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  CHAPTER I.
A FAMILY DIFFERENCE.


Two is company-three is none: so says the adage; but, as is often the case, the adage is in error. There are occasions when certainly nothing can be more delightful than for two people, of course of different sexes, to find themselves alone, and interchange all those sweet vows and soft nothings which make up the sum-total of a declaration and an acceptance. But still, three is often a better number for enjoyment far than two. Even a pair of lovers are more at their ease-especially if the one who is generally considered de trop is a talkative and companionable person. The progress of flirtation is nowise stopped. As stolen kisses are said by the poet to possess additional charms, so may we reasonably suppose that furtive glances, and smiles given with some little slyness in them, haye an additional zest arising from this very circumstance.


  Less than two years before the memorable Three Days of July, there sat, in one of the ancient houses of a French town, a trio, of sufficiently remarkable character, or, at all events, of such importance in this narrative, as to require some description. The most prominent personage of the group was an old man, thin, spare and rigid, but with sufficient of nature in his face to denote that age had not dried up every channel of sympathy, and made him utterly callous to the feelings of younger and more buoyant beings; but that, though hardened and dried by time, a remnant of long ago still lingered round his heart—the one green spot that smiled upon a dreary desert. Antoine Grummet was a rich old money-lender, who, having amassed great wealth by his transactions, and fattened upon the extravagance and wants of his fellows, had had the good sense to retire to his native town ere the capital had quite ruined his health, where the exusurer endeavoured, as far as possible, to be happy, and enjoy the ripe autumn of a long life. Used as he was to the bustle of Paris and of business, and still feeling all the anxious doubts with regard to his cash, kept on his premises, which used in his comptoir to assail him, Antoine would have been unable to bear the tediousness of a country life, had he not brought with him to his retreat a little merry laughing creature, that made his old empty house a little paradise. Marie La Tour was an orphan, adopted by The Usurer; and when he transferred his residence from Paris to a flourishing and healthy sea-port, the change was generally ascribed to her. Not that Marie disliked Paris—for what French girl fond of pleasure and amusement can do so ?—but Marie was deeply grateful to the old usurer for the kindness he had ever shown her; and, as the best evidence of her devotion to his interests, had persuaded him to leave Paris and take possession of his father's mansion in the outskirts of the town of Marseilles. Here, with two domestics, The Usurer dwelt: it was an old house—a very old house, with a large hall and rude stone staircases, with vast rooms and suites of rooms, few of which were occupied. A dreary old place it would have been, but for Marie; but where she was, there could no dulness dwell. A dear little Marie she was indeed; so merry, so jocund, so free from care—a perfect little angel of light in that darksome abode. At morn, her clear voice was heard carolling like a bird ; all day, she busied herself about the garden, the dairy, or sat practising music in her own boudoir; then she would put her hat jauntily on her head-and a wicked little gipsy she looked in that hat!-and, summoning the old usurer from his study, where he read the daily journals, and watched therein the progress of commerce and trade, would hurry him out for a rural walk that would bring him home again with an appetite for dinner, which in Paris he had never known. During these walks, Antoine and Marie had for the last few weeks constantly met a pale, slender youth, whose dark moustache and peculiar features gave him the air of a countryman. He was always found in unfrequented and sequestered spots, where a scene of picturesque beauty afforded materials for the artist's pencil. If an old farm-house in a romantic situation lay any where within reach, there the pale youth was to be seen; if an aged and gnarled tree rose frowning over a bosquet of younger growth, there the student of nature would often sit for hours wrapped in the practice of his art. If a ruined wall, covered with ivy, and affording shelter to the owl, that hooted grimly at nightfall, lay on the outskirts, it afforded sure work for days for the artist.


  For some weeks the old man and Marie were interested spectators of his labours; but at length his pale face and silent occupation, pursued so patiently every day, so won upon the young girl, that Antoine was induced by her to accost him. The artist appearing gratified by their notice, conversation ensued, and it soon turned out that he was a young Englishman on his way to Italy, there to study his art. For reasons which he kept to himself, he had been detained at Marseilles.


  It was these three who, one winter evening, sat round The Usurer's fire, enjoying the pleasures of sociality and converse, whose zest was heightened by the rough weather which prevailed without. It was a windy night : the blast blew in sharp fitful gusts round the house-the heavy rain pattered rudely against the windows of the large parlour; up the vast chimney could be heard the noise of the storm, as it rumbled over the roof and growled, and seemed to be rushing down to invade the blazing hearth, where huge logs lay mouldering and blazing. On one side of this warm and pleasant fire-place sat the old man, opposite to him Edward Raymond, while between was the lively and lovely Marie, a trifle nearer to the artist than to The Usurer, it seemed—but this may have been an error. Antoine spoke not much, the conversation being chiefly carried on between the young folks, who, in six weeks after their first meeting, had grown wonderfully intimate. The Usurer had been pleased with the unassuming mildness of the Englishman; and he now every evening formed a welcome addition to their little circle.


  Come, sir, said Marie, gaily, after a slight pause in the dialogue, y father is going to have his nap, so now for the chess. You beat me shamefully last night: I must have my revenge.


  Edward Raymond cheerfully and readily assented; the board was moved by him between them, and the men placed. Marie played her pawn. For a few moments the game proceeded in silence.


  You must be very fond of your art, said the girl, thoughtfully, almost immediately forgetting her merry challenge, for you are unwearied in your study of it.


  It is my profession, replied the young man, a faint tinge of red passing over his pale cheek; on success in my art I depend for livelihood. If I succeed, I shall be in comfort; if I fail, Mademoiselle, I shall be a beggar.


  This was said with a startling emphasis, and a wildness of manner, which half alarmed Marie, who gazed curiously, and with evident pain, at the speaker. He continued-


  We English are not all milords, he said bitterly; I for one, though born and bred a gentleman, have nothing but my pencil to depend on.


  Then how inquired Marie timidly, but her question was left unfinished. What she would have said, seemed to her impertinent.


  I understand your question, said the artist with a bitter smile; you would ask how I live, now that my efforts are vain as means of obtaining a livelihood. I live by robbing my widowed mother. Yes! start not, Mademoiselle : I have a fond and devoted mother; and she, out of an annuity, but poor pittance for herself, gives me wherewith to travel and study. And I do study; day and night I am at my easel-a few years in Italy, and then perhaps I may be able to reward her, who deprives herself of health and comfort, to give me an honourable profession. Italy! yes, there I must go; I should be there now, but reasons have detained me in Marseilles-mad, foolish reasons, but still reasons.


  Marie's eye fell before the young man's wild and impassioned glance, and anxious to change the subject, spoke : — 


   You will succeed, I doubt not, and live to reward your noble mother. Your industry and talents are sure to make way.


  If hope brought not this illusion to my soul, I would enlist as a common soldier, and rid my mother of her burthen. Having been bred a gentleman with expectations, I am, of course, fit for nothing.


  But, apart from your desire for success, continued the young French girl, you must love your art, for it is the study of the beautiful?


  I love the beautiful and the good but too well, exclaimed the young man, his face paler than ever, while his lip quivered and bis whole frame shook with emotion. Yes, Marie, why did I ever see you? To me, a month since, my art was an adoration: success at the end of years was my calm hope. I was patient and content. Now I loathe my profession: I would be a vast speculator—a gambler-anything that might make me suddenly rich, and give me some claim to lay myself at your feet. Speak not, Marie: I love you—but I know the distance between a poor artist and the ward of a rich banker. Forgive me if I have dared to tell my love-I can bear this intimacy no longer. In telling my unspeakable affection, I bid you an eternal adieu. Tomorrow I go to Italy; and all I ask is forgiveness, and to be remembered in your prayers.


  With a frenzied air, that but ill bore out his assumed calmness, Edward Raymond rose, as if to seek his hat. Marie had never lifted her head during his hurried declaration: it was now raised, radiant with tearful smiles and blushes.


  Stay, Edward Raymond. Were you a rich and happy suiter, I might speak less frankly. Why do you consider your avowal an insult? Perhaps my uncle might-I mean, if he would I do not see at all -


  Marie could say no more. Her blushes and tears were a better answer than any set speech could have been. Edward Raymond fairly staggered to his seat, overcome by the excess of his emotions.


  Marie, said he, in a husky voice, I conjure you on your soul not to trifle with me. Were I less poor, might I hope Speak not of your poverty, cried Marie, warmly. And as to leaving us, your society is, I am sure, too pleasant to Monsieur Antoine.


  And to Marie La Tour? said the still bewildered artist, without obtaining any answer.


  There was a period of silence, at the end of which Marie's head, by some mysterious process, rested on the young artist's shoulder, while her little white hand lay in his scarcely less marble in its colour.


  And I dare hope to gain your dear affection, said the young Englishman-before so poor, now so rich in unalloyed happiness.


  Hope everything, whispered she, in tones so low, none but a lover could have caught their import.


  And with Antoine's consent will be mine?


  I will!


  Never, beggar, scoundrel! Out of my house! from which you would steal all that I have dear to me in this life. Away, serpent, leave my house!—and the old man stood before the astounded couple like the destroying angel, crushing in one instant the fond and happy hopes which had filled their bosoms, and made that room a paradise.


  Uncle!—father!—said Marie, imploringly.


  Sir, a word! exclaimed Edward, calmly and respectfully; I will explain.


   Not one! thundered the old man. Away-leave my house-or I call my servants to thrust you forth.


  Go, said Marie, imploringly, I beg of you; and she added, in a whisper, He will think better of this I will soothe him.


  Sir, are you going? continued Antoine—his passion increasing every instant.


  I am, replied the artist, with a furtive look of deep affection at Marie; but hope you will never have cause to repent this violence. Good night, sir; and you, Mademoiselle, good night.


  With a low bow to Marie, and a bosom swelling with varied emotions, the poor artist left the room, and the house.




  CHAPTER II.
A NIGHT ADVENTURE.


  When Edward Raymond left The Usurer's house, the wind still blew in low fitful gusts, the rain fell in heavy sheets, rising froin the ground again in dashing spray, and making gambols in the gutters. It was a night when not even a dog would have ventured forth willingly, much less a human being. But the young artist, wrapping his cloak around him, and pulling his hat over his eyes, strode for some time along the road, without knowing in what direction. At the end of perhaps an hour, during which time he had several times stood still, Raymond raised his head, and found himself on one of the quays in the lowest quarter of the town of Marseilles. At the same time, he discovered that he was soaked to the skin, and turned to see where he might dry his garments and obtain some refreshment. Hard by, sounds of merriment and revelry issued from the lower part of a house, towards which he turned his footsteps. That it was poor, and even low, it recked him not-it was better suited to his purse.


  Entering a long passage, and stooping as he reached a doorway at its extremity, Edward Raymond found himself in the general room of a sailor's cabaret, where was congregated a group of men of varied and rough exterior. A huge fireplace was amply provided with blazing logs of wood. Towards this Edward advanced, amid a dead silence from the whole throng, who curiously examined the new comer, as if fearing him to be an agent de police. Removing his cap and cloak, and standing before them in a dark frock buttoned to the chin, his form and face appeared strange to all. The conversation he had interrupted went on. A little table and a chair were near the fireplace; these Edward occupied, and then, to assimilate himself as much as possible to the manner of his new associates, who, with an artist's quick eye, he saw were worth studying, ordered an omelet, a bottle of wine, and a cigar. The order was given in pure and unforeigner-like French, of which nation all present supposed him.


  This done, and resolved to wait the issue of the morrow ere he desponded with regard to his new passion, Edward began a curious examination of the varied company before him. It was a motley group. At one table sat a party of noisy Frenchmen, who, smoking, drinking, laughing, and singing, seemed to think that time was a thing which, to them, could never run out. another, a knot of Spaniards gravely smoked and gravely drank  — and, in fact, in all things conducted themselves with gravity. Italians, Greeks, Germans, were also preaent; but two men, occupying a box cut off from the rest of the room, at once attracted Edward Raymond's attention, and after a while completely absorbed every faculty of his mind. One was old, the other young: they both wore the costume of sailors, much the worse for service. The old man was in his face a rascal-the lines of villany and depravity were so clearly marked in his countenance, no man could mistake their ineaning, unless when for some purpose he would assume a meek and subdued expression, which in part concealed the natural bent of his inclinations. His face was small, thin, and hard; his forehead low and retreating; his nose hooked and sinister; his chin long, and covered with a coarse scrubby beard. His eyes, however, were the most noticed of any feature in his face. They were small, grey, and bony in appearance; but with so suspicious and keen a glance, few men could bear to meet their gaze. His companion was a bull-headed, stupid-looking young man. They had neither eatables, drinkables, nor tobacco before them.


  For some time neither said a word, appearing to eye the new arrival with considerable suspicion. At length the old man, after a knowing nod and wink at his younger companion, said in English, but in English which bespoke his transatlantic origin.


  Well, I do conclude, Tom, he said in a hoarse, croaking tone, it's rayther above the common for two first-chip fellows like you and I to be stumped in this sort of way. Why, here are all these Frenchmen, and other savages, eating and drinking like mad, and we are left to suck our fingers! It isn't above a bit pleasant.


  Lord bless you, said the other, simply, it is nothing when you are used to it. I have known time when I've sucked my fingers, as you call it, for a week.


  Edward Raymond, resolved not to claim kindred with this couple, moved not an inch, and seemed utterly deaf to their appeal by a side wind. The old man saw this with evident satisfaction, for, thrusting his tongue in his cheek, and winking at Tom, he said It's all right, but I'll give him a touch of his own lingo.


  Mon brave, exclaimed he, pointedly addressing Edward Raymond in French, a word with you.


Plait il, monsieur ? replied Edward, quietly.


  Why here are a couple of hungry seafaring men, your honour, and not a shot in the locker. Tom, there, and I, would have squared our mainsail and made straight for Supper Cave long since, but when a man is jammed up hard on a wind, it is no time for stowing his hold.


  Edward smiled, and replying in French, which the sailor spoke badly, and in which language it was not likely he would carry on a long confabulation, said, Here are a couple of francs: if that sum will procure you a supper, you are welcome to it.


  The two men were profuse in their thanks, which Edward cut short by applying himself diligently to his supper, in which the English sailors imitated him. The garçon hesitated at first about supplying them ; but a display of the two francs, and a wink at our artist, explaining the renovated state of their finances, a couple of bottles of wine, with an ample supply of eatables and tobacco, spoke volumes as to the cheapness of provisions in that house.


  Edward Raymond was thinking over the various events of the evening, and looking forward under the soothing influence of his cigar to the morrow with hope and joy, when his ear, at first unwillingly, and then with avidity, caught the following snatches of a conversation between the two English sailors. They spoke in their own language without reserve, all suspicion with regard to the stranger having long since vanished.


  In an hour it will be time for business, said the old man, with evident glee; it's a magnificent night-such rain, such wind! No one will hear us—and tomorrow morning we shall be the richest men in Marseilles.


  It was the superior language and tone of the speaker which at first caught Edward's attention.


  We may, said the young man, with something of a shudder, and we may go to the galleys for life. Is the reward worth the risk?


  Tom, don't be a coward, said the old rascal, his grey eyes glaring like hot coals. You know I am utterly ruined—that every play-table is closed against me—that for days we have wandered in this disguise, a prey to hunger and insult. The gold of Antoine Grummet must repair all.


  Had the two men seen Edward's face, they would have read his secret; but his back was to them, and he moved not-flinched not.


   And how know you, Henry, of this fellow's wealth ?


  All Marseilles rings with it. In land and rentes his wealth is enormous; in ready cash, enough to start us for life, even in Paris. I have learned all. The old usurer lives in a large lonely house, a mile from Marseilles; his gold is ever kept in his own room; there are none in the house save a boy and two women. I have these last three nights examined the window of the old man's room, and the shutters can easily be removed. I have already loosened the hinges.


  Why was I not told of this before ? said the young man, moodily.


  Because you want pluck, Tom, said the other, quietly.  And now to business. The pistols and masks we must put in a bag, with the crowbar and other tools. But first we must to bed—the room is easily left and easily entered : we shall thus avoid suspicion.


  With these words the two men rose, thanked Edward as they passed, and taking a candle, moved off to their bedroom. The artist remained petrified with astonishment. He now recognised both the men as two London men about town, who had for some time disappeared-nobody knew where, nor did any one care, save their tailors. To find them in this dreary cabaret, and planning burglary, perhaps murder, was inconceivable ; while that The Usurer was the object of attack, added not a little to his confusion. Edward Raymond was, however, a man of decision, and his plan of proceeding was at once taken. Calling the waiter, he discharged his bill and left the cabaret. His first act was to go to his lodgings, gaining admission to which, he took his travelling pistols and dagger, intended for use in Italy, and fastening them in a belt, again wrapped his cloak round him and gained the streets.


  It was pitchy dark, and neither moon nor stars shed the faintest lustre on the scene. Hurrying on, Edward soon reached the high-road, along which he walked with rapidity, pausing now and then to listen if he were followed. By keeping on the grass, he so deadened the sound of his own footsteps, that any one behind could not have heard him; a circumstance which caused him to proceed with more rapidity than he would otherwise have ventured on. Presently his ear caught the distant sound of two men walking behind, and Edward Raymond congratulated himself on his activity, for that the burglars were advancing to execute their daring enterprises, he guessed full well. At length the house was reached, and the bell communicating with the maid-servant's room rung with violence. Edward knew her to be a girl of spirit, and devoted to her mistress. Besides, she was French, and would but suppose he sought a secret interview with his mistress. In about five minutes a little wicket in the hall door was opened.


  Qui est là, said a not unpleasant voice, at this time of night?


  I-Monsieur Edward: let me in immediately, he exclaimed.


  The girl readily opened the door, upon which the young man entered, and before he said a word, refastened the heavy door, and bolted and chained it. Julie looked surprised, and even felt so, that in her jolie costume de nuit, Monsieur Edward, ever so gallant, should not even pay her one little compliment. The hour and position would have excused even a kiss. But Edward Raymond was moved by very different feelings.


  You must awake your mistress, and I must see her, he exclaimed,  and that immediately.


  Comment, monsieur! said the girl, wake my mistress up at this time of night? Never!


  I tell you, Julie, you must; you awaken her, and she will awaken Monsieur Antoine. But let me see her first. You will understand better, he added, grasping the girl's arm, when I tell you that in five minutes robbers will be effecting an entrance into the house. Be therefore quick and determined.


  Julie, who half believed the young man mad, hesitated no longer, but leaving the artist in the dark, hurried to her mistress's chamber. Edward Raymond remained alone in the dark hall, pacing up and down with slow and measured steps, and listening with avidity for any sound which might proclaim the approach of the burglars. He was now in his element, for he, with many other ardent spirits, knew the entrancing delight of active excitement : and so constituted is the mind of man, that never is this excitement so pleasurable, so capable of moving every energy, as when caused by the prospect of deadly struggle with his fellows. There is a savage exultation at the bare thought of coping with our like, and dealing desolation around, which fully proves us all combative animals in a more or less degree. Edward Raymond was poor—had been insultedand insulted before and concerning the woman that he loved. He had been called a beggar! Grim and retributive thoughts flashed across his mind-it was in his power to deprive in a passive manner The Usurer of wealth-perhaps of life. The poor artist held the rich man's fate in his hands. The thought passed meteor-like over the surface of his brain, but left no trace. Revenge, the Englishman knew, was sweet; but though feeling the full force of the old man's taunts, he felt no real bitterness towards the guardian of Marie.


  Marie suddenly, while he was deeply buried in thought, stood beside him, and touched his arm with her little hand. Edward turned eagerly to accost the bewildered girl: she, however, was beforehand with him, and spoke first.


  Monsieur Edward, what is the matter? Surely something terrible must have made you rouse me at this time of the night! What will my uncle think ?


  I should have awoke Monsieur Antoine, replied Edward Raymond quickly, but I knew how prejudiced he is now against me.


  But why?


  I have not come here at dead of night without good cause, the artist replied, taking his mistress's hand, and looking, as Julie afterwards declared, as amoureux as a poule, as you will know! dear Marie-


  Nay, call me not dear Marie, said the girl, withdrawing her hand as if in recollection of some powerful reason, it must not, cannot be.


  Raymond cast a scrutinizing glance at Marie ; but well aware of the importance of decision, made no inquiry at the time, In a few words his mission was explained.


  Great God! cried Marie, turning pale, we should have been murdered but for you! Stay here, while I hurry and awake my uncle.


  Snatching the candle from the maid, Marie left Julie and Edward alone in the hall. Julie emphatically declared that she was now convinced Monsieur Edward was not a gallant man!


  In a few moments the old man, a dressing-gown wrapped loosely round him, appeared in the hall, preceded by Marie. In the costume he now wore, Antoine Grummet looked hideous. The time was one, however, not much conducive to reflection, and Edward advanced rapidly to meet him.


  What is the meaning of all this? said Antoine querulously, are you hoaxing us to gain admission to our house?


  Sir, I am a man of honour and a gentleman, and not in the habit of hoaxing, said Raymond, haughtily; return with me to your bed-room, and you will be soon convinced of the truth of what I say. I would advise the ladies remaining here, to give warning of an attempt on the hall-door.


  Antoine quailed before the young artist's eagle eye, and acquiescing in his directions, returned to the old man's bed-room. As they passed the threshold, a harsh but low and grating sound caught their ears-it was the burglars at their work.


  Hush! for your life, whispered Edward, these scoundrels must be trapped: one of them ruined my father.


  Grummet started at the peculiar intonation of the young man's voice, and actually trembled in his grasp—for the artist held his arm with the grip of a vice. He would have given much to have seen his face : having no light, this was impossible.


  Have you inside shutters ? whispered Edward, after a brief pause:


  I have.


  Are they closed?


  No.


  Then stand beside them, and when these villains enter, close them gently behind. Leave the rest to me. But mind, bar their progress out.


  The Usurer obeyed mechanically, having first armed himself with a huge horse-pistol that always hung at the head of his bed. Edward meantime obtained a light, which he directed the boy, now also risen, to conceal in a cupboard, and bring forth only when the robbers were fairly trapped. These directions given, the inside party became silent as the grave. Edward listened with avidity for the sound of the burglars' voices. A wild unearthly feeling actuated his bosom. One who by vile arts and base intrigues had ruined his father now stood within a few yards, engaged in an act which gave his life a forfeit to the laws. He knew not what might come, but he felt a strange presentiment. All his parents' wrongs—his own poverty-caused by the very man who in a few minutes would be confronted with him, rose before his eyes, and his hand rested feverishly on the butt end of his pistol.




  CHAPTER III.
A DISCOVERY.


 AFTER a pause of ten minutes, the voices of the burglars were plainly distinguished-they had removed the shutters.


  Now then, Tom, the older sinner whispered, stick a pistol in your belt, and have your knife ready. Put on the crape too, for who knows the old hunks may not have to be killed after all, and might know us again ?


  Edward Raymond now knew for the first time that Antoine Grummet understood English, for as these words were uttered, he shuddered perceptibly, and shrunk behind the heavy window curtain. But what caused the peculiar look of wild horror with which he glanced at Raymond as these words were uttered, the artist could not then explain to himself.


  Now for the window, continued the burglar, as the sharp cut of a diamond slit the pane down; and now, as with artistic skill he withdrew this impediment,  for the latch and bolts!


  Next instant two heads peered in through the window overlooking the garden, which the men had reached by climbing the wall. The light of a lantern fell across the room, discovering however none of the preparations which had been made. Ali were concealed.


   All right, whispered Henry.


  Are you sure? said Tom in a husky, hesitating voice, it would be a dreadful thing to be caught!


  Peace, fool! and follow me, replied the other, advancing into the room, followed by his confederate. Antoine Grummet, at a sign from Edward, closed the shutters noiselessly. In letting down the bar, he was discovered.


  Henry Bellingham! villain! murderer! exclaimed Edward Raymond, advancing in the light of the candle held by the trembling boy, you are my prisoner. Surrender quietly, or you die!


  The burglars stood petrified before the young artist, who, his brow contracted, his dark eye swelling with passion, and a brace of pistols in his extended hands, awaited their reply. Antoine stood, pale, horror-struck, confused, his mind evidently agitated by some wild memory, presenting his old pistol at the robbers, ready to fire at a moment's notice. It was singular with what pertinacity he kept his aim fixed on the heart of him called Bellingham-a fiendish glow of anxiety in his face. Oh! he seemed to hate that man, and to burn for the instant when he might slay bim! It was not the present fear which could rouse him thus : there was a memory of the past in that look of bitter hatred!


  So! said the older villain, recovering himself, beside whom the bull-headed young man stood pale and trembling,  trapped, by God!—and by the very last man in the world I could have wished to meet! Cleverly done, too! That French masquerade of yours at the Inn was beautiful. Could'nt have done it better myself. But to business. Of course we go out of here quietly, Sir Edward Paulet ?


  Sir Edward Paulet! thundered the old Usurer, with a look of feverish horror.


  Were you not aware of the gentleman's name? Has he been masquerading with you too? How very singular! But I say, Sir Edward, I am rather anxious to move.


  Sir Edward Paulet, Bart., for such was the artist's name, recovering from his stupefaction, into which the old man's surprise had cast him, spoke with renewed severity.


  Henry Bellingham, the term of your crimes is over-you leave this house in the hands of justice, or you leave it a dead man.


  Together, then! cried the burglar furiously,—and both fired.


  Sir Edward knew no more-a pain exquisite and wild shot through his whole frame, and he fell to the ground. How long he remained in a delirious state, he knew not until long afterwards. When he awoke, it was to find himself in a large and capacious bed-room, furnished in a peculiar and antique style, while he felt so faint and exhausted as to be unable to move. He would have instantly closed his eyes again, but that near a large window he discovered two figures standing and conversing in whispers.


  Marie, he cried faintly, where am I ?


  Heaven and the Virgin be blessed! shrieked Julie,  he is alive again!


  Thank God, Edward—Sir Edward, I mean, said Marie, hurrying to beside his bed, hush-do not speak until you have taken this draught.


  Sir Edward obeyed, and instantly felt the beneficial effects of the compound.


  Where am I, dear Marie ? he then hurriedly demanded.


  In your own house, replied Marie gaily: you have been for three weeks between life and death-inad, delirious, talking of things you don't mean, and vowing to do things you never mean to do.


  Sir Edward guessed by the coquettish manner of his dear Marie what this meant; but, curiosity overmastering every other feeling, said -


  But explain to me all.


  I must explain nothing; but here comes Monsieur Antoine: he will tell you all.


  Marie and Julie now retired, and The Usurer advanced slowly to the young man's bedside. His face was pale and scared: he looked ten years older than a month before.


  I hope you are better ? he said.


  I am, much, replied the young artist, but—


  The Usurer had seated himself in an arm chair before a small table, on which he spread some papers.


  You are Sir Edward Paulet? he said, interrupting the young man.


   I am.


   And poor as you have represented yourself ?


   I could not well be poorer.


   What caused your poverty ?


  My father was ruined when I was an infant, by connexion with a gambler.


  Bellingham ?


  The same. What has become of him ?


  He died by your hand, but the law exonerates you from blame. His companion serves in the galleys for life. But of them later. Young man, I have deeply wronged you. Interrupt me not, but listen calmly. In early life I was not a money lender, but the banker of a gaming table : sometimes, as I was a good and fortunate player, I played. It chanced that one evening Bellingham, who was a satellite of mine, introduced me to a young Englishman just of age, whose property, immense in value, having been made by his father during the war, was wholly invested in the funds. This was Sir Arthur Paulet: he was invited to my private house. Bellingham was my tool and scape-goat. He had no money to lose, and played for me. He paid not when he lost, and had his reward when he Suffice, in one night your young and inexperienced father lost to me three hundred thousand pounds sterling; and died by his own hand, leaving you and your mother enough, when I was paid, to buy an annuity. The money was fairly won, and I chuckled over it. It was an enormous gain, and I neither played nor abetted playing more. I became a legitimate banker and usurer. From that hour, however, I have known no peace. I see before me your father-young, handsome, hopeful-dying by his own hand, the effect of my avarice; and now I meet his son poor and struggling. That son saves my life. Sir, I have never done but one act in my life that gives me real pleasure, and that was the adoption of Marie, the orphan child of a reduced noble family.


  Marie is no child of yours, then ? exclaimed Sir Edward Paulet eagerly.


  None, replied the old man bitterly: I understand the reason of your question. But, Sir Edward, listen to the penitent voice of an old man who for twenty-one years has loathed the light, and been saved only by the patient affection of my adopted child. Let the son forgive what the father cannot; and let my tardy justice in some measure repair the evil I have done. Take the wealth which is justly yours, and restore your widowed mother to the position I robbed her of. If your sudden change of position has not altered your feelings, you will with my child take all. If you refuse her, here are actes which will put you in possession of all that I deprived your father of.


  Had my father died by your hand, old man, there had been from me no forgiveness; but as it is, it is not for me to judge you. I forgive you, and may He whose mercy is infinite do the same! As to Marie, if she will have me, no king will be prouder than I.


  A smile of pride and deep gratification swept over the old man's face as he heard these words.


  Your mother will be here in a few hours, he replied: I have written for her. As soon as she arrives, let the wedding take place. I must have that done, and then I shall die in peace.


  Before Sir Edward could reply, the old man left the room, to which Marie and the nurse, with all the freedom and ease of French manners, immediately returned. The explanations which took place between the lovers may readily be imagined.


  In a few hours Lady Paulet arrived—a half-sorrowing, halfhappy mother;—so proud that her son might venture to call himself Sir Edward—so sad to see him ill. She was soon, however reassured, when she heard him talk of marrying, and on the morrow. And on the morrow they were married, and Marie nursed her husband with such tender care, that ere the month he was quite well, though still pale and thin. The day he rose from his bed finally, old Antoine Grummet died, deeply repentant, and forgiven for his crime by both mother and son.


  Sir Edward and Lady Paulet, with old Lady Paulet, are still very happy. They live at a fine old place not a very great distance from London, where, over his bottle of port, Sir Edward, now a half-thoughtful, half-jolly host, tells with zeal of the days when he was a poor artist. Lady Marie, or Mary as she is now called, vows always that were he to be again Edward Raymond, with not fifty pounds a-year, she should, after nearly twenty years of experience, choose him before any man she ever met. Can I say anything more for their happiness? They love one another, have a large and handsome family, delight in doing good, and have the means to do it. What more can they desire ?


   


  -End-
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