to abjure EJI evidence of
earthly affection, and to consider himself, as he termed it, above
it. He was a man who deceived himself by this—people have
that peculiar trait of character now and then, and place credence ux
their own impossibUiti^
Mr. Gray was a Uthographer by trade—a man who would have
eamed more money had not his preaching interfered with his
work, and had he not been rather too particular for a busmess
luau upon what work he engaged himself. A crotchety, irritable
being, who brought his religion into his business, and, therefore,,
occasionaUy muddled both. On one occasion he had been horrified
by the receipt of an order to Uthograph several scenes from the
last new pantomine, to be exhibited on broadsheets outside the
theatre-doors, and in tobacconists' shops; and having decUned
to be an agent in such a "Worke of the Beast," had been
dismissed from the staff of the firm which he had faithfully served
for many years. He had Uved hard after that, known what it was
to be pemiUess and fireless, and almost bootless, but those
unpleasant sensations had their comforts for him—they were
evidences of his sacrifice for his character's sake, and he had
fought on doggedly tiU other employment came, which brought
his head above water. He was a man who never gave way
in his opimons, or sacrificed them for his personal convenience
—a disagreeable man more often than not, but a man respected
amongst his chapel-cfrcle, and who, when once understood—tha^
was not often, however—was generaUy Uked. A man who dealt iii
hard truths, and had not invariably the gentlest method of distributing them; but a man who loved to see justice done to aU
oppressed, and did his best after his own way.
His ffrst attempt to do justice, after Mattie's acquaintance with
him, was in Mattie's favour. He understood aU the reasons for
Mattie's departure from Great Suffolk Street, and he saw where Mr.
Wesden had been deceived, and in what manner he had been led by
degrees to form a false estimate of Mattie's conduct.
He was a fidgety man, we have impUed—more than that, he was
an excitable and restless man.
" 1 must see that Mr. Wesden again—we must both see him,
Mattie," he said one evening.
" Oh! I can never face him," said Mattie, in an alarmed manner,
after aU that he has thought of me. I could not bear to ask him to
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confess that he was in the wrong, if he wiU not confess it of his
own free wiU."
"But he shall, my dear!"
" I can't explain the robberies—can't prove that I was innocent
of aU impUcation in them. I was a thief once, and he will never
forget that."
"Won't h e ? " said Mr. Gray, decisively. "We'U see about that.
I'll rouse him, my dear, depend upon it. The first opportunity I
have, I'll caU upon that man, and—rouse him."
" I hope not."
Mattie was at work at the fireside; she had taken to dressmaking again, amongst a new connection of chapel-goers introduced
by her father, and Mr. Gray was busy at his lithography. He was
working hard into the night, douxg extra work, in order that he
might have aU the next week free for a preaching expedition
amongst the colliers, and he did not turn from his work to express
his opinion; on the contrary, bent more earnestly over it.
"It's no good hoping, my dear, I have made up my muxd; he
hasn't acted fairly by you—he hasn't made atonement—-1 must taUc
to him presently."
Mattie was glad of the postponement, and hopeful that her father,
in his multiplicity of engagements, would forget his determination—
a strange hope, for Mr. Gray never forgot anything.
" What kind of man is this Mr. Wesden, Mattie ? " he asked. " I
have only seen him once, for a few minutes. Hard, isn't he ? "
" Sometimes. He has altered very much lately."
" A worldly man—fond of money—grasping, in fact. Such a man
is hard to impress. I'll have a try at him, though."
"He's a very good man, father," Mattie said; "you must
remember that he saved me from the streets, and that for years and
years he was very good and kind to me."
"Yes, yes—I shaU pay him back some day—but he must be
worldly, I should think, and in return for all his goodness I'll make
a good man of him—see if I don't! I suppose you used to open on
Sundays in Great Suft'olk Street ? "
"Never."
"Hum—that's well. Not so bad as I thought. Did he go to
chapel of a Sunday, uow ? "
" To church-St. George's."
" Hum—that's not so bad. Not much credit in making a better
man of Mm" he muttered; " but I'll rouse him! "
The next day he neglected his work on purpose to attempt the
experiment. He was successful enough, for there was a rouglx
eloquence inherent in him, and he had a fair cause to plead; and the
result was, that the roused Mr. Wesden made his appearance arm iu
arm with Mr. Gray at Mattie's home.
"I've got him!" said Mr. Gray, triumphantly; "here's Mr.
15—2
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AVesden, Mattie. He has come to say how very sorry he was for
aU that parted you and him—haven't you. Sir ? "
" Very sorry," said Mr. Wesden, looking at Mattie, askance; " I've
been thiuking of it a long whUe—yes, Mattie, very sorry ! "
He held out both hands to her, and Mattie ran to him, clasped
them in her own, shook them heartUy, and then burst out crymg
on his shoxdder.
"Oh! my first father!—I didn't think that you would beUevc
wrong of me aU your Ufe I"
"No—and it was very vsrong—Mattie. And all will be right
now—you and your father must come and see us very often."
" Yes."
She turned to her father eagerly, but Mr. Gray was at his
lithography, bending closely over his work, aud apparently taking
no heed of this reconciliation. He had done his share of duty, and
so his interest had vanished.
"Father—you hear?"
" I don't care about much company—when we've nothing better
to do than idle oxur time away, perhaps," was the far from suave
reply to this.
" My daughter and yours are old friends, Mr. Gray," said Mr.
AVesden, almost entreatingly.
" Mattie won't care about much company herself—and I very
much doubt if that young person you allude to is exactly fitted for
my daughter, whose character I am anxious to model after my own
ideas of what is traly womanly."
Mattie looked up at this ; her father was strange in his manner
that night, and he perplexed her.
" Am I not truly womanly now, Sir ? " she asked, with a merry
Uttle laugh. She was in high spfrits that night.
Mr. Gray softened.
" You are a very good girl, Mattie—a very good girl uideed;
there are only a few Uttle alterations necessary," he added, as
though he was speaking of some marble statue whose corners he
might round off with a chisel at his leisure.
"And you. Sir," said Mattie, turning to Mr. Wesden agam,
" don't thuxk any harm of me now ? The robberies—the talk with
Mr. Hinchford—" she added, with a faint blush.
" AVhat was that ? " asked Mr. Gray, with renewed alacrity.
"Foohshness—all foolishness on my part," said Wesden; "how
could 1 have acted so ? And yet, when it came to being out aU
night, the fancies turned to truths, it seemed. Ah! no matter
now."
" No matter now. Oh! I am very happy. WUl you sit down
here for a whUe, and teU me about Harriet and yourself—zxAshe who
was always so kind to me ? "
"And thought well of you to the last. We wrangled once or
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twice about that—the only thing we ever had to quarrel about,
Mattie, in all our Uves together."
" Sit down and tell me about her—my true mother ! You will
excuse my father—he is very busy."
" Certainly."
And after his old dreamy stare at Mr. Gray, who appeared to
have suddenly aud entirely lost all interest in Mr. Wesden, he
sat down by ihe fireside and talked of old times—the dear old times
that Mattie loved to hear about. Mattie was happy that night; her
heart was lighter; her character had been redeeined to him who had
mistrusted her; he was sitting again by her side—all her love for
him had come back as it were, and all his cruel thoughts of her had
vanished away for ever.
Mr. Wesden talked more than he used, when one particular
subject was dilated on; and to have Mattie full of interest in that
better half of him that had gone from life on earth to life eternal,
gave brightness to his eyes, vigour to his narrative, and rendered him
oblivious to time, tUl a deep voice behind him broke in upon the
dialogue.
" I t ' s getting late."
' ' A h ! it must be," said Mr. Wesden, rising. " A n d you'U come
now, Mattie ? You have forgiven me ? "
" With all my heart—what there was to forgive ! "
" And you'll let her come, Mr. Graj', now I have done her that
justice ? "
" When there's time."
Mr. Wesden departed; Mattie saw him down stairs to the passage
door, and stood watching his figure, not so active as of yore, proceeding down the dimly lighted street. When she returned to the
sitting-room, she found that her father had left his work, and was
sitting with his feet on the fender, rubbing the palms of his hands
slowly together. H e did not look round when she eame in; when
she had taken her seat near him he did not look up at her. There
was a change in him., which Mattie remarked, and after a little while
inquired the reason for.
••'Mattie," he said suddenly, " 1 didn't know that you were so
fond of Mr. VA^esden, or I'd have ixever brought him here."
" Yes, I am fond of him—I am fond of all those who have been
kind to nxe—who belong unto the past, of which he and I have been
speaking to-night."
" You like liim better than me ? "
Mattie was too astonished to reply at once to this. She saw the
reason for his sudden reserve to Mr. Wesden in a new light; she
detected a new feature in him, that had heretofore been hidden.
Years ago—like a far-away murmur—she could fancy that her
mother spoke again of her husband's jealousy as one reason why
home had been unhappy, and she had fled from it. Mr. Gray became
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excited. His eyes Ut up, his face flushed a little, and his hands
puckered up bits of cloth at his knees in a nervous, irritable way.
" I shouldn't like that man to be put ever before me in everything
—to be liked better thau myself—he has got a daughter of his own
to love, and must not rob me of you. I can't have it—I yyoix't have
it! My Ufe has been a very desolate one tiU now, and it is your
duty to make amends for it, and be faithful to me in the latter
days."
" You may trust me, father."
She laid her hand on his, and he turned and looked Uxto her dark
eyes, where truth and honesty where shining. He brightened up
at once.
" I think I may—you'U not forget me—you'll be like a daughter
to me. Yes, I can trust you, Mattie! "
This fugitive cloud was wafted away on the instant; Mattie
almost forgot the occurrence, and aU was well again.

CHAPTER VII.
A

DINNEE

PAETY

MEANW HILE Sidney Hinchford had mapped his course out for the
future ; he had been ever fond of planning out his paths iu life, as
though no greater planner than he xvere near to thwart him. That
they were turned from their course or broken short, at times, taught
no lesson; he gave up his progress upon them, but he sketched at
once the new course for his adoption, and began afresh his journey.
He had parted with Harriet AVesden for ever; so be it—it belonged to the irreparable, and he must look it sternly in the face and
live it down as best he might. It had been all a fallacy, and he the
slave of a delusion—if, in the waking, he had suffered much, was in
his heart stUl suffering, let him keep an xmmoved front before the
world, that should never guess at the keenness and bitterness of this
disappointment. He had his duties to pursue ; he had his father to
deceive by his demeanour—he must not let the shadow of his distress darken the little Ught reinauxiug for that old man, whom he
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loved so well, and who looked upou him as the only one left to love,
or was worth Uving for.
He told his father that the engagement was at an end; that
Harriet and he had both, by mutual consent, released each other
from the contract, and considered it better to be friends—simply
friends, who could esteem each other, and wish each other well in
life. 'There had been no quarrelUng, he was anxious to impress on
Mr. Hinchford; he had himself suggested the separation, feeling, in
the first place, that Harriet Wesden was scarcely suited to be his
wife ; and in the second, that he had been selfish and unjust to bind
her to an engagement extending over a period of years, with all uncertainty beyond.
The old gentleman scarcely comprehended the detaUs ; he under
stood the result, and as it did not appear to seriously affect his son,
he could imagine that Sid had acted honourably, and for the very
best. He did not want Sid to marry, and perhaps live apart fro'm
him; he knew that much of his own happiness xvould vanish away
at the altar, where Sid would take some one for better, for worse,
and he could not regret in his heart anything that retained his boy
at his side. In that heart he had often thought that Harriet Wesden
was scarcely fit for his son's wife, scarcely deserving of that dear boy
—there was time enough for Sid to marry a dozen years hence—he
had married late iu life himself, aud why should not his son follow
his example ?
Sidney Hinchford heard a little of this reasoning Ux his turn, but
wiiether he admired his father's remarks or not, did not appear from
the unmoved aspect of his countenance. He was always anxious to
turn the conversatiou into other chamxels; partial in those long evenings to backgammon with his father—a game which absorbed Mr.
Hinchford's attention, and rendered him less loquacious. Still
Sidney was a fair companion, and disguised the evidence of his disappointment well; he had set himself the task of making the latter
days of that old gentleman free from care if possible, and he played
his part weU, and would have deceived keener eyes than his father's.
That father was becoming weaker in body and mind, Sid could see;
he was more feeble than his elder brother now—success in life had
tested his nervous system more—possibly worn him out before his
time. Like his son, he had had ever a habit of keeping his chief
troubles to himself, and preserving a fair front to society. He had
had a nervous wife to study, afterwards a son to encourage by his
staunch demeanour. He had been an actor throughout the
days of his tribulation, and such acting is the wear and tear
of body and mind, and produces its natural fruit at a later
season.
Sidney Hinchford saw the change in him, and knew that their
pnrtuxg must come, sooner than the father dreamed of. Mr. Huxchford had a knowledge of his owu defects, but not of their extent. He
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was iguorant how weak he had become, as he seldom stirred from
home now; and his memory, which played him traitor, also helped
him to forget its defects! He pictured Sidney and him together for
many yeai-s yet—the Hinchfords were a long-Uved race, and he did
uot dream of himself being an exception,to the rule.
But Sidney noted every change, and became anxious. He noted
also that the powers of mind seemed waning faster thau the body,
and that there w^ere tunes when his father almost forgot thefr poor
estate, and talked more Uke the rich man he had been once. He
brought a doctor to see him once, sat him down by his father's side,
in the Ught of an office friend, and then waited anxiously for the
verdict deUvered an hour afterwards, in the passage.
" Keep him from aU excitement if you can—^let him have his own
way as much as possible—aud there is not a great deal to fear."
Sidney cautioned Ann Packet, who was partial to a way of lier
own, and then went to office more contented in mbid. Over the office
books, he was sterner and graver than he used to be, and more incUned than ever to repel the advances of his cousin.
His salary had beeu raised by that time; he had distinguished
hmxself as a good and faithful servant, and he took the wages th'at
were due to him, with thanks for his promotion.
One day, his xmcle sent for him into the inner chamber, to speak
of matters foreign to the business of a banking house.
'• Sidney, I have troubled you more than once with advice conceruing my son Mam-ice."
"Yes."
" He is about to offer you and your father an invitation to dine
•with him next week."
" I know what to answer, Sfr," said Sidney, somewhat stiffly. He
objected to this advice-gratis principle, and thought that Mr.
Geoffry Hiuchford might have left him to his own judgment.
'• No, you don't, and that's why I sent for you. Maurice wiU be
thirty-one next week—it's a Uttle famUy affafr, almost exclusively
confined to members of the famUy, and I hope that you •wUl both
come."

"Sfr—I

•'

" Bygones are bygones; we do not make a mei-e pretence of
having fox-gotten the past—ice Hinchfords," said his tmcle. " Sidney,
I will ask it as a favour ? "
" A^ery well, Sfr. But my father is not weU, and I fear not able
to bear any extra fatigue."
" 1 am uot afraid of old Jemmy's ccmsent," said the banker.
"There, go to your desk, and don't waste valuable time in
prolixity."
Late that day Maurice Hinchford addi-essed his cousin. Sidney
was going dowu the bank steps homewards, when his cousin foUowed
him, and passed his arm through his.

STOEM SIGNALS.

233

" Sidney—you'U find two letters of mine at home. They are for
you and your father. I shall caU it deuced unkuxd to say ' No ' to
their contents ! "
" Suppose we say ' Yes,' then ! "
"Thank you. The governor and I want you and your governor
dowu at our ^lace next week. No excuses. Even Mr. Geoft'ry
Hinchford wUl not have them this time; that stern paterfamilias,
who thinks familiarity with me wUl breed the usual contempt."
" For the business—not for you, Maurice ! "
" He's very anxious to make a model clerk of you; and very much
afraid that I shall spoil you. As if I were so dangerous a friend,
relative, or acquaintance! Upon my honour, I cau't make it out
exactly. I've had an idea that I should be just the friend for you.
Perhaps the governor is coming roxmd to my way of thinking, at
la.st."
Sidney repeated his past assertions that their positions did not,
and could never correspond. Maurice laughed at this as usual.
" Haven't 1 told youfiftytimes that I don't care a fig for position,
and that a Hinchford is always a Hinchford—i.e., a gentleman?
Sidney, you are an incomprehensibility ; when you marry that lady
to whose attractions you have confessed yourseU' susceptible, perhaps
I shaU make you out more clearly."
Sidney's countenance changed a little—he became grave, aud his
cousin noticed the difference.
" Anything wrong? " was the quick question here.
Sidney was annoyed that he had betrayed himself—he who
prided himself upon masteruxg aU emotion when the occasion was
necessary.
" Oh! no; everything right, Maurice !" he said with a forced
lightness of demeanour; " the folly of an engagement that could end
in nothing, discovered Ux good time, and two romantic beings sobered
for their good! "
"Why could it end in nothing ?—I don't see."
" Oh ! it's a long story," replied Sidney, " and you would not feel
interested in it. I was selfish to seek to bind her to a long engagement, and we both thought so, after mature deliberation. I turn olf
here—Good night! "
"Good night!"
Sidney found the invitations awaitmg him at home. Mr. Hiuchford
had opened his own letter, and spent the greater part of the afternoon in perusing and re-perusing it.
"What—what do you think of this, Sid ?"
" Tell me what you think of it."
"Well—I think, just for once, we might as weU go—show
them that we know how to behave ourselves, poor as we are,
Sidney."
" Very well," said Sidney, sonicwliat wearily ; "we'U go I "
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" Let me see; what have I done with that dress coat of mine ? "
said the father; " how long is it siuce 1 wore it, I wonder ? "
Twenty-five years, or thereabouts, since Mr. Hinchford had worn
a dress coat, consequently a little behuxd the fashion just then. Sidney Hinchford thought with a sigh of the fresh expenses incurred by
the acceptance of his cousin's invitation; he who was .savUxg money
for the rainy days ahead of him. How long ahead now, he thought,
were the years stUl to intervene and leave him in God's sunlight ?
He could not teU; but there ^yas a cruel doubt, which kept him restless. Give him his sight whUst his father lived, at least, and spare
the wiiite head further care in this life ! Afterwards, when he
was alone, he thought, a little misanthropicaUy, it did not matter.
His own trouble he coxdd bear, and there would be no one else
—no one in all the world!—to grieve about Idm. A few expressions of commonplace condolence for his affliction, aud then
—for ever alone !
Sidney Hinchford and his father went dowu by raUway to RedHill. "The dinner party was for five P.M.—an early hour, to admit
of London friends' i-eturn by the eleven o'clock train. At the
station, Mr. Geoffry Hinchford's carriage waited for father and son,
and whirled them away to the family mansion, whUst the less
favoured, who had arrived by the same train, sought hired conveyances.
" He treats us well—just as we deserve to be treated—just as I
would have treated him, Sid. He was always a good sort—old
Jef!"
Sidney did not take heed of his father's change of opinion—the
world had been full of changes, and here was nothing to astonish
lum. He was prepared for anything remarkable now, lie thought—
he could believe in any transformations.
Father and son reached their relative's mansion exactly as the
clock in the turret roof of the stable-house was striking five—there
were carriages xvinding their xvay down the avenue before them, the
hired flys with their hungry occupants were bringing up the rear.
Sid looked from the carriage window, and almost repented that ho
had brought his father to the festivities. But Mr. Hinchford was
cool and self-possessed; it was a return to the old Ufe, and he seemed
brighter and better for the change.
Maurice Hinchford rccei\'ed them hi the hall; the first face in the
large ante-room was that of Uncle Geoffry. There was no doubt of
the genuineness of their reception—it was an honest and a hearty
welcome.
Sidney had mixed but little in society—few young men at his age
had seen less of men and manners, vet few men, old or young, coxdd
have been more composed and stately. He was not anxious to
look his' best, or fearful of betraying his want of knowledge; he
had graver tiiouglits at his heart, and being indifferent as to the
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effect he produced, was cool and unmoved by the crowd of
guests into which he had beeu suddenly thrust. He had accepted
that invitation to oblige his cousin, not himself; and there he
was, by his father's side, for Maurice's guests to think the best
or worst of him—wiiich they pleased, he cared not.
Poor Sid at this time was inclined to be misanthropical; he looked
at all thuxgs through a distorting medium, and he had lost his natural
lightness of heart. His Up curled at the statehness and frigidity of his
uncle's guests, and he was disposed to see a stand-offishness in some
of them which did not exist, and was only the natural ante-dinner
ieiness that pervades a conglomeration of diners-out, unknovnx to
each other. Still it steeled Sidney somewhat; he was the poor relation, he fancied, aud some of these starchy beings scented his
poverty by instinct! Maurice introduced him to his mother and
sisters—people with whom we shall have little to do, and therefore
need not dUate upon. The greeting was a little stiff from the maternal quarter—Sidney remembered on the instant his father's previous
verdicts on the brother's wife—cordial and cousinly enough from the
sisters, two pretty girls, the junior of Maurice, and three buxom
ladies, the senior of their brother—two married, xrith Maurices of
their own.
Sidney endeavoured to act his best; he had not come there to
look disagreeable, though he felt so, in the first early moments of
meeting; when the signal was given to pass into the dinuxg-room, he
offered his. arm to his youngest cousin, at Maurice's suggestion, and
thawed a little at her frankness, and at the brightness of her happylooking face.
There might have been one little pang at the evidence of wealth
and position xvliieh that dining room afforded him—for he was a
Hinchford also, and his father had been a rich man iu past days—
but the feeUng was evanescent, if it existed, and after one glance
at his father, as cool and collected as himself, he devoted himself to
the cousin, whom he had met for the first time iu his Ufe.
A grand duiner-party, given in grand style, as befitted a man well
to do in the world. No gardeners and stablemen turned into
waiters for the nonce, and still unmistakably gardeners and stablemen for all their limp white neckcloths—no hired waiters from remote quarters of the world, and looking more Uke undertaker's men
than lackeys—no flustered maid-servants and nursery-maids, pressed
into the service, and suffering from nervous trepidation—this array
of footmen at the back, the staff always on hand in that palatial
residence, which a lucky turn of the wheel had reared for Geoffry
Hinchford.
Sidney's cousin sang the praises of her brother aU dixmer-time;
what a good-tempered, good-hearted fellow he was, and how universally liked by all with whom he came in contact. She xvas auxious
to know what Sidney thought of him, and whether he had been

236

MATTIE : A STEAY.

impressed by Maurice's demeanour; and Sidney sang in a minor
key to the praises of his cousin also, not forgetting hi his pecuUar
pride to regret that difference of position which set Maurice apart
from him.
Miss Hinchford did not see that, and was sure that Maurice would
scoff at the idea—she was sure, also, that everyone would be glad to
see Sidney at their house as often as he liked to caU there. Sidney
thawed more and more; a naturaUy good-tempered man, with a
pleasant companion at his side, it was not in his power to preserve a
gloomy aspect; he became conversational and agreeable; he had
only one care, and that was concerning his father, to whom he
glanced now and then, and whom he always found looking the highbred gentleman, perfectly at his ease—and very different to the old
man whose mental infirmities had kept him anxious lately. Mr.
James Hinchford had gone back to a past ux which he had been ever
at home; his pUant memory had abjured all the long interim of
poverty, lodgings iu Great Suffolk Street, and a post at a buUder's
desk; he remembered nothing of them that night, and was the old
Hinchford that his brother had known. To the amazement of his
son, he rose after dinner to propose the toast of the evening—somewhat out of place, being a relation, and yet a stranger almost—and
spoke at length, and with a fluency and volubility which Sidney had
not remarked before. He assumed his right to propose the toast as
the oldest friend of the famUy, and he did it weU and gracefuUy
enough, utterly confoxmding the xamUy physician, who had been two
days compiling a long and elaborate speech which "that whiteheaded gentleman opposite " had taken completely out of his mouth.
That white-headed gentleman sat down amidst hearty plaudits, and
Afaurice's health was drunk with due honours; and then Maurice—
" dear old Morry! " as his sister impetuously exclaimed—responded
to the toast.
A long speech iu his turn, deUvered with much energy and
rapidity, his flushed and good-looking face turning to right and left
•of that long array of guests around him. Sidney's heart thrUled to
hear one expression of Maurice's—an aUusion to the gentleman who
had proposed his health, "his dear uncle, whose presence there
tended so much to the pleasurable feelings of that night."
" WeU—he is a good feUow," said Sidney, heartUy; " I wish I
had a brother Uke him to stand by nxe in Ufe."
His cousin looked her gratitude at him for the "outburst, and uo
•oixe hammered the table more lustily than Sidney at the conclusion
•of his cousin's speech.
There were a few more toasts before the ladies retired at the
signal given by the hostess; there was a rustle of sUk and muslin
through the broad doorway, and then the gentlemen left to them•selves, and many of them breathing freer in consequence.
There remained some twenty or twenty-five gentlemen to do
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honoLir to the wine which shone from the array of decanters on the
table; Sidney drew his chair closer to his neighbour's, and looked
round him again. His father, perfectly at home—happy aud equable
—sparing with the wine, too, as Sidney had wished, and yet had not
thought filial to hint to his sire. His father almost faced him, and
Sidney, whose powerful glasses brought him within range of vision,
could return the smile bestowed in his direction now and then. The
old man, who had forgotten his poverty, kept in remembrance the
son who had shared that poverty with him.
There was more speech-making after the ladies had retired;
deeper drinking, and a wider scope of subjects. One gentleman
near his father, in a lackadaisical strain, rose to propose the health
of the family physician, who had been balked of his speech early in
the evening; and Sidney, startled somewhat by the tone of a voice
that he fancied he had heard before, peered through his glasses, and
tried to make the speaker out.
He had seen that man before, or heard that strange drawl—where
or in what company he was at fault—the man's features were indistinct at that distance. He edged his chair nearer—even in his
iutense curiosity, for which he was scarcely able to account, changed
his place, and went a few seats from the foot of the table, where
Maurice was now sitting in his mother's vacated place.
Then Sidney recognised the man—suddenly aud swiftly the truth
darted upon him—^he had met that man in the Borough; he had
stood between him and his offensive persecution of Harriet Wesden;
he was the " prowler " of old days—the man from whom he had extorted au apology in the public streets, and from whom a generous
and unwashed public would accept no apology.
The old antagonism seemed to revive on the instant; he felt the
man's presence there an insult to himself; his blood warmed, and
his ears tingled; he wondered what reason had brought that man
there, and whose friend he could possibly be ?
" What man is that ? " he asked almost imperiously of Maurice,
who, taken aback by the question, stared at Sidney with amazement.
"A friend of mine," he answered at last. "Do you know him?"
"N—no."
Sidney relapsed into sUence and mastered his excitement. This
was not a time or place to mention how he had met that man, or iu
what questionable pursuit; there was danger to Maurice, from so
evil au acquaintance; and in his own honesty of purpose, Sid could
not understand that the man had any right at that table, an honoured
guest there. He knew but Uttle of poUte society; did uot understand that polite society requfres no reference as to the morals of its
guests, and is quite satisfied if the name be good, and the status
unquestionable. PoUte society cannot trouble itself about the
morals of its male members.
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Sidney sat and watched the prowler, and, in his confusion, drank
more port •wm.e than was perhaps good for him. He fancied that his
cousin Maurice had impUed a rebuke for his harsh interrogative;
and he was considermg that, too, in his mind, and wishing, for the.
first time, that he had not presented himseU" at his cousin's dinnertable.
The toast was drunk and responded to by the family physician,
who very ingeniously dove-taUed the remarks upon Maurice's natal
day into his own expression of thanks for the honour accorded him.
Sidney onutted to drink the stranger's health, aud made no attempt
to applaud the fine words by which it had been succeeded. He sat
discomfited by the prowler's presence there—^but for that man he
might never have been engaged to Harriet Wesden, and, therefore,
have never experienced the disappointment—^the cruel reaction—
which had foUowed the foUy of that betrothal.
" Sid," caUed his father across the table at him, " ax-en't you weU,
lad?"
"Oh! very weU," was the reply; "what is there to aU me in
s'ach pleasant company ? "
" Perhaps the gentleman is sighing for lady's society; if he -wiU
move an adjournment, I'U second the motion," said the prowler,
suave and bland, totaUy forgetful of that dark face which had
glowered at him once in London streets.
" I shaU propose nothing," said Sid, curtly.
Those who heard the xmcivil reply looked towards the speaker
som-ewhat curiously. When the wine's in, the wit's out—had Sidney
Hinchford drowned his courtesy iu his uncle's decanters? The
prowler—he is a fugitive character, whose name we need not parade
at this late stage to our readers—stai-ed at our hero with the rest,
but was not affected by it, or understood good breeding sufficiently
weU to disguise aU evidence at his friend's table. He tui-ned to
Maurice with a laugh.
" Hinchford, old fellow, I leave the proposition in your hands.
You who were alwavs a lady's man."
"Not I."
" But I say yoxx were—I say that you are. Do you think that I
have forgotten aU the aientures amoureuses of Maurice Darcy—I,
his sworn brother-in-ai-ms—his pupil ? "
" Steady, Frank, steady ! " cried Maurice.
But the guests were noisy, and the subject was a pleasant one to
gentlemen over their wine, with the door closed on skirts and
flounces. There were shouts of laughter at the prowler's charge—
Maurice shook his head, blushed and laughed, but appeared rather
to Uke the accusation than otherwise—Mauiice's father, at home and
at his ease, laughed with the rest. " A yoxmg dog—a yoxmg scapegrace ! " he chuckled. Even Sidney's father laughed also—young
men wiU be young men, he thought, and the prowler was pleasant
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company, and made the tinie fly. It is this after-dinner-talk, when
the ladies have retfred, and the bottle is not allowed to stand stUl,
which pleases diners-out the most. This is the " fun of the fafr,"
where the Merry-Andrew deals forth his jokes, and the wine-bibber
appreciates the double-entendre all the more for the singing in his
ears, and the thick mist by which he is surrounded.
"Do you think that I have forgotten the stationer's daughter ?—by
George ! that was a leaf from romance, and vfrtuous indignation Ux
the ascendant. Tell us the story, Maurice, we are aU friends here;
and though the joke's against you-j
"
"Gentlemen, I propose that we join the ladies," said Maurice,
rising, with some confusion.
The guests laughed again noisily at this—it was so palpable an
attempt to retreat, that the dining-room rang again with peals of
laughter—Sidney Hinchford, sterner and grimmer than evei-, alone
sat immoved, untU Maurice had dropped into his seat in despafr, and
then he rose and looked across at his father.
" Are you ready ?" he asked.
" CertaiiUy—Sid—quite ready!"
" Oh! the ladies have a hxmdred topics to dweU upon over thefr
coffee, Sidney," said his xmcle; "we must have no rebelUon this
side of the house."
" I am going home, Sfr—you must excuse nxe—I caimot stay here
any longer. Come, father ! "
"Home!"
" I have business at home—I am pressed for time—I wUI not
stay! " he almost shouted.
Sidney's father, in mUd bewUderment, rose and tottered after him.
This was an xmpleasant wind-up to a social everung, and Sid's strange
demeanour perplexed him. But the boy's wUl was law, and he succumbed to it; the boy always knew what was best—his son, Sid,
was never at fault—never !
The guests were too amazed to comprehend the movement; some
-of them were incUned to consider it a joke of Sid's—an excuse to
retreat to the drawing-room; the mystery was too much for their
wine-benumbed faculties just then.
Sidney and his father were in the broad marble-paved haU; the
footmen lingering about there noted thefr presence—one made a skip
towards the drawing-room facing them.
" Stop!" said Sid. His memory was good, aud his organ of
locaUty better. He walked with a steady step towards a small room
at the end of the hall—a withdrawing-room, where the hats and
coats had been placed early in the evening. He returned in a few
moments with his great-coat on, his father's coat across his arm, and
two hats in his hands.
" Then—then we're reaUy going, Sid ? "
" I'm sick of this Ufe; it is uot fit for us. AVhv did we come ? "
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he asked, angrily, as he assisted his perplexed father into his greatcoat.
" I—I don't know, Sid," stammered the father. " I thought that
we were spending quite a pleasant evening. Has anyone said anythfrig ? "
"'Let us be off!"
Maurice Hinchford came from the dining-room towards them with
a quick step. There was excitement, eveu au evidence of concern
upon his handsome face.
" Sidney," he said, holding out his hand towards him, " I understand all this. I can explain all this at a more befitting time.
Don't go now—it looks bad. It isn't quite fair to us or yourself."
" You are Maurice Darcy ! " said Sid, sternly.
" I t was a fool's trick, of which 1 have heartily repented. It
"
" You were the man who deliberately sought the ruin of an innocent girl to whom I was engaged—you sought my disgrace and hers,
and you ask me to your house, and insult me through your frieuds
thus shamelessly. You mxke a jest
"
" On my honour, no. Sir! "
"No matter—I see to whom I have been indebted; perhaps the
motive which led to past preferment—I am ashamed aud mortified—
I have done with you and yours for ever. I would curse the folly
that led me hither to-night, were it not for the Ught in which it has
placed my enemies! "
"You are rash, Sidney. To-morrow you will think better of
me."
"When my cooler judgment steps in and shows me what I must
sacrifice for my position—my place" he replied. " Sir, you are a
Hinchford—you should know that we are a proud family by this
time. I say that we have done with you—judge me at your worst,
as I judge you!—if I faU to keep my word."
He passed his arm through his father's and led the bewUdered old
man down the steps into the night air; he had been insulted, he
thought, and thus, spurning appearances, he had resented it. He
could not play longer his part of guest in that house; his old
straightforward habits led him at once to show his resentment and
retire. So he shook the dust of the house from his feet, and turned
his back upon his patrons.
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CHAPTER VIH.
M A T T I E ' S CONFESSION.

SIDNEY HINCHFOED kept his word. He returned not to service
in his uncle's bank. He gave up his chances of distinction in that
quarter, rather than be indebted to a villain, as he considered his
cousin to be, for his success in Ufe. It was an exaggeration of
virtuous indignation, perhaps, but it was like Sidney Hinchford. He
considered his cousin as the main cause of his separation from
Harriet Wesden; that man had met her after the Uttle Brighton
romance, of which faint inklings had been communicated to Sid by
Harriet herself, and had played the lover too well—speciously coaxing
her from that which was true, unto that which was false and
dangerous, and from which her own defence had but saved her.
Evidently a deep, designing man, who had sought the ruin of the
woman Sidney had loved best in the world—Sid could not hold
service under him now the mask had dropped.
" Father, 1 shall leave our rich relations to themselves," he had
said, the next morning. " I am not afraid of obtaining work in
other quarters. 1 have done with them."
" You kuow best, Sid," said the father, with a sigh.
"I'll tell you the story—it's no secret now. You shall tell me
how you would have acted in my place."
Sid related the particulars of his love-engagement to his father—
why it had been broken of, and by whose means, and Mr. Hinchford listened attentively, and exclaimed, when the narrative was
ended—
" That nephew was a scamp of the first water, and we are weU rid
of him."
" I am not afraid of getting other employment," said Sidney, unremindful of his past attempts. " If I were, I tlxiuk I would prefer
starving to service in that bank."
" Both of us would," added Mr. Hinchford.
Sidney thought of his fathei-, and went out again in the old search
for a place. It was beginning life again; he was once more at the
bottom of the hill, and all the past labour was to be begun afresh.
No matter, he did not despair; he was young and strong yet; he
had saved money ; upwards of a hundred pounds were put by for
the rainy day, aud he could afford to wait a whUe; if fortune went
16
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against him at this new outset, his was not a nature to flinch at the
first obstacle. He had alwa.ys fought his way.But luck went with him, as it seemed to Sidney. That day he
heard of the starting of a new bank on the limited liabiUty principle,
and he sought out the manager, stated his antecedents, offered his
services, and was engaged. He came home rejoicing to his
father with the news, and after aU had been communicated,
his father tendered him a letter that had been awaiting his
arrival.
Sidney looked at the letter; in the left comer of the envelope was
written " Maurice Hinchford," and Sid's first impulse was to drop it
quietly in the fire, and pay no heed to its contents. But he changed
his mind, broke the seal, and read, in a few hasty lines, Maurice's
desire for an interview with his cousin. Maurice confessed to being
the Darcy of that past evU story, and expressed a wish to enter into
a little explanation of his conduct, weak and erring as it was, but
not so black as Sidney might imagine. Sidney tore up the letter
and penned his reply—unyielding and unforgiving. He could find
no vaUd excuse for his cousin's conduct; he was sure there was not
any, and he saw uo reason why they two should ever meet again.
Tins, the substance of Sidney Hinchford's reply, which was despatched, and then the curtain fell between these two young men,
and Sidney alone in the world, more grim, more bushxess-Uke, even
more misanthropical than ever.
He had soon commenced work in the new bank. Before its start
in the world with the usual flourish of trumpets, he had found himself taken into confidence, and his advice on matters monetary and
commercial foUowed ou more than one occasion; he was, in his
heart, sanguine of success in this undertaking; he saw the road to
his own honourable advancement; his employers had been pleased
with the character which they bad received from Messrs. Hinchford and Son, bankers, to whom Sidney had referred them,
with a Uttle reluctance; before him aU might yet be bright
enough.
Then came the check to his aspirations—the check which he had
feared, which he had seen advancing to rob him of the oue tie that
had boxmd him to home. His father gave way more in body if not
in mind, and became very feeble in his gait; he had reached the end
of his journey, and was tfred, dispfrited, aud broken down. He
gave up, and took to his bed. Sidney, returning one day
i'ronx office, found him in his own room, a poor, weak,
trembUng old man, set apart for ever from the toU and wear of
daily life.
His mind seemed brighter in those latter days, to have cleared for
a while before the darkness set in.
" Sidney," he said, reaching out his thin hand to his son as he
entered, " you must not mind my giving up. I have been trying
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hard to keep strong, for your sake, but the ^effort has tired me out,
boy."
" Courage ! I shaU see you hale and hearty yet."
"No, Sid, it's a break up for ever. What a miserable,
selfish old feUow I have been all my life! You wiU get on
better in the world without me—only yourself to think of and
care for then."
"Only myself! " echoed Sidney, gloomily.
The poor old gentleman would have offered more of this sort oi
consolation had not Sidney stopped him. It was a cruel philosophy,
against which the son's heart protested. Sid was a man to attempt
consolation, but not capable of receivuig it. His austerity had placed
him, as he thought, beyond it, and his father's efforts only stabbed
him more keenly to the qxuek.
Sidney tried to believe that his father's deliberate preparation was
a whim occasioned by some passing weakness, but the truth forced
its way despite him, sat down before him, haunted his dreams, would
not be thought away. The doctor gave no hopes; the physician
whom he called in only confirmed the doctor's verdict; it was a
truth from which there was no escape.
When he gave up reasoning agauxst his own convictions, Sidney
gave up his clerkship, as suddenly aud with as little warning as he
had vacated his stool Ux his uncle's counting-house.
There was a choice to make between hard work day and night at
the new banldng scheme—^isolated completely from his dying father
—and attendance, close and unremitting, to that father who had
loved him truly aud well, aud Sidney did not hesitate.
" Afterwards, I can thuxk of myself," he said; " let me brighten
the days that are left you, to the best of niy power."
" Ah! but the future ? " said the father, anxious conceriUng
his son's position in life.
" I do not care for it, or my position in it now."
"Don't say that, Sid."_
" Father, t was working for you, and for your comfort in the
future—now let all thoughts of the world go away for a whUe, and
leave you and me together—thus ! "
He laid his hand upon the father's, which clutched his nervously.
" Oh ! but what is to become of you ? "
" Do you fear my gettiug on, with the long years before me
wherein I can work ? "
" No, you are sure to rise, Sid."
Sidney did uot answer.
"Unless you grow despondent at the difficulties in the way, or let
some secret trouble weigh you down. Sid, my dear son, there's
nothing on your mind ? "
"Oh! no—nothing. Don't think that," was the quick response
—the white lie, for which Sidney Hinchford deserved forgiveness.
16—2
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He would keep his sorrows to himself, and not distress that deathbed by his own vain complainings against any affliction in store for
him !
AVhen the father grew weaker, he expressed a wish to see his
brother Geoffry again.
" We don't bear each other any malice—Geoffry and 1, uow. If
you don't mind, Sid," he said, wistfully, " I should like to shake
hands with him, and bid him good-bye."
" I will write at once, Sir."
Sidney despatched his letter, and the rich banker came in his
carriage to the humble dwelling-place of his younger brother. Sidney
did not see his uncle ; he bore him no mahee ; he was eveu gratefiu
to him for past kindnesses, but he could not face him iu his bitter
grief, and listen, perhaps, to explanations which he cared nothing for
in that hour. With this new care staring him iu the face, the other
seemed to fade away, and with it much of his past bitterness of
spirit. Leave him to himselF, and trouble him no more!
AA^hen the interview was over, and his uncle was gone, Sidney returned to lus post by his father's bedside.
"He has beeu talking about you, Sid," said the father; "he
seemed anxious to see you."
" I am not fit for company."
" Maurice is abroad, he tells me."
"Indeed."
Sidney changed the subject, read to his father, talked to him of
the old days when the mother and wife were Uving—a subject on
which Mr. Hinchford loved to dUate just then. But in the long,
restless nights, when Sidney slept Ux the arm-chair by the fireplace—
he left uot his father day or night, and would have no hired watcher
—the father, who had feigned sleep for his son's sake, lay aud thought
of the sou's future, aud was perplexed about it. His perceptive
faculties had become wondrously acute, and he could see that Sidney
Hinchford was unhappy—had beeu unhappy before the illness which
had cast its shadow in that little household. There was somethiixg
wrong; something which he should never know, he felt assured.
Who could help him ?—who could assist him to discover it ?—who
would think of Sid iu the desolation which was to be that boy's
legacy, and do his, or her, best for him ?
Early the next morning, when he was very weak, he said:—
" I wonder the Wesdens haven't been to see me."
" 1 thought they would weary you. They are scarcely friends
of ours now. I have not told them that you are UI. If you
wish
"
" No, no, and they would weary you, too, my boy, and things
have altered very much between you. Sidney, vou are sorry that
thev have altered, perhaps ? "
'' No—glad—very glad ! "
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" I should like to see Mattie," he said, after a pause ; " why does
she keep away ''' "
" I thought that she might disturb yoxx. Sir," was the reply; "we
are better by ourselves, and without our friends' sympathy. We are
above it! "
" Why, Sid—that's pride! " _
"Call it precaution, Sir, or jealousy of anyone talcing my place,
between you and me, old stanch friends as we are."
His father sad no more upon the question; he had been ever influenced by his son, and borne down by his strong wiU. He thought
now that it was better to see no one but Sid, and the good clergyman who called every day—better for aU! Sid knew best; he had
always known best through life !
But later that day, Sidney altered his mind. He had been sitting
in the arm-chair apai-t from his father, revolving many things iu that
mind, and maintaining a silence which his father even began to think
was strange—he whose thoughts were few and far between now—
when he said suddenly to Ann Packet, who was entering on tiptoe
with a candle :—
"Ann, fetch Mattie here at once."
" Mattie, Master Sidney ?—to be sure I will," she added, -with
alacrity; " I've been thinking about that, oh ! ever so long ! "
"Be quick !—don't stop ! Leave a message, if she's away. Here's
money, hire a cab there and back. Take the key with you and let
yourself in! "
" What's that for, Sid ? " asked the father.
" I think she should be here—I thiuk all should be here who have
ever known you, and whom you have expressed a wish to see. I am
selfish and cruel! "
" Oh, ho !—we don't believe that, boy ! " said the father, " we
know better—oh ! much better than that! "
" Why shouldn't the Wesdens come ?—they are old friends—they
were kind to you and me in the old days."
" Yes, very kind You're quite right, Sid; but if they trouble you
in the least, Sid, keep them away. I don't care about seeing anybody very much now."
"Father, you are worse," said Sidney, leaping to his feet.
" No, boy—better. A spasm or two through here," laying his
hand upou his chest, "which wiU go off presently."
" That's weU."
Sidney sat down again in his old place, muttering, " I wish she
would come," and the father lay quiet and thoughtful in his bed once
more.
Presently the father went off to sleep, and Sidney sat and Ustened,
with his face turned towards the bed, all the long, long time, uutU
the cab, containing Anu Packet and Mattie, drew up before the
house.
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They entered the house and came up stairs together, Mattie and
Ann. Sid made no effort to stop them, though his father was in a
restless sleep, from which a step would waken him—he stiU sat
there, gloomy and apathetic. They entered the room, and Mr.
Hinchford woke up at the opening of the door.
" Where's Sid ? " he caUed.
" Here," said the son, " and here's Mattie—the old friend, ad•viser, comforter, at last! "
" Oh ! why haven't I been told this before ?—why have you
aU kept me so long iu the dark ?" said Mattie. " Oh! my
dear old friend, my first kind friend of all of them! " she cried,
turning to the sick bed where Mr. HUxchford xvas watching
her.
" Tell him, Mattie, that I shaU not be entirely alone or friendless when the parting comes," said Sidney; " it troubles him—I
see it. Ann, don't go—one minute."
He crossed to her, laid his hand upon her arm, and went out
whispering to her, leaving Mattie and Mr. Hinchford iu the room
together.
" Don't let him go away—the boy mustn't leave me uow !'"
he said, in a terrified whisper. " Mattie—I'm worse ! I have
beeu keeping it back from the boy tiU the last, but I'm awfuUy
worse."
Mattie glanced at him, and then ran to the door and caUed
Sidney.
" I am coming back," said he, in reply; " speak to him, Mattie,
for a whUe. I am wanted here."
Mattie returned to the bed-side.
" He is wanted down stairs, he says."
" Ah ! don't caU him up, then, Mattie—some one has heard of his
cleverness, and come after him to secure him. Well, it wUl be a
distraction to him—when—I'm gone."
" And you so UI; and I to be kept in the dark ! " said Mattie,
dropping into the chafr at the bed's head, and looking anxiously into
the haggard face.
" I have been thinking of you, Mattie," he said, in a low
voice; "thinking that you might be—of use—to him in the—
future."
Mattie shook her head sadly.
" Why not ? " was his eager question.
" He is strong, and young, and knows the world better than I.
How could I ever be of use to him ? "
" H e is weak—low-spfrited—not Uke his old self now—never
again, perhaps, like his old—self! Mattie, I—seem—to think
so!"
" Courage, dear friend. He wUl be always strong; his is not a
weak nature."
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" Mattie, I think he shoxUd have married Harriet Wesden, after
all," said he; " he loved her very dearly. She loved him, and
understood how good and honourable he was, at last. What separated them ? I—I forget."
And he passed his hand over his forehead, in the old vacant way.
" No matter now, perhaps. They are parted—perhaps only for a
time. I have hoped so more than once."
" You have ? You who guess—at the truth—so weU. Why,
Mattie, I—have hope, then, too—that it wiU not be—always dark
like this."
"That's not likely."
" And if the chance comes, to bruig those two together, you wiU
do it ? Oh ! Mattie, you promise this, for me ? "
" I promise."
" But," with a new fear visible on his face, " you wiU lose sight of
him before the chance—of happiness—comes to the boy. You, ever
apart from him—may not know
"
" Yes I shall know, always ! "
" He always stood your friend, remembei-, Mattie," said the old
man, as if endeavouring to win over Mattie heart and soul to the
new cause, by all the force of reasoning left in him. He wasn't Uke
—me, and Wesden—ever incUned to waver in his thoughts of you.
He beUeved—in you ever—to be good and true, and you wUl
think of this ? "
" I wUl," was the faint reply.
Mattie had bowed her head, and it was almost lUdden in the bedclothes. The old man's hand rested for an instant on the girl's raven
hafr.
" I have—a hope—that from you, and through your means, Sid—
poor old Sid!—may find peace and comfort at last. I was thinking
—of your liking for us all—this very night."
" AVere you ? It was kind to think of me," with a low murmur.
" And I, somehow, bxdlt my hopes on you. Do you remember
how you—and I—used to talk of Sid, in that old room, in Suffolk—
Street ?"
" WeU."
" Keep me in his memory, when he's very sad, remind him—of
me—and how I loved him, Mattie," in a low, excited whisper.
"I'm sure that he's in trouble—that he keeps something—back
from—me ! "
" A fancy, perhaps. "What should he hide from you ? "
" I cannot teU; it may be fancy, but it—it worries me to think
of. Oh! Mattie, you'll forget him if that trouble—should come to
him ! You'U forget—all this—aud turn to that new father of yours !
And I had hope ux you."
" Hope in me ever. I -n-ill not betray your trust Ux me. Before
all—myself, father, iviends—your son ! "
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" Mattie!"
The father looked with a new surprise at our heroine. He had
grown very weak, but her Ixasty, impetuous voice, seemed for an
instant to give new life unto him.
" Hush! don't betray me. Never to Uving soul before have I
dared to tell, to breathe this ! God forgive me, if I have failed to
break away from all my folly, and have thought of him too much, as
I, a stray from the streets, had never a right to think of one so weUborn, honourable, and true. Yoxu- forgive me—you, his father? "
" Yes."
"You know all now. How, without one ambitious thought of
Unking his name with mine, I wUl love him ever, and be ever, if he
need it, his true friend, and sister. I wiU die for him, when the
time comes, and the secret wiU die with me, and not shame us both.
Judge me, if I am Ukely to forget him. Sir."
" No—no—I see aU now."
" Don't mistake me; don't think at the last that I would scheme
for him, or ever marry him, to disgrace a family like yours. Don't
think anything but that I love Harriet Wesden, also, before myself,
but not before him, though I have tried so hard to live him
down! and that 1 will do my best—always my very best—to bring
about the happiness of both of them ! "
" And there—may—be ouly one way, Mattie."
" Only one way, I hope."
" I trust you—God bless you !—you were always a good gfrl.
CaU the boy—my poor boy, Sid ! "
Mattie did as requested. At a slow, almost a painfuUy slow pace,
Sidney re-entered, his hand stUl on Ann Packet's arm.
" Sid—I—think I'll say good-bye, now ! "
Sidney sprung forward and caught his hands.
" Not yet; not good-bye yet. Sir ? "
" Why not ? I don't fear to say it, Sid; I'm strong at—heart—
stiU; it's a brave—a brave parting ! No regrets—no sense of duty
—neg—lected ! A kind father, I hope—a—a good son—I know!
God bless you, boy !—peace and happiness to yours, in life. Mattie
—think—of hUu !"
Mattie bowed her head, and covered her face •with her hands.
"Sidney—help her, too—if she's in trouble—ever an old
friend."
" A trae one!"
" True as steel—I know it. Good-bye, Sid—keep strong for—
the—old—father's sake. WiU—you ? "
" Yes."
"That'swell!"
Sid bent over him and kissed him—kissed the calm face, so
awfully calm and still now! and then turned to Mattie.
" Take me away, Mattie. I can bear no more now. He was
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spared one trouble, thank God ! In all his Ufe he never guessed the
end of this."
Mattie turned round, with a new fear possessing her.
" Sidney ; Mr. Sidney ! "
" Here, Mattie," he said, stretching forth his hand, and graspinn^,
as it were, furtively for hers. " I shall need friends now to help
me."
" Not—oh ! my God, not blind ? "
" I have been blind ail day ! "

END OP THE FIFTH BOOK.
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BOOK. VI.
SIDNEY'S FRIENDS.

CHAPTER I.
MATTIE'S

CHOICE.

THEEE are epochs Ux some Uves when the heart cracks or hardens.
When humaiUty, wrxmg to its utmost, gives way, or ossifies. Both
are dangerous crises, and reqxUre more than ordfrary care; the
physician must be skUful and understand human nature, or
his efforts at cure •wUl only kUl the patient who submits to his
remedies.
Man—we speak UteraUy of the masculine gender at this point—
though born xmto trouble, finds it hard to support iu a phUosophical
way. A great trouble that in nine cases out of ten shows woman at
her best, transforms man to his worst; if he be a man of the world,
worldly, he is dumfounded by the calamity which has faUen upon
him. It is incomprehensible why lie shoxdd suffer—he of aU men—
and he wraps himself in his egotism—his wounded self-love—and
thinks of the injustice and hardness that have shut hun out from his
labours.
Such men, heavUy oppressed, do not give in to the axiom, that it is
well for them to be afSicted; they wiU not bow to God's wiU, or resign
themselves to it—thefr outward calmness is assumed, and they chafe
at the Great Hand which has arrested them nUdway. Such men vrill
turn misanthropes and atheists, at times.
Sidney Hinchford after aU was a man of the world. In the world
he had lived aud fought upwards. There had been a charm in
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making his way in it, and the obstacles ahead had but nerved his
arm to resist and his heart to endure. He had talents for success
in the commercial world—even a genius for making money. With
time before him, possibly Sidney Hinchford xvould have risen to
greatness.
To make money—and to keep it when made—requires as much
genius as to make poetry, rather more, perhaps. A genius of a
different order, but a very fine one notwithstanding, and one which
we can admfre at a distance—ou the kerb stones with our manuscripts under our arms, waiting for the genius's carriage to pass,
before we cross to our publishers' Is not that man a genius
who in these latter days rises to wealth by his own exertions,
in Ueu of having wealth thrust upon him ? A genius, with
wondrous powers of discrimination, not to be led into a bad thing,
but seeing before other people the advantages to accrue from a good
one, and making his investments accordingly. A nxan who peers into
the future and beholds his own advancement, not the step before
him, but the apex Ux the clouds, lost to less keen-sighted folk fighting away at the base—therefore a wonderful man.
We believe that Sidney Hinchford, Uke his uncle before him,
woxdd have risen in the world; he beUeved it also, and throughout
his past career—though we have seen him anxious—he never lost
his hope of ultimate success. When he knew that there m^nst come
a period of tribxdation and darkness for him, he had trusted to have
time left him for position; and uot till time was denied him, and the
darkness set in suddenly, did he give up the battle. And then he
did not give way; he hardened.
Sidney had never been a religious man, therefore he sought no
consolation in his affliction, and believed not in the power of reUgion
to console. He had been pure-minded, honourable, earnest, everything that makes the good worldly man, but he had never been
grateful to God for his endowments, and he bore God's affliction
badly in consequence. He felt balked in his endeavour to prosper,
therefore, aggrieved, and the darkness that had stolen over his senses
seemed to find its way to his heart and transform him.
The clergyman, who had attended his father, attempted consolation with him, but he would have " none of it." He did not
complain, he said; he had faced the worst—it was with him, and
there was an end of it. Do not weary him with trite Bible-texts, but
leave him to himself.
And by himself he sat down to brood over the inexitable wrong
that had been done him; he, in the vigour of life aud thought, shut
apart from action! Once he had looked forward to a consolation
even in distress, but that was to have been a long day hence. Now
his day had been shortened, and the consolation was denied him.
He knew that that was lost, and he had thought of a fight with the
world to benumb the thoughts of the future; and then the world
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was shut away from him also, and he was broken down, inactive and
lost.
He and his uncle were the only attendants at the funeral; he was
informed afterwards that Matttie had stood at the grave's edge, and
seen the last of her old friend aud first patron; then his uncle had
left him, failing in aU efforts to console him. Geoffry Hinchford
offered his nephew money, all the influence at his disposal iu any
way or shape, but Sidney declined all coldly. He did not require
Uelp yet awhile, he had saved money; he preferred being left to
himself in that desolate home; presently, when he had grown
reconciled to these changes, he should find courage to thuxk what
was best; meanwhile, those who loved him—he even told Mattie
that—would leave him to himself.
Mattie made no effort to intrude upon him iu the early days
following the double loss; she was perplexed as to her future course,
her method of fulfilling that promise made to Sidney's father ou his
death-bed. Her common sense assured her that in the first moments
of sorrow, intrusion would be not only unavailing, but irritating—
and her reUef in becoming of service to Sidney was but a smaU one
at the best. In the good, far-away time she might be a humble
agent in bringing Harriet AVesden and him together; Harriet who
must love him out of very pity now, and forget that wounded pride
which had followed the annulment of engagemeut.
Meanwhile, she remained qiuet aud watchful; busy at her dressmaking, busy in her father's home, attentive to that new father
whom she had found, and was very kind to her, though he scarcely
seemed to understand her. Still, they agreed weU together, for
Mattie was submissive, and Mr. Gray had more than a fair share of
his own way; and he was a man who liked his own way, and with
whom it agreed vast'y. But we have seen that he was a jealous
man, and that Mattie's interest in Mr. Wesden had discomfited
him. He was a good man we know, but jealousy got the upper
hand of him at times, when he was scarcely aware of it himself, for
he attributed his excitement, perhaps his envy, to very different
feeUngs. He was even jealous of a local preacher of his owu
denomination, a man who had made a convert of a most vicious
article—au article that he had been seeking aU his life, and had
never found in fuU perfection.
Mr. Gray over his work said little concerning Ann Packet's
occasional visits to his domicile, but he objected to them notwithstanding, for they drew his daughter's attention away from himself.
He liked still less Mattie's visits to Chesterfield Terrace—flying
visits, when she saw Anu Packet for an hour and Sidney Hinchford
for a minute, looking in at the last moment, and heralded by Ann
exclaiming,
" Here's Mattie come to see you. Sir."
" Ah, Mattie! " Sid would answer, turning his face towards the
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floor whence tiie voice issued, and attempting the feeblest of
smUes.
" Is there anything that I can do. Sir, for you ? "
" No, girl, thank you."
He would quickly relapse into that thought again, from which
her presence had aroused him—and it was a depth of thought upon
which the fugitive efforts of Mattie had no effect. Standing in the
shadowy doorway slxe would watch hiax for a whUe, then draw the
door to after her and go away grieving at the change in him.
The thought occurred to her that Harriet Wesden might even at
that early stage work some amount of good uutU she heard I'ronx
Aun Packet that Harriet and her father had called one day, and
that Sidney had refused an interview. He was unweU; some other
day when he was better; it was kind to call, but he could not be
seen then, had been his excuses sent out by the servant maid.
Mattie, who had always found time to do good, and work many
changes, left the result to time, until honest Ann one evening, when
Mr. Gray was at work at his old post, asserted her fears that Sidney
was getting worse instead of better.
" 1 think he'U go melanchoUc mad like, poor dear," she said;
" a n d it's no good my trying to brighten hun a bit—he's wus at
that, which is nat'ral, not being in my line, and wanting brightening
up myself. He does nothing but brood, brood, brood, sitting of a
heap all day in that chair! "
" A month since his father died now," said Mattie, musing.
" T o the very day, Mattie."
" H e goes to church—you read the Bible to h i m ? " asked Mr.
Gray, suddenly.
" H e can't go by hlsself—he's not very handy with his blindness,
like those who have been brought up to it with a dog and a tin
mug," said Ann in reply; " but let's hope he'll get used to it, and
find it a comfort to him. Sir."
" 1 asked you also, young woman, if you ever read the Bible to
him ? "
" Lor bless you. Sir! I can't read fit enough for him—I take a
blessed lot of spelling with it, and it aggravates him. All the laming
I've ever bad, has come from this dear gal of ours, and he taught her
first of all! "
" I think that I could do this young man good," said Mr. Gray,
suddenly; " I might impress him with the force of the truth—
convert him!'
" I would not attempt to preach to him yet," suggested Mattie;
"besides, his is a strange character—you wiU never understand it."
" You cannot teU what I may be able to understand," he replied,
" a n d I see that my duty lies iu that direction. 1 have beeu seeking
amongst the poor and wretched for a convert, aud perhaps it is
nearer home—your friend! "
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" I would not worry him in his distress," suggested Mattie
anew.
"Worry him!—Mattie, you shock me! Where's my Bible?—
I'U go at once ! "
"We've got Bibles iu the house. Sir—we're not carmibals,"
snapped Anu. Cannibals and heathens were of the same species to
Aim Packet.
" Come on, then ! "
Mattie half rose, as if with the intention ot accompanying her
father, but he checked the movement.
" 1 hope you wUl remain at home to-night, Mattie," he said; " I
never liked the house entirely left. It's not business."
Mattie sat down again. She was fidgety at the resxdt of this
impromptu movement on her father's part, but saw no way to hinder
it. Her father was a man who meant weU, but well-meaning men
would not do for Sidney Hinchford. Sidney had been well
educated; her father was self-taught, and brusque, and Sidney
liad grown irritable. In her own little conceited heart she beUeved
that no oue coxdd manage Sidney Huxchford save herself. Late Ux
the evening, Mr. Gray returned in excellent spirits, rubbUig one
hand over the other complacently. He had found a new specimen
worthy of his powers of conversion.
" Have you seen him ? " asked Mattie.
" To be sure—I went to see him, and he could not keep me out
of the room, if I chose to enter. An obsthiate young man—as
obstinate a young man as I ever remember to have met with in aU my
Ufe!"
" Did he speak to you ? "
" OrUy twice, once to ask how you were. The second time to teU
me that he did not require any preaching to. After that, I read the
Bible to him for an hour, locking the door first, to make sure that
he did not run for it, blind as he was. Then I gave him the best
advice in my power, bade him good night and came away. He is as
hard as the nether miUstoue; it wiU be a glorious victory over the
devU to touch his heart and soften it I "
" You are going the wrong way to work. You do not know him ! "
" My dear, I know that he's a miserable sinner."
Mattie said no more on the question; she was not a good hand at
argmnent. At argument, sword's point to sword's point, possibly
Mr. Gray woxdd have beaten most men; his ideas were always in
order, and he could poxmce upon the right word, reason, or text, in an
instant; but Mattie was certain that her father's zeal very often
outran his discretion. She shuddered as she pictured Sidney
Hinchford a victnn to her father's obtrusiveixess—her father,
oblivious to suft'ering, and fuU of beUef in the conversion he
was attempting. She knew that her father was wrong, and she
felt vexed that Sidney had been intruded upon at a time wherein
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she had not found the courage to face him herself. Things must be
altered, and her promise to Sid's father must not become a dead
letter. In aU the world her heart told her she loved Sidney
Hinchford best, and that she coxdd make any sacrifice for his sake;
and yet, Sidney was not getting better, but worse, aud her owu
father would make her hateful to him. The next evenuxg, Mr.
Gray came home later than usual. He had been sent for by his
employers, had received their commissions, and then, fraught with
his new idea, had started for Chesterfield Terrace^ to strike a second
mortal blow at his new specimen.
He came home late, as we have intimated, and began arranging
his chimney ornaments, and putting things a Uttle straight, in his
usual nervous fashion.
"Mattie, I shall have a job with that yoxmg man. He has
forbidden me the house; he actually—actuaUy swore at me this
evening, for praying for his better heart and moral regeneration."
Mattie compressed her lips aud looked thoughtfully before her
for a whUe. Then the dark eyes turned suddenly and xmflinchingly
upon her father.
" I have been thinking lately that if I were with him in that
house—I, who know him so weU—I might do much good."
"You, Mattie!—you?"
" He is •without a friend in the world. I knew his father, who
was my first friend, and I feel that I am neglecting the son."
" You caU there often enough, goodness knows !" Mr. Gray said,
a Uttle sharply.
" He is alone—^he is blind. What are a few minutes in a long
day to him ? "
" All this is very ridiculous, Mattie—speaks weU for your kind
heart, and so on, but, of course, can't be
"
" Of course, must b e ! "
Mattie had a wUl of her own when it was needed. A little did
not disturb her, but a great deal of opposition could never shake
that wUl when once made up. She had resolved upon her next step,
and woxdd proceed with it; we do not say that she was in the
right; we wiU not profess to constitute her a model heroine in the
sight of our readers, who have had enough of model heroines for
a whUe, and may accept our stray for a change. We are even
incUned to believe that Mattie was, in this instance, just a little
in the wrong—but then her early training had been defective, and
aUowance must be made for it. AU the evU seeds that neglect has
sown in the soU are never entfrely eradicated—ask the farmers of
land, and t!a.e farmers of souls.
" Must be! " repeated Mr. Gray, looking in a dreamy maimer at
his daughter.
" I promised his father to thiixk of him—to study him by all
the means in my power. I see that no one understands him but
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me, and I hear that he is sinking away from all that made him good
and noble. 1 wUi do my best for him, and there is no one who can
stop me here."
" ifour father ! "
"—Is a new friend, who has beeu kind to me, and whom I love—
but he hasn't the power to make me break my promise to the
dead. That man is desolate, and heavUy afflicted, and I wUl go to
him!"
" Against MY wish ? "
" Yes—agamst the wishes of all iu the world—if they were uttered
in opposition to me! " cried Mattie.
"Then," looking very firm aud white, " y o u wUl choose between
him and me. He wUl be a friend the more, and I a daughter the
less."
" It cannot be helped."
" You never loved me, or you would never thus defy me. Girl,
you are going into danger—the world wiU talk, and rob you of your
good uame."
" Let it," said Mattie, proudly. " It has spoken iU before of me,
and 1 have Uved it down. 1 shaU not study it, when the interest
and happiness of a dear friend are at stake. He is being kUled by
all y o u ! " she cried, with a comprehensive gesture of her hand;
" n o w let me try ! "
" Mattie, yon are mad—wrong—wicked !—I have no patience
with you—1 have done with you, if you defy me thus."
" 1 am doing right—you cannot stop me. I have done wrong to
remaux idle here so long; 1 will go at once."
" A t once!—breaking up this home—you wiU, t h e n ? "
" If 1 remain here longer, you wUl set him against me—me, who
would have him look upou me as his sister, his oue friend left to
pray for him, stave tor him, and keep his enemies away! "
" 1 won't hear any more of this rhodomontade—this voice of the
devil on the Lps of my child," he said, snatching up his hat agaux.
" Stay here till 1 return, or go away for ever."
Mr. Gray was in a passion, and, like most men in a passion, went
the wrong way to work. He was jealous of this new rival to
his daughter's love that had sprung up, aud angered with
Mattie's attempt to justify her uew determination. He believed in
Mattie's obedience, aud his own power over her y e t ; and he was an
obstinate man, whom it took a loug whUe to subdue. He went out
of the room wUd.y gesticulating, and Mattie sat panting for a while,
and trying to stUl the heaving of her bosom. She had gone beyond
herself—perhaps betrayed herself—but she had expressed lier
intention, and nothing that had happened since had induced her
to swerve, if it were a choice between her father and Sidney,
why it must be Sidney, if he would have her for his friend and companion Ux the future.
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" I must go—I must go at once! " she whispered to herself; and
then hurriedly put on her bonnet and shawl, and made for the staircase. She thought that she was douxg right, and that good would
come of it; and she did not hesitate. Before her, in the distance,
sat the soUtary figure of him she loved, friendless, alone, and
benighted; and her woman's lieart yearned to go to him, and forgot
aU else.
Thus forgetting, thus yearning to do good, Mattie made a false
step, and turned her back upon her father's home.

CHAPTER 11.
MATTIE'S ADVISEE.
MATTIE reached Chesterfield Terrace as the clock was striking
nine. Ann Packet almost shouted -with alarm at the sight of the
new visitor, and then looked Uxtently over Mattie's shoulder.
"He hasn't come back again, has he? Mr. Sidney's been in
such a dreffxd way about him, Mattie. BlUxd as he is, I think he'll
try to murder him."
" I have come instead. He will see nxe, I hope."
She did not wait to be aimounced, but turned the handle of the
parlour door and entered. Sidney Huxchford, Ux a harsh voice, cried
out,
"Who's there?"
" Only Mattie. May I come in ? "
"Mattie here at this hour! Come in, if you wiU. What is
ft ?"
He was seated in the great leathern arm-chair, that had been his
father's favourite seat, in the old attitude that Mattie knew so well
uow. She shuddered at the change in him—the wreck of manhood
that one affliction had reduced him to, and the impulse that had
brought her there was strengthened.
"Mr. Sidney," she said, approaching, " 1 have come to ask a
i'avour of you."
" I am past dispensing favours, Mattie. Unless—xmless it's to
listen patiently to that horrible father of yours. Then I say No—
for he drives me mad with his monotony."
17
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" I have come to defend you from him, if he caU agaux—to Uve
here, aud take care of you as a dear brother who requires care, and
must not be left entirely to strangers."
" I am better by myself, Mattie—fit company only for myself."
" No, the worst of company for that."
" It must not be."
" 1 can earn my own Uving; I shaU be no burden to you; I have
a hope—such a grand hope. Sir!—of making this home a different
place to you. AVhy, I can always make the best of it, I think—he
thought so, too, before he died."
"Who—my father ?" asked Sidney, wonderuxg.
" Yes—he wished that I should come here, aud I promised him.
Oh! ilr. Sidney, for a Uttle whUe, before you have become resigned
to this great trouble, let me stay ! "
He might have read the truth—the whole truth—in that urgent
pleading, but he was shut away from Ught, and sceptical of any love
for him abiding anywhere throughout the world.
" If he wished it, Mattie—stay. If your father says not ' No' to
this, why, stay until you tfre of nxe, and the utter wretchedness of
such a life as mine."
" AA'hy utterly wretched ? "
" I don't know—don't ask again."
•' Others have been afflicted like you before, Sfr, and borne thenheavy burden weU."
" Why do you ' Sfr' me ? That's new."
"leaded your father Sir,—you take your father's place," said
Mattie, hastUy.
" A strange reason—I wonder if it's true."
Mattie coloured, but he coxdd not see her blushes, and whether
true or false, mattered little to him then. A new suspicion seized
lum after a whUe, when he had thought more deeply of Mattie's
presence there.
" II this is a new trick of your father's to preach to me through
you, I warn you, Mattie."
" 1 have told you why I am here."
" No other reason but that promise to my father ? "
" Yes, one promise more—to myself. Mr. Hinchford," she said,
noticing his sudden start, " I promised my heart, when I was very
young—when 1 was a stray!—that it should never swerve from
those who had befriended me. It wUl not—it beats the faster with
the hope of doing service to aU who helped me ux my wiUxd gfrlhood."
" I told a Ue, and said you did not steal my brooch ! "
" That was not aU, but that taught me gratitude. Say a Ue, but
it was a Ue that saved me from prison—from the new life, worse, a
thousand times worse than the first."
"You are a strange gfrl—you were always strange. 1 am
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curious to know how soon you wUl tire of me, or I shall tire of you
and this new freak. When I confess you weary me—you wiU
go ? "
" Yes."
" Then stay—-and Gcd help you with your charge."
His Up curled again, but it was with an effort. He was no true
stoic, and Mattie's earnestness had moved him more than he cared
to evuice. He was curious to note the effect of Mattie's efforts to
make the dull world anything better thau it was—he who knew how
simple-minded and ingenuous Mattie was, and how little she could
fathom his thoughts, or understand them. He had spent a month of
horrible isolation, and it had seemed long years to him—years in
which he had aged and grown grey perhaps, it was more likely than
not. He felt like an old man, with whom the world was a weary
resting-place; and he was despondent enough to wish to die, and end
the tragedy that had befaUen him. He had not believed in any
sacrifice for his sake, and Mattie had surprised him by stealing iix
upon his solitude, and offering her help. He was more surprised to
think .that he had accepted her services in lieu of turning contemptuously away. It was something new to think of, and it did
him good.
The next day life began anew under Mattie's supervision. She
was the old Mattie of Great Suffolk Street days—a brisk step and a
cheerfxd voice, au air of bustle and bushxess about her, which it was
pleasant to hear ux the distance. AVhen the house duties were
arranged for the day, Mattie began her needlework in the parlour
where Sidney sat; aud though Sidney spoke but little, and replied
only in monosyllables to her, yet she could see the change was
teUxng upon him, and she felt that there would come a time when
he would be his dear old self agaux. When the day was over, her
own troubles began. In her own room, she thought of the father
whom she had abandoned—of his loneliness, left behind at his work
in that front top room, which had been home to her. She was not
sorry that she had left him, for there was an old promise, an old love
for Sidney, to buoy her up; but she was very, very sorry that they
had parted in anger, and that her father had resented a step in which
his Christian charity should have at once encouraged her. By and
bye it would aU come right, her father would understand her and
her motives; by and bye, when Sidney had become reconcUed to his
lot in life, and there were no more duties to fulfil, she would return
iiome, unasked even, and offer to be again the daughter whom
her father had professed to love. For the present, life in Sidney's
home, doing her duty by him whom she loved best in the world; she
could not let him suffer, and xxot do her best to work a change iu
him.
flattie worked a change—a great one. The instinct that assured
her she possessed that power had not deceived her; and t-^idney,
17. .9
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though he became never again his former self, altered for the better.
This change strengthened Mattie in her resolves, and made amends
for her father's sUence. She had written to Mr. Gray a long letter
a few days after she had left his home, explaiiUng her conduct more
fuUy, entering more completely into the det^Us of her former relations to the Hinchfords and the friends she had found in them;
trusting that her father would believe that she loved him none the
less for the step which she had taken—she who would have been
more happy had he consented thereto—and hoping for the better
days when she could return aud take once more her place beside
him. She had also asked in her letter that her box might be sent
her, and he had considered that request as the one object of her
writing, and responded to it by the transmission of the box and its
contents, keeping back aU evidence of his owu trouble and anger.
She had chosen her lot in Ufe, he thought; she had preferred a
stranger's home to her own flesh and blood; in the face of the
world's opinion she had gone to nurse a man of three and twenty
years of age. After all, she had never loved her father; he had
come too late in Ufe before her, and it was his fate never to gain
affection from those on whose kind feelings he had a claim. He
had been unlucky in his loves, and he must think no more of
them. His troubles were earthly, and on earthly affections he
mUst not dweU too much—he must teach himself to soar above
them aU.
He read the Bible more frequently than ever, attended less to his
work, and more to his district society and local preaching; by all
the means Ux his power he turned his thoughts away from Mattie.
When the thought was too strong for him, he connected her with
the wrong that she had done him, and so thought uncharitably of
her, as good men have done before and since his time—good people
being faUible and Uable to err.
Mattie knew nothmg of her father's trouble, and judged him as
she had seen him last—angry aud xmcharitable and jealous! That
is a bad habit of connecting friends whom we have given up •with
the stormy scene which cut the friendship adrift; of stereotypuxg
the last impression—generaUy the false one—and connecting that
with him and her for ever afterwards. Think of the virtues that
first drew us towards them, aud not of the angry frown and the
bitter word that set us apart; in the long run we shaU find it
answer, and have less wherewith to accuse ourselves.
Sidney Huxchford, whom we are forgetting, altered then for the
better slowly, but surely—even imperceptibly to himself. StUl, when
Mattie had been a month with him, and he looked back upon the feelings which had beset him before she took her place in his home, the
change struck him at last. He could appreciate the kindness and
self-denial that had brought her there, gladdened his home, and
made his heart Ughter. He could take pleasure iu speaking with
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her of the old tunes, of his father, of his early days in Suffolk Street
—in hearing her read to him, in being led into an argument with
her, which promoted a healthy excitation of the mind, in walking
with her when the days were fine. He was grateful for her services,
and touched by them—she was his sister, whom he loved very
dearly, and whom to part with would be another trial in store for
him some day—and he had thought his trials were at an end long
since!
Sidney Hinchford, be it observed here, made but a clumsy blind
man; he had little of that conceutrativeness of the remaining senses,
which make amends for the deprivation of one faculty. He neither
heard better, nor was more sensitive to touch—and of this he complained a little peevishly, as though he had been unfairly dealt
with.
" I haven't even been served like other blind folk," he said;
"your voice startles me at times as though it were strange to
me."
On one topic he would never dwell—the Wesdens. Mattie,
true to the dying wish of the old man, attempted to bring the subject roxmd to Harriet—Harriet, who was true to him yet, she believed—but the subject vexed him, and evinced at once all that new
irritabUity which had been born with his affliction.
" Let the past die—it is a bitter memory, and I dislike it," he
would say; "now let us talk of the business wiiich you tluixk of
setting me up iu, and seeing me off in, before all the money is spent
on housekeeping."
Mattie turned to that subject at his request—it was oue that
pleased and diverted him. He was glad to speak of busiuess; it
sounded as if he were uot quite dead yet. Mattie and he had spent
many an hour in dUating upon the chances of opening a shop with
the residue of the money which Sidney had saved before his Ulness
—what shop it should be, aud how it slioxUd be attended ! He had
only one reason for delaying the prosecution of the scheme—Mattie
had implied more than once that when a shopkeeper was foxmd,
she should give up constant attendance upon him, and only call
now and then to make sure that he was well, and not being imposed
upon.
"To think of turning shopkeeper in my old age! " he said one
day, with qxdte a cheerful laugh at his do-wnfall; " I , Sidney Hiuchford, bank clerk, who had hoped to make a great name in the City.
AVeU, it is commerce' stUl, and 1 sliaU have a fair claim to respectabiUty, as the wholesalers say, if I don't give short weight, or false
measure, Mattie."
"To be sure you wiU. But why do you not settle your mind
to one business ? Every day, Mr. Sidney, you think of a new
one!"
"You must not blame me for that, Mattie," he repUed; "Iwant
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to make sure of the most sxUtable, to find one in which I could take
part myself."
"What do you think of the old business in wixich Mr. AA''esden
made money ?—think of that whUst I am gone."
" Where are you going now ? " he asked a Uttle irritably.
"To scold the butcher for yesterday's tough joint," said Mattie.
"Butchers make money, but how the deuce could I chop up
a sheep -without personal damage ? " he said, rambling off to a uew
idea.
Mattie hurried to the door. The butcher was certainly there;
bxxt, crossing the road iu the direction of the house, Mattie had seen
Harriet Wesdeu. The butcher was dismissed, and Harriet admitted
sUently into the passage.
" How long have you beeu here ? " Harriet exclaimed.
" A month now. I promised his father that I would do my best
for him left behind in trouble. You—you don't blame nxe ? "
" Blame you!—no. AA'liv should I'? "
" My father thought that I was wrong to come here—exceeding
my duty to my neighbour, and outraging my duty towards him.
But I am not sorry."
" And Sid—how is he now ? AAiiy does he bear so much malice iu
his heart against me, as to refuse me admittance to his house ?" she
asked.
" He bears uo maUce, Harriet; but the past is painful to him.
Presently he wiU come round, and judge all things truly. Every
day he is less morbid—more resigned."
" I am glad of that."
" After aU, everything has turned out for the best, Harriet," said
Mattie.
" Prove that," was her quick answer.
Mattie was attempting the difficult task of decipheruxg the real
thoughts of Harriet AVesden;—what she regretted, and what she
rejoiced at;—now the picture was fimshed, and aUits deep shadowuxg
elaborated.
*
"For the best that the engagement was ended, Harriet. Think
of the affliction that has befaUen lum, and which would have parted
him and you at last."
•'Why parted us?—do you think, had it befallen me, that he
woxdd have turned away with horror—that he would not have loved
me aU the better, and striven all the harder to render my trouble
less heavy to be borne ? Mattie, I knew that this would come upon
huu years ago, and 1 did not shrink from my engagement."
" You could never have married him—he is a poor man, aud may
be poorer yet; it is impossible to say."
" It is aU over now, and this is idle talk, Mattie. I have given
up aU thought of him, as he has giveu up aU thought of me—and
perhaps it is for the best," she added.
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"AVe will hope so, Harriet."
" I was always a fooUsh and vaui girl, prone to change my mind,
and scarcely knowing what that mind was," slxe said bitterly. " It
is easy enough to forget."
Mattie scarcely understood her. She shook her head in dissent,
aud would have turned the conversation by asking after her father's
health—Harriet's own health, which was not very evident on her
pale cheeks just then. Harriet darted away from the subject.
"Well—aU well," she said; "and how is Sidney in health, you
have uot told me that ? "
" Better in health. I have said that his mind is more at ease."
" Mattie, though I have given him up for ever, though I kuow
that I am nothing to him now, and deserve to be nothing, let
me see him again ! I am going Uxto the coxmtry with father for a
w^eek or two, and shoxUd like to see him once more before I go."
" Harriet, you love him stiU! You are not glad that it is all
ended between you! "
" I should have been here in your place—I have a right to be
here ! " she said, evasively.
"Tell him so."
Mattie had turned pale, but she pointed to the parlour with an
imperious hand. Harriet shrank from the boldness of the step, and
turned pale also.
"I—I—"
" This is no time for false delicacy between you and him," said
Mattie; " he loves you Ui his heart—he is only saddened by the past
belief that you loved Maurice Darcy—if you do not shruxk to unite
your fate with his, and make his Ufe new and bright again, ask him
to be your husband. In his night of Ufe he dare uot ask you now."
" I cannot do that," murmured Harriet; "that is beyond my
strength."
" You and your father with him in his affliction, taking care of
him and rendering him happy! AU iu your hands, and you shrink
back from him! "
" Not from him, but from the bitterness of his reply to me," said
Harriet. " Would you dare so much in my place ? "
" I — I thiixk so. But then," she added, " I do not understand
what true love is—you said so, once, if you remember."
Harriet detected something strange and new in Mattie's reply;
she looked at Mattie, who was flushed and agitated. For the ffrst
time in her life, a vague far-off suspicion seemed to be approaching
her.
" I wUl go Ux and see him—I will be ruled by wlxat he says to me.
Leave me with him, Mattie."
With her owu impulsiveness, which had led her right and wrong,
she turned the handle of the parlour door, and entered the room,
where the old lover, blind and helpless, sat.
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CHAPTER 111.
THE

OLD

LOVEES.

YES, there he was, the old lover! The man whom she had once
b. ieved she should marry and make happy—whom she had valued
at his. just worth when he cast her off as unworthy of the love he
had borne her. She had not seen him since that time ; he had held
himself aloof from her, although he had talked of remainnxg stiU her
friend, and the change in him was pitiable to witness.
It was the same handsome face, for all its paUor, and deep intensity of thought; the same intellectuality expressed therein, for
all the blmdness wlxich had come there, and given that strange unlaithly look to eves stiU clear and bright, and which tumed towards
her, aud startled her with thefr expression yet. But he was thin
and wasted, and his hand, which rested on the table by his side, was
an old man's hand, seared by age, and trembling as with palsy.
" AVhat a time you have been, Mattie ! Ah ! you are growing
tired of me at last," he said, with the querxUousness characteristic of
illness, but before then ever so uncharacteristic of him.
" Miss—Miss AVesden called to ask how you were," said Harriet,
in a low voice.
" Indeed ! " he said, after a moment's deliberation of that piece of
information; " and you answered her, and let her go away, sparing
me the pain of replying for myself. That's well and kind of you,
Mattie. We are better by ourselves now."
" Yes."
Harriet dropped into a chair by the door, and clasped her hands
together; he spoke ffrmly; he spoke the truth as he thought, and
she accepted it for truth, and said no more.
Sidney Hinchford, oblivious of the visitor facuxg him, and composed in his bUndness, detected no difference in the voice. Mattie's
voice, we have remarked at an earlier stage of this narrative, closely
resembled Harriet's, aud acuteness of ear had not been acqxUred yet
by the old lover.
" Mattie, 1 have been thinking of a new business for us, suxce you
have beeu gone."
" For us ? " gasped Harriet.
" Ah ! for us, if I can persuade you to remain my housekeeper,
and induce your father to extend his consent. 1 have no other
friend; I look to you, gfrl; you must not desert me yet! "
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"No."
" I fancy the stationery business, with you to help me, Mattie,
would be best, after aU. You are used to it, and I could sit in the
parlour and take stock, and help you with the figures in the accoxmts. I was always clever at mental arithmetic, and it don't
strike me that I shall be qxUte a dummy. And then when I am used
to the place—when I can find the drawers, aud know what is iu
them, I shall be an able custodian of the new home, capable of minding shop while you go to your friends for a while. Upon my honour,
Mattie, I'm quite high-spirited about this; say it's a bargain,
giri?"
Harriet answered in the affirmative for Mattie. She had assumed
her character and could not escape. She had resolved to go away,
and make no sign to him of her propinquity; he cared not for her
now; he dismissed her with a passing nod; it was all Mattie—
Mattie, in whom he beUeved and trusted, and on whose support in
the future he buUt upon from that day ! She knew how the story
would end for him and Mattie—a peaceful and happy ending, and
what both had already thought of, perhaps; let it be so, she was
powerless to act, and it was not her place to interfere. Mattie had
deceived her; it was natural—but she saw no longer darkly through
the glass; beyond there was the successfid rival, whom Sidney
Hinchford would marry out of gratitude !
Sidney continued to dilate upon the prospects in Ufe before him.
Harriet had risen, and was standing with her hand upon the door,
watching her opportunity to escape.
" Who would have dreamed of a man becoming resigned to an
utter darkness, Mattie ? Who would have thought of me iu particular, cut out for a man of action, with no great love for books, or
for anything that fastened me down to the domesticities ? "
"You are resigned, then ? "
"WeU—almost."
" I am very glad."
" Why are you standing by the door, Mattie ? Why don't you
sit do'wn and talk a little of this business of ours ? "
" Presently."
" Now—^just for a little wliUe. Leave Ann Packet to the lower
regions—I'm as talkative to-day as an old woman of sixty. Why,
you wUl not balk me, Mattie ? "
"No."
" Read this for me; I have been trying if I can write Ux the dark
^ m y first attempt at a benighted penmanship."
He held a paper towards her, aud Harriet left her post by the
door to receive it from his hands.
The writing was large and irregular, but distinct. She shivered
as she read the words. The story she had seen so plainly, was more
evident than ever.
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"Sidney Hinchford," she read, " saved from shipwreck by Mattie
Gray!"
" And Mattie Gray here at my side accounts for my resignation,"
said he, laying his hand upon Harriet's. " Mattie, the old friend—
after all, the best and truest! "
Harriet did not reply; she shrank more and more, cowering from
him as though he saw her there, the unwelcome guest who had
forced herself upon him.
" You are goiug out," he said, noticuxg the glove upon the hand
he had relinqxushed now.
" Yes, for a Uttle whUe."
" Don't be long. Where are you going, that I cannot accompany
you?"
" On business ; I shaU be back iu an instant."
" Very weU," he said, with half a sigh ; " but remember that you
have chosen yourself to be my protector, sister, friend, and that I
cannot bear you too long away from me. I wish I were more worthy
of your notice, that I could return it in some way or fashion not distasteful to you. Sometimes I wish
"
" Say no more ! " cried Harriet, with a vehemence that startled
him ; " I am going away."
The door clanged to, and left him alone. She had hurried from
the room, shocked at the foUy, the mockery of affection which had
risen to his Ups. Ah! he was a fool stUl, he thought; he had
frightened Mattie by hovering on the verge of that proposal, which
he had considered himself boxmd to make, perhaps, out of gratitude
for the life of servitude Mattie had chosen for herself. He had beeu
wrong; he had taken a mean advantage, and rendered Mattie's
presence there embarrassing; his desire to be grateful had scared
her from him, as weU it might—he, a bUnd man, prating of affection!
He had been a fool and coward; he woxdd seal his Ups from that
day forth, and be aU that was wished of him—nothuxg more.
Harriet had made her escape into the narrow passage, had contrived
to open the street-door, and was preparing to hxu-ry away, when
.Mattie came towards her.
" Going away without a good-bye, Harriet ? "
" I had forgotten," she said, coldly.
" AA'^hat have you said to him ?—have you—have you
"
" I have said nothing at which you have reason to feel alarmed,"
i-aid Harriet; " 1 have not taken yoxu- advice. He thinks and speaks
only of you, and I did not break upon his thoughts by any harsh
reminiscences."
" You are excited, Harriet; don't go away yet, with that look.
AVhat does it mean ? "
" Nothing."
" Has he offended you ? "
"No."
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" Have I ? "
" No," was the cold reiteration. " I am not well. I ought not
to have intruded here. I see my mistake, and wUl uot come again."
" I hope you will, many, many times. I build upon you assisting
nxe Ux the good work I have begun here. You and t together, in the
future, striving for the old friend, Sidney HUxchford."
" I am going away to-morrow; it is doubtful when I shall return,
or what use I shaU be to either you or him. You understand him
better than I do."
" I do not understand you this afternoon," said Mattie, surveying
her more intently; " what have I done ? Don't you," she added, as
a new thought of hers seemed to give a clue to Harriet's, " think it
right that I should be here ? "
" If you think so, Mattie, it caimot matter what my opirUoii is."
" Yes—to me."
" You came hither •with the hope of befriending him, as a sister
might come ? On your honour, with no other motive ? "
" On my honour, xvith none other."
" Why deceive him, then ? " was the quick rejoinder; " why tell
him that your father gave his consent for your stay here, when he
was so opposed to it ? "
" He thought so from the first, and I did not undeceive him, lest
he should send me away. Have you seen my father ? "
" He called last night at our house. He is anxious and distressed
about you."
" I anx sorry."
" He thuxks that you have no right to be here ; I think you have
now."
" Oh ! Harriet, yoxx do not think
"
" Hush! say nothing. You are your own mistress, and I anx not
angry with you. You have been too good a friend of mine, for me
to envy any act of kindness towards him I loved once. I don't love
him now."
" You said you did."
" A romantic fancy ; I have been romantic from a chUd. It is all
passed away now; remember that when he
"
"Yfhevihe—what?"
" Asks you to be his wife, to become his natural protector; you
alone can save him now fronx desolation—never my task—never now
my wish. Good-bye."
She swept away coldly aud proudly, leaving the amazed Mattie
watching her departure. What did she mean ?—what had Sidney
said to her that she should go away like that, distrusting her and the
motives which had brought her there—she, of aU women in the
world ?
Mattie went back to Sidney's room excited and trembling. Close
to his side before she startled him by her voice.

268

MATTIE : A STEAY.

" Mr. Sidney, long ago you were proud of being straightforward
in your speech—of telling the plain truth, without prevarication."
" Time has not changed me, I hope, Mattie."
" What have you said to Harriet Wesden ? "
" To whom ? "
The horror on his face expressed the facts of the case at once, before the next words escaped him.
" It was—Harriet Wesden, then ? "
"Yes."
"And she came in to see me, and assumed your character,
Mattie ? " he said; " why did you let her in ? "
" I don't know," murmured Mattie; " she was anxious about you,
and she had come hither to make inqufries without intmdiog upon
you, xuitU I—I advised her to come."
" For what reason ? " he asked, in a low tone.
" I thought that you two might become better friends again,
and
"
" Ah ! no more of that," he interrupted; " that was like my good
sister Mattie, striving for everybody's happiness except her o^wn,
perhaps. Mattie, you talk as if I had my sight, and were strong
enough to win my way in life yet. You so quick of perception, and
with such a knowledge of the world—^you! " he reiterated.
" Misfortune wUl never turn Harriet Wesden away from any one
whom she has loved—^it woxUd not stand in the way of any trae
woman. And oh! Sfr, if I may speak of her once again—just this
once—"
" You may not," was his fierce outcry. " Mattie, I ask you not,
iu mercy to me! "
" Why ? " persisted Mattie.
" I don't know; let me be in peace."
It was his old suUeimess—his old gloom. Back from the past
iiito which Mattie's efforts had driven it, stole forth that morbid
despondency which had kept him weak and hopeless. The remainder
of that day the old enemy was too strong for any effort of Sidney's
strange companion, and Mattie felt disheartened by her ill success.

SIDN'EY.S 1 lUENDS.

269

CHAI^TElt IV
A

NEW

DECISION

SIDNEY HINCHFOED rose the next morning in better spirits, and
Mattie in worse. Half the lUght in his own room Sidney had
reflected on his vexatious suUenuess of the preceding day; and on
the effect it must have had on Mattie; half the night, Mattie in
her room had pondered on the strangeness of the incidents of the
last four-and-twenty hours—on that new demeanour of Harriet
Wesden, which impUed so much, and yet explained so little.
After aU, Mattie thought, was she right in staying there ? Had
she treated her father well in leaving him without a fair confession
of that tmth which she had breathed into the ears of a dying man,
and scarcely owned tUl then unto herself ? She had not come there
with any sinister design of winnmg, by force as it were, a place in
Sidney Hinchford's heart; she had never dreamed for au instant—
she did not dream then!—of ever becoming his wife, with a right to
take her place at his side and fight his battles for him.
She had been actuated by motives the purest and the best—but
who believed her ? Had not her father mistrusted her ? Had not
Harriet, who xmderstood her so well, she thought, regarded her as
one scheming for herself ?—she, whose only scheme was to bring
two lovers together once more, and see them happy at each other's
side ? For an instant she had not thought that she was " good
enough" for Sidney Hinchford; she who had been an outcast from
society, an object of suspicion to the police, a beggar, and a thief!
No matter that she had been saved from destruction and was now
living an exemplary life, or that misfortune had altered Sidney and
rendered him dependent on another's help, he was still the being
above her by birth, education, position, and she could but offer him
disgrace.
With that conviction impressed upou her, conscious that Sidney
had improved and would continue to improve, au object of distrust
to her best friends—why not to the neighbours who watched them
about the streets and talked about them ?—ouly judged fairly and
honourably by him she served, was it right to stop—was there any
need for further stay there ?
She was thinkmg of this over breakfast—afterwards in her Uttle
business round, durkig which period another visitor had forced

270

MATTIE : A STEAY.

himself into Sidney's presence, without exercising much courtesy in
the effort. Ann Packet had opened the street door, and looked incUned
to shut it again, had not the visitor forestalled her—she was never
very quick iu her movements—by springing on to the mat, and
thence with a bound to the parlour door.
" Oh, my goodness ! you mustn't go Ux there. Master left word
that you were never to be shown into him again on any
pretence."
" Where's Mattie ? "
"Gone out for orders," said Ann. "Just step in this room.
Sir, aud wait a bit."
" Young woman, I shaU do nothing of the kind. When my
daughter comes in, teU her where I am. That's your business;
mind it if you please."
Mr. Gray turned the handle of the door, and walked into the
room.
" Good morning, Mr. Hinchford."
Sidney recognised that voice at least—the voice of a man who
had worried ham to death with his religious opinions—and his face
lengthened.
"You here?"
"Yes, I have come again," he answered, drawing a chair close
to the table, and confronting Sidney. " I suppose you thought that
I had given you up as frreclaimable."
" I had hoped so," was the dry answer.
" Given my daugliter up too."
" No; that wasn't Ukely."
" Indeed—why not ? "
"We don't give up our best friends, those who have won upon
our hearts most, in a hurry."
"Do you mean that for me, or is that another side to your
confounded obstinacy? Won't you give her up to me, her
father ?"
. .
" If you wish it. I cannot set myself iu opposition to you. The
remembrance of a dear father of my own would not lead me, did 1
possess the power, to stand in opposition to you."
" You—wUl side with me, then, in teUing her that it is not right
to stay here ? "
" Not right! You thought so once ?"
" Not for an instant."
" She is here with your consent ? "
" Did she teU you that ? Don't please say that my Mattie ever
told you that ?"
Sidney considered. No, she had not said so, he remembered.
" She came against my wUl, ftxll of a foolish idea of doing you
good, and no power of nUne could stop her," said Gray.
" Against your wUl ? "
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" I said she did," said Mr. Gray, sharply; " don't you believe me ? "
" Yes—I believe you. But this is very singular."
Sidney bit his nails, and reflected on this new discovery. After .1,
few moments he said,
" Mr. Gray, I have been forgiving you aU the past torture for the
sake of your kmdness in allowing Mattie to constitute herself my
guardian."
"Rubbish!"
"My guardian angel, I might say; for she has saved me from
despair, and turned my thoughts away from many deep and bitter
things. I was-turning against myself, my life, my God, in the very
despair of being of use in the world, and she saved me. Do you
blame her coming now ? "
Mr. Gray took time to consider that question. He bit lus naUs
in his turn, and looked steadily at the young man, who had altered
very much for the better.
" I don't find fault with the result—there ! " aud Mr. Gray looked
as though he had made a great concession.
" You would not be a true minister if you did," said Sidney; " and
you are not a true father if you don't value the sterling gold in
Mattie's character. Pure gold, with no dross in the crucible—not
an atom's worth, as I'm a living sinner! "
"We're aU living sinners, young man," said he, getting up and
beginning to pace the room, as he had paced it, preaching meanwhile, a month ago, and nearly driven Sidney Hinchford out of his
mind.
" Do you object to sitting down ? " asked Sidney, after bearUig
with these heavy perambulations for a time.
"Presently; 1 am going to speak to you in a minute."
" Not in the old fashion, please," said Sidney, quite plaintively;
"although I can put up with more now; for Mattie's sake I'll even
Usten to a sermon, if you'll give me fair warning when you're
going to begin, and how long it is likely to last."
"For your soul's sake, as weU as Mattie's, you mean, I
hope ?"
" Anything—anythuig you like ! "
" As careless of heavenly matters as ever, I believe. The task of
reformation stUl unperformed—perhaps left for me, unworthy instrument that I am."
"Exactly."
" Eh ? "
"We are all unworthy instruments as well as Uving sinners, you
know," said Sidney, drily.
" And flippant, too—and on such a subject! But we shall change
you in good time."
"And this morning, now, you will let me off with a small
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" I haven't come to sermonise to-day," repUed Mr. Gray, severely,
" therefore do not give way to any groundless fears of torturing ou
my part."
"Thank yon—thank you! "
" I have come to test your sense of justice—fairness of what is due
to me from you, and Mattie."
"Test it, friend."
" Give me back my daughter! "
" Why, that's what Brabantio says in the play; but I'll give you
a more gracious answer than he got. If you wish her to return with
you—why, she must. I would not stop her," he added, with a sigh,
" if it were in my power."
" You will persuade her to return with me."
" Was she happy with you ? "
"UntU your father died—yes."
" I will tell her," said Sidney; " that there is right on your side
—Mattie wUl see that. There was right on hers, too, for she had
made a solemn promise to a dying man, and she knew weU enough
that I was desolate. I wUl persuade her even, if you wish it,
but
"
" Go on."
" But what harm is she douxg here ? "
"What harm ! " echoed Mr. Gray, with an elevated voice; "why,
harm to that good name which she has kept for years. What do you
fancy people think of her being in this house ?—her a stranger to
you by blood, and you so young! Sir, she has risked her character
by staying here—and 1 doubt very much if the world is likely to
believe her own version of this extraordinary freak."
" Do you beUeve it ? " asked Sidney.
"Well-Ido."
" And I also—that makes two out of a very few for whose good
opinion Mattie Gray cares."
"Whilst we are in the world we should care for the world's
opinion, Mr. Hinchford."
" I think not, when it's a false one. You a minister, teUing me to
study the world! "
" 1 never said that—how aggravating you are to be sure! "
" Pardon me," said Sidney, quickly; " a misinterpretation, Mr.
Gray. And we must study the world after all—you're right enough.
Poor Mattie, what would she think of this hiss of slander in her
ears?"
" I warned her of it—and she braved me."
" Ah ! A brave girl, whose reward wiU come in a brighter world
than this. WeU," he added, sadly, "go she must. I agree with
" I am very much obliged to you—I am going to shake hands
with you."
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Mr. Gray and Sidney Hinchford shook hands. Sidney held the
minister's tightly in his grip whilst he uttered the next words.
" You will bring her with you now and then, to hinder me from
-wholly sinking back," he said ; " remember that she is but the one
old friend of the past whom I care to know is by my side, and in
whom I can trust. Remember what she found me, wliat she leaves
me, and if you are not wholly selfish, you will not always keep her
away.
Mr. Gray was touched by this appeal—his old jealousy vanished
completely—he was proud in his heart of this young man's interest
in Mattie.
" 1 promise that untU we go away, that is, of course."
" Go away!—whither ? "
"Oh ! nothing is settled—there was a little talk of appointing me
a missionary abroad some time ago—a preacher at a foreign station,
where the benighted require stirring words, and the preacher is
expected to be continually stirring—preaching, 1 mean. But it is
only talk, perhaps—they may have found a better man," he added, a
little tetchily.
" Should you care to leave England ? "
"Care, Sir!—-it is my great ambition to do good—to make
amends for the evil of my early life."
"Ah—yes."
Sidney had become absent in his manner—Mr. Gray, who had
become voluble, discoursed at great length on his peculiar principle
of doing good, but Sidney heard but little of his argument, and was
engrossed by thoughts of the change coming unto him again, and to
which he could not offer opposition. Discoursing thus, and thinking thus, when Mattie returned, and stood in the doorway, looking
from father to friend.
" Father," she ejaculated at last.
"Don't say that you are sorry to see me, after this long parting! "
he exclaimed, as he rose in an excited manner, and went towards hex*
with both hands outstretched.
" Not sorry—no—but very, very glad! "
She held his hand, and leaned forward to kiss him. He caught
her to his heart then, and the tears welled into his eyes at this
evidence of the past parting having been forgotten and forgiven.
"Mattie," he said, " I have been thinking of all this agaux—over
and over again, patiently and uot in anger—and I stiU think that it
is wrong to stay here."
" And he—what does he think ? " looking towards Sidney.
Sidney answered for himself.
" That, perhaps, we are both too young—blind though I am, and
pure as you are, Matfie—to keep house together after this fashion.
JFor your sake, 1 will ask you to go back vitli your father. I have
been vtrong and selfish."
18
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" I said that I would go when you wished it, Mr. Sidney."
" I wish it, then!"
" A'ery well."
" Go—to return again very ft-equently with your father, and see
that I am weU and Ukely to do weU. Mattie, for ever after this
understand that I cannot do utterly without you. Wrong and selfish
also in that wish, perhaps, but I am sure of you forgiving me ! "
" Yes—yes,"' she said, hurriedly. " It is strange that we three
shoxUd all have been thinking of going away to-day—and perhaps,"
with a blush, " it was scarcely right to come. But," evincing here
her old rebeUious spirit, with a suddenness that made her father and
Sidney leap again, "U he were the same man I found here ffrst, I
•would have stopped—mark that! "
"Yes, but he isn't, my dear!" said Mr. Gray, cowing into submission, £md afraid of Mattie talking herself into a change of mind;
" so it's all happened for the best, and we are all thankful and aU
frieuds!"
" I wUl be ready when you wish, then."
" I have ordered a cab to come romxd at twelve. You see I was
sure that you would not turn against me ever again."
" I never turned against you—don't think that."
Mattie went out of the room—was a long while gone—retumed
with her eyes red and swollen, as though she had been weeping.
The cab at the same time rattled up to the door, and Ann Packet—
with red and swoUen eyes also, if she could have been seen just then
—was heard struggling down stafrs with Mattie's box, which she had
not allowed Mattie to touch.
" Go and talk to Mr. Sidney again, gal. You mayn't have another
chance," she had said, and Mattie had started and glared at her as
at a phantom. Surely it was time for her to go, when this faithful
but dull-witted woman saw through tlxe veU which she believed had
hidden her true heart from every one on earth. But that must be
fancy, she thought, and she went back to the room to bid Sidney
good-bye, and to check the thanks with which he would have overwhelmed her.
" No thanks. Sir—only my duty to one whose last thoughts were of
your happuiess, and how it was best to promote it. He had faith in
me, and 1 have endeavoured to deserve it, as though he had beeu
watching every action of my owu from Heaven. Good-bye, Mr.
Sidney."
" Good-bye—best of friends. You wiU uot desert me wholly ?
—your father is on my side now."
" Yes. I shall look in upon you very often, I hope—and you must
keep strong, and make up your mind about that business—and—and
not think yoxurself into that low estate ever again. Now 1 am ready
to go."
Mattie and her father left the house the former had brightened by
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her presence. In the cab she struggled for a wiiile with her forced
composure, and then burst forth into irrepressible tears.
" Patience, Mattie. I see the end to all this. All's weU."
" You see the end to this ? No, you cannot! "
"Oh! yes—lean."
Mr. Gray uttered not a syllable more during the remainder of the
journey; and Mattie, ashamed of her tears, dried her eyes, and asked
no further questions.

CHAPTER VANN PACKET EXPEESSES AN OPINION.
SIDNEY HINCHFOED knew that he should miss Mattie, and accordingly made up his mind, as he thought, to the loss. But there
is no making up one's mind entirely to the absence of those we love,
and upon whom we have been dependent, and Sidney found himself
no exception to the rule.
In great things he had expected to miss her, but in the thousand
minor ones, wherein she had reigned dominant without his knowledge,
he made no calculation for, and a hundred times a day they suggested
the absence of the ruling genius. The house assumed an unnatural
and depressing stUlness; he felt wholly shut from the world again—
no one to whom he could speak, or who, ux reply, could assure him
that his lot was not worse than other people's, and that there lay
before him many methods for its amelioration.
He became more dull and thoughtful; but he did not sink back to
his past estate—that was a promise which he had made Mattie,
before she went away. When she came again—he prayed it might
be soon—she should not find him the despondent, morbid being,
from which her efforts had transformed him. He tried to think the
time away by dwelling upon that business in which he intended to
embark; but there came the grave perplexity of the general management—and whom to trust, now ilattie had returned to her father's
home! Meanwhile, he was wasting money by inaction, and he had
always known the value of money, and money's fugitive properties,
if not carefuUy studied.
IS—2
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We say that he tried to think of his new business life, for other
thoughts would force their way to the front, and take pre-eminence.
He could not keep the past ever in the background; before hira
would flit, despite his efforts to escape it, the figure of his lost love,
to whom he had looked forward once as his solace in his blindness.
Blindness, with her at his side, had not appeared a life to be deplored,
and it was ever pleasant to picture what might have been, had the
ties between them never been sundered by his wUl. For he loved
her stUl—the stern interdict upon her name was even a part of his
affection; and there were times when he did not care to shut her
from his mind—on the contrary, loved to think of her as he had
known her once. In these latter days, he thought of both Harriet
and Mattie—drew, as was natural to one in his condition; the comparison between them—saw which was the truer, firmer, better
character, but loved the weaker for aU that! That Harriet had not
loved him truly and firmly, did not matter; he had given her up for
his pride's sake, even for her own sake, but he loved her none the
less. She woiUd have beeu unhappy with him after a while—she
could not have endured the place of nurse and comforter—she, who
was made for the brightness of life, aud to be comforted herself when
that brightness was shut from her; she was not Uke Mattie, a woman
of rare character and energy.
Mattie troubled him. She had awakened his gratitude; the last
day her father had aroused in him his fears that she had rendered
herself open to the suspicions of the world by her efforts in his
service—he had uot thought of that before! Mattie's character
was worth studyUxg—it was so far apart from the common run of
xvomankind—she had treasured every past action that stood as evidence of kindness to her, and made return for it a thousand-fold.
AVho would have dreamed of aU this years ago, when he tracked her
with the poUce to the Kent Street lodging-house, and was moved to
pity by her earnest eyes ? Hers had been a strange life; his had
been exceptional—his had ended in blank monotony, that nothing
could change^what was in store for her ? He thought of the mistake that he had committed on the day that Harriet had personated
her unwilUngly, aud blushed for the error of the act. He had been
moved too much by gratitude, aud had almost offered his blank life
to Mattie, as he thought; Mattie, who would have shrunk from him
like the rest, had she believed that he had had such thoughts of her.
His blindness had affected his mind; he had grown heedless, foolish,
wUful. Then his thoughts revolved to Harriet Wesden agaux—to
the girl who had not lost her interest in him with her love, but had
stolen to his solitary house, to ask about him, and to note the change
in him. She had been always a generous-hearted girl—moved at
any trouble, and anxious to take her part in its alleviation—there
was nothing remarkable in it. He was stUl the old friend and playfellow, after all, and in the future days, when thefr engagement lay
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further back from the present, he should be glad to hear her voice
of sympathy again.
These thoughts, or thoughts akin to these, traveUed in a cfrcle
roxmd the blind man's brain, hour after hour, day after day.
Thoughts of business, Mattie, Harriet Wesden—varied occasionaUy
by the reminiscences of the dead father, and the relations who
had sought him out, whom he had sought, and then tumed away
from.
Mattie and her father came to see him three days after thefr formal
withdrawal from his home; that was a fafr evening, which changed
the aspect of things, and which he remembered kindly afterwards,
notwithstanding a prayer of some duration, that Mr. Gray contrived to introduce. Something new to think of was always
Sidney Hinchford's cravUxg, and the day that foUowed any fresh
incidents bore less heavUy upon him, as he rehearsed those incidents
in his mind.
StUl they had said nothing of the business; they had been more
anxious to know how he had spent his time since thefr departure,
whether Mattie's absence had made much difference to him. Sidney
spoke the truth, aud Mattie was pleased at the confession. It
was an evidence of the good she had done by resisting her
father's wiU, and she was woman enough not to be sorry for the
result.
That everung, Ann Packet, bringing in the supper to her master,
was startled by the question which he put to her.
"How is Mattie looking, Ann ? "
"Looking, Sir!"
"Has all this watching, studying my eccentricities, affected
her?"
" She's a Uttle pale, mayhap—but she has aUus been pale since
her last illness."
" I never gave a thought as to the effect which the constant study
of a monomaniac might produce upon her," he said, half abruptly;
" but she's quit of me now, and will improve."
" Oh ! she was well enough here—like a bird chfrping about the
house—Mattie Ukes something to do for some one. An extromary
girl. Master Sidney, as was ever sent to be a blesshig unto aU she
took to."
" Yes—an extraordinary girl. Sit down."
"No—it isn't for the likes of me to do that here. Sir."
" Sit down, and tell me what you think of her. We don't study
appearances ui trouble—and a bUnd man loves the soxmd of a
woman's voice."
" Then you have altered werry much. Sir."
" Yes—thanks to Mattie again."
" And to think that she was a little ragged gal about the streets.
Sir. Many and many a time have I crept to the door after shop was
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shut, and given her the odd pieces I could find, and she was aUus
grateful for 'em."
" Always grateful—who can doubt that ? "
" She was waitUxg for the pieces when you came home and lost
that brooch—poor ignorant thing, then. Sir ! "
" Through you, then, Ann, we Ifrst knew Mattie Gray. Strangely
thuxgs come round! "
" Ah! you don't know half her goodness. Sir—she's just as kind
to anybody who wants kindness—^'ii:«^."
" Yes, it is like her ! "
"It's a pity her father isn't less of a fidget—she ought to
have had a better un thau that, or have never Ughted on him,
I think."
" Is she not happy with him, then ? "
"She may be, she mayn't—but he is a fidget, and Mattie ought to
have some one to take care of her now, and make her happy—
Uke."
" A husband, you mean ? "
" Yes, I think so."
" Sit down, Ann. Perhaps you know of some one who is Ukely
to take care of ilattie in the wav you thiuk ? "
" I don't know."
" Some oue who caUs and sees her, and in whom she is interested ? "
" Oh ! no—no one caUs to see her," said Ann. " Her father's
jealous of her liking anybody save himself. I saw that long
ago."
" I should like to see—ah, ha! to see!"—he cried—"Mattie
happy. She deserves it."
" Those who think so little of theirselvcs seldom find happiness
though—do they. Sir ? "
Sidney started at the axiom—it was deeper than Ann Packet's
general rmx of observations.
" There are so few of those good folk in the world, Ann."
"Mattie's one."
" Yes—Mattie's one ! " he repeated.
"I've often wondered and a-wondered what would make her
happy; do you know. Sir, sometimes I think that—that you might,
if you'll excuse an ignorant woman saying so."
" That I might!—what has made you thuxk that ? Sit down—
why don't you sit down! "
" Well, just to talk tlUs over, and for my darling's sake, I will for
once demean myself;" and Ann Packet, red in the face with excitement, seated herself on the verge of the horsehair chair.
Anu Packet had broken througlx the ice at last; it had been a
trouble of long duration; she who knew Mattie's secret, guessed
where Mattie's chance of happiness rested, she thought. But it is
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deUcate work to strive for the happiness of other people, and leads to
woful failures, as a rule.
Ann Packet was nervous; the plunge had been made, aud the
truth must escape—she dashed into the subject for "her gal's
sake."
" Lookee here. Sir—it's uo good my keeping back my 'pinion
that our Mattie is really fond of you! When she was a girl in
Suffolk Street, and you a bit of a boy, she used to worry me about
you, and yet I never guessed it! When she growed bigger and you
growed bigger, she showed her liking less, but it peeped out at times
unbeknown to herself, and yet I never guessed it. But when she
was ill in Tenehester Street, and I left here to nus her, the truth
came on me all of a heap, aud 'mazed me drefful! "
" AVTiat made you think ot this—this nonsense, theu ? " he asked.
" She spoke about you ux her fever, when her head was gone," said
Ann; "of how your happiness hadn't come, and yet she'd worked so
hard for it. And somehow I guessed it then—and when she came
here, and was, for the fust time, happy in her way—I knowed it! "
"Folly ! folly! " murmured Sidney.
"And they who says that she had no right to come here, don't
know the rights of things—she liked you best of all. Sir, and she
comes here, duty bound, to do her best. If they says a word against
her in MY hearing for her coming here, let 'em look out, that's aU!"
Sidney sat, with his fingers interlaced, thoughtful and grave.
" You may go now, Ann—I'm sorry that you have put this into
my head. It can't be true."
"True or not, just ask her some day when you feel that you can't
do without her help, and see who's wrong of us two. And you'll
have to ask her, mind that! "
Aun rose and bustled towards the door. At the door a new form
of argument suggested itseU', and she came back again.
" You're blind enough not to care for good looks so much now—if
you can get a good heart, think yourseU lucky. Sir. You've just the
chance of making one woman happy in your Ufe, and in finding your
life very dift'erent to what it is now, with a blundering gal Uke me to
worry you. She won't think any the wus of you for beuxg blmd
and helpless—she's much too good for you! "
" Well, that's true enough. Aim."
" 1 don't say that I'm saying this for your sake, young man,"
said Aun Packet, iu quite a maternal manner, " for you're no great
catch to anybody, and wUl be a sight of trouble. But I do thuxk
that Mattie took a fancy to you ever so long ago, and that it didn't
die away like other people's because you came to grief. And if my
opinion has discumfrumpled you more than I expected, why, you
asked for it, aud I haven't many words to pick and choose from,
when I've made up my mmd to speak. And I'm not sorry now that
I've spoke it, anyways."
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" I fear Mattie would not thank you, Ann."
" Mattie never knowed what was good for herself so weU as for
t'other people—I looks after her good like her mother—1 don't
know that any one else would. And though I'm your servant, I'm
her friend—and so I asks you, if you've any intentions, to speak out
like a gentleman! "
StUl suffering from nervous excitement, Ann Packet closed the
door, and ran down stairs to indulge in an hysterical kind of croaking, with her head in the dresser-drawer. It had been a great effort,
but Ann had succeeded in it. Her young master knew the whole
truth now, and there was no excuse for him. He must give up
Mattie or marry her, she thought—either way her girl woxdd not be
" worrited " out of ber life any longer!
Meanwhile the young master left his supper untouched, and dwelt
upon the revelation. Somethmg new to think of!—something to
stir afresh the sluggish current of his life.
Was it true ?—was it likely ?—was it to be helped, if true or Ukely ?
Could it be possible that it lay in his power to promote the happiness of any living being stiU. Could he make happy, above all, the
girl whom he had known so long, and who had served him so faithfully ? He did not think of himself, or ask if it were possible to
love her; possibly for the first time in his life, he was wholly unselfish, and thought only of a return for all the sacrifices she had
made. He could remember now that hers had been a life of abnegation—that she had risked her good name once for Harriet Wesden
—once, in the latter days, for himself. All this simply Mattie's
gratitude for the kindness extended in the old days—nothing more.
It was not likely that that ignorant woman below could know all
that had been unfathomable to brighter, keener inteUects.
But if true, what better act on his part than to gladden her heart,
aud add to the content of his own ? He began a new existence with
his loss of sight—the old world vanished away completely, and left
him but one friend from it—let him not lose that one by his perversity
or pride. Still, let him do nothing hastily and shame both him and
her. He would wait!
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CHAPTER VI.
ME.

GEAY'S

SCHEME.

ME. GEAY and his daughter Mattie re-commenced housekeeping
together on a different principle. Mattie's flitting had impressed
Mr. Gray with the consciousness of his daughter possessing a will a
trifle more inflexible thau his owu, and he respected her opinions in
consequence. He treated her less like a child, and more like a
woman whose remarks were worth listening to. In plain truth, he
had become a little afraid of Mattie. He had learned to love ber,
and was afraid of losing her. Her stern determination to keep her
promise—-even part with him, rather thau break it—had won his respect ; for he was a firm man himself, and in his heart admired
firmness in others.
Father and daughter settled down to home matters, and worked
together in many things; if the daughter had one secret from her
father, it was the woman's natural aversion to confess to an attachment not likely to be returned, and was scarcely a secret, considering
that Mr. Gray had more than an inkling of the truth.
The father did not care to solve the problem that was so easy of
solution ; he objected to showing any interest in such trivial mundane matters as love-making. He had a soul himself above lovemaking ; which he considered vain, frivolous, and worldly, leading
the thoughts astray from things divine. He saw Mattie's perplexity,
and even hoped in the good time to alter it, if separation did not
have its proper effect. " Presently—we shall see," was Mr. Gray's
motto; and though he had spoken hopefully to Mattie, as Mattie
had fancied, yet when they were at home again—two prosaic home
figures—he kept the subject in the background.
StiU he was watchful, and when Mattie began to alter, to become
more grave and downcast, as though his home was not exactly the
place where she experienced happiness—when she brightened up at
any suggestion to visit Sidney Hinchford, he thought less of his own
comfort, aud more of his daughter's, like a good father as he was,
after aU.
One aftemoon, without apprising that daughter of his intentions,
he walked over to Camberwell, to see Sidney Hinchford. That
young gentleman had ventured forth into the street, and therefore
Mr. Gray had leisure to put things in order during his absence;
arrange the mantelpiece, and wheel the table into the exact centre
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of the room. Anything out of order always put him in an iU temper,
and he wanted to discuss business matters in an equable way, and
with as little to disturb him as possible. If anything besides business
leaked forth in the course of conversation, he should not be sorry;
but he would take no mean advantage of Sidney Hinchford's position. He had a scheme to propose, which might be accepted or
decUned; what that scheme might end iu, he would not say just
then. It might end in his daughter marrying Sidney, or it might
only tend to that singular young man's comfort and peace of mind—
at all events, harm could not evolve from it, and possibly some personal advantage to himself, though he considered that that need not
be taken into account.
Sidney Hiuchford returned, and his face Ut up at the brisk " Good
afternoon" of Mr. Gray. He turned a little aside from hira, as if
expecting a smaller, softer hand in his, a voice more musical, asking
if he were well, aud then his face lost a great deal of its brightness
with his disappointment.
" Alone ? " he said.
" This time, Mattie is very busy—has a large dress-making order
to fulfil."
" She'U kiU herself with that needlework," he remarked; " it is a
miserable profession, at the best."
" You're quite right, Mr. Sidney. And talking about professions,
have you thought of yours lately ? "
" Oh! I have thought of a hundred things. I must invest my
capital—such as it is—in something."
" WUl you listen patiently to a little plan of mine ? I am of the
world, worldly to-day, God forgive me! " he ejaculated, piously.
" What plan is that ? Let us sit down and talk it over."
The local preacher, lithographer, &c , sat down facing Sidney, on
whose face was visible an expression of keen interest. In matters
of reUgion, Mr. Gray was long and prosy; in matters of business,
quick and terse, a man after Sidney's own heart. Two "straightforward " men like them got through a deal of business ia a Uttle
time.
" How much money have you at command ? "
" A hundred pounds, perhaps."
" So have I."
" What's that to do with ft ? "
" A great deal, if you like my scheme; nothing, if you don't."
"Goon"
" A hundred pounds might start a business, but it's a risk; two
hundred is better. How does Gray aud Hinchford sound, now ? "
" A partnership ? "
" Why uot ? You're not fit to manage a business by yourself;
I'm inclined to think the two of us might make a success of it; the
•three of us, if Mattie has to assist. I don't see why we should go
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on like this any longer; you can't stand at this rent; one house
may as well hold aU of us, why not ? "
" You are very kind, t shall be a great trouble to you."
" I hope not. If you are, I lUie trouble. I shall ,make a bright
Ught of you in good time ! "
Sidney thought of the sermons ux store for him, but hazarded no
comment. Beyond them, and before all, was the preacher's daughter
—the woman ^vho understood him, and who had even rendered
blindness endurable.
" You were speakiug a short while since of going abroad. Have
you changed your mind ? "
"They changed theirs at the chapel. Bless you! they thought
they could pitch upon a man so much more suitable ! You hear
that—so much more suitable! "
" Ah ! a good joke."
" I don't see where the joke lies," he said quickly.
" I beg pardon. No, uot exactly a joke—was it? "
" I should say not."
" WeU—and this bushxess—what is it to be ? "
" I fancy the old idea of a bookseUer and stationer's. I can bring
a little connection from our chapel together; and there's your
friends at the bank."
"No ; don't buUd on them ; I have done with them."
" Ah! I had forgotten. But we must not bear enmity in our
hearts against our fellow-men."
" True—and this business—where is it to be ? "
" We'U look out, Mattie and I, at once."
" Nothing settled yet, then ? " said Sidney, with a sigh, who was
anxious to be stirrUig in life once more.
" Nothing yet, of course. I did uot know whether you would
approve of the scheme. Whether Mattie and 1 woxUd be exactly
fitting company for you."
" Is that satire ?''
" My dear Sir, I never said a satirical thing in my life."
" The best of company, then; for you and Mattie are the only
friends left me, save that honest girl down stairs."
" A h ! Ann Packet; we must xxot forget her, or we sliaU have.
Mattie scolding us."
" I asked if it were satire, because you are doing me a great service, and sa'ving me from much anxiety. I have been thinking lately
that it would be better for me to find my way into some asylum or
other, and settle down there apart from the busy world without.
You come forward to save me from the streets I have been fearing."
"As Mattie was saved," said Mr. Gray, solemnly; "remember
that!"
Mr. Gray shortly afterwards took his leave. The same night he
commxxnicated the detaUs of his scheme to his daughter; he could
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easily read in her face that it was a plan that had her fuU concurrence. Sidney at home again—Sidney to take care of, and screen
from all those ills to which his position was liable !
In a short while, a shop in the suburbs of London—not a great
distance from Peckham Rye—was found to let. It stood in a new
neighbourhood with houses rising round it at every turn. A buUding
mania had set in that dfrection, and a populous district was springing
up there.
" I have always heard that to pitch one's camp in a new neighbourhood, if one has the patience to wait, wiU always succeed. "We
three have patience, and 1 think we'll try it."
This was said to Mattie, after she and her father had inspected the
premises, and were walking by cross roads towards CamberweU, to
gladden Sidney with the latest news.
" We'U try it; we'U begin home there, father."
" Home in earnest—eh ? "
Mattie did not notice the meaning in his tones; she was fidl of
other thoughts.
" It must be a home, that you aud I wUl try to render happy for
him—for his owu sake—for his dead father's," she said.
" To be sxu-e. And if he be not happy then, it wiU not be our
fault."
" I hope not."
" Hope not," said her father; " do you think that we may faU in
the attempt ? "
" If we be not careful. We must remember that he is weak and
requires support—that he is blind, and cannot escape us if we weary
him too much."
" Oh ! I see—I see," he said, a little aggrieved ; " you are afraid
that I shaU tire him with the Word of God. Mattie, he's not exactly a Christian man yet, and I should certainly like to make him
one. There wUl be plenty of time for preachUig the truth unto him."
" And for leaving it alone."
" Bless my soul! " he ejaculated, as though Mattie had fired a
pistol in his ear.
" You will believe that I understand him best, and that I think
that it wUl not do to attack him too often with our creed. His
first disappointment is over; he is teaching himself resignation;
he wUl come round to a great extent without our help! with
our help, judiciously applied, he wUl come round altogether."
" You think a man may be told too often of the error of his
ways ? "
"Yes."
"Then we shall never agree upon that point."
And they never did. Notwithstanding this, Mr. Gray remembered Mattie's hint, and often curbed a rising attempt to preach
to Sidney. When his rigour carried him to preaching point
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Sidney Ustened patiently; when Sidney knew that Mr. Gray's
energy was real, and that not one atom of hypocrisy actuated
his motives, he respected the preacher, and paid attention to
him.
He altered rapidly for the better; he became again almost the
Sidney Hinchford of old times—the smUe retumed more frequently, the brightness of his face was somethmg new; it was
pleasant to think that he was not isolated from the world, and
that there were friends in it yet to care for him.
He went to church every Sunday in lieu of chapel, somewhat to
Mr. Gray's dissatisfaction. He had gone in old days twice every
Sunday with his father, and he preferred adopting the old habits to
frequenting the chapel whither Mr. Gray desired to conduct him.
Sometimes Mattie accompanied him; more often, when he knew his
ground, he went by himself, leaving Mattie to her father's escort.
MeanwhUe, business slowly but surely increased ; the connection
extended; all went well with these three watchers, each watching
for a different purpose, with an equal degree of earnestness.

END OF BOOK THE SIXTH.
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BOOK VIL
SIDNEY

S

GEATITUDE.

CHAPTER I.
MAUEICE HINCHFOED IN SEAECH OF HIS COUSIN.
NEAELY a year had passed away since the firm of Hinchford and
Gray started in business and astonished the suburbs. In search of
that rising firm, a yoxmg man, fresh from foreign travel, was wandering in the outskfrts of Peckham one February night. A man who
had crossed deserts, cUmbed mountains, and threaded mountain
passes with comparative ease, but who was quickly lost iu the brick
and mortar wUderness into which he had ventured.
This man, we may say at once, was Maurice Hinchford, a man
who had seen Ufe and spent a fortxme in an attempt to enjoy it.
A Sybarite, who had wandered from place to place, from kingdom to
kingdom, untU even novelty had paUed upon him, and he had returned back to his father and his father's business. During this long
hoUday he had thought much of his cousia Sidney, the man to whom
he had taken no passing fancy, and whose Ufe he had helped to
bUght—whom, by way of atonement, he had once wished to advance
in the world.
Sidney Hinchford had • been constantly before him during his
pilgrimage; before him that indignant figure which had repeUed
aU excuse, on the night he reached his one and thirtieth year; he
could see it hastenmg away in the lUglit shadows from the house to
which it had been unsuspiciously lured.
On his return, not before, for he had wandered from place to
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place, and many letters had miscarried—amongst them the missive
which had told him of his uncle's death aud cousin's blUxdness—he
heard of the calamity which had befaUen Sidney in his absence.
He had been ever a feeUng man, and forgetting the past rebuff he
had received—thinking, perhaps, that his cousin was in distress, he
started at once in search of him. To do Maurice Hinchford justice,
it was on the very day on which he had reached London, and before he
had seen his mother and sisters. No assurance of his father that
Sidney was in good hands contented him; he must judge for
himself. He had the Hinchford impetus to proceed at once straightforwardly to work; he was a man who was sorry for the harm he
had done in his life—one of those comfortable souls, who are always
sorry afterwards !—a loose liver, with a conscience that would not
keep quiet and let events flow on smoothly by him. He had sobered
down during his travels, too; he had met with many acquaintances,
but no friends—in all his life he had not found one true friend who
would have stood by him in adversity, and shared his troubles, eveu
his purse, with him.
Fortunately Maurice Hinchford had not known adversity, and had
shared his purse with others instead. A rich man, an extravagant
one, but a man of observation, who knew tinsel fronx pure gold, and
sighed very often when he found himself compelled, perforce, to put
up with the tinsel. Life such as his had wearied him of late; men
of his oxvn class hjid sworn eternal amity, and then laughed at him
when his back was tumed; men of a grade inferior had toadied him,
cringed to him, sponged upon him ; women had flattered him for his
wealth's sake, not loved him for his own—all had acknowledged him
oue of those good fellows, of which society is always proud; but for
himself nobody cared save his own flesh and blood—he could read
that fact well enough, and its constant reiteration on the faces of
"his set" annoyed him more than he could have believed.
This favourite of fortune, then, amioyed xvith society's behaviour,
had started forth in search of Sidney an hour after the news was
learned fronx his father's lips. He had a great deal to say to
Sidney; he had not entered into any explanations in that letter
which Sidney had coolly responded to—he could say more viva
voce; and now the storm was more than a year old, his cousin
would surely put up with more, and listen to him.
But firstly, Maurice Hiuchford had to find his cousin; and having
wandered from the right track, it became a matter of some difficulty.
He had strayed into a "new neighbourhood"—a place always
famous for its intricacies—and he floundered about new streets, and
half-finished streets, asking manifold questions of the aborigines, and
receiving manifold directions, xvhich he followed implicitly, and got
lost anew in consequence.
The stragglers were few and far between, and Mauxice waited
patiently for the next arrival—standing under a lamp-post at the
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comer of a street. He had given up all hope in his own resources,
and had resolved to enUst the next nondescript in his service, be
his terms whatever his rapacity dictated. But the next nondescript
was a woman, and he was baffled again. A young woman in a
great hurry, to whom he coxdd not offer money, and whose progress
he scarcely Uked to arrest, xmtU the horror of another vigU imder
that melancholy gas-lamp overcame his reluctance to intrude.
" I beg pardon," he said, hastUy; " I am looking for Park Place.
WUl you obUge me. Miss, by indicating in which direction it may Ue
now?"
" As straight as you can go, Sfr."
" A h ! but, confound it, I can't go straight. Not that I'm intoxicated," he said quickly, seeing his auditor recoU, and make
preparations for a hasty retreat, " but these streets are incomprehensibly tortuous."
The Ustener seemed to look very intently towards binn for an
instant. The voice appeared to strike her.
" Whom do you want in Park Place ? " was the quick answer.
" A Mr. Hinchford, of the bushiess of Gray and Hinchford."
" You are his cousin Maurice ? "
" By George!—^yes. How did you know that ? "
" 1 guessed it—that's all."
"You are a shrewd guesser. Miss," he said. "Yes, I am his
cousUi Maurice, and you are
"
^
" Mattie Gray, his partner's daughter."
"Oh! mdeed!"
" I have seen you once before—^you brought your father, some
years ago, to a stationer's shop Ui Great Suffolk Street."
" Right—a retentive memory."
" I seldom forget faces—it is not likely that I should have forgotten yoxurs."
"Why not?"
" I have heard so much of you since then," was the answer, cold
and cutting as the east vrind that was swooping down the street that
night.
"Oh! have you?"
Maurice walked on by her side; after a few moments Mattie said
to him,
" "Wlxat do yov, want -with Sidney ? "
" Many things. I am anxious to see him—^very anxious."
" Your presence can but give him pain—why expose him to needless suffering by this intrusion ? "
" I have a hope that it wUl not be considered an intrusion. Miss
Gray," said Maurice, stiffly.
" I can see no reason why you shoxdd hope that."
" I am his relation—^his
"
" Sir, I know what you are," said Mattie, sharply; " I know all
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your history, and aU the harm you have done to hira, and Harriet
Wesden and me."
"And you!—and you. Miss ! " he repeated harshly.
" An evil action spreads evil iu its turn, and there is no knowing
where it may end, Mr. Hinchford," said Mattie; "yours affected
my character."
" I dou't see that—how was that possible ? "
" Whilst you were playmg your viUaUx's trick on Harriet AVesden,
I was searching the streets for her. I kept her secret after her
return, and, therefore, could not give my employer a fitting reason
for my absence from the business left in trust to me. 1 was discharged."
" I am very sorry," said Maurice, energetically; " upon my soul,
I had no idea of all the harm my folly—my villainy, if you
will—had caused tiU now! Miss Gray, you don't know how sorry
I am!"
" I don't care."
" Is that merciful or womanly ? "
" Perhaps not. But 1 will believe that you are sorry, if you wUl
not accompany me further."
" Miss Gray, I must come. More than ever, I am resolved to see
liim to-night."
" Very well."
They went on together, both walking at a brisk pace, Maurice a
little discomfited, aud with his head bent down and his hands behind
him.
"May I ask," he said after some moments' sileuce, "if he be
well ? "
" H e is well."
"BlUidstiU?"
"Yes."
" May I ask you, as his friend, let me say, if his means be adequate
to his support ? "
" A h ! you have come to ask him that—to see that for
yourself?"
" Not exactly—it is one of many reasons."
"Keep that from him, then," cried Mattie; "spare him that
humiliation."
" Why humiUation, Miss ? "
" It is humUiation, it is an insult, to offer help to the man whose
Ufe yoxx have embittered. You that have known Sidney, worked
with him in your office, professed to be his friend, should have
fathomed that part of his character, at least, which is based upon his
pride. Sir, 1 doubt if he esteem you very much, but he will
certainly h.ate you if you talk of money."
"Then I'U ixot talk of it."
"And you'U not go back ? "
19
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" I never go back," said Maurice; " I'm a Hinchford."
"AU the Hinchfords whom 1 have kno-wn have been honest,
earnest men, striving to do good, and detesting cxuming and
disgxdse. I hope that you are the ffrst that has disgraced the
name."
" 1 hope so. Phew ! how hot it is! "
Maurice Hinchford felt exceedingly uncomfortable under these
continued attacks; stUl there xvas a novelty in all this dispraise and
plaui-speaking. A brusque young woman this, whose character
interested him, and whose warmth in his cousin's service he respected, despite the darts with which she transfixed him.
He did not flinch from the purpose he had formed, however.
He was anxious to see his cousin, to receive the attack in full, and
defend liimseU'; to prove to Sidney if it were possible, that he was
not qxute the xmprUxcipled viUain that was generaUy supposed. So
he kept on his way, and this first little dash of the waters of
opposition against him did not affect him much. Mattie's energetic
advice puzzled him, certainly; she spoke warmly in Sidney's cause
—as if she were interested in him, and had a right to take his part
—was there any reason for that brisk attack upon him, save her
own outraged dignity at the slander which, by his means, had
indirectly faUen upon her? He kept pace with her but did not
speak again. She was not inclined to reply with any "graciousness " to his questions; he saw that he had annoyed her already by
the object of his mission, and that it was the better poUcy, the
truer act of courtesy, to maintain a rigid sUence.
Mattie spoke first.
"This is the house," she said, stopping before a shop afready
closed for the night. "You are still of the same mind? "
"Yes."
"You cannot do good here—you may do harm."
" Your pardon, but I am of a different opUUon."
"Very well, then."
Mattie gave a Uttle Unpetuous tug to the beU; Ann Packet
opened the door, and Mattie and her xmwiUiug escort passed into
the shop, the latter the object of immense attraction from the
roxmd-eyed, open-mouthed servUxg-maid. Events flowed on so
regxUarly and monotonously in that quarter of the world, that the
advent of a taU, weU-dressed stranger, was a thing to be remarked,
and, Ann Packet hoped, to be explained.
Mattie ran at once into the parlour, where her father was sittmg
over his work. He looked up with a bright smUe as she
entered.
"Where's Sidney, father?"
" In his o-wn room."
" Here is his cousin. Sidney must oe prepared to see him, or to
deny himself to him."
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" What cousin is that ?" Mr. Gray asked a little irrelevantly, being
taken aback by the news.
Mattie explained, and ran up stairs. Mr. Gray pushed aside the
stone upon which he had been writing, tumed up his coat-cuffs, and
buttoned his black coat to the chin. He knew the story in
which that cousin had played his part perfectly well; had he forgotten it, his remembrance of old faces would not have betrayed him
iu this instance. Here was the man to whom he had administered
a fugitive lecture in the dead of night at Ashford raUway station,
once more before him; here was a chance of touching the lieart of a
most incorrigible sinner—a sinner worthy of his powers of conversion. He woxdd tackle him at once; he would warn him of the
en-ors of his ways, and of the infaUible results of them, if he did not
listen to the warning voice. He was just in the mood for deUvering
a sermon, and there was no time like the present. Now for it!
Mr. Gray turned the handle of the parlour door and skipped into
the shop.

CHAPTER II.
MAUEICE EECEIVES PLENTY OP ADVICE.

ilAUEiCE HINCHFOED had been told by Mattie to wait in the
shop until she returned; and, obedient to her mandate, he had taken
his seat on a very taU, uncomfortable stool, on which he could have
remained perched more at his ease had a balance-pole been provided.
Here he had remained, looking round the shop, and taking stock of
its manifold contents—glancing askance now and then at Ann
Packet, whose curiosity was not entirely satiated xmtU Mr. Gray
Uitruded on the scene.
At the first click of the door-handle, Maurice looked round expecting to see his cousin, but was disappointed by the presence of a
smaU and agUe man in black, who leaped on to a second chair beside
him, and commenced nodding his head vigorously.
" Good evening. Sir," said Maurice. " Mr. Gray, I presume ? "
" AA^e have met before. Sir—my name is Gray."
10—2
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" ReaUy!—I do not remember" Possibly not, Sfr; there are many xmpleasant reminiscences we
are always glad to escape from," said Mr. Gray. " I am coimected
with one. You and I met on the platform of the Ashford raUway
station, one winter's night, when Miss Wesden claimed my protection
from a snare that had been laid for her."
"Oh!"
Maurice had dropped into a hornet's nest. Whom next was he
to confront before his cousin Sidney came upon the scene ?—^from
whom else was he to hear a sharp criticism on those actions of the
past, which no one regretted more than he. Luck was against him
that lught.
" You remember me ? " said Mr. Gray. " Before the train departed
I gave you a Uttle counsel for yoxxr future course iu Ufe—^a warning
as to whither a persistence in yOur evU habits woxdd lead you—^you
remember ? "
" Oh! yes—I remember."
" Have you taken that warning to heart ?—I fear not. Have you
been any wiser, better, or more honest from that day ?—I fear not.
Have you not rather proceeded on your evd course, despising the
preaching of good men, the warning of God's Word, and gone on,
on—down, down, -without a thought of the day when aU your actions
in this life would have to be accounted for ? "
Bang came Mr. Gray's hard hand on the counter, startUng
Maurice Hinchford's nerves somewhat, and causing innumerable
articles in the glass cases thereon to jump spasmodicaUy with the
shock.
" I—" began Maurice.
" Don't interrupt me, Sfr—I -wUl not be interrupted 1—^you have
come hither of your own free wUl, seeking us out, and fearing not
the evidence of our displeasure, and now, Sfr, you must hear what
is wrong in your acts, and what •wiU be good for your soxd. Do you
know, oh! sinner, that that soul is in deadly peril ? "
"Iknow—"
" Sfr, I wiU not be interrupted! " cried Mr. Gray again. " I am
not accustomed to be interrupted when I am endeavouring to awaken
a hardened conscience to a sense of its condition, and I wUl not be
now. And I caU upon you at this time—^now is the accepted time,
Sfr, now is the day of salvation—to amend, amend, amend! You
have been a spendthrift, profligate, everything that is bad; you have
studied yourself in every action of Ufe, and neglected the common
duties due to your neighbour as weU as to your Maker. You have
gone on smUmg in your sinfid course, heeding not the outcry of
reUgious men against your hideous career, recking not of the abyss
Uxto which you must plunge, and on the brink of which, you—a man,
with an immortal soxd committed to your charge—are standing now !
One step more, perhaps, one wUfxd step forward, and you are lost for
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ever. Lost!" he shouted, with the frenzy of a fanatic, as well as
the vehemence of a good man carried away by his subject! and the
shrill cry made the glasses round the gas lamps ring again, and
vibrated unpleasantly through Maurice's system. This was becoming
vmendurable.
" If you wUl allow me—" began Maurice.
" Sir, I wiU not be interrupted! " shouted l^r. Gray, with more
hammering upon the counter; " I know what is good for you, and
I insist upon a patient hearing. You are a man in danger of destruction, and I cannot let you go blindfold into danger, without
bidding you stop whilst time is mercifuUy before you. Let me
divide the subject, in the first place, into three heads."
Maurice groaned inwardly, and stared at the preacher. There
was no help for it; there was no escape. He might jump to the
floor and fly for his life; or he might tip up Mr. Gray's chair, upset
that gentleman, and then gag him; but neither method would bring
him nearer to that purpose for which he had ventured thither; and
until Sidney appeared there was nothing to do but sit patiently
under the inffiction and listen to the full particxUars of his dangerous
state. He put his hands on his knees, surveyed the speaker, and
submitted; in aU his Ufe he had never heard such a bad opinion of
himself, or listened to so sweeping a condemnation of all his Uttle
infirmities. Mr. Gray ran on with great volubiUty, pitching his voice
unpleasantly high; Maurice's blood curdled, once he was sure his
hair rOse upou his head, and more than once cold water.running
down the curve of his back bone could not have more forcibly expressed the sensations of the moment. And then those horrid
bangs' upon the counter—always conung when least expected, and
going off like cannon shots in his ears; and the gesticulatory
flourishes, and the falsetto notes when more than usuaUy excited,
and, above aU, the unceasing flow of invective and persuasion—an
unintermittent shower-bath of the best advice, powerfxd enough to
swamp a congregation.
Maurice's head ached; his eyes watered; the shop grew dizzy;
the books and prints revolved slowly round him; the ceding might
be the floor, and the floor the ceUUxg, with the gas branch screwed
upside down in it, for what he knew of the matter; he lost the
thread of the discourse, and found the heads thereof inextricably
confused; he understood that he was a miserable sUxner—^the worst
of sinners—or he should not be sitting there with all those horrible
noises in his ears; the figure Ux the chair before him heaved up
and down, moved its arms right and left, possibly threw double
summersaults; it was all over with the Ustener—he was going
silly, he scarcely knew now with what object he had come thither
—oh! his head—oh! this never-ending, awfiUly rapid Niagara of
words!
He made one feeble effort at resistance.
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"Look here, old feUow—if you'U let me off—I'll—PU buUd a
taberuacle," he burst forth; and again that terrible " Sir, 1 wiU not
be interrupted! " stopped aU further intrusion upon the subject of
discourse.
Mr. Gray was delighted with that subject, with that Ustener—one
of the finest specimens of iniquity he had encountered for many
years !—and he did, not think of stopping yet awhUe. Where was
the hurry ?—time, although valuable, could not be better spent thau
on that occasion—his heart was in the task he had set himseU', and
he would do his very best!
Mattie came to the rescue at last; she had beeu M^atching the
delivery of the sermon for some time over the parlour blind, informing Sidney, who had entered the parlour, of the energy of the father,
and the patient endurance of his cousin.
Disturbed as he had been by his cousin's arrival, and undecided
for some time as to the expediency of granting him an interview or
not, Sid could not refrain from a smile at Maurice's unenviable
position. He remembered Mr. Gray's first charge upon his sins, and
the unsparing length to which he had extended his remarks upon
them; he could imagine the position of Maurice Hinchford at that
juncture, and reaUse the feelings with which that gentleman heard
aud suffered.
" I think I'll go to him now, Sidney," said Mattie.
It had been Sidney and Mattie—as between brother and sister—
for a long time now.
" AAill your father admire the intrusion ? " asked Sid, drily.
" Perhaps he is doing good," said Mattie, who regarded matters
akin to this more seriously than the blind man; " I'll xvait a
whUe."
And all this time Maurice was praying for help. It had not been
a very pleasant idea, that of facing his cousin for the first time; but
uow the thought occurred to him that he would rather face the
very worst—even that obnoxious being, of whom the preacher
earnestly warned him—than hear this man inveigh against his sUxs
any more.
Mattie quietly entered the shop. The spell was broken. Mr.
Gray paused with his right arm above his head—he was just comiug
down with another bang on the counter—and Maurice leaped off
his stool, to which he had been transfixed, and shook hands violently
with Mattie in his bewUderment.
" He will see me. Miss Gray ? "
"Yes. If you wish it."
" Thaiik you—thank you! Is he in the parlour ? "
"Yes."
"And so be warned, young man—there is no excuse left you—
not one, uow. You have been warned of aU the evils which a guilty
life incurs upon those who go on their way defiantly! "
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" Oh! yes—I have been warned. Sir; there's not a doubt of it
—I'm afraid I have put you to a great deal of trouble ?" said
Maurice, not yet recovered from his confusion.
" In a good cause, I don't mind trouble."
" Very kind of you, I'm sure. In the parlour, you said. Miss
Gray?—theu I'll go to him at once. It must be getting very
late."
Mr. Gray was proceeduxg to follow Maurice, when Mattie touched
him ou the arm and arrested his progress.
" I think we had better leave thetn together. Their business is
scarcely ours."
" What ?—ah ! exactly so, my dear. But I wish you had not
interrupted me quite so unceremoniously—the impression 1 was
making upon that young man was wonderful! Great Heaven! if it
is left for me to work his regeneration at the last, how proud I shall
be ! Mattie, I think I have moved him—he has already said something about building a tabernacle, a chapel, or something; but I
scarcely caught the words at the moment—think of that man, so
wicked, and perverse, and designing, prodeeduig after all, in the
straight and narrow way! It's wonderful! "
In the meantime, Maurice Hinchford had entered the parlour,
closed the door behind him, and advanced towards the figure at the
table, sitting in the full Ught of the gas above his head. Maurice
paused and looked at him.
Sidney had changed; he was looking older ; there w&s a thread or
two of silver in the dark waving hair; and the eyes, which blinUness
had not dimmed, had that melancholy vagueness of expression, by
which such eyes are always characterised.
" Well, Sidney—I am here at last."
" I am sorry that you have taken the trouble to call."
"Indeed!—why?"
" I think you and I are best apart. We know each other far too
well, by this time."
" Have patience with me, Sidney. I think not."
He drew a chair nearer his cousin, and sat d(Jwu. He had xxot
offered to shake hands with Sidney; he felt that his cousin would
have resented that attempt; that he was regarded as a man who had
done a grievous wrong, and from whom no professions of friendship
or cousinly regard would be received. He had come with a faint
hope of doing good—in some way or other, he scarcely knew
himself; of extenuating in some way—almost as indefinite to
him—the past conduct which had placed him in so sinister a
light.
" Sidney," he said, " I wish that you had accepted that invitation
to meet me which I made you. I could have explained much."
" No explanation, Maurice, would have been satisfactory to me at
that time."
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"WUl it be now, then? " he asked, eagerly catching at the words
which impUed possibly more than his cousin had wished to
convey.
" I would prefer dismissing the subject altogether," Sid replied.
" If you wiU teU me candidly and honestly that you are sorry for the
past, I wUl be glad to hear it, and beUeve it."
" You bear me no malice, then ? "
" N o ; I have outlived it."
" Then you wiU
"
" I wUl do nothing, but remahi with those good friends who have
taken pity on my helplessness," he said, sternly.
" Sidney, pray uxiderstand me. I don't wish you to think me a
wholly bad man—God knows I am not that—I have never been
that. I have had bad frieuds, evU counseUors, if you wiU; mine was
never a resolute nature, but one easily led away from the first. I
was an only son, spoiled by an indxdgent father, spoUed by the
money which was lavished on me, spoiled by the crowd which the
spending of that money brought about me—nothing more."
" That is bad enough," said Sid.
" I own that. I own that I was flattered to my moral ruiu,
Sidney; that they, who caUed themselves my friends, cheered on
that downfall, and made it easy to me, scoffing at all worlds purer
than their own. I was young, vain, impressionable, and far from
high-principled when 1 first met Harriet Wesden at Brighton."
" 1 would rather not hear the story," said Sidney, uneasUy.
Maurice paid no heed to the remark, but went on hastUy; and
Sidney, suppressing his intention to arrest the narrative, sat stUl and
Ustened to its weaknesses, its mystery, and yet its truth.
" Harriet AVesden was a romantic school-girl—a young woman who
knew Uttle of Ufe, or had read the fictions, highly-coloured, concerning it, tiU she might have belonged to dream-land for the reaUties
about her. She was led away by a senior scholar, too, as romantic
as herseU, and more designing; and she and I met, talked, corresponded—feU in love with each other."
" 1 deny that." *
"Patience, Sidney; on my soul we did ! I was not a viUain, but
a man led away by my vanity and this gfrl's preference for me, and I
loved her. I don't say that it was a very true or passionate love;
but it was a love, which burned fiercely enough for a time—which
would have been purer and better, but for the e^vU counseUor and
false friend who was always with me, to treat Ufe, and love, and
honour as a jest."
" The man I met at your house ? "
" No. A man who has died since then—thank God, I was almost
adding, for he worked me much evU, and death only freed me from
him."
" Go on."
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"Wlxen Harriet"Wesden and I parted, I believe we truly loved
each other. I had assumed a false name at the outset, and had
maiutained it throughout our strange courtship, fearing the discovery
of governesses, and not knowing the character of her to whom my
folly had lured me. I was to go abroad at my father's wish, and I
left, fully resolving to write to her, and own all, and ask her if she
woxdd wait for me. Then came long absence, fresh scenes, new
friends, new dissipations, a belief that she would easily forget me,
being but a child when I had seen her last; and so the old, old
story, varied scarcely from the many that have gone before it.
Sidney, she did forget me—did discover that, after all, it was but a
fleeting fancy of her own."
"No."
" I think the next part of my story proves that. I met her again
after an absence of a few years, in the streets, near her house in
Suffolk Street, whither I had conducted my father to see yours. All
my old passion for her revived—but it was a struggle with her to
endure my presence at first. StUl 1 was from the old days; I re•vived in her memory the one romance that had beeu hers ; I had not
played a false part therein, and could easily excuse my long
silence. I found out the friends whom she visited Ux the neighbourhood of New Cross; I formed their acquaintance, and met Harriet
Wesden more frequently. Her old assertion that she never wished
to see me again—that she loved another, whose name she would
never confess to me—wavered. I saw it, and, carried away by the
impression created, I did my best to win her."
" Away from me ?—well, you succeeded. She wrote to me at that
time, confessing her inabUity to think of me longer as a lover."
" She wrote, not knowing her owu mind, 1 believe. At that time
she was disturbed in thought concerning us—she was ofteu cold and
repellent to me, and it was difficult to understand her. Well, Sid,
throughout all this, I loved her."
" AVhy keep to your false name, then ? "
" I was ready to confess the truth, at every interview; then I put
off the avowal, after my old fashion. I knew by that time that your
father and yourself were lodging at the stationer's shop, and I formed
a shrewd guess as to the rival I had in her affections. Finally, Sid,
there came that night at New Cross, when she was carried away to
Ashford. As 1 hope to be saved, I had no design against her then;
in good faith, I was her escort to the railway station; it was only as
we approached that station that the ruse suggested itself—that the
devil whispered in my ear his temptation. I knew the time of the
mail-train; I had been by it en route to Paris only a few weeks since;
I led her along, unsuspectuxg of evil, to the other side of the railway
station. She was with me in the carriage before I became conscious
of the heinousness of the act I had committed. Even then I intended her no harm; I trusted all to circumstance; I was even pre-
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pared to marry her, rather than lose her; I was under a speU,
Sidney!"
"Yes—the speU of the devU."
" When she discovered the truth, I found that I had secured her
hate, rather than her love; at Ashford station she faced me Uke a
tigress, and, fuU of the honest indignation that possessed her, held
me up to the shame I deserved before a host of people—pointed me
out as a coward and knave who had sought to cruelly deceive her.
She claimed the protection of that—that terrible man in the shop
there—he was at Ashford as you know—and I was glad to hide my
head in the raUway carriage, and be borne away from his withering
contempt. That's the story. I wUl not tell you of the sorrow which
I experienced for the harm that I had done her—of the shame that
has remaUied with me since then—of the turn which she even gave
to my character. Sidney, I would have made any reparation in my
power, but I xvas baffled and degraded, and dared not look upon her
any more."
" That man I met at your house ; he knew the story ? "
" He knew the beginning of it; and for Harriet Wesden's sake—
and to redeem her character in the mind of a man who has not a
high estimate of women—I told the end."
Sidney sat and thought for a whUe. Then he pronounced his
verdict. " AU this assures me that you are easily led away—that it
is ouly chance that has kept you from being wholly a bad man. You
are weak, vacillating, and unprincipled—you are no Hinchford."
" I have tried to do my best all my life, but somehow failed," said
Maurice, luefxUly; " impulse has led me wrong when my heart has
meant right—candidly, cousux, I have been a fool more than once.
But you cannot beUeve that I would do harm to any human being
in cold blood ? "
" Possibly not. But what virtue is there in that ? "
" Let me add, Sidney, that I honestly believe that I have been
alterUxg for the better for the last two years. I have seen the
emptiness of aU my friends' professions; their greed of gain and
love of self; have turned heart-sick at their evil-speaking, lyiug,
and slandering. I feel that I haven't a friend; that I have
' used u p ' aU the pleasures in the world, and that there is nothing I care for in it."
"Yours is a bad state, that leads to worse, as a rule,
Maurice."
" 1 know it—I feel ft."
" And you are truly sorry for all the harm that you have done
us in life—Harriet, I, and others ? "
"With all my heart—truly sorry."
" I cau forgive you, then. I have been taught by good friends
to be more charitable in my heart towards men's motives. A
year ago, I thought I should have hated you all my life."
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He held forth his hand, which Maurice took and shook heartily
Ux his.
" Understand me," said Sidney, stUl coldly, " I forgive you,
but I do not need your help, and your presence, under any
cfrcumstauces, wUl always give me paui. We shall never be true
friends—we shall respect each other better apart."
" Is it fair to think that ? You who have heard me declaim
against my vain and objectless life."
"Yours is a life to rejoice at, and to do good with, not to
moum over. Seek a wife, man, and settle down iu your sphere,
honoured by good men, and honouring good thuxgs."
" Ah! fair advice; but the wife will come for my money's
sake, for the good things which / possess, aud which she and
her relations wUl honour in their way, with all their heart and
soul, and strength ! "
" Timon of Athens !" said Sidney, almost satirically.
"Sidney, I would give up aU my chances for one or two
true friends. You dou't kuow what a miserable wretch I am! "
" You wUl be better presently. You have seen too much life
lately, and the reaction has rendered you blase. Patience and
wait. As for the wife
"
"WeU?"
" Seek out Harriet Wesden again, and do her justice."
"But you
"
" She never loved me, Maurice; you were her first love and
her last. She is leading a life that is unfit for her, and you can
make amends for all the shadows you have cast upou it."
" I could never face her."
" Then you are a greater coward than I thought."
" It's odd advice," he muttered; " seek out Harriet Wesden
again! Oh! I know how that wUl end, and what 'good' will
result from that. But you wish it ? "
" Yes," said Sidney, after a moment's further reflection.
" And her address ? "
Sidney repeated it; he took it down in his pocket-book, aud
theu rose to depart.
" I am going now. I may trouble you once again, Sidney, if
you wUl allow me."
"As you will—if you thiixk it necessary."
Maurice Hinchford shuffled with his feet uneasily, keepuxg his
eyes fixed on his blind cousin.
" May I ask," he said at last, " if—if you are happy here ? "
" Yes, as happy as it is possible for one in my condition to
be."
" They are kind to yoxx ? "
"Very kind."
"They are a sharp couple—father and daughter—they
"
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" Oh! don't speak UI of them, Maurice; you do not know
them, and cannot estimate them at their just worth."
" I might endure the daughter, for hers is a pleasant sharpness that one doesn't object to; but, oh! that dreadful vigorous
little parson, or whatever he is."
" Good night," said Sidney, meaningly.
"One moment—I'm off iu a minute now, Sid. There's one
thing 1 did wish just to allude to—nothing about money, mind,"
he added hastily, noticing Sidney's heightened colour and proud
face, and remembering Mattie's previous caution.
"AA^hat is ft?" asked Sidney.
" I did wish to say how sorry I was to hear of the calamity
that had befallen you—that the bad news, which was told me
to-day for the first time, has shocked me very much. But you'll
not believe me—you stiU think I'm hard, cruel, and indifferent."
"No, I don't thiuk that. But I don't care to dwell upon a
painful topic."
" And about advice; what medical advice have you had, may I
ask ? "
"Not any."
" N o advice !—why not? "
" I was told long ago that when bUndness seized me it would be
frretrievable. I was warned of its approach by an eminent man,
who was not likely to make a mistake."
" We are all liable to mistakes in Ufe," said Maurice, " and it
might happen
"
" Pray dismiss the subject, Maurice."
" I met with a foreign ocuUst in Paris—he was an Italian, I think
—who
"
" Good night—good night," said Sidney, hastily; " when a man
has been trying hard to teach himseU resignation, it is not fair to
disturb him with ideas Uke these."
" Your pardon, Sid; I am going at once. Good night."
" Good night."
Sidney did not extend his hand again, and Maurice made no attempt to part iu a more friendly manner than they had met; profuse
•civiUties could do no good, and though Maurice had gauxed his
cousin's forgiveness, he had not roused his respect, or won upon his
sympathy.
He passed into the shop, and took up his hat that he had left
there on the counter. Mr. Gray looked at him, as at a fine subject
which adverse fate was to snatch away from his experiments.
" You are going, young man ? "
" Yes, Sfr; 1 hope I have not put you or your daughter to any
inconvenience."
" No, Sir," was his reply, beginrUng to turn up the collar of his
coat above his ears, " no inconvenience. You are a stranger to this
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neighbourhood, and I'll just see you in the straight way, if you'll
allow me."
" Oh! dear no, thank you," said the alarmed Maurice; " I'm well
up in the way now—I could not think of taking you away from home
at this time of night—thank you, thank you ! "
He seized his hat, dashed at the lock, wrenched open the door,
and flew for his Ufe down the dark streets—no matter whither, or
how far out of his route, so that he escaped Mr. Gray's companionship.
Half an hour afterwards, he was at New Cross railway station—
the scene of his old duplicity—arranging for a telegraphic message
to a Dr. Bario, resident in Paris.

CHAPTER III.
A

DECLAEATION

HAEEIET WESDEN had settled down Uke the rest of the world,
that is, this little world wherein live and breathe—at least we hope
so—these characters of ours.
She had settled down! Life had taken its sombre side with her;
the force of circumstances had set her apart from those for whom
her heart yearned; she became bound more to this dull home;
disappointment had wondrously sobered her; when her heart had
been at its truest and best, it had seemed as though the Avliole
world had turned against her, and misjudged her.
There was no romance in her after that; her romance had begun
early and died early—for her share in it she was heartily ashamed.
To look back upon that past, note her weakness, and whither it had
led her, was to make her cheeks flush, aud her bosom heave; iu
those sober after-days that had come to her, she coxdd scarcely comprehend the past.
Women change occasionally like this—more especially women
whose hearts are sound, but whose judgments have not always beeu
correct. She had met deceit face to face; her own presence of
mind had only saved her, perhaps, from betrayal; she had passed
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through a vortex—and, escaping it, the shock had sobered her for
Ufe.
Harriet Wesden turned "serious"—a very good turn for her,
and for aU of us, if we could ouly think so. StUl, serious people—
more especiaUy serious young people—are inclined to dash
headlong at reUgion, aud even neglect home duties, duties to
friends, aud neighboxu-s, and themselves, for religious ones. They
verge on the extremes even in sanctity, and extremes verge on the
ridicxdous.
Harriet Wesden gave up life's frivolities, and became a trifle
austere in her manner; she had found a church to her taste, and a
minister to her taste—a minister who verged on extremes, too,
and yet was one of the best meaning, purest-minded men in the world.
Harriet AA^esden became his model member of the flock, as he
became her model shepherd. She lived for him and his services,
aud the bran span new church he had buUt for himself in
the square at the back. She missed never a service, weekdays or Sundays; early prayers, at uncomfortable hours, when
the cui-ates were sleeping, and the pew-opener audibly snored—
daily sermons, evening services, special services for special out-of-theway saints, and Sxmday services innumerable.
Let it be written here, lest our meanUig be misinterpreted, that
Harriet Wesden had improved vastly witlx all this—was a better,
more energetic, and devout woman. If she went too often to
church—that is quite possible—if she were a trifle " high " aud
pinned her faith on decorations, if she thought the world all vanity
and vexation of spirit, if she were a Uttle proud of carrying
outward aud -visible signs of her own inward and spiritual grace, U'
she even neglected her father, at times—poor old Wesden, who
sadly needed cheerful society uow—stUl the end was good,
and she was at her best then. Serious people tcilt appear
a Uttle disagreeable to people who are not serious—but then
what do serious people think of thefr mxuxdane critics, or care
for them ?
Harriet Wesden fancied that she had set herself apart from the
world—that its vaiUties and belongUxgs scarcely had power to arrest
her steady upward progress. It did not strike her that whUst she
remained iu the world, the sorrows, joys, and histories of its denizens
must have power to affect her.
Sidney Hinchford had misti-usted her—the man for whom she had
been anxious to make sacrifices had refused them, and discredited
their genuineness; her only friend in whom she thought there could
not be a possibiUty of guUe, had supplanted her. From that hour
let her set herself apart from them; bear no Ul-feeling towards
them, but keep to her new world. Her Ufe was not their
Uves, and they were best away from her. After that set iu
more strongly the seriousness to which we have aUuded, and
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aU former, trace of Harriet Wesden's old self submerged for good
—andaU."
ilattie and Harriet met at times; Mattie would not give up the
old friend, the girl she had loved so long and faithfxdly. Despite
the new reserve—even austerity—that had suddenly sprung up,
Mattie called at regular intervals, took her place between Harriet
and Mr. Wesden, and spoke for a while of the old times. Harriet's
manner puzzled her, but there seemed no chance of an explanation
of it. Her quick observation detected Harriet's new ideas of life's
duties, and she did not intrude upon them, or utter one word by
way of argument, or in opposition. It happened, sometimes, that
Harriet would be absent during Mattie's visits—"gone to church,"
old AVesden would say, ruefully—and Mattie would take her place
by the deserted father's side, and play the part of daughter to him
till Harriet's return.
Harriet seldom spoke of Sidney Hinchford to our heroine—he did
not belong to her diminished world; she flattered herself that there
was no thought of him, or of what might have been, to perplex her
with new vanities. When the name of Sidney Hinchford intruded
upon the subject of discourse, she heard it coldly enough. She was
always glad to learn that Sidney was weU, and doUig weU; it had
even been a relief to her to know that the business, after a standstill of some months, had taken a turn in the right direction; but,
when all was weU, what was there to agitate her ? If Sidney were
ill, and needed her help, she woxdd have taken her place at his side,
perhaps; if Mattie were iU, even—though in her heart she felt that
she did not love Mattie so well as formerly—she would have
devoted herself to her service; but they were both well, living
under the same roof with Mattie's father, and all things had changed
so suxce Suffolk Street times.
Harriet was from home at her usual devotions, and her father was
endeavouring to amuse himself, as he best might under the circumstances, when a stranger, who preferred not to give his name,
requested an audience of Miss AVesden. Miss Wesdeu not being at
home, Mr. AVesden would do for the nonce, and the stranger was,
therefore, shown into the parlour.
The ci-devant stationer put on his spectacles, and looked suspiciously at the new coiner. Mr. Wesden was a man of the world,
and hard to be imposed upou. A man more nervous and
irritable with every day, but having his wits about him, as the
phrase runs.
" Good evening," said the stranger.
" Good evening," responded Mr. AV^esden. " Ahem—if it's a
subscription for anything, 1 don't think that I have anything to give
away."
" i l y name is Hinchford—Maurice Hinchford—possibly better
known to you by the uuenviable alias of Maurice Darcy."
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" Oh! you're that vagabond, are you ?—weU, what do you want ?
You haven't come to torment my daughter again ?'' he said,
in au excited manner; "you've done enough mischief in your
day."
" I am aware of it, Sfr—1 come to offer every reparation in my
power."
" We don't want any of that sort of stuff, Mr. Hinchford."
" It's late in the day to offer an apology—to attempt an explanation of my conduct iu the past; but if you would favour me with a
patient hearing, I should be obUged, Sir."
" 1 have nothing better to do," said Mr. AA'esden, " take a seat
Sfr."
Maurice Huxchford seated himself opposite Mr. AVesden, and
commenced his narrative, disguising and extenuating nothing, but
attempting to analyse the real motives which had actuated his past
conduct—motives which had been a little incomprehensible, taken
altogether, and were therefore difficult to make clear before an
auditor, as we have seen in our preceding chapter.
Mr. Wesden rubbed the back of his ear, stared hard over
JIaurice's head at the opposite waU, tiU Maurice looked behUxd him
to see what was naUed up there; woxmd up by an emphatic
"Humph! " when Maurice had concluded.
" Therefore you see 1 was not so very much to blame, Sfr—that is,
that there were at least extenuating cfrcumstauces."
" AVere they, though ? "
" Why, surely I have proved that ? "
" Can't say you have—can't say that I plaiiUy see it at aU. But,
then, I haven't so clear a head as I used to have—oh! not by a long
way!"
" I hope at least you understand that I am heartUy ashamed of
my past conduct ? "
" I am glad to hear that, Sfr."
" I have become a different man."
" Been in a reformatory, perhaps ? " suggested Mr. AA'esden.
" I have found my reformatory in the world."
" Lucky for you."
"And the fact is that as I have always loved your daughter—
as only my own wicked impxdse tumed your daughter's heart
away from me, I have come from abroad with the hope of making
aU the restitution in my power, by offering her my hand and
fortune!"
" Have you, though ?"
Mr. Wesden stared harder than ever at this piece of information.
Maurice took another glance over his shoulder, and then commenced a second series of explanations, speaking of his position
and means, two things to which Mr. Wesden had been never
indifferent.
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" I don't know that it would be a bad thing for her," said Mr.
Wesden; " she never talked to me about her love aft'airs—girls never
do to their fathers—and very likely 1 haven't miderstood her aU this
time."
" Viery likely xxot."
" Perhaps it is about you, and not the other one, that has altered
her so much. Any nonsense alters a woman, if she dweUs
upon it."
" Ahem !—exactly so."
" You may as well wait till she comes in now," said Mr. Wesden;
" that's business."
" Sir, I am obliged to you."
" I f you don't mind a pipe, I'U thiixk it over myself, and you need
not talk any more just at present. We don't have much talk iu this
house, and you've rather gullied me, Mr. Hinchford."
" Any commands 1 wUl attend to with pleasure."
Maurice Hiuchford crossed his arms aud sat back in his chair to
reflect upon aU this; for a lover he was sad aud gloomy—scarcely
satisfied with the step which he had taken, aud yet brought to it by
his own conscience, that had been roused from its inaction by his
cousin Sidney. Here a life had been shadowed by his means, and he
thought that it was in his power to brighten it; here was good to
be done, and he felt that it was his duty at least to attempt the
performance of it. Mr. Wesden sat and smoked his pipe at a little
distance fronx him, and revolved in his owu mind the strange
Uxcident which had flashed athwart the monotony of daily Ufe,
and scared him with its suddenness. In Harriet he had probably
been deceived, and it was this young man whom she had loved, and
whose eccentric courses had rendered her so difficult to comprehend.
All the past morbidity, the past variable moods, the fluctuations in
her healtli, were to be laid to this man's charge, and it was well that
he had come at last, perhaps. Harriet was a good daughter, an
estimable girl, who loved her Bible, and did good to others, but she
was not a happy girl. Sorrowful as weU as serious, the holiness of
her life had not brightened her thoughts or lightened her heart, and
was not therefore true holiness, this old mau felt assured. Behind
the veil there had been something hidden, and it was rather Maurice
Hinchford than his blind cousin who stood between her and the
Ught.
" I think you have done right to come," said Mr. Wesden, after
half an hour's deliberation.
" I think so, too," was the response.
At the same moment, a summons at the door announced Harriet
Wesden's return.
" I ' l l open the door myself, and leave you to explain," he said;
" don't move."
Maurice felt tight about the waistcoat now; the romance was
20
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coming back again to the latter days; the heroine of it was at the
threshold waiting for him. This was a sensation romance, or the
roots of his hafr woxdd not have tingled so!
Mr. Wesden opened the door for his daughter, and aUowed her to
proceed half way down the narrow passage before he gave utt'erance
to the news.
" There has been a visitor waiting for you these last two hours,
Harriet."
"For m e ! " said Harriet, listlessly; and, dreaming not of so
strange an intrusion on her home, she tumed the handle of the door
and entered the parlour. Then she stopped transfixed, scarcely
beUeving her sight, scarcely reaUsing the idea that it was Maurice
Darcy standing there before her in her father's house.
Maurice had risen.
" I fear that I have surprised you very much. Miss Wesden," said
he, hoarsely; "that possibly this was not the best method of once
again seeking a meeting with you. This time with your father's
consent, at least."
" Sfr, I do not comprehend; I cannot see that any valid reason
has brought you to this house."
" I think it has—I hope it has."
"Impossible!"
" Miss Wesden, I have been relating a long story to your father
—may I beg you to Usten to me in your turn ? "
" If it relate to the past, I must ask you to excuse me," was the
cold reply.
" My guilty past it certainly relates to—I pray you for an honest
hearing. Ah! Miss Wesden, you are afraid of me, stiU."
"Afraid!—no, Sfr."
Harriet Wesden looked at him scornfuUy, •with a qxdck, almost an
impatient hand removed her bonnet and shawl, and then passed to
her father's seat by the table, standing thereat stUl, by way of hint
as to the length of the interview. She was more beautiful than ever;
more grave and statuesque, perhaps, but very beautiful. It was the
face that he had loved in the days of his wUd youth, and it shone
before him once again, a gxUding star for the future, stretching away
beyond that Uttle room.
He would have spoken, but she interrupted him.
" Understand me, Mr. Darcy—Mr. Hinchford, I may say now, I
presume—I wish to hear no excuses for the past, no explanations of
your wUfnl conduct therein—I have done with that and you. If you
be here to apologise, I accept that apology, and request you to
withdraw. If matters foreign to the past have brought you hither,
pray be speedy, and spare me the pain of any longer interview than
necessary."
"Miss AVesden, I must, in the first place, speak of the
past."
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" I wiU not have it! " cried Harriet, imperiously; " have I not
said so ? "
The minister round the comer would have rubbed his eyes with
amazement at the fire in those of his neophyte. He would have
thought the change savoured too strongly of the earth from
wliich he and her, and other high-pressure members of his flock,
had soared just a little above—say a foot and a half, or thereabouts.
" It is the past that brings me back to you, Harriet—the past
which I would atone for by giving yoxx my name and calling you my
•wife. I have been a miserable and guUty wretch—I ask yoix
to raise me from my self-abasement by your mercy and your
love ? "
He moved towards her with all the fire of the old love in his eyes
•—those eyes which had bewildered her like a serpent's, in the
old days. But the spell was at an end, and there was no power to
bring her once more to his arms. She recoiled from him with a
suppressed scream; her colour xvent and came upon her cheeks;
she fought twice with her utterance before she could reply to
him.
" Mr. Hinchford, you insult me ! "
"No, riot that."
"You insult me by yoxxr shameless presence here. I told you
half a minute ago that I forgave you all the evil in the past. I don't
forgive it—no true woman ever forgave it yet in her heart. I hate
you!"
The minister round the corner would have collapsed at this, as
well he might have done. Only that evening had he begged his
congregation to love their enemies, and return good for evil, and
Harriet Wesden had thought how irresistible his words were, and
how apposite his Ulustrations. And fresh from good counsel, this
young woman, who had been unmoved for twelve long months, and
during that time had been about as animate as the Medicean
Venus, now told her Ustener there that she hated him with all her
heart!
" Enough, Miss Wesden. I have but to express my sorrow for
the past, and take my leave. Forgive at least the motive which has
led me to seek you out again."
" One moment—one moment! " said Harriet.
She fought with her excitement for an mstant, and then with a
hand pressed heavUy upon her bosom, to stUl the passionate throbiiig there, she said:
" You must not go tUl I have explained also; you have sought
out a girl whose young life you cruelly embittered by your perfidy
—let her explain something in defence. Mr. Hinchford, I never
loved you—as 1 stand here, and as this may be my last moment upon
earth, I swear that I never loved you in my life! There was
20—2
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a girl's vanity, in the first place—almost a childish vanity, fostered
by pernicious teaching of frivolous companions—afterwards there
was a foolish romantic incertitude—vanity still, perhaps—that led me
to trust in you, and to give up one who loved me, and for whom I
ought to have died rather than have deserted—but there was no
love! I knew it directly that I guessed your cowardice, for I
despised you utterly then, and understood the value of the prize my
own misconduct had nearly forfeited. I was a weak woman, and
you saw my weakness, and hastened to mislead me; but the wrong
you would have done me taught me what was right, and, thank
God! I was strong enough to save myself! There, Sir, if only to
have told you this I am glad that you have sought an interview.
Now, if you are a gentleman—go ! "
He hesitated for an instant, as though he could have wished, even
in the face of her defiance, to tell his story for the third time; then
he turned away, aud went slowly out of the room, defeated
at all points, his colours lowered and trading iu the dust. Outside
he found Mr. AVesden, standing with his back to the street door,
smoking his pipe, and regarding the haU mat abstractedly. He
looked up eagerly as Maurice Hinchford advanced.
" WeU ?—well ? " he asked feverishly.
" Yes, it is well," was the enigmatic and gloomy answer. " I see
what a fool I have been, Mr. Wesden. I know myseU for the first
time. Good evening."
Mr. AVesden opened the door for him and he passed out; the old
man watched him for a whUe, and then returned to his favourite
chair iu the back parlour.
Harriet ran to him as he entered, audflxmgher arms round his
neck.
" 1 have you to love, and look to stUl. Not quite alone—even
yet!"
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CHAPTER I V
MOEE TALK OP MAEEIAGE AND GIVING IN MAEEIAGE.

MAUEICE HINCHFOED passed away from this story's scene of
action. Suddenly and completely he disappeared once more, and
they in the humble ranks of Ufe knew nothing of his whereabouts.
From Paris his father had received a letter that perplexed and even
irritated him, for it was mysterious, and the head of the house of
Hinchford detested mystery.
" I have run over here for a week or two—perhaps longer, perhaps less, according to circumstances," Maurice wrote; " you who are
ever indulgent will excuse this fiitting, which 1 wiU account for on
my return. If anything calls for my especial attention at the bank,
telegraph to me, and I wUl come back."
No especial business was likely to demand Maurice's return; the
bank went on well without him, good man of business as he was
when he set his mind to it. His father's indulgence excused the
flittUxg, though he shook his head over his son's eccentricity, after
the i-eceipt of the incomprehensible epistle. " Another of those Uttle
weaknesses to which Maurice had been subject," thought the indulgent father; "time he grew out of them now, and married and
settled, Uke other young men of his age. If he would only sow his
wild oats, what an estimable man and honoured member of society
he would be. Poor Maurice ! "
Sidney Hinchford, who, from his cousin's hints, had anticipated a
second visit from Maurice, felt even a little disappointed at his nonappearance. Sidney was curious ; he would have liked to know the
result of Maurice's proposal to Harriet Wesden, but he kept his
curiosity to himself, and did not even mention to Mattie the advice
which he had bestowed upon his cousin. He knew how the matter
had ended weU enough; Maurice was in earnest, and would beat
down aU doubts of his better nature developing itself at last; the old
love-story would be resumed, aud aU would go merry as a marriage
bell with those two. He congratulated himself upon having done
some good even at the eleventh hour, in having helped to promote
the true happiness of the girl he had once loved.
Once loved !—yes, he was sure that passion belonged to the past;
that it had died out of inaction, and left hun free to act. He was
not happy in his freedom; his heart was growing heavier than ever,
but he kept that fact back for his friends' sakes, aud was, to them, a
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faint reflex of the Sidney Hinchford whom they had known iu better
days.
He fell no longer Uxto gloomy reveries ; he took part in the conversation of the hour; there came, now and then, a pleasant turn of
speech to his Ups, a laugh with him—the old, rich, hearty laugh—
was not a very rare occurrence; he believed himself resigned to his
affliction, content •with his position, aud, for many mercies that had
been vouchsafed uuto him, he was truly grateful.
How to show his gratitude did not perplex him; he had made up
his mind after Aun Packet had given him a piece of hers—he had
watched for words, signs, sighs—he was only biding his time to
speak. But he remained in doubt; it was difficult to probe to the
depths; he was a blind man, and far from a clever one; he could
only guess by sounds, and test all by Mattie's voice, and he was,
therefore, still unsettled.
He resolved to end aU, at last, in a quiet and methodical manner,
befitting a man like him. He was probably mistaken; he had no
power to make any one happy; his confession might dissolve the
partnership between Mr. Gray and himself—for how coxdd Mattie
and he Uve Ux the same house together after his avowal aud
rejection ?
But he had made up his mind, and he went to work in his old
straightforward way one evening when Mattie was absent, and Mr.
Gray was busy at his work beside him.
" Mr. Gray," said he, " I want to bespeak your sole attention for
a few minutes."
" Ceriauxly, Sidney, was the reply. Shall I put my work away ?"
" If you do not muxd, for a while."
" There, then! "
Sidney was some time beginning, and Mr. Gray said—
" It's about the business—you're tired of it ? "
" On the contrary, I am pleased with it, and the work it throws in
my wav. But don't you find me a Uttle bit of a nuisance always
here?"
" You know better than that. Next to my daughter, do you hold
a place in my heart."
" Thauk you. Now, have you ever thought of me marrying ? "
" Of yoti marrying! " he echoed, in a surprised tone, that was
somewhat feigned. "Why, whom are you to marry, Sid ? "
"Mattie, ft she'U have me."
The lithographer rubbed his hands softly together; it was commg
true at last, this dream of Mattie and his own !
" If she'll have you! " h e echoed again. "Well, you must ask
her that."
" Do you think she'U have me—a blind fellow like me ? Is it
qxdte right that she should, even ? "
" I don't know; I have often thought about that," said Mr.
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Gray, forgetting his previous expression of astonishment. " I don't
see where the objection is, exactly, Sidney. You're not like most
bUnd men, duUed by your affliction—and Mattie is very different
from most girls. If she thought that she could do more good by
marrying you, make you more happy, she xvould do it.^'
" I don't want a sacrifice; I want to make her happy," said
Sidney, a little peevishly. " If she could not love me, as well as pity
me, I wouldn't marry her for all the world."
" You must ask her, young friend—not me, then."
" But you do not refuse your consent ? "
"No. My best wishes, young man, for yoxxr success with the
dearest, best of girls. I," laying his hand on Sidney's shoulder for
a moment, " don't wish her any better husband."
Sidney had not exhibited any warmth of demeanour in breaking
the news to Mr. Gray; many men might have remarked his quiet
way of enterUxg upon the subject. But Mr. Gray was of a quiet,
unworldly sort himseU, and took Sidney's love for granted. How
was it possible to know Mattie, to live beneath the same roof with
her, and not love her very passionately ?
" I think—mmd, I only thuxk—that Mattie wUl not refuse you,
Sidney," said Mr. Gray; " she understands you weU, and knows
thoroughly your character. It's an unequal match, remembering all
the by-gones, perhaps—but you are not Ukely to taunt her with
them, or think her any the worse for them, knowing what she reaUy
is in these days, thanks to God! "
" Taunt her! —good Heaven! "
"Hush! that's profane. And the match is not very unequal, considering the help you need, aud what a ti.-ue comforter she will be to
you. We Grays are of an origin lost in obscurity; you Hinchfords
come of a grand %[i stock; you dou't consider this ? "
"Not a bit."
" Nor I ; but then, men who don't spring from old famiUes are
sure to say so. I'm not particularly struck with the advantages ofe
having possessed a forefather who came over with the Conqueror.
WUUam the Norman brought over a terrible gang of cut-throats and
robbers, and there's not a great deal to one's credit in being connected with that lot."
Sidney laughed.
" I never regarded it in that light before. AA'hat an attack on our
old gentiUty!"
" GentUity wiU not be much affected, Sidney. Have you anything
more to tell me ? "
" Nothing now."
" Not that if you marry Mattie, the crabbed, disputatious local
preacher may stop with you ? "
" I hope he wiU. He has been a good friend to me, and wUl keep
so, for his daughter's sake."

312

MATTIE: A STEAY.

" And for your own, young man. I'll go back to my work now."
But the work was in his way after that, and aU the effects of his
strong will could not make it endurable. Sidney's revelation had
disturbed his work; he would try a Uttle sUeut praying to himself—
a selfish prayer he felt it was, and therefore no sound escaped him—
that this choice of Sidney's might brmg comfort and happiness to
his daughter and himself.
He was sitting with his large-veined hands spread before his face,
and Sidney was wrapt in thoughts of the change that might be in
store for him, when Mattie knocked at the door.
" Sit here—I shan't come back yet awhUe. We may as weU end
this part of the business at once."
Mattie entered, found her father busy behind the counter with his
stock, said a few words, and passed into the parlour.
It was a second version of the proceedings at CamberweU. The
father holding aloof, and giving suitor and maiden fafr play.

CHAPTER V
MATTIE'S

ANSWEE.

SIDNEY HINCHFOED heard the door open, and knew that the end
was come. Iu a few minutes was to be decided the tenor of his afterlife. Ho did not move, but remaiued with his hands clasped upon
the table—a grave and silent figure in the lamp-light.
" What makes you so thoughtful to-night, Sid ? "
The more formal Mr. Sidney had been dropped long since; Mattie
had resisted the encroachment as long as it was in her power, but
the friendship between them had been increased as well as their intimacy, and the more famUiar designation was the more natural of
the two.
" Am I looking very thoughtful, then, Mattie ? "
" O h ! so cross and black ! "
" B l a c k ? — e h ! " he repeated; that's a singular colour to seize
upon a man s countenance, when he is agitated and hopeful. Come
and sit here by my side, Mattie, and hear what news 1 have wherewith to startle you."
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" Not bad news ? " she asked.
" You shaU judge."
Mattie guessed the purport of the news, and there had been no
necessity for her last query. She knew all that was coming now, and
so prepared herself for a revelation that she had seen advancing
months ago. Months ago, she had wondered how she should act on
this occasion, what manner she should adopt, and in what way reply
to him ? She had rehearsed it in her mind, with fear and trembling,
aud tear-dimmed eyes; she had dreamed of it, and been very happy in her
dreams; and now at last she was at fault, and her resources not to
be relied on. Very pale, with her mind disturbed, and her heart throbbing, she took her place by his side, shawled and bonneted as she
was, and waited for the end.
Sidney broke the ice. The first few words faltered somewhat on
his lip, but he gathered nerve as he proceeded, and finally related
very calmly—almost too calmly—and plainly, the state of his feelUigs
towards her.
" Your father and I have been speaking of you during your absence ; 1 have suggested to him a change of life for myself and you
—if you will only consent to sacrifice a life for my sake ! A selfish,
and an inconsiderate request, Mattie, which 1 should not have
thought of, had 1 not fancied that it was in my power to make you a
good husband, a true and faithful husband, and to love you more
dearly as a wife than friend. But always understand, Mattie, that
on your side it will be a sacrifice—that no after-repentance, only my
death, can reUeve you from the incubus—that for Ufe you are tied to
a blind man, and that all natural positions of Ufe are reversed, when
I ask you to be my guide, protector, comforter! Always remember,
too, Mattie, that v^ithout nxe you wUl be free, and your own mistress ; you, a young woman, to whom will come fairer and brighter
chances!"
It was an odd manner of proposing; possibly Mattie thought so
herself, for she raised her eyes from the ground, and looked at IxUn
long and steadily.
" Sidney, have you weU reflected on this step ? " she asked.
" I have."
" Thought well of the sacrifice of all the past hopes you have had ?
—of the incubus that 1 may be to you some day—that without me
you wUl be free, and your own master—you, to whom the fairer,
brighter chance may come, when too late ? Sidney, we know not
what a day may bring forth ! "
" My fate is in your hands, Mattie."
" What I have been, you know—you must have thought of lately.
What I am now, a poor, plain girl, self-taught aud homely, who may
shame you with her ignorance—you know, too. Sidney, I have
dwelt upon this lately—until this night, now I am face to face with
the truth, I thought that I had made up my muxd."
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"To refuse me?"
"No—to accept you. To be your loving wife through Ufe, aiding
you, and keeping you from harm; but, now I shrink back from my
answer!"
" Ah! " he said, moumfuUy; " it is natural."
" Not for my own sake," she added, quickly, " but for yours ! For
your happiness, not mine! Sidney, you have not settled down; you
are not resigned to this present lot in lUe; there is a restlessness
which you subdue now you are weU and strong, but which may defeat
you in the days to come. Years hence, I may be a trouble to you—
a regret—you, a gentleman's son, and I—a stray! I may have made
amends for my past life, but I cannot forget it; there 'wiU come
times when to you and me the memory may be very bitter yet I "
"No, n o ! "
" Sidney, when I was that neglected chUd, I think I had a grateful heart; for I appreciated all the kindness that helped me upwards,
aud turned me from the dangerous path I was pursuing. I did not
forget one friend who stretched his helping hand towards me—I
have remembered them aU in my progress, the agents of that good
God, whose wiU it was that I should not be lost! Sidney, I would
marry you out of gratitude for that past, if I honestly beUeved you
buUt your happiness upon me; but I could not let you marry me out
of gratitude, or think to make me happy by a share of affection
that had no real existence. I would do all for you! " she said,
vehemently; " but you must make no effort to raise me from any
motives but your love! "
Sidney started—coloured. Had he misxmderstood Mattie xmtU
that day ?—was he the victim of his own treacherous thoughts
after aU?—the dupe of an Ulusion which he had hoped to foster
by believing in himself?
"Sidney, I wiU be patient and wait for the love—^hope in it
advancing nearer and nearer every day—strive for it, even, if
you wUl, and it Ues Ux my power. But I am above aU
charity."
" Mattie, you are not romantic ? You do not anticipate from
me, in my desolate position, aU the passionate protestations of a
lover? You -wUl beUeve that I look forward to you as the wife
in whom alone rests the last chance of happiness for me ? "
" We cannot teU what is our last chance," said Mattie; "it is beyond our foresight—God wiU give us many chances in Ufe, and the
best may not have fallen to your share or mine. Sidney, there wOs a
chance of happiness for you once—on which you buUt, and in which
you never thought of me—do you regret that now ? " she asked,
with a woman's instinctive fear that the old. love stUl Ungered in his
heart.
" Mattie, I regret nothing in the past. And in the future, I am
hopeful of your aid and love. Can I say more ? "
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"Sidney," said Mattie, after a second pause, " 1 \xUl not give you
my ansxver to-uight; I wiU not say that I wUl be your wife, for
better for worse, until this day mouth. It is a grave question, and
I ought not to decide this hastily. I must think—I must think ! "
" Ah ! Mattie, you don't love me, or it would be easy enough to
say ' Yes,' " said Sidney.
"No, not easy."
" I can read my fate—eternal isolation! " he said, gloomily.
" Patience—you can trust me; let me think for a while if I can
trust in you. You do not wish my unhappiness, Sid ? "
"God forbid!"
" We have been good friends hitherto—brother and sister. For
one more month, let us keep brother and sister stiU; there is no
danger of our teaching ourselves to love one another less in that
period. In that month will you think seriously of me—not of what
will make me happy—but what wiU render you happy, as the fairy
books say, for ever afterwards ? Remember that it is for ever in
this life, and that I am to sit by your side aud take that place in
your heart which you had once reserved for another—think of all
this, and be honest and fair with nxe."
" I see. You distrust my love. You have no faith in my
stability."
" I say nothuxg, Sidney, but that I feel it would be wrong to
answer hastUy. Are you offended with my caution ? "
" No—God bless you, Mattie !—you are right enough."
" This day month I will take my place at your side, and give you
truly and faithfully my answer. It is not a long while to wait—we
shall have both thought more intently of this change."
She left him, to begin his thoughts anew; her reply had disturbed
his equanimity; he neither understood Mattie nor himself just then.
What had perplexed him ?—what had come over the spirit of his
dream to trouble his mind, or conscience, in so strange a manner r
Mattie went to her room and locked the door upon her thoughts,
upon that new wild sense of happiness which she had never known
before, and which, despite the character she had assumed—•
yes, assumed!—she could uot keep in the background of that matter-of-fact life, now vanishing away from her. She knew that she
had acted for the best in giving him time to think again of the
nature of his proposition—Ux restraining that impulse to weep upon
his shoulder, and feel those strong arms enfolding her to his breast.
The old days had startled her when he had spoken in so firm and
hard a manner ; that figure of the past wlxich had been all to him
flitted there still, and held her back, and stood between herself and
him, despite the new happiness she felt, and which no past could
wholly scare away.
She believed in her oxvn coming happiness; that he would love her
better for the delay—understand more fully why she hesitated.
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When the time came to answer " Yes ! " she would explain all that
had perplexed her, arrested her assent midway, and tilled her witlx
the fears of his want of love for her, his future discontent when irrevocably bound to her. Twice in Ufe now he had offered his hand in
marriage ; twice had the answer been deferred, for reasons unakin to
each other. It was singular ; but this time all would end happily.
He would love her with his whole heart, as he had loved Harriet
Wesden, aud she would be his proud and happy wife, cheering his
p;-osp(cts, elevating his thoughts, doing her best to throw across
his darkened life a gleam or two of sunshUxe, in which he nUght
rejo.ce.
She was very happy—for the doubts that had kept her answer
back went farther and farther away as she dwelt upon aU this. There
was a restless beating at her heart, which robbed her of calmness for
a while, but it was not fear that precipitated its action, and the
noises in her ears might be the distant clash of marriage bells, which
she had never di-eamed woxUd rUiK for him and her !

END OF THE SEVENTH BOOK
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BOOK VIII.
MORE LIGHT.

CHAPTER
A

NEXV

I.

HOPE.

W H E T H E E Sidney Hinchford gave much ulterior thought to his
proposal, is a matter of some doubt. He had made up his mind
before his convcrsaUon with Mr. Gray and daughter, and had theio
been no real love in his heart, he would uot have drawn back hum
his ofi'er. His life apart from busiuess was akin to his business
life in that; reflection on what was best, just and honourable,
and then his decision, which no adverse fate was ever afterwards
to shake. He did not believe in any motive force that could kec))
him from a purpose—it was a vain delusion, unworthy of a Hiuchford !
On the morning of the foUowing day, the cousin of whom he had
thought more than once entered again upon the scene of action; at au
early hour, when Mattie M'as busy Ui the shop, and i l r . Gray was
absent o u a preaching expedition. Maurice Ilinclitord's first inquiry
was if Mr. Gray were within, aud very much relieved in mind he appeared to be upon receivuig the iiitormatiou that that I'oiniidalilc
Christian was not likely to be at home till niglitl'all. Maurice did
not come unattended; he brought a friend with him, whom he
asked to wait in the shop for a whUe, whilst he exchanged a
few words with Sidney.
Mattie looked at the stranger, a taU, lank man, with an olive face.
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and long black hair, which he tucked in at the back between his
coat and waistcoat in a highly original manner. He was a man who
took no interest in passing events, but sat "all of a heap" on that
high chair which had been Maurice Hinchford's stool of repentance,
carefxdly counting his fingers, to make sure that he had not lost any
coming along.
" Good morniug, Sidney," said Maurice, on entering. " Not lost
yet, old feUow i "
" Good morning, Maurice."
'• I have brought the latest news—I have been abroad since my
last visit here."
" Abroad again ? "
"I'll teU you about that presently. If you're not too busy
this morning, and I'm not too unwelcome an intruder, I should be
glad to inform you how I fared by foUowing your advice."
" You are not unwelcome, Maurice, though I cannot say that there
is any great amoxmt of pleasure experienced by your visit to
me."
" StUl cold—stUl unapproachable, after forgiving all the past!"
" But not forgetting, Maurice. You bring the past in -with you—
I hear it in every accent of your voice; aU thefigxu-esbelonging to
it start forth Uke spectres to dismay me."
"Your past has no reproaches—what is it to mine?"
" A regret is as keen as a reproach."
"Ah! you regret the past!—some act in it, perhaps?" said
Maurice, -with curiosity.
" We should scarcely be mortal if we could look back without regrets, I think."
" Ah! but what is the keenest—bitterest ?"
" That is a leading question, as the lawyers say."
" Theu I'U not press it—I'll speak of my own regrets instead. I
regret having followed your advice, Sidney."
" We are aU Uable to err—I meant it for the best."
" I caUed the foUowing eveiUng on Harriet Wesden—I offered
her my hand, as an earnest of that affection which only needed her
presence to revive again—I asked pardon for my past, and spoke of
my atonement in the future. Could I do more ? "
" No."
Sidney was nervously anxious to learn the result, but he merely
compressed his Ups, and waited for the sequel. He would not ask
how this had ended—his pride held back his curiosity.
" And she refused me, as you and I might have expected, had we
more seriously considered the matter. By George, I shall never
forget her fiery eyes, her angry gestures, her contempt, wlUch
seemed withering me up—I knew that it was all over with every
shadow of hope, then."
" A man should never despair."
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" It would be difficult to help it in the face of that cUncher, Sidney.
WeU, it served me right; 1 might have expected it; 1 might have
guessed the truth, had I given it a moment's thought; but I put
my trust in you, Sidney, and a nice mess I have made of it! Upon
my honour, I would rather bear two—say three—of Mr. Gray's
sermons, than face Harriet Wesden agam."
" StiU, you should not be sorry at having offered all the reparation
in your power."
"Well, now I come to think of it, Sidney, I'm not sorry. To
confess the real plain truth, I'm glad."
" Indeed!"
" Because I have made a discovery, and if you're half a Hinchford, you'll profit by the hint. Harriet VA^esden loves you"
Sidney's hands grappled the arms of his chair, in which he half
rose, and then set dovra again. The red blood mounted to his face,
even those dreamy eyes flashed fire again—the avowal was too
decided and uncompromising not to afi'ect him.
" I do not wish to- dweU upon this topic."
"Ah! but I do. It has been bothering me aU the way to
Paris—all the way back. I have been bxUldmg fancy castles concerning it. I have been one gigantic, unmitigated schemer since
I saw you last, planning for a happiness which is yours by a word,
aud which you deserve, Sid Hiuchford. I feel that your lUe
might be greatly changed, and that it is in your power to effect
ft."
"AVere it my wish, it is too late. As it is not my wish—as I do
not believe you," he added, bluntly—"as I have outlived my
youthfxd folUes, and am sober, serious, and unromautic—as 1 have
made my choice, and know where my happiness Ues, 1 wiU ask
you not to pain me—uot to torture me, by a continuance of this
subject."
" Let me just give yoxx a sketch of what she said to me."
" I •wUl hear no* more ! " he cried, with an impatient stamp of his
foot.
" I have done," said Maurice ; " subject deferred sine die—or
tied round the neck with a big stone, and sunk for ever in the
waters of oblivion. By George, Sid, that's a neat phrase, isn't
it ?—only it reminds one of drowning a puppy. And now to
business."
" AVhat more ? " asked Sidney, curtly.
His cousin had annoyed him; stirred up the acrimony of his
nature, and destroyed all that placidity of demeanour which he had
fostered lately. He felt that he rather hated Maurice Hinchford
again; that his cousin was ever a dark blot in the landscape, with
his robust health, loud voice, aud seU-sufficiency. This man paraded
his own knowledge of human nature too obtrusively, and spoke as
if his listener was a chUd; he professed to have discerned in Harriet
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Wesden an affection for the old lover to whom she had been engaged,
as if he, Sidney Hinchford, had been bUnd all his life, or was morally
blind then! Sidney would be glad to hear the last of him—to be
left to himself once more; his cousin was an intrusion—he desired
no further speech with him, and he implied as much by his last impatient query.
" It's something entirely new, Sidney, and therefore you need not
fear any old topics being intruded on your notice. I have brought
a friend to see you."
"Take him away again."
" No, I'd rather not, thank you," was the aggravating response ;
" I made my miud up to bring him, and he's waiting in the
shop."
'• Maurice—you insult me! "
"Pardon me, cousin, but the end must justify the means. He
has come from Paris to see you; he would have been here before,
had not iUness prevented him."
" Who is this man ? "
"The cleverest man in Europe, I'm told—an eccentric being,
with a wonderful muxe of cleverness beneath his eccentricity.
A man who has made the defects of vision his one study,
and has become great in cousequenee. Sidney, you must see
hun!"
" You bring him here at your own expense, to inspect a hopeless
case; you will shame me by being beholden to you—to you, of all
men in the world! "
" I thought we had got over the past—forgiven it ? "
"Yes, but
"
" But it can't be forgiven, Sid Hiuchford, if you hinder me making
an effort to atone to you in my way."
" With your purse ? " was the cold reply.
" No; with my respect for you—my regret for a friend whom I
have lost."
" A strange friend! "
" And I have faith in this man. I remember a case simUar to
yours, which
"
" Stop! in the name of mercy, Maurice—this cannot be borne,
at least. I am resigned to despair, but not to such a hope as yours.
Let him come in, and laugh at you for your foUy iu bringing him
hither."
" Bario ! " called Maurice.
The lank mau came into the parlour, set his hat on a chair, and
looked at Sidney very intently. His vacuity of expression vanished,
aud a keen intelligence took its place.
" Good morning. Sir," he said, in fair English "you are the blind
gentleman Mr. Hmehford has requested me to see ? "
"The same, Sfr."
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" You are sure you're blind ?"
"Maurice, this man is a
"
"Yes, very clever. You have heard of Dr. Bario—he has been
resident in Paris some years now."
" Ah! " said Sidney, listlessly.
"There is a blindness that be not blindness. Sir—that's my
theory," said the ItaUan; " a something that comes suddenly Uke a
blight—the offspring of much excitement, very often."
" Mine had been growing upon me for years—I was prepared for
it by a man as skilful as yourself."
" May I put to you his name ? "
Sidney told him, aud Dr. Bario gave his shoulders that odious
French shrug which implies so much. Such is the jealousy of all
professions—extending eveu to the disciples of the healing art. A
never thinks much of B, if he be jumping at the same prize on the
bay-tree—Dr. Bario had his weakness.
" He might have mistaken the disease, and into this have half frightened you. People, odd mistakes do make at times—I myseU' have
not been iiifalUble."
"Possibly uot," said Sidney, drily.
" I n my youth, of course," said the vain man, "when I listened
a leetle too much to the opinions of others—it was once my
way."
Sidney thought the speaker had altered considerably since then,
but kept his idea to himself He was endeavouring to be cool, and
uninfiuenced by this man's remarks; but they had set his heart
beating, and his temples painfully throbbing, fie was a fool to feel
unnerved at this; it was a false step of his cousin's, and had given
him much pain—but Maurice had meant weU, and he forgave him
even then.
" Do you mind turning just one piece more to the light ? " asked
the doctor.
Sidney tumed like an automaton. Maurice drew up the back
parlour blind; the doctor bent over his patient, and there was a long
sUence—an anxious pause in the action of three lives, for the doctor's
interest was as acute as the cousin's.
" WeU? " Maurice ejaculated at last.
" There's a chance, 1 thiixk."
"A chance of sight! " cried Sidney; " do you mean that ?—is it
possible that you can give me hope of that—now ? "
^
" I don't give hope. Sir," said Dr. Bario; "it's a chance, that's
all—everything. It's one nice case for me—not you, young
man."
" What do you mean ? "
" There's danger in it—it's Ught, death, or madness! I do
not you advise to risk this—but there's one chance if you do !"
" / will chance it! "
21

322

MATTIE : A STEAY.

He was not content with the present, then; it had been a false
placidity—he woxdd risk his Ufe for light; Ufe without it, eveu with
Mattie, did not seem for an instant worth considering!
" Very good. To-morrow I wUl you send for—you will have to
place yourself entire under my direction for more weeks than one,
before the final operation be attempted."
" I agree to everything—may I accompany you now ? "
" To-morrow," was the answer again.
" Oh! it wiU never come. Maurice," he said, offering his hand,
" however this ends, I am indebted to you."
" Yes—but—but if ft end badly ? "
" I t will be God's wUl."
" And if it end as I hope and trust—as I fancy it wiU, Sid—then
JOU must pay that debt, or I'll never forgive you."
" In what way cau I ever repay it ? "
" By taking your old place at the banker's desk, and showing me
that the past is really forgiven."
" I wiU do that if—ah ! what a mighty If this is! ^'
"Keep hopeful—not nervous, above all the things," said the
doctor; " if you fear, it must not be attempted."
With this final warning, the doctor and Maurice withdrew.
Maurice left the doctor to whisper confidentially to Mattie.
" Miss Gray, I have brought a skUful oculist to look at my cousin
Sid. He reports not altogether unfavourably—he gives us hope—
Sid will go away with us to-morrow."
" Go away! "
" Yes, to submit himself for a week or two to Dr. Bario's treatment; he says that he -wiU chance the danger, and I think he's
right. Keep him strong and hopeful. Miss Gray—much depends
upon that."
" Yes—yes," gasped Mattie.
She had not recovered her astonishment when the visitor had left
the shop; " hope for Sidney ! "—" going away!"—" keep him
stong! "—was aU this a dream ?
" Mattie," called Sidney from the pax-lour, and our heroin^ rushed
in at once and found our hero walking up and down the room
with a freer step than she had witnessed in him since his bUndness.
"Mattie," he said in an agitated voice, "he teUs me that there is
a chance of the light coming back to me—a chance that entails
danger, but which is surely worth the risk. Think of the daylight
streaming in upon my darkened senses, and my waking up once
more to life ! "
" I am so glad!—^I am so very glad!" cried Mattie; adding the instant afterwards, "but the—the danger? What is
•that ? "
" A danger of death, or of my going mad, he left it doubtful
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which—I don't care which—I can risk all for the one chance ahead
of me. I yriU keep strong, prayuig for the brightness of the new
Ufe."
" Yes! " was the moumfid response. In that brightness, one
figure might at least grow dim—in the darkness he had learned to
love her, he said! But he was not thinking of love then, or of her
whose love he had sought;—a new hope was bewUderuig him, and
he could not escape it.
"Keep him strong and hopeful," had been the caution given
Mattie; there was no need for it. He was hopeful—far too hopeful
—of the sunshine; he thought nothing of the danger, or of a world
a hxmdred times worse than that of his benighted one—and he
was strong in faith. He could talk of nothing else, and Mattie
made no effort to distract his mind away from it. It was
natural enough that he should forget her for a whUe; the time
had not come for her to answer him, or to judge him; he had
said that his mind was made up, and that she possessed his love
—^surely they were earnest words enough, to keep her hopefid in her
turn!
And if the change in Sidney did result in Sidney's cure,
she would rejoice in it with aU her heart—as his father would
have rejoiced, had he Uved and known the troubles of his boy.
The next day, Maurice Hinchford arrived in his father's carriage
to take Sidney away. Sidney was eqxUpped for departure, and had
been waiting for his cousin the last two hours—agitating his mind
with a hundred reasons for the delay.
The carriage at the door, and the evidence of wealth in Sidney's
relations, made Mattie's heart sink somewhat—his would be a world
so different from hers for ever after this!
Mattie faced Maurice before he entered the parlour. She had
been watchuig for him also that day, and now arrested his progress.
" Mr. Hinchford, you did me harm once; you were sorry at a
later day that it was not in your power to make amends. WiU you
now ? "
"WilUngly."
"Let me know when Sidney runs his greatest risk—give me
fair warnuxg of it, that Ms friends may be near him. If there
be a risk of death, he must not die without me there. You
promise ? "
" I promise. Miss Gray."
Mattie had no furthur request to urge, and he, after avoidmg Mr.
Gray by a strategic movement, and a hurried " Good day, Sfr—hope
you're weU! " entered the parlour -with the words—
"Ready, Sid?"
Sidney Hinchford took his friend's arm, Maurice signed to the
footman at the door to carry Sidney's portmanteau, and then the
21—2
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txvo cousins entered the shop—both looking strangely aUke, arm-inarm, and shoxdder to shoxdder thus.
" One moment, Maurice."
S diiey thought of Mattie at the last; in his own anxiety for self,
he did not forget her, as she had feared he would.
" Where's Mattie ? "
" Here, Sidney."
He drew her aside—away out of hearing, where neither Mr. Gray
nor his cousin could listen to his grateful words.
" Mattie, dear," he said, " 1 know that 1 shaU have your prayers
for my success—you, who have fought my battles, and been always
ready at my side. Pray for our bright future together; it wiU come
now. Whatever happens, you and 1 together in life, my girl, unless.
With that month's reiieetion that I granted you, comes the want of
trust in my sincerity ! "
" Never that, Sidney."
'•• Good-bye."
He stooped and kissed her, and Mattie shrank not away from him,
though it was the first time in his life that his lips had touched hers.
He was goiug away from that house for ever, perhaps; they might
never kuow each other again; and she loved him too dearly, and
felt too happy in those fleeting moments, to feel abashed at this
evidence of his affection.
So they parted, and Ann Packet, who had heard the story,
rushed from the side door to fling a shoe, for luck, after the receding
carriage A maniacal act, that the footman—who had not heard the
story—was xmable to account for, save as a personal insidt to
himself.
" He had gone out of his spear to a place caUed Peckham," he
said afterwards in the servants' haU, " a n d had had old boots flung
at him by the lower borders!"
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CH.\PTER H.
MATTIE IS TAKEN INTO CONFIDENCE.
SIDNEY'S departure made a difference in the house; it was scarcely
home without hira now. Mattie and Mr. Gray took their usual
places after the day's business was over, and looked somewhat
blankly at each other. The father had become attached to Sidney,
as well as the daughter; he was nervous as to the result of the
mysterious system xxnder which his sou, by adoption, had placed
himself.
He had no faith in cures effected by men who were not of the
true faith—whatever that might mean Ui Mr. Gray's opinion—he
would have Uked to see this Dr. Bario himself, and sound him as to
his religious convictions. If he were a Roman CathoUc, Sidney's
chance of success was very small, he thought.
Mattie did not take this narrow view of things; but she was
anxious and dispfrited. Auxious for Sidney and the result—disifrited at a something else which she could scarcely define. Sidney's
ast words were ringing in her ears, but there was no comfort in
them now; they were meant to encourage, but they only perplexed
—aU was mystery beyond. She prayed that Sidney would be well
and strong again, but she felt that her happiness—her best days—
would lie further off when the Ught came back to him. It might be
fancy ; the best days might be advancing to her as well as to Sidney
Hinchford, but the instinctive feeUng of a great change weighed
upon her none the less heavily.
She did not feel in suspense about a serious result to Sidney;
Sidney would get better, she thought, and the shadow of a darker
Ufe for him did not fall heavily athwart her musings.
VA'^hen those whom we love are away, we are full of wonder concerning them ; specxUations on their acts in the distance bridge over
the dreary space between us and them. " I wonder what they are
doing now! " and the suggestions that foUow this, wUe away a great
share of the time that would seem dull and objectless without them.
You who are loved and are away from us do justice to our thoughts
of you, and keep worthy of the fancy pictures wherein ye aie so
vividly portrayed!
A week after Sidney's departure, Maurice Hinchford appeared
once more in the neighbourhood of Peckham. This was in the after-
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noon, and he had reached Peckham in the morning, and therefore
wasted a considerable portion of the day. But then Mr. Gray had
been at home in the morning, aud it had struck Maurice that that
gentleman's excitable temperament would uot allow of a long sojourn
in-doors, with no one to preach to but his daughter. He would not
chance meeting Mr. Gray yet a while; he would wait and
watch.
Mr. Gray reaUy found it duU work that afternoon, and business
being slack, he started immediately after his dinner iu search of a
convert of whom he had heard in the neighbourhood of his chapel.
Maurice, who had noted him turn the corner of the street, uttered a
short prayer of thanks, and crossed over to the stationer's
shop.
Mattie turned very pale at the first sight of Maurice.
" 1 am wanted—and, oh dear, my father has just gone out! "
" No, you are uot wanted yet a whUe, !Mis3 Gray. Pray, compose
yourself, I bring you very little news."
" Sidney—he is weU ?'"
" Very well—Dr. Bario has not given him notice to prepare for the
great experiment yet a while," said Maurice; " but I thought that
you might be anxious about him, i\Iiss Gray, and that any little ne\ys
might be acceptable."
" You are very kind—yes, any ii:ws of Sidney is ever most
acceptable."
" Even from such a scamp as 1 am ? " he said, with his eyes
twinkling.
" Sidney has forgiven you—that is enough. Sir."
"Ah ! but yours was a left-handed wrong, aud the heaviest share
of it might have faUen to your lot."
" But it has not. Pray don't talk of it again."
" All's weU that ends well," said Maurice, taking his seat on the
high chair on the shop side of the counter, facing our heroine, "aud
if it has ended in my doing no harm, and turning- out a better fellow
myself, why there's uot much to regret. x\ud you would not
believe to what an extraordinary pitch of excellence I am
attaining."
" I shall beliex'e nothing if you jest. Sir."
" It was not a jest—I've a way of talkuxg Uke that."
" It's a very stupid way."
" Is it, though ?—weU, perhaps you're right enough."
Mattie wondered what he was staying for; was eveu stiU a little
nervous that he had something more to communicate concerning
Sidney. But he continued talking in this new desultory way, and
remained on his perch there, observant of customers, the goods they
purchased, and the remarks they made, and showing no inclination
to depart. He rendered Mattie fidgety after a whUe, for he was in a
fidgety humour himself, aud tilted his chair backwards and forwards.
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and examined everything minutely on the counter, dropping an article
or two on the floor, and endeavouring to pick it up with his varnished
boots, a la Miss Biffiu.
"Does this business answer. Miss?" he asked at last.
" It is improving—I think it will answer."
" Rather slow for old Sid, it must have been."
" W e did our best to make him happy here. Sir; I think that we
succeeded."
"My dear Miss Gray, I do not doubt thcd, for an* instant! "
Maurice hastened to apologise; " more than that, Sidney has told
me the same himself. But was he happy?"
" Have you any reason to thiixk otherwise ? " was Mattie's quick,
almost suspicious question.
" Scarcely a reason, perhaps. StUl I don't think that he wag
happy."
" I am sorry to hear you say so, Mr. Hinchford."
" He tried to feel as happy as you wished to make him, but I
thiuk he failed. Under the circumstances, heavUy afflicted as he
was, you must own that that was natural."
" I own that."
"But his mind was never at ease—there xvas much to perplex it.
Now, jMiss Gray," leaning over the counter very earnestly, "let me
ask you if you honestly believe that he has given up every thought
of making Harriet AA''esden his wife ? "
"Every thought of it, I think he has."
"You and he have been like brother and sister together, and the
truth must have escaped him," said Maurice, doubtfully; "or you
are less quick-witted than somehow I have given you credit for. You
would promote his true happiness, Mis-s Gray, by every means ux
your power, 1 am sure ? "
" Yes," answered Mattie.
" Then you and I acting together might bring about tliat matcli
between them yet."
" You and 1 acting together for that purpose ! " Mattie ejacxdated.
She clutched the counter with her nervous fingers, and regarded
Maurice Hinchford attentively; she was no longer doubtful of that
man's visit to her; he had come to steal her Sidney axvay—to
teach hex-, by his indirect assertions, that it was better to resign her
thoughts of happiness rather than mar his cousin's.
" There ouly requires one fair meeting betxveen them^one candid
explanation of what was false, and what was true—to show each to
the other in a better light. That is my object in life uow—I have
done harm to those two—I will do good if I can! "
" You speak as though you were certain of the success of Dr.
Bario's remedies."
" 1 am perfectly certain. Miss Gray ! Dr. Bario is certain, too—
although he speaks of the risk, and of the hundredth chance against
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him, rather than of the ninety and nine in his favour. That's his
way."
" Suppose him successful, and Sidney weU again—what are we to
do ? " asked the curious Mattie.
She was anxious to sift this theory to the bottom—to know upon
what facts, or fancies, Maurice Hinchford based his cruel idea. She
spoke cooUy and sisterly now; no evidence of intense excitement
was Ukely to betray her agaUi that day. On the inner heart had
shut, with a clang which vibrated stUl within her, the iron gates of
her inflexible resolve.
" Ffrst of all, let me ask you a question. You have Uved with
Miss Wesden—you understand her—you have loved her. You can
assure me that there was no doubt of her affection for him being true
and fervent?"
" There was no doubt of that."
" 1 can answer for the present time."
" You can ? " said Mattie. She spoke very quickly, but her
heart leaped into her throat for an instant, and took away her
breath.
" j\Iiss AA^esden confessed to me, only a week back, that she loved
Sidney Hinchford stUi."
" Impossible! "
" You doubt my word. Miss Gray. Why should I attempt to
deceive you ? "
" AA'hat possible object could she have in teUing you that ? "
" I made her an offer of marriage," said Maurice, coolly, " and
she rejected me. She did not scruple to confess to me her reasons;
she was excited I must owu, and, therefore, thrown off her
guard."
" AAiiat did she say ? "
" That she had never loved me, and that she would have died for
Sidney. That it was aU my fault—my wickedness—which had
parted them."
" A singular confession for her to make," said Mattie, thoughtfully ; " all my Ufe 1 have beeu endeavouring to find the truth—the
whole truth—aud have always failed."
" You were not the confidante that 1 believed, then ? "
" Harriet AVesden and I loved each other very dearly—in our
hearts there is no difference yet. For my sake, were I in danger,
she would do much."
" And for her sake—what would you do ? "
" Everything."
" Well spoken," said Maurice, heartUy; " I knew that I was not
deceived in you."
" She is unhappy and loves Sidney. Sidney is unhappy and loves
her, you think. It is a story of the truth of which we must be
certain in the first place."
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" Yes, and then ? "
" Then we will do our best—God wiUing," murmured Mattie.
" I rely upon you. Miss Gray; 1 am obliged by the evidence of
interest in those two old lovers, parted by mistake. Both very unhappy, and both with a chance of being happy together, there is no
difficulty iu guessing where our duty Ues."
" No."
" Think of the gratitude of those two in the days when we have
helped to clear the raists away. Miss Gray. The last chapter in the
novel; the last scene in the five-act comedy, where the stern parent
joins the hands of the happy couple, will be nothing to the glorious
ending of our story. Bouudless gratitude to you, full forgiveness for
me—and aU going merry as a marriage bell. Miss Gray, 1 engage
your hand for the first dance in the evening—we'll wnid up with a
ball that day—is it a bargan between us ? "
" I make no hasty promises," said Mattie, with a faint smile.
" Well, there will be time to talk of that idea," said Maurice,
laughing; " and, talking about time, how I have been absorbing
yours, to be sure! Still, tinxe is well wasted when it is employed for
others' happiness—your father could offer no objection to that sentiment. You are on my side ? "
" On Sidney's, if he think of Harriet Wesden stiU."
"If—why haven't I proved it?—did you not say that you beUeved
every word ? "
" No, I did not say that. It—it is true, perhaps—I shall know
better presently. Sir, I wUl find out the truth."
" I t will bo easy for an acute woman to discover the trutli both in
Sidney and Harriet; for the truth—for the better days, we are all
waiting. Good-bye."
" Good-bye, Sir; that promise to give me warning of the day
which will be life or death to Sidney—you wiU not forget?"
" 1 never forget. Miss Gray. Rely upon nxe."
Maurice Hinchford departed, full of his hope, dreaming not of the
despafr that he had left behind in the heart of that simple-minded
woman. He had intended all for the best; he had known nothing of
Sidney's proposal to Mattie; he had relied on Mattie's sisterly aft'ection for the man and woman iu whose happiness he was deeply interested. He went on his way rejoicing—proud of the new volunteer
he had enlisted in his cause, aud sanguine as to a result which should
bring peace to every one.
Mattie sat behind the counter in her old position after Maurice
Hiuchford had left her—rigid and motionless. This was the turningpoint other Ufe—the ordeal under which she would harden or utterly
give way. A customer entering the shop waited and stared and
wondered at the silent figure which faced him and took no heed of
his presence—at her who was finally roused to every-day life by his
direct appeal to her. Mattie served him, then dropped into her
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chafr again, and the old stony look settled once more upou her
face.
Fate was before her, and she rebelled against it; the whole truth
—hard and cruel—she could not believe iu. " It's not true ! " her
white lips murmured: " it's false, as he is ! He has heard from Sidney
all that Sidney purposes, and is alarmed for the honour of his family.
I see it aU now—a plot against me ! " But " was it true ?"
sounded in her ears like a far-off echo, from which she coxdd not
escape.
It was a desperate struggle, and she was fighting that sUent intense battle still when her father returned. Hours ago she had
prayed that he might come back soon, and end that weary watch
there—suft'er her to escape to her owu room, and lock the door upon
that world upon which the mists were steaUng. But when he returned, she did not go away from him ; a horror of being alone and
giving way like a chUd kept her at her post there, answering, aud
inwardly defying, all suspicious questions.
"You're very white, flattie. Has anything happened?" asked
her father.
" Sidney's cousin has been here. Sidney is well and hopeful."
" Good hearing ! —ho will be back in the midst of us before we
kuow where we are. Mattie, I'm sure you have a headache ? "
" A little one—nothing to complain about."
" AVhy dou't you go for a walk ?—it's not very late. What a time
it is siuce you have seen Mr. AA'esden! "
" I wiU go there."
Mattie sprang to her feet.
"Yes, I icill go—at once."
Mattie ran up stairs, quickly dressed herself, gave one frightened
glance at her own face iu the dressing-glass, and then hurried
down stairs away from the sUeuce wherein she could not trust
herself.
" I am goiug uow," she said, and hurried away.
Mr. Gray was disturbed by Mattie's eagerness to depart, but explained it by the rules he considered most natural.
" She is unsettled by Sid's absence—by the danger he is in. WeU,
there's nothing remarkable in that."
He took his work into the shop and devoted himself to it, in the
leisure that his customers—few and far between after nightfall—
afforded him. AVhen the shutters were up before the windows, aud
the gas turned low, he stood at the door waiting for Mattie, who was
late, aud speculating as to the advisability of proceeding iu search
of her.
Mattie came swUtly towards him whUst he watched. She had been
trying to outwalk her thoughts, and failed—the odds were against
her.
"Ah! that is you, Mattie !—how are they ? "
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"AVell, I did not see Miss AVesden. She was uot at home."
"All the time with that old man?" he said, with a little of his
]>ast weakness developing itself.
"We have been speaking of old times—and Harriet. Oh! dear
1 am very tired. May I go up to my room at once ? "
"If you wiU—but supper is ready, Mattie."
" Not any for me. Good-night."
Mattie thought that she had made good her escape, but she was
mistaken; on the stairs Anu Packet had beeu waiting to waylay her,
and to talk of the little events of that day, any talk whatever, so
that she saw Mattie for a whUe, after the day's labour was ended.
Mattie was considerate even in' her distress; she stood on the stairs
listening to Ann's rambling accounts of minor things, waiting for
the end of the narrative, and only expressing her weariness by a
little quivering sigh, now and then.
After the story, there was Anu Packet to hold the caudle closer
to her face, and see a change in Mattie also. Mattie had feared this
—knowing Ann's vigUance—but there was the old plea of a headache to urge, and aU the old receipts of which Ann Packet had ever
heard for the headache to listen to. Ann Packet knew an old
xvoman of bet workhouse days who had " drefful headaches," and
this was how she cured hers—and off went Ann Packet into more
rambling incoherences.
All things have an end; Mattie was free at last. At last the door
locked, and the room she had longed for, feared, and longed for
again, engulphing her. Mattie took off her bonnet, opened noiselessly the window for the air which she felt she needed, and theu
dropped into a chair, and looked out at the dark sky, and the bright
stars that were shimmering up there, where all seemed peace!
The battle was not over, and Mattie was unconvinced still.
" Is it true ? " she asked again. " Is it ALL true ? "
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CHAPTER H I .
HALE THE

TEUTH.

MATTIE, as we are already aware, had found Mr. Wesden the sole
occupant of that house in Camberwell, whither the stationer had
retired from the stirring business of life. He was alone, duU and
dispirited; Harriet had gone to a thanksgiving festival at her
favourite church, and her father, whom night air affected now, was
left to read his newspaper, or to think of old times, as his incluxation
uiight suggest.
Harriet always offered to remain at home to keep her father company ; but old Wesdeu was not a selfish man; he offered no objection to
her departure; it would do her good, and be a change for her. I t
had long ago suggested itself to him that there was nothing like
change to keep Harriet well and all unpleasant thoughts away from
her; and U it were only the mUd excitement of religious change, it
was better than brooding at home over events which had passed and
left marks of their ravages.
Mr. Wesden brightened up at Mattie's visit; he had put away his
pipe, and nas sittuig with his feet on the fender and his hands on
his knees, thinking of his daughter and of the chance she had lost in
not marrying Maurice Hinchford, when Mattie intruded on his
reverie.
The old friends—friends who had quarrelled and made it up, and
become the best of friends again—sat down together and talked of
the past, of what a business that was in Suffolk Street once, slow,
aud sure, and money-gettiug. Mr. Wesden was inclined to talk
more in his old age, Mattie fancied, and when he drifted to the
usual subject with which all topics invariably ended—his daughter—
Mattie did not stop him.
She had come to fiud out the truth if possible—to make sure!
Next to Sidney Hinchford, stood Harriet Wesden in her regard;
she remembered aU that Harriet had been to her, aU that impulsiveness of action combined with steadiness of love, which had won
Mattie towards her in the early days, and was not likely to turn her
from her then.
But the truth had been hard to arrive a t ; Mr. Wesden spoke of
Harriet's new pursuits, of her indignation at Maurice Hinchford's
oft'er; he could teU her little more than Maurice Hinchford had done.
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save that there were times when his daughter seemed very dull and
thoughtful.
" P'raps it's the church, Mattie," he had said; " I wish you'd
come more often and talk to her, Uke—like you used."
" S h e does not think that I have neglected her—forgotten h e r ? "
" O h ! no."
" W h e n I meet her here she seems very different to me—almost
cold at times," said Mattie.
" Only her way, Mattie," explained the father, " she's very
different to all, now. She was more like herself aljfer Mr. Hincliford
caUed—Lor'! that roused her for a day or two beautifully. It Wei's
quite a treat to see her out of temper all the next day—floutiug
like!"
Mattie waited till half-past eight and then took her leave, thinking that she would go home by the church-way and meet Harriet.
But Harriet had gone round by the main thoroughfare, having a call
to make, and so the old companions missed each other.
Mattie scarcely knew what she should have said to Harriet on.
meeting her, save the usual commonplace remarks; she fancied
that she might have told her story of Sidney's proposal, and watched
the effect—might have looked her sternly in the face, and asked if it
were all true that Maurice Hinchford had asserted. It depended
upon cirtumstances what she would have confessed or asserted;
after all, did it matter what were Harriet Wesden's feelings, if Sidney
had ceased to love Harriet and turned to Mattie Gray ?
But Sidney was blind then, and his heart, ever full of gratitude,
had deceived him. Perhaps lie had read her secret by some means,
and taken pity on her. Pity!—and she had told him that she
scorned it! Well, true or false, right or wrong, she must wait a
few days longer—for better, for worse, there was no keeping that
truth back, unless it died with Sidney.
Mattie made the best of it, as usual. Hers was a mind of uncommon strength, although her slight figure and gentle face
suggested to an observer the very reverse of a " strong-minded
woman." The next day, she was the Mattie that deceived even her
father, who had been alarmed at her yesternight. She had got
over her headache, she said ; she could talk of business-matters, ami
of going to the warehouse for fresh stock, of the customers on " t h e
books," and of the customers—a few of them by the laws of
business—who were never likely to get oft' them. In the morning,
too, came an immense order, that staggered Mr. Gray—an order lor
stationery, pens, ink, and paper, &c., from Hinchford and Son,
bankers.
"They've given their relation a turn—I don't think Sid would
like it much," said Mr. Gray.
Mattie aft'ected an interest in these new customers, and Mr. Gray,
who admired large orders, though he was not a worldly man, trotteo

334

MATTIE : A STEAY.

about the shop and rubbed his hands. The first customer who
entered, and told him that it was a fine day, was assured that "Yes
it was. A fine order, a very fiue order indeed! "
Orders taken, deUvered, aud goods paid for; time making inroads
into the new week; people beginning to taUc of coming spring,
and of the cold weather breaking up for good; Mattie waiting for
the summons to Sidney Hinchford's side, and wondering why Dr.
Bario was so long; the hour in which to answer Sidney approaching, and she stiU unresolved as to what was best and just—for
others, as weU as ^ r herself!
The message came at last—by special messenger, and private cab;
a dashing Hansom, -with the Hinchford crest on the panel, dra^wn by
a thorough-bred mare, which brought out aU the horse-fanciers from
the livery stables at the corner to look at and admire.
ilattie opened Maurice Hinchford's hastUy written note.
" D E A E MISS GEAY," it ran, "we have resolved upon the
operation to-day. Sidney is prepared—calm and hopeful of the
result. I never knew a feUow with so Uttle fear in him. Bring
Miss Wesden if you think fit.
"Yours very truly,
" MAUEICE HINCHFOED."

Bring iliss AVesden! Mattie had never thought of that, and for
the ffrst time the woman's natural jealousy seized her. Take her
rival to his side, and let her comfort him, and she standing aloof and
unacknowledged !—why should she do that ? Thrust upon Sidney
Hinchford's thoughts at such a time the old love; let him see,
perhaps, Harriet Wesden's beauty aud her own plain face side by
side, the very instant that he stepped back, as it were, to his old
self!
Then came better thoughts—thoughts more true to this highminded stray of ours. It was light, or madness, or death; if it
were a faUure, and he should die, swiftly and suddenly—if tiU the
last he had deceived her, and his true nature were to assert itseU",
rind he express a wish—one last yearning -wish to see Harriet
AVesden—what could she say ?—in the future how that reproach of
not having done her best would cmsh her with remorse!
She was in the cab; she had made up her mind; there was to be
no longer any hesitation.
" Drive to Myer's Street, CamberweU."
The thorough-bred mare stepped out and cleared the roadway;
the shop and the Uttle excited man at its door were in the backgroxmd, and Mattie was being whirled along to Mr. Wesden's house.
In a very little while, Mattie was driven to the old friend's. Mr.
AVesden was gardening in his fore-court, or attemptmg somethuig of
the kind, with a little rake he had bought at a toy-shop; he dropped
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bis rake,, and stared over the private cab and its occupant at the
up-stairs' windows of the opposite residence.
"Mattie," he said, when she was at the gate, and had opened it
and entered before he had recovered his astonishment, " what's the
matter ? Who's cab is that ?—the stationery business won't stand
cabs, yet awhUe, I know."
" Where is Harriet ?—not out agaux ? "
"No, in the parlour—this way."
Mattie and Mr. Wesden entered the house. Harriet was in the
front parlour—the best room, which had been Mrs. Wesden's pride,
and a dream of the old lady's in business days, working busUy away
at a pair of crimson slippers, with large black crosses on the instep
—High Church slippers, every inch of them. Not slippers for a
simpering curate to receive anonymously, as a mark of esteem fronx
a fair unknown—Harriet was above that; but good colossal slippers,
for the gouty feet of her pastor and master, who could not wear
tight boots in the house, and had even been known to preach Ux
something easy.
Harriet, who had noted the arrival, was ready to receive Mattie.
She ran to her and kissed her. Harriet's first impulse was a kind
aud loving oue, whenever she met Mattie first; only as the interview lengthened, did her doubts—if they could be called doubts—
step in and range themselves formally beside her, and render her
almost reserved. The kiss with which they parted, always savoured
more of the new Harriet, than of the the bright-faced beauty whom
Sidney had on^e loved, Mattie thought.
"Harriet, I want you to come with me, if you wiU," said
Mattie.
" I am rather busy just now, Mattie," said Harriet; " where do
you wish to take me ? "
"To see Sidney Hinchford," was the calm reply.
" To see whom ! " ejaculated Harriet.
Before Mattie could explain, Harriet added—
" What object can you have in taking me to him ?—in coming Ux
this strange hurried manner for me ? Has he sent you ?"
"No "
" He has no wish that I should be near him, I am sure. This is
eccentric and foolish—what do you mean by it ? "
Harriet's haughty gesture would have done more credit to royal
blood than to old Wesden's.
Mattie caught her by the vvrist, so that Harriet should not escape
her, or hide any sign of emotion which she might wish to conceal
when all was known.
" You must come ! There is no excuse. In a few hours Sidney
Hinchford may be dead 1"
Did the change upon that face tell aU, or was it the natural resxdt
of such news as Mattie had hissed forth ?
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" Dead!—dead, did you say ? " asked Harriet hastUy.
" I did not tell your father a few nights ago that Sidney had left
xxs—I reserved the news for you, aud then missed you going home.
He is in the hands of clever and scientific men, who hope to cure
him of his blindness."
"Yes—go on."
'• But there is a chance of failure, which Sidney risks, and thinks
perhaps, too lightly of. That failure wiU not subject him to his old
estate, but drive him mad, or kill him."
"And you have let him risk his life—you!"
Away went the ecclesiastical slippers to the other end of the
room; some wool got entangled in her hands, aud she snapped it
impatiently in two in preference to unwinding it; she turned to
-Mattie, full of reproach, fear, and indignation. Yes, the love was
l.ving still! Mattie might have known long ago that it had never died
away, and that to keep it in subjection had been the task which
Harriet had set herself, aud failed in.
" They wiU murder him!—you have let them take him away to
work their dangerous experiments upon, aud you will have to answer
for this ! "
" Sidney was resolved—his cousux wished it—I had no power to
stop it."
" Mattie, he loves you. He would have done as you wished."
" Who says he loves me ? " asked Mattie. " 1 have never uttered
a word to give you that belief, Harriet—have I ? "
" No—but
"
" 1 don't own it now—1 say nothing, but ask you to come with
me. If I loved him, or mistrusted you, should I be here ? "
" W h a t am I to d o ? " asked the bewildered Harriet. " O h ! teU
me, what can I do ? "
" Maurice Hinchford thinks it possible—I think it possible—that
Sidney may wish to speak to you before or afterwards. We may
retire and see him not, or we may face him. If it should end as we
all pray not, and hope not, you, at least, must not be a w a y ! "
" No, no!—1 would not be away from hun for aU the world,"
cried Harriet. " I wUl go with you at once."
She darted out of the room, and Mr. Wesden seemed to take her
place as U by magic before Mattie.
" W h a t ' s it aU mean, my g i r l ? "
Mattie had to struggle with many conflicting emotions, and sober
down sufficiently to relate the nature of her visit. Before she had
half finished her statement, Harriet was with them again.
" Let us go at once, Mattie!—father will hear aU when I return."
She almost dragged Mattie from the room ; they were both in the
cab, and rattling away from CamberweU, before Mr. AVesden fully
comprehended that they had left him.
"Mattie, it is kind of you to think of me at this time," said
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Harriet. "You have read me more truly than I have read myself.
I am a wicked and unjust woman."
" No, that's not true."
" I have had wicked thoughts of you—you that I have known so
long, and should have estimated so truly, knowing what you have
ever been to me. But, oh! Mattie, I have been so wretched and
unhappy, that you will forgive me ? "
" Don't say any more, please."
Harriet looked askance at the pale face beside her—the eyes were
half closed and the thin Ups compressed.
" Do you feel iU ? "
" No—the excitement of all this may have been a little too much
for me—we will not talk of ourselves just now. Time enough for
your confession, and for mine, when we return."
"How shall we return?—with what hopes or fears of him?
What made his cousin and you think of me being near him. Did he'
wish it ?"
" I don't know."
" Has he thought of me all this while ?—loved me despite all ?
Oh! U that were true, Mattie."
" If it were true, Harriet—what a difference ! "
" And now perhaps to die, and I never to know his real thoughts
of me. Well, I should die too—I'm sure of that now! "
" Harriet, you can trust liie again ? "
" Yes, with all my heart."
" Patience, then—we will say no more untU we are sure that the
truth faces us."
They were silent for the remainder of the way; people who passed
on the footpath, and glanced towards the occupants of that private
cab, wondered at the two pale, grave-faced women sitting side by
side thcreUi.
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CHAPTER IV
ALL

THE

TEUTH.

THE house wherein Sidney was waiting for the best or worst, was
situated hi Baysxvater. A house that had been taken at Maurice's
expense, and by Dr. Bario's suggestion. The Italian doctor was a
man with a love of effect—one of those stagey beings whom we
meet occasionaUy in England, and more often on the Continent.
He was fond of mystery; it enhanced the surprise, and gained him
popularity. He was a clever mau, but he was also a vain one.
His style of practice he kept to himself; whether his cures were
effected by the common methods of treatment, or by methods of his
own, were hard to arrive at; he bound his patients and IUs patients'
friends to secrecy; some of his English medical contemporaries
caUed him a quack, others a madman—a few, just a few, to leaven
the mass, thought that there icas something in him. Abroad
he was at the top of the tree and sought after—matter-of-fact
England not being able to make lum out, eyed him suspiciously.
Mattie and Harriet were ushered into a well-furnished room on
the first floor, where Maurice Hinchford awaited them. He went
towards them at once, aud shook hands with them—even with
Harriet Wesden, who had faced him with such stern words dui-ing
their last interview. There was a common cause that bound all
three together, and the past was forgotten.
" We are in time r " asked Mattie.
" Plenty of time, thank you."
" Where is Sidney ? "
" In the room beyond there, where the curtain hangs before the
door."
" Have you told him that ice are here ? " asked Mattie.
" Yes, he is very anxious to speak with you both before he is left
in Dr. Bario's hands."
"You are hopeful of good results ? " asked Harriet.
" Yes—very hopeful—are not you ? " he asked curiously.
" No—I fear the worst."
" You have not considered the matter. Miss Wesden—this has
come upon you with the shock of a surprise, and hence the feeUng
that distresses you. But 1 say he shaU get better—we have aU determined {'6 make an ettfl-aordiuary case of him."
"Hush, Sir!—he is in God's hands, not yours," said Harriet.
" I beg pardon—of course."
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Maurice withdrew, a little downcast at Harriet's reproof; he had
assumed an over-cheerful afr to set them at thefr ease, and they had
not understood him. They fancied that he was not anxious, when he
felt aU a brother's suspense. He had been with Sidney day and
night; he had studied Sid's wishes, sought to keep him cheerful,
read to him, had wound himself into Sid's heart, and by the act
enlarged his own and purified it. The cousins understood each other;
aU the past had been atoned for now; there was no element of
bitterness in the forgiveness which Maurice had sought and Sidney
granted.
Maurice was caUed away, and presently returned with the Italian
doctor, to whom he introduced Miss Wesden.
" AA'hat is there to fear. Sir ? " was Harriet's ffrst question.
She had heard aU from Mattie, but was not satisfied untU aU had
been told her again from the doctor's lips. He stUl spoke of the
chances for and against success.
Presently, and before he had concluded, Mr. Geoffry Hinchford
was ushered into the room and introduced to the ladies there.
After a bow of the old-fashioned school he said—
"This young lady," UxdicatUxg Mattie, " I have had the pleasure
of seeing before. Some years ago, when she thought I had a design
to rob a shop in Suffolk Street. Am I right,.Miss Gray ? "
He spoke iu jest, but Mattie responded gravely enough. It was
no tmie for jestUig, and she thought that Mr. Geoffry Hinchford's
remarks were strangely mat-apropos. His manner changed, when he
faced Doctor Bario in his turn.
" You must cure this patient. Sir, and name your own terms. My
son and I wUl chance your breaking the bank."
" You are good—very," said the pleased doctor, " and I am much
obliged."
" VA'e shall have him at his old post, I hope, ladies," said he,
veering round to the fair sex again. " A banking-house is his proper
sphere—he wiU rise to greatness with a fair chance. I do not know
any man who deserves greatness better—a true man of business—
what a contrast to his poor father!"
Maurice had withdrawn, and now returned again.
"He is ready to see the ladies now; keep him up, please, and
speak cheerfuUy of the futm-e—that's right, doctor, I believe ? "
" Quite right."
"One at a time. Mattie, he wUl see you first, he says."
Mattie's heart leaped anew at this; she passed beneath the curtain
which Maurice Hmehford held above her head, and went through
the door to a large room where Sidney was awaiting her. The sun
was shining through the windows upon him—a pale, calm figure,
sitting there.
" Mattie," he said.
" Yes—I have come."
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The door opened again, and Doctor Bario entered, taking up a
position where he could watch his patient's face. There must be
nothing calculated to excite his patient now.
Sidney shook hands with Mattie, saying—
" It has come at last—and we shaU know the worst or the best in
a few minutes."
" You are not nervous of the result ?—your pulse beats calmly,
Sidney."
" 1 have steeled my nerves to it—I shall not shrink, and I am
hopeful."
" Miss Wesden is here."
" You fetched her hither, Maurice teUs me," he answered. " You
are not a jealous woman, Mattie."
" Have 1 a right to be jealous yet, before my mind is made up ? "
she answered, lightly.
" The month draws on apace—I am looking forward to the
future."
" Time," said Doctor Bario, and Mattie withdrew, after a sUent
pressure of hands, given and returned. Mattie went towards the
doctor instead of the door.
" These mterviews must tend to excite him—his pxUse is less
regular than it was. Sir."
" I am sorry for it," said Bario, coolly, " but he will have his way
—he is one man impetuous in that. He tliUiks it is better, iu case
of anything ! "
Mattie backed from him in horror; did Sid fear the result of the
experiment himself now ? Harriet was waiting anxiously for her
return.
" Be careful," whispered Mattie, as she passed in, and Mattie
foUowed her with her wistful eyes. They were a long whUe together,
she thought; longer than was necessary, or Doctor Bario should
have aUowed. AV hat had Harriet AA'esden to say to him ?—what
would she say in moments Uke those ?
The curtain xvas drawn back, and Harriet, with flushed cheeks,
and tearful eyes, came rapidly towards Mattie.
" AAliat have you said to him ? " asked Mattie, almost fiercely.
" What 1 would have said to him had he been dying—as he wUl
die, oh! as he wiU die, 1 am sure of it."
" I pray God not," ejaculated Mattie.
" I asked him if he bad forgiven me—if he would believe that
when he gave me up I loved him with my whole heart, and looked
for no happiness without him ? "
" You told him that!—you dared to teU him that at such a
time! "
" Leonid not have told him at any other, and he was about to be
sacrificed by his own will and these mad relations, who have persuaded him to this ! He wiU die, I am sure of it! "
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" Don't say it again—1 must hope, Harriet, aud you drive me mad
by this excitabUity. AVhat have you done ? "
"Strengthened his courage—been rewarded by the ' God bless
you, H a r r i e t ! ' which escaped him."
" Did he say no more ? "
" Nothing but ' Too late ! ' In his heart he must feel that he will
d'le, or he would not have said that! Oh ! those awful words, which
will ring in our ears aud be our torment when this is over. Mattie,
I must stop it! "
Mattie held the excited girl in her own strong arms, and backed
her to a greater distance from the door of the room where Sidney
was ; at the same moment the banker returned from his fugitive
interview with his nephew, and stood at the window taking snuff by
wholesale. A confusion seemed to suddenly pervade the scene ; an
assistant, then another entered, and passed into Sidney's room ; a
third assistant ushered across the room wherein they waited a
physician, with whom Mr. Geoft'ry Hinchford shook hands, and took
snuft' for an instant. Maurice looked through the curtain for an
instant, held up his hand, and then withdrew again. The instant
afterwards the door was locked on the inner side, and a sUence as of
death settled upon the three watchers without.
All was stUl; the thick walls and the closed doors deadened every
sound. Once and only once Dr. Bario's voice giving some orders
startled the banker and the two girls cowering at the extremity of
the room.
" H o w stiU ! " whispered Harriet at last, and Mattie bade her be
silent. Mattie was Usteniug with strained ears for sounds from
within, and the fear that had beset Harriet settled at last upon herself and unnerved her. How long would it be now, each thought
and wondered—minutes, hours, or what ?
" This waiting is very awful," said Mr. Geoffry Hinchford, sudde'nly, and Mattie bade him hush also in au angry tone that made him
jump again.
Suddenly the door was unlocked, and the three started up with
clenched hands and suspended breath. Two of the assistants came
forth hurriedly, and weut out of the room. To the eager questions
that were put to them they answered something in ItaUan, and
balked the longing of their questioners. Then Maurice appeared,
and cried,
" Success !—success ! A statue iu gold for Dr. Bario! The
"
"Hinchford," called the doctor from within, "come back—he
calls you."
" N o , not me," said Maurice, whose ears caught the English
accent more perfectly, " he calls Harriet—may she come ? "
" Yes, for an instant—quick ! "
Harriet darted across the room with a suppressed cry; the old
fear had seized her again.
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" He is dymg!—I knew it! "
" No, no, he will Uve for you ! " cried Mattie, wringing her hands
together; " go to him ! "
Harriet passed into the room, and recoUed for an instant at the
utter darkness and blackness of the place she had left so Ught.
Maurice put his hands upon her WTist, and drew her forwards. Dr.
Bario's voice arrested him.
" He has fainted—take her out again. He must speak to no one
any more to-day."
" But he will die!—oh! Sfr, wiU he not die ?" cried Harriet.
"He wiU Uve; he wiU be as well in three weeks as ever—please
withdraw."
Harriet and Maurice Hiuchford came back together.
"There is no use in waiting," Maurice said, "the result is as successful as I anticipated. Let me recommend you to return home at
once. Miss AA'esden. Miss Gray wUl accompany you, I am sure."
" Mattie, wUl you come with me ? " asked Harriet, faintly.
Mattie moved Uke an automaton towards her, and the two went
out together arm-in-arm, down the broad staircase to the hall, from
the hall to the street, where Maurice's cab stUl waited for them.
" 1 am faint and iU, Mattie," said Harriet, sinking back.
"WiU you rest a while?"
" No—let us get home at once. How coldly and quietly you take
this news, Mattie! " she said, looking intently at her; " ah! if you
had only loved him Uke me all your Ufe ! "
• " If 1 had!" murmured Mattie, " this would have broken my
heart!"
" Hearts don't break with joy, Mattie, or I shoxdd not see another
morning."
" No. You are right—not with joy ! "
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CHAPTER V
STEUGGLING.

HAD Harriet Wesden been less disturbed by aU the trials of the
day, she might have wondered more at Mattie's manuei', and have
guessed more shrewdly at the truth. But she had suspected
unjustly; and feeling now that Sidney loved her, and had always
loved her, there were dissipated for ever all bitter mejuories. It
was Mattie's turn to change, but Harriet did notice it at that time;
Mattie had become distant, grave; in the first shock of the real
truth—though Mattie had seen it advancing, and thought herself
prepared to meet it—it was impossible to smUe and feel content.
Harriet was anxious that the old friend should stay xrith her in
Camberwell for a whUe, but Mattie was firm in her refusal.
" I must get home—I am very weary! " she murmured.
So they had parted, and Mattie had retumed home to offer the
great news concerning Sidney, and then escape to her room and be
seen no more that night. What happened on that night—what
resolves, what struggles, we need not dwell on liei'e; she was one
who had been injured—the best of women come in for the greatesi;
injuries at times—and it was not a night's thought or struggle which
could set her right. She was a heroine, but she 'vvas a woman—and
women brood on matters which affect the heart for a long, long time
after we have been deceived by their looks.
Mattie did not blame Sidney; she saw how far he had been led to
deceive himself, and how far pity and gratitude had betrayed him;
she knew that he considered himself bound to her still, and that
only her word could release him fronx his. She felt that he was
miserable like herself, aud she fretted impatiently for the day when
she could let him go free to his sphere, and to the only woman
whom he had loved.
But the change had not been good for her; she was not resigned
yet; her heart was in rebellion. Life before her seemed a dreary
vista—a blankness on which no light could shine; ever in the world
ahead, she traced her figure plodding onwards without a motive in
life, or a hope that had not beeu lost in it—from first to last, only in
various disguises, and on different roads, ever the Stray !
Was she better off now than in the old, old days when she walked
the London streets bare-footed, and sang or begged for bread—even
stole for it once or twice ? No one had loved her then, or taken
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heed of her; a few had pitied her at that time, as they nxight pity
her in this, if she were weak enough to tell her story to them. Her
father would pity her, but did he love her, she thought gloomily ?
She was not inclined to do him justice in that dark estate of hers;
he had never wholly understood her; she had become a necessity to
his existence, and he was grateful for it, as Sidney had been grateful
—nothing more! Yes, she stood alone—for the love and generous
hearts around her womanhood, she might be on a mountain top,
with the cold, unsympathetic wUids freezing her as she lingered
there. Almost with regret she looked back at the past, and
wondered if it had been well to save her from the dangers that
surrounded her; she might have fought against them, and grown up
more ignorant perhaps, but more loved. In a dift'erent sphere she
would have made different friends, and known nothing of this genteel
Ufe, where there had been no happiness, and much trouble and
reraorse!
Hence, by noting Mattie's thoughts, we arrive at the conclusion
that this was Mattie's darkest hour; that a change had befaUen her
which time might remedy, or might harden within her to a wrong—it
depended upon the forces brought to bear upon her, and her own
heart's strength.
She had heard nothmg of Sidney since the experiment in a direct
manner. Maurice had met her father in the streets, and informed
him that all was progressing weU, and Sidney was gaining ground
rapidly—that had been "information enough for the Grays," Mattie
thought, a Uttle bitterly; there was no occasion for further visits to
out-of-the-way districts, now the banker's son could exult over the
result of his scheming! From Harriet no news had reached her,
and Mattie had not saUied forth in search of her. The day on which
Mattie was to have made up her mind and answered Sidney came
and went without anyone taking heed of it. AA^hen xvould the sign
come that he remembered her ?—what would he do and say when
he was weU again ?—what would he think of her ?
Mr. Gray did not observe any particular change in his daughter;
she •was graver and more thoughtful, but he attributed that to her
concern for Sidney's recovery. Once he was about to speak of
Sidney's proposal to Mattie, and was asked almost imploringly to
say no more; but he was not alarmed. Mattie was nervous stUl,
and had not recovered the shock yet. She was his dutiful daughter
whom he loved, and though her grave face did not become her years,
stiU it •was tbe face of a girl who took things studiously and
revereutly, and he was proud of it. Serious people suited Mr. Gray;
his daughter was becoming every day more worthy of him, thauk
God I
"
_
StUl there was one watcher on whom Mattie had not reckoned—a
watcher who knew aU the story, and guessed more thau Mattie
could have wished—to whom every change in Mattie was a thing of
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moment, which affected her. This humble agent, who had watched
thus, since the time Mattie was a child, had some inkluig of the
truth—hearts that have but one idol are sensitive enough. Through
the stolidity, the iuflexibility of Mattie, Ann Packet read the despair,
£uxd cliarged it with her honest force.
One night, when Mattie thought that the house was quiet for
good—meaning by that, that her father aud Ann Packet were in
their rooms, and asleep—she was sitting by her Uttle toilet table,
dwelling upon a hundred associations, that all verged to one
common centre, when a tapping on the panels of her door startled
her.
" Who's there ? " she asked. " Is that you, Ann ? "
"Yes—let me iu."
She demanded it as a right, rather than as a favour, but Mattie
admitted her without opposition. Ann Packet entered with her
cap awry—hanging, iu fact, by strange filaments, to her back comb
—and she placed herself Ux front of Mattie, with her arms akimbo,
quite defiantly.
" Now what's the matter with you?"
" Have I complained?—Is there Ukely to be anything the matter,
Ann?"
" Yes, there is. And you'll just teU me, please, what is it ? "
" Ann, you forget yourself."
" No, it's you who is forgetting yourself, and me, and all you had a
liking and a love for wunst. It's you as has altered so dreffnUy, that
I can only think of one thing to make you different."
" D o n ' t tell me!—don't tell me ! " Mattie entreated.
Ann Packet took no heed.
" I t ' s him!" she whispered.
Mattie did not answer; she went back to her seat by the toUet
table, and turned her head away from the one faithful to her to the
last. She was vexed that she had not kept her secret closer, and
deceived them alt!
" It's no good telling me it ain't him, Mattie—cos it is! " Ann
Packet said, after following Mattie to the table, and taking another
chair facing her ; " there's nothing else—there can't be nothing else,
girl. Well, I wouldn't grieve because his sight's come back—that's
not r i g h t ! "
" Do you think I grieve for that ? " cried Mattie, fired into
defence; " oh ! Ann, how can you ever think so badly of me ! "
"Then you're afraid that he won't like yon any m o r e ? "
" H o w do you know he ever Uked me or said he d i d ? "
" I — 1 guessed as much."
Ann Packet we know possessed a secret as weU as Mattie.
" You guessed wrongly."
" 1 guessed what you did, Mattie—there!"
" I am not always in the right, A n n " was the hard answer; " I
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am a fooUsh woman, ever ready to drop into the snare of a few fine
•words!"
Ann scarcely understood her; but she went on resolutely—
" You think he's tired of you—that it won't come right now.
Why not?"
"Nothing can come right out of nothing," said Mattie, passionately, and not too clearly; " I can't be worried like this, Ann.
I have nothing to tell you; I anx what I have always been. If there
be a difference, it is ordy that I am gettUxg older, and more world-worn.
Won't you beUeve me ? "
"No, I won't. I think I know you weU enough by this time,
and aren't to be done by any reason short of what's a true un. Oh!
Mattie gal, you're not happy; you, who have done so much for
happiness to tother people—and this shan't be, if I can help it!
You and Mr. Hinchford must get married; and U there's been a
quarrel, that'll mend it."
"Mr. Hinchford and I wiU never marry, Aun."
" You mean it ? "
"Yes."
" I don't see why," said Anu, reflectively.
" Mr. HUxchford wUl marry Harriet Wesden—they are old lovers
and true ones."
Ann Packet looked fixedly for a whUe at Mattie, and then burst

forth:

" Let him! Pr'aps he's fitter for her than you, if he's weakminded and babyish, and can't tell what's best for him. Let him
pack up his traps and go—you can do without him." Ann Packet,
carried away by the feeUngs of the moment, went on, in a higher
key, "You're too good for him and the Ukes of him, and ain't
agoing beggmg because a pink-faced gal is set afore ye. You're
young yet. You've people to love you and take care on you—you
shan't be lonely, and you shaU get over all your disappointments
and be as happy as the day is long. It isn't for you, Mattie, to fret
yourself to death because a Uttle trouble's come, and you cau't
shake it off yet—you'll show 'em that you've never been a fretting,
and that you've got a consolation yet, that their goings on can't take
away!"
" AVeU, Ann, where would be your consolation ? " asked
Mattie.
"AA'here you taught me to find it, big words and aU—where
you wiU never lose it, Mattie, good as you've growed."
There was something touching in the manner witlx which Ann
Packet snatched from the toilet-table the Uttle Bible that always
had a place there, and laid it suddenly in Mattie's lap. Mattie
shivered, even cowered somewhat at the demonstration; it had been
unexpected at that interview, and for the first time iu her life Aun
Packet took the vantage ground, and Mattie looked up to her.
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"When you turned good, Mattie," said Ann, "you turned to that
—you read it to me, and tried to make me read it, teUing me that
there was comfort to be found there for my loneliness. / found it—
so will you child. You can't miss what you found me! "
" It does not follow," murmured Mattie.
" Yes it docs," said Ann,. who would not abate one jot of her
assertions; "with you, who ain't like tother people, and who never
was. You liked tother people better than yourself, and so got posed
upon—but you're all the better for it—lor bless you!—you'll see
that in there. And, Mattie, there's your father and me, stUl—we
shan't drop away from you. The likes of me," she added, after a
Uttle more reflection, " isn't much to brag on, but you'll find me
aUus true—that's something."
"Everything!"
" You ain't like me, with uo one to look to—with no one but you
in all the world that would do me a good turn if 1 wished it ever so.
With you there isn't one but'd go anywhere to help you, knowing
what a contented soxd you are. And when it comes to you, alius so
cheerful, getting mopish—you, who finds somethin' good in things
that others fret at, and makes us warm and comfurble instead o'
shivering with fright—why, it's sixes and sevens all a topsy turvy
anyhow, and no one to look up to nowhere ! "
" I must come back to my old self, if I have wandered from it so
much that your honest heart is touched by the change, Ann," said
Mattie. " Perhaps I have been gloomy without a cause—perhaps
you are right and I am wrong—though I don't confess to aU your
implications, mind—and from you 1 can bear to hear my lesson
better than from others at tins time. Ann, I'm not going to break
my heart."
" God bless you ! I knew that."
" I ' m going to be just my old self again—nothing more. Not
quite that suddenly, but finding my way back, as it were. There,
you'U leave me now—to think."
" Only to think ?" said Ann, with a wistfxd look at the holy
volume in her lap; " it's too much thinking that has done this
harm."
" To think what is best, Ann," said Mattie, rising, " and faiUng
that, to pray for it; there, leave me now. Don't fear for me ever
again."
" And I have not done wrong in talking of all this—you were
angry when 1 first comed in, Mattie ? "
" I am glad that you came now—1 must have been aging very
rapidly to have alarmed one who always had such trust in me. It's
all over now ! "
When Aun Packet had withdrawn, Mattie clasped her hands
together and cried again, " It's all over ! " as though for ever some
hope had been dismissed rather than some fear. Hopes and fears
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had perhaps gone down the stream of tune together, and it was
impossible to arrest the sighs for the fair blossoms which had been
once. But she was stronger from that day; Mattie was not likely
to harden, and it had only needed one warm-hearted counsellor to
turn her from the wrong path she was pursumg. The right
counsellor had come—a humble messenger, but a true one; one to
whom Mattie could listen without shame.
" I was never fit for hira—in this new estate, I might have
brought hira shame rather than happiness—and it was his happiness
I tried for, not my own! "
She sank down on her knees and prayed as honest Ann had
wished. But she did not pray for the best to happen as she had
promised. She knew what was best for her and others—so far as it
is possible to know that—and she asked for strength to do her
best.

CHAPTER VI.
SIGNS

OF

CHANGE.

M E . GEAY, though he had not remarked any change that was prejudicial to his daughter Mattie, was quick enough to detect the new
diff'erence in her manner. He knew then that she had not been
" her old self," as Ann Packet had termed it, by the old manner
which was now substituted. She was more gentle, less distracted,
kinder in her way altogether, more thoughtful of what his requirements consisted, and which was the best way to expedite them. If
she smiled with an effort stUl, that he did not remark; he felt the
benefit of the change and was content with it; he knew no reason
why there should be any effort in her looks.
He expected to hear all on the first day that Mattie had received
good news of Sidney Hinchford; that he was quite well, perhaps,
and coming back to his old home for a while—coming back to settle
that engagement. He did not suggest the name, however; he waited
for suggestions. Mattie had shown that she was tenacious on that
question of engagement, and far from disposed to state her ultimate
intentions. He could afford to wait, knowing that aU was weU!
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In the evenuxg, his forbearance was rewarded by Mattie speaking
of Sidney. She knew that to hold that name for ever in the background was unnatural. She was anxious to keep it a well-known
name, and not shrink at an aUusion to it, as though she feared to
think of Sid, or would consign him for ever to oblivion.
" It's almost time we heard how Sidney was, father," she said.
"Ah ! it is. His cousin said that we should see him very
shortly."
" It depends upon the doctor, I suppose," said Mattie; " he has
promised to obey Doctor Bario implicitly."
" That's the reason, doubtless," said Mr. Gray ; " well, I shall be
glad to hear from him; a long silence between friends is always unsatisfactory, and often leads to unsatisfactory results. We shall hear
from him very shortly, I feel certain. That young mau, his cousin,
might have called; 1 have much to tell him about his future course
in Ufe, if he will only listen to me. I mark progress Ux him, and he
must not falter in the narrow way."
Mattie thought that Maurice Hinchford might have called more
frequently if it had not been for the good advice that lay iu wait for
him, but she did not tell her father so. Her father meant weU, and
she seldom attacked his " best Uxtentions." He was a man who had
done much good—chiefiy Ux a darker sphere than his own, where
hard words are wanted for hard hearts—and she respected his
opinions. She had not understood him very quickly—such men are
always hard to understand—but she knew his genuineness, and it
was not difficult to love him.
" What should I have done without him in this strait ? " she often
thought; and for his presence there—showing that there was some
one to love, and some one who loved her—she was deeply grateful.
" Every day I expect visitors now," continued Mr. Gray, " and
thiixk it very singular that no one calls. You wiU be glad to see
Sidney, Mattie ? "
"Very glad."
That same evening a letter arrived for Mr. Gray, informing him
that the elders of his chapel would be very glad to see him ou the
following afternoon—a letter that turned the subject of discourse for
that day, and took Mr. Gray away upon the next. During his
absence'the visitor arrived.
Mattie was in the shop, when Maurice Hinchford entered, walked
at once to his high chair, and assumed his customary position there.
ReraemberUig what had happened since then, Mattie winced somewhat.
" Good afternoon. Miss Gray," he said, shaking hands with her.
" Given up for lost, and considered the most ungrateful of human
kind, 1 am sure ?"
"No, Sir."
" To tell you the truth, we have had a bother with that cousin of
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mine. He's so horribly obstinate, we don't exactly know what to
do with him."
" He's no worse ? " asked Mattie, eagerly.
"Worse!—he's so much better that we cannot keep him quiet.
We locked him up a week Ui the dark, and then gave hira light Ux
homoeopathic doses—globules of Ught, in fact—and so brought him
round to a natural state of things. He is told to be cautious, and
we catch him writing a letter to you, and we foU the attempt, and
get sauced at for our pains. Then he wants to come back here
directly, on business, he says ; and we take hira nolens volens to RedHiU, and lock hira up in our rooras there, with my sisters to see
after him during our absence, and at length he is pacified a bit, and
resigned to country air."
" Have you come at his request, Sfr ?" asked Mattie.
" Yes. I promised faithfully to call to-day, and assure you that
he is nearly well, and wUl shortly surprise you by a visit. He is
very, very anxious to see old friends. That's my commission; and
now, jNliss Gray, about this conspiracy of ours—will it succeed ? "
Mattie drew a long breath, and then prepared herself. She knew
where his interest lay, and how unconscious he was whither her
thoughts had drifted once, but she was prepared to meet all now.
It was for every one's content, save hers. Only herself shut out from
the general rejoicing in the cold ante-room wherein no warmth could
steal!
" It will succeed, I think—I hope."
" Yes, but how are we to begin ? "
" Harriet Wesden and Sidney must meet and explain aU that they
have thought concernuxg each other—that's aU."
" Ah ! that's aU! Quite enough, considering how difficult it is to
bring them together. Difficult, but not impossible. Miss Gray; we
shaU skim round to the proper method Ui due course. Harriet
Wesden's appearance roused him, did it not ? "
" I think so. Has—has he ever spoken of it since ? "
" A very Uttle—he's plaguey quiet on matters in that quarter. He
was very anxious to know what he said when he saw her, what she
said, and you said; and after he had got all that he wanted, you
might as weU have tried to elicit confidence from an oyster. I try
every day to bring the topic round, but he dances away from it, or
curtly tells me to shut up. And now, may I ask a question ? "
" If you wiU," said Mattie, a Uttle nervously.
"What does Miss Wesden think?—you have seen her very
frequently since the meeting at Doctor Bario's ? "
" On the contrary, I have not seen her at aU."
" Miss Gray ! Miss Gray ! " he said, reproachfuUy, " you are not
working heart and soul with me ! Here are two human beings who
love each other, and wUl never be happy without each other, and we
are letting time go by and harden them."
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" I thought that Miss Wesden woxdd have called here, and that
we might have proceeded on our plan with less formaUty. But if she
do not come shortly, I must visit her."
"Thauk you—^just sound her, if you can. She's a. girl that wiU
not be ashamed to own what impression the meeting with Sidney
has made upon her; and after that we'll set to work in earnest."
" I wiU write to her this evenius, asking her to spend an hour with
me."
" Ah! that's a good plan—looks better than caUing. Now I wUl
just tell you how we might manage to bring Sidney and ner together
—you're uot busy ? "
" No."
" Nor I. I have given myself the whole day to mature this plan,
and if you consider it feasible, why we wUl carry it out, and chance
the denouement."
He tUted his chafr on to its front legs, and leaned across the
counter to more closely impress Mattie with his logic ; at the same
instant the door opened, and Mr. Gray entered and gave hira good
day.
" Pleased to see you, Mr. Hinchford; you bring good news, I
hope, of my absent partner ? "
" The best of news. Sir," answered Maurice; " your daughter
will tell you how weU he is progressing, and whither we have taken
him. You are at home for the day, I suppose. Sir ? "
"Yes—will you step into the parlour, and take a qxUet cup of tea
with us ? We shall be proud of your company, and I shaU be glad to
have a Uttle talk with you afterwards."
" Thank you, I have not dined yet, and—and I am very much
pressed for time to-day, or nothing would have given me greater
pleasure. Some other tirae, I hope, I shaU be more fortxmate.
Please excuse this hasty visit, but business must be attended to.—
Good-bye, Sir—good-bye, iliss Gray—how late it is, to be sure ! "
And backing and bowing politely, Maurice Hinchford reached the
shop-door, darted through it, and dashed away from his tormentor.
" That young man is always in a terrible hurry," said Mr. Gray;
" a good man of business, with a knowledge of the value of time, I
daresay. StiU he should not give up serious thoughts for thoughts
of money-making entirely. I hope to find him more at his leisure
shortly.''
But Mr. Gray never did. Maurice Hinchford reformed, but it was
after his own method, not Mr. Gray's; and being a fair repentance,
we need not cavil at it. He was ever truly sorry for that past, and
all the wrong that he had done in it; he sobered down, feU iu love
once more, and in " real earnest; " married well, and made the best
of husbands and fathers. The reader, who wUl meet with him no
more on this little stage, whereon our charaK?ters are preparing to
make thefr ffiial bows, wiU I trust be glad to hear of Maurice Hinch-
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ford's better Ufe, and to forgive him aU his past iniquities. He has
been the viUain of our story ; bad enough tor real ine, but in these
latter days scarcely villain enough tor tne pagjs of a uovtl. Let us
take him for what he is worth, aiid so diS.ii.ss iiim from our pages.
Father and daughter weut into the parlour.
" Now let us hear aU about Sidney," Mr. Gray said in the first
place.
Mattie told him all that she knew, and he Ustened, rubbed his
hands one over the other compkcently, aud e.'vulted, Uke a good man
as he was, over the weU-doing of others. He indulged iu a short
prayer also for aU the goodness aud raeicies vouchcaied to Sidney;
and Mattie, who had never become reconciled to these sudden
and spasmodic prayers, yet jomed in this one with aU her
heart.
"Now," said he, suddenly assuming his everyday briskness, "for
my news. But in the first place, don't excite yoarseif, Mattie—because it ends in nothing."
" Indeed! "
" 1 am not fond of exciting situations, and therefore I begin with
the end, in order that I may not be excited myseU". The end is,
that I decUned their oft'er, Mattie."
" What ofi'er ?"
" We'U come to that next. They wanted to see me at the chapel
—there's a great scheme a-foot for a further extension of the missionary project; they want a very energetic man for Africa—^just
such a man as I am," he added, with that old naive conceit wnich
set weU aud conveniently upon him, because he spolce the truth after
aU; "and they've altered thefr opinion of that other mau, who, if
you reraeraber, stepped into my shoes some time ago."
" Yes, I remember."
" But they were too late—I told them so. I said that though my
daughter was about to marry and have a home of her own, yet 1 had
learned to love her so dearly that 1 did not care, in my old age, as it
wiU be presently, to begin lU'e afresh without her. 1 thought that I
could do my Master's service here as elsewhere, and that 1 would
rather give up that good chance than give up you, and go away for
ever."
" For ever !—why ? "
" I xvas to settle down at the Cape—minister at a chapel there
that wiU be completed before the next vessel arrives—and 1 felt too
weak of purpose. Heaven forgive me, to leave you altogether."
" And you declined ? "
" Yes, firmly and decisively. Perhaps it was wrong."
"Go back, then, at once—don't lose a moment, lest they should
think of another man whom they can put in your place ! "
" What!—what!—what! " he cried, jealously, " you wish to get
rid of me like that ? "
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"No—to go with you—share your Ufe and labours there—be
happy with you! "
" Mattie !—what does this mean ? "
He held her at arm's length, and looked into her tear-dimmed
eyes; he read the truth at last there, and, though unable to account
for it, he folded his stricken daughter to his heart, and even wept
with her. A man who had known little of earth's romance, or of
the tenderness of life, and yet who understood it, now it was face to
face with him, and could appreciate the loneliness of her whose life
had become linked with his own.
" So," he said, at last, " you do not—you do not love Sidney well
enough to become his wife ? "
" Yes, I do. I love hira too well ever to make him unhappy by
becoming so, and standing between him and one he loves so much
better than me. Some day I wiU teU you the whole story—explain
it more minutely—you wiU spare me now, and keep my secret
ever ? "
" Ever," he responded.
" He will never kuow how 1 have loved him, therefore his memory
wUl not be embittered by thinking that I—I felt this separation very
much. I shaU give him up—that's all! I don't think that he will
care for any explanation—and after that, I should very much like to
go away with you to a new world."
" Beginning Ufe anew, and leaving aU old troubles behind us—
well, U it must end like this, so much the better, Mattie ! "
Mattie was sUent for a whUe, then said suddenly—
"You wUl go back now, and teU them that your daughter is
anxious to go with you—to serve you there, and be your faithful servant in the good work lying before us both."
" If it's certain that you
"
" Father, there cau be no alteration in me."
Mr. Gray took up his hat again and prepared to depart. He would
have Uked to attempt consolation to his daughter, but he felt, probably for the first tirae, that his efforts would have resulted in no
good—that she was already resigned, and that the utterance of trite
aphorisras would only unnecessarUy wound her.
He departed, and Mattie, true to her old business habits, took
once more her place in the shop. She was glad that there was no
business doing that afternoon—that Peckham in the aggregate was
undisturbed with thoughts of stationery. She could sit there and
deliberate upon her plans for bringing Harriet and Sidney together
—they must be happy at least, and she must not go away from
England xmcertain about their future. Two old sweethearts, whose
liking for each other had only beeu temporarily disturbed—for
whose happiness she had made many efforts, and did not flinch
at this one. After aU, she thought their happiness woxUd be
ners—and she should go away content.
23
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Then there rose before her that future for herself, and she
could see in the new life, in the new world, that which her
father had prophesied. AU the old troubles would be left behind
on the old b£ittle-ground; she woxdd make up her mind to that,
and thus life would be different with her, and happiness for her,
perhaps, foUow in due course. She had no idea of being unhappy aU her life, because she had discovered that Sidney Hinchford's heart had been true to its first love; on the contrary, she
was certain now that she should get over aU her romantic difficulties
in a very Uttle time. At the bottom of all this was the woman's
pride to be above aU petty sorrowing for those who had never really
loved her,—as she deserved to be loved,—and that would keep her
strong, she knew.
Afar, then, she saw herscK happy enough in the new world—with
the famUiar faces of her father and Ann Packet to remind her of tbe
old. New frieuds, new pursuits, new incentives to do good, aud
defeat evil at every turn of her Ufe—her young Ufe still—with scope
for energy and a fair time given her, not entirely alone, and never
urUoved, there woxdd be nothing to disturb, and much to gladden,
the future progress of the stray.
When her father returned in the evening, he found her very
anxious to learn the resxUt of his second journey to London.
" Where you in time ? " she asked.
" Yes. It's aU settled, my dear."
" I am very glad of that," she murmured; " there is no uncertainty
about our next step."
" No—we must see Sidney now, dissolve partnership, and put the
shutters up, Mattie."
" We must write to him in a day or two about the partnership—
I woxdd prefer that they know nothing of our Uxtentions xmtil the
last instant—untU we are ready to go—perhaps untU we are gone.
I don't think I could stand up against all their good-byes and best
•wishes—I woidd rather go away quietly, with you and Arm."
"Ann?"
" We must not forget her."
" She'U never go to the'Cape, my dear—she can't go to Finsbury
to bank her wages without hysterics, now."
" Because she's nervous, aud I don't go with her," said Mattie.
" Ah ! I see—you're right, my chUd. Aim Packet wUl have no
fear about accompanying us. And she'll make a much handier servant than a Zulu Kaffir."
" And we'U go away qxUetly," said Mattie again.
" Yes, my dear, if you wish it. I object to anything iu the dark,
but as it's for your sake, I promise."
" Thank you," whispered Mattie.
WhUst Mattie was writing a letter to Harriet Wesden, as she had
promised Maurice Hmehford, Mr. Gray broke the news to Anu
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Packet, aud impressed secrecy upou her. Arm Packet was asked to
state her wishes, and Mattie looked up from her desk and smUed
at the old faithful servant.
"Anywhere's you like," said Ann, without a moment's hesitation; "black men or brown men—I suppose they're one or
tother there—won't matter anythink to me. I am too old to
care about the colour on 'em. And, Miss Mattie"-—she always
caUed our heroine Miss Mattie in Mr. Gray's presence—"whUst
you're at your desk, do'ee give notice at my bank about my
money."
" Plenty of time, Ann," said Mr. Gray; " we shan't leave here
for two months yet, at least."
"Then give 'em two months' notice," was Ann's rejoinder.
"There's thirty-seven pounds nine and sevenpence halfpenny in
there, and they may as well be told to get it ready for me. If
they've been a speccUating with it, it'll give 'em time to call it
m.''

CHAPTER VIL
EETUENED.

MATTIE dispatched her letter to Harriet that same eveiung; in
her epistle she expressed surprise that they had not seen each other
since the meeting at Dr. Bario's—should she visit her, or would
Harriet walk over to Peckham to-morrow afternoon ? She would be
entirely alone, her father had business in town to attend to, and she
was very anxious to see her old friend.
j\Ir. Gray's business in town did not take him from home till
twelve in the morning; prior to that he went to work at his stock.
When he returned home, he would endeavour to write a few lines to
Sidney Hinchford; and whUst he was thinking what he should say,
and whUst, despite his efforts to keep these thoughts back, they
would intrude upou his figures, aud throw him out in his accounts,
Sidney Hinchford himself waUced into the shop and stood before the
counter, waiting for his partner to look up.
Mr. Gray, unmindful of Sid's propinquity, stUl bent over the
23—2
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books on his coxmter, and scratched away with his pen; Sidney,
with his glasses on—the old Sidney of Suffolk Street days—stood
very erect and stiU, smUing to himself at the surprise he should
create.
Mr. Gray looked up at last.
" God bless me! " he ejaculated, and swept pens, ink, and account
books on to the floor in his araazeraent, " it is you then!—it must
be you!"
" It looks Uke me somewhat, I hope," said Sidney, laughing and
extending his hand, which the other warmly shook.
"Yes," said Mr. Gray, "and what a time it is since we have seen
you! We were beginning to think that you had quite forgotten
us."
" I never forget my best friends," Sidney repUed, " and you and
Mattie are the best that ever I have had. Did Mattie think that I
was Ukely to forget her ? "
" AA'eU, not exactly," said Mr. Gray, " and if you'U wait a moment
I'U run up stairs and call her
"
" No, you'U stay here," said Sidney, firmly ; " don't disturb her on
my account. I shaU see her presently, and I want to enjoy the
luxury of her surprise. Besides, there's no hurry."
"Isn't there?" Mr. Gray asked dreamily.
" Why should there be ? I'm here for good."
Mr. Gray had just stooped to pick up his books and inkstand; he
dropped them again at this, and then emerged like a phantom above
the counter once more.
"You don't mean that?"
" This is my home again. They were very kind to me at Red-HUl,
but it wasn't like home, and it never felt Uke home to me. After
Maurice had left for London this morning, I told them my mind very
plainly—it's no good telling that harum-scarum feUow anythmg—
expressed my thanks, my gratitude for all that they had done for me,
packed up and came away. I was unsettled, dissatisfied, unhappy,
somehow—and here I am."
Mr. Gray sank behind the counter again, this time to hide his confusion, which, it was evident, was visibly expressed on his countenance. Sidney back again! Sidney, without preUmiuary warning,
once more enterUig his home as a friend who expected to be heartUy
welcomed, and as a partner whom he had no right to ask to go
away! Mr. Gray did not see his way very clearly to the end;
Sidney's " straightforward" habit of doing things had completely
discomfited him for the nonce. He must take his time, and think
of this!
He re-emerged from his hiding-place, and laid the debris he had
coUected on the coxmter.
" 1 was taking stock when you came in, Sidney," he said; "just
seeing what each share would be, and so on."
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" Indeed! what was that for ? "
"AVhy, you—you are going back to the bank again as clerk. I
believe you promised that," said Mr. Gray.
" When my sight wiU allow me—that vvUl be in a month or two's
time—I shall return to the old life, God wiUing. But what is that
to do with taking stock ?"
" We shaU give up this partnership together, of course."
" I don't see why," said Sidney; " I shaU stUl want a home after
business-hours, and there is no home but this that I shaU ever care
for. The business has not become so large an undertaking that
Mattie and you caimot manage it."
" No, U's not that."
" And when—when I am married, we can talk about giving it up
then, or making it over to you, or anything you like," said Sidney—
" and so we'll dismiss the subject."
" For the present—we shaU have to talk of it again. Mattie and
I are tired of it, and have thought of something new, Sidney. But,
we'U explain aU presently. Mattie, I have no doubt, would rather
teU you herself."
Sidney looked surprised, even discomfited. He did not comprehend the hint which Mr. Gray had thrown out; he did not entirely
see the drift of Mr. Gray's conversation, or understand very clearly
what was the difference in his partner's manner, which rendered his
return something more than an agreeable surprise. He thought that
he had discovered the solution to the mystery, and said,
" Old friend, you are vexed at my long silence; you have been
harassing yourself—perhaps Mattie and you together—about my
anxiety to get away from here, after God has pleased to give me
back my sight. And I have been struggling and scheming to
get back, and escape the kindness of my relations! Why, Mr.
Gray, this wiU not do—this is not Uke you to mistrust true friends,
and think uncharitably of them after their backs are turned! You
shoxdd have kno-wn me better, and have had more faith in me by this
tUne."
"My dear Sidney," exclaimed Mr. Gray, " I have never had an
uncharitable thought towards you. I knew that you would always
think weU of us—that—that you were not Ukely to forget us. Until
yesterday, 1 have been buUding upon your return here, and thinking
how happy we should all be together."
" Until yesterday—what happened yesterday ? "
" Mattie wiU tell you, Sidney—1 cannot—1 must not."
" Very well, we will wait," said Sidney, gravely; " there is nothing
she can teU me which 1 cannot explain awaj."
" Are you sure ? " was the father's eager question.
" Sure," he answered; but there was something in the tone which
wavered, and Mr. Gray fancied that he detected it. He said no
more, however; he was glad to see Sidney disincUned to eUcit
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further information. Sidney paced the shop once or twice, looked
round it, and then went into the parlour, without waiting for Mr.
Gray's invitation, and looked carefully and curiously round the room
also.
Mr. Gray foUowed him.
" I see the home for the first time, if you remember," said Sidney;
" here, iu the darkness a fair Ufe was spent, thanks to you and her.
Here you both first taught me that there was comfort even in affUction; and here stood by my side, and fought my battle, two dear
friends. What has altered them ?"
" Nothing has altered their love and esteem for you, Sidney," said
Mr. Grey; " whatever happens, you must beUeve that."
" And what has altered my love and esteem for them ? " was the
quick rejoinder.
"Nothing, I hope—I believe."
" Then let us settle down in our old positions here. I have come
in search of •peace and rest; of the old comforts which my uncle's
grandeur could not give me, aud which by contrast only rendered me
more restless. I find them here, or nowhere. I take my stand here
and expect tliera, or the disappointment xrill be a bitter one. This
is home!"
He took off his hat, and seated himself by the table—a home-lUce
figure, w-hich iMr. Gray felt was in its place again. He leaned his
forehead on his hand, and looked down thoughtfully—an old position
in his blindness, which Mr. Gray had often watched, and which drew
again more forcibly the heart of the watcher towards him. That
heart might have been a little estranged since yesternight; it had
borne no maUee, but it had thrilled a little at his daughter's confession, and the thought had crossed it that Sidney Hinchford might
have spared Mattie an avowal of such weak love as had beeu borne
towards her. Sid had guessed Mattie's secret, perhaps, and taken
pity upon her; he was generous enough for that, but he had forgotten that Mattie was not humble enough to accept it. Mr. Gray
coxdd almost beUeve now that aU had been a mistake, which Sidney's
presence there would satisfactorUy explain; aud yet Sidney's thoughtfulness and restlessness forbade it.
Sidney looked towards hira suddenly.
" AA'hat are you thuxking of ? "
" Of the change in you, Sidney—and of the home that it really
looks again for a little while."
" For a Uttle whUe," echoed Sidney; " oh! you wUl not explaux
—caU Mattie, then, and let us end this. I always hated mystery,"
he added, a little peevishly.
Before Mr. Gray could cross the room to fulfil his partner's commands, the door opened. Mattie entered, and paused upon the
threshold with her hands to her quickly-beating heart.
"Sidney here—at last ?" she faUered forth.
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" Yes, at last," he said, advancing towards her; " at last, as your
father has said, and now you. I have returned to find that you
have both lost confidence in me, and both misxinderstood me
cruelly."
" I hope not, Sidney."
They shook hands together, aud looked one another long and
steadily in the face.
" It is upwards of a year since I have seen you, Mattie. It is the
same hopeful, earnest face, that I have ever known—can there be a
difference in me ? "
" No, you are unchanged."
" You both thought that 1 had forgotten you ? "
" No."
" You must prove it by your old ways, then; or I shall never think
this place the dear home I left a month ago."
"You have come back to
"
" Tc stop ! Why not ?—don't you wish ft ? "
" I—I wUl teU you presently—give me time, Sidney."
" I Em in no hurry," he answered, coldly.
There was a difference then!—they were incUned to resent his
long silence, by something more than a rebuke; they would not
understand that he had been kept away against his will, by his
doctor's orders, and that he had been cautioned not to write or read,
or test his sight more than he could help. They had not been satisfied with his messages sent by Maurice Hinchford; they had mistrusted him ! It was all very strange, and intensely disheartening;
he co'Ud have trusted them all his life, and he had beUeved that their
faith Yoxxld last as long as his. Presently they would knoxv him
better, see that he had not wavered in one thought or purpose,
which he had formed before his sight came back; but the consciousness that they had formed an estimate unworthy of his character,
would remain witlx him for ever, and no after-kindness, and fresh
faith, would obUterate it from his memory. There was an anxious
silence; then the father's and daughter's eyes met.
" I think that I'll run into the City now," he suggested, feebly.
He scarcely liked to leave his daughter at this juncture; but he
knew her strength, her power to explain, and her wish that he should
go. It did not seem natural that he should leave her with that
strange young man, and, after he had risen to withdraw, he hesitated
again.
He went slowly into the shop, and Mattie followed him.
She had read his thoughts correctly, for she said at once—
" 1 shall not give way before him. I am firm and cool—feel my
pulse, it does not throb more quickly because I have to tell him that
1 will not be his wife. Before you come back it will be all over,
and I shall be waiting for you—the calm, xmmoved daughter, that
yon see me now! "
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" There'U be no scene, then ? "
" All commonplace, and matter-of-fact—I wUl have no scene," she
said firnUy.
" Then I'll go. God bless you, my chUd!—if I couldn't trust you
impUcitly, I woxddn't move a step."
He went away, and she returned to the parlour, where Sidney
had been sittmg, a watcher of this whispered conference.
" Now, Mattie," he said.
Mattie sat do-wn a Uttle distance from him, and thefr eyes met
steadUy once more, aud flinched not.
" Now, Sidney! "

CHAPTER VIII.
" D E C L I N E D "WITH THANKS."

IT had come at last, that day of explanation. Mattie would not
give way therein; she had long prepared for it, prayed for strength
to sever aU past ties, and leave hira ignorant, if possible, of hjr real
thoughts concerning him. Whatever happened, she would be firm,
she thought; and now with Sidney before her, she did not feel that
she should waver. An artificial strength it might be, but it would
support her throughout that inter^view, whatever might be :he reaction after he had passed from her sight, never to see her again, if
she could hinder him.
Ann Packet, who had beeu out ou divers errands, stepped mto the
shop at this juncture, marked the occupants of the parlour, and went
iraraediately behind the counter, to attend to business during that
interview, and confuse the accounts inextricably, supposing that there
was any business Ukely to drift that way just then.
Mattie and Sidney had the little room aU to themselves, and there
was no UkeUhood of being disturbed. "Now, Mattie"—"Now,
Sidney," had been said between them, and then each waited for the
next words—as a dueUist might wait for the sword's-point aimed at
his heart.
Mattie spoke first. It was evident that Sidney Hinchford would
have waited all day.
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" A few days before you went away from here, Sidney," said
Mattie, "you asked me a question, and I promised that in good
time, and with due consideration, 1 would reply to it. Do you wish
that question answered now ? "
" I have come for it," was the reply.
He knew by Mattie's maimer what that answer would be, and he
steeled himself to meet a cold rejection of his offer. All was part
and parcel of the new incomprehensibiUty upon which he had
intruded.
" More than once, Sidney, I have thought of writing my answer
to you, but have found the difficulty of putting all I wish to say
into words that would not look cold and indift'erent to the great
honour you would have done me."
" This is satire," he said, hastUy.
" Forgive me, it is not intended for that. I would not woxmd you
by a word, if I could help it. And it was an honour to me."
" I deny it," he answered, warmly.
" Ever before you and me that past which there is no shutting
from us—which would have been talked about, and have often
brought the blush of shame to your cheeks for my sake. Ever before
you what I have been—what 1 am fit for! "
" Fit for a higher station than it is in my power to raise you—no
position is too elevated for a good and pious woman. All this is
argument which I thought that I had combated long since—pardon
me for adding, all this fooUsh reasoning, utterly unworthy of
you."
"Still
"
" It is no reason for declining my hand, Mattie," he interrupted,
with some sternness, " it is simply an excuse."
Mattie winced for an instant, then her quiet voice, firm and even
as the way she had chosen for herself, replied to this—
"Let me proceed, Sidney. You wUl hear me out fafrly, I am
sure."
" Why not say ' No ' at once ?—you mean to teU me that you do
not care to be my wife, and share my home. Is not that your
answer ?"
" Yes—but I cannot let you think that I have been insensible to
your offer, or not weighed it carefuUy iu my mind before I thought
that it was not right that I should marry you. Sidney, had it pleased
God never to have restored your sight, 1 would have been your
faithful wife, serving you as I alone was able, perhaps, and rendering
you content with me."
" I see. You would have taken pity on my loneliness—with that
strange idea of being grateful for past kindnesses of a trivial
description, you would have sacrificed your happiness in an attempt to attain mine. Mattie, it xvould have been a terrible
faUure."
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"No."
" I say a terrible faUure, which would have embittered both lives
in Ueu of promoting the happiness of either. I should have discovered the motives which had placed you at my side, and felt too
keenly the encumbrance that I was upon you."
" I think not!—1 am sure not! "
She was anxious to defend herself, to hold her best in his estimation yet, but she feared the betrayal of her secret. She coxdd have
told him how, for a few fleeting days, she had pictured her greatest
happiness to be ever near him, striving to brighten every thought,
and vary the monotony of every hour—sustaining, comforting, and
worshipping. She could have told him of the aft'ection of a whole
life that had been spent in thinkiug of him, praying for him;
but she held her peace, and let him thiuk that she had never
loved him. In the end, she saw that it was best to turn him fronx
his purpose.
" 1 would have married vou, Sidney, in affliction—out of gratitude,
if you choose to word it so, but a gratitude that you woxdd have
never known from love," she ventured to say; " but uow, when the
new Ufe, to which you will shortly turn your steps, is far removed
from mine, when you requfre no help from me, and when there are
others, fafrer, better, and so much more worthy of you, I camiot
hold you to a promise of which you must repent."
"AVhy?"
The position by some means had become suddenly reversed. It
was she who had to speak of his pity and gratitude for her.
" Because you would discover that I was not fit to be your wife,
that you had not sought me out of love, but out of kindness towards
me for my services. You had pledged your word in one estate,
and you would keep it in another, Uke an honest man valuing a pronise he had made, and resolving to go through with it to the end,
at whatever cost to his own better chances. Therefore, Sidney,
you must understand that I cannot be your wife for pity's sake
^ t h a t the man who is to become my husband, must love me with
all his heart, and soxd, and strength, or he may go his way for
me
" I said that my romance had died out long ago. That I was too
old, and had experienced too much sorrow to talk Uke a lover in a
novel."
" It seems to me—I do not know, Sid—that tme love must belong
partly to romance. It is too pure—too fuU of fancies, if you wiU
—to mingle readily with business Ufe; it is too deep down in the
heart to rise to an every-day surface—it is fuU of sacrifice as well as
love. All this my idea, not yours, Sidney—I who woxdd at least
be romantic in that fashion, and would care for no one but a romantic
lover."
"Yoxx have altered, Mattie—you are talkUig like a school-gfrl
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now. If that be another reason for refusing me, it is unworthy of
you."
" I t is another reason, for all that," replied Mattie; "let me dismiss it at once, if you are ashamed of it. You have come hither
oppressed—burdened, 1 may say—with a sense of duty to me; let
me raise the load from you by saying, that I will not be your wife.
If I would have married you even out of pity myself," she added, a
little scornfully, " I will not take a man for a husband who would
have had pity upon me ! "
" Very well," he answered, moodily.
"As your wife, never—but oh! Sidney, as the old friend and
sister, always! Don't think ill of me because I camiot see my
way to happiness—don't think that there is any difference in me,
or that 1 value you less than I ever did. You understand me ? "
" Scarcely, Mattie—you have altered very much."
" You must not think that—1 have not altered in any one respect
—I would be ever your friend, ever hold a place in your heart, ever
be remembered as the poor girl who would have died to make you
happy! "
"But would not have married me for the same purpose," answered
Sidney, in a kinder tone; " is that it, Mattie ?"
" My marriage with you would have rendered you wretched—
don't deny it again, Sid—T am sure of that! "
Hence your answer. Well, if it must be, I will rest content. I
wUl believe that it is all for the best."
"Let me teU you another reason—the last—why I woxdd not
answer ' Yes ' to you. May I ? "
" I anx interested in every reason," he said.
" Because you were bound to another whom you loved once—
whom you love still."
He sprang to his feet, and then dropped back uxto his place, as
though shot at by a pistol.
" Do you believe that I would come here with a mask on—a
robber and a liar ?"
" Not intentionally, Sidney; because you have fought hard to
keep the old love back, and to believe that it was gone for ever.
You have fostered that idea by thinking uncharitably of her,
by turning away from that true happiness which only marriage
with her will ever bring to you. You are a man who has never
changed; and in attemptmg to live down the past, have but more
clearly discovered the secret of your life."
" AVhat—what makes you think this ? "
" I cannot explain it, but it is as true as that you and I wUl
never marry one another for love, for gratitude, for anything," she
answered. "Harriet Wesden and you should never have parted,
but have understood each other better, and had more faith.
You turned from her, and her pride kept her apart from you;
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but, Sidney, through aU, and before all, she holds that love
stUl."
" I cannot beUeve that."
" Your cousin Maurice has told you so—now let me. You will
never be happy without her—do justice to her, if you are the Sidney
Hinchford whom I have ever known. Sidney, you do love her—are
you not man enough to own it ? "
" I love her as one who is dead to me—passed away out of my
sphere of action, and never Ukely to cross it again! " he answered.
" I have always thought so—I would have told you that these were
my thoughts, had you asked me on that night I sought your hand.
She was dead to me—gone from me—some one apart from the girl
who Uves and breathes in her place."
" That was romance—and that was love! " cried Mattie quickly;
" for she was not dead, her love was not dead, and you were likely
to meet in better faith at any moment unforeseen. Sidney, you d'ld
meet—you were affected by her visit, her evidence of the old tie
fitUl existent. Why deny this to me, to spare my feeUngs now!
I am living for you and her,—I do not love you, but 1 am interested in your welfare, and anxious—oh! so anxious, Sid, to
advance it."
" Harriet Wesden and I met under peculiar circumstances, that
must have touched both hearts a little—aU was over in an instant,
Uke a Ughtning-flash, and here's the sober life again! "
" You will deceive yourself untU two Uves are wholly blighted by
your obduracy, you wiU go on asserting this dreamy theory, and
beUeving in it."
" You are a strange girl—stranger and more more incomprehensible to me than you have ever been, Mattie," he said wondering.
" What can you think of me, that you coolly ask me to sit here and
confess to a passion for another, after coming for an answer to a
love-suit tendered you ? By Heaven! it is a mystery, or a dream! "
" When I was a Uttle girl, untutored, and run wUd, I used to
fancy that you two would marry ; when we shared the same house
together, I saw how fitting you both were for each other—how, in
your strength of mind and purpose, one weak woman would always
find support and love. AA^hen you were engaged, I felt a portion of
your happuiess, understood that you had chosen well, and knew—
knew how proud and happy she must be in your affection! That
was my dream—let it in the end come true, for Harriet Wesden's
sake, for yoxu-s—even for the sake of the woman here at your side,
the sister and friend to tell you what is best."
" You are very kind, Mattie, but—but 1 cannot own to anything.
It is not fear, not shame—God knows what it is, or what I am, or
what I really wish! " he exclaimed frritably.
"Leave it to me."
" No, for myseU, my own battles. I wiU have no woman's Ux-
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terference, no friend's advice. I will go ou to the end my own
" I t is not ordered so. Look there—is this chance which has
brought her hither to-day, at this hour ? "
" Let me go away! " cried Sidney, starting to his feet.
Mattie, flushed and excited, caught him by the wrist; he could
have wrested himself away from her grasp, but he would have hurt
her in the effort, and a something in his own wiU held him speUbound there.
His sight was weak yet, and though he had guessed to whom
Mattie aUuded, he coxdd but dimly distinguish a female figure advancing toward him, as from the mists of that past sphere of which
he had spoken. It came towards him slowly, even falteringly at last;,
and he remained motionless, awaiting the end of aU that might ensue
on that strange day.
It was the past coming back to him, to make or mar him. He
shivered as he thought of all the folly he had committed, if, after
all, Mattie aud Maurice were right, and eveu his own heart had
misled him. He was a man whose judgment had been sound through
life—why should he have erred so greatly in this instance ?
"Mattie—Mattie!" gasped Harriet, on entering, "what does
this mean ? "
"That Sidney has been waiting for you," said Mattie, qxdckly,
" to thank you for all past interest in him. Shake hands, you two,
and let me—let me go away ! "
"No, no, don't leave me, Mattie! You must remain. I have
been ill. 1—I am very weak."
" If you wish it, for a little while. You two are not enemies
now—let me see you shake hands, then ? "
The old sweethearts shook hands together at Mattie's wish, and
then stood shyly looking at each other, each too discomfited, eveu
troubled, to say a word. Mattie had one more part to play before
she coxdd escape them.
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CHAPTER IX.
MATTIE,

MEDIATEIX.

HAEEIET WESDEN was strangely afraid of the old lover—what he
woxdd say to her in the first moments of meeting, whether he would
speak of the past in which she had been misjudged, of the present
hour which had brought them face to face, or of the future for them
both, and what it would be like from that day.
She was afraid to speak, afraid to trust herself with him, and she
clung closer to the slurt of the old friend, a chUd stUl in moments of
emergency, as she had ever been. Sidney Hinchford stood perplexed, amazed—what coxdd he say in the presence of the woman to
whom he had been talkuxg about marriage?—what dared he say
were she even to leave them to fight out thefr explanations thefr
o^wn way ?
Mattie read the fear of one, and exaggerated in her imagUiation
the reserve of the other; even then aU might be marred, and aU her
efforts end in nothing, if she were not quick to act.
" 1 asked Sidney, as you entered, Harriet, if it were not something more than chance that brought yon two together to-day—^that
brought him hither in particxUar," she said; " I think it is—I trust
that from to-day a brighter life opens for you both. Why should it
not ?—^you who have kept so long asxmder from each other oidy
requfre an honest mediator to pave the way for a fafr explanation.
Both of you wUl have faith iu Mattie! "
Neither answered, but Mattie did not take sUence for dissent.
"When Sidney was blind, Harriet, the thought did cross me once
or t^wice that I had better marry him and save him from his utter
loneUness—aud I think that he was desperate, and woxdd even have
married me! When Sidney or I relate this story some day, we
three shall have cause to laugh at it heartUy, and think what a
narrow escape we aU have had—even I, who have never been able
to xmderstand Sidney Uke yourself—as you know! I have only
seen, Harriet, that tms Sidney of whom we are speaking has become
a desperate man, soured by contact with himself, and fuU of vain
regrets for much trouble that his own rashness has brought on him
—that he wants one tme friend to aid him now more than ever he
did!"
" Pardon me, Mattie, but you must not speak for me," said Sidney
blushing; " if I have injured Miss W^esden by any hasty action, I
wiU explain it, and take my leave of her and you."
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" You wUl explain, of course," said Mattie; " and if you part again
after that explanation, it will be your own faults, and I will never
have confidence in either of you any more. For you two—both
friends aud benefactors, whose childish hands were first held out
towards me—I must see happy; I have striven hard for it, and I
hope not to find this last disappointment the keenest and the
heaviest. Remember old days, and the old hope you had together
in them."
" Mattie, you must be a very happy woman some day!" cried
Sidney, " you think so much of making others happy."
" l' hope I shall," said Mattie cheerfully—almost too cheerfully,
save for those two pre-occupied ones from whom she hastened to
withdraw. Harriet Wesden made no further movement to stay her;
she sank into a chair, covered her face with her hands, and trembled
very much; in her heart was a strange flutterUxg of fear and hope,
and the struggle for pre-eminence was too much for her.
Yes, she was a weak woman—not strong and resolute, and with
the will to conquer difficulties like Mattie; but still a woman very
lovable and beautifxd, and with a heart that was true enough to all
who had been ever cherished therein. From the moment that she
had understood it, it never swerved from Sidney Hinchford; it had
known its greatest trial when Sidney turned away from her, sceptical
as to the reality of any love for him.
She had doubted his love for her until that day when Mattie came
to draw her into the old vortex, and then her faith in him came
back, and life took fairer colours—she knew not wherefore, save
that the reflex of that day's brightness might have shone upon her
from the distance. For it was a bright day for both these old lovers;
Mattie had argued weU that one explanation—a few words, true
and gentle, that scarcely stood for explanation even—would
be sufficient, and disperse all clouds that had hung heavily above
them. Both had had much time for thought and regret—both had
found little solace on the paths of life they had pursued, aud looked
back very often at the life they had given up together.
But the worst was over, and the fairer time—the old love, almost,
if that were possible—was coming back once more. Sidney had
believed it, when Mattie had stolen into the shop and closed the
door upon them; he had felt all his old love return at Harriet's
appearance, at her fear of him; at her strange, half-sad, halfreproachful look towards hira when they had first met that day; he
knew, then, how wrong he had been, and how rightfully Mattie had
read him—what love he bore to the weak girl still, and what a poor
substitute for love he would have offered the stronger, better woman.
WUl our readers think that Mattie Gray was worth a dozen Harriet
Wesdens ?—that Sidney made a bad choice, and that the hero—if
we dare call him so—should have married the heroine according to
established rule ? Or wiU they believe, with us, that he made his
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proper choice, and that Harriet and he were the most fittfrig couple
to Uve happy ever afterwards ? If he did not treat Mattie as fairly
as she should have been treated, it was an error of judgment on his
part, and we are aU liable to errors of a simUar description. He
beUeved that he was acting for the best; he had taught himself in
tlxe first instance to beUeve in his love for her, and when he had
awkened to the truth his honour would not let him draw back, untU
Mattie's pride had released hira. Later in Ufe he fancied, once or
twice, that he caught a gUmpse of the real truth, but he kept the
idea to himseU, like a sensible man; he had succeeded in Ufe and
was his cousin's partner then—perhaps more conceited than iu the
old days. And it' Mattie suffered for a whUe, why heroines are born
unto trouble, or where would be the subscribers to our storybooks ?
This w.as Mattie's great day of suffering—for ever to be remembered as a landmark standing out sharp and rugged in life's
retrospect. No one ever guessed half the terrible battle which she
fought that day; and how she came forth smilUxg and victorious,
with the deep wounds hidden, lest her distress should affect others
who were happier than she.
When she returned to that room again, they had forgotten her, as
they had forgotten aU the doubts, fears, jealousies, harsh words that
had stood between them, preventing their reunion. They were
lovers again, and were happy once more—for the first time, since he
had taunted Harriet with pitying him, as Mattie had taunted him
that very day!
Mattie forgave them—asked to be forgiven for intmding on their
reverie, and bringing them back to thoughts of others sat down with
them, and Ustened to their stories of what their future was to be—
to reaUy be this time !—aud how, iu their generous hearts, they had
buUt a plan for Mattie's share in it. They saw only Mattie's effort
to bring them together, nothing else, in that hour; and they were
very gratefcd, and not selfish in thefr joy.
" To think that it has aU ended as you wished it at last—as you have
prophesied it would end! " said Harriet; " and to thiuk that I even
mistrusted you at one time, and was cold towards you, who sacrificed
so much for me in the old days."
" In the old days ! " thought Mattie.
" It makes a great dUference when one is unhappy," said Harriet;
" we look at things scepticaUy, and are mistrustful of aU good intentions."
" For a whUe!" added Mattie.
" Ah! for a whUe!" repeated Sidney, " for we are three together
uow in heart, and there is no mystery or misconception in the midst
of us. For ever after this—the sunshine! "
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Sidney and Harriet were there v.hen Mr. Gray returned; they
spoke of their reconeiUation, and Mattie's share in it, and he listened
very patiently, betraying but little animation at the recital. He was
more anxious to speak of giving up the business, having other views, he
said—and stiU more auxious to see Sidney, the young man whom he
had loved like a son, and who had done such irreparable mischief,
out of the house. He knew Mattie would have to endure more, if
Sidney caUed that place home ever again; and Sidney, who thought
of the natural embarrassments which would attend his further stay
there, was ready to return to Red-Hill, and his uncle's home, after
he had accompanied Harriet to her father's.
They were gone at last, and Mattie and her father were facing each
other. Mattie's face was white, and her lip was quivering just a
little as they went out together.
" Courage, Mattie," he said, " we shaU not give way now. We
have fought well and the worst is over."
" Yes, the very worst! "
" You wiU not envy them their happiness—two weak addlepated
mortals, only fitted for each other. You wiU keep strong ! "
"For ever after to-day. But you must not be too critical with
me now that he is gone, and I have no longer any occasion to keep
firm. Oh! father, I loved him very, very much! "
" It is hard to lose him, I know that," said he, as Mattie flung
herself into his arms, and wept there.
" Harder to think that he never loved me after all! "
" Courage! " he repeated, " God knows what is best for you. He
wiU bring you peace, 1 am sure! "
And in good tirae, when Mattie was young stiU, the peace of God,
which passeth all understanding, rested on her, and rendered her
content.
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CHAPTER X.
CONCLUSION.

LiNGEE not, 0 novel-wi-iter, at the helm when the ship sails into
the harbour, or your readers wUl escape you. When the end is
kno-wn, and the facts and fancies pieced together, remarks are wearisome. The lovers have made it up, and good fortune awaits them;
bon voyage !—what's the next story, who writes it, and is the heroine
fafr or dark, ugly or handsome ? The readers are off to fresh leaves
and pastures new, in much the same hurry as playhouse folk, who
scent the conclusion and the tag, are scrambling over their seats
whilst paterfamiUas is giving his blessing to the yoxmg couple, who
haven't agreed very well tiU the last two minutes.
Who woxdd care at this late stage for Mr. Wesden's surprise at
his daughter's companion, or for his deUght at thmgs " coming comfortably roxmd ? " The end is known; there is no room for fresh
disasters—Sidney Hinchford marries HaiTiet Wesdeu, and there's
an end of that book!
And yet there is another scene with which we would fain conclude
—those readers who are in no hurry wUl be tolerant of our prolixity.
It is a fair picture and we wUl veryhriefly sketch it whUst our guests
retfre.
A scene on shipboard—the ship outward-bound—the new minister
and his daughter standing on the deck, exchanging farewell greetings -with visitors that had surprised them by their presence there;
Ann Packet with her money sewed in her stays, in the background.
Two months have passed since the events related in our last chapter
—the partnership has been dissolved, the business sold, fe-iends
taken leave of in a very quiet maimer by Mattie, who knows that it
is for ever, and yet woiild deceive them all by an equable demeanour,
and a talk of going away for a Uttle whUe.
The task is beyond her strength, and she betrays herself a Uttle,
and suggests doubts, which resolve themselves to certainties, and
lead to this.
She is glad that they have found out the truth; she would have
spared herself a little pain, but lost a bright remUUscence—it is as
weU to say " Good-bye " honestly and fafrly, and not steal away fronx
them in the dark, and leave her name finaUy associated with a
regret.
They are aU there who have ever cai-ed for Mattie, or been
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indebted to her. Sidney Hinchford and Harriet, aud Harriet's
father, very feeble now, and more incUned to stare over people's
heads than ever. They are gently upbraiding Mattie for her vain
deception, and speaking of the sorrow they feel at losing her. The
tears are in Mattie's eyes, and she trembles and clings to the stout
arm of her father, whUst she offers her excuses.
" I had not the courage to look you aU steadUy in the face and
say that I was going away for ever—I preferred to see you aU one
by one, as though nothing was about to happen to separate us, aud
to leave to the letters, which are already Ux the post-office, the last
news which you have thus forestaUed."
" You speaking of want of courage!" said Harriet.
" I am stronger now—I am glad now to see you all—I can bear
to say good-bye to you."
She says it weU and stoutly, too, when the time comes, and
friends are warned to let the ship proceed upon its course, and not
delay it by their presence there. AVith Sidney, facing him with her
hands in his, she gives way somewhat; she let's him stoop and kiss
her—for the second time in life—^the last!
" God bless you, Mattie!—best of women! " he murmurs.
" God bless you, Sidney!—with this dear gfrl!"
She flings herself into Harriet's arms, and cries there for a Uttle
whUe—^there is no jealousy now—Harriet is the Uttle gfrl of old, old
days, the flrst of all these friends she has learned to love, and is
learning now to part -with.
"To lose you, Mattie—the friend, sister, coxmseUor, whose good
words and strong love have kept me from sinking more than once—
it is hard! "
" In a few months, a wiser, better, aud more natural counseUor
than I—trust in each other, and have no secrets—don't forget me! "
Thus they parted—thus hoping for the best, and beUeving that
the best had come for all, Mattie is borne away to the new world,
wherein her father had prophesied woxdd come new friends, new
happiness. And they came; for Mattie made uo enemies in Ufe, and
won much love, and was rewarded for much labour in God's service,
by that good return, even on earth, which renders labour sweet and
profitable.

THE END.
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purpose pervades every p a g e of
t h i s interesting t a l e . "
" A s a delineator of m a n n e r s
and character, t h i s author h a s
scarcely an equal a m o n g living
w r i t e r s ; while for t h e nobility of
her sentiments, she stands all b u t
alone above tliem all."—Sunday
Times.
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THE BORROWS OF
GENTILITY.
By Miss JEWSBUKT.

" A r e m a r k a b l y good novel, well
written, amusing, sensible, a n d firm
t o its purpose is Misa J e w s b u r y ' s
• Sorrows of Gentility.' T h e story
is constructed with m u c h care a n d
t h e characters developed in t h e
course of it are varied and n a t u r a l .
' T h e Sorrows of G e n t i l i t y ' is
neither a fashionable novel, nor a
vulgar ridicule of t h e parvenu seen
from a presumedly fashionable
point of view. I t is much better
t h a n either of these t h i n g s . Gert r u d e is a good girl, spoilt b y
accidents of y o u t h , in whom,
t h r o u g h sorrow and t r o u b l e , t h e r e
is a new h e a r t created.
Miss
J e w s b u r y h a s written, in short, a
simple a n d right-minded book, i n
which t h e old power of h e r craft,
as a.,novelist who can retain firmly
t h e interest of h e r readers, is
a m p l y shown."—Examiner,

THE LIFE & ADVENTURES
OF A CLEVER WOMAN.
By Mrs. TBOLLOPE, Author of "Young
Heiress," " Widow Barnaby,'* &c., &c.
" T h e ' C l e v e r W o m a n ' is of t h e
same class with t h e ' V i c a r of
Wrexhill,' a n d ' Widow B a r n a b y . '
I t is t h e best novel t h e season h a s
produced. N o person can fail t o
be amused b y i t . " — C r i t i c .
" Mrs. Trollope h a s done full
justice t o h e r well-earned r e p u t a tion as one of t h e cleverest novelists of t h e day in this new production of h e r fertile pen."—John
Bull.

THE KNIGHT OF GWYNNE.
A TALE OF THE TIME OF THE
UNION.
By OHAELES LEVER.

TWO Vols.

" ' T h e K n i g h t of G w y n n e ' is
certainly one of t h e most loveable
characters t h a t Mr. Lever h a s ever
d r a w n ; and h e monopolises so
m u c h of our s y m p a t h y , t h a t we
hope t o b e forgiven for extending
less of it t h a n h e p r o b a b l y deserves
to Bagenal Daley, notwithstanding
t h e vigour with which t h a t character is drawn, t h e r e m a r k a b l e
originality of i t , a n d t h e fidelity
with which it represents a n d sustains a most peculiar combination
of qualitigs, intellectual as well as
moral."—Blackwood's Magazine.

TOM BURKE OF "OURS."
By CHARLES LEVEE.

Double Vol., Ss.

" No more dashing pictures t h a n
' Tom B u r k e , ' ' H a r r y Lorrequer,'
and ' Charles O'Malley,' were ever
painted. T h e y glow with animat i o n ; y o u forget you are looking
on canvas, a n d feel sure y o u see
t h e figures move, a n d speak, a n d
act. T o describe these tales in a
sentence, t h e y a r e full of life.
These works a t once placed t h e
author in t h e foremost r a n k of
writers of fiction."

JACOB BENDIXEN, THE JEW.
By MAEY HowiTT.

" This tale
and t h e value
most strange
commend t h e

h a s t h e fascination
of a glimpse into a
world. W e heartily
novel."—Athenceum.
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;ELECT LIBRARY OF FICTION,
PRICE TWO SHILLINGS PER VOLUME.
Tbe Best, Cheapetst, and most Popular Novels published, well
printed in clear, readable type, on good paper, aiid strongly bound.
Containing a choice selfctiop. of the writiv.gs of the niost Popular
Authors of the day.

NEW VOLUMES JUST PUB Li SHED.
ANTHOHY TllOLtOPE.
DOCTOR THOU^E
ANTHONY 'TROLLOPE.
RACHEL RAY
CHARLES LEVER.
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THE MACBERMOTS . •
Mrs. GASKELL.
RUTH .
. ...
WH.^
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CARDINAL POLE
.
.
WHYJE MELVILLE.
TILBURY NOGO .
.
.
A WOMAN'S RANSOM Author of •' Grandmother's Money."
MR. S T E W A R T ' S I N T E N T I O N S
Ditto.
EAB.RINGTON
.
.
-,
. CHARLES LEVER.

rATTIE: A Stray
CliAELIE: TEORNHILL

Autlior of " Owen:, A Waif."
. CHARLES CLARKE.

M A S JCIED B E N E A T H H I M Auti.orofWstSir Massingberd."
MISJB,EPSESBK'rATION .
. , ' . W A H. DRURY.
BEPPO, T H S CONSCRIPT
THOMAS A. TROLLOPE.
DEEP WATERS .
'
,
.
ANNA H. DRURY.
.MAINSTOI^^E'3 H O U S E K E E P E R
. Mi^. METEYARD.
LA BEATA
.
.
.
THOMAS A. TROLLOPE.
U N D E R T H E S P E L L Author of '^Grandmother's Money."
Q U E E N OF T H E EEAS
. CAPTAI?* ARMSTRONG.
MAEISTTA
.
.
.
.
THOJIAS A. TBOLIOPE.
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THOMAS : £ TROLLOPE.
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