




P R E F A C E .  

Bzetle~ & Tanner, 
The SeZwood Pn'niing H ' O ~ ~ S ,  

Frome, and London. 

www.unitarian.org.u Wdocs 

I N  the humble hope that I may thereby assist in rescuing 

from oblivion the name of a noble, heroic man, and as 

a protest against bigotry and intolerance, whether mani- 

fested by Roman Catholic or Protestant, I send forth 

this my story of ' l  Bartholomew Legate, the last Smith- 

field martyr," a man concerning whom history has been 

strangely silent, and whose name does not appear on the 

roll of that "noble army of martyrs" who yielded up 
their lives in Smithfield, in whose honour a stately 

church was erected not many years since, though whether 

the omission was due to want of knowledge, or prejudice, 

it ~rould be hard to say ; but the record closes with the 

name of Roger Holland, burned there June 27th, I 5 58 ; 

and the Rev. Oswald Sharpe, Vicar of the Church, in 

his pamphlet on "The Smithfield Martyrs," implies that 

none after him suffered in that place. 

I t  is true that no account of Bartholomeiv Legate's 

trial has yet come to light, although at the time it seems 

to have created considerable stir ; but the king's signature 

to the warrant for his execution may still be seen at  the 
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Record Office ; and not only from the pen of Thomas 

Fuller, in his " Church History of Britain," but also from 

the  letters of Archbishop Abbott and Sir John Chamber- 

lain, both contemporary with Legate, we learn how he 

was tried for heresy, stood firmly to  his faith, and, for 

conscience' sake, was burned in Smithfield on March 18th. 

161 I. 

CHAPTER I. 

H dear ! but it's a sad life at the best ; the good are taken, E and them as only cumbers the ground is left behind. 
1 God help the poor master ! " And thus soliloquising, Job Mark- 

ham pulled the heavy gate quietly behind him, and having cast 
a glance upwards at the windows of the farmhouse, turned and 
plodded down the lane with drooping head and heavy dragging 

' 

step. I t  was a bright October evening in the year 1586, the close 
of one of those lovely autumn days when it seems as if the 
departed summer had returned for a brief visit ere she said 
farewell for ever. The rays of the setting sun were shedding a 
glory over the stubble fields and the green, marshy meadow lands, 
and on the hedgerows festooned .with delicate bindweed and 
decked with clusters of black and scarlet berries, and were spark- 
ling like jewels in the wayside pond and in the diamond panes 
of the farmhouse windows, and peace and beauty brooded over 
all the wide landscape, in the midst of which, nestling among 
sheltering trees, was the little village of Rumwell in Essex, 
where lay the humble home of Job Markham. But all the calm 
beauty of the evening was lost upon him, as he stumped heavily 
along; nor did the sight of his wife's buxom form, standing at 
their cottage door, and shading her eyes with her hand to catch 
the first glimpse of that small, spare figure, avail to arouse him 
from his dejection. 

"Why, what ails thee, man? " she said, as her husband entered 
the kitchen without his customary salutation, and sank down on 
the settle. '6 What ails thee-art sick ? " 
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" Thee must go up to the house at once, Moll,'' he replied, 
quite disregarding her question. " Kate Alison bade me say the 
mistress will scarce last the night, and she needs thy help." 

" God save us ! " said the good woman, as with trembling 
haste she placed his evening meal before her husband, and pro- 
ceeded to envelop herself in her large cloak. " When was she 
taken worse ? " 

" I' the morn, but the change came upon her about an hour 
since ; the poor master's heart is well-nigh broke. But don't 'ee 
wait now, Moll; thee'lt hear all about it soon enough." 

"Ay, sure, " she answered, and with one housewifely glance 
around her little home, crossed the threshold, and was soon 
making her way along in the direction whence her husband had 
come. 

The light was fading now, and as the good woman approached 
the farmhouse, its white facings and fantastic gables over- 
shadowed by two fine elms, gave it a very weird and ghostly 
appearance, and it was small matter for wonder if a shudder 
passed through her frame. The watch-dog barked loudly as she 
entered at the gate, but the sound of her familiar voice quieted 
him, and he retreated to his shelter. Ere she reached the door 
it was opened by a tall, gaunt woman, who without speaking 
beckoned her into the kitchen : a large, low, black-raftered room, 
the walls bright with shining pewter, and the ceiling hung with 
flitches of home-cured bacon and toothsome hams. Two or 
three spinning wheels were there, but they were standing idle, 
while the maidens, fearless of reproof, sat with tearful eyes around 
the wood fire, only speaking sometimes to each other in low 
whispers. 

How is she now, Mistress Alison ? " asked Moll Markham of 
the tall woman. 

'' Dying,') was the reply, in a voice whose tremor gave the lie 
to the calm, impassive expression of the countenance. '' Sit ye 
down by the fire ; we shall be needed presently," she added, 
motioning the other to a seat, and resuming her own at the foot 
of the steep flight of stairs, whence any sound would be audible 
from the room above, where the beloved mistress of the house- 
hold lay waiting for the opening of the golden gate. 

Dame llarkham sat for Some minutes in silence, looking from 
one to the ~ t h e r ,  then addressing one of the girls, she asked, 
1 6  jyllo is with Mistress Legate, Anna ? " 

6' Only the master and Barty," she replied, raising her tear- 
stained face. "She wished to be left alone with them now. 
Before the sun went down she sent for all of us, and bade us 
farewell, and to be good, and meet her in heaven. And, oh my 
dear no one will ever speak so kind to me again." And 
the poor girl hid her face in her apron and sobbed piteously. 

( 'she was like a mother to us all," said the other girl, her eyes 
filling as she spoke. "I  mind me when father lay so long ill, 
how she ~ o u l d  come and bring him medicine and good things 
to eat, and talk, so kindly, and read to him out of her Bible ; and 
how she got my brother Jocelyn to quit the bad company he was 
keeping and be an honest man, and there he is serving the queen 
in Ireland to-day instead of being hanged on the gallows for 
stealing deer like James Hepburn. She was good to every one, 
she was." 

Ay, indeed, was she," replied Moll Markham ; and thee, 
Anna, and thee, Esther, must mind all that she has ever told you, 
and be good wenches, and go on after she has gone just as if she 
still were here." And the good woman wiped her eyes, and the 
whole party relapsed again into silence. 

Meanwhile, in the room above, Stephen Legate and his son 
were keeping mournful vigil by the dying bed of her who was to 
both of them more than all the world beside : the faithful, loving 
wife, the wise, tender, affectionate mother. 

A rushlight glimmered on the table, and a wood fire blazed on 
the hearth, throwing occasional gleams on the quaintly carved 
furniture, and lighting up the pale face of the sufferer, and the 
thin hands holding in their feeble clasp those of husband and son. 

"Barty," said the dying woman at length, after some minutes 
of silence, " Barty, darling, mother must leave you now." 

The boy looked at her with his earnest, dark eyes, but answered 
not, and his mother continued, " You have always been a good 
boy, and never given me a moment's sorrow. God bless you for 
it, and keep you good; but, my child, you* have had few tempt- 
ations yet ; you will meet them as you grow older, and you must 



promise me to be brave and true-true to yourself, and above 
all, true to God ; and if ever an hour of trial should come to 
you, H e  will help you through, even though it should be a fiery 
trial such as befel your Uncle Abraham, Barty." 

I will, dear mother! God helping me I will live to be 
worthy of Uncle Abraham and worthy of you," answered the 
boy fervently, as he kissed his mother's wasted cheek. 

A faint smile illulnined the countenance of the dying woman. 
"And, Barty, I give you my Bible-read in it often, and think 

of what you read, and try to understand. And one thing more, 
my darling-your father-he will miss me when I am gone, and 
you must comfort him, and try to fill my place to him, and always 
be a good, true, loving son." 

I will, nzother ; I promise you I will.') 
l' God bless my boy," she answered, laying her hand caressingly 

on his dark, clustering locks. Then turning to him by whose 
side she had trod the pathway of life for nearly twenty years, she 
said, Husband, dear, we have been so very happy together that 
I would fain have stayed a little longer here, but God has willed 
it otherwise, and His way is best. Fret not, dear love, we shall 
soon meet again where there is no pain and no parting, and there 
shall we be happier even than we have been here. But our boy- 
he is so young and tender-you must be mother as well as father 
to him now." 

The strong man struggled with his emotions ere he answered, 
"Ay, dear heart, I will." And drawing the weeping lad towards 
him he folded him in a close embrace. 

Then the dying woman took a hand of each beloved one in 
her feeble grasp, and having gazed long and lovingly upon them 
both, closed her eyes and lay as if asleep, while her husband 
and son sat quietly by, fearing lest by the slightest movement they 
might disturb her slumber. 

Presently Kate Alison, alarmed at the continued stillness, stole 
softly up the stairs and entered the room. Taking the rushlight 
in her hand she approached the bed : a single glance sufficed to 
assure her that the tender wife and mother, the good kind 
mistress, was sleeping the sleep that knows no waking. 

CHAPTER 11. 

'LL tell him thee hast been, Master Churchill, and if he wants "I to see thee, I dare say he'll send; but I wouldn't disturb 
him now,-no, not for the queen herself. It's little enough sleep 
he's had for a week past, and there's plenty of time for him to 
JFrake up to trouble and sorrow without being called down only 
to see a parson." 

In Mistress Alison's manner and tone there was an air of de- 
fiance, if not of contempt, as she stood in the doorway with her 
arms akimbo, effectually barring it against all intruders, which 
both perplexed and irritated the personage she was addressing : a 
short, stout, red-faced man clad in rusty black. 

Woman ! " he angrily exclaimed, " as a minister of God, I 
demand admittance to this house of mourning, and thou hast 
neither right nor power to refuse it. Nay, I warn thee, that if it 
was through thy wiles the departed was left in her last moments 
without the consolation of religion, a terrible crime rests upon 
thy soul, and even shouldst thou escape punishment upon earth, 
that of Heaven will surely fall upon thee." 

As to punishnlent, Master Churchill," she replied with pro- 
voking coolness, "I hope I shall be able to bear all I get or 
deserve. But in this matter, I'd have you know I am my master's 
servant, and if he had ordered me to fetch thee, or any one else, 
I'd have done it, though it had been sore against my will. And 
as to the consolations of religion! if that sweet saint, my mistress, 
had them not, none ever had ; she died as she had lived, and one 
who was an angel upon earth needed no parson to show her the 
hay to heaven. I t  was enough for her that those she loved best, 
her husband and her child, were at her side when the Lord called 
her to pass through the dark   alley.'^ 

As she uttered these last words, Kate Alison's voice trembled 
a little, and she b r~~shed  her hand quickly across her eyes. 
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Master Churchill deigned no reply, but saying somewhat 
pompously, " Tell Stephen Legate I shall not come down again ; 
if he wants to see me, he must send," turned on his heel and 
strode away. 

The old servant, with an  expression of angry scorn on her 
countenance, stood at the door and watched his retreating form 
till it was o,ut of sight, then returning to the kitchen, began to 
busy herself with her usual domestic duties. 

Meantime, in the room above, young Bartholomew Legate 
knelt by the bed on which lay all that remained of her whose 
tender love had made earth a heaven to him, trying to realize 
this strange and mournful experience of his young life, and the 
new path of duty which it had opened out before him. The first 
paroxysm of grief had subsided, and he was able now to recall 
his mother's last words, and to ponder their full meaning-to be 
' l  brave and true " like that good uncle of his mother's, who, when 
Mary was queen, as he had often been told, had for the truth's 
sake cheerfully borne the baptism of fire, walking to the stake as 
though it had been a throne. Yes, God helping him, he too 
would be faithful and strong in the cause of truth, no matter 
where it should lead; and then-his father, how could he best 
fulfil the sacred trust committed to his charge, to be a comfort 
and help to him? Bowing his head upon his hands the boy 
poured forth, as he had been taught, his simple supplication for 
help and strength ; then, rising from his knees, he laid back the 
sheet, and gazed long and lovingly on the still features of his 
dead mother, and having tenderly kissed the marble brow, he re- 
placed the covering and quitted the chamber. 

How strange it all seemed as he descended the stairs and the 
familiar household sounds met his ear; it was almost as if the 
events of the past night had been a frightful dream, but for that 
still form upon the bed, and the dull sense of vacancy and loss 
that oppressed his heart. 

Kate Alison met him as he entered the kitchen, and kissing 
him as she had been used to do when he was quite a little child, 
led him to the table prepared for the morning meal. 

Is  thy father coming down, Barty ? " she inquired, as she 
heaped his plate, and filled his cup with ale. 

C C  H e  was still sleeping when 1 left him," the boy replied. Is  
he n,anted for aught? " 

' C  Nay, all is going on right about the farm ; Job Markham is 
after the men ; it's only that Parson Churchill has been. 

I doubt me, though, 'twill be no great loss to the master to have 
missed seeing him." 

' t  ,IIY father likes him not," said Barty ; C L  but it may be he mill 
,,,t to see him about the-" funeral, he would have said, but 
Ilis voice faltered, and he could not finish the sentence. Kate 
x l n d e r s t ~ ~ d  him, hewever. 

6 1  Well, if he does, one of the lads can go round, that's easy 
enough done,-but thou'rt not eating, child, and if thou doesn't 
,,t, thou'lt be ill, and what'll thy father do ? " 

This reminder of his father was enough for Barty, and with a 
effort he forced down the food. His old nurse stood 

watching him until the last morsel had disappeared, then quitted 
the kitchen to superintend the dairy work, while Bartholon~ew 
crept quietly upstairs to sit by his father until he should awaken. 

The day of the funeral arrived at last, cheerless and gloomy, 
with occasional showers of sleety rain; al1d with heavy hearts and 
tearful eyes the dwellers in the little hamlet assembled to see the 
remains of her, who had ever been a kind and sympathetic friend 
to the poor and suffering, laid in the quiet churchyard ; and as the 
mournful procession moved slowly along, many rough but kindly 
glances of sympathy were directed towards Stephen Legate and 
his young son. 

I t  was indeed touching to see how bowed and aged the strong 
man had suddenly become ; it seemed as if more than half his 
life was being laid away in that quiet grave, while the boy 
appeared to have put off at  once his own great grief and his 
dependent childhood and risen to the stature of a man ; his tall, 
slight form was erect, and. his countenance, though pale, bore no 
traces of violent sorrow. 

All wondered to see him so calm, but to Bartholomew Legate 
the trust reposed in him by his beloved mother was too sacred to 
admit of indulgence in selfish grief. Henceforth his life must be 
devoted to his father and to God ! And so, when all was over, 
he drew the broken-hearted mourner away from the grave and 
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led him home, and there, with gentle tl~oughtfulness, fulfilled the 
little offices of love his mother had been wont to perform, en- 
deavouring, meanwhile, to cheer his father and prevent his mind 
from dwelling too much upon his loss. 

The sad day was over at length, but ere they retired to rest, 
Stephen Legate assembled his little household and bade Barty 
get his mother's Bible and read therefrom those words which 
have been the solace of so many sorrowing souls. " In  my 
Father's house are many mansions : if it were not so, I would 
have told you. I go to prepare a place for YOU." 

With kind farewells they separated for the night ; and through 
the dark and clouded sky the stars shone out one by one, shed- 
ding their soft light upon the earth like messengers of God's peace 
to tlie troubled hearts of men. 

CHAPTER 

years have elapsed since the events recorded in the last 
chapter, ten long years, freighted with weighty import for TEN 

the nation and the world, but passing with their quiet alternations 
of Seed-time and harvest, summer and winter, almost unnoticed 
over placid Rumwell. 

To be sure, some changes had taken place. Children had 
urown into men and women, and the graves in the little church- 
:ard lay closer together than formerly. But the storms that had 
Shaken the political world, the Popish plots, the long continued 
struggle for liberty in the Netherlands, nay, even tlie threatened 
Spanish invasion, had scarcely caused a surface ripple on the still 
life of the little hamlet. 

During the last few months, however, two events had occurred 
fraught with absorbing interest to the inhabitants of Rumwell. 
The first was the departure in the early spring of the younger 
Legate on a visit to Holland, whither he had gone to settle the 
affairs of a relative of his mother's, who had recently died there ; 
and this had naturally occasioned no little stir among the quiet, 
stay-at-home folks of his native village, to whom the very names 
of foreign countries were shrouded in mystery, and who were 
disposed to regard Bartholomew's journey as likely to prove a 
perpetual banishment froill his home and friends, speaking of it 
always in a mournful tone, and with an ominous shake of the head. 

But scarcely had the excitement occasioned by this break in 
the monotony of Rumwell existence had time to subside, when 
fresh subject-matter for gossip and conjecture was afforded by the 
settlement in the neighbourhood of a family, who had come, no 
one knew whence, and taken possession of a long untenanted 
mansion standing on the outskirts of the village, and bearing a 
somewhat ghostly reputation. For a short time after their arrival, 
many and various speculations were rife as to the reasons which 
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could have induced a cultured, courtly gentleman, with his still 
young and handsome wife and four children, to settle down in 
such a lonely spot, as remote, apparently, from any other centre 
of attraction as from the gay capital itself. But as no satisfactory 
conclusion could possibly be arrived at, speculation gradually 
ceased, and the presence in the village of the mysterious strangers, 
who were seldom seen beyond the limits of their own domains, 
and never inside the church either on Sundays or festivals, began 
to be accepted as a matter of course. 

I t  was now late in the autumn; the last of the harvest had 
been gathered in, the orchards had yielded up their fruits, and 
the trees, under the combined influences of hoarfrost and a 
blustering north-east wind, were being rapidly denuded of their 
leaves. 

Stephen Legate stood at the gate of his farm, his face turned 
towards the western sky, but with a far-off look in his eyes which 
clearly indicated that he saw nothing of the gold and crimson 
splendour in which the sun was retiring to his rest ; and was as 
unconscious of the chilling breeze as of the kindly " Good-even, 
neighbour," which had been repeated more than once. 

A gentle pull at his sleeve succeeded at length in arresting his 
attention, and his face lighted up with a pleased smile as his eye 
fell upon the singular looking figure standing before him. I t  was 
that of a man about fifty years of age, very short of stature, but 
broad-shouldered and long-armed, with a countenance rugged but 
pleasing, and iron-grey hair reaching down to his shoulders. 

" Good-even, neighbour," he repeated, as their hands met in a 
cordial grasp. " I was just thinking of going home again, as you 
seemed to have taken a journey into Cloudland. In  Holland, 
with Barty, I doubt not?"  he added, with a smile that lit up his 
features like a ray of sunshine. 

"You are right, Master Harper, I was with him, though I 
know not if it was in Holland. I am very lonely without my 
boy ; it seems a weary while since he went away, and it's so long 
since I heard from him. Sometimes I think I shall never see 
him more; and then again I find myself here at the gate looking 
up the road, and fancying he will presently come riding along." 

"And so you will see hirn, Legate, and ere many weeks are 

Bn~tkoZo?rzew Legate. - 
out, take my word for that; and when you are sitting by the fire, 
and listening to Barty telling of his adventures, you will forget all 
these dreary thoughts, and feel yourself grown young again," said 
the little man in a cheery tone, though his eyes, meanwhile, 
scrutinized his friend's countenance anxiously, as a half-defined 
fear crossed his mind. 

Legate looked down with an answering smile into the shrewd, 
kindly face, and returned the warm pressure of the hand ; then, 
as a rude gust of wind swept by them, he said,-- 

((But I must not keep you here in the cold ; you can stay 
awhile and have a chat over a cup of wine ? " 

'(Ay, surely, I came on purpose, for when my tongue would 
fain be wagging I like not my own company ; and as my crony, 
Barty, is away, I thought to make his father bear the burden of 
my gossiping humour." 

('Most gladly will I bear so pleasant a burden," answered 
Legate, as he led the way into the house, through the kitchen 
and up a few steep, narrow stairs, into the room which served 
him as study and counting-house; and having called to Kate 
Alison to bring some wine, he seated his guest in a quaintly 
carved high-backed chair in a corner of the ample fireplace. A 
bright wood fire was burning on the hearth, and the crackling 
flames threw a cheerful glow upon the panelled walls and massive 
furniture. 

This is comfort," said Harper, stretching out his hands to the 
cheerful warmth, and adding after a few moments : " I bethink 
me sometimes, Friend Legate, of those fires that have been 
kindled with human fagots, and wonder if such a day will ever 
again arise for this England of ours." 

"God forbid ! " replied Legate, with earnestness. " But what 
could have put such a notion into your head, Master Harper ? 
Surely you don't think-" 

The entrance of the old servant with the wine interrupted him, 
but when they were alone again Legate repeated his question ; 
and drawing a chair close to his friend, anxiously awaited his 
reply. 

The little man sipped his wine for some moments in silence, 
then leisurely drawing from his pocket a folded paper, he handed 
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it to Legate, saying, Read that, and then tell me what you 
think of it." 

I t  was a closely written document, consisting of a letter to 
Harper from a friend in London, with the copy of an .4ct of 
Parliament attached, and its perusal occupied the worthy yeoman 
for some time. When at length he raised his eyes, he met those 
of his friend steadily fixed upon him. 

Well," he said, " what think you now?" 
I scarce can tell," answered Legate. " These new laws truly 

seem somewhat hard and cruel ; but then we Protestants have 
suffered so much at the hands of the Papists, that if-" 

'L Is not the spirit of persecution the sane everywhere, and at 
all times ? " interrupted Harper, in a stern voice. Shall we, in 
the name of our Master, Christ, who bade us love our enemies, 
persecute the Papists because they have persecuted us? Shall 
we, in His name, who came to bring peace and goodwill upon 
the earth, hang and burn our fellow-men because God has seen 
fit to cause them to think differently from ourselves ? Besides," 
he continued, in a calmer tone, taking the letter in his hand, 
" this act is framed not against Popish recusants alone, but 
against all who conform not, outwardly at least, to the teaching 
and worship of the Church, as by law established. I t  seems to 
me, Legate, we have but changed the name of our foster parent, 
instead of emancipating ourselves once and for all from childish 
thraldom, as is befitting grown men : our present mother would 
fain do all our thinking for us, and take our consciences as safely 
into her own keeping as ever did she of Rome." 

'' I fear you may be right," answered Legate, though I under- 
stand little about these things, having scarce given thought there- 
to. I have gone to church because I would fain keep the law, 
and set an example therein to my household; but I wearied oft- 
times of the prayers, and I liked not Master Churchill's preaching; 
it savours not' to me of heavenly things ; and partly therefor, 
partly because of weakness of body, I have of late seldom 
gone." 

'' And I," said Harper, " like not Master Churchill's preaching 
better than I like the man, nor care I for the services of the 
Church: yet I too conform, and for the same reasons as your- 

self; but at times I doubt if I am true to myself in so doing ; it 
may be that the cause of religion demands-" 

tr  Hush ! " said Legate, bending forward in a listening attitude. 
$6 What is that ? " 

Horses' hoofs, if I mistake not," answered the other. IVho 
can it be at this late hour? " 

Clsome traveller, doubtless, who has lost his way," answered 
Legate. " I must go and see." 

AS he opened the door, a startled cry from Kate Alison broke 
upon his ear, and he hastened down the stairs, closely followed 
by Harper, wondering what had occurred. On entering the 
kitchen, they found the servants in a state of wild delight, and 
Kate holding by both hands a tall, handsome young man. 

Here's Barty, master !" she exclaimed, and in a moment 
father and son were locked in a close embrace. 

You have grown such a great man, Barty, you will scarce 
even deign to look down upon an old friend," said Harper, in a 
feigned grumbling tone, when Stephen Legate had at length 
released his son from his loving grasp. 

"My dear, dear old master!" exclaimed the young man, seizing 
him by the hand with an affectionate warmth. " Forgive me for 
not seeing you, but I had no eyes for any one but father just 
at first." 

Quite right, too ; who has a better claim to the chief place 
in your thoughts ? But who is with you ? " he continued, looking 
to where, in the shadow of the doorway, stood a man clad in 
travelling garb, and holding in his arms something carefully 
wrapped in a cloak. 

" Father," said Bartholomew, leading the stranger forward, an 
old friend has come to see you. You remember Master Lingard?" 

What ! Simon Lingard !" cried Legate in astonishment, cordi- 
ally grasping the stranger's outstretched hand. This is indeed 
a pleasure ; you must forgive me for not remembering you." 

L' My dear Legate," replied Lingard, " it is no wonder you had 
forgotten me, for Time has wrought changes in us both, though 
it is plain he has left your heart as warm as ever to welcome an 
old friend. But for your son, I should scarce have had courage 
to take you thus by storm. Yet, I need not have feared." 

II 
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Legate pressed his hand again warmly, and, drawing the settle 
near the fire, said, Sit ye down and warm yourself; and Kate, 
let us have some supper at once. But what have you here?" he 
continued, placing his hand on the burden his friend yet held 
carefully in his arms. 

Lingard laid back the cloak, and exposed to view a lovely child 
of some five years, reposing on his arm in a warm and rosy sleep. 
" My only little one, he said ; my Margaret's precious gift- 
she died two months ago." His voice trembled as he spoke, and 
he turned away his head to hide the emotion he could not well 
suppress. 

Legate answered not, but laid his hand affectionately on his 
friend's shoulder, and bending over the little sleeper, kissed the 
brown clustering curls. 

"Father," said Bartholomew, coming up at this moment, "where 
is Master Harper? he seemed to vanish in a moment ; I see no 
trace of hinl anywhere." 

'' He's gone home," replied Kate, who, with her younger assis- 
tant, had been busy preparing the meal. 'c H e  bade me say he'd 
be here again to-morrow. I expect he thought we should be 
wanting to do nought but look at you." 

"Then he was a wise man to flee in time from so tedious an 
occupation," answered Bartholomew, laughing; " but I would fain 
he had stayed. However, here is some one better worth looking 
at than I am. Let Kate take your little Maysie, Master Lingard. 
And tenderly lifting the still sleeping child, he placed her in the 
arms of his old nurse, who received this new charge at the hands 
of her favourite with a pleased pride, and soon carried her up 
to bed. 

I t  was a happy party which gathered that evening around the 
social board. Stephen Legate's face had lost the worn, weary 
expression which had characterized it of late, and beamed with 
unutterable happiness as he met the loving gaze of his son, who 
sat by with a quiet gladness shining in his dark eyes; while the 
cloud of nlelancholy which had brooded over their guest seemed 
to disperse in the pleasant atmosphere of social chat, in whicl; 
old memories were revived, and old times lived o'er again. 

Ere they retired for the night, Bartholomew read, at his father's 

from the.Bible one of the joy-breathing Psalms that have 
l.oiced the thanksgivings of so many human hearts for ages f a s t ;  
alld then Stephen Legate, in a voice broken with emotion, poured 
forth his gratitude to the Divine Being for the safe return of Iris 
dear son, in which all fervently joined. And so, with loving 
wishes, they separated, and' peace with her quiet wing brooded ,,,, the little household. 



CHAPTER IV. 

OME back, Maysie; come back, my pet ! I never see the 
like o' that child ; she's after Earty everywhere ; but you 

must run and bring her back, Anna; he's half a mile away by 
now; and if she gets outside the gate she'll lose herself." And 
Kate returned to her task of bread-making, which had been dis- 
turbed in so unwonted a manner, while Anna, a buxom young 
woman of some five and twenty years, went to bring back the 
truant, soon returning with htaysie struggling in her arms. 

" YOU naughty-" 
" I Barty's little wife; I want go wis Barty," exclaimed the 

little maiden, with a comical endeavour to look indignant, as she 
shook her tangled brown curls and small fist at the amused Anna. 

" Barty can't take Maysie with him to-day ; he's gone too far ; 
she must be a good girl, and stay indoors now, and by-and-by she 
shall go with me to see the pigs and cows and feed the chickens," 
said Kate, as she wiped the flour from her hands. 

Give her an apple, Anna," she continued, '( and take her 
upstairs with you until I've finished down here." 

Maysie's was a happy, contented disposition, in spite of the 
inordinate amount of petting she had received throughout her 
little life, and she submitted without further protest to this arrange- 
ment, graciously accepting the apple as a peace-offering, and 
stumbled merrily up the steep stairs to the room above, whence 
soon issued the sound of her ringing laughter, as she hindered, 
under pretence of helping, Anna in her work. 

Presently, however, the little brown head popped in again a t  
the kitchen door. 

IS Earty tum bat ? " 
" Not yet, Maysie." 
" Oh dear ! Oh dear ! What s'all I do ? I've nobody to p'ay 

wis me.'' 
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' 6  GO back to Anna, dear, till I'm ready to take you out." 
C C  Anna don't want me ; s'e won't let me sweep." 
And ~ a y s i e  sat down disconsolately upon the stairs, and resting 

her upon her knees, dropped her chubby face into her 
dimpled hands with an air of deep dejection. 

Kate's kind heart was quite touched at the sight of her pet's 
despondency, but ere she covlld resolve upon some new amuse- 
ment for her, the little maid was off again, soon returning with 
her lap full of kittens, while the mother cat walked by her side 
with an air of some anxiety. 

These are my chil'ren," she announced to Kate ; 'c and dis 
one is doin' away in a s'ip to brin' home dold and silver and tates, 
and all sorts o' nice sin's ; and dis one is doin' to fight the 
span7ards. Tate," she continued, after a pause, " what is Span- 
Jar&? and why do fo'ts want to fight 'em ? " 

l r  They are bad people, dear; and that's the reason why." 
Oh," said Maysie, thoughtfully, " but what do zey do ? )) 

AS Kate's knowledge of political matters was exceedingly 
limited, she wisely turned the conversation by suggesting that as 
she was now ready to go out, Maysie had better restore her family 
to their accustomed resting-place, and put on her little hood and 
cloak to accompany her. 

This was soon accomplished, and the little maiden trotted along 
by Kate's side, bearing proudly in her chubby hands the 

basket of meal for the chickens, which she was to have the 
pleasure of distributing to them herself. 

In the midst of this interesting occupation, however, the basket 
rent suddenly tumbling to the ground, and Maysie started off at 
a brisk run. 

Kate looked round in amazement, but was soon made aware 
of the cause of the phenomenon, as she espied the tall figure 
of Bartholomew coming down the road. Directly afterwards 
he entered the farmyard with the little girl perched upon his 
shoulder. 

"Well, Kate," he said, as she hastened forward to meet them, 
"Master Harper will be here this evening, so you must prepare 
us a good supper; it's the last time our friend will sup with us for 
a long while to come." 
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" Then they do leave to-morrow, Barty ? " 
"Yes; Master Lingard can spare no more time from his 

~usiness. I would he could have stayed longer for my father's 
sake." 

"Yes, and I would we could keep the child; it will be very 
lonely without her; bless her dear heart ! " 

'' SO it will, Kate; but I doubt her father could ill spare her, 
even if she were willing to remain. Wouldst stay with us, little 
one ? " 

'' Ess, wiv fa'ver," she answered. 
And father can't ; so we must e'en part with Maysie ; but she 

must come again soon," he added, as he noticed a cloud gathering 
over the rosy face ; she must come when the flowers are bloom- 
ing and the birds are singing, and help us make the hay, and stay 
with us for a long, long time." 

At the prospect of such pleasures to come Maysie's countenance 
quickly brightened, and she willingly yielded to Barty's suggestion 
that she should go and assist Kate in making the needful prepara- 
tions for to-morrow's journey. 

On this evening the best parlour, seldom used since Mistress 
Legate's death, was brought into requisition, its handsomely carved 
cabinets and chairs being uncovered and rubbed bright by Kate 
Alison's own hands ; and as the logs blazed and crackled upon 
the ample hearth, the friends gathered round with that sense of 
comfort and enjoyment always afforded by a good fire and cheer- 
ful surroundings, especially when these are contrasted with cold 
and darkness without. 

Beside Master Harper, two other guests-Henry Fisher, a sturdy 
English yeoman, living about three miles distant, and his buxom, 
comely new wife. The four elder gentlemen were soon deeply 
engrossed in talk on politics, the weather, and farming matters ; 
while Mistress Fisher, upon whose lap Maysie had snugly en- 
sconced herself, turned to Bartholomew with many questions 
about his travels in foreign lands. 

"And I suppose," she said, "you will be going back again 
ere long ? " 

Nay," he answered, shaking his head, '' there is no further 
need for me to go, and I would not willingly leave father again ; 

- 
he needs me now. If he were taken from me, I know not what 
I might then do. I admire and love the people, and one seems 
to breathe freely there ; the very air is filled with that freedom for 
which they have struggled so nobly and so long." 

6 1  1Vell, I am very glad you'll be staying amongst us, for we've SO 

,, ; and 1 can't see, Master Legate, what more free- 
dom can want than you have already here in England ; it's . 

not because I'm a woman, for my husband often says the same 
d e n  he's been talking with Master Harper. But tell me now if 
it's true that the States have forbidden the ladies of Holland to 
use starch in their ruffs. You can't call that freedom." 

~artholomew laughed. 
''Nay, Mistress Fisher," he said, "that would truly not be free- 

dom, and I fear such a proceeding would carry danger with it. 
yet it may be that the husbands of the ladies sometimes forbid 
them, for the States have laid a somewhat heavy tax on starch ; 
but that it is still used I can affirm, for a friend of mine in 
Amsterdam sells no less than four hundred bushels every week." 

Four hundred bushels ! " she exclaimed ; " Heaven preserve 
us, they must eat it. But tell me now, do they dress as we do ? 
and are the children like ours ? " 

"As to the dress of the ladies," replied the young man, 1 
fear I must confess to some ignorance-I never could fathom the 
mysteries of ruffs and farthingales. But I think the children 
are not unlike our English little ones ; they are, however, far 
better educated-.they all attend school, and learn at least one 
language beside their own." 

c' Well," she said, in a tone that seemed to imply she con- 
sidered an invidious comparison had been drawn between her 
own country and HolIand, " I know not that they are any better 
for that ; folks may learn too much, and I am sure one tongue 
is enough for any ~hild. '~ 

Bartholomew maintained a discreet silence, feeling it not 
worth while to argue the question with the lady; and in the pause 
that ensued, Harper's voice was heard in vigorous denunciation. 

" I told you so," he was saying ; " it is a wicked and iniquitous 
act, and must have been framed by the father of evil himself. 
Our boasted freedom is .a wretched mockery. What matters 
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it whether the fetters are wrought by Protestant or Papist, when 
such a worm as Churchill may threaten an honest man like our 
friend Legate here, and even have power to throw him into 
gaol ? " 

'I What is all this about, Master Harper ? " asked Bartholomew, 
hastening forward, as the last words fell upon his ear. 

Fisher hastened to reply. " I was giving your father a word 
of warning. Master Churchill has marked his absence from 
church, and I overheard him hinting that it was a case in 
which the new act might be brought into force. I know not 
why, but he seems to have small kindness for your father." 

But to threaten him ! how dares he?"  exclaimed the young 
man, with glowing cheeks and flashing eyes. 

'( Heed it not, Barty," said his father, rising from his seat, and 
laying his hand affectionately on his son's shoulder. '' I fear 
nought from Master Churchill, or any one else ; if he chooses to 
come to me, I am ready to give him good reasons for what I do." 

Nevertheless, friend Legate," said Lingard, who had hither- 
to sat by only as a listener, " since it behoves us all to have some 
care of our persons, think you it is worth while to run your neck 
into a noose, when you might so easily keep it free by going 
sometimes to the church, since that church is by law estab- 
lished, and thereby prove yourself in the eyes of all men to be 
what you are indeed, a loyal subject of her Majesty ? " 

I trust I am ever that," answered Legate, with a quiet smile : 
but in this matter of religion not the queen herself must come 

between me and my conscience ! " 
Nor in any other matter !" cried Harper, with vehemence ; 

better disloyalty to the queen than disloyalty to the con- 
science." 

Very fine talking," said Fisher, in a vexed tone, "but I 
agree with Master Lingard, and I would that Stephen Legate 
would suffer himself to be ruled by us, and not, for his over- 
squeamishness, rush headlong into the very grip of the law. 
Can you not persuade him, Bartholomew ? " 

Nay, Master Fisher," answered the young man, looking with 
reverential affection at his father ; " nor would I if I could, for 
I know my father is right." 
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; c  well spoken, Barty," broke in Harper. What shall it 
profit a man, if he gain the whole world, and lose his own soul ? 
Or what shall a man give in exchange for his soul ? " 

Fisher seemed about to utter an angry reply, but ere he could 
do so, ~artholomew spoke again. 

'c I know you love my father well, good Master Fisher, and 
that you and Master Lingard have said you have spoken 
of your kind friendship for him ; but say now, could you 

honour him as you do if you believed it possible for him to act 
to what he believes to be true, even were it to save 

his life ? " 
Fisher sat for a minute rubbing his forehead ere he replied. 

r r  of course, one would fain have one's friends honest and out- 
spoken, but in this matter of truth, can you tell me what it is, 
for I can't find out? One man believes one thing, and another 
solnething quite different, and each thinks he has the truth ; 
yet they cannot both have it." 

A somewhat troubled expression passed over the young man's 
countenance as he said : " But think you not, Master Fisher, 
that when a man believes he has the truth, it is the truth for him, 
and he is bound to abide by i t ?  " 

('Ay, surely, if it bring him not to the gaol or the scaffold," 
answered Fisher drily, with a glance at Harper, who had, hoa-  
ever, fallen into a reverie, and heeded l-' 11m not. 

At this juncture the entrance of Kate Alison, who had coilae 
to carry Maysie off to bed, interrupted the conversation, and 
also suggested to Mistress Fisher that it was time for the de- 
parture of herself and her spouse. 

" Not till we've shaken hands once more over a friendly 
stoup of wine," said their host, as he refilled the goblets, and 
bade them drink to the safe journey of their friend and his little 
daughter on the morrow, and to more happy meetings. The 
toast was received by all with hearty good-will, and no further 
allusion made to the subject of their differences. But after their 
guests had departed, and his father and Simon Lingard had 
retired to rest, Bartholomew sat down by the dying embers, 
and pondered the question which had been so unwittingly forced 
upon him by Fisher, " What is truth ? " 
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Hitherto, he had given comparatively little thought to those 
things which concern the inmost soul, his mind had been so filled 
with the interests attaching to the active duties of his daily life ; 
but now the problems of existence, and the meaning of those 
familiar words, God, Saviour, Heaven, Hell, were continually 
coming up before him, and claiming to be answered. 

H e  rose at length, and kindling the lanip, took down from 
its shelf his mother's Bible, and was soon absorbed in its perusal. 
How long he had sat thus he knew not, when he was suddenly 
startled by a strange sound, a low knocking at the door. H e  
listened for a few moments, but the knocking continuing, he got 
up and drew back the heavy bolts. There in the doorway 
stood a closely muffled figure. " Give me shelter, for God's 
sake,'' said the stranger in an agitated whisper. 

"Who are you?"  asked the young man, laying his hand 
firmly upon his shoulder, and drawing him into the kitchen. 

A persecuted servant of Christ," answered the mysterious 
visitor. " Even now the bloodhounds are on my track, and as 
a man and a Christian, I implore you to save me from them." 

As the lamplight fell on his countenance its intense pallor and 
fear-stricken expression confirmed the truth of his words ; and 
Bartholomew hastened to secure the fastenings of the door, 
and then, as silently as he could, to fetch some wine, for the 
stranger had sunk down on the settle apparently exhausted. 
H e  drank eagerly, and seemed somewhat revived, and the next 
question to be decided was where he could be bestowed for the 
night, so that his presence might remain unknown to the rest 
of the household. Bartholomew sat down again by the fire to 
think the matter over, while his guest, who had thrown off his 
heavy cloak, revealing the tonsured head and peculiar dress 
of a Ronlish priest, sank upon his knees and began telling his 
beads in an agitated manner. 

From the first the young man had entertained suspicions as 
to the calling of his unbidden guest, and was anxious no one 
should share the risk he well knew he ran in assisting in his 
concealment; so he resolved at length to lodge the fugitive in 
a closet leading out of his own room, where he was wont to keep 
his few books and other treasures peculiar to himself. I t  was 

/ 

entered by a sliding panel which closed with a spring, and 
form a good hiding-place. Thither, accordingly, he 

conducted the still trembling man, and having made him as 
as he was able, he laid himself down upon his 

on,, bed and tried to sleep ; but it was long ere he lapsed into 
uncons~iousness, and when at length his eyes did close, uneasy 
dreams, in which his mysterious visitor played no unimportant 

disturbed the soundness of his slumbers. 



Ea~thoZomew Legate. 25 

CHAPTER V. 

ARLEIGH PLACE, the mansion I have already indicated F as the only dwelling of importance in the vicinity of 
Legate's Farm, stood in its own grounds just on the outskirts of 
the village. I t  had formerly been in the occupation of a noble 
family, the last scion of which, having squandered his character 
and fortune in a career of vice and dissipation, had ended his 
life abroad, leaving behind him only his ancestral mansion and 
a load of debt. For some years the house had remained alto- 
gether unoccupied, unless the rumours rife in the village as to 
certain ghostly tenants could be credited, until a few months 

, before the events recorded in the last chapter, when it had been 
purchased, and soon after occupied by Richard White, Esq., 
gentleman ; and after the long reign of silence, the patter of little 
feet sounded again upon the old staircase, and the wainscoted 
walls echoed back once more the ring of childish voices and the 
ripple of merry laughter. But on this evening no laughter was 
heard, and the children's voices sounded but in whispers, as they 
clustered together at the upper end of the long, low dining-hall, 
lit only by the fitful blaze of the logs upon the hearth, which 
cast fantastic shadows around, and seemed to endue with life the 
portrait of the grim old baron frowning down upon them froill 
the panelled wall. 

Without, the wind moaned and raged like an unquiet spirit, 
driving the storm clouds across the sky with merciless haste, and 
the children often cast furtive frightened glances around, as it 
stirred the tapestry hangings, or tapped against the windows with 
an ivy spray. 

' c  It  did walk last night ; nurse said so, and I'm sure I heard it 
too,'' said Harry, the second boy, breaking a long silence ; "it 
rattled a chain, and seemed to go downstairs where there is no 
staircase.') 

/ 

His sister Barbara made the sign of the cross, and drew the 
little Alice, closer to her ; but John, the elder brother, 

replied,- 
(( That was no ghost, Harry ; it was Father Palmer. You know," 

he continued, speaking in a low, cautious tone, that after we 
had gone to bed last night some men came to take him-and he 
, ~ t  away while they were here,-that was what you heard.'' 
D 

And is he safe ? " asked Barbara, anxiously. 
Nay, that I cannot tell," returned her brother; 'c but the 

night was SO dark I think they would scarcely find him." 
The children sat in silence again for some minutes, then Harry 

asked, " What did father mean about being in danger, and having 
to go away ? " 

I don't quite know; but I heard him saying something to 
mother about a new law against Roman Catholics, and he thinks 
he shall get into trouble through having Father Palrner living 
here." 

But what could they do to him ? 'l asked Barbara, her blue 
eyes filling with tears. 

Put him in prison, and perhaps in the pillory, and make him 
pay a great deal of money, and-" 

The sound of horses' hoofs in the courtyard, followed almost 
immediately by a confusion of voices in the outer hall, interrupted 
the lad, and he ran out to see what was the matter, his brother 
and sisters quickly following. 

The master of the house had just come out 'of his study, 
attracted by the same commotion, and found himself at once in 
the midst of a group of soldiers. H e  was a tall man of middle 
age, slightly built, with light brown hair plentifully mingled with 
grey, a high, narrow forehead, kindly grey eyes, and a nlouth 
and chin in which firmness and indecision strove strangely for 
mastery. H e  stood there now, pale but calm, and iisiened 
while the officer of the little band of soldiers read aloud the 
warrant for his apprehension : " Richard White, Esq., gentleman, 
of Farleigh Place, Rumwell, in the county of Essex," he said, 
" I  arrest you in the name of her most gracious Majesty for 
having unlawfully concealed in your house a Komish priest 
known as Father Palmer, and for having further unlawfully aided 
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and abetted the said Father Palmer in escaping from justice. 
There is no error, I believe," he continued. "You are the 
person here named." 

"I  am, and the only error in the charge is, that I did not 
assist the reverend father in escaping. I knew nought about his 
flight until his room was found to be empty." 

" Well," returned the other, " that is no business of mine; it 
will be for you to prove before the court. I must trouble you 
now to come with us without delay." 

At these words, Barbara, who, with the other children, had 
been standing as if transfixed, darted forward and threw her arms 
around her father. 

" Oh, sir ! " she sobbed, looking piteously at  the officer, "do  
not take away our father from us, for indeed he has done nought 
amlss." 

The man turned away his head, muttering something about 
being her Majesty's servant, and forced to do her commands, 
while the father, bending over the weeping girl, said : " Barbara, 
dear child, try to be a woman; I must go away, and you and 
John will have to take care of your mother and the children; do 
not add to my distress by your tears, but be brave and strong 
for their sakes ; and John," he continued, addressing his eldest 
son, you must tell your mother what has happened; she is 
sleeping now; I will not awaken her to say farewell; let her 
sleep as long as she can, it is better so. As soon as I am able I 
will send to her." 

The boy's lip quivered, but he answered quietly, "Yes, father ;" 
and Richard White, having once more kissed his terrified 
children, turned to the men and announced his readiness to 
accompany them, and was soon being borne away from his home, 
through the storm and darkness, a prisoner, knowing not what 
might be the doom awaiting him. 

The children remained standing until the last echoes of the 
horses' hoofs had died away, unmindful of the half-curious, half- 
pitying glances of the servants who loitered around, uncertain 
what would happen next. John was the first to recover his com- 
posure. Turning to the domestics, and speaking in a quiet, 
authoritative tone, he said,-- 

- 
you can go now ; there is nothing you can do. Barbara, 

f ,, had better take Alice to bed, and see whether mother is still 
Sleeping. And Harry, YOU can come in here and help me put 
father's books and papers away." 

Barbara lifted her little sister in her arms, and bore her up the 
oreat oaken staircase, striving as she went to soothe and calm 
; while her brothers entered the study, and John, having 

and securely locked up such of their father's papers as 
of importance, took possession of the key, and sending 

Harry to bed, stationed himself at the door of his mother's 
,hamber, to keep watch until she should awake, in which vigil 
he was presently joined by Barbara. 

cheerlessly within and without morning broke upon the sor- 
rowful household. Mistress White had, indeed, recovered in some 
measure from the paroxysm of grief into which the news of her 
husband's arrest had thrown her, and notwithstanding her feeble 
health, had insisted upon rising at her accustomed hour, and 
performing her usual morning duties ; but she was pale and 

and trembled at  every sound, longing for, yet dreading 
the arrival of news; and her two elder children were too well 
aware of the danger of their father's position not to share in her 
apprehensions. 

The morning meal, usually a gay and cheerful repast, was par- 
taken of almost in silence, and was scarcely ended, when a servant 
announced that a young man wished to speak with Mistress White. 

I cannot see strangers, Jocelyn," said the poor lady. " Ask 
him to send up his business by you." 

But, madam," said the man hesitatingly, I did so, and he 
says he hath somewhat he must deliver into your own hands. I 
think he is Stephen Legate's son from the farm." 

" I  know him not, yet I suppose I must see him. Show 
him up." 

Jocelyn left the room, and returning immediately, ushered in 
Bartholomew Legate. With a courteous gesture, the young man 
handed to Mistress White a folded paper, saying : " Pardon me, 
madam, for intruding upon you at such a time, but I was under 
a promise to deliver this only into your own hands." 

She took the paper, and glanced hastily over its contents. 
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"And the good father is safe?" she said, as she conlpleted 
its perusal. 

I trust so, madam ; he should be out at sea by 
Thank God ! and thanks to you, too, for the help you have 

given." 
"I have but done my duty as a man and a Christian, dear lady, 

it is not worthy of thanks," the young man replied, as he raised 
to his lips and kissed respectfully the hand she held out to 
him. 

But how few remember that duty ! and you do not belong to 
our Church ? " 

"I belong to the Church of God, and count all men as my 
brethren in Christ," he answered, with a quiet smile. 

Mistress White looked wonderingly at him, and was silent for 
a few moments, then she asked : " Have you any further message 
for me ? " 

" Nay, madam ; only-if I can serve you in any way at  this 
time, I pray you to command me; I would so gladly do aught in 
my power to relieve your anxiety, or aid you in any way." 

She looked up into the frank, honest, manly face. " Thank 
you, Master Legate; you are very, very kind, but there is nought 
I want, save tidings of my dear husband. I know not whither 
he has been taken, or what will be his fate." And MisJress White's 
forced composure gave way ; she sank down upon a seat, and her 
tears broke out afresh. 

"Comfort yourself, dear madam," said Bartholomew soothingly; 
'" will obtain tidings of Master White, and bring you word ere 
to-morrow eve." 

" God bless you for your kindness ! " she faltered ; adding, after 
a moment's pause, "but I ought not to let you be concerned in 
this matter; it is not only trouble-it is risk also, and you have a 
father, too : if aught of harm befel you, it would surely break his 
heart; you must think of hiin." 

A light kindled in Bartholomew's dark eyes as he answered, 
with a smile, "Set your mind at  ease, dear lady, the risk is small; 
but were it otherwise, the thought of my dear father would, I trust, 
but strengthen me to do my duty ; he would be rightly ashamed 
of me else. But I must delay no longer. Farewell, madam ; I 
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trust to be able to bring you tidings to-morro~v." And with a 
bow, Bartlmlomew Legate took his leave; and was 

after journeying on his way to London, whither, as he 
conjectured, Master White had been carried on the pre- 

vious day. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

0, Barty, it's not for myself; I'm an old woman, and my 
" N life can't last much longer, so it's of little consequence 
whether it's cut off at once, or whether the last few years are spent 
in prison or out of it. It's not for myself I care ; it's for the 
master and for thee. My boy ! my boy ! how could I bear to see 
thee in the hangman's hands ! " 

Though grieved at  Kate's very real distress, Bartholomew .could 
not repress a smile a t  the dismal picture her imagination had 
conjured up ; but he said kindly : " I know it, Kate ; I know 
your deep, true, honest love; but believe me, there is no cause 
for fear; the worst they could do would be to impose a fine or 
imprisonment; it is not likely further search will be made this 
day, and the poor lady and her children will be got away from 
here as soon as it is dark." 

Well, I wish they were safe out at sea." 
So do I, Kate; and, please God, they shall be by to-morrow." 
And she will meet her husband at  the ship ? " 

"1 trust so. And, Kate, if Master Churchill should-" 
H e  had best not show his face here-the hypocrite ! " 
Nay, Kate, call him no ill names ; but if he comes, keep him 

from my father ; he doth but worry and annoy him ; say I shall 
be home to-morrow or the day after, and if he wants me I will 
go to him." 

Trust me for that, Barty ; he shall not set foot within these 
doors, as my name's Kate Alison." 

Thanks, Kate, I know I can leave that matter safely in thy 
hands ; and now I will go round to Master Harper, and ask him 
to come and stay with my father to-night." 

Ay, do, Barty ; he'll keep the master from feeling lonesome. 
And mind," she continued, "that thou'rt back in time for thy 
supper; I've got some fine fat pullets roasting, and thee might'st 
as well have them while they're hot." 

P 

- 
Her last words were, however, uttered in vain, for the object of 

her solicitude was already some distance from the house. Kate 
Stood for a few minutes watching his retreating form with pride 
and affection in her eyes; then returned to the kitchen, to superin- 
tend the  reparation of the meal which was to fortify the travellers 
for their journey, pausing from time to time in the midst of her 
housewif~ly cares to reprimand Anna for her frightened looks 

any unusual sound reached them from without, though 
it was noticeable that Mistress Alison herself cast frequent glances 
,t an old matchlock on the wall, with much the same expression as 
that with which the Hebrew heroine of old must have regarded the 
tent-peg, which was to prove so formidable a weapon in her hands. 

Meanwhile, Mistress White was anxiously awaiting in the upper 
room, with her children, the moment of their departure. The 
last few weeks had been fraught with terrible excitement and 
anxiety, not unattended with danger to herself. There had been 
first her husband's arrest, his trial, and sentence of banishment; 
then further suspicion had fallen upon Farleigh Place, as a har- 
bour of refuge for outlawed priests ; and lastly, dark rumours had 
been sent abroad of the complicity of its mistress in certain Popish 

which, though entirely without foundation, had obliged her 
to flee with her children from her home, and seek shelter and pro- 
tection from those whom she had hitherto regarded as heretics and 
infidels, but was now compelled to acknowledge as true followers 

the Master in His life of self-forgetting love. For three days 
they had lain concealed at the farmhouse, while Bartholonlew was 
making the necessary arrangements for them to quit the country 
unobserved ; and now that the moment of departure was at hand, 
the fortitude which had hitherto sustained the poor lady seemed 
on the point of giving way; it was with difficulty she could repress 
her tears, and nerve herself to the necessary effort. 

Stephen Legate was in the room with his guests, assisting the 
ever-helpful John with the necessary preparations for their journey, 
speaking words of cheer to Barbara, and striving, in his quiet, 
kindly way, to divert and soothe the half-frightened younger chil- 
dren. 

It's all ready now," said John at length; and its getting 
dark, too." 
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Their host went to the window, and peered anxiously out into 
the dusk. " Here is Barty," he exclaimed at length, in a tone 
of relief; and a few moments afterwards his son entered the 
room. 

" Everything is ready, madam," he said, "and Humphrey will 
be here with the horses in less than an hour." 

Mistress White rose from her seat and advanced towards him, 
saying, in a voice broken with emotion : Heaven bless and 
reward you for all your kindness to my children and me-and 
your good father, too ! " she added ; " but for you, where should 
we have been now ? " 

Bartholomew took her hands kindly in his own, and led her 
back to her chair, while Stephen Legate replied : " Say no more, 
dear lady; my son is always glad to be of service to any one, 
wherever and whenever he can; and as for me, anything I may 
have been able to do to help you and yours has been a real 
pleasure-I sorrow only that I could do no more. And now we 
had better go down to supper, for you will need something to 
sustain you on your journey. Ay, little ones," he added, turning 
to Alice and Harry, who were standing shyly by, "be happy in 
the thought that your dear father will share your next meal with 
 YOU.^^ 

" The holy Virgin grant he may ! " replied their mother, cross- 
ing herself; " but my heart misgives me at times, Master Legate, 
when I look at these helpless children, and think of the perils yet 
to be passed through." 

'( Dear lady," answered Stephen, '' why vex yourself with imag- 
ined evils? The Lord's arm is not shortened that H e  cannot 
continue to sustain you and yours, as H e  hath hitherto done." 

Mistress White was about to reply, when a somewhat impa- 
tient summons from Kate compelled them to go down to supper; 
though, as far as the elders were concerned, it was a mere for- 
mality, their hearts being too full to enable them to do justice to 
the good things provided. 

At length the sound of horses' hoofs was heard, and Bartholo- 
mew cautiously opened the door and looked out. All was right, 
however ; and the last farewells having been quickly said, the little 
cavalcade was formed and ready for the start : Mistress White 

Barbara on one horse, Bartholomew with the two younger 
children on another, and John and Humphrey on the third. 

~Vith a last pressure of his father's hand, and a last cheery 
farewell to Kate, Bartholomew gave his horse the rein, and led 
the way through the darkness, the rest of the party following 
closely. 

Ere, however, they had proceeded far, he was startled by feel- 
ing a hand laid upon his horse's neck, and hearing a deep voice 
,ay, Lose not a moment, and keep to the bridle-paths till you 
reach Branwell ; you know the way, and the darkness will be in 
your favour." 

Thanks, Master Harper," replied Bartholomew, we will take 
vour advice ; but do you think," he added, in a lower tone, " that 
J 

we are pursued ? " 
"1 fear you will be," was the answer; '(so delay not a moment ; 

if you reach Harwich before daybreak, you are safe." And with 
kindly " Good-night, and God bless you," the little man hurried 

away. 
It  was indeed a difficult as well as a somewhat dangerous 

journey, for the path was hard to find and keep, and the horses 
stumbled occasionally over loose stones. To  add to their dis- 
comfort, a chilly rain was falling, and the children soon grew 
very weary. Bartholomew had wrapped his cloak around little 
Alice, and she had fallen asleep on his arm ; but he had to exert 
himself to the utmost to cheer Harry and soothe his fears, as well 
as those of Mistress White and Barbara, to whom every blast 
of the moaning wind, and every murmur of running water, was 
magnified into the shouts of pursuing enemies, and the distant 
tramp of their horses' feet. 

Branwell was reached at last; and here they were forced to 
tarry for some minutes to rest and water their tired steeds. The 
remainder of the way was now along a comparatively easy road, 
though much more open to observation; but this was a matter of 
less importance, as they were unknown in that district, and owing 
to the darkness, few people were astir, besides which they had 
by this time put a considerable distance between themselves and 
Rumwell. 

Streaks of dawn were already appearing in the sky when they 
D 



BarthoZo?~zew Legate. 

entered the little seaport town, and signs of activity were every- 
where becoming visible as they rode on through the narrow, 
irregular street, and up to the little inn door. The  landlord, a 
fat, good-humoured looking man, came out in a leisurely manner 
to assist thein to alight, and readily promised rooms and beds for 
the lady and her children to lie down and rest ere they started 
on their longer journey. Bartholomew went in with thern, and 
having seen them provided with refreshments, and comfortably 
settled for repose, he gave orders that they were on no account 
to be disturbed, and sallied forth in quest of Master White, 
whom he had agreed to meet in the nearer neighbourhood of 
the harbour. 

So intent was he on his own thoughts as he walked along, that 
on turiling the corner of the street he ran up against a dark- 
bearded man in a seaman's dress. With an apology for his heed- 
lessness, he was hurrying on, when the man laid his hand up011 
his arm, saying,- 

" Surely I am not mistaken, it is young Master Legate?" 
Bartholoinew started back in astonishment, vainly endeavour- 

ing to remember when and where he had seen that face before, 
ere he answered,- 

" The same, sir, at your service." 
" NIy wife and children," said the stranger in an  agitated tone 

are they safe ? " 
" Master White himself! Yes, they are quite safe, and here 

close by at  the Anchor Inn," answered Bartholomew, warmly 
clasping the other's extended hand. 

" The holy Virgin and the saints be praised ! And how can I 
ever thank you, my good, kind friend ? what should I or my poor 
helpless ones have done without your aid ? " 

Bartholomew answered only with a pressure of the hand ; then 
he said, 

" YOU will be glad to see them ; will you come now, or wait 
till they meet you on board ? " 

" I  long to look on their dear faces, yet it will be better to 
wait; we are scarce safe from spies on land, and the Azwora 
will start at  noon. I will meet them on board." 

They parted, and Bartholomew, having secured the services of 

/ , boatman to row them to the ship, returned to the inn to cheer 
>listress White with news of her husband, and complete the 
lleces~ary arrangements for the voyage, as he was anxious they 
s~lould get on board as quickly as possible. 

Hope and courage had returned to the hearts of the fugitives; 
the children were quite gleeful, and looking forward with delight 
to the sea voyage; even their mother was quietly happy, and 
~ ~ ~ t h o l o m e w ,  though he could not rid himself entirely of some 

on their behalf, rejoiced in their joy. H e  only 
breathed quite freely, however, when the boat had fairly pushed 
off from shore. 

~t was a happy meeting, though the children scarcely recognised 
their father at first through his disguise. Past sorrows, and 
dangers present, or to come, were alike forgotten in the joy of 

; and in witnessing their happiness, Bartholomew felt 
himself more than repaid for all the trouble and anxiety under- 
gone on their account. 

He  stayed with them till the moment of sailing, and as he 
dropped into the boat that would convey him ashore, followed by 
the blessings of those to whom he had indeed proved a true 
friend in need, he saw that Mistress White had fallen on her 
knees, and knew that a prayer was being offered up for him, none 
the less effectual because offered by Papist lips, since it was the 
sincere utterance of a grateful, loving heart. 

On returning to the inn, Bartholomew found Humphrey await- 
ing him there with the horses. They started at once, and reached 
home before the darkness had quite closed in. Kate Alison 
geeted her young master with a grim smile of satisfaction. 

Parson's been, Barty," she said. 
' L  Well, and what didst answer him, Kate ? " 
"That thee hadst gone to Harwich to meet a friend." 

YOU told him so ? " said Bartholomew, with a look of sur- 
prise. 

Ay, it was true enough. ' And so,' quoth he, ' hath he gone 
alone ? ' ' I f  thee must be asking about what is no business of 
thine,' says I, ' he  took Humphrey with him to help guard a 
treasure he was beating to his friend.' And then he grunted, and 
went off as sour as may be." 
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Bartholomew laughed. You have managed cleverly, Kate ; 
I shall never fear to trust you with a secret.'' 

" I am glad to see thee safe back, my boy. Are the poor lady 
and her children safe ? j J  said his father who had just entered. 

"Yes ; they had sailed before I left Harwich." 
God be thanked j and Master White was with them ? " , 

" Yes ; they met him on the ship." 
" You have done a good work, my boy," said Stephen Legate, 

looking proudly at his son. 
" T o  be sure he has," said Harper, whose grey head just 

emerged from the doorway; he lives to do good work, and if he 
did not, I should disown him." 

CHAPTER VII. 

F OR some months now the little household at the farm had 
settled quietly down to its ordinary even tenor of exist- 

ence; they had received no direct news of the fugitives, but had 
heard of the safe arrival of the Aurora, and therefore hoped for 
the best; while as to the part they had taken in aiding their 
escape, if any suspicion attached to them, no further action was 
taken, and it seemed as if Master Churchill, who had been the 
chief mover in the Papist hunt, had resolved to Ignore the exist- 
ence of the Legates. 

Bartholomew had received an invitation from Simon Lingard 
to spend some weeks with him in London, but an  increasing 
feebleness in his father's health had made him unwilling to leave 
his home, and he occupied much of the leisure afforded him by 
the long winter in reading and study, partly by himself, and partly 
in company with his old preceptor, Master Harper, who loved 
nothing better than to read over again with his former pupil some 
favourite author, and descant at length upon its beauties. One 
evening, when they had been thus engaged over a new play by 
an almost unknown author, Master William Shakespeare, Harper 
said, as he laid the volume down : 

" Doth it not seem to you, Barty, that this man's religion, if 'tis 
religion that inspires him, is somewhat better than Christianity ? " 
Bartholomew and his father looked up in amazement, but 
Harper continued : " Methinks he places man in a higher station, 
gives him better motives to work from, makes his ill-doing bring 
with it to the inner soul of the man himself a punishment greater 
than that of hell fire, and his well-doing to give him happiness 
exceeding that of heaven ; and so I say," continued the little 
man with energy, " his religion is better than Christianity !" 

" Nay," answered Bartholomew, "but it is Christianity, only 
not as it is taught in the churches by the priests-" 

3 7 
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6' And understood by the people," interrupted Harper ; until 
the soul of religion is dead in oar midst, and nothing is left but 
a shrivelled corpse, which they deck out in gorgeous trappings, 
juggle into a semblance of life, and set forth before the ignorant 
as religion, having first sprinkled it well with incense to conceal 
its evil odour. Fah ! it makes me sick to think of it ! " 

But that is not the fault of Christianity," replied Bartholo- 
mew; "it is the fault only of those who wilfully or ignorantly 
misinterpret it to the people, or of those who, taking upon them- 
selves the name, act contrary to the spirit of the Master." 

" Suppose an it were ss, how ~vould you think to mend the 
matter, and make Christianity to appear in its true colours, so 
that it may commend itself to the earnest minded ? " 

" By having it taught in the pulpits of the land, and Iived in 
the lives of the pastors, so that their flocks Inay see the beauty 
of holiness, and be led to walk therein." 

Harper smiled. " Ah, Barty, I doubt me that will scarce come 
to pass in my time or in thine, save thou wert to turn pastor, and 
set the example ; 'tis easier far to preach than to practise. Well, 
I must be going, or Joan will think I am lost." 

This was the last of their conversations for the present, for the 
lengthening days and fine spring weather engaged Bartholomew's 
attention with the farm-work ; but the chord struck on that even- 
ing had gone on vibrating, and he often pondered in his own 
mind the questions then raised. 

" How should the people know unless they were taught ? and 
who was to teach them ? " 

I t  seemed to him that another prophet such as those of old 
was needed with his " Thus saith the Lord," to rebuke the wrong 
and exhort to the right. 

" Barty," said Kate one day, if thee hast time, thee might 
go and see Job Markhanl; his good woman came up this morn 
to say he's been ill at ease since yesterday." 

"Job Markham ? Nay, that grieves me sore. I missed him, 
but thought he had stayed at home to tend his own bit of garden, 
as I bade hiin do some days since.)' 

" It's a touch of the shaking sickness ; I gave Moll some bark 
for him, and a bit of the capon that was left fro111 yesterday." 

/ 
- 
66 That was right, Icate; and I will take him some wine." 
r g ~ y ,  do, Barty, though the sight of thyself will do him the 

*nest good.') 
soon as the midday meal was ended, he set off for the vil- 

lage, and quickly reached Markham's cottage. H e  tapped lightly 
,t the door, but no answer being returned, he lifted the latch and 
,cent in. 

The clean, bright little keeping room was empty, and as the 
of a strange voice reached him from the room above, 

~ ~ ~ t h o l o r n e w  sat down on the snowy settle to wait until the 
+itor should have taken his leave. As he sat thus, he heard 
the voice distinctly ; it was somewhat harsh, but the words were 
those of affectionate exhortation. 

((Fear not," the stranger was saying, " only believe ; for God 
loves you, Jesus loves you, and though your sins be as scarlet, 
they shall be white as snow. Delay not, then, to come to Him, 
0 brother and sister ! for Jesus is standing, yea, watching at the 
door, to welcome the contrite sinners home. Surely,"' he con- 
tinued in a gentler tone, " ' H e  hath borne our griefs, and carried 
our sorrows : the chastisement of our peace was upon Him ; and 
by His stripes we are healed.' Hearken also unto these words, 
Come unto Me, all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I 

will give you rest.' These words are for you, and for me, and for 
all contrite sinners ; but they mean nought to those who sit in 
high places, and scoff at the things that be of God ; they mean 
nought to those whose hearts are set on this world's goods, which 
moth and rust shall corrupt. 'Therefore come ye out from 
among them, 0 brother and sister! Set not your feet within 
their temple of Baal, and hearken not unto their lying words, for 
they cry, Peace ! peace ! when there is no peace. Flee from 
them, then, even as Lot fled from Sodom and Gomorrah, lest the 
judgment of the Lord overtake you also.' Let us pray." 

And then the stranger poured forth an inlpassioned appeal 
on behalf of the saints of God, and a vigorous denunciation of 
their enemies, ending with a touching supplication for present 
help and comfort, and for strength to resist temptation, which 
brought the tears to Bartholomew's eyes as he sat thus spell- 
bound. True, the familiarity of his tone in addressing the 



Almighty was somewhat repugnant to the young man's feelings, 
accustolned as he was to the formal ritual of the Church of the 
land, but his evident earnestness and living faith made ample 
amends for this, as well as for his fanaticism, which reminded his 
hearer strongly of the religious enthusiasts he had met with in his 
sojourn abroad. 

As the voice ceased, Bartholomew began to ascend the ladder 
leading to the room above, and found himself face to face with a 
man about the middle height, clad in sober grey ; his form was 
attenuated, and his deep-set dark eyes seemed unnaturally large 
and brilliant. As his eye fell on Bartholomew, he turned towards 
him with an expression like that of a hunted animal, which 
changed immediately, however, at  sight and sound of the kindly 
smile and friendly greeting with which the young man met him ; 
and as he returned the greeting, and took the proffered hand, he 
asked eagerly,- 

" Art thou one of the elect ? " 
'' Nay, sir ; this is young Master Legate, of the Elm Farm," 

put in Moll Markham. 
The stranger smiled. " Yet, I trust he is also one of the elect," 
" I scarce know what that may mean," replied Bartholomew ; 

" but I fain would be one of God's servants." 
" The Lord guide thee in the way of truth," said the stranger, 

as he turned to follo\v Dame Markham who had preceded hinl 
down the ladder. 

Amen," returned Bartholomew earnestly. 
" It's very kind in thee to come and see me, Master Barty," 

said poor Job, a smile lighting up his worn and wrinkled face, 
as his young master took his seat by the bedside, and pressed 
kindly his toil-hardened hand. 

"1 was sore grieved to hear of thy sickness, and it would have 
vexed me not to come. Art thou easier yet?" 

i 6  Yes, since the morn, thanks to Mistress Alison for the heal- 
ing potion she sent me, though I feel tired like now ; but, please 
God, I shall be up at  the farm again ere the week is out." 

Nay, Job, thee must not be in too great haste to be at work 
again; thee must stay at home and rest till thou art hale and 
strong; my father would be grieved else; he bade me tell thee 

7 

And now, thou must drink some of this wine, and then try 
to sleep, for I see thou art weary." 

job gratefully accepted the proffered draught, and Bartholo- 
mew, having settled him comfortably, went down to the dame, 
of whom he inquired concerning their visitor. 

r6His name," she said, " is Ephraim Postlethwaite, and he 
comes from some place a long way from here, though he mostly 
goes about the country preaching. We saw hinl for the first time 
east hIichaelmas. I mind me it was then, because the red- 
&eked apples were ripe, and the wind and rain had blow11 a 
many down, so I was rubbing then1 dry to keep for the winter, 
when there came a knock to the door, and when my good man 
opened it, there was he a standing outside, all wet and shaking 
with the cold, and he asked, would we shelter him for an hour 
or so. Then we bade him come in, and sat him down by the 
fire, and dried his wet clothes, and the big book that he carried. 
Then, quoth he, ' Good people, do your hearts incline to hear the 
word of God? '  So we thanked him kindly, and he read to us 
for maybe an hour or more, and then he went away. Next time 
he came was at Yuletide, when the snow was on the ground, and 
the men were perforce at their homes, so we called them in with 
their wives, and then he read again, and prayed, and preached, 
and all so plain and simple like-quite different from what they 
do in the church, just fit for us poor folks. Thee think'st no 
harm of it, Master Barty? " she added, somewhat wistfully. 

Nay, indeed ; he seems a truly earnest man ; and whether I 
could approve his doctrines or not, it would ill beseem me to 
judge him," answered Bartholomew. " I am truly glad to have 
seen him, and shall hope to meet him again, and learn more 
concerning his teaching," he added; then bidding her a kind 
"Farewell," and promising to call again, if possible, on the 
morrow, to see poor Job, he quitted the cottage, and went on 
his homeward way, his thoughts busied with the strange preacher, 
whose doctrine, notwithstanding a certain grotesqueness of ex- 
pression, had such evident power with the ignorant and suffering, 
-whose fervent words had SO strangely stirred the inner depths 
of his own soul. 

I t  was a lovely afternoon, mild and balmy, a prophecy of 
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summer days to come, and over all the land the spring was 
singing her joyous resurrection-song in the unfolding leaves and 
springing flowers, and the glad voices of the tuneful birds, and 
it seemed to Bartholomew as if the deep, strong love of God, of 
which the preacher had spoken, and which, alas ! he had limited 
to the few, was welling up in its infinite care and tenderness, 
through all visible nature, and repeating the sweet assurance given 
by the Master of old, that H e  who clothes the lilies and feeds 
the sparrows, will also guard and guide all His human children. 
And so, with these thoughts in his mind, filling it with an un- 
speakable peace, he reached his home, and was met by his father 
at the gate. 

" How is poor Job ? " asked the latter. 
" Better, his good wife says, but he seemeth yet very weak." 
" I fear me, Barty, he is no longer able for work, though his 

will is aye good thereto." 
" You are right, father, but what can be done ? "  
"I  wished to speak with you, my son, concerning this and 

other matters. Come in with me now ; this is as good a season 
therefore as any." 

And so saying, Stephen Legate led the way into the house, and 
up into his own room, where, having seated himself, he desired 
Eartholomew to take down from a recess in the wall a small 
chest, and give it to him. The young man obeyed wonderingly, 
and his father, having uafastened the massive locks, turned to 
him, saying : " Job Markham, my son, has served me and mine 
well and long, and now that his strength faileth, I would fain that 
he be kept from want and care, and the need for labour; there- 
fore I will that the house he lives in shall be his, and his wife's 
to the end of their days, and that two shillings be paid to them 
each week out of the income of the farm, with as much wood as 
they shall need for kindling. You will see that this is done, 
Barty ? I have put it in my will, but it is best it should be 
arranged quickly, for poor Job's needs brook no delay." 

I will see to it as soon as you desire, father," replied his son. 
( L  T o  Kate Alison," continued Stephen Legate, c' I have left 

a few pounds, but you must provide for her, and see to her com- 
fort; and if you should leave the farm and go away, see to it 

#------ 

that she wants not a home ; for she has loved us well, and been 
,),, good to you and me and her that is gone." 

"AY, indeed hath she ! I should be an ingrate could I e'er 

forget. I promise thee, father, if God spareth me, to care for 
and protect her all my life." 

61 I knew you would, Barty, and was but reminding you. What 
else I have to say concerneth yourself." 

i r  But, dear father, why speak of these things now?" 
rcBecause," answered Stephen Legate, looking steadily and 

affectionately a t  his son, " I know not how short the measure of 
my life may be, and would fain be ready when the call does come. 
~ u t  look not so sad, Barty," he continued in a cheerful tone. 

You could not surely grieve, if God sent for me to join your 
sainted mother a little before H e  sends for you." 

~artholomew could not reply, but bending down over his 
father, he kissed his withered cheek. A look of love passed be- 
tween them, and Stephen Legate turned again to the chest, and 
drawing thence a parchment roll, said : Here are the title-deeds 
of the farm, wherein thou mayest read how the estate was made 
over to thy grandfather, for the use of him and his heirs for ever. 
Read them, Barty, and then we will put them back; you will 
know where to find them ; my will is in Friend Harper's keeping. 
And if, when I am gone, you should want to let the farm (as I 
think you will), I doubt not Henry Fisher would gladly take it, 
for it is a better one than his, and he is a safe and honourable 
man to have dealings with. And now, my boy, cheer up ! I 
meant not to make you sad, but death must come to all, and it 
will not come the sooner because we are ready for it." 

" Nay, dear father, it will not, and it is foolish in me to allow 
myself to be thus cast down," answered Bartholomew. 'I I will 
vex you no longer thereby. Shall I put this chest back in its 
place ? " 

"Ay, do, lad, and then we will go for a walk together ere the 
sun has quite gone down. I would fain see if the flowers be 
springing yet." 

Stephen Legate linked his arm in his son's, and they went forth 
beneath the glow of the setting sun, passing down the lane for 
some distance, and then striking into a footpath which led across 
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fields, to where, in the midst of the peaceful God's Acre, stood 
the village church, made their way at once to the quiet nook, 
where, overshadowed by a graceful willow, and covered with 
golden prinlroses and sweet-scented violets, lay the grave of Joan 
Legate, "the deare wife of Stephen Legate of the Elme Farm, 
Rumwell, who dyd Oct. xxv. MDLXXXVI.,J' as the headstone 
simply expressed it. Father and son stood for some minutes in 
silence ; then the latter stooped down to remove the weeds and 
faded blossoms. As he rose up, he observed that his father had 
turned round, and was looking in mute astonishment at a man, 
who, his back toward them, bareheaded, and with arms out- 
stretched, was gazing at the western sky, whence the sunset hues 
were fast fading. Evidently unconscious of their presence, he 
suddenly exclaimed in a loud voice, '<Thus perisheth every 
earthly thing, and nought but the word of the Lord abideth, 
Yea ! the grass withereth and the flower fadeth, but the word of 
our God abideth for ever ! " 

As he spoke, Bartholomew recognised the voice as that of the 
strange preacher, and going up to him, gave him kindly greeting 
and introduced his father. 

" I stayed here but to rest awhile," he replied, in answer to 
their questions ; " it is not the Lord's will that I should tarry 
long in any place." 

" But it is wearing late," said Stephen Legate ; " I pray you 
to stay this night at my house, and continue your journey in the 
morning." 

" I thank you for your kindness, friend, but I must be at Bran- 
well ere the early morn. The Lord hath sent me to warn His 
people to flee from the wrath to come, and I dare not delay." 

And saying thus, he took up the pack, containing his Bible and 
a few other books, fastened it on his shoulders, and with a " God 
save ye," went on his solitary way. 

As they returned, Bartholornew related to his father how he 
had met the stranger at Job Markham's, and of what the dame 
had told concerning him. 

" And what is your opinion of him, my son ? " 
" 1 am scarce able to tell. H e  is very earnest, and must have 

wonderful power to touch the hearts of the people : yet, while he 

- 
,peaks of the great love of God, he makes it not to touch any but 
the as he calls them, and that, to my mind, savoureth not 
of the Master's teaching; but I may not have understood him 
aright ; and he is, at all events, doing a good work, even though 
he be, as 1 think, not quite free from error." 

They had by this time reached the house, and Stephen Legate, 
of weariness, went at once to his own room, whither 

his son quickly followed him. 
Read to me, Barty, if thou wilt," he said, leaning back in his 

&air. 
From the Bible, father ? " 

Ay, from the old book. I mind me, when thou wert a babe, 
and I used to come in tired from the field, thy mother was wont 
to read to me out of that very book, and it rested me as nought 

could." 
Bartholomew read for some time aloud, then, seeing that his 

father's eyes had closed, and that he had fallen into an attitude 
of repose, he read on to himself, until so long a time had elapsed 
that he resolved to awaken the sleeper ; he spoke, but receiving 
no reply, rose and touched his hand-it was so chill that a shud- 
der ran through his own frame. With trembling haste he drew 
the lamp nearer, and as its light fell on the marble countenance, 
Bartholomew Legate knew that he had no longer a father on 
earth, for the call had come, and the husband had gone to join 
his wife in the happier land of heaven ! 



CHAPTER VIII, 

N the reign of good Queen Bess of glorious memory, rural I sports and pastimes played no unimportant part in the 
lives of all her faithful subjects, and more especially those of 
the humbler ones, to whom the accidents of birth and position 
had denied those intellectual enjoyments permitted to the more 
favoured of Fortune. And thus it came to pass that not only 
the red-letter days of the Church, but other festivals handed down 
from Pagan ancestors, were observed with a zeal worthy some- 
times of a better cause. Among these, that dedicated of old to 
Flora, the goddess of flowers, and now to May, the   no nth ot 
flowers, was deservedly popular. Innocent enough was the dance 
around the May-pole, whatever that symbol might have signified 
in ages past; and charming was the mimic court in which the 
one-day queen held her unchallenged sway; and though, alas ! the 
simple pleasures of the day might be son~etinles marred at  its 
close by excess and debauchery, yet on the whole the holiday 
was productive to the simple folk of far more good than harm. 

In  the observance of this festival Rumwell was by no means 
behind its neighbours, and the May-day of 1597 was no excep- 
tion to the rule. From early dawn the lads and lasses of the 
village had been merrily astir, ransacking meadow and hedgerow, 
field and wood, for wild flowers for their garlands, and the rising 
sun saw every humble cottage turned into a fragrant bower, where 
hawthorn and lilac, and sweet, wild honeysuckle mingled in luxu- 
riant profusion. Next came the task of decking the May-pole 
with gaily coloured ribbons and wreaths of flowers, and preparing 
the throne for her May-day majesty, who stood shyly meanwhile 
amid the throng of spectators, looking like a daisy, with her sweet 
young face, crowned with golden hair, and surrounded by the 
white lace ruff. Next to her, and presenting, with his bent form 
and wrinkled face, a strange contrast to her youth and beauty, 
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stood Job Markham, resting on a stick and on the still strong 
of his wife, who, in her neat stuff dress, and wit11 her rosy, 

good-humoured face surrounded by a clean white coif, was as 
pleasant a picture as any maiden there. And now resounded a 
jocLlnd cheer, as lithe young Martin Shorter climbed the May-pole 
like a squirrel, and fastened the bunch of ribbons at the top, not 
u n c o n s ~ i ~ ~ ~  meanwhile of the openly expressed adiniratiorl of the 

and the ill-concealed envy of the men. His triumph 
~vas of short duration, however, for disdaining in his pride neces- 
sary caution, down he came, and lay ignominiously stretched upon 
the grass, amid the derisive cheers of his companions. No harm 
was done, fortunately, but ere he could rise to his feet, Luke 
carroll had taken one end of the garland between his teeth, and 

making his way rapidly up the tall pole, looking, with his 
long legs and arms, like a gigantic spider. And so, amid merry 
laughter and frequent jokes, the work went on to its completion; 
and the little queen, surrounded by her maids of honour, was led 
blushing to the throne, whence she would look on at the sports 
and trials of skill and agility, and afterwards distribute the prizes 
to the successful competitors. 

By aid of stakes and ropes a place had been cleared in front 
of the throne, into which now stepped a stalwart young fellow, 
stripped of his jerkin, and prepared to do battle in a wrestling 
match wit11 any one willing to compete wit11 him, for the smile of 
the May-day queen and the prize from her fair hand. 

Who wrestles with him ? " was the question put by the by- 
standers ; and immediately a cry was raised of--&' Hump1lrey 
Day ; where is Humphrey Day ? " succeeded at once by-" Here 
he is; haste thee, Humphrey!" as our friend Humphrey, from the 
Elm Farm, appeared, accompanied by the buxom hnna, Looking 
as fresh and bright as the day itself. 

"1 t h o ~ ~ g h t  thee'dst never conle," said 51011 Markham, in a 
tone of reproach, as the latter took her place by her side; the 
sports tarried for Huinphrey." 

" H e  would not come without me," replied Anna ; "and Mis- 
tress Alison would fain have kept me at  home, but Master Legate 
bade her let me go." 

" He will not be here? " questioned the good wife. 
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Nay, the sickness hath scarce left him yet; but were it other- 

wise, I doubt me he is too heavy of heart himself to look on at 
the sports, though he wills that others should be glad-he is ever 
kind." 

At this moment a loud cheer directed their attention to the 
wrestling, which was just beginning in good earnest, amid the 
almost breathless anxiety of the friends of both the combatants, 
who seemed almost equally matched. 

At length a louder cheer rang out, mingled with laughter, and 
Humphrey Day was seen lying stretched on the grass. 

L' Thou need'st not mind, Anna; if Giles can beat him in sports, 
he'll ne'er beat him in work or in honesty," said the old dame, as 
the vanquished hero rose, without having apparently gained much 
strength from his contact with mother earth, though he was cer- 
tainly none the worse for it. 

Another champion now appearing to take his place, Humphrey 
retired to Anna's side, and was rewarded for his failure by a 
kindly smile, and a tender inquiry as to whether he was hurt. 

The sports be'ant as good as they used to be years agone," 
said old Job, addressing no one in particular. " I mind me when 
I was a boy how Master Legate, the father of the good old master 
just gone, threw six o' the strongest men in Rumwell one after 
the other." 

' L  We've not seen all that Giles can do yet," answered Hum- 
phrey, with generous appreciation of the ability of his successful 
opponent, as he looked down good-humouredly on the little 
wizened man beside him ; "he  hath surely thrown one o' the 
strongest men in Rumwell already, save my head doth deceive 
me," he continued, rubbing that member with his hand. 

Ay, Job, I mind that well about Hugh Legate," said another 
old man, who had just tottered towards them from his seat on a 
bench at the inn door; 'c Peter Fletcher never walked again for 
a year after that. There be'ant as sturdy a man in England this 
day as old Hugh Legate were; Master Stephen were as nought 
to him, though he could throw his man fairly once on a time." 
And the old man chuckled merrily over the reminiscences of 
years gone by. 

Another cheer announced a second victory on the part of 

- 
Giles ; and a third chainpion having been sin~ilarly disposed of, 
rile \%rrestling came to end, and was succeeded by running, jump- 
ing, and sack races, climbing the greasy pole, and other feats of 

like nature. Then came the distribution of the prizes to the 
fortunate winners, who went up one by one, looking sheepishly 
happy as they received the ribbon, or the crook, or some other 

token, Oom the hand of the pretty, blushing queen. 
At this juncture some unexpected visitors arrived on the scene, 

all eyes were turned towards the handsome gentleman on the 
richly caparisoned horse, and the gaily attired youth by his side, 
lyhose white pony bore its yourmg master with such evident pride, 
as they rode up to the scene of the revels, checking their steeds 
only when they reached the outskirts of the throng. 

They were Sir Rupert Carey, a knight who owned an estate iia 
the neighbourhood, but living chiefly in London, was almost un- 
known to the villagers, and his son, a lad of fifteen, lately appointed 
a page in the royal household. Accompanying them, also on 
llorseback, was Master Churchill, his attention lmdicrously divided 
between keeping his seat with due dignity and acting as cicerone 
to his companions. 

Make way ! make way, good people ! "  he exclaimed, in a 
fussily important tone, and let the noble gentlemen look on at 
the sports." 

The noble gentlemen may look on at the sports, an they will, 
so they stand not in our way, Parson," answered a sturdy rustic, 
whose potations had been sufficient in number and strength to 
render him oblivious both of social distinctions and his own cus- 
tomary deference thereto. 

"Dost know to whom thou art talking, fellow! thou art drunk," 
retorted Churchill. 

" Like enough, Parson; P be but following in thy wake," replied 
the man. 

A peal of laughter followed this sally, and Churchill's face 
grew redder still with passion ; he raised his cane, and would 
have struck the offender had not Sir Rupert interposed. " 1,eave 
him alone, Churchill," he said; "it's holiday time, and they must 
have some liberty; I warrant he'll make amends for his fault 
before the week is out." 



Churchill dropped his hand, and made a vigorous effort to 
conceal, if not to subdue his anger, for he wished to stand well 
with the knight ; and Sir Rupert continued : " And now, tell me 
who is yet at the Elm Farm, for I see nought but the common 
folk here, and if I remember me aright, the Legates had dwelt 
there for more than a hundred years ; and though they carried 
themselves somewhat high, yet they were liked by the people, 
and held not aloof from them on holidays." 

(l Stephen Legate died nigh two months since," replied Church- 
ill, "though his son Bartholomew lives there yet; hut I doubt 
me he is a schismatic, and no loyal subject to his queen nor 
friend to his country. H e  hath not put foot within the church 
this many a day ; and he did surely aid Richard White's Papist 
wife to escape from justice, if not also that son of the scarlet 
woman known as Father Palmer." 

You know the law can compel him to attend the church, and 
his housel~old likewise," answered Sir Rupert, ignoring the latter 
part of the accusation against Bartholomew, perhaps because his 
own religious convictions tended strongly towards Romanism. 
6( w h y  do you not see that law put into force ? " 

Churchill muttered some unintelligible reply, not liking to ac- 
knowledge that his own unpopularity among the villagers would 
at  this time have rendered such a proceeding particularly im- 
politic, since Bartholomew was an almost universal favourite ; 
and he welcomed gladly the interruption to their conversation 
caused by young Waiter Carey, who, with an exclamation of- 
" See, father, they are going to dance ! I must join them," threw 
his rein to Churchill, and leaping from his pony, was soon doing 
his utmost to turn the heads of the village lasses, and fill with 
jealousy the hearts of their rustic suitors, as they became pain- 
fully conscious of the contrast between their own rough, clumsy, 
ill-fitting garments and the elegant get-up of the young courtiel-, 
with his silk and satin, his slashed sleeves and dainty hose; 
between their uncouth Terpsichorean efforts and his graceful, 
gliding movements ; and it was a moment of savage joy to them, 
though of great regret to the maidens, when, after about an hour, 
Sir Rupert summoned his son to leave the revellers, and return 
home with them. With expressions of well feigned sorrow, a 

,,lute to his latest partner, and a low bow to the rest of the 
dancers, the youthful gallant took his leave, remounted his pony, 
and was soon cantering along by his father's side, Churchill follow- 
ing a little moodily in the rear. 

JVhen they were fairly out of sight, the good humour of the 
men returned, and the dancing was renewed with vigour, only 
interrupted by the necessity for the occasional refreshment afforded 

draughts of ale, and the demolition of piles of cake, or for 
giving a few moments of sorely needed rest to the hardly worked 
fiddler. I t  was during one of these pauses in the late afternoon, 
when the elder folk had seated themselves on the benches around 
the inn door, to gossip over bygone days, and the young ones 
had paired off to tell to each other, amid the pleasant sunshine 
and sweet scents of the flowers, the old, old story, that the figure 
of a man, leaning on a staff and bending beneath a burden on 
his shoulders, was seen slowly advancing along the high road. 
As he drew nearer, many eyes were turned upon him, and mur- 
murs of-" The strange preacher," and " Master Postlethwaite," 
were heard, in various tones of pleasure and disapproval. Yes, 
there was no doubt about it;-the attenuated form and sallow 
face, with the bright eyes shining like lanterns beneath the over- 
hanging brow, and the thin, black hair, streaked with grey and 
reaching to his shoulders, were all his. H e  looked weary, and 
passed on with languid steps among the little groups of holiday 
makers, apparently seeing no one, and giving no heed to the 
salutations that greeted him, until he reached a felled tree, which 
had been serving as a seat, and here, loosing his burden from his 
shoulders, he .sank down, resting his head upon his hands. H e  
had sat thus for some minutes, no one caring to speak to him, for 
all the rustics felt a kind of awe of the " strange preacher," when 
the fiddler, now well fortified with copious draughts of ale and 
cider, struck up anew a lively air, which was the immediate signal 
for the return of the dancers to the green. Hardly, however, had 
they taken their places, when Ephraim Postlethwaite sprang from 
his seat, and striding hastily forward, leaped on to the floral 
throne prepared for the May-queen, exclaiming, in his hirsh 
voice, and with much gesticulation, "The day of the Lord is 
at hand ! the day of His vengeance! when H e  will break in 
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pieces the idols, and utterly confound those that serve then1 ! 
TVherefore, then, raise ye your altars to Baal, and serve the gods 
of this ~vorld ? Turn ye from them, and serve the living God ! " 
And as he spoke he tore down from the May-pole one of the 
garlands, and flung it on the ground. 

H e  had so taken his audience by surprise, that up to the 
present they had only stood and listened, with eyes and mouths 
wide open ; but now signs of anger became apparent, and some 
of the young men, rushing forward, would have laid rough hands 
upon him had it not been for the timely interference of the jolly, 
good-humoured innkeeper, who, stepping quickly up, and placing 
his portly form between the preacher and his would-be assailants, 
said, " Nay, lads, let's speak him fair first." .And then, turning 
to the former, and laying one great hand upon his shoulder, he 
addressed him in a kindly tone : ':Come mow, Master Postleterry, 
don't thee meddle with the young folks' sports ; thee know'st 'tis 
a holiday; let them enjoy it, an they will ; but come thou with 
me, and I'll gi'e thee a cup o' sack that'll put fresh life into thee, 
and make thee ready to dance thine own self. Come now," he 
urged. 

But Ephraim Postlethwaite, shaking himself free, turned fiercely 
upon his would-be friend. '' Get thee behind me, Satan ! " he 
cried ; " for thou savourest not of the things that be of God. 
This is a sinful generation, and as it was in the days of Noah, 
so shall it be with them;--they shall be eating and drinking, and 
taking their pleasure, and the judgment of God shall come upon 
them like a thief in the night ! " he continued, in a threatening 
tone. 

This reception of his well meant efforts on behalf of the fanati- 
cal preacher was more than Boniface could bear. " The devil 
go with thee, then, and thy crack pate take care of itself!" he 
angrily exclaimed, as he made his way back to the shelter of his 
own dwelling ; " I'll ne'er meddle for thee again." 

Meantime, Ephraim Postlethwaite had been dragged from the 
mound, and, amidst hooting and yelling, was being hurried along, 
whither, no one had determined ; until a whispered suggestion, 
originating from that bench by the inn door where the vindictive 
eyes of Master Churchill gleamed with malicious satisfaction over 

- 
his cup of wine, was caught up and re-echoed by nearly every 
vcice among the unreasoning throng-furious at the interruption 
of their amusements ; and, without a n~on~ent ' s  further delay, they 
seized upon their victim, and dragging him along, flung him into 
the large horse-pond, and were commencing to pelt him with 
~tones, when suddellly a deep, clear voice exclaimed, in tones 
that thrilled them all, " Men ! men ! what is it that ye do-would 
ye have the crime of murder on your souls ! Shame on ye all ! " 

With one accord they fell back to make room for the man, who, 
bareheaded, his pale cheeks flushed, his eyes flashing with indig- 
nation, and his whole form quivering with excitement, pushed 
his way among them, and plunging into the water, caught the 
~nfortunate preacher by the hair, as he  rose for the second time, 
and dragged him, unaided, to the bank, where, weak from recent 
illness, and exhausted by the effort, Bartholoinew Legate sank 
down, powerless to do  more. 

There was a look of shame and confusion on every face, and 
many slunk away, as if from before the eyes of the accusing 
angel ; but a few remained lingering about the spot, where Moll 
Markham and some of the elder women were endeavouring to 
restore the half-drowned victim to consciousness. Among these 
was Humphrey Day, who, taking courage at length, went up to 
his master, saying in a deprecating tone, " I'd nought to do  with 
it, Master Earty; I never laid hand on him, nor threw one single 
stone." 

'g But thou didst nought to hinder those whose hands were laid 
upon him," returned Bartholomew sternly ; " I had not thought it 
of thee, Humphrey." 

Master, Master, forgive me," cried the poor man. '' I did 
not think till it was too late; I never thought of what they would 
do.'' 

"Ay, thou didst not think, Humphrey, nor did they," answered 
Bartholomew, in a tone of sorrowful reproach; but would that 
have availed aught to comfort, had the poor man died ? Nay, it 
is not mine to forgive ; it is God's and his. Help me to rise; 
I am somewhat stiff; and would fain be going home now." 

Humphrey obeyed, observing meanwhile, with anxiety, the 
pallor that had succeeded on his young master's counteiiance to 
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the flush of excitement and indignation ; while Bartholomew, 
having glanced at the unfortunate preacher, and seen that thougl~ 
still very exhausted he had partially recovered, desired the two or 
three rnen*standing by to place him on a hurdle, and bring him at 
once to the Elm Farm; then, leaning upon Humphrey, he made 
his way home. 

Kate Alison was waiting for them at the gate ; she had heard 
from Anna, who had already been in some time, an account of 
what had occurred, and had been watching with the greatest 
anxiety for Bartholomew's return. As they came up, she took his 
hand and led him into the kitchen. " There, don't thee speak," 
she said; " thou'rt shaking like a leaf, thou nlust off with thy 
wet clothes and to bed as quickly as possible, and 1'11 bring thee 
a warm drink, or we'll be having thee sick again. Nay, thee 
must not stay a moment." 

"But, Kate," he pleaded, sinking down on the settle, "that 
poor preacher, they have much mishandled him, and I have told 
them to bring him here." 

" I'll not lay a finger to help him till thou'rt in bed, Barty," 
she responded in a very decided tone ; "so the sooner thou'rt 
gone, the better for him." 

As there was nothing left for Bartholomew but to obey, he did 
so, and the more readily that, as he began to ascend the stairs, he 
saw the form of his old schoolmaster entering at the door, and 
knew that in him able and willing assistance would be at hand 
or th e poor sufferer, when he should be brought in ; for, in 
addition to several other branches of knowledge, Master Harper 
possessed not a little skill in the healing art. Ere he fell asleep, 
his old friend came in to tell him that he had carefully examined 
the unfortunate man, and found that, although he was terribly cut 
and bruised, no bones were broken ; but as there were signs of 
fever, it would probably be some days before he was fit to be 
removed; he had bled him, however, and hoped he would sleep. 

And now, dear lad," continued Harper, you must try to rest, 
and trouble yourself no more about him. Let it be enough for 
you, that, by the blessing of God, you have prevented murder this 
day. May H e  keep you now and ever ! " Then he added, '" 
shall not be going home this night, Barty ; if you want me 1 shall 

be in the next room, and shall hear if you call." And with an 
affectionate pressure of the young man's hand, he stole softly 
away, and Bartholomew soon fell asleep. 

Two or three days of careful nursing sufficed to place the young 
master of Elm Farm once again fairly on the high road to con- 
~alescence ; bat it was as many weeks ere Ephraim Postlethwaite 
nras able to leave his bed ; his restless, irritable disposition, which 
rendered him impatient of confinen-rent, constantly aggravating 
the fever and retarding his recovery. H e  was angry with himself 
for his slow progress, and angry with his nurses for not pro- 
nouncing him sufficiently recovered to set out again upon his 
wanderings. 

"It's not my own; it's the Lord's work H have to do ! "  he 
exclaimed impatiently one day when Master Harper, having felt 
:he rapid boundings of his pulse, had commanded him to lie 
quietly in bed instead of getting up, as he had strongly desired 
to do. 

"The Lord's work will not stand still because you are not 
doing it," returned Harper drily ; and it may be you are lying 
here now to learn a bit of patience, and some other things that 
will be useful to yau by-and-by, and help you to do the Lord's 
work better. You may, perchance, have to go to school again, 
and sit among the least." 

His patient looked up with a half-puzzled expression, but made 
no response ; he never could quite understand the little man, and 
was, indeed, half afraid of him, or would on more than one occa- 
sion have inquired the meaning of his quaint' remarks. 

A few days after this the invalid was able, assisted by Barty, to 
get downstairs and out into the rose-covered porch, where he sat 
for some time enjoying the sweet country sights and sounds. 
From a distant field, where early hay-making had commenced, 
was borne upon the breeze the sound of happy voices and merry 
laughter, and, spite of the gloomy doctrines he held, Ephraim 
was compelled to feel that the world was not, after all, so dismal 
an abode as he was in the habit of describing it. And then his 
young host, whose kind voice and pleasant face greeted him from 
time to time as he sat there, what of him? H e  was certainly not 
a Christian, according to the type he had imagined and approved ; 
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he seemed quite unconcerned about his own salvation, talked 
little of the devil, and less of hell. And yet there was about 
him that which seemed to bring ont the good in others, and 
make them ashamed of vice and meanness ; the little children 
clung to him, the young people went to him for counsel and 
sympathy, and the old for comfort. Wherein lay the secret of all 
this ? " I t  was a sad pity he was not a Christian." This was the 
conclusion of Master Postlethwaite's reasoning on the matter, 
though he was painfully conscious of a want of continuity in the 
chain leading thereto. 

A few days later he took leave of the little household, where 
for five long weeks he had been so kindly nursed and tended, and 
set out once more on his weary wanderings, H e  bade farewell to 
all with regret when the moment of parting came ; but his voice 
trembled, and the tears stood in his eyes, as he took Bartholo- 
mew's hand, and said : "Thou wouldst have laid down thy life 
for me. The Lord reward thee for i t ;  I cannot. May H e  lead 
thee into the way of His truth !" 

,4nd may H e  protect thee, wherever thou goest, and bless 
thy work," answered his young host, 

And so he went his way. 
H e  promises to come again soon," said Kate y, but 'twill be 

better for him and us too that he should stay away, save he can 
keep his tongue quiet." 

But," replied her young master, " he feels called to the work 
by the Holy Spirit of God ; what IS he then to d o ?  H e  may not 
neglect that call.'' 

T o  this Mistress Alison made no reply, and Bartholomew, with 
a very serious, thoughtful expression on his countenance, wen: 
out into the hayfield, 

CHAPTER IX. 

HAT wench is never in the way now ; it's here with Hum- 
'' T phrey, and there with Humphrey from morn till night ; 
it tries my patience sore ; here's this yarn not spun yet, and the 

all burnt yesterday. I n  my young days maids were not 
wont so to make sport of their time ; they stay'd i' the house, and 
made the butter, and mended their kirtles, and let the men be," 

Bartholomew looked up from his account books with merrily 
twinkling eyes. 

That was very praiseworthy of them, Kate; but methought 
Anna was here not an hour since ; and it was my fault yesterday, 
not hers, that the cakes did suffer. I called her to bind up 
Rover's paw the while I held him, for he was frightened, and would 
not be still." 

Oh, the cakes mattered not ; but the wench's head is for aye 
running on Huiraphrey, and she can think of nought besides ; I 
see no good that's to come of it.'" And Mistress Alison set her 
wheel so vigorously in motion that the thread was broken at once. 
As she looked up with a gesture of vexation, she saw Bartholo- 
mew looking at her with an amused smile, and her ill-humour 
straightway began to (vanish, and she said, half apologetically, 
" What vexeth me, Barty, is that the maid hath lived here this 
twelve year, and understands the ways of the place as well as I 
do myself, and it'll be ill work having a stranger in." 

" There's time enough to think of that, Kate ; so take not 
trouble by the forelock. Anna will not leave us till Hurnphrey 
has a home to take her to, and that will scarce be for months to 
come." 

And Bartholomew returned to his account books for a while 
longer; then closing thein with a sigh of relief, he went up to his 
old nurse and said : 

" Dost remember this is St. John's Eve, Kate ; all the lads and 
57 
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lasses will be out, so leave your wheel, and come out with yozcr 
lad to see the bonfires." 

Mistress Alison, though secretly well pleased with the sugges- 
tion, alleged sundry excuses for remaining at  home ; but these 
having been without much difficulty overcome, she set off by her 
young master's side in excellent spirits. 

As Bartholomew had surmised, all the village was out on this 
sweet suminer evening, and youths and maidens were looking 
through their garlands at the blazing bonfires, or secretly trying 
the spells which should reveal to them their future, while a few of 
the more courageous, old and young, were wending their way to 
the churchyard, there to spend a good part of the night in expec- 
tation of seeing the forms of those who should die during the 
year, for superstition was rife in Rumwell. And somehow Bar- 
tholomew was saddened by it as he had never been before ; the 
thought that men and women, made in the image of God, should 
yet have a greater faith in the power of evil than in the power of 
good, and strive, vainly though it must be, to lift the veil of the 
future, rather than look with earnest eyes icto the present, and 
seek their duty there, resting only for guidance upon the Divine 
love and power, filled him with a sorrow which increased as he 
reflected that this superstition was fostered rather than corrected 
by the Church, whose province it surely was to instruct the 
ignorant and lead the erring into ways of rigl~teousness. 

" Art tired, Barty ? "  asked Kate, looking into his face with 
some anxiety. 

" Only tired of spirit," he replied ; " shall we go home now ? " 
' L  If thou wilt, Bartg ; I am ready." 
Homewards, accordingly, they turned their steps ; but ere they 

had gone far, their attention was arrested by a little crowd, chiefly 
composed of the village youngsters, gathered around a poor old 
woman bent nearly double, who, shrieking and gesticulating, was 
endeavouring to free herself from the grasp of two of their num- 
ber, who were holding her firmly, while a third proceeded to 
thrust a pin into the bare arm of the poor helpless creature. 
Without speaking a word, Bartholomew dashed in among them, 
and seizing the youthful would-be executioner, flung him aside, 
and then commanded the other two to loose their hold of the 
poor creature, and let her go. 

7 

6 1  She be a witch, Master Legate ; she witched our baby, and 
had fits ever since ! " exclaimed one. 
She witched our cow," cried another, '(and it died. And 

nark to her now ! " 
And, indeed, the poor thing in her impotent rage was uttering 

curses and imprecations terrible to hear, shaking her stick mean- 
while at her accusers, while the tears coursed down her withered 
cheeks. 

Ilush, mother ; hush thee ! " said Bartholomew ; and then, 
turning to her tormentors, he sternly bade them desist. " How 
can ye, for shame, thus cruelly misuse a poor old woman, who 
could not, if she would, do ye aught of harm ? Is it not enough 
that she is afflicted of God, but that ye must call her ill names, 
and put her to torture." 

('Thee hadst best mind thyself, though, Barty, or she may cast 
the evil eye upon thee," anxiously whispered Kate, who, though 
less superstitious than most of her neighbours, was unable en- 
tirely to shake off her old belief in witchcraft. But even she 
quailed before Bartholomew's half reproachful, half conteinptuous 
glance, as without seeming to hear her he bade her go home, 
proi-nising to follow shortly. Then, without another word to those 
around, he gently took the poor, trembling old creature by the 
arm and led her away, not withdrawing his protection until she 
was safe within the shelter of her own mean hut, where he left 
her, followed by her heartfelt blessings, and sought for a short 
time the restful quiet of the wood in order to regain his composure 
of mind. 

I t  was late when he arrived home, but Kate was sitting up busy 
with her needle, while the table was spread with the remains of 
a pasty and some cider for his refreshment. 

" That is kind of you, Kate ; when a man comes home at this 
hour he should be sent to bed hungry. Have you had your own 
supper ? " 

Long since, Barty, with Anna and Humphrey," 
"Then wait not for me," said her young master, as he made a 

vigorous onslaught on the pasty ; "you must be tired and need- 
ing rest." 

" Nay, I am not tired ; and I want to finish this ere I go.'' 
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Mistress Alison stitched away industriously and in silence for 
some time ; at length, looking up and observing that Bartholo- 
mew had pushed away his platter, and was only engaged in caress- 
ing Bess, his favourite hound, she addressed h i n ~  in a very grave 
and serious tone : 

" Barty, dost thou not fear to be tempting Providence ? "  
H e  looked up with a puzzled smile. I tempt Providence ! 

what do you mean ? " 
" Thee must know what I mean ; for every one in Rumwell 

doth take Goody Stiles for a witch ; she hath been heard holding 
converse with some one when no human being hath entered her 
dwelling ; many a night a black cat haih appeared on her roof, 
and I did myself see her amid the .tombstones in the churchyard 
one night when I was belated-" 

" And Goody Stiles was belated also," interrupted Bartholomew. 
" Nay, but I tell thee she was among the graves, and doubtless 

engaged in ~lnholy work ; and thou knowest thyself how she did 
use threats to the lads this day, and did call upon the name ot 
her master, Satan ; and yet thou didst allow her to look upon 
thee, and didst go with her to her home, even at the time that 
she was pouring forth her wickedness. And I say to thee, Barty, 
thou art tempting Providence." 

6 L  Why, Kate, I have ever known thee as a sensible woman, 
and cannot believe that by reason Goody Stiles hath been heard 
talking to herself, and that her cat, like many another, dot11 oft- 
times disport itself upon the roof; and that she, like thyself, being 
belated, did stop to rest in the churchyard, thou canst think that 
a poor, helpless creature such as she can have power to do aught 
of ill to the meanest living creature." 

" Not of herself, but of her master, the devil, hat11 she the 
power, nor doth she deny it." 

" I grant thee, Kate, that because of the opinion of her neigh- 
bours, the poor soul doth at times conceive herself that which 
they take her to be ; but nevertheless I hold it to be impossible, 
save we imagine the power of witchcraft to be of God, or that 
the devil hath the stronger sway in this world of ours, and that 
I would not willingly believe." 

" I know nought about that, Barty ; but thy Bible tells thee of 

,lritcl~e~, and it saith also, ' Thou shalt not suffer a witch to 
live ! ' " 

And with this parting shot Mistress Alison put away her work 
and proceeded to clear the table; then bidding her young master 
6 good-night,' went up to bed. 

Bartholomew remained for some time longer pondering the 
pestion thus raised by Kate. Hitherto, the Bible had been for 
him an unquestioned authority, from the time when he had first 
begun to spell out its teachings at his mother's knee, and his 
confidence in that authority had suddenly received a rude shock. 
He must of course have read the words quoted by his old nurse 
again and again ; but as they had touched no chord in his in- 
n~ost soul, he had never reflected on their meaning ; indeed, the 
whole of the book in which they were contained had had com- 
paratively little interest for him. Now, however, he took the 
Bible down from its place and read the passage with its context 
very carefully. There could be no doubt about its meaning ; 
there stood the words in their cruel, calm simplicity : Thou 
shalt not suffer a witch to Jive." Could this be so ? Was it 
possible that a God of infinite goodness, having created a man 
or woman in His own image, could so give them into the power 
of the evil one that they should be compelled to work out his 
iniquitous behests, and then, for this terrible calamity which had 
befallen them, command them to be put to death by their fellow- 
men. I t  was monstrous ! No, whatever the Bible might say, he 
could not believe it ; he could not believe in a God of infinite 
power who was not also a God of infinite love and infinite pity. 
And yet, if he allowed even one verse to go, what of the rest ? 
How was he to assure himself that anything would be left on 
which to rely for counsel and guidance, not only for this life, but 
for the life to come ? The  foundations were shaking : could it 
be that he had built upon the sand, and not upon the solid rock? 

Bartholomew Legate closed the book, and sinking upon his 
knees sought for light from the great Sun of Righteousness. H e  
rose at length solnewhat comforted, though the clouds of doubt 
still overshadowed his soul, and ascended to his room to obtain 
an hour or two of needed repose ere the rising sun should sum- 
mon him to labour. 
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The manifold occupations of the day, with their attendant cares 
and anxieties, prevented Bartholomew from diyelling upon the 
difficulties that had so beset and troubled him ; indeed, they 
scarcely recurred to his mind until the evening, when he resolved 
to go and talk them over with his good old friend, Master 
Harper. So calling Bess to acconlpany him, and .bidding Kate 
not to sit up should he be late, he took his way in the pleasant 
sunshine, tempered by a gentle breeze, across the fields amid the 
sweet scent of the new mown hay, and the blithe music of the 
birds. On reaching the house, a quaint little wooden dwelling, 
nearly hidden by climbing plants, he learned from the old house- 
keeper, to his great disappointment, that Master Harper had 
been suddenly called away that morning by the dangerous 
illness of his only sister, and was not expected to return for some 
days. 

' L  H e  was grieved to go without seeing thee, Master Legate, 
he bade me say, but the message was very urgent, and he had 
not a moment to spare; he hopes to be home again by Wednesday 
or Thursday," said the good woman. " Wilt thou not come in 
and rest ? "  she added. 

" I thank you kindly, Mistress Joan, but it is a rare evening 
for a walk, and I am not weary. I pray you tell Master Harper, 
that if I see hiill not before, I will come again to-n~orrow 
se'nnight." 

And bidding her farewell, Bartholomew and his dumb com- 
panion set off to make their way home by a circuit leading by 
a piece of waste ground known as Hooper's End, and a long, 
winding lane back to Rumwell. I t  was a very lonely walk ; they 
had not met a soul since leaving Master Harper's House;  but as 
they skirted the edge of the common, something was seen mov- 
ing among the bracken. Bess ran a little way, barked, and re- 
turned to her master, evidently satisfied, and the latter soon 
recognised in the moving object the bent form of Goody Stiles, 
hobbling along on her stick, and holding a bunch of simples in 
her hand. 

Startled by Bess, she was glancing around her suspiciously, but 
on seeing who it was with the dog, she looked relieved, and bade 
him Good even," in a cheerful tone. 

Good even, mother," Bartholoinew replied ; " you have wan- 
dered a long way from home." 

6 '  AY, it is a weary walk for a poor cripple like me, young 
nfaster Legate ; but I find this herb nowhere else, and it must 
be gathered as the sun goes down ; it's good for curing the fever, 
alld when the folks are down with that, they are aye ready to 
send for the old witch wife," she added with considerable bitter- 
ness. 

i L  Have you no one belonging to YOU, mother? " asked Bartho- 
lomew, as he walked along by the old woman's side, endeavouring 
by his strong arm to aid her feeble steps. 

Nay, they are all gone, dead and gone ; good man and chil- 
dren : two went with the fever that left me as you see me now ; 
and my youngest, my Reuben, was hanged on the gallows for 
stealing a piece of bread to keep his mother from starving !- 
hanged on the gallows, and no one to speak a word for him ! " 
The poor old creature paused, her voice choked with the tears 
she strove in vain to repress. After a few moments, however, 
she continued : " Then all turned agen me, and I thought God 
had turned agen me too; and they called me a witch, and did 
 peak much evil of me, and would no longer suffer me to stay i' 
the house where my good man and I had dwelt together, and 
where our babes were born. Then came I hither, but even here 
did every finger point at me, and every tongue whisper, witch ' ; 
till my old heart hardened at last, and I was glad when I saw the 
folk shrink with fear from old Goody Stiles, for then methought 
they would let me alone ; and so they d o  mostly ; but when they 
fain would meddle, I frighten them again." And she laughed a 
hideous laugh ; but looking up, and seeing the young man's eyes 
shining down upon her pityingly through their tears, she went on 
in a softened tone : " Thou art the only one that hath spoken a 
kind word, or done a good deed for me this six-and-twenty year; 
and if the blessing of a sinful old woman can do thee good, thou 
hast it, for thou makest rile to know there is yet a God in heaven." 

'' Ne'er doubt that, good mother, or that H e  loves and cares 
for thee," he answered ; "but forgive me that I sought not earlier 
to learn of thy needs that I might have relieved them. Can I do 
aught for thee now ? " 
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"Nay; 111y wants are few, and there is nought I crave save to 
hearken sometimes to thy pleasant voice, and see thee smile upon 
me, if thou fearest not to come once in a while within the old witch 
wife's door." 

Why, what cause have I for fear? I will gladly come when 
I can spare an hour, if it will please thee ; but do not, I pray, 
call thyself by that name ; it means nought but a lie to thee and 
me." 

' L  If  it vexeth thee," she said, " I will do so no more, but all 
the folks call me so; and I oft think they must be right, and that 
an evil spirit hath truly made its abode within this lnis shape11 
body, for when they mock at me with their cruel words, I cannot 
hold my peace; and were I able, I would strike them dead ! 
Surely God hath forgotten me ! " 

Bartholomew scarce knew how to answer her, for he felt how 
forlorn and pitiable was the condition of the poor old creature, 
thus, because of her affliction rendered an outcast among her 
kind. H e  tried, however, to soothe and comfort her with kind and 
gentle words. 

" Nay, but God cannot forget thee," he said, " any more than 
thou couldst forget one of the children thou didst love so well. H e  
is tender and compassionate, and ever ready to forgive, even when 
we sin against Him, because H e  seeth farther than we can see, 
and knoweth all things far better than we can know. See, mother," 
he continued, " how blithesome and careless are yonder birds ; 
and dost thou not remember how our Lord said, ' Not one of them 
can fall to the ground without your Father; fear not, therefore, 
ye are of more value than many sparrows ' ? " 

" Yea," she said ; " and I do believe it now, for thou hast been 
good to me." 

H e  parted from her with the promise that he would see her 
again within a few days, and went home, wondering that amid 
his own doubts and fears he should have dared to speak with such 
assurance. 

The following day was Sunday, and according to custom the 
young master of Elm Farm assembled his little household in the 
early morning, read to then1 from the Bible, and offered up a 
simple, earnest thanksgiving, and a petition for light and guidance. 

After breakfast carne an hour's quiet meditation in his own room, 
and then an unwonted walk across the dewy fields to the church, 
induced by a vague hope that something in service or serrmlz 
might tend to lift and dispel the clouds that dimmed his spiritual 
horizon. But alas ! in vain. The service was rendered in a 
manner that seemed to him both irreverent and heartless ; while 
the sermon, a commonplace homily on the duty of the poor to 
the rich ; and of bath to the sovereign and the state, was delivered 
in g tone and manner that attested neither the sincerity or earnest- 
ness of the preacher. 

~artholomew left the" church with the saddening thought that 
he was but one of many, who, hungering for the Bread of Life, 
had been set down to a meal of stones, It was a relief to get out 
again into the open air, and as he had no desire to find himself 
among the gambsllers on the village green, he struck oE across 
the fields in an apposite direction. H e  walked leisurely along, SG 

as to enjoy to the rull the brillknt summer day, and could not 
but remark the number of people who carne up with, and passed 
him in the way ; for it was ordinarily a path little frequented. 
As he gained a slight eminence, he could see others coming 

from various directions, but all tending towards the same point, 
which appeared to be a wood, then about half a mile distant- 
His curiosity was aroused, and proi~pted him to wend his way 
thither also, and when within a few yards, the music of a psalm 
sung by many voices broke upon his ear. Following the sound, 
he reached a glade in the interior of the wood, and there found 
an assembly of people of all ages, and mostly sf the poorer class, 
seated or standing on the grass; and in their midst a tall, thip, 
man, whom Bartholomew at once recognised as Epkraim Psstle- 
thwaite. The psalm had just ceased, and he, with closed eyes, 
~ n d  hands outstretched towards heaven, began to pow forth an 
:arnest supplication for the Church of Christ, the chosen few 
,vho were striving bo worship God in sincerity and truth; he 
prayed for the down-trodden and persecuted among the saints, that 
they might be lifted up and comforted ; for the waverers, that they 
might be strengthened ; and Bartholomew's heart znswered with 
a fervent Amen." But as he went on to denounce the unbe- 
lievers, and t0 call doxvn God's vengeance on the enemies of the 
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saints, the young man felt a thrill of horror, that not even the truly 
touching appeal for the Divine blessing on their efforts that day, 
with which the prayer concluded, was able to dispkl. Another 
psalm having been sung, the preacher began his sermon, taking 
for his text the passage from the Epistle to the Hebrews : " So 
Christ was once offered to bear the sins of many ; and unto thein 
that look for Him shall H e  appear the second time without sin 
unto salvation." Drawing first a vivid picture of the hopelessly 
lost condition of all mankind, owing to their exceeding sinfulness, 
which had brought upon them the penalty of never ending torment 
in hell-fire, a penalty necessary for the satisfaction of the Divine 
justice, and therefore one which all efforts of their own must be 
powerless to avert, the preacher went on to dwell upon the deep, 
strong love of God, who, moved to pity by the sight of His suffering 
children, destined to so terrible a doom, resolved to save a few ; 
and as nothing but an infinite sacrifice could atone for an infinite 
guilt, Himself came down from heaven as God the Son, took upon 
Him the sins of the world, and died upon the cross, His holy 
heart breaking beneath .the load thus laid upon Him, that those 
whom God the Father had fore-ordained, believing on Him, might 
live and not die. 

" Yea, H e  died for you, 0 my brothers and sisters, for you and 
for me ! The great God of men and of angels did come down 
upon the earth, and die a shameful death that you and I might 
live ! Then, turn ye not away from this salvation, but take it 
from the Lord's hand. Delay not ! Now is the accepted time; 
for the day of the Lord cometh as a thief in the night ; and woe 
unto those whose loins are not girded, nor lamps burning when 
H e  doth appear the second time without sin unto salvation ! Woe 
unto them ! " 

Then turning round with an impassioned gesture, he suddenly 
exclaimed, " Ask ye what must ye do to be saved ? Repent and 
believe the gospel, this glorious gospel of salvation ! Hearken 
to the voice of the Lord, 0 my brothers and sisters; for He 
calleth unto you now, even now, this day, this hour ! Come ye 
then, and be baptized into His holy name; and let it be for a 
sign unto you, that even as the water hath cleansed and purified 
your bodies, so hath the blood of Christ cleansed and purified your 
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and made you to cease from dead work, and to serve the 
living God ! l' 

~artholomew had listened up to the present with mingled emo- 
tions; the fervid earnestness of the preacher, as he depicted the 
infillite pitying love of God, had stirred the inmost depths of his 

while, as he proceeded, his whole soul had revolted at 
the idea so boldly and nakedly expressed, of the Creator of the 
u,liverse, the all Holy and Eternal, coming down to earth, and 
being put ,to death by the hands of finite and sinful men. God 
dying on the cross ! it was too awful; nay, was it not blas- 
phemous ? 

~ u t  as he looked around, it was evident this thought of his had 
not been shared by the rest of the hearers, probably because they 
were more accustomed to feel than to think. Tears stood in the 
eyes of many, and all were listening with a grave and serious 
attention. 

As the preacher uttered those last words, he beckoned with his 
hand, and led the way, followed by the little congregation, includ- 
ing Bartholomew, down a narrow path between the trees to where, 
at the edge of the wood, the river flowed placidly along; and 
there, standing upon the bank, he offered up a prayer for those 
who should that day, by the act of baptism, openly attest before 
men their repentance for past sins, and acceptance of the salva- 
tion offered to them as members of the Church of Christ. 

Then, wading into the stream until the water reached his waist, 
he received, one by one, some ten or twelve men and women, 
and plunging them beneath the tide, hailed them again as they 
rose, as brethren in Chrizt, giving them, as a token, the kiss of 
peace. 

Just as the last of the immersions was taking place, Bartholomew 
became suddenly aware of something like a panic in the little 
assembly, and, turning round, caught sight of a bullet-headed man 
in a buff jerkin, holding a paper in his hand, and followed by 
two other strong fellows armed with bludgeons, Ere he could 
speak a word, the iirst of these, laying his hand on the preacher's 
shoulder as he came up out of the water, said : " Ephraim 
Postlethwaite, I arrest thee in the name of her Majesty the 
Queen ! " 
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" Where is your warrant, and what accusation do you bring 
against this good man ? " demanded Bartholoinew ~ternly. 

" Here is my warrant, Master Legate," replied the constable ; 
"and the accusation sets forth that this same Ephraim Pestle- 
thwaite is a disorderly person, who, by his seditious teaching and 
preaching, inciteth her Majesty's subjects to riotousness and re- 
bellion, so, if thou carest for thy skin, thou hadst best not meddle 
in the matter." 

And, indeed, as Bartholomew well knew, the constable was only 
doing his duty, and interference would be worse than useless ; so 
slipping a gratuity into the man's hand, and praying him to use 
no unnecessary severity, he bade farewell to the poor preacher, 
promised to see him at thegaol, and, if possible, to intercede with 
the magistrate on his behalf; then set off on his return home with 
a very heavy heart, for even the air seemed loaded with spiritual 
oppression. If he were to give voice to one tithe of the doubts 
and difficulties now besetting his soul, would he not be made to 
share the gaol with Ephraim Postlethwaite? How could he be 
faithful to his mother's dying behest, when the search for truth 
was rendered impossible by the laws under which he lived ? The 
time had surely come when he must choose between liberty of 
conscience and his native land ; between freedom to worship God 
according to the dictates of his own heart, and the home of his 
childhood, the grave of his parents,-nay, his many duties, and 
possibilities of usefulness to his poorer neighbours. And still 
pondering the matter, he reached his home. 

CHAPTER X. 

BOUT four n~iles westward from Rumwell, on slightly rising A ground, and surrounded by a magnificently wooded park, 
Thurston Hall, the residence of Hugh Thurston, Esquire, 

Gentleman, and one of the magistrates of the county. I t  was a 
fine mansion, built by its present owner on the site of an old 
castle, which, with its adjoining lands, had been, in the rough 
and ready manner then in vogue, snatched from the noble family 
by whom they had been held for centuries, and for some real or 
supposed service to the crown, handed over to the grandfather of 
Rug11 Thurston, the gentleman who, on that pleasant June morn- 
ing, was seated with such a discontented expression in his own 
handsome hall. H e  was a portly man, rather past the prime of 
life, with a countenance indicating the love of good cheer, and 
was clad in a handsome crimson satin doublet and trunk hose, 
with a broad ruff encircling his rubicund cheeks; a long rapier 
hung by his side from a belt studded with jewels, and enormous 
buckles adorned his shoes. Prosperity shone in himself and his 
surroundings ; yet it was evident it had not brought contentment 
to the master of Thurston Hall. But then, he had had things 
to vex him that morning. The breakfast was ill-served, and his 
favourite horse had fallen lame; added to which, a boy had been 
brought before him, charged with stealing turnips out of one of 
his own fields ; and when he sentenced hiin to be kept in gaol 
for a year therefore, the young rascal's niother had sobbed and 
cried, and reviled the justice himself in such manner that he 
had perforce to send her to prison also. So there he sat in his 
carved chair on the raised dai's, inwardly fretting and fuming, as 
from time to time he consulted a curiously wrought watch, replac- 
ing it in his pouch with a gesture of impatience at the slow move- 
ment of the hand upon the dial, which indicated the length of 
time that must elapse before the arrival of the dinner hour, that 

69 



Bn~thoZo?%eze, Legate. Bavt/zoZomew Legate. 

should console him for all the troubles and annoyances he had 
undergone. 

As he sat thus, a servant entered, and with a deferential obei- 
sance, informed his master that a young man desired to see him. 

" Who is it, Richard ? and what's his business ? " asked the 
justice peevishly. 

" His name is Legate, your worship ; he's from Rumwell; and 
he says his business is with your worship alone." 

" Then tell him he must come again to-morrow ; dinner will 
be on the board in half an hour, and I've no time to see him now.'' 

The man left the apartment, but returned again immediately, 
saying : " H e  declareth he must see your worship, and at once, 
and that his business need not take much time." 

" I marvel what he can want-no good, I fear me. There, 
show him up, Richard; and see you go not far away-I may need 
you," said the worthy magistrate, in a tone betraying anxiety, if 
not apprehension. 

There was nothing, however, in the countenance or bearing of 
Bartholomew Legate, as he entered the hall, to excite alarm even 
in the most timid breast ; and Justice Thurston felt his subside 
as he gazed on the well-knit, manly figure, clad in sober grey, and 
the grave, handsome face, with the kind dark eyes. 

" I crave your worship's pardon for thus intruding upon you at 
an unseasonable hour," said the young man, with a courteous 
gesture; " but I would fain learn somewhat concerning one 
Ephraim Postlethwaite, who was arrested on Sunday last on a 
warrant under thy hand." 

" What ! the mad preacher, Ephraim Postlethwaite ! " exclaimed 
the justice. "Why should you seek to know further of him ? 
he is in gaol; and well were it for the country if all such rogues 
and vagabonds were in as safe keeping. H e  hath been spread- 
ing his pestilential opinions up and down the country for these 
six months past ; and besides enticing the ignorant folk to break 
the law by staying away from the church, he hath been setting 
up the poor against the rich, and causing much mischief thereby. 
Do you know him, young man ? " continued the justice, glancing 
suspiciously under his eyebrows at his visitor. '"Is he a friend 
of yours ? " 

- 
Nay, I can scarce call him a friend," answered Bartholomew ; 

then he added firmly : " but I know him as a good man, and one 
,vho strives to be faithful in his duty towards God and his fellow- 
men; nor can 1 think he doth ever, out of knowledge and wilful- 
ness, teach aught that is contrary to the welfare of her Majesty 
and the peace of the realm. Yet came I not," he continued, 
observing that the worthy justice showed signs of impatience, 
b6to speak of these things; but to pray your worship, if it lieth 
within your power, to show clemency on his behalf; and also I 
lvould inquire at  what time the good man will be tried, that I 
may procure an advocate to plead for him." 

"Master Legate," returned the justice, in a pon~pous tone, 
are a young man, and have had small experience : if you would 
be guided by me, you will have nought to do with this sedition- 
monger, but will keep out of his way, and of all such as he, and 
not suffer yourself to be misled by them. Let me tell you that 
a good man is not one who acts according to his own foolish and 
ignorant opinions, but one who obeys the laws of the land in all 
things, both spiritual and temporal, and is by virtue thereof a 
loyal subject to the queen, and a strength to the state, and may 
pass his life peaceably and without fear." 

Bartholomew could scarce forbear a smile at this definition of 
a good man, but he answered respectfully and with dignity, " I  
know that this man doth act according to his conscience, and, 
therefore, I esteem him ; he hath also eaten of my bread, and 
slept beneath my roof, and I could not forsake him in his adver- 
sity; I pray you, therefore, of your courtesy, to tell me when he 
will be tried." 

The worthy magistrate seemed somewhat chagrined at this 
decided though courteous rejection of his well meant advice, and 
he replied curtly that he could not tell. The assizes would begin 
the following week, but whether the case of Ephraim Postlethwaite 
would come on at  that sitting, or be left for the Lent assizes, would 
depend on the number to be tried ; he thought it most probable 
it would be left for Lent. 

Bartholomew was dismayed at the prospect of the poor preacher, 
with his already weak and exhausted frame, having to pass seven 
or eight months in the deadly atmosphere of the prison, and 



Barlizolonzew Legate. 

prayed the worthy magistrate in that case to let him out on bail, 
offering to stand surety for him, and to obtain additional security 
shor~ld it be required. 

But this Justice Thurston was slorr to promise. Dissent was 
to him among the deadly sins; and he regarded the preacher as 
a more dangerous personage than a highwayman. I t  was, there- 
f ~ r e ,  only after much persuasion that he could be induced to 
promise to take the matter into his consideration, and give 
Bartholornew an answer when he s h ~ u l d  see him at the assize 
town. 

But I warn thee, young man," he said, that you are placing 
yourself in peril by your overmuch care for this brawling vaga- 
bond ; it cannot be but that you thereby will draw suspicion 
upon yourself; and that were s pity, for you are a likely man, 
and might do better service to your queen and country than by 
spending your time in gaol." 

Bartholomew thanked him for his caution, and took his leave, 
not altogether dissatisfied with the result of his interview. 

His next step was to pay a visit to Ephraim Postlethwaite in 
the gaol where he was confined. H e  found the poor man still 
undaunted in spirit, although already suffering severely in his 
physical frame from the effects of privation, as well as from the 
filth and stench induced by overcrowding. As far as his strength 
permitted, he was spending his time in preaching to, and exhort- 
ing his fellow-prisoners, no whit disheartened or discouraged by 
the ridicule and scoffing of some, and the despairing indifference 
of others. 

Our Lord descended into hell," he said to Bartholomew, to 
carry the blessed gospel of salvation to the lost souls there ; and 
shall I, who am one of the meanest of His servants, hold back 
when H e  calls me to labour in this hell upon earth? Nay, rather 
will I answer, ' Yea, Lord, I come with joy to do Thy will 1 ' " 

Then, thznking his friend for his kind efforts to serve him, he 
prayed him to promise not to risk anything on his behalf, as no 
amount of punishment, not even death itself, should induce him 
to cease from preaching Christ and Him crucified ! And, indeed, 
like Paul of old, he seemed to glory in his sufferings, and to count 
them as nothing, endured for his Master's sake; and Bartholomew 

took leave of him, filled with admiration for the heroic spirit that 
had its home within that frail and feeble body. Then, after an 
interview with the gaoler, with whom he made such arrangements 
as might tend in some degree to mitigate the lot of the poor 
enthusiast, he set off on his homeward journey, thankful, after 
that one short hour in the foul atmosphere, and amid the debasing 
sights and sounds of the prison, to breathe again the free, fresh 
air, laden with the sweet perfume of flowers, and vocal ~ i t h  the 
song of birds. 

Master Samuel Harper had just reached his house. H e  was some 
days later than he had expected, but was cheerful by reason that 
he had left his sistm in a fair way of recovery, and had had 
a pleasant journey home, travelling by short stages, thus avoiding 
fatigue, and finding opportunity for visiting two or three old 
friends by the way. 

' < I s  there aught of news stirring?" he asked of his house- 
keeper, as he seated himself in his accustomed chair in the 
chimney-corner : for, summer or winter, Master Harper loved the 
fireside. 

Nay, I have heard nought ; Master Legate hath been twice 
or thrice : he came, indeed, but yesterday, and was disappointed 
not to see thee," 

Ay, poor lad ; I will go to him after supper, it will be light 
for some hours yet, and it's lonesoixe for him now. How looked 
he, Joan ? " 

Just as ever ; but far too grave for a young man." 
"Ay, he hath over many cares," replied Harper. Hasten 

the supper that I nlay have an hour or two with him.'' 
But even as they spoke, a knock came to the door, and 

Bartholomew Legate himself appeared. 
"I heard you had come home," he said, greeting his old 

master affectionately; "Job Markham's little grandson saw 
you on the road this afternoon, and came to tell me the good 
news." 

Then, sitting down, he listened with sympathetic interest to all 
Harper had to tell of the incidents of his travels, and of the old 
acquaintances he had met, making many inquiries as to this one 
and that, who were well known to him b.y name, 
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"I, too, am meditating a journey," he said, as Harper con- 
cluded the narration of his adventures. 

YOU, Barty ! and whither are you going-to London ? " 
Nay, to Leyden first; but whether I remain there will depend 

on circumstances. I have resolved on this step somewhat 
suddenly at last ; but my mind hath for a long time been 
dwelling on removal from here, and a letter I received yesterday 
hath decided me." 

And taking a rather formidable looking missive from his 
breast, he handed it to Harper, who perused it in silence, then 
gave it back saying : (',I like not the thought of parting with you, 
Barty." 

"Nor I from you, dear, kind friend; it will be the hardest 
wrench of all ; but I cannot remai.n here. My dear father's death 
hath left me very lonely ; but that is not the worst : everywhere 
around me I see cruelty and oppression walking triumphant 
through the land, beneath the shadow and pxotection of a so- 
called justice ; wherefore none may lift a hand to stay their 
wicked work. Reason and conscience are fettered in the name of 
religion by the iron bands of the law, and falsehood and indiffer- 
ence stand in the pulpits, and admonish the people ; while my 
own mind is filled with doubts and misgivings to which I may 
not give utterance. Perhaps I am a craven, Master Harper, 
sometimes I fear it must be so;  but I long, to get away from 
here, and allow my soul for a short space to breathe the air of 
spiritual freedom." 

And then he related to his friend concerning Ephraim 
Postlethwaite and the circumstances leading to his arrest, and of 
his own visit to the magistrate and the gaol. " H e  is a true, 
brave man," he said in conclusion ; <'and though I like not his 
preaching, because it seems to me too terrible; yet he is so 
earnest, and doth so stir the people, he must do good ; and it 
grieves me sore he should be so persecuted." 

" And has Justice Thurston accepted your surety? " 
Yes, for he saw the poor man would die, did he remain in 

prison, and he has promised to refrain from preaching publicly 
before the trial, I have told blaster Thurston of my intent to 
go abroad, and promised to leave the twenty pounds with you, to 

be paid into court, should Ephraim Postlethwaite not appear 
to answer to his summons. I doubt not that he will, if his 
life is spared ; and 1 was sure you would do this kindness for 
nie." 

"That will I, Barty, and willingly, since you must go, and 
i2deed, I believe it is best you should, the change will be good 
for you. But what of the farm ? " 

Henry Fisher has agreed to take it ; and his good wife will 
also make a home there for Kate, if she will; or if she likes 
better, she shall have the cottage next to Job Markham's, and I 
will settle a yearly sum upon her. If you are able, Master 
Harper, will you come down to-morrow, and help me arrange 
some o.f these matters ? " 

ccSurely, Barty; and so arrange that when you come back in 
a year's time everything will fall into its old order." 

'I'he young man smiled and shook his head. " A year will not 
see me back again, nor two, I think, if all goes well with me in 
Holland. You must come and dwell with me there." 

('Nay, I will not promise, but I may even do that," replied 
Harper. " But sit down now, and let us make the most of the time 
that yet remains for us to be together. What has been your 
latest study ? tell me.'' 

" The Bible, chiefly," answered Bartholomew ; then looking up, 
he said half doubtingly, " you do not believe in witchcraft, 
Master Harper ? " 

"Nay, indeed, although there have been some," he continued 
with a smile, " who would willingly have forced that title upon 
myself, by virtue, I suppose, of the smallness of my stature, and 
the largeness of my wisdom. I t  is a remnant of barbarism-what 
people cannot comprehend, they wonder at, and wonder begets 
fear, while fear ofttimes tends to worship : and as the savage 
bends before the crooked stick, or ill-shaped stone, that the 
demon therein enclosed may be pacified and do him no ill, so 
the more civilized mall doth bow down before the mis-shapen 
body, and strives either to pacify with presents, or to cast out by 
force the demon dwelling therein." 

" But what of that passage in the Bible, ' Thou shalt not suffer 
a witch to live ' ? " said Bartholomew ; dost believe that the 
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inspired writer could have ignorantly thought thus, even while the 
Divine hand was guiding his pen ? ', 

"Yea, why not? he was but a babe in understanding, it was the 
best he knew." Eartholoinew was puzzled. 

"But was it not wicked to write such a command, and as if it 
came from God? for if there were no witches, it meant nought else 
but the cruel murder of innocent men and women.'' 

" I t  would be wicked for you or for me, but not for that writer; 
he believed what he wrote." 

" b u s t  think about it," said Bartholomew, as he rose to go. 
" Farewell, Master Harper, and many thanks for your kindness." 

Farewell, Barty ; I shall be at the farm by noon to-morrow," 
The sun was setting, but it was still light, as he set off across 

the fields, his thoughts busied with the contemplation of the diffi- 
cult and painful task now before him, that of making known to 
his old nurse his intention of going abroad. Me had hinted at 
such a possibility more than once, but she had always seemed 
to disregard it. Me knew that under the most favourable circum- 
stances she would feel very keenly the separation from himself, 
but hoped she might be induced to accept Nistress Fisher's offer, 
and remain in her old home at the farm, where she would be sure 
to meet with kindness and consideration. 

As he was crossing the last field a joyous bark greeted him, 
and Bess bounded up, expressing in every possible way her de- 
light at seeing her master, for he had been out since morning. 
"Another faithful friend, Bess," he said, caressing his favourite ; " I 
ought to be a happy man ! " 

Mistress Alison was seated alone in the kitchen when he 
entered, having, as usual, everything prepared for the comfort 
of her young master. 

" Thee art late, Barty," she said. 
" Yes, I have been to Master Harper's. But what is the matter, 

Kate ? "  he asked kindly, observing that her face wore an un- 
usually troubled expression. 

" Oh, it's what I've been expecting this long time, and it's come 
at last. Humphrey says he'll wait no longer, and so Anna says 
she must leave here at Michaelmas. That's all, but I like not to 
have a stranger about me." 

1'1 trust they will be happy," he answered, 'g But Anna9s 
going away will not concern us much. I am giving up the farm, 
and leaving Rumwell." 

6 6  And where dcsst thou mean we shall be going ? '' 
I'm going to Leyden, Kate," he answered 6 M ~ s t e a  Fisher 

will take the fxrrn, and Mistress Fisher says if you will remain 
here she will- " 

Who's going with thee ? ' 9  she asked sharply. 
l6 NO one, H shall find friends when I get theree9' 

Barty," she said, with a strange pathos in her tone, g" nursed 
thee in my arms when thou wast a helpless baby; I've tended 
thee, in all thy sickness, and stood by thee in thy sorrows; and 
dost think I shall leave thee now? " 

He rose, and going to her, kissed her tenderly. 6 L  Think not, 
dear Kate," he said, "that I can ever forget all thy kindness ; 
thou hast been as another mother to me, and I had trusted that 
nought but death should part us. But 1 can remain here no 
longer, or my heart would break, and I cannot ask thee to leave 
thy friends and country, and all that is dear to thee, and go with 
me to a foreign land, where the ways of the people, and even 
their speech, will be strange, and everything different from what 
thou hast been used to, L could nod, ask thee to  make so great a 
~acrifice,~' 

And who says it would be a sacrifice ? " she asked. Not I ; 
there's nought left to me as dear as thou art, Barty, and it's my 
heart would break were I left behind. As to foreign lands-dost 
not think the old woman may like to see them as well as the 
young ones P May, ladj if that's all, H go with thee, whate'er thou 
may'st say." 

But, Mate9'' he urged, there is the journey, the voyage 
across the sea. H fear me that would be ill for yau to bear." 

If thou dost not want me," she saidj in an aggrieved tone, I 
am strong yet, and can work for my bread, and I've saved enough 
to pay f ~ r  the journey. H shall only ask to see thee sometimes, 
and h a w  how thou faresit, Thou shalt have no more trouble 
with me," 

"Nay, Kate, do not mistake me, It v~ould be far happier for 
me to have thee by, but F feared it might be ~therwise for thee; 
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yet, if thou dost will it for thyself, then do I also will it with all 
my heart, and we will go together," answered Bartholomew, taking 
her toil-hardened hands in his, and smiling on her through his 
tears. 

And thus it was arranged that Kate should accompany her 
young master in his voluntary exile, and if, as the time of leaving 
drew near, the faithful soul did feel some pangs of regret at 
parting from people and places endeared to her by old associ- 
ations and happy memories, she never allowed him even to guess 
thereat. 

The preparatio~ls for their departure kept Bartholomew fully 
occupied for the next few weeks, for besides the business con- 
nected with the transfer of the farm, he was desirous of making 
such provision for some old dependants of the family as would, 
in case of his death, secure them from want, and in this he 
received much and able assistance from Master Harper, who 
willingly consented to act as his trustee, promising also to visit 
poor Goody Stiles, and give her from time to time, on behalf of 
his friend, such assistance as should seem necessary. 

A day or two before their final departure, Bartholomerv rode 
up to London to bid farewell to Master Lingard and little Maysie. 
The latter looked at him shyly through her brown curls, but the 
former welcomed him very warmly. 

I trust you have come to stay a long time with us," he said. 
Nay, I have but come to say farewell. I leave for Leyden 

on Thursday." 
'L For Leyden ! How long will you stay ? " 

I cannot say for certain ; most likely for some years." 
" For some years ! Come upstairs, and tell me all about it." 

And calling to his two apprentices to look after the customers, 
and not stand gossiping together, he caught Maysie in his 
arms, and led the way to the room above. 

"And what will you do in Leyden?" he asked, when he had 
seated his guest, and placed a cup of wine before him. 

'L Trade, I hope, Master Lingard. A good offer has been 
made me by one Mynheer van der Broek, a merchant with whom 
I made acquaintance last year. His brother hath until now 
aided him in his business, but he is gone with a company of 

brave men to seek the new way to the kingdom of Cathay, and 
as he himself doth ofttimes travel abroad, he needs some one 
in the business whom he can trust, and doth me the honour 
to take me for that man." 

Nor errs he therein, though I would you could have stayed 
in old England. But I wish you well, wherever you may be, 
Barty, for the sake of my old friendship with your father as well 
as for your own. I mind me now, you showed too great a liking 
for the Hollanders, but I ne7er thought it would come to your 
leaving your poor old country, and going to live among them." 
And Simon Lingard shook his head regretfully. 

"To  speak truly, Master Lingard," answered Bartholomew, 
my old country doth prove but a sorry stepmother to me of 

late. She hath placed my mind in a prison, and constraineth me 
to look on unresisting, the while she doth those things my con- 
~cience cannot approve, and as I have not strength to withstand 
her, it is surely best I should quit her roof." 

You talk in riddles, Barty, and a plain man can scarce under- 
stand your meaning. T o  me it hath ever sufficed to attend to 
my business, keep the laws as they are made, and leave all dispu- 
tations about religion and such things to learned doctors and 
professors, and I have prospered as you see." 

Bartholomew made no reply, for he saw how impossible it was 
to make himself understood by one whose mind, like that of 
Master Lingard's, had always run in a conventional groove, and 
never been troubled with doubts and misgivings ; and the latter 
was glad to give the conversation another turn by inquiring about 
the disposal of the farm. Then followed talk about olden time., 
and reminiscences of the days when Stephen Legate and Simon 
Lingard were boys together, to all of which Bartholomew listened 
with interest ; and thus it had grown quite late ere he took leave 
of his kind-hearted host, and gave a last kiss to little Maysie 
before setting out for the hostel where he was to pass the 
night, in readiness for his homeward journey on the following 
morning. 

Other leave-takings followed, but the most sorrowful one was 
that with Master Harper, who had insisted on accompanying 
thein to Harwich. 
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I shall scarce see thee again, dear lad," he said, as their 
nands met in the last loving grasp, "for I am an old man, and 
my years can be but few; but my heart will be with thee, wher- 
ever thou art-and my prayers too," he added in a lower tone. 

And his face was the last Bartholomew looked upon as his 
native shore receded from his sight. 

CHAPTER XI. 

T HE twenty-three years that had elapsed since the siege of 
Leyden, and its world-renowned heroic defence, had 

amply sufficed to remove from that beautiful and prosperous city 
all traces of the ravages made, and the sufferings undergone, in 
those terrible months, though the memory of that fearful time yet 
dwelt in the hearts of many of her citizens whose hair was not 
yet grey; and the stately university reared its head, a worthy 

to the patriotic zeal and fervent devotion to the cause 
of religious freedom which had inspired her brave burghers in the 
defence of their ancient city, and enabled them to hold out so 
~toutly against their Spanish invaders, aided as these were by grim 
pestilence and famine. 

But now her canals were again full of shipping, her streets 
thronged with a busy multitude, buying and selling, and living 
happy, useful lives; her pleasant houses resounded with the music 
of children's voices, and her schools and university were filled 
with her studious youth, some of whom should leave their mark 
on the world's history. 

?'he terrors of war were happily past for Leyden, and though 
its distant sounds might sometimes reach the ears of her busy, 
peaceful citizens, they heeded them not. What to them were the 
bickerings of France and England, while their merchant ships 
could go hither and thither, bearing the spoils of the earth in 
safety? And, with brave young Prince Maurice achieving his 
splendid victories, what had they to fear from the futile menaces 
of the Spanish foe? Their chief aim now, was to build up a solid 
structure of good citizenship on the firin foundations of truth and 
freedom, and to that end their energies were devoted with the 
same steady persistency that had marked their resistance to 
Philip's armies twenty-three years ago. 

G 
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I t  was a beautiful, bright September morning, and the market- 
place of the city was filled with a busy throng of buyers and 
sellers. The farmers' wives from all the country round had come 
in their gay attire, laden with their fresh eggs and golden 
butter peeping temptingly from its wrappings of green leaves, their 
round, rosy faces smiling pleasant greetings beneath their white 
coifs with their gold ornaments; piles of ripe fruit and fresh 
vegetables made a tempting show, while the crowds gathered 
around the stalls set out with articles of apparel, proved their 
attractions to be quite irresistible to the fair inhabitants of Leyden, 
There was much good-humoured banter on the part both of 
buyers and sellers, and much innocent merriment excited by 
trifles, as when some wealthy burgher's wife, in all the glory of 
farthingale, ruff, and stomacher, having cheapened an unfortunate 
fowl, a contest would forthwith ensue between the victim and its 
new owner, always ending in the former being securely tucked 
beneath the lady's massive arm, and still struggling and protesting, 
borne off in triumph. 

Among the multitude in the market-plac,e this ilzorning was one 
person whose appearance and dress singled her out at once from 
all the rest : she was a tall, gaunt woman of, perhaps, some sixty 
years; her attire, compared to that of the Dutch vrows, very plain 
and sombre, and with a countenance in which just then decision 
and perplexity were strangely mingled, as she stood with a roll 
of butter taken from a market-woman's basket in one hand, 
and in the other a coin with which she vainly endeavoured to 
satisfy the claims of the seller, who in her turn was striving by 
signs and gesticulations to make the other understand the price 
required. Just at this moment a lad who, with satchel on his 
arm, had been leisurely threading his way along, suddenly burst 
through the busy crowd, and making his way to the side of the 
would-be purchaser, seized the hand containing the coin, exclaim- 
ing in good English : " Why, it is Mistress Kate; I knew it must 
be. Mother will be glad ! " 

Down went the butter, and Mistress Kate Alison, for it was no 
other than she, put her arm round the boy's neck, kissed him on 
the spot, regardless of the amused bystanders, and cried : " Why, 
Master John, who would have thought of seeing thee here? " 
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L6Nay,'7 he replied, "i t  is rather, who would have thought of 

seeing thee ? Is  good Master Legate here also ? " 
Master Barty is here ; but my good master, his father, died 

last March ; we came a month ago, but till a week since we were 
,taying at  Mynheer Van der Broek's the while our house was getting 
ready. This is the first day I've come along to the market, and 
not a word can I make out of their outlandish speech; if thou 
,-anst, ask what she'll take for this butter." 

John readily complied, and the bargain, with his assistance, 
being satisfactorily completed, he continued his way to school, 
having first learned their address, and Kate returned to her new 
home, delighted at the thought that English friends were in the 
neighbourhood; for in her present somewhat lonely position her 
heart warmed towards Mistress White and her children. I t  was, 
too, a pleasant piece of news for Bartholomew, although at first 
he could scarcely believe the report, for he knew the intention of 
the exiled family had been to settle at Amsterdam. The  same 
evening, however, brought both Master and Mistress White, eager 
to give an  early welcome, and to proffer their hospitality to one to 
kvhorn they owed so much, and long and pleasant was their chat 
over a cup of wine from Mynheer Van der Broek's own cellar, a 
cask of which he had forced upon Bartholo~new's acceptance. 

I t  soon appeared that the stay of the family in Amsterdain had 
been but short, as owing to the assistaxce of an  acquaintance 
learned in the law, Master White had been enabled to scrape 
together the scattered remnants of his fortune, and purchase 
therewith a farm about a mile from Leyden, thereby securing greater 
educational advantages for his sons than could have been the case 
elsewhere, and at  the same time providing congenial and profit- 
able occupation for himself. 

Of Father Palmer they had heard nothing, and conjectured he 
might have found his way to Spain, as he had ofttimes expressed 
a desire to go thither. 

The while such topics as these engaged the attention of Master 
White and Bartholomew, Mistress White and Kate had been busy 
exchanging notes regarding the relative merits of the old and new 
countries; the former, thankful for her release from the bondage 
of fear, being disposed to look upon all things connected with the 



land of her adoption in the most favourable light; the latter, 
while acknowledging the beauty of the city in which her new 
home was placed, and the superior cleanliness and order prevalent 
among its inhabitants, appearing to regard their use of a language 
other than her own native tongue almost as a crime. 

I could do with then1 well enough but for their outlandish 
speech," she said; but that doth trouble me sore. I cannot 
even go to the market to buy an egg or a capon save Barty is 
with me. Only this morn did I try, and but for thy son John I 
could have bought nothing, as he will have told thee. It doth 
puzzle me why they cannot speak good plain English." 

Master Legate doth speak the language well, and you, too, 
will soon learn, Mistress Alison," said Mistress White in an 
encouraging tone. 

'"ay, I am too old ; and there is no one to teach me but 
Barty, and he is out and busy all the day. I oft scarce see hill1 
from morn till night." 

' L  Then you must come and see us," answered the gentle lady, 
and let me and the children teach you, if it were but a few words, 

so that you may not feel quite at a loss when you are out alone." 
T o  this proposition Kate gratefully assented, and it was agreed 

she should pay her first visit on the following day, the evening 
of which Bartholomew had arranged to spend at the Van der 
Broeks7. 

And thus a frequent and pleasant intercourse was established 
between the two houses; the young people with their parents 
delighting in Bartholomew's society, and Mistress White especially 
finding great pleasure and comfort in the visits of Kate Alison, 
whose excellent common sense, long experience, and helpful dis- 
position rendered her an invaluable counsellor to the mother of 
a family, and the mistress of a household ; while in their turn 
Bartholomew and Kate found the visits of their English friends 
to them ; and their own occasional afternoons at the pleasant 
farmhouse in the midst of the quiet country, where, in spite of some 
necessary differences, owing to the peculiar character of the soil, 
there was so much to remind them of their old home, very agree- 
able breaks in the monotony of their busy city life. 

rhey had been now about six months in Leyden, and had 

already grown tolerably accustomed to the changed conditions of 
their lives. People and places were no longer strange ; they had 
learned in great measure to conform to the habits and customs 
of their adopted country ; and Bartholomew, with his spiritual 
nature rejoicing in its new found freedom, ofttimes felt with deep 
thankfulness that his lines had indeed been cast in pleasant 
places. 

With Kate Alison it had, of course, been a more difficult 
matter for the old order at  once to give place to the new; but 
she was learning to love her foreign home, and tile many kind 

who were fast becoming friends, and was above all 
things happy in not suffering separation from Bartholomew. 

One calm Sunday evening in the early spring, going for a stroll 
along the quiet canal banks, after attending service in the great 
~hurch, and talking as they walked of old times and old friends? 
they were startled by a sudden tumult and confusion, the sound 
of a Babel of angry voices. The door of an adjacent tavern 
swung wide open, and a crowd of half-drunken seamen, partially 
armed, some of whose voices betrayed them as English, issued 
forth, quarrelling and fighting, and uttering volleys of frightful 
~a ths .  They were such a savage, lawless set, and rendered still 
rnore dangerous by the maddening influence of strong drink, that 
other passers-by fled in terror, and Bartholomew hastened with 
all speed to place Kate Alison in safety; then returning to the 
spot, lent his aid to assist two or three honest burghers in quelling 
the riot, which was effected at last, though not before two of 
the combatants had been so severely handled as to render their 
recovery doubtful, while others were more or less injured. Bar- 
tholomew did what he was able to ameliorate the condition of 
the wounded men, and returned home not a little saddened by 
his evening's experience. 

On the following morning, when one of their ships should have 
set sail, several of the men failed to answer to their names, which 
caused some two hours' delay, while others were sought to take 
their places. On making further inquiries, Bartholomew was not 
surprised to find that the absence of the men from their post of 
duty was a consequence of the fray of the previous evening. The 
matter would, under any circumstances, have caused him great 
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concern, but this was increased by the knowledge that it was 
their own men who had thus transgressed, and he resolved to 
bring it before his friend Van der Broek at the earliest oppor- 
tunity, which soon occurred. 

The worthy merchant was seated, his day's duty done, in his 
own pleasant sitting-room overlooking the canal, a leathern jack 
of ale by his side, and a pipe- between his lips filled with the 
fragrant weed his otvn ships had brought from the New World, 
His eyes were fixed with calm attention on Bartholomew, who, 
with great earnestness, related the events of the Sunday evening 
with his own comments thereon. When he had finished, Jan 
Van der Broek removed his pipe, and emitting a huge volume of 
smoke, said quietly : 

Well, and what can you expect ? When a ship hath been 
unladen, and the new cargo is not yet ready, how can the men 
fill up their time but by drinking in the taverns, and when they 
drink, their tongues grow loose; and so they get to quarrelling, 
and then perforce to fighting; it hath ever been so; what call 
you expect ? " 

" Nay, but I would not have it so," returned Bartholomew. 
"They are our servants, and if they cannot find better employ 
for their spare hours, surely we should find it for them, else we 
are scarce free from blame," 

The worthy merchant shrugged his shoulders, and puffed away 
meditatively for a few moments ere he replied : '[ You take this 
too seriously, my friend. What further have we to do with these 
men when they have finished our work and we have paid them 
their wages ? Nothing ! we cannot talk with them, they would 
not understand ; should we give them books, they cannot read, 
they are so ignorant, they are mostly English or French or Ger- 
man, and they have not been taught. Let them be, they wish 
not for better things." 

The philosophical calmness with which the honest burgher 
regarded the degraded condition of the poor ignorant foreigners 
in his employ was rather provoking to Bartholometv, to ~vhorn 
the well being of his fellow-creatures, whatever their rank or 
position, was always a matter of the deepest interest. But i t  
convinced him that it was useless to expect assistance on their 

behalf from that quarter, and that whatever was done to ameliorate 
their condition, must be the result of his own unaided exertions. 
And since the antiquity of an abuse was to him no argument for 
its continuance, he resolved that something must be done and 
at once; and for some days his mind was occupied with the 

to devise some plan for the rescue of these unfortunate 
sailors from the sad results of enforced idleness of body and 
mind. 

BarthoIomew7s first step in this direction was, to Kate's alarm 
and horror, to pay nightly visits to the taverns where these rough 
sons of Neptune mostly resorted, so as to become personally 
acquainted with them. This was no easy task, since they were 
mostly a wild lawless set, unaccustomed to, and by no means 
desirous of, making acquaintance with the society of law-abiding, 

folk. At first, therefore, he met with but little encourage- 
ment, even among the men who were actually connected with 
him by the ties of service; but by degrees, as one who, though 
strict in exacting the performance of duty, was always just and 
reasonable in his demands, and kind and considerate in his deal- 
ings with them, they learned to love and trust him, and ere long, 
to welcome his presence among them, even in the tavern, although 
there it necessarily proved some check upon their excesses. It 
was a new and very pleasant experience for these rough mariners 
to find a man with wisdonl and knowledge which to them in 
their ignorance seemed almost superhuman, and who, though a 
foreigner, stood, as they well knew, so high in the esteem of the 
good citizens of Leyden, evincing so great an interest in their 
welfare, sympathising with them in their troubles and sorrows, 
suggesting and joining with them in innocent amusements, and 
ever ready with words of kindly encouragement and advice, and 
more substantial aid when it was required ; and they were not slow 
in showing their appreciation of his kindness, while in his turn, 
Bartholomew felt that this work had given him a new interest in 
life, and he was always glad when any opportunity arose for him 
to be of some real service to one of his hurrlble friends. 

His faithful Kate had at first exhibited strong disapproval of 
these efforts on behalf of such a set of savages, regarding them as 
of little more use than the casting of pearls before swine; but 
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after a time her kindlier nature gained the ascendency, and she 
surprised Bartholomew one day by insisting on going herself, to 
take some nourishment she had been preparing by his directions, 
to a poor English sailor detained on shore by a severe accident. 

"I've more time to spare than thou hast, Barty; thou'lt be 
working thyself to death," she said, evidently feeling it necessary 
to give some reason for her determination. 

She went accordingly, and if the poor sufferer had reason to 
quail before the sharpness of his countrywoman's tongue, when 
the pain drew forth from hinl some virtuperative, or even lllerely 
impatient expression, he experienced also unspeakable comfort 
from her helpful presence and skilful tending. 

" I t  was like having my old mother with me again," he said to 
Bartholomew when he went to see him later on. " She made me 
so comfortable, and scolded me just as the good old woman was 
used to do.)' 

Bartholomew smiled, and blessed Kate Alison in his heart, 
From that time he had a most able and willing seconder in his 
labour of love. 

For the last few months he had resumed the practice formed 
in his old home of holding early on Sunday mornings a service 
for his little household, consisting of Kate, the girl who assisted 
her, and a man and lad employed in the business. H e  commonly 
read from the English Bible, making necessary comments upon 
it as he proceeded, offered up a prayer in the Dutch language, 
and sometimes concluded the little service with a few words of 
simple earnest exhortation. 

I t  was after one of these little gatherings, when they had just 
separated with mutual expressions of kindness and good-will, that 
Kate remarked : 

'' I t  seems to me, Barty, 'twould be well for some of those poor 
sailor folk if thou wouldst read and talk to them as thou dost to 
us." 

"Nay, Kate," he answered ; " I fear me they would not listen; 
they too much incline to make ridicule of religion, and like nought 
that is serious." 

"They would scarce make ridicule of thee," she replied, "if 
they do of the priests and the mummeries of Rome; they are 

bad enough to need to have good preached to then1 by some 
one." 

'< You are right, Kate, they do need i t ;  and I have erred in 
delaying so long to hold up the banner of God's truth before 
them. I thank you heartily for thus reminding me of the duty I 
owe to my Lord and Master ! "  

The same day he went out on the quays, and invited some ten 
or twelve of his poor friends to meet that afternoon at his house, 
and join together in a short religious service, and was surprised at 
the readiness with which they acceded to his suggestion. 

I t  was somewhat of a trial to Kate to have her neat, clean 
p-ecincts invaded by such a horde of rough, unkempt fellows, but 
she bore it bravely in the earnestness of her desire that they 
should receive the benefit of good instruction, and gave to each. 
as he arrived, abrupt, but kindly greeting. 

Bartholomew began rather nervously, speaking in the Dutch 
language as that which would be best understood by all, while his 
audience, though by no means irreverent, were at  first somewhat 
listless; but when he laid aside the book, and began to speak out 
of the fulness of his own heart, af the love and goodness of God, 
-when in earnest and simple language he told tlzein how the 
great Creator of the world-He who held the sea in the hollow of 
His hand, yet cared for the humblest of His creatures ; that the 
tiny sparrow could not fall, nor the sea-bird drop in the angry 
wave, without His will; that the sailor on the ocean waste, and 
the babe upon its mother's breast, were alike enfolded in His 
loving arm : then, the light of intelligence dawned upon their 
faces, tears glistened in the eyes of some, and all leaned forward 
in almost breathless eagerness to drink in this message of good 
tidings which) should be to all people ; while the young preacher 
went on with increased vigour :--"Yea, my brothers, we are all 
His children, and H e  our tender, merciful Father. H e  regardeth 
not our estate; but high and low, rich and poor, t he  king upon 
his throne, and the beggar on his bed of straw,-ay, the saint 
and the sinner, are equally the objects of His care; for His 
long-suffering, forgiving love is high as heaven, and as deep as 
hell. Come ye, then, and listen to S i s  voice, for H e  is calling 
you to live for Him and inp His service. E e  asks no sacrifice at 
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your hands, but the sacrifice of a holy, devoted life. Ye hearken 
to your captains, and haste to obey their commands. Hearken 
now to this word of God in your inmost heart, bidding you to 
cease from evil and do righteously, to be honest and true in all 
your dealings, and live like men, and the sons of God. Are ye 
not made in His image, and will ye deface it by drunkenness, and 
strife and debauchery ? I pray you grieve not so the Holy Spirit 
of our Father. Neither take ye His holy name in vain. Remem- 
ber how our Master said, ' Swear not at all ; ' wherefore let your 
words be few, and your lips clean, that your innermost souls be 
not defiled ; for ye are not your own, but God's, and H e  hat11 
called you to a high inheritance. Live worthily of this high 
calling, then ; be watchful and earnest, in all things asking first, 
What is God's will? and living ever in the remembrance of His 
presence and love. But an if ye have gone astray, and lived 
according to your sinful lusts, let not the fear of His anger hold 
you back from returning to your Heavenly Father; for H e  is ever 
waiting, stmding at the door, ready to receive and pardon His 
penitent child, and take him back to His home and His love; but 
come now to Him and say, ' 0 my Father, I am very weak and 
sinful, and have gone astray from Thee, and done that which is 
evil in Thy sight; but I am Thy child, and know that Thou 
lovest me, and I pray Thee to forgive me, and make my sick soul 
whole.' And ye, who with your lives in your hands, think with 
heavy hearts of the dear ones from whom ye are far away,-the 
tender wife and the helpless child,-cast your cares from you, 
for they, too, rest in the shelter of the Almighty love, against 
which death itself may not prevail ; for life, amd death, and all 
things are in the hands of God ! " 

Thus ended Bartholomew Legate's first sermon, which was 
listened to by the little congregation with considerable emotion, 
due, probably, as much to his manner as to his words. A few 
words of prayer concluded the service, and the men left with 
simple and touching expressions of gratitude. 

This was only the first of many such meetings ; and ere long, 
Bal-tholomew's own house not containing a room large enough to 
accomn~odate all who desired to attend, he hired one in a tavern 
tvherein to conduct his services, choosing a seduded quarter of 
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the town, as being more likely to attract those he especially 
desired to influence, never imagining the possibility of others 
than his own rough mariner friends taking part in the simple 
worship. 

One day, however, as he finished his address, he became 
conscious of the presence of Mynheer Van der Broek, who, seated 
in a corner of the room, was l~stening with grave interest. When 
the rest had departed, he went up to Bartholomew, and taking his 
hand, said heartily, " Thanks for thy wosd.s; they have done my 
heart more good than aught I have ever listened to in church ; 
but thou shouldst not have kept thy talent so long hidden; there 
are many would be as glad to hear thee as these men." 

"Nay, but I am no preacher, and can but speak in a simple 
way to simple folk." 

We are all but simple folk, and need to be told the truth in a 
simple way," persisted Van der Broek ,; " you must not shut us 
out because we live in houses on land; we need s,uch words as 
thine, and surely thou wiltt not withhold them." 

Well, I will think about it," said Bartl~olomow, at length ; 
but as yet I scarce feel able for such a task." 
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OTSVITHSTANDING Van der Eroek's pressing entreaties 
that Bartholomew would include within the sphere of his 

teaching the opulent burghea; class, and his own pro1nis.e to take 
the matter into consideration, it was a long time ere he could feel 
justified in venturing on such a step. Not only was he without 
the training generally considered a necessary qualification for the 
post of a religious teacher ; but his mind was still in too unsettled 
a condition to 'admit of his. imparting to others anything more 
than the most elernenltary religious instruction, although of this 
little he gave willingly to. his poor, unaettered brethren-yet 
humbly, as one seeking his own way to the light. H e  certainly 
had not now to complain of the listless~ess and indifference in 
matters pertaining to religion that had so grieved him in England; 
but he found the tenets of Roman Catholicism on the one hand, 
and those of the rigid Calvinism so dear to the hearts of the 
majority of the Netherlanders on the other, equally distasteful, 
and difficult of acceptance ; while his own Biblical researches had 
as yet availed him little in' coming to a decision; but he strove 

, on manfully, and waited,. hoping for the dawning of a clearer day 
for his soul's life. 

I t  chanced on an evening, in September, after one of the 
meetings of the sailor folk, where he had given a short address, 
that he stood for a little while on the quay, conversing with two 
or three of the men on the topic 06 the discourse ere they went 
on board their ship' for the night;, they had just spoken their 
farewell greetings,. and he was turning to go home, when he was 
startled by the apparition of a tall man wrapped in a cloak, - - 

emerging from the concealment of a doorway, whence he must 
have overheard their conversation. His first notion was that he 

State secrets; but in another moment he was half ashamed of 
himself to have given place to so ungenerous, though not 
unnatural, a thought : for without the slightest embarrassment or 
hesitation the stranger approached him, saying in a friendly 
tone : 

"Surely, you must be the Master Legate of whom I have so 
Often heard." 

" My name is Legate," Bartholomew answered wonderingly ; 
the11 added with a smile, " but I knew not my fame had extended 
beyond my own little circle of friends. May I ask your name ? " 

"Truly you may, though 'tis nought of which to boast. 1 am 
Rudolpl~ Gessler, a poor professor of nmathernatics at  the Uni- 
versity, and very much at your service, my chief desire for fill1 
two months past having been to make your acquaintance." 

L (  I am proud to be thus honoured by your esteem, yet fear I 
have done little to deserve it," replied Bartholornew, not a little 

with his new acquaintance. 
Nay, the honour is mine ; and if you would add further to it, 

come now to my lodgings-they are near by-and let us pledge 
each other in a cup of Rhenish wine ; for I know well thou art a 
man after mine own heart. Nay, it is not late ; there '11 be plenty 
of time for a gossip, and then to return home by a reasonable 
hour," he added, seeing the other's hesitation. 

So finding resistance useless, Bartholomew consented to accept 
the invitation on condition of his visit being for that time of short 
duration ; and the professor led the way gaily to his domicile. It 
was a large upper room into which he ushered his guest, and well 
furnished ; but so littered with books, charts, and mathematical 
instruments, that it would have proved a heart-breaking spectacle 
to any orderly housewife. Having kindled a lamp, and cleared a 
chair for his visitor by the simple expedient of sliding all that it 
contained on to the floor, he divested himself of his cloak, and 
sitting down opposite him, regarded him attentively for sonle 
moments, and with evident satisfaction ; for having completed his 
survey he rose, and shaking him warmly by the hand, exclaimed, 
' L  Let us be friends ! " 

With all my heart," said Bartholomew, returning the other's 
cordial grasp. 

might be a spy, exgeaing, perhaps, in that lnanner to ferret out 
P2 
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I t  was a short acquaintance, truly, on which to found a friend. 
ship ; but there was something about the honest, manly, though 
by no means handsome face, that had an irresistible attraction for 
hirn ; he felt that here was a man he could trust, and his heart 
warmed towards him accordingly. 

Gessler, having filled some cups with wine for his guest and 
himself, now resumed his seat, and said with a smile : " Will it 
surprise you when I say I have heard you often, though I have 
scarce seen your features until to-night F'' 

" Yea, indeed ; for I am no public speaker as you." 
" I t  is true, nevertheless ; I own without shame to eaves- 

dropping. You must know I like well to talk with the brave sea 
captains, and hearken to their stirring tales ; wherefore at the close 
of day I ofttimes repair to the taverns where they resort, and 
from them I learned of thy work among their men, which they 
esteem highly; and thus, hearing of thy religious meetings, I, not 
desiring to disturb you by entering, did prevail on my good 
hostess of the ' Prince of Nassau ' to grant me leave to smoke my 
pipe in an adjoining room, where, by aid of an opening in the 
wall, I could listen unseen to your instructions. Nay, blaine not 
the good woman, for the fault was mine; and be not angry with 
me, for I do assure you your exhortations have done me good." 

And, indeed, it would have been impossible for any one to be 
angry with him ; and Bartholomew only laughed as he said, " I 
fear you took much trouble for very little gain." 

" Nay, I do assure you," answered Gessler gravely, " that it 
was great gain for me. I ever hearken gladly to those who put 
me in remembrance of my duty to God without dealing with the 
incomprehensible and, I must :think, mischievous doctrines of 
predestination and eternal torments ; for I am no disciple of our 
good Francis Junius, as he well knoweth, and he ofttimes doth 
me the honour to charge me with heresy, and doubtless adjudgeth 
me as worthy to suffer a martyr's death as that Servetus, whom 
his master Calvin erewhile did roast, as a warning to the good 
people of Geneva." 

"Is not this same Francis Junius professor of theology in the 
University here ? " asked Bartholomew, 

" He is; and spite of the differences in our opinions, I am con- 

strained to acknowledge him a learned man, only methinks his 
learning doth tend too much to one-sidedness." 

Doth he number many of the students among his disciples ? 9 

Indeed doth he ; for he hath great repute. H e  it is ~ v h o  
bath revised the 'Belgic Confession,' on which so many of our 
brave Netherlanders found their faith. You know that same con- 
fession ? " 

"Yes, I know it well, but cannot hold with i t ;  the doctrines 
therein enforced are too arbitrarya nd cruel," answered Bartho- 
lomew. 

You say so ? " said Gessler, eyeing hirn narrowly ; '( are you, 
then, a disciple of Sebastian Castellio's, that doughty opponent of 
the great Calvin, who fought with him even to the death ? )' 

Nay, I have not even heard of him. Was he a divine ? "  
Yea, and a convert fro111 Romanism ; but he died before you 

were born. You must read his book on ' Predestination ' ; I will 
lend it you if I can find it among all this lumber. Methinks you 
will see in it much that accords with your own ideas, and perhaps, 
also, somewhat to awaken new thought," 

~ n d  thus saying, the learned professor went down on hands 
and knees, and begail to search diligently among the hopelessly 
chaotic-looking mass. 

"1 pray you not to take such pains on my account," said 
Bartholomew ; "you are s u e  to discover it within a few days, 
and I can have it then." 

No time like the present, my friend ; I must find it now, for 
each day will but serve to bury it deeper. I teach of rule and 
order, but, alas ! I practise them not. Ah, here it is. Nay,- 
but it will please you to read, though 'tis not Castellio's; it is a 
work by James Arminius, a good and learned man, who will make 
his mark ere long. Ah, here it is at  last-that 'Dialogue '-at 
the bottom of the heap; and I trust both will afford you pleasure 
and profit. Let me know what you think of them when you have 
done." And Gessler rose to his feet, flushed with his exertions, 
and placed the volumes in Bartholomew's hands, adding, " I  
see you are not one of those who fear to go in search of truth, 
lest they should discover that she dwells beyond the narrow 
boundaries they have themselves assigned to her." 
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'<Nay, indeed," he answered. " What cause is there for fear, 
save it were possible to go beyond the realms of God ? and truth, 
it seeins to me, hath so many sides, it were scarcely possible for 
man, in the brief space of his mortal life, to learn all concerning 
her." 

You are right," rejoined Gessler ; " yet many, being too 
purblind to see more than one of her sides, declare that alone to 
be truth ; while others, alas ! having made unto themselves an 
image, baptize it by her name, and prepare to do battle against 
all who refuse to render it due allegiance, having long since laid 
sweet Charity in her grave." 

"Let us beware that we aid them not in the performance of 
that funeral rite," said Bartholomew, with a smile, as he rose to 
go. The disciples of the Master must be ' wise as serpents ' ; 
but they must also be ' harmless as doves.' We need not fear 
for Truth ; she is strong, and will stand her ground, though all the 
world were arrayed against her. Farewell, good Master Gessler. 
Many thanks for your kindness in lending me these books ; they 
will be of real service to me." 

And so, with mutual expressions of good-will, they separated ; 
and Bartholonlew wended his way home through the moonlit 
streets. 

On his arrival there, he found Kate Alison waiting up for Ili111 
in a very anxious frame of mind. 

I thought th6u-hadst fallen into the canal, or been robbed 
and murdered, or, k m  prisoner," she said. &* 

"Nay, Kate, a ught so bad as that," he answered ; " I  have 
but been making a friend; but it is late, and I am truly sorry 
to have caused thee anxiety." 

So thou'rt safe, Barty, it matters not; but who is this thou 
hast met with-an English friend ? " 

Nay, not an Englishman, but in truth I know not what 
country gave him birth ; he is a professor at the University." 

"Ah, then he is a learned man, and his conversation will 
suit thee well," said Mistress Alison, in a tone of satisfaction, 
for she entertained very high ideas of her young master's 
erudltlon. 

Bartholomew smiled. I am very glad the acquaintance 

meets with your approval, Kate, and hope you will like Master 
Gessler as well as I do when you see him. Has any one been 
since I left home ? " 

O11ly Mynheer Van der Broek ; he has heard some disquiet- 
ing news about the Spanish army under the Arragon general, 
alld wanted to talk to thee about i t ;  he fears it rnay make it 
dangerous for the ships." 

"I  have heard of it, but scarce think it will interfere with the 
merchant vessels; and should the Spaniards venture on a serious 
attack, our brave Prince Maurice would soon put them to the 
route." 

That's what I told him, but he only shook his head, and 
  aid I knew not what the Spaniards were. Well, 1 think I'll go 
to bed, Bkrty, and do not thee sit up long," she added, glanc- 
ing significantly at the two books which he had laid upon the 
table. 

I promise not to sit up very long, Kate," he  said, with a 
smile, " but I must take a peep into these." And having bidden 
her "'good-night," he stirred the logs together on the hearth, 
and settled himself to the perusal of the seductive volumes, 
taking up first that by Arminius. His heart warmed, as he read, 
towards the kindly spirit of its author, although the conclusions 
drawn did not all find their echo in his own mind, yet it seemed 
to hinl that the views therein put forth were immeasurably more 
in accord with the teachings of the Master than the stern doctrines 
of Calvinism ; and he read and re-read, until the fire burned out, 
and the cold of the autumn night began to remind him of his 
promise to Kate. 

As soon as day dawned on the following morning he rose and 
prepared himself to attack with vigour Castellio's quaint ''Dialogue 
on Predestination," finding it, as he had expected, replete with 
interest, and none the less so for the militant spirit that prevailed 
throughout. In  addition, there was very much that accorded 
with the views he had himself formed, from the study of Scripture 
and the experiences of his own soul, of the Divine government 
and of man's relation to his Creator, so that the little book gave 
him a sense of syillpathising companionship. H e  took up his 
Bible, and compared the teachings of the Master with those of 

H 
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this disciple. Yes, surely, he would have said of him, " Thou 
art not far from the kingdom of heaven." Sinking upon his 
knees, he offered up his heartfelt thanks to the Father of all for 
this new help vouchsafed to him, prayed humbly for further 
light and guidance, and then, refreshed and strengthened, went 
forth to his labours. 

As usual, a busy day was before him. Owing to the rumour 
as to the movements of the Spanish army, a little panic had 
arisen among the merchants, some of whom had insisted on 
withdrawing their portions of cargo from the vessel Van der Broek 
was fitting out, thus causing considerable trouble and vexation, 
which Jvas scarcely lessened by the re-embarkation of the goods, 
when the rumour proved unfounded. Amid the trouble and 
annoyance thus occasioned, Bartholomew alone, of d1 those 
concerned, retained his calm, unruffled demeanour, and worked 
away with a cheerful zeal, until happily by degrees he infected 
those about him, the first instance of which found expression in 
a half grumbling desire on the part of Van der Broek that he 
would either get out of temper himself, or teach the secret ~f his 
patience. 

I t  dot11 vex me to see you so calm, when I could storm like 
a winter tempest," he said, half earnestly and half in jest. 

' l  Think you," answered Bartholomew, "it is worth while to 
trouble our minds about such small annoyances, when all the 
work does but come in as part of our day's duty in the Provi- 
dence of God. Methinks our fretting may well be spared for 
faults and failings of our own, and then allowed only in modera- 
tion." 

" But meanest thou, Legate, that God takes care for our ships 
and cargoes, and such small things ? " 

" Yea, even these, for I can think of naught that is either too 
small or too great to be out of His control." 

" What ! not even Spanish victories and the Inquisition ? " 
asked Van der Broek, with the air of a man who is satisfied that 
he has propounded a really difficult question. 

" Not even these would I place outside of the Providence of 
God," answered Bartholomew quietly, but firmly ; " since neither 
death nor suffering can touch the soul, save to purify and chasten ; 

- 
and as the Spaniards also are God's children, though doubtless 
erring ones, we should strive to have patience with them, even 
as H e  hath patience with them and with us." 

At this moment a messenger from the ship came up to claim 
Bartholomew's attention on behalf of a merchant who was 
desirous of sending off some goods which the skipper regarded 
as certain to be quite unsaleable at Spanish ports, and their con- 
versation was accordingly brought to an abrupt termination ; but 
as they parted, Van der Broek said : " I  must talk with you 
again on these matters." 

That evening, when Bartholomew went to his home, Rate 
greeted him at the door with an air of delight and mystery : 

There's something come for thee, Barty," she said ; "a bit 
of a note, and a live creature." 

" Oh, from Master White, I suppose ; did he " But he 
had not time to finish his sentence, for with the first sound of 
his voice, a loud scramble was heard, succeeded by a joyous 
bark, and Bess, his favourite Bess, was at  her master's side, 
jumping upon him, licking his hands, and in every possible way 
showing her delight at being with him again. 

Why, Bess, dear, good old Bess," he said, caressing the 
faithful creature affectionately, '' how did you come here ? " 

A sailor brought her," replied Kate, " and he bade me give 
thee this ; he will come again to-morrow to see thee, if there is 
no meeting to-night." 

Bartholomew took the packet from her, and opened it eagerly; 
it was a long letter in Harper's handwriting, full of items of news 
from the old home, telling how Master Fisher continued well 
satisfied with the farm, as also with Humphrey's able assistance, 
and how the latter had lately been presented by his wife with 
a fine boy; of the re-occupation of Farleigh Place by a distant 
branch of the old family; of the continued welfare of Job Mark- 
ham and his good wife ; and finally, of the happy, peaceful death 
of poor old Goody Stiles. The letter then went on to tell how 
Master Harper, while staying with a friend living at a distance, 
had met with a sailor, home for a few days from sea, son to 
a servant of the family, and entering into conversation with him, 
found to his great delight that he not only knew, but was enthu- 
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siastic about Bartholometv, who had, he said, showed him much 
kindness. 

' <And  SO," continued Harper, "finding that he was both 
willing and anxious to do aught in his power to serve you and 
me, I took occasion to send you your faithful Bess, who hath 
never ceased to mourn her separation from you, notwithstanding 
my good Joan and I have striven hard to make her happy and 
forgetful of her loss. I doubt not you will welcome her gladly, 
for such friendship as hers is rare, and I admire her constancy 
too well to be jealous of you for her sake. 

"This is a long letter, dear lad; but ere 'tis ended, I must tell 
you with what joy I heard of your kind, brotherly labours on 
behalf of the poor sailors of Leyden : may God grant you strength 
and courage to continue them; and I pray you also not to let 
the distrust of your own powers keep you back from speaking 
the words of His truth when he hat11 put them into your mouth, 
for it is borne in upon me that there is a work for you to do 
among your fellows upon the earth, and that you may do it as 
few besides could do. I know you will bear with your old tutor 
kindly for thus ordering your conduct ; and as he holds you in 
most loving remembrance, so you will ever hold your sincerely 
affectionate friend, Samuel Harper." 

Bartholomew read and re-read the letter, especially the latter 
part, with interest and emotion ; it was almost like having his 
old friend at his side again, and he hesitated no longer about 
the course he ought to pursue. H e  did feel that he had a 
message from God;  and should he allow his own unwillingness 
to speak before the people to hold him back from the perform- 
ance of his duty? That  same evening he went to Van der 
Broek, and told hiin that if any really desired to hear him on 
religious subjects, he u7as ready to speak. 

His friend received the proposition joyfully, and it was arranged 
that the opening meeting should be held on the following Sunday, 
in a room to be engaged for the purpose by Van der Broek, who 
entered into tlic matter with great enthusiasm. Bartholomew, 
although dreading the ordeal of facing a large number of people, 
somewhat in the character of a minister, was still more confirmed 
in the righteousliess of his resolution by further conversation 

with the sailor, who had seen Master Harper, and who, strength- 
ened by his words, the impression made by the letter. 

Sunday came at last, and it was wonderful, when the time had 
come, and Bartholomew, having ascended the raised days, gave 
out the hymn with which the service was to commence, how 
entirely his nervous apprehensions quitted him, and how oblivious 
he became of everything but the message he had to deliver. 
Even the entrance of Professor Gessler was unnoticed by him, 
and he  went on speaking, pleading with his hearers to open their 
hearts to the love and mercy of God, and to trust His loving 
kindness, even in their darkest hours ; while at the same time he 
reminded them forcibly of the duties and responsibilities which 
their position as God's children involved. Then, speaking of 
the doubts and difficulties which at  times beset every thoughtful 
mind, he besought his hearers not to give way to despondency, 
but to live their lives courageously, following the dictates of 
their consciences as the voice of God, and thus in His own good 
time His light would break into their souls. 

When Bartholomew had ended, many hands sought his, and 
many voices spoke kindly words of thankfulness and encourage- 
ment, not the least xarnl among which were those of Kate 
Alison, Gessler, and Van der Broek. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

GAIN we must overleap the boundaries of time and space A to find ourselves in London on a gloomy day in November 
in the year 1605. A murky vapour hung over the city like a pall, 
making its dark, narrow streets yet darker, and rendering so 
dangero~s the highway of tlie river, that the waterman's occupa- 
tion was at a standstill, save for the occasional advent of some 
reckless individual who preferred risking the chance of a collision 
upon the mist-hidden waters to waiting for the remote possibility 
of the clearing away of the fog, while the progress of foot-passen- 
gers was rendered even more difficult than usual, owing to the 
thick, slippery mud which covered the narrow streets. 

Yet, notwithstanding these drawbacks to locomotion, it seemed 
as if most of the worthy citizens must be abroad, judging from 
the many groups gathered in the aisles of the cathedral engaged 
in eager, whispered converse, and the crowd that had collected 
round St. Paul's Cross to listen to the vehement excited harangue 
of a thin elderly man in sad-coloured garb, and with long grey 
hair straggling over his shoulders ; to say nothing of the busy 
thoroughfare of the West Chepe, where the tide of human life 
was flowing with even more than its ordinary swiftness. Above 
and beyond all this, there was an air of excitement, not unmingled 
with apprehension, visible in the denleanour of folks generally, 
that seemed indicative of some unusual disturbance in the social 
hive, and which evinced itself in a wise shaking of heads, and a 
disposition to gather together in small whispering knots at shop 
doors and street corners ; while any individual, differing in dress 
or manner from the ordinary citizens, was followed by looks of 
suspicion and distrust, if not by the open designation of "Papist." 

In  the West Chepe, and not far froill Paul's Cross, stood the 
house of Simon Lingard, and there in his doorway was the worthy 
hosier himself gazing up and down with a perturbed air, and from 
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time to time giving contradictory orders to his apprentices, as if his 
mind was anywhere but in his business. The flight of years had 
nzade but little change in him, save that his forill was somewhat 
more burly, and his grey locks scantier than of yore ; but his 
voice, when he replied to the salutations of passers-by, was as 
hearty as ever in its tone; nor had his manner lost any of its old 
geniality, as was evident from the kindly smile with which he 
greeted the young man, whose question brought down his thoughts 
from the clouds where they had been soaring, and fixed thein 
again upon the earth beneath. 

" Yes, I am Sirnon Lingard," he replied; " and you?" he added, 
gazing with close scrutiny at the stranger. 

" My name is John White, and I have been chzrged by Master 
Legate to deliver this letter to 

Bartholomew Legate !"  said Lingard in a tone of astonishment, 
as he took the missive from the young man's hand. 6 6  Bartholo- 
mew Legate ! ?Vhy, is he not in Holland ? " 

John White smiled as he replied. '"Ues, h left him in Leyden 
little more than a week since, and he bade me assure you of his 
affectionate remembrance. H e  had hoped to have visited England 
himself this year, but could not leave his people." 

" I t  would have rejoiced my heart to see him once again,'l 
exclaimed Simon, as he broke the seal and hastily glanced at the 
contents of the letter; then, as he finished its perusal, he turned 
to the young inan and shook both his hands warmly, saying, 
"And so, you are a friend of Barty's ; you are doubly welcome, 
then ! Come in, and tell me how he looks, and all about him." 
And thus saying, lie led the may to the room above, his guest 
following. As they ascended the stairs the sound of girlish voices 
and a peal of rippling laughter greeted their ears. 

My Maysie and a young friend," said Sirnon, by way of 
explanation, as he opened the door of tlie room. 

Two girls rose from a low seat as they entered, and stood some- 
what abashed on perceiving Lingard's companion. 

"Come hither, Maysie," he said, drawing towards him the 
younger of the two, a bright, dark-eyed maiden of some fourteen 
years, with brown curls clustering over her head, and a counte- 
nance at once demure and roguish. This is Master John 



White, a friend of Bartholonlew Legate's, and but just arrived 
from Holland." 

"I  have ofttimes heard of Mistress Maysie," replied the young 
man, taking the little brown hand extended to him, " and am 
charged with kindest messages to her, both from Master Legate 
and Mistress Alison." 

Maysie only blushed, and murmured that "they were very 
kind." 

"She will be ready enough with questions about her friend 
Barty, presently," remarked her father with a laugh, as the little 
maid slipped back into her corner; then, taking the hand of the 
other girl, he said : c c  And this is Alice Capel, my little daughter's 
friend, as Alice's father is mine, and Alice herself," he added kindly, 
drawing her nearer to him in a fatherly, protecting manner, which 
the young girl acknowledged with such a smile of' trust and affec- 
tion that John White, as he looked at  the sweet, serious face 
framed in its golden hair, and the slight, graceful form, set off by 
the garb of sober grey, felt something like envy of Master 
Lingard. 

Perhaps his thoughts were in a measure divined by the maiden, 
for with a blush she disengaged herself from Sirnon's detaining 
hand, and resumed her seat by Maysie; while John, at his host's 
desire, placed himself in a chair by the ample hearth, and was 
soon deep in conversation with the worthy citizen. 
'L Hath aught unusual occurred in the city ? " inquired the 

young man, when Lingard had at length exhausted his string of 
questions concerning Bartholomew, and the state of trade in 
Holland. 
'L Unusual ? What ! hast thou not heard ? " 
"Nay, I have heard nothing ; but it seemed to me there was 

much stir and commotion among the folks as I passed, and I 
even thought they threw some suspicious glances upon myself." 

" Not unlikely," replied Lingard ; " for there is somewhat 
foreign about your dress and bearing ; but I marvel you have not 
heard how the Papists nearly succeeded last night in blowing up 
with gunporrder the Parliament houses, with our good king and 
commons, to say nought of many innocent folk besides. I can 
scarce yet bear to think of the wicked, cruel intent." 

" Wicked and cruel indeed," replied the young man ; "but is it 
certainly known to be the work of Papists ? Have they discovered 
the perpetrators ? " 

"Yea, one at least is in safe custody ; but I know not if more 
have been taken. This chief actor in the conspiracy, one Guy 
Fawkes, openly avows their intention ; and he would seem to be 
a brave man, and one who values not his own life; for had the 
plan succeeded, he must have been blown up with the rest. The  
worst is, we know not how widespread may be the plot. These 
Papists are a dangerous folk, and, so that they gain their ends, 
care not what means they use." 

" But I do  assure you," replied his guest earnestly, " it is not 
so with all. My father and inother are Papists, and they were 
ever loyal subjects to Queen Elizabeth, spite of the cruel edicts 
that drove them to seek freedom for worship, and shelter from 
~ersecution, in a foreign land. I, too, belonged to the Romish 
Church until Bartholomew Legate, by his teaching some three or 
four years since, showed me a purer doctrine." 

" I crave your pardon, young sir," said Simon, extending his 
hand to the young man, who grasped it warmly. '( Had  I known 
that I would not have spoken my mind so freely; but you must 
forgive an ~ l d  man who has kept all his life in the same ways, has 
always been a good citizen and loyal churchman, and had the 
misfortune only to know the worst among Papists and other 
seceders." 

Their conversation was here interrupted by the entrance of 
Maysie, who with her friend had left the room some minutes 
before, and who now announced that dinner was ready and 

Aunt " waiting. 
'( My sister, who keeps house for me," said Sin~on, as he  con- 

ducted his guest downstairs to a large, low room behind the 
shop, where the table was spread for the noonday meal, and 
where, beside Alice Capel, they found Mistress Lingard, a tall, 
middle-aged spinster in ruff and farthingale, and with a manner 
kindly, though stiR She greeted John courteously, and they took 
their seats, Siinon at the head of the table, with Maysie and Alice 
on either side, while Mistress Lingard sat opposite their guest, 
and the two apprentices and the serving-maid took their places 
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below the salt. The fare was plain, but plentiful and good, and 
the meal enlivened by cheerful conversation, in which, however, 
John White took little part, being almost wholly engrossed in 
watching the sweet, fair face of Alice Capel and listening to the 
soft tones of her voice, as she replied from time to time to the 
remarks of their host and his sister. So intent was he on this 
occupation, that he did not observe the entrance of another visitor, 
an elderly man with stern features and close cut grey hair; and 
was only apprised of this addition to their company by Lingard's 
rising suddenly from his seat, and exclaiming : 

Why, Hugh Capel ! How is it with you, man ? and why 
came you not ere the dinner was cold? " 

May, I have eaten, I thank you, and but called on my way 
to fetch Alice. Go and make yourself ready, child," he continued, 
turning to the young girl ; "for it is growing darker with the fog, 
and there are disorderly folks abroad." 

She rose instantly, and left the room, acconlpanied by Maysie ; 
while Simon, having filled some goblets with wine for his guests, 
inquired of the new-comer if he had heard anything further con- 
cerning the Papist conspiracy. 

"Nay ; nor have I sought to hear. I t  is a judgment from God 
upon a corrupt ruler and a wicked land. From the crown of the 
head to the sole of the foot all is rottenness and uncleanness, and 
therefore are the vials of the Lord's wrath poured out upon it, 
and will be continually poured out, until England shall turn again 
unto the Lord, and cry upon her God." 

" Nay, Hugh, nay, things are not so bad as that," said Simon, 
in a soothing tone, such as one might use to~vards a peevish child; 
but his friend continued, without apparently heeding him, and 
raising his voice to a high pitch : 

Why did the Lord deliver up His people Israel unto their 
eneiiiies ? Why ? but because of the wickedness in high places ; 
because of the wantonness, and gluttony, and drunkenness ; be- 
cause of the vanity of the women, and the lust-love of the men; 
because of the falsehood and covetousness of the priests ! For 
these things did the Lord deliver up His people of old unto the 
will of their enemies ; and for these things will H e  deliver up His 
people to-day ! " 

" Hush ! Hugh Capel, hush ! " said Sin~on, lookilig anxiously 
around; "we know not who may be within earshot; and if you 
regard not your own safety, at least regard that of mine and my 
household." Then, hoping to turn his friend's thoughts into 
another channel, he asked, " Have you heard aught of Ralph 
lately ? " 

"Name him not to me !" replied Hugh Capel, fiercely; " hence- 
forth he is no son of mine ; he hath of his own perverse will cast 
in his lot with the sons of Belial, and as he hath sown, so must 
he reap; but I will have none of him; he shall not darken my 
doors again ! " 

" Nay, Hugh, be not so hard upon the lad ; we were all young 
once, and loved to sport and junket with the best of them ; and 
who should blame Ralph because Dame Fortune hath found him 
favour among the high ones of the land ? Many a father would 
be the more ready to welcome him for that same cause; and the 
rnore so that his own wit and cleverness hath helped him there- 
unto." 

" You doubtless mean well, Simon Lingard," answered Capel 
sternly; "but nought you can say will avail to change my purpose; 
for you reason as the worldly-wise, and heed not the Scripture 
command-that if thy hand or thy foot offend thee, thou shalt 
cut it off and cast it from thee, lest thou lose thy own soul in hell. 
Yea, a servant of the Holy One of Israel may make no terms 
with Satan, even though his own flesh and blood be ambassadors 
thereto ! " 

Simon attempted no reply, for the two girls had just entered ; 
and it was evident from Alice's countenance that she had heard 
sufficient of their conversation to be deeply pained on her brother's 
account. He, therefore, only whispered to her to be of good 
cheer, for that her father would certainly forgive Ralph ere long. 
The poor girl, however, only smiled a piteous smile, and shook 
her head : she knew her stern father too well to indulge in hopes 
of his relenting; especially when, as in this case, his strict notions 
of righteousness in conduct and earnestness in religious profession 
had been outraged by one so near to him. 

When the father and daughter had departed, Simon turned to 
his remaining guest, and, with a long drawn sigh said : " A  good 
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man and a true; but overmuch religion, I fear me, hath crazed 
his brain, and made him believe he is doing God service, when 
he is but rending his own soul, and hastening his only son along 
the very road to ruin. If the poor lad's mother were alive, 'twould 
grieve her sore." 

"Has the youth been guilty of crime, or is he simply a ropsterer, 
that his father thus withholds his countenance from him ? " asked 
J ohn. 

" Nay, save some wild pranks, I believe he hath done nought 
that savours of law-breaking ; but a year or two since he found a 
place at Court, by favour of one of his Majesty's pages; and as 
he is well-favoured, and of lively disposition, his company is much 
sought after by the young gallants ; and he has learned their 
manners, and copied their dress, and become as one of them. 
His father liked it not from the first, for he is of a grave and 
serious nature, and aught that savours of merry-making or frivolity 
is an offence ; and thus he was for ever giving harsh reproof to 
the lad when he came to his home ; and Ralph, being quick- 
tempered, bore it not quietly, but made hot reply; and so it has 
come about that his father hath cast him off, and forbidden h i~n  
the house, or even to speak to his sister." 

" That is very sad for her," shid John, before whose mental 
vision yet floated the sweet, though mournful, Madonna-like 
countenance. 

"Ay, it hath nearly broken the poor child's heart, for she loved 
her brother; and he was as affectionately disposed to her as he 
could be towards any one,)) answered Simon, as he pressed his 
own little daughter closely to his heart. 

They stayed talking some time longer ; and when at length the 
young man rose to go, Simon insisted that Will Shaw, one of the 
apprentices, should guide him to his lodgings, as the night was 
dark. 

" Nor are our streets too safe at  night for strangers," he added, 
as John protested against taking away the youth from his busi- 
ness ; "and how should I answer for it to my friend Barty if ill 
befel you here ? Farewell. Come again as soon and as often 
as you can while you are in IJondon." 

John thanked his kind host warmly, and with another cordial 

grasp of the hand, they parted ; and the young man sallied forth 
into the darkness, illuinined only by the faint glimmer of Will 
Shaw's lantern; for owing to the fog, most of the shops were 
already closed. 

Mind your footing, Master White," said the apprentice, when 
they were some distance fro~n the house; "the road is very 
uneven here,-and mind your head, too," he added, as, with 
shrieks of boisteroos laughter and snatches of ribald songs, a 
party of young men burst forth from a doorway as they passed, 
and quickly surrounded them. 

" Who goes there ? " exclaimed one, unceremoniously possess- 
ing himself of Will's lantern. "Why, it's honest Will Shaw, Master 
Lingard's pretty apprentice ! HOW fare you, sweet Will ? and how 
fares your sweet I'vIolly?-my eyes yearn to feast upon her beauty 
once again." 

' L  Enough of that, Master Capel ; let me go, please," replied 
the apprentice angrily, as he vainly endeavoured to regain posses- 
sion of the lantern ; but his tormentor dexterously warded him OK 

Nay, honest Will, we cannot suffer you to depart until you have 
made known to us your friend," he said, throwing the light full 
upon John. " I s  he also a measurer of silks and woollens ? " 

L '  Nay," said another," "it seems to me his clothes are of a 
foreign cut;  perchance he can inform us concerning the gun- 
powder found at Westminster ? '' 

Gentlemen," remonstrated John, " I beg you will let us go at  
once ; it is carrying your pleasantry too far to detain us thus on 
the highway at so late an hour of the evening; we will not meddle 
with you, and desire only that you should leave us undisturbed." 

"Yes, let him go, Capel," said another of the party; " he's 
one of the praying, preaching sort, and not worth the trouble of 
plaguing." 

T'Vith a mock bow the young gallant surrendered the lantern to 
Will Shaw, and he and his companion were suffered to depart 
without further molestation. 

Can that young man be the son of the Master Capel I met 
to-day ? " asked John, as the increasing faintness of the laughter 
indicated that they had left the roysterers some distance behind. 

" Yes, and a wild spirit he is, too ; my master knows not half 
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of his doings ; he and his fellows are a terror to honest people, 
But here is the ' Black Lion,' Master White; and good even tc 
you.)) 

" G ~ O ~  even to you, Master Shaw," John replied, as he shook 
the young man by the hand, "and thank you kindly ; I kilow 
not how I should have found my way alone, nor how I should 
have fared without your protection," he added ; and with another 

Good even " his late companion departed ; and John retired to 
his chamber and his bed, though not for some time to sleep, for 
the events of the day kept crowding into his mind, and busying it 
with thoughts of the present, and dreams of the future. His 
meeting with Alice Capel and her stern old father; his after 
meeting with her scapegrace brother-to what would it all tend? 
Who could tell ? 

An entirely new interest had sprung up in his already busy, 
happy life ; and he now rejoiced at  what had been to him only 
in the morning a matter of regret-that he would be compelled to 
spend at least some months in London. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

J OHN W H I T E  did not fail to avail himself with tolerable 
frequency of Simon 1.ingird's hospitable invitation, which 

was the more welcome as his stay in London became in- 
definitely prolonged ; and the genial warmth of the little family 
circle, of which he soon felt himself a recognised member, helped 
in some degree to overcome that yearning for home which would 
otherwise have rendered his exile, voluntary though it was, almost 
insupportable. Generally once or twice a week, and almost always 
on Sundays, would he wend his steps thither, certain of meeting 
with a kind reception not only from Simon Lingard, his sister, 
and Maysie, but also from Alice Capel, who was likewise a fre- 
quent visitor at the house in the West Chepe. Many were the 
cosy chats they had around the winter fire, many the stories of 
past days Simon was beguiled into telling, while the younger 
members of the party roasted apples or burned their fingers with 
hot chestnuts, and Mistress Lingard nodded in her corner. Some- 
times John would read aloud, from some old ballad or romance, 
a tender love song or stirring tale of heroism, while the rest, and 
especially the two girls, listened with sympathetic interest. Occa- 
sionally, although but seldom, Hugh Cape1 would join their party, 
and then the conversation would take a graver turn, or lead to 
political debate, an exercise in which the stout old Puritan took 
a special delight, although the vehement manner in which he ever 
inveighed against existing institutions, whether ecclesiastical or 
temporal, always caused no little alarm to his friend, Sinlon 
Lingard, whose more cautious temperanlent prompted him to 
endure with tolerable patience what he was unable to resist. 

And so the winter passed away agreeably enough for John 
White, who had the satisfaction of finding the business that had 
brought him to London prospering in his hand, while the friend- 
ships he had formed since his arrival continued ever growing and 
deepening. 
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As spring came on, the social fireside gatherings began to give 
place on Sunday afternoons to rambles in the open air, when, 
Simon and the three younger people would leave behind them 
the busy city and wander into the green fields or through country 
lanes, finding ever fresh delight in watching the opening buds and 
seeking the hiding-places of the newborn flowers. T o  the young 
nlan these expeditions were a source of special pleasure, not so 
much, perhaps, on account of his syiiipathy with Nature as for 
the opportunity it gave him of enjoying Alice Capel's companion- 
ship undisturbed ; for Maysie, to whom her father was ever her 
best playmate, generally took entire possession of him, and would 

on in front, holding his hand, and sharing with him her 
exuberant joy, as she stooped to pluck a half-hidden wild flower, 
or sought from its note to track some wild bird's haunt; while 
John and Alice followed at a little distance, sometimes talking, 
but oftener walking together in silence as those who know each 
other too well to need to give outward expression to their thoughts. 
And this arrangement seemed so perfectly natural to all concerned 
that Simon Lingard was quite startled when, one evening, after 
their return from such a ramble, John and Alice having left, and 
Maysie gone to bed, his sister suddenly asked him : 

( 'Think you, brother, it is wisely done to leave those young 
folks so much to themselves ? " 

What young folks, Esther ? What mean you ? " 
Who should I mean, Simon, but John White and Alice 

Capel ? You cannot surely have been so blind as not to see the 
liking they have formed for each other; and yet, I have remarked 
of late, that in your walks they have always been together, both 
going out and coining in ; and you, with Maysie by your side, 
taking no more notice than if they were brother and sister." 

Nay, Esther, Alice is but a child ; and as to John- " 

I have not a word to say against him ; his conduct and bear- 
ing show him to be a good and honourable young man; but 
Alice is no longer a child; she is seventeen years of age ; and 
since her father entrusts her to our care, it is for us to see that she 
enters into no connections without his knowledge and consent." 

Simon stood for a moment gazing at  his sister with an expres- 
sion of bewilderment; then he said, in a meditative tone : 

'"Vel, perhaps yolr are right, Esther ; I will speak to the 
young man next time he o m e s .  Methinks, however, Hug11 
Cape1 likes hina well, and would scdrce be displeased to have him 
for a so11 ; it might even make soin-. amends to him for his 
trouble over that scapegrace Kalph. Yes, I'll speak to John next 
time he comes, so you need fear no more on that accouat, Esther, 
but may sleep dll rnorn without an uneasy tllought." And with 
an affectionate embrace, S in~oc  dismissed his sister to her chamber, 
while lie sal down by the fire to think over this opening chapter 
of the ever old arid ever new ronlance of life. 

But he did not forget his promise, and when, a few days after, 
John White paid his accustomed visit, Sirnon took him aside and 
$airily questioned him concerning his intentions with regard to 
Alice CapeP. LVitiiout the slightest hesitation, and looking straight 
illto the old man's face, John replied : 

I love her, Master Lingard ; and if her father saith not ' Nay,' 
I mean to make her my wife.'" 

Well answered, John;  "is as I thought," answered Lingard, 
regarding him kindly ; 66 but hark ye, lad, you must hear what her 
father says ere you walk with her again. Nay, she is not here 
to-night-you need not hasten away." 

L arrr going now to Master Capel's," returned the young man. 
"'Off with you then, and good speed," answered Simon, with a. 

smile. " Time was, lad, I was eager as you, when I was wooing 
my Mary," he added, with a sigh. 

AS Simon had anticipated, Hugh Capel was by no means averse 
to accepting John White as his son-in-law. From the first, tile young 
man" seriousness of disposition and quiet, respectful demeanour 
had impressed him very favourably ; and although, on account of 
Alice's youth, he insisted that the marriage should not take place 
for two or three years, he willingly agreed to their immediate 
betrothal, the more so that he felt if he were taken from her his 
child would not now be left without a protector. 

And so, in the presence of the grey-haired puritan father, and 
consecrated by his blessing, John White and Alice Capel plighted 
their troth with few and simple words, but with hearts full of 
earnest, faithful purpose and true and tender love, resolved to live, 
and if God willed it, to die together. 
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A few weeks after this irnlnortant epoch in his life, John re- 
ceived a letter from his friend Bartholome~v, in the course of 
which he said : " Believe, dear lad, I do rejoice most heartily 
with you in your joy. Of late, when reading your letters, I have 
thought, froin the way in which you have spoken of the maiden 
Alice Capel, that such a thing might come to pass, and now that 
it has, I wish you and her all the happiness I verily believe you 
both deserve. You say three years seem a long time, and doubt- 
less they do to impatient youth ; but young as you both are, and 
secure in each other's love, you n ~ a y  well afford to wait. Did not 
Jacob serve fourteen years for Rachel? Three years will soon 
pass, John, and looking back on them you will wonder how short 
they have been. I hold it very kind of you, in the m ~ d s t  of your 
happiness, still to keep your old friend Bartholoinew in such 
loving ren~embrance, and to say, as you do, that you fain would 
I could see and know the maiden of your choice. God willing, 
I hope to do so ere long. My people desire to send nze to carry 
their messages of good-will and encouragement to some of their 
brethren in England, and they will let me away from them for 
three months. I therefore expect to leave here in June, sail for 
Harwich, and make my way from there to my old home, where 
I shall spend some two or three weeks, and then to London, 
where I trust to meet you and n ~ y  other good friends, to whom 
give my kindest greetings, and especially to Master Lingard, his 
~vorthy sister, and my little friend Mistress Maysie ; and with 
every loving wish for yourself, believe me your true friend, 
BARTHOLOJIEW LEGATE." 

The  coiltents of this letter gave great satisfaction to all, and 
especially to the Lingards, by all of whom Bartholomew was held 
in very warn1 esteem, and his arrival amongst then1 was looked 
forward to with eagerness. Meantime, however, an event oc- 
curred, which, though unimportant in its immediate consequences, 
created at the time no small anxiety to Simon Lingard and his 
sister, as we11 as distress to Maysie, I t  happened in this wise : 
They were returlling one Sunday afternoon from their accustomed 
ramble, when they encountered a crowd of people engaged in 
witnessing the grotesque gestures and antics of some fantastically 
attired young men, who were thus amusing themselves, and 
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diverting the populace; and in the confusion Maysie became 
accidentally separated from her father. He, supposing she had 
joined Alice and John, leisurely wended his way home alone ; 
but to his alarm she was not with them when they returned, and 
they had seen no trace of her. Accompanied by John, Simon set 
out instantly in search of the missing girl ; and they traversed 
again with care the way they had come till they reached the spot 
where she had been parted from him. No crowd was there now; 
it was growing dusk, and the streets were almost deserted. Hither 
and thither they went, up one narrow crooked turning and down 
another, questioning this one and that, until the poor father was 
almost frantic with fear and excitement. At length, after some 
three hours of fruitless wandering, John suggested that his wearied 
companion should go home and see if perchance Maysie had 
returned thither, while he would remain out a little longer to 
continue the search. T o  this, after some hesitation, Simon agreed, 
proinising moreover, not to come out again until John's return. 
Left to himself the latter set off once more; this time in the 
direction of the river, having first called at his lodgings for a 
lantern. Guided by its feeble glimmer, he made his way to a row 
of small houses, the backs of which abutted on the river. A few 
boatmen and others were yet lingering about their doorways ; and 
in answer to John's question as to whether they had seen a girl 
answering to Maysie's description, an old man replied : " There 
be always ill work doing at Mat Stebbins, at the ' Ferry Boat,' 
round the corner ; if you've a good stick and a stout heart, like 
enough you might find the girl there." Thanking him for his 
suggestion, John proceeded in the direction indicated, and so011 
found the " Ferry Boat," a low hostel, mostly frequented by 
loafers on the river side, and persons of questionable character 
generally, and as the young man approached, his ears were 
greeted by sounds of disorderly merriment, peals of boisterous 
laughter, followed immediately by volleys of oaths ; then ensued 
a scuffling as if fighting was going forward, and as 11e stood hesi- 
tating whether to venture in or not, a female shriek fell upon his 
ear. The  voice was Maysie's. H e  rushed into the house, and 
heedless of the protests of the ill-looking host and his subordi- 
nates, mouilted the stairs, and burst open the door of the room 
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whence the sound had proceeded. I t  was a small squalid apart- 
ment, the low ceiling festooned with the cobwebs of ages, and the 
floor reeking with accumulations of filth. The  lamplight re- 
vealed the dirty board strewn with the remains of a repast. I n  
one corner of the roonl two young men, richly attired, were 
engaged in a hand to hand struggle with sword and dagger on 
the floor, while in another a third young gallant was holding 
Maysie in his arms, endeavouring with a scarf to stifle her terrified 
cries. 

John's entrance was so sudden and unexpected that I'vlaysie's 
tormentor had not time to ward off the blow that felled him to the 
ground, and released his captive, who with a cry of John, dear 
John ! " fell fainting into the arms of her rescuer ; but ere the 
latter could bear away his burden, the landlord and his followers 
entered, and had it not been for the confusion co~lsequent on the 
half-drunken condition of nearly all the party, and the excitelnelit 
caused by the murderous character of the fray between the two 
boon companions, escape would hare been well-nigh itnpossible. 
As it was, John only effected his retreat at the cost of much 
struggling, and a dagger cut on his arm, of which, however, he 
took little heed, so thankful was he to be once more in the free 
air; though he almost feared whether the fright might not have 
killed Maysie, she lay so still and motionless in his ams. 

Slowly, and with ever-increasing difficulty, for fatigue and loss 
of blood had already weakened him, he made his way through 
tortuous lanes and bye-ivays into the West Chepe, heeding not the 
astonished exclanlations or sympathising questionings of the few 
people he met; intent only on the endeavour to restore Maysie to 
her father's arms, ere the faintness against which he felt himself 
struggling almost in vain, should completely overcome him, and 
compel him to drop his burden. At length, however, as in a dream, 
the face and form of Sirnon Lingard loomed mistily through the 
darkness; a confusion of voices f~l!owed, and lie felt himself 
relieved of Maysie's weight. Then he knew no more until, after a 
blank that might have lasted a minute or a year, he heard a 
strange voice say, " Keep him quiet for a day or two, and there'll 
be nought to fear." And opening his eyes, saw by the feeble 
glimmer of a rushlight that he was in bed in an unaccustonled 

room. He was conscious also of a smarting pain in his arm, but 
was too dazed and weary to be able to account far that or his 
surroundings. 

Presently some one bent over him, and raising his head, gave 
him sorne drink, and he wondered dreamily who it might be, then 
lapsed again into unconsciousness. 

When he next opened his eyes, the sun was shining, and at his 
bedside stood Simon Lingard gazing upon hin-a with an anxious 
countenance. 

" How is it with thee, dear lad?  " he asked affectionately. 
" M7elE, I think, good Master Lingard, but I zcarce can tell. 

Why am l here? Ah ! H remember now. How is Maysie ? I s  
she safe ? " 

"Safe and well, thanks to God and your stout heart, my brave 
good John. May We bless you for the part you took, for I can 
ne'er repay you. But there, I promised not to talk myself, or let 
you talk ; so lie still, and I'll go down and let Esther know thou'rt 
evaking." And with an aEectionate pressure of the hand, Sirnon 
went downstairs; to yield the post of nursing to his sister. 

As the surgeon had promised, a few days of rest and careful 
attention sufficed to restore John almost to his usual state of 
health, although some time passed ere he was permitted by his 
grateful friends to return to his lodgings. 

Nay, nay, we must be sure you are well again, and able to 
Base your arm, and do as you ever did before ere we can let you 
go from us," said Siinon in answer to John's protestations against 
trespassing longer on their kindness ; "and then we shall be loth 
to part with you,') he added. 

And so the young man had to submit, nor it must be confessed 
did 11e find the kindly tyranny of Mistress Lingard and her 
brother otherwise than pleasant, especially as it included the 
frequent companionship of Alice, who came chiefly on Rifaysie's 
account, almost daily ; for altlmough the latter had recovered from 
the first eEects of her excitement and alarm, yet she remained 
nervous and timid, dreading to be alone, and starting at  every 
sound, and the society of her calm quiet-natured friend had a, 

beneficial soothing influence upon her. She seldom, however, 
referred in Alice's presence to the circumstances attending her 
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kidnapping, and seemed desirous to banish the recollection of i t  
from her mind; but her father knew that it was Ralph Cape1 who 
had been the chief instigator in the wicked attempt, and that it 
was necessary for him to guard his treasure with even greater care 
than heretofore. 

CHAPTER XV. 

P ERHAPS there are few stranger experiences in life than that 
of returning after a prolonged absence to scenes once more 

familiar to us, the haunts of our childhood or youth; to note with 
what a gentle touch the fingers of time have passed over the face 
of nature, and to feel how deep have been their tracings upon 
ourselves. The hill, the stream,-nay, the very trees and flowers, 
look upon us in the old familiar way ; while we are changed, 
so changed, we can scarce recognise as ours the portraits hung on 
memory's walls, the rosy-cheeked boy, the eager impetuous youth. 

I t  was with some such thoughts as these that Bartholomeiv 
Legate sat in the early morning by the open window of his bed- 
chamber, and looked out on the fair landscape. Under a clear 
blue sky and lighted by brilliant sunshine, the fresh, green, dewy 
fields stretched far away into the distance, while the birds sang 
blithely in the orchard, and the flowers, their sweet faces smilirlg 
as if through tears, looked up gratefully to the bounteous heavens. 

Never, it seemed to Bartholomew, had his childhood's home 
looked more beautiful than now, on this summer morning, as he  
viewed it again after his long absence. And all, too, was so un- 
changed : everything about the homestead wore its old well- 
remembered aspect ; and as he listened to the familiar sounds that 
came up from below, it seemed to him as if the past nine years 
might well be but a dream from which he was just awaking to 
his old life. 

A summons to the morning meal interrupted his reflections, 
and he descended to the kitchen where Mistress Fisher and her 
husband were awaiting their guest. 

'' And how fares it with thee, lad ? " said the latter, as he 
shook him heartily by the hand. '<Eh,  but thou'rt looking 
bravely, though thou'rt much changed too ; something older, and 
broader in the shoulders." 
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I see n o  change in him but for the better," said illistress 
Fisher, gazing with admiration at Barthdomew's tall, well-knit 
form and handsome, intelligent fcice with the kindly dark eyes now 
turned laughingly upon her as  he replied : 

6 6  One must needs change sornewhnt in nine years, though E 
rejoice to find so little in good Master Fisher and yourself: I 
trust it may be the same with all my other friends." 

1 fear me thou'lt not find it so with Master Harper," said the 
honest yeoman, as he took hi5 seat at the board, and motioned to 
his guest to do  the same; "he  hath been but sadly of late: I 
once thought thou wouldst scarce have looked on him again, b~l t  
he bath mended somewhat since the summer came." 

Say you so?" said Bartholomew in a tone of deep concern ; 
" but that grieves me indeed ; and I knew nought of it, for in his 
letters he hath never mentioned failing health, I must go and see 
him at once." 

6'Ay, do, Barty ; I warrant me ihon'lt be  the best physic he can 
have," said Mistress Fisher. " 'Twas but the other day, Mistress 
Joan was saying how the poor man pined for a sight of thee ; but 
he would not thou shoultlst be told." 

Breakfast over, they departed; Master Fisher to return to his 
farm labours and his spou5e to her housewifery, while Bartholomew 
set off across the dewy fields to pay his longed-for visit to his dear 
old friend. The  air was sweet with perfume, and vocal with the 
song of birds; but so busied was h e  with his thoughts that lie 
scarcely heeded anything besides, and his name was spoken two 
or three times betore be was conscious of any one being near. 

H e  turned at length, and saw at  his side a thin, grey-haired 
man, much bent, and leaning upon a staff; his clothes were 
threadbare, and he looked dusty and wayworn. 

'( I crave your pardon," said the stranger with x disappointed 
air ; I see you have forgotten me ; " and, as Bartholomew stood 
gazing on him wit11 kind but wondering eyes, he continued : "but  
no  wonder, for time and care have wrought sore change in me. 
Yet I owe you so much-my freedom, even my life ; I could not 
let you p3s5 by witllout telling you how I felt all your kindness,- 
how I feel it still." 

As he ceased speaking, a sudden light dawned upon the other. 
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" Ephraim Postlethwaite ! " he exclaimed, seizing the old man's 
hands in a cordial grasp : " How I rejoice to see thee, another of 
my old friends ! art staying in these parts ? " 

" Nay, I am as ever, a wanderer, and shall wander on until my 
Lord comes, or until H e  sees fit in His mercy to call me home. 
I rested last night with some brethren about ten miles from here, 
and by to-morrow eve I must be in London : the Lord hath need 
of workers in that mighty Babylon, that stronghold of Satan ! " 
" I doubt it not," answered Bartholomew : " H e  hath need o, 

workers everywhere, and chiefly of such as will show forth the 
doctrine in their lives as well as preach it with their lips." 

" Yea, verily," said the old man, looking curiously at  his com- 
panion, but the doctrine must needs be sound, else it will avail 
nought." 

"And who is to judge of the soundness of the doctrine, save 
each man for himself, and God our Father for all ? " 

" Nay, but 'twere ill-advised, indeed, to turn to our own perverted 
judgment for a true interpretation of God's ~vill as revealed in His 
holy word." 

"Then," asked Eartholomew, "why saith the Scripture, ' The 
commandnlent which I command thee this day is not hidden from 
thee, neither is it far off. I t  is not in heaven, neither is it beyond 
the sea, but the word is very nigh unto thee, in thy mouth, and in 
thy heart, that thou mayest do it ' ? What meaneth it save that 
God, in His infinite love and pity, hath not granted the custody 
of His truth to one book, or one Church, or one order of men, 
but hath given to each of us the word of truth within himself as a 
guide and consolation ? " 

" T o  His elect, maj be," returned Ephraim Postlethwaite; "but 
'twere presumption to suppose H e  hat11 granted it to all alike. 
?'he children of the devil can have no part with the children of 
the kingdom ! " 

" But surely, good Master Postlethwaite," said Bartholomeiv 
earnestly, " all alike are God's children ; and though some, ala5 ! 
are but erring ones, yet were it not equal presuin~)tion to say that 
H e  withholds His pity and loving-kindness, yea His word of 
truth, even from these ; for did not our Lorcl an(1 Master corn- 
inand us to love our enemies, to do good to those who hate us, 
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and to pray for those who despitefully use us and persecute us, 
that we may be the children of our Father which is in heaven? 
and dare we think that H e  is less merciful, less loving, than H e  
desires His children to be ? '' 

Beware of over-confidence," said the old man solemnly, 
"lest thou fall into a snare set by Satan for thee, for is it not the 
Apostle Paul himself who saith that God hath given to the non- 
elect the spirit of slumber-eyes that they should not see, and 
ears that they should not hear until this day, and warns his dis- 
ciples, therefore, not to be high-minded, but to fear?" 

Bartholomew made no reply, but presently, pausing as they 
walked, he drew his companion's attention to an ant-hill, about 
which the little folk were busily hurrying to and fro. "See," he 
said, "how wonderfully God bath provided even for these, giving 
unto them skill and forethought to enable them to lay by for a 
time of need the food H e  so bountifully supplies ; and look at 
yon bee-who but the Father of all hath taught it to seek for 
honey in the fragrant flowers? and who but H e  hath placed with- 
in the human father's breast that deep, strong love for his little 
child that sweetens and blesses all labour and toil for its sake ? " 
He looked to where, in a corner of the field they were just 
quitting, a rough labourer had paused in his work to clasp in his 
arms and cover with caresses the little child, just brought him by 
the sunburnt mother. 

T h e  eyes of the old man followed his until they lighted upon 
the group ; then he said in a low tone : 

' T h o u  art not far from the kingdom of God ; I do but bid thee 
beware of over-confidence." Then, taking Bartholomew's hand, 
he continued : '( Farewell, my son ; our paths divide now ; God 
grant they meet again here or in the better world." 

" Farewell, AIaster Postlethwaite ; God speed thee on thy way, 
and bless thee wherever thou goest," he answered, with a kindly 
grasp of the enthusiast's hand. Then, after standing a few 
moments to watch the bent form of his late companion, as he 
toiled along the path that would presently bring him in the direc- 
tion of the noisy bustling capital, Bartholomew turned aside into 
the grateful shade of the leafy lane leading straight to Master 
Harper's cottage, musing as he went on the strange inequalities 

of the human lot, over all of ~vhich brooded yet the great un- 
failing love of the universal Father. 

Joan, the old housekeeper, met him at the door with out- 
stretched hands of welcome. "And tliou'st come at last ! " she 
exclaimed ; but the master 'l1 be glad, to be sure. Eh, but he 
hath longed for a sight 0' thee. And thou'rt looking hale and 
strong, though thou'rt a bit older, too," she continued, scrutinizing 
him closely. 

' T h a t ,  without doubt, Mistress Joan," he  replied, smiling ; 
L 6  but tell me, how is Master Harper ? " 

" Very sadly ; he's not yet risen from his bed, poor man ; but 
there, he's heard thy voice, thou niust go to him. Coming, 
inaster ! ' " and motioning to her visitor to follow, she led the way 
up the narrow staircase to the sunny chamber, with its scanty 
furniture, where, on a narrow pallet bed, lay his good old friend 
and tutor. At sight of Bartl~olomew, his wan face brightened 
with a smile of pleasure. 

" Barty, dear lad ! " he exclaimed, extending his thin hands ; 
I have been looking and longins for thee ever since thy letter 

came, and yet it seems scarce true that thou'rt here at  last. When 
didst thou reach old England ? " 

But yesterday; I came on straight to Rumwell, and got to 
the old home at sundown, and Master Fisher would have me 
stay there," said Bartholomew, as he bent down and kissed the 
pallid brow with filial affection, making a strong effort to con- 
ceal the shock which his old friend's altered appearance had 
caused him. 

" There, sit down where I can see you," said Harper, motioning 
him to a seat ;  " and tell all that has happened in these 
long years ; and first, 11ow is good Mistress Icate ? " 

" Very well in health, and scarce grown older, I think. 1 
~vould fain have brought her with me to see her old friends in 
England once more, but she cared not to undertake the journey ; 
and moreover, Mistress White was but weakly, and as her eldest 
daughter hath lately married and gone away, Kate thought she 
would do most good in staying with her until my return. She is 
as ever, good and thoughthll for others." 

Yes,'' answered Harper, with a smile ; like some fruits- 
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very sweet within, though the outer rind is ofttimes rough and 
bitter. I would fain have seen her again, the good old woman. 
And now, tell me all about yourself and your doings ever since 
you left England, and just as if I never had a letter from you." 

So Bartholomew began, and told all the history of his nine 
years of absence, and especially of the changes in his religious 
opinions, of the doubts that had troubled his mind even before 
his departure from England, and of the light that had at length 
dawned upon him, partly through the books lent him by his good 
friend, the professor, and partly through a wider knowledge of 
mankind, their strength and weaknesses, their hopes and fears, 
their longings and aspirations; and how, as the truth un- 
folded itself in all its beauty, he felt it to be that for whic'l men 
were hungering and thirsting, and, impelled by this conviction, 
began to preach it, at first to a very few humble folk ; but how, 
little by little, the circle of his hearers enlarged, until at length 
he felt himself as if called by God to give up all else to labour in 
the ininistry of His gospel. 

Briefly and modestly he told it all, while Harper lay and 
listened with a happy smile on his wan face, without once inter- 
rupting; but when the narrative was ended, he said : " I t  is but 
what I expected, dear lad, even before you went away. May God 
bless and prosper you and your work in the land of your adop- 
tion. That is, indeed, a happy country where each man is free to 
worship God as his own heart doeh direct. May the day soon 
come when it shall be so in this land of ours,-for come it will, 
Barty,-and though I shall not live to see it, you may, and every 
true word of yours will help to hasten its coming." 

Bartholomew shook his head a little sadly. " Dear master," 
he  said, " I would fain believe so too, but fear me the signs of 
the times point not that way. Men desire freedom for them- 
selves, but scarce for others ; they desire freedoin to worship 
God after the manner they esteem most right, yet would torture 
to death their brother for being likewise true to his conscience. 
Alas ! that man should be so slow to understand our Lord's com- 
mands : 'Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, 
with all thy mind, with all thy soul, and with. all thy strength ; 
and thy neighbour as thyself.' " 

"Perhaps," said Harper, with something of his old dryness of 
manner, " they find it hard to decide who is their neighbour, and 
mistake him to be none other than the nlan who sits next them in 
the church or conventicle." Then, after a pause, he added : I 
own, Barty, there is too much of truth in what you have said; 
but, nevertheless, I hold firmly to my faith that the day of religious 
freedom will yet dawn for England. Ay, and not only every true 
word and brave deed, but every persecution nobly borne, every 
suffering for conscience' sake, will hasten the dawning of that 
blessed day ! " 

H e  had raised himself on the bed as he spoke, his eyes flashing 
with their old fire, and his voice ringing out full and clear, as he 
uttered the words, which to Bartholomew had a prophetic sound. 

YOU are right, dear master," he said, "and I take shame to 
myself for thus giving way to despairing thoughts, when the part 
of a true servant is but to do  his Lord's will, and trust to Him for 
what may come." 

" Ay, Barty, that's the lesson we have all to learn sooner or 
later-to labour and to wait, to strew that other men may gather, 
and sow that they may reap. But see, the sun hath already 
reached the corner of yon meadow ; how thy converse hath be- 
guiled the time. I should have risen long since. Shall I appoint 
thee my tiring man ? " 

" Most ~ i l l ingly , '~  replied Bartholomew, and with gentle, loving 
care he assisted his old rnaster to dress, and descend the stairs to 
the well known room, the scene of his own studious hours in 
days of yore, and having placed hiin in a chair by the window, 
seated himself on a stool by his side. 

" \Yhy, this is like old times, Barty," said Harper, looking at 
him with a happy smile ; " I  shall be calling on you to translate 
a page of Virgil or Czesar. 

" And I will do that if you will it," answered Barthololnew 
gaily ; " 1 can prove that I have not forgotten all my Latin." 

" I  will not put you to so severe a test at present; there is 
something else I would fain have you read; give me that packet 
from the bookshelf.'' 

Bartholon~ew obeyed, and Harper, having taken therefrom a 
couple of pamphlets, handed then1 to him, saying,- 
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Read these, my son, and then say if the spirit of freedom is 
dead ill our land, or if it is not rather just awaking into life ? " 

They were tracts of a kind which, spite of Royal displeasure 
and consequent official vigilance, found for those days a tolerably 
large circulation among certain classes of the English people. They 
were generally satirical in tone, and their professed aim was the 
denunciation of abuses, and the advocacy of liberty of speech and 
thought, but too often they seemed rather an outlet for personal 
rancour on the part of the author. Several of these tracts had 
found their way to Holland, and Bartholomew was, therefore, not 
unfamiliar with this class of literature. These were among the 
most favourable specimens, however, and he  perused them with 
interest. As he laid then1 down, Harper asked : 

C C  Well, how think you now, are these not prophecies of a 
better day? " 

Bartholomew looked up with a smile. "They do truly show 
that men are waxing discontented; yet, though I would not judge 
these writers uncharitably, to me it seems they care more for their 
own opinions and the fulfilment of their own pet schemes than for 
truth for its own sake, and the weal of the nation." 

Perhaps so, Barty ; yet their thoughts and words may per- 
chance be truer, and reach farther than they imagine or intend. 
But now about yourself; are you not going to preach the while 
you are here ? There are many old friends would be glad to 
hear you; and it's little enough of spiritual food they get save 
when Master Churchill has happened to be away, when, as I am 
told, some good and earnest men have preached in his place ; 
and the poor hungry folk have not been better satisfied with their 
meal of stones for having had one of bread. You must speak to 
them, and, please God, I will hear you too." 

"I  will do so willingly, if you think my porJr words will be of 
service to then?, and when I have found the fittest time and place 
I will come and tell you. Farewell for the present, dear master ; 
I must back to the farm now, but will come up again ere sun- 
down." 

" Farewell, dear lad ; I shall watch for thee until thou'rt come," 
replied Harper, but in a cheerful tone, and with the old bright 
smile on his face. 

c c  Thou'rt the best medicine he's had this many a long day," 
said old Joan, as the young man took his leave. 

On his return Bartholomew mentioned to his host, not without 
some misgiving as to the view he might take of such a proceeding, 
his promise to Master Harper to hold a public service, and to 
preach in the home of his youth. T o  his surprise, however, the 
proposition was hailed with delight. 

Wife and I were but just now saying it was scarce fair thou 
shouldst give of thy best to strangers, and leave those thou wei-t 
brought up amongst wanting," said the good man. "Idet it be 
next Sunday eve, Barty ; and there's a barn standing empty just 
by Neville's cottage. The  men will soon put some forms and 
stools into it, and 'twill be better under cover than standing out 
in the open if rain should come." 

" You are very kind, Master Fisher," said Bartholoinew ; "and 
I thank you heartily for your offer, though I fear to accept it ; for 
I would be loth you should get into trouble on my account, as 
might happen if Master Churchill or any one else saw fit to 
interrupt the meeting." 

"Take no trouble on that score, Barty. I do not believe any 
will interfere, but if they should they will find Henry Fisher is not 
to be trifled with. I have learned," he continued, as if guessing 
Bartholomew's thoughts, " to think differently about many things 
to what I did in the old days, when I used to think Master 
Harper a fool and your father little else. I know now who was 
the fool not to see that outspoken truth was far better than aught 
else could be. I don't often talk about these things, but they 
come into one's head once in a while, and then I 'm glad to speak 
of them. I t  sonletimes seems almost as if I'd be glad to bear 
something for the sake of truth." 

Bartholomew went up that evening to his old tutor, and told 
him of the arrangements made by Master Fisher for the following 
Sunday, which gave Master Harper entire satisfaction, as the 
barn was sufficiently near his own dwelling to give him a good 
hope of being able to be present on the occasion. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

H E  eventful Sunday came quickly round, a sweet, bright 
suminer day-one of those Sabbaths which Nature seems 

to proclaim were made for man. Since early morning Bartholomew 
had been with his good old friend, and a quiet happy time they 
had spent together, reading or talking in the cool shady study, or 
walking in the garden among the bright perfumed flowers; while 
Joan, in her Sunday gown and kerchief, sat in the porch conning 
her old black-letter Bible, and looking up now and again to note 
with quiet joy some signs of returning health and vigour in her 
beloved master. 

At last, as the lengthening shadows told of the approach of the 
appointed hour, they set out, -Harper leaning upon Eartholaniew, 
and Joan following at a little distance with one of her cronies, and 
soon reached the barn, which they found converted by Master 
Fisher's exertions into a fairly conlfortable meeting-house ; the 
floor was strewn with clean rushes, and seats of various kinds 
extemporized, while the light that shone in through the chinks 
revealed many a familiar face; for although it yet wanted a 
quarter of an hour of the time, many people had already assembled 
and the barn was nearly full, so that as Bartholomew made his 
way to the platform prepared for him at the further end of the 
building, it was through rows of outstretched hands, and 'mid a 
chorus of kindly greetings. There was good old Dame hlarkhanl 
in her widow's garb, less upright and more wrinkled than of yore, 
but active and cheery still; there was Humphrey Day, with his 
rosy-cheeked, comely wife, and their three chubby, Aaxen-haired 
children ; and many more who had come from all the little 
hamlets round to see good Master Legate and touch his hand, 
and hear hinl preach ; old men and wornen who had known him 
as a little child, others in the prime and vigour of manhood, with 
whom he had played as a boy on the village green, or sat side by 
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side on the school-house bench. And when at length he rose to 
cominence the service, all those faces were turned with half- 
curious anticipation to the tall erect figure on the platform, in the 
plain close-fitting suit of sober grey, and the dark but handsome 
countenance with the earnest loving eyes. I t  was a trying 
moment for Bartholomew, and his voice trembled a little as he 
gave out the well-known psalm, beginning- 

" Clothed with state, and girt with might, 
Monarch-like Jehovah reigns ; 

H e  who earth's foundation pight (pitched), 
Pight at first, and yet sustains." 

~ u t  as the jubilant strains burst forth from every throat, until the 
old black rafters rang with the notes of praise, he forgot all else 
in the emotions of love and thankfulness which filled his soul. 
The psalm ended, he read some passages of Scripture in clear and 
steady tones, then after a few simple words of heartfelt prayer, 
commenced his sermon, the whole of the little congregation 

to listen with eyes and ears. . 
But now, Bartholomew thought no longer of those to whom he 

was speaking, save as children with him of the Father in heaven. 
His whole soul was filled with the message he felt himself called 
on to deliver, the message of God's tender, pitying love and care 
for His human family, of His long-suffering patience and great 
mercy even for the most sinful and degraded. With glowing 
cheek and sparkling eye he exhorted his hearers to live worthy of 
their high calling as sons and daughters of God, who, though H e  
was King, Creator, the Most High, was no less our Father and 
Friend, a very present Help and Comforter, one to whom they 
need not fear to go in their troubles and distresses, ay, even in 
their weaknesses and sins ; because H e  cared for then1 and loved 
them far more than they could think or comprehend-more than 
the lover for the n~aiden of his choice, or the mother for the 
babe at her breast : cared for and loved them so that they needed 
no priest to offer sacrifice on their behalf, no mediator to intercede 
for them, not even Jesus, their elder Brother; for the Father 
Himself loved them. Nor did H e  require any sacrifice at their 
hands, save the sacrifice of a humble and lowly spirit; no offer 

K 



Bnvt/toZo?~zew Legate. 

ing but the offerings of glad and thankful hearts, of earnest and 
devoted lives, consecrated to the service of God and of their 
fellow-men. Nor was there need to quit the world to devote 
themselves to a religious life, for it was God who had placed them 
just where they were, in the midst of their daily work, and it was 
to that their religion must be brought, that the commonest task 
might be glorified, and the humblest work rendered holy 
thereby. 

So absorbed was Bartholonlew in his favourite theme, so 
warmed by the manifest sympathy of his listeners, that he con- 
cluded his address ere he became aware of a stir near the door, 
and sounds of angry disputing, but in the hush that followed his 
closing words the voice of his friend and host became distinctly 
audible : 

And P say ye're trespassing ; the land is mine as well as the 
barn, and if ye go not away instantly, I'll have a warrant out 
against the pair of you by to-morrow morn, as sure as my name's 
Henry Fisher." 

But the law-" said another voice in a half-deprecating 
tone. 

The law's as good for one man as another, or ought to be ; 
so both of you get quit of this field, or I'll send some of my men 
to turn you out neck and crop." 

I suppose you know, Master Fisher, that all will come out in 
evidence against you before the justice,)' said another speaker 
in a sneering tone that Bartholomew remembered well ; "and 
then we'll see who has the law on his side. Officers, do your 
duty ; disperse this disorderly assembly, and make prisoners of 
that vagabond preacher and this insolent scoundrel." 

While this little scene was being enacted outside the barn, 
there had been considerable confusion within; some of the 
women were weeping with terror, others endeavouring to make 
their escape unobserved, while not a few sturdy fellows led on by 
Huniphrey Day were for defying the law and defending their 
liberties by main force. And it would, doubtless, have gone hard 
with the constables had not Bartholonlew come to the front as 
Churchill ceased speaking, just in time to prevent the knotted 
stick which the incensed Fisher held in his hand from descending 

- 
the shoulders of the hated parish priest, saying as he gently 

pushed the cudgel aside : 
&(Nay, let us not use violence ; rather leave such an one to 

the punishment of his own conscience and the judgment of his 
God." 

ChurchF11 glowered with rage and indignation at these words, 
but evidently considered it prudent to remove to a little distance 
from the stout yesman, who was almost ready to turn upon 
Bartholomew for interfering with his chastisement of ,the insult- 
ing informer. 

Without apparently observing his displeasure the young man 
addressed the constables, asking if they had a warrant to appre- 
hend any person ? 

Yes, Master Legate, against yourself," answered one of the 
men ; '"and I would it had been any one else, for I'm loth to put 
your father's son into gaol, and for such a cause too." 

I am willing to go with said Bartholomew ; "only let 
all these innocent folk disperse quietly to their homes." Then 
turning to Harper, who sat looking very weary and troubled, he 
bade him be of good cheer, for that he had confidence he should 
soon be released ; then having said an affectionate farewell, and 
asked Master Fisher to see the old man to his home in safety, he 
announced his readiness to accompany the constables. 

'(Nay, there is no need for those," he said, as they produced 
some fetters ; " I shall not attempt to escape you." 

FVithout another word the man returned them to his pouch, 
and their prisoner was permitted to walk as a free inan to the 
gaol when he would be confined at least for that night. 

I t  was a very sad ending to the pleasant meeting, and perhaps 
no one was more despondent than Henry Fisher, who could not 
help a suspicion that by losing his temper he might have helped 
to make matters worse. 

"I  wonder,'' he said gloomily, as he supported Harper's feeble 
footsteps along the road to his home, "if Barty would say that 
God's love was in all this, and that it was a good thing he should 
be taken to prison, and that miserable worm, Churchill, get the 
better of him at every turn ? " 

" I think he would,'' replied his companion, looking up with a 
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quiet smile ; for he preaches what he believes, and the spite of 
evil men and the reproaches of the world are not the worst things 
that can happen ; they do no harm to the man himself, if he only 
remains true to the best within him.') 

'c I daresay you are right, Master Harper," answered Fisher ; 
but I'm not clever or good enough to follow you altogether. I 

wish Barty well out of it, poor lad, though ; and if there's any 
lawyer to be got hold of who can help in the matter, it's not the 
cost shall stand in the way. I'll see to it to-morrow, first thing." 

They had by this time reached Harper's dwelling, and Fisher, 
having seen him safely upstairs to his chamber, wished him a 
kindly c; Good-night,'' and bidding Joan take care of her master, 
set off for his own home feeling much more depressed and anxious 
than he would have cared to acknowledge. 

Meantime, Bartholomew Legate was being marched along 
between the two warders, who maintained a sullen silence, as if 
half-ashamed of their task, only replying in answer to his question 
as to the reason of his arrest, that he would " hear all about that 
anon." They reached the gaol in due course ; the same in which 
Rartholomew had visited Ephraim Postlethwaite nine years before. 
I t  might have been only yesterday, so little apparent change was 
there in the aspect of the miserable den, and the condition of the 
poor wretches confined there, some of whom might, indeed, have 
been the same. At sight of the new prisoner many of these began 
to clamour loudly for money to buy food, some in a half-threaten- 
ing tone, others with the whine of hopeless misery; while a few, 
and those the most hopeless looking, sat in stony silence, un- 
moved by aught that was passing around them. Sick at heart, 
Bartholomew gave what he could spare to relieve their too 
obvious distress; then sitting down on his heap of straw, tried 
to reconcile himself to his fate, which might be, he well knew, 
detention in that noisome den for an unlimited period; but the 
thought was almost maddening, and he dared not dwell upon it. 
But as he reflected that although this was his first taste of perse- 
cution, it was of the same kind, and no worse, than that Ephraim 
Postlethwaite had borne so bravely, he felt ashamed of his weak- 
ness. Should he prove himself less able and willing than that 
servant of Christ to endure for conscience' sake, less ready to 

accept the cup at the Father's hand, because it was somewhat 
bitter? And might it not be that God had work for hiin even 
ilere? Shaking off his dejection with a resolute will, he  rose and 
looked around him on the companions of his imprisonment. 

Comparative quiet was reigning now, for the poor wretches 
were engaged in devouring the food his bounty had procured for 
them, though more like dogs than men. Three only were not 
joining in the repast; two lay apparently asleep on their straw, 
while a third sat apart, his head bowed upon his hands, and his 
whole attitude bespeaking hopeless misery. Him Bartholomew ' 

now approached, and kneeling on the straw by his side, broke 
the loaf he had reserved for himself, saying gently : 

Brother, will you not share my bread with me ? " 
The haggard face was lifted for a moment, a thin hand brushed 

the bread rudely aside, and then the head sank into its old 
position. But Bartholomew was not to be thus repelled ; he 
waited a minute or two, then addressed him again in kind tones : 

My poor brother, will you not let me help you ? " 
The answer came now fierce and impatient : " No one can help 

me ; let me alone ! " 
But even as he spoke, the miserable man, raising his ey:s, met 

those of the other fixed upon him with infinite love and pity 
shining in their dark depths, and he added far less roughly : 

"You had better go away; if you knew what I am, you 
wouldn't call me brother, you'd shun me as the others do. I'm 
a thief and a murderer, and I'm to be hanged in the morn and 
then will come hell, but it can't be much worse than this ! " 

Bartholomew shuddered and involuntarily drew back a little, 
less, perhaps, on account of the terrible revelation itself than the 
air of defiance with which it was made. The other saw it and 
smiled a ghastly smile, saying bitterly : 

c '  You'll leave me alone now, as all the rest do ; kind words are 
not for the like of me; I was shut out of all that long ago ; they 
all forsook me, even God, if there be a God ! " 

Bartholomew's eyes filled with tears ; he had never beheld such 
misery before. 

"My poor brother," he entreated, "say not so ;  God never 
forsakes His children, not even the most sinful ; it is they who 
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by their sinfulness shut out the light of His mercy fro111 their 
souls, and when they repent and turn to Him, H e  is ever ready 
to forgive and receive them back into the bosom of His love." 

The  man looked up for a moment with a gleam of hope in his 
wild eye, but again relapsed into his former attitude, murmuring : 

' T o o  late, too late ! there's nothing for me but hell ; to burn 
in the fire for ever." 

6 r  Nay," answered Bartholomew, ' 5 t  is never too late for God, 
nor do  I believe H e  will punish any of His children for ever." 

The  face was lifted again. 
But what place would there be in heaven for such as me?  

lJThy, the angels and white-robed saints would shrink away from 
me, saying, 'This  is a thief and a murderer, and came straight 
from the gallows here.' No, no;  it will be hell for me ! " 

Brother,'? said Bartholomew ; "dare we think that God's love 
is less than that of our earthly fathers? and as they punish their 
children for their correction, and because they love them, must 
we not believe that in like manner God punishes His erring 
children, not to satisfy His vengeance, but that they may be 
purified from their sins, and made fit to dwell with the blessed 
and holy in His heavenly home ? and believing this, shall we not 
willingly accept the punishment a t  His hand, however painful it 
may be, and whether it come to us here or there, as the healing 
draught that alone can make the sick soul whole." 

The  man answered not with words, but bowed his head in 
assent, while his hand sought that of the friend who had come to 
make his departure into the unknown world not quite so terrible 
as it had otherwise been. 

And thus, for the best part of the night, Bartholomew remained 
at the side of the poor wretch, praying with, and strengthening 
him with words of hope and comfort, regardless of the taunts 
and jeers with which he was frequently assailed, and intent only 
on what he felt to be his God-given mission to the poor sinful 
soul. Some rays of daylight were already making their way into 
the dismal prison ere the doomed man fell into a quiet sleep, 
which lasted until the ghastly summons arrived ; when, with 
tolerable calmness, he bade a grateful farewell to Bartholornew, 
and passed away to meet his cieath on the scaffold. 
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Wearied with want of rest, and sick with the noisome atmo- 
sphere of the dismal den, besides being mentally overwrought, 
Bartholomew sank down on the straw in a state of depression 
that he found quite impossible to shake OK Some brealtfast was 
brought to him, but he was unable to touch i t ;  there was some 
consolation, however, in watching the avidity with which it was 
devoured by two of his hapless fellow-prisoners ; and he was 
beginning to wonder how much it would cost to give a good meal 
to the poorer ones anlong the rest, and whether the slender 
means with which he was a t  present provided would suffice 
therefor. But while he was yet engaged in considering the 
matter, one of the gaolers entered, and touching him on the 
shoulder, bade him follow him to the governor's apartl.nents- 
Wondering what this sunamons might mean, Bartholomew obeyed* 
The heavy door closed behind him, the strong key turned in the 
lock; and to his unspeakable relief, he breathed once more the 
pure air a f  heaven as it entered through the apertures by which 
light was admitted to the long narrow passage leading ta that 
part of the prison occupied by the governor. 

His companion led the way in silence through another door, 
which he  carefully unlocked and locked behind them, then up 
a steep flight of stairs, and through another passage to a room at 
the end, into which he unceremoniously pushed his charge, with 
the brief introduction of " Here's the prisoner " ; and Ba.rtholomew 
found himself in the presence of a short, thickset man, of sonze. 
what ferocious aspect, who greeted hiin with the abrupt intimation 
that the magistrate would try his case at  once ; and that he  had 
therefore better pay for his lodging and board, as he would 
probably be sent to another gaol, and naming a t  the same time 
the sum required, which, considering the character of the 
accommodatioll was, to say the least, somewhat high, and wauld 
leave but a few small coins in his late prisoner's possession. 
There was no help for it, however, as Bartholomew well knew, so 
he satisfied the extortionate demands of his inhospitable host, 
and prepared to accompany the warders who were to conduct 
him to the Justice Room at Thurston Hall. 

I t  was somewhat early when they arrived, and the worthy magis- 
rate had not yet taken his seat, but several persons were already 
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there, among whom Bartholomew recognised, with pleasure and a 
sense of kind companionship, the honest sunburnt countenance of 
Henry Fisher turned towards him with a friendly smile of welcome. 
A less agreeable spectacle was afforded by Master Churchill's 
rubicund visage, over which hovered a smile of malignant 
triumph, as from time to time he glanced towards Bartholomew, 
as he stood between the two warders. And now there was a stir 
among the bystanders : a door was thrown open at the lower end 
of the hall, a servitor with great show of pomp and solemnity 
cleared the way, and the magistrate, attended by his clerk, made 
his way with what dignity he might to his seat on the raised dais. 
Then the clerk called out in a loud voice : " Let the prisoner 
come forward." And with a courteous obeisance, Bartholomew 
advanced and stood, still attended by the warders, at the foot of 
the days and before the magisterial chair. The worthy justice, 
who was a little altered since we saw him last, scanned him from 
head to foot, then, turning to his clerk, inquired with what crime 
the prisoner was charged ? 

"With assembling a number of persons together for unlawful 
purposes, and preaching in the said assembly doctrines contrary 
to those of the Church as by law established," was the answer. 

" And who accuses him ? "  was the next question. 
" I do," said Churchill, bustling up  the hall. 
" Well, and what have you got to say? " asked the magistrate 

coldly. 
"This: that I had heard a meeting of some kind was to be 

held in a barn belonging to Henry Fisher of the Elm Farm. 
I went thither last evening with two constables, and the prisoner, 
Bartholomew Legate, was there, conducting what he called a 
religious service, and preaching against the doctrines of the 
Trinity and Eternal Punishment, contrary to the Church and 
to Holy Scripture." 

" And that was yestereven," interrupted the magistrate angrily, 
" and you got that warrant from me before the man had committed 
the offence. Why were you not doing your duty at your own 
church, instead of prying about other people's business ? " 

A laugh ran round the hall, and Churchill turned very red. 
'' TVe had no service," he said ; "the people do not care to come 

while the weather is hot ; I thought my duty was to look after my 
people, and see they are taught no false doctrines." 

" Hold your tongue, sirrah," said the justice ; then turning to 
Bartholomew he asked, "And what have you to say to the 
charge ? " 

I t  is in part true,'' he replied ; " I did certainly preach last 
evening to a number of those among whom I was born and 
brought up, and to whom I was fain to speak the words of truth; 
but I spoke only that which was profitable for the building up of 
the soul's life, and nought that was anti-scriptural." 

" You do believe then in God ? " 
"Most assuredly. I believe that H e  is sole Creator and 

Governor of the universe, and the Father of mankind." 
" And you believe Jesus Christ to be also God? " 
"As an anointed God, but not otherwise." 
The  worthy magistrate was evidently puzzled, and remained 

for some time in silence; then looking up he said : 
" I believe you to be an honest man, Bartholomew Legate, and 

therefore gladly discharge you; but take from me this word of 
warning: it will be safer for you to hold no such meetings, nor to 
preach at all save in a lawful church, while you remain in 
England, for I understand you are but on a visit here. You go 
hence a free man. And you," he continued, turning to 
Churchill, "will do better for the future to take more care of your 
church, and the poor of your parish, than to be meddling in 
things that concern you not. You may leave, Master Legate. 
Bring in the next prisoner ! " 

With expressions of grateful thanks to the magistrate who had 
so unexpectedly befriended him, Bartholo~new retired from the 
hall, and was received outside with hearty welcome and congratu- 
lations by Fisher and some others. 
" But you are looking as pale as my white cow," said the 

former; "you must come hoine with me at once, and let my 
good wife take you in hand." 

" Indeed, there is nought amiss with me," replied Bartholoine~v ; 
"and I must see Master Harper first, he is sure to be anxious." 

" I will go and tell him the news, and who knows but I may 
bring him back with me ? " returned Fisher. 
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So there was no alternative but to submit, and although 
Bartholomew protested against being considered an invalid, he 
found the petting and repose, and demolition of good things 
insisted on by Mistress Fisher, far from undesirable in his some- 
what exhausted condition. 

I n  the afternoon a great delight awaited him in the arrival of 
his old tutor, whom Fisher had persuaded to mount a quiet 
horse, led by himself, and so brought him thither from his home. 

I could hardly have dared to hope for this pleasure, dear 
lad," said Harper. God has been very good to you." 

"Yes, H e  opened my prison doors, H e  has work yet for me to 
do," answered Bartholomew with a grateful smile, 

CHAPTER XVII. 

OME, lads ! Will ! Steve ! what are you about? There's "C that cloth not measured off yet, and my lord of Suffolk's 
Inan was to come for it at three." 

" Ay, ay, master," they answered, (' assuming as they spoke a 
show of alacrity that lasted full two minutes, at  the end of which 
time they relapsed into the lolling and gossiping which their 
master had just reproved. Some excuse might be  found for them, 
however, for it was a sultry July afternoon that would have been 
oppressive in green fields and shady lanes, but was doubly so in 
the dark close shop of the city street, and doubtless that was the 
reason Simon Lingard was indisposed to be very severe on his 
apprentice lads for their idleness, and kept his head bent so 
assiduously over his ledger, not again to interrupt their chat save 
to remark, " I f  Master Carey wants more of those silken hose, he's 
not to have them till he's paid for the last; mind that, lads." 
Then he was again busied with his figures, nor did he look up 
until the sound of his own name, uttered in a tone strange yet 
familiar, attracted his attention, and turning round he  saw that a 
stranger had just entered the shop, a tall, dark, handsome man. 

"What may be your pleasure, s i r?"  he inquired, stepping 
forward. 

" T o  get speech of Master Lingard," was the answer, accom- 
panied by a merry twinkling of the eye. 

" I am he," said Simon, striving to recollect where and when 
he had seen that face before. 

"And have you not a word of welcome for Bartholomew 
Legate? " asked the stranger, holding out his hand, which Sinlon 
grasped warmly, as he exclaimed : 

" T o  be sure ! so it is ! But how was I to know you, when 
you've altered so ; and your clothes of such a foreign cut ? Why, 
you're as broad again in the shoulders as you were; and, yes, I 
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must say too, you've grown older, though you're looking as well 
as can be." 

I doubt not you are right," answered Bartholomew with a 
smile ; I have not, like you, learned tlle secret of perpetual 
youth. But how are Mistress Lingard, and little Maysie, and my 
friend John ? " 

All quite well, and longing to see you. Come upstairs, you'll 
find the women-folk there, and John will be in this evening;" and 
closing his ledger with an evident air of relief, Simon conducted 
his visitor to the sitting-room, where they found Mistress Lingard 
enjoying her siesta, while Maysie and Alice Capel were seated 
at  the window plying their needles and tongues with equal 
facility. 

"Here's Bartholomew Legate, my dears," was his brief intro- 
duction. The girls rose from their seats, and Mistress Lingard 
sat up very straight and settled her coif, trying to look as if she 
had not been sleeping. "You'll scarce know this little maid 
again ! "  said her fond father, drawing towards him the blushing 
Maysie, and laying his hand on her curly locks. 

"She has changed greatly, yet I still see some likeness to my 
old playfellow," was Bartl~olomeiv7s reply as he took the little 
hand and touched it with his lips. 

YOU remember my sister," continued Simon; "and this is 
Alice Capel, of whom John will have told you much in his 
letters.)' 

I t  was Alice's turn to blush now, and she did so with be- 
coming grace ; while Bartholomew, having courteously acknow- 
ledged Mistress Lingard's compliments, greeted the girl kindly, 
and delivered the affectionate messages with which he had been 
charged by John's family in such an elder-brotherly fashion, that 
she was soon at her ease. 

"And now sit ye down," said Simon, "and tell us about your- 
self-when you reached England, and where you've been, and 
how all the good friends are? But first, where is your baggage ? "  

" At the ' White Heart ' with nly horse," was Bartholomew7s 
reply. 

Then I'll send one of the lads for it at once." 
"Nay, but I have taken a bed there," protested his guest. 

- 

" Then your horse may occupy it, for I have no room for him," 
answered Simon with a laugh, as he bustled from the room. 

H e  was soon back again, however, and having bidden Maysie 
to bring a stoup of wine, sat down by Bartholomew and began to 
question him concerning Master Harper and his state of health ; 
and the old farm and its present occupants, and about his own 
doings while there, which led to Bartholomew being obliged to 
relate the circ~imstances of his arrest and imprisonment. 

"That comes of your over zeal," said Simon, shaking his head ; 
"it's sure to bring you into trouble sooner or later. Why, it was 
only by a lucky chance you did not get shut up in gaol for a year 
or two.)) 

"Nay, rather by the blessing of God, and because H e  had 
work still in store for me," replied Bartholornew with quiet 
earnestness. 

Well, well, call it what you will. I never did, and never can 
see the use of running into danger with your eyes wide open. 
But, there, I know it's no good talking to you any more than it 
was to your poor father. I f  you think your duty lies in any 
particular direction, you'd go there though twenty lions stood in 
the path. Not but what I like you the better for it, only I'm not 
made of that kind of stuff.') 

But you will surely not think of preaching there again while 
you are in England," said blistress Lingard, who had been an 
attentive listener to the conversation. 

I scarce know yet, madam ; I do not willingly infringe the 
law of the land, but where that clashes with the higher law within, 
there is no choice left to me," answered Bartholomew ; and as he 
spoke his eyes met Maysie's fixed upon him with an expression of 
silent appro~al. Her father saw it and smiled. 

" You have Maysie on your side, and Mice too, I think ; so we 
old people may as well keep silence. What's the matter now ? " 
This was to his apprentice, Stephen Garton, who had just put his 
head in at the door. 

" It's Master Fuller, the lawyer, and he says he won't be served 
by any one but yourself, though I told him you were busy." 

"I'll be down directly," said Lingard. '' That's always the 
way," he added, with a good-humoured smile, as he rose to obey 
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the summons ; L' they never leave one in peace even for half an 
hour." 

H e  was some time gone, and on his return looked not a little 
anxious. 

'<Alice, my child," he said, drawing her aside, " I have bad 
news for you. Master Fuller came to tell me of Ralph; he got 
into trouble last night and killed a man, though I believe in fair 
fight, and has had to take sanctuary in the Temple, where he 
now lies badly wounded. H e  wants to see you. You will not 

mind going when John comes ? " 
But Alice did not answer ; she had turned very white, a mist 

came over her blue eyes, and she would have fallen but for Lin- 
gard's supporting arm. 

" Esther ! Maysie ! " .he exclaimed, she is fainting, bring 
some water ! " 

H e  laid her upon the settle, and it was not long before the 
skilful tending of Mistress Lingard and the loving ministrations 
of Maysie had their due effect ; but as consciousness returned and 
she was able to realize what had happened to her brother, a 
piteous expression came into her face, an expression of utter 
misery. 

Oh, Maysie," she moaned, "my brother is a murderer." 
(' But perhaps he only did it in self-defence, and then it would 

not be murder," suggested Maysie, anxious to impart any comfort 
to her friend, although in reality unable to discern much differ- 
ence between killing and murder, and feeling Ralph capable of 
the worst. Meanwhile Simon in a few words had explained the 
matter to Bartholomew. 

It's a bad case, I fear," he said ; " the lad's a wild young 
reprobate, and I owe him a score on my own account, but if it's 
true that he's dying, one would not willingly deny him his wish to 
look upon his sweet young sister again. But we must hear what 
John says ; we can't say aught to her father, he's so bitter against 
him for all he's his only son." 

I t  was not long ere John White appeared, and great was his 
surprise and delight at seeing Bartholomew, chiefly on his own 
account, but also because he was the bearer of latest news from 
his dear home circle, regarding whose welfare he began to put 

Bartholomew Legate. 143 
~-- 

eager questions ; but in the rnidst of them he observed Alice's 
and evident depression of spirits, and on ascertaining the 

cause, suggested that if she felt equal to the exertion they ought 
to go to the Temple without loss of time. This was just what 
Alice desired, and she declared herself quite ready to start ; but 
Sirnon insisted they should have some supper first, and added, 
('Think you not it might be well to take one of the lads with 
you? You know not what may happen, and Will is a steady 
fellow and not without mettle." 

Thank you kindly, Master Lingard, but P think not. IYiII is 
hot, and might easily be enticed into a brawl, and I should have 
to look after him as well as Alice." 

Could I be of service if I went with you? " suggested Bartho- 
lomew. John looked up gratefully. H e  'dreaded the ordeal 
both for his betrothed and himself, and the presence of this 
known tried friend could not fail to be a help and strength, what- 
ever might occur. 

" I t  would be a comfort to have you with us," he said ; but 
I ought not to ask it, you must be tired after travelling so far to 
day." 

Not at all, and I shall be glad to go.)' 
"And I shall be happier to know you are with them," said 

Simon heartily. 
Supper was despatched somewhat hastily, and as soon as it was 

over they set out. I t  was still quite light, and there were fewer 
disorderly folks about than there would be later on, so that they 
made their way with ease along the Chepe, and under the shadow 
of the Cathedral. But on entering the precincts of the Ten~ple 
they seemed to have bidden farewell to law and order, and Alice 
shrank from the evidences of depravity that met them on every 
side-the bold, unwon~anly women, the swaggering, dissipated 
men; and as they threaded the narrow dirty streets, she drew her 
veil closer about her face, and clung nervously to John's arm, 
notwithstanding his assurances that with Bartholomew Legate 
following so close behind there was no cause for fear. And 
indeed there was little doubt that more than one who might have 
offered rudeness to the fair girl was deterred by the near presence 
of the tall dignified figure, whose piercing eyes seemed to read 
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the inmost thoughts ere they had time to shape themselves in 
words. 

'C We must be somewhere near the place," said John at length, 
when they had wandered about for some time within a very 
limited area in vain quest of a house of sufficient importance to 
bespeak it as the abode of a respectable physician, for such he 
presumed to be the professional standing of the Doctor Dare 
to whom he had been directed. 

Will it not be better to inquire ? "  suggested Bartholomew; 
and suiting the action to the word, he hailed a lad who was 
passing, and put the question to him, with the result that the boy 
hurried on as if he had heard nothing. Bartholomew was too 
quick for him, however, and taking a stride or two forward, 
laid his hand on his shoulder with a firm grip, and repeated the 
question. 

What do you want with Doctor Dare ? " asked his captive 
sullenly. 

We want to see the young gentleman who was taken into his 
house last night badly wounded ; take us there at  once, and we 
will reward you," replied Bartholomew, drawing a coin from his 
pocket as evidence of his good faith. Without another word, 
the boy, beckoning them to follow, ran down a narrow court, and 
seemed to vanish from their sight in the shadow of a doorway. 
For a moment the hearts of all three misgave them, lest it might 
mean some treachery on the part of their guide-a plan to lure 
them into a den of thieves or even of murderers. But when they 
reached the doorway, the boy was there and alone, although 
from within came sounds of boisterous revelry that made Alice 
tremble. 

Laying his finger on his lips to enforce silence, he led the way 
along a dark passage through the house into a court, beyond 
where was another small dwelling standing alone, at the door 
of which he tapped lightly. 

" Who's there ? " was asked in a sharp, suspicious tone. 
" Some friends of the young gentleman that came Iast night, 

master," replied the boy, in a voice scarcely raised above a 
whisper. 

Then followed the drawing back of heavy bolts, the door was 
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partially opened, and a weird figure made visible. I t  was that 
of a man of some seventy years or more, tall, though bent, and 
very spare, with skin as yellow as an old parchment, and well 
inscribed with Time's indelible characters ; while beneath his 
overhanging brow, his eyes gleamed like lanterns through the 
large horn-rimmed spectacles, as he closely scrutinized the little 
group, questioning them meanwhile as to the nature of their 
business with his patient. Having apparently satisfied himself 
with their answers, he opened the door wider, and admitted them 
illto a small incommsdious apartment, surrounded with shelves 
crowded with a miscellaneous collection of old boaks, phials, 
crucibles, and surgical instruments, crowned with a couple of 

human skulls. The  furniture consisted of two stools, 
an oaken chest, and a small board on trestles, which occupied 
the room from end to end, and covered with books, parchments, 
and writing materials ; while an old time-worn tome, lying open 
before a lamp, indicated the latest occupation of its owner, the 
]Doctor Dare whom they had been seeking. 

The boy, having received his gratuity and been dismissed, the 
old man carefully locked and bolted the door ; then, having bid- 
den Alice to be seated, he  made his way up the narrow winding 
staircase that led direct from this room to the chamber above, 
whence they had observed to come the sound of voices, and 
from time to time a half-stifled groan. After the lapse of some 
minutes, Doctor Dare reappeared, followed by a man of some 
five and twenty years, dressed in the height of fashion in a coat 
of ruby-coloured velvet, slashed with amber-coloured satin, and 
trunk hose of the same ; his broad-brimmed hat adorned with a 
large drooping feather, fastened by a brooch of emeralds and 
rubies. H e  saluted the little party with courtly grace, and after 
a few whispered words with the doctor, left the house. 

Bartholomew fancied he  had seen the face before, and asked 
the old man the young gallant's name. 

C L Y o ~  must seek to learn that in the outer world," was the 
stern reply : " I have simply to do  with the healing art, and know 
nought but what pertains thereto. Follow me." 

With some little difficulty they groped their way after him up 
the steep, narrow stair, and' found themselves in a room some- 
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what larger than that they had just quitted, where, on a mean, 
narrow bed, lay the young man, his countenance deathly white, 
and his head enveloped in blood-stained bandages. 

Don't let him talk too much, and come down when you are 
ready ; you'll find me below; " and so saying, the old man turned 
to go down the stairs, leaving them alone with the invalid. 

H e  lay quite still for some moments, then murmured faintly : 
6 6  Give me some drink." 

There was a cup by the bedside, and Bartholomew, having 
satisfied himself as to its contents, gently raised the sufferer, and 
held it to his lips. H e  took a long draught, then ~ p e n e d  his 
eyes wide, and looked around him. 

Who are he asked, as Bartholornew laid him d ~ w n  
again 011 the pillow. 

" A  {riend sf your sister's," he replied, beckoning Alice to 
come forward. 

She did so, 'but with evident reluctance ; the thought of her 
brother's blood-guiltiness made her shrink from him, now that 
she was ,actually bn his presence, But as he murmured her 
name in the old well-remembered tone, some of her sisterly 
affection seemed to return, and she took his nerveless hand in 
her warm clasp, and touched his lips with hers. A faint smile 
stole over his features, but changed almost immediately to an 
expression of terror. 

"Am I going to die, Alice ? " he asked, 
I don't know, Ralph," she answered in a low, half-frightened 

tone. 
But I can't d i e  ! "  he almost shrieked; I can't die ! Cod 

would only send me to he.11, to burn there for ever-and I have 
not been as wicked as many others, yet they go on living. Oh ! 
but H e  is cruel; if Me would only let me live, I would spend 
my time in doing good. I would build a church, and give alms 
to the poor. Surely H e  won't let me die yet. I t  would be 
better to have sold one's self to the devil, as they say old Dare has 
done ! And I will, too ; it can't be worse ! " he added, with 
an imprecation. 

Ralph ! Ralph ! " implored Alice, in an agonized tone ; " do 
not say such dreadful things. If you were to be taken at your 
word ! " 

c 6  Little sister," said Bartholomew soothingly, and taking both 
her trembling hands in his ; " cbri you not trust the infinite love 
of the infinite God more than to believe H e  would give up one 
of His children, however degraded, into the power of the evil 
one ? But this is no fit scene for you ; go downstairs, and leave 
your brother to me. Take her away, John; if he becomw 
~a lmer ,  you can return to bid him farewell." 

John obeyed, and Bartholomew, turning to the sufferer, who 
was now lying exhausted by his excitement, gave him some drink, 
and having readjusted his pillows, sat down by the bedside, and 
began repeating in low, soothing tones, comforting passages from 
the Book of books. Then he spoke simply and earnestly out 
of his own heart of God's love to His children, of His forgiving 
mercy to the penitent, and of the blessedness of a life lived in 
His service; and was presently rewarded by seeing the flush of 
excitement die away on his patient's countenance, and the eyes, 
out of which the fiery light had gone, fixed peacefully upon his 
own. For some time he lay quite silent, but said at  length in 
an imploring tone : 

Perhaps God will let me live after all ; don't you think so ? " 
'' I t  is not for me to say," replied Bartholomew gravely ; " but 

if H e  does, you must remember that H e  gives you back your life 
to be lived for Him, and not for yourself." 

T o  this Ralph made no answer, but presently exclaimed, half 
petulantly : " Oh, I wish H e  would take away this pain ! " 

When it is good and right H e  will do so, but until then you 
must try to bear it with patience, and even thankfulness, as part 
of the good Father's remedy for your sick soul." 

Ralph listened with attention, but that his mind was totally 
unable to grasp the true import of the words, was shown by his 
exclaiming : 

But I don't know why I should have to bear it all ! Carey 
and the others urged me on ; so it was as much their fault as 
mine, and they ought to suffer as well; and I should not have 
drawn at Gershom had he not first called me a cheat and a liar." 

Bartholomew sighed as he  felt how impossible it was a t  
present to convince Ralph that it was sin itself that was to be 
feared, and not its inevitable punishment. H e  only said : " T h e  
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sins of others are not an excuse for our own, and except we learn 
to withstand temptation we shall never gain strength." Then 
bidding him farewell and promising to see him again, he went 
downstairs to send up Alice and John, and in a few minutes more 
they were on their way home, all saddened by the spectacle they 
had witnessed of the young life thus being recklessly thrown 
away. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

( C  Y E S ,  Master Legate, you mean it for the best, I know; and 
I own it's kind in you to take so much interest in my 

affairs ; but you may really spare yourself further trouble in this 
matter; my father and I never did and never could agree-his 
ways and mine are quite different ; we never thought alike about 
any one thing; and it would be only vexing the twain of us to 
bring us together. Of course, I shouldn't have liked to die with- 
out seeing the old man once more, but I'm not likely to quit the 
world just now ; I'm getting all right again, and as soon as that 
wretched business has blown over, shall be back at Court; so you 
must see it's better to leave things alone, and let us go on each 
in his own way, as we have done for the last seven years.') And 
having thus spoken in a tone of careless indifference, Ralph Cape1 
threw himself back on his pallet with the air of one who, having 
settled the matter in his own mind, wishes it not to be again 
referred to. 

Bartholomew stood for a few moments regarding him with 
mingled disappointment and pity ; then he answered sorrowfully : 
" I  have no wish, Ralph, to meddle with matters that concern 
me not, nor am I given thereto ; but it was at your own desire, 
remember, that I first tried to mediate between your father and 
yourself, although truly I undertook the task nothing loth, believ- 
ing, as I did, that your wish to be reconciled to him was the fruit 
of a true sorrow for a misspent life." 

" Yes, Master Legate, I know," answered Ralph somewhat im- 
patiently ; " but that's all past now. I'm not going to die yet; 
and no good would come of my seeing my father. I know well 
enough what his opinions are, and what he would have me do ; 
but his kind of life wouldn't suit me at all ; I shall not give up 
my pleasures yet for him or any one else." 

"But think you, Ralph, your life was given you for no higher 
I49 
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purpose than that of finding your pleasures ? Have you already 
forgotten how wretched and pitiable those pleasures looked when 
you thought you were about to stand before your Judge, and had 
nought but those, and the sins they had led to, to present before 
H i m ?  Have you forgotten your oft-repeated promises of amend- 
ment if God should grant you your life again ? " asked Bartholo- 
mew sternly. 

Ralph quailed visibly before his piercing glance, but he never- 
theless answered with assumed carelessness : " Of course things 
look very bad to a man when he thinks he's going to die, and he's 
ready to promise anything; but I do really mean in a few more 
years to give up my place at Court, and the gay life there, and 
settle down quietly to something or other ; but I'm young yet- 
there's plenty of time for me." 

Bartholomew was about to reply, when a quick step was heard 
on the stairs ; the door was flung open, and a young man entered 
-the same he had seen on the occasion of his first visit. H e  
greeted his intimate with cordial familiarity, and looking inquir- 
ingly at Bartholomew, who had risen from his seat, remarked, 
" I think I have seen this gentleman before ? " 

Raiph introduced them briefly: " Master Bartholomew Legate, 
Master Carey." 

" Bartholomew Legate !" repeated the latter ; did you not 
live at Rumwell ? " 

Yes, for the first four and twenty years of my life," was the 
answer. 

'I Ah, I was sure I had seen you before, and heard of you, too," 
returned the other, with something of rudeness in his tone, as he 
walked to the window and looked out, with the evident intention 
of avoiding further acquaintance ; while Ralph sat silent, as if the 
presence of the new-comer had deprived him of the power of 
speech. 

I t  was evident to Bartholomew that it was useless for him to 
prolong his visit; and he took his leave almost immediately, with 
a depressing sense of the failure of his earnest efforts to bring 
back this wandering soul into the paths of righteousness, the end 
to which he had devoted so much loving labour, and sacrificed so 
much precious time. The enticements of sensual pleasures, the 

influences of his boon companions, were too surely resuming 
their old sway over Ralph Capel's weak, volatile nature, and 
banishing thence all desires for better things ; Indeed, he now 
seemed ashamed of ever having yielded to such, and bade a cool 
farewell to the man who had inspired them within him, as if 
relieved to be rid of his presence. 

With a heavy heart Barthololnew descended the stairs, and 
quitted the house ; but ere he had gone many yards, found hillzself 
confronted by the bent, spare form af Doctor Dare. H e  gave 
him courteous greeting, and would have passed on, but the old 
man detained him. 

" You have come from him ? " he said. 
Bartholomew assented. 
'' And you have proved the truth of king Solomon's saying, that 

"11 is vanity ' ! Nay, but I grieve for your sake that the youth 
was not better worth your pains; there are those on whom they 
would have been more profitably bestowed. You have fought 
 ell, but you are no match for the enemy : they have made the 
poison sweet, and the fool will not relinquish the cup they have 
given him till he has drained it to the dregs. )! have seen marry 
such." 

'&Nay, but L trust he may see his error ere it is too late," replied 
Bartholomew. 

'"ah ! not he ; he knows not his friends from foes. Like 
the moth around the flame, such as he flutter and flutter about 
the light of pleasure, until at  length their gay wings are scorched 
and shrivelled, and they fail to the ground, helpless and despised," 
continued the old doctor. Then he added, with a touch of bitter- 
ness in his tone, "AAh, they mock at the old witch-doctor, and make 
sport of his poverty and his loneliness, but they know not how 
soon they may be brought low, even as he has been, and become 
in their turn marks of scorn and derision for others. AV. and it's , I 
only justice, justice;-I verily believe the world is governed by 
the devil." 

'Way," answered Bartholomew gravely, '6 no power of evil, but 
a God of almighty wisdom and goodness rules the world ; and if 
We sometimes permits a seeming evil, it is but that He may bring 
out g ~ o d  tl~erefrorn." 



"'Hies, it's easy for you to believe thus," said the old man, 
" because you know not yet what it is to lose all that makes life 
worth living ; you know nought of the bitterness of remorse, nor 
of what it means to be scorned and hunted down like a wild 
beast, till you're fain to seek refage where you magr, e'en though 
it should be in such a hell upon earth as this. But there, why 
should 1 talk thus to a stranger ? you're nought to nie, nor 1 to 
you," he exclaimed, almost fiercely. 

" We are brothers in God's sight," answered Bartholomew, 
gently taking the wrinkled hands in his own, and looking down 
into the old man's face with a smile that seemed at once to calm 
his passionate excitement ; and he said quietly : 

I t  is long, indeed, since any called me by that name, bnt I 
thank you for the word-it makes me feel not quite s s  desolate, 
Pardon my vehemence just now; it is seldom, indeed, that I 
speak of my past life to any, yet % feel I may trust you. Fare- 
well! H must back to my den ; but you will come and see me 
ere long ? " 

And almost before his companion had time to reply, Doctor 
Dare had vanished from sight within the precincts of his dwelling, 
and Bartholomew, finding himself becoming an object of interest 
to a gathering group of idle loafers, deemed it prudent to beat a 
hasty retreat, 

I t  was already dusk when he  reached Simon Lingard's house, 
where he had promised to spend the evening ; but even had the 
feeble rays of the oil lamps not illumined the shop, he might easily 
have been guided thereto by the jocund peals of laughter which 
could have emanated from none but the worthy hosier himsdf, 
supplemented though they were by those of his two assistants; 
and on entering, he found Simon seated upon his counter in the 
inner part of the shop, and holding his stout sides while he gave 
vent to his uncontrollable mirth, the cause of whicla seem centred 
in a lank, light-haired, thin-visaged personage, with a paeternatur- 
ally solemn countenance, who was holding forth with a grave 
earnestness that presented a ludicrous contrast to his listener's 
merriment. 

" I do assure you, Master Lingard, that it is all quite true ; my 
wife's sister knows the wench that's servant to &listress Griffitlls, 
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and she has seen the blessed father's face itself, and shs says 
there's no mistaking it. She remembers John Wilkinson bringing 
the straw to her mistress, with the spot of blood upon it, last May, 
and how the crystal case was made to keep it safe; and she says 
the face appeared on the outside of a leaf which covered a grain 
within it, just a week ago this very day; and they are going to 
send it to the Pope, and they say he will make him a saint. 
Indeed, Master Lingard, 'tis no  laughing matter; a wonder like 
that must mean something, and I much fear me it bodes no good 
to all.)) 

" Yes, yes, Tony, so it must," replied Simon, with a good- 
humoured smile, as he brought his hand down heavily upon the 
other's shoulder ; "and if nought else, it means that there are 
plenty of fools in the tvorld, if only folks will take the pains to 
find them out. Ah, Barty ! "  he continued, for the first time 
catching sight of the latter, "here at last ; and just in time for this 
wonderful story, that should make your flesh creep and your hair 
stand on end. Here's a miracle been wrought in this year 1606, 
and within this very city of ours. Tell him all about it, Tony." 

And thus adjured, the solemn individual related for the second 
time, slowly and circumstantially, the history of the blood-be- 
sprinkled straw with an ear at  the end, that had fallen out of 
the basket in which Father Garnet's head dropped after his exe- 
cution, at the feet of one John Wilkinson; and being conveyed 
by him for safe keeping to the house of Hugh Griffiths, a tailor, 
and placed by Mistress Griffiths in a crystal case made on purpose 
for it, was found some four months after to exhibit on the outside 
of a leaf enclosing one of the grains, an exact representation of 
the face of the Jesuit father. 

" Well, what think you, Barty ? " asked Simon as the narrative 
concluded. " For my part, I am thankful that the rascally priest 
only popped his head up out of the straw, and not the whole of 
his body. But is it not wonderful that folks can be found to be- 
lieve such a tale, even a wise head like my friend, Tony, here ? " 

" I t  would be;  only that we have all more or less the power to 
see that which we greatly desire to see, our imagination supply- 
ing what is needed to complete the picture. And as I doubt not 
Father Garnet's friends entertained a very real affection for him, 



and many looked upoil him as a martyr rather than a malefactor, 
i t  was not unnatural for some to fancy they could trace a resein- 
blance to him, even in the lines on the shrivelled surface of a leaf, 
and one or two, having noted this marvellous effect, others would 
easily be persuaded to discover the sai~re." 

" That's a good explanation, Barty," said Simon, "and may be 
the true one, though, to be sure, I was for writing down all the 
folks who spread such tales abroad as fools or liars." Then, 
turning to the reporter of the wonder, he asked merrily : 

" Well, Tony, what think you now? Are you satisfied that the 
world is not coming to an end at  once, just because one straw is 
not exactly like another? " 

I don't know what you mean, Master Lingard," replied Toiiy, 
more than half offended; "I  told you just what I heard, and 
something may yet happen.'" 

'.'So it may, my friend, so it may; but as something is always 
happening, it will not make much difference to you or me." 

This enigmatical remark, accompanied as it was by another of 
Simon's hearty laughs, proved altogether too perplexing for Tony, 
who somewhat sulkily took his leave. 

"Straws show which way the wind blows,') remarked Simon, 
when his solemn visitor had departed. " It's a queer tale, yet it's 
evident the poor lad believes i t ;  but he would swallow anything 
that's offered him-he's none too wise, despite his owlish looks. 
But come upstairs, Barty, and let us have our crack together ; we 
shall not have many more. Shut up the shop, lads ; and if you go 
out, mind you're in betimes." 

I t  was somewhat of a relief to Bartholomew, as he followed'his 
host to the cheerful sitting-room, not to find Alice there, for after 
his very unsatisfactory interview with her brother, he rather 
dreaded having to answer any questions of hers concerning him. 
H e  received the customary warm welcome from Mistress Lingard 
and Maysie, and then took his seat on the settle by Simon's side; 
while the elder lady resumed her spinning, and the younger one, 
kneeling by the hearth, pored over Spenser's "Faery Queene" by 
the light of the wood fire which burned with a pleasant brightness, 
for the evening was chill although it was scarcely past the middle 
of September. 

( 'Do  you know aught of that acquaintance of young Cape17s, 
Master Carey ? " asked Bartholomew of Simon, as they sat thus, 
enjoying the warmth. 

Yes, that he owes me a hundred and eighty crowns which I 
can't get from him," was the answer; " but I should have thought 
you had known him, for he comes from your part of the country; 
his father has an estate not far from Rumwel.1." 

Then that accounts for his recognising my name. I remember 
his father, but do not think I have seen him before." 

"No great loss to you, Barty," said Lingard ; " far he's a wild 
young fellow, and cares for nought under the sun. He's a favourite 
of the king's favourite, and it was through him Ralph got his 
place at  Court ; he has great power over the foolish lad, and it's 
my opinion he makes him ofttimes burn his fingers for him." 

" I feared as much," said Bartholomew, with a sigh. 
" I f  you'll take my advice," continued Simon, " you will not 

give yourself another moment's trouble about Ralph or any of his 
set ; they are all bad together, and they revel in their wickedness; 
it's their meat and drink, their very life." 

" But that makes it so much the worse," returned Bartholomew, 
"and is the greater reason why we should spare no pains to turn 
them from their errors and lead them into the right way." 

"Ay, and it makes it the more difficult, too. I much fear, 
Barty, the world is too bad to be easily mended by you or me, at 
least here in London. 1 sometimes think Hugh Cape1 may be 
right, and that there'll be a great day of reckoning for us all ere 
long. But a truce to this dismal talk,-tell me when you last 
heard from Master Harper.') 

"Not for a week past, but then he sent me a very cheery letter 
by the hand of a servant of Justice Thurston's, who had come to 
London on his master's business : I trust to spend a few days with 
him ere I set sail." 

Justice Thurston ! Was not that the magistrate before whom 
you were taken for preaching ? " 

"Yes, and he showed himself then, as once before, very kindly 
disposed and willing to show me favour." 

" That was well, but I would not, were I you, try him too 
often; perchance next time he might not be in so good a humourJ" 



BavthoZomew Legate. Bartho Zowzew Legate. 

said Silnon with a smile. " And now let us have some mus~c 
ere you go-one of those madrigals you and Maysie sang three 
evenings since ; I like well to hear you sing together. Come, 
my daughter ! " 

Maysie blushed as she rose and took her place by Bartholomew9s 
side, and her voice trembled a little at first, but soon it rang out 
sweet and clear as it mingled with his deeper tones in the favourite 
old airs her father loved so well. And he meanwhile looked and 
listened with delight, thinking what a pleasant picture they made 
as they stood side by side, and how it might be that their lives 
would harmonize as sweetly as did their voices now. 

And thus the evening passed, the last, as it proved, that Bartho- 
lomew was destined for a long time to spend beneath Simon 
Lingard's roof; for on the following day he received a communi- 
cation from Holland which desired him to return to his congregation 
without delay, and he therefore resolved to leave London at once, 
that he might spend at least one day with his dear old tutor and 
friend ere he embarked for Leyden. 

There was short time for leave-takings ; but he, nevertheless, 
made his way once more to Doctor Dare's wretched dwelling, hoping 
for a last word with Ralph Cape1 ; but it was too late, the bird 
had flown, and his late host could give no clue to his where- 
abouts. 

" H e  left an hour or two after you were here," said the old 
man;  "and would not say whither he went, lest any should 
follow him. And are you going away so soon ? "  he continued. 
c c  I am loth to say farewell, for you are the only one yho has 
spoken kind words to me for this many a long year, and I am sad 
to think I shall not look upon your face again; but you will not 
forget Eustace Dare. May God bless you !" and with a warm 
grasp of his hand he hurried within his dwelling and closed the 
door. 

Early on the following morning Bartholomew set off on his 
journey, accompanied as far as the first halting-place by John 
White, who was too full of hope and bright anticipations for the 
future to be dispirited a t  the prospect of parting with his friend. 
Indeed, he evidently regarded the separation as of a temporary 
nature, and bade him quite a cheerful farewell, telling him that he 

and Alice would have a room for him in their own house in the 
following summer, and entrusting him with all kinds of loving 
messages to his father and mother, whom he hoped to see ere 
long ; then he turned back, leaving Bartholomew to pursue his 
journey alone in the pleasant autumn morning. Just before noon 
he arrived at  the Elm Farm, his unexpected appearance causing 
no small astonishment to worthy Master Fisher and his good wife, 
who gave him, nevertheless, a very hearty welcome, although 
their pleasure was somewhat damped on learning of the short 
duration of his visit. 

I had not thought you would be leaving England so soon," 
said the latter. 

cc Nor I," was the answer ; " but there has arisen some disquiet 
in my church, and if I return not quickly mischief may ensue ; 
and I know you will forgive me if I spend my few remaining 
hours in England with my dear old master. I t  can scarcely be 
that I shall see him again." 

" T o  be sure, to be sure, Barty ; who else has a better right to 
you now ? You shall go as soon as ever you've had a bite and a 
sup ; we were just about to sit down," said Mistress Fisher, as 
she bustled about to hasten the preparing of the noon-day meal. 

"Yes, and I'll walk across with you afterwards," added her 
husband, taking his seat a t  the board, and bidding his guest do 
the same. " I t  may be as well to let Master Harper know that 
you're coming ; he gets shaken like when anything comes on hill1 
suddenly." 

I t  was a kind precaution, but as it proved, scarcely necessary, 
for as they entered the lane leading up to Harper's house they 
met the old man walking slowly towards them. 

I've been looking for you, Barty, for the last few days," he  
said, grasping his old pupil's hand ; " I thought you would come 
soon. And how are you, Master Fisher ? " he continued ; c'  and 
how's the good wife ? " 

"We've nought to complain of, thanks, Master Harper; and 
I'm right glad to see you out of doors again." 

"Yes, I'm making the most of the sunshine. But you're not 
going yet ?-you'll come indoors for a bit ? " 

Not now. I'll come when you've no one else with you. At 
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this season I'm bound to be looking after the men, else the work 
would stand still;" and with a cheerful smile and nod Fisher 
turned away, and was soon out of sight. 

It's very kind of him to leave us now ; he knows I would fain 
be alone with you," said Harper, laying his hand affectionately on 
Bartholomew's arm, and drawing him towards the house, where 
they were met with unfeigned astonishment by Joan. 

L L Y o ~  see I was right," said her master, smiling, " I told you 
he would come." 

And when are you going back again ? " he asked, when they 
were once more seated in the old familiar room. " I know the 
time must be drawing very near." 

Indeed it is ; I set sail to-morrow evening," was the somewhat 
reluctant answer. 

So soon ? Well, it matters little; we'll make the most of each 
other's company while we may. Next time we meet there will be 
no need to talk of parting; so be not sad, Barty. Come and tell 
me of your doings in I,ondon, and of the friends there." 

H e  was so bright and cheerful, that Bartholomew could not but 
make an effort to shake off his own depression, and thus in 
pleasant chat, and some more serious talk, they passed the few 
remaining hours of the glorious autumn day;  and when the time 
came to bid the last farewells, Harper said : 

Let ours be no  sorrowful leave-taking, Barty ; there is great 
joy in store for me, and I shall see thy fathLr ere we meet again. 
God bless and prosper thy work, and keep thee true and faithful 
to the end, my dear, dear lad ! l' 

Bartholomew dared not trust himself to speak. Taking the 

thin, worn hands in his, he imprinted a long, loving kiss on the 
wrinkled brow, and tore himself away. 

'CHAPTER XIW. 

ARTHOLOMEW'S anxiety concerning the welfare of his B church, which the tediousness of the voyage had much . .., 
augmented, was happily soon relieved, his presence and his quiet 
assumption of authority having the immediate effect of putting a 
stop to the arrogant claims of a few among his flock to a superior 
knowledge of spiritual things by virtue of which they felt justified 
in laying on their brethren burdens of ceremonies and dues too 
heavy for them to bear; and although the prompt decisive action 
of the pastor led to the withdrawal of one or two from the little 
community, it restored tranquillity and confidence to the rest, 
and aff~rded scope for the free growth of that true religious spirit, 
the fruit of which is righteousness and peace and joy eternal. 
For two years longer did Bartholomew continue to labour in 
the beloved land of his adoption, with the ever increasing satis- 
faction of seeing his little church becoming a power for good, 
as well among the wealthy and learned of the city as the poor 
and humble, whose lives were rendered brighter and happier 
thereby. 

But even as to the apostle of old the cry from Macedonia came 
with such irresistible in~portunity, so came also to Bartholomew 
at this period an appeal for aid from his native land that he might 
not put aside, although to yield thereto was like rending his 
heart-strings from their hold. But his resolution once taken, all 
attempts to dissuade him from the sacrifice were vain, and a few 
weeks saw his preparations for departure almost completed. I t  
was his last evening in Leyden, and he and his friend Gessler 
were putting together in his now dismantled home the remainder 
of the books that should accompany him to England, when the 
latter suddenly exclaimed : 

" I vow it is the greatest sacrifice ever made at the altar of 
friendship, and I marvel at  myself for making it. To help send 
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away the only friend one has to speak with in the world-what 
hero, living or dead, has done as much ? "  

Take care, good Gessler, or you will be making a hecatomb 
of your friend's belongings," said Bartholomew, laughing, as he 
extinguished a spark that had fallen from the professor's pipe into 
a box of books. 

"True, and the heroism of such an act might be open to 
question," returned Gessler, gravely contemplating the threatened 
pile. " But seriously, Legate," he continued in a half-earnest, 
half-playful tone, " how am I to live without you, when you have 
become as necessary to my existence as the light and air? T o  
whom am I to rehearse my lectures and bring my grumbles when 
you are gone ? Who is there to walk and talk with me now, and 
demolish all my pet arguments, and confute my finest theories? 
Why, not even Joseph Scaliger, clever man and good companion 
as he is, can do this. Nay, old friend, I like it not, this parting ; 
and despite what you say about returning in five years' time, I 
have a strange foreboding that we part for ever." 

Why, Gessler, dear old friend, you are surely not well; I 
never before knew you take a gloomy view of anything," said 
Bartholomew, as, struck by the nlournful tone in which the last 
words were uttered, he looked into the other's face and saw there 
an unmistakable expression of trouble and anxiety. 

" Nor do I usually," returned Gessler ; yet somehow I cannot 
now shake off the feeling. I t  has been oppressing"he all day, 
but I must not let it oppress you too on our last night together. 
Give me your hand, Legate, and forget my croakings. Have you 
anything more to do ? " 

" No, there are only these chests to send on board. Every- 
thing else is packed, and we sleep to night at the Whites'; they 
would have nothing else. Kate has already gone on there ; she 
was quite worn out with fatigue." 

"The good old woman ! it is seldom one meets with such 
devotion as hers." 

'' Seldom, indeed. I could not tell you what I owe to her ; 
she ofttimes shames me with her unselfishness. I feared the 
toils of this journey might prove too much for her, for she is no 
longer strong and able as she once was ; and since most of her 

old friends in England have passed away, it will be small joy to 
her to return thither, but she would not hear of my going alone ; 
and indeed I should have been loth to leave her behind." 

At this moment a quick step was heard upon the stairs, and a 
fine stalwart young man entered the room, who having greeted 
courteously both its occupants, asked in a brisk voice : 

'' Am I too late with the proffer of my services, Master 
Legate, or is there aught I can yet d o ?  I had hoped to be 
here sooner." 

NO, thank you, Harry ; we have just finished, and I am only 
waiting for these chests to be fetched away to avail myself of the 
kind hospitality of your father and mother, and Master Gessler is 
keeping me company as you see." 

Yes, and I take it h e  likes your going from us no better than 
I do ; we shall all miss you sadly." 

Enough, Harry, my dear lad," said Bartholomew with a 
smile. "We have just resolved to allow no more regrettings. 
Please God, I shall return to live among you some five years 
hence, for by that time we may fairly expect that our poor little 
churches in England will be well set upon their feet; but if I do 

not then return, it will be because God wills it otherwise. Ah, 
here are Van der Broek's men, and our vigil is ended. Come, 
Jan," he continued, turning to the elder of the two men who had 
just entered, "these are the last of our goods ; you will see them 
placed where they will be protected from the weather? " 

All right, sir ; trust to me. I s  there anything else I can do ? " 
NO, thank you, Jan ; you have been very kind and helpful to 

me, and so has Car], and I am grateful to you both, but there is 
nothing now remaining to be done. I shall see you in the morn- 
ing, so we will not say good-bye. Tell Mynheer Van der Broek 
I shall be down at the vessel by nine o'clock." 

All right, sir. Good-night." 
" Good-night, Jan; good-night, Carl!)' and Bartholomew having 

lighted them downstairs, and locked up the rooms he had lately 
called his own, descended to the street with the professor and 
Harry White. 

" You will come home with us, Master Gessler," said the latter, 
when on reaching the University gate the professor paused as if 
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to enter. "Father and mother will be disappointed not to see 
you, and Master Legate I know wishes your company." 

Very likely he may, but he is tired out, and ought to rest as 
soon as he can ; and I am not in spirits, and should only mar the 
cheerfulness of your home circle. I will come some other time, 
thank you, Hal. God bless you, my dear old friend ! We must 
say farewell, and it is best said at once. You will write to me 
sometimes ? " 

That will I, and as often as I am able ; there is no need that 
distance should sever our hearts. God bless you, dear Gessler, 
and keep you in all your ways until we meet again." 

And then with a last loving look, the two friends parted, as one 
of them at least felt, for ever. 

I t  was late when Bartholomew and Harry arrived at the farm, 
and they found that Icate Alison had already, at Mistress White's 
persuasion, retired to rest, an example Bartholoinew was not loth 
to follow as soon as supper was over : for now that all was ready 
for their journey, he began to feel the ei'iects of the fatigue and 
excitement of the last few weeks, and was truly grateful to his 
kind host and hostess for insisting that he should be left in quiet, 
and not persuaded to talk by the younger members of the family. 
I t  was indeed a trying ordeal he had been called on to undergo. 
T o  leave the people among whom he had dwelt in love and 
harmony for so many years ; to exchange the land where religious 
freedom had at length found a resting-place, for one where 
intolerance and bigotry still reigned, and where, to some extent 
at least, difficulty and persecution must be his lot : only the 
strongest sense of duty could have impelled him to such a step, 
especially as it involved sacrifice for others as well as for himself, 
But he had felt when the call for aid came that it was from on 
High, and there was therefore no alternative for him but to obey 
at  whatever cost. Supper over, Master White himself conducted 
their guest to his bed-chamber, and wishing him a kindly " good- 
night," left him to seek the much-needed repose ; and spite of 
the confused thoughts hurrying involuntarily through his brain, 
Bartholomew soon fell asleep, nor did he awake until it was 
already broad day, and the sound of voices and the busy stir 
about the house warned him that he had slept late. On descend- 
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ing to the kitchen he found Kate Alison already there, and busily 
engaged assisting in the preparations for breakfast. The  years 
that had passed since we first saw her had truly left their Inark 
behind, but in spite of her advanced age, her form was still up- 
right, her step active, and her eye almost as bright as of yore. 

" Nay, it's not Kate Alison that can sit still when there's work 
io be done," she was saying in answer to Mistress White's gentle 
remonstrance as to her self-imposed task. "When that time 
comes, Bartholoixew may put me in a box and get me under 
ground as quickly as possible, for it'll be ill work far me staying 
here. A11 ! there he is," she continued, turning at  the sound of 
the well-known step; "and how is it with thee this morning, 
lad ? " 

" Much better, thanks to a goad night's sleep ; and thou, too, 
hast rested well, I trust, and art ready for the long journey that 
lies before us. And how are you, Mistress White ? I fear you 
have risen earlier than your wont on our account." 

" Nay, rather on my own," she replied ; " since I am so soon 
to lose my friends, I would fain see as much of them as I can. 
Are you sure the vessel will leave to-day, Master Legate ? "  

" There is little doubt of it, I think ; as the wind seems favour- 
able and the weather is so fine, we should have a good voyage," 
said Bartholomew, as he walked to the window and looked out. 
"But here come Master White and Harry; they make me 
ashamed of my idleness." 

The  father and son soon entered, and having exchanged 
kindly salutations with their visitors, all sat down to the morning 
meal, which passed over more silently than usual, Master White 
in particular seeming grave and pre-occupied. When breakfast 
was over he drew Bartholomew into the recess of a window over- 
looking the neat, trim garden and the flat meadow land beyond, 
and said earnestly : 

"I  like not your going, friend Legate ; not only because it will 
be sad to miss you and good Mistress Alison from amongst us, but 
because my heart misgives me that in your new charge you will 
find yourself beset with difficulties and dangers you know nought 
of here. You are so outspoken, and would never stop to con- 
sider the consequences of your utterances-and the King of 
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England is none too well disposed towards those who differ 
from the State religion." 

"Truly, it may be as you say, Master White," answered Bar- 
tholomew cheerily ; " but the results are in God's hands, not 
in mine ; where H e  wills I should do  His work, thither must I 
go, and the message H e  delivers unto me, that must I speak, 
whate'er betide; else were I not only a faithless servant, but an 
arrant coward also; and that, I am well sure, you would not 
have me be. I do own, however, to some concern on Kate's 
account. I t  truly dot11 seem hard that a t  her time of life she 
should be taken away from friends she has learned to know and 
love, and exiled to a land where the lapse of years will have 
made all comparative strangers ; " and as he spoke Bartholomew's 
face grew very grave. 

" I thought we had agreed there were to be no more repinings 
and regrettings, once we had settled to go,,'said a sharp voice 
from the far end of the kitchen, where Kate Alison sat with 
Mistress White diligently sewing until it should be time to start. 
" Surely there's trouble enough in the world without making a lot 
of it for yourself. If I hear any more of that sort o' thing, Barty, 
I'll go and drown this old body of mine at the nearest flood-gates, 
and then there'll be no need for you to fret yourself about Kate." 
And with a look of grim determination the old woman bent again 
over her work. 

You shall have your way, Kate, and I will be no murmurer," 
said Bartholomew, though in somewhat tremulous tones, as he 
went up to his old nurse, tock her withered hands in his, and 
looked down into her face with the affectionate smile that always 
gladdened her heart. 

" 'Twould be a new part for you, Barty, and you'd play it but 
ill ; so 'twere best to let it alone," she replied, with an answering 
smile. 

"The  horses will be here in ten minutes," said Harry, whose 
curly head at that moment appeared within the door;  "and I 
think you will have no time to spare. Can I do aught to help 
you ? " 

"No, thank you, we are quite ready, I believe ; and all our 
baggage has gone down to the ship, so we have nothing to carry 

save the little package your mother is sending to John. You are 
surely not coming with us, Master White ? " 

" Yes, Harry and I will see the last of you, and I trust it will 
not be long ere we have the joy of welcoming you back again." 

" Or I that of welcoming you to England," said Bartholomew, 
with an attempt at cheerfulness that was not very successful. 

" Nay, that will never be. The  journey is too great for a short 
sojourn, and I am too old to begin life over again, even were I 
assured of safety and freedom over these. You and our boy may 
come hither-and I trust you will-but I shall never set foot on 
England's shore again. So you must kiss our grandchild for 
us, Mistress Alison ; I know not if we shall ever see him," he 
continued, turning to Kate, who, contrary to her usual indepen- 
dent habits, was allowing herself passively to be  attired by 
Mistress White and her daughter in cloak and hood. 

" I'll do that, Master White, you may be sure," she replied ; 
"but you'll see him and all the rest of them-it's only an old 
woman like me need talk of parting for ever, and I may come 
back if Barty should take to himself a wife, and not want me any 
longer." 

"I fear, for our sakes, that is scarce likely to be," returned 
Mistress White, trying to smile; "he  will always want you with 
him." 

" I hope so ; it would break my heart to leave him. But there 
are the horses. Good-bye, and God bless you all ; " and having 
hurriedly embraced Mistress White and Alice, Kate Alison 
hastened to the door without another word, and stood there 
silently waiting for Bartholomew, while he too bade farewell, 
which he did with an affectionate solemnity that left behind 
feelings of both joy and sadness in his friends' hearts. 

Another moment and he fiad mounted one of the horses; 
Kate was lifted on to a pillion behind him, and they were soon 
journeying in company with their host and his son towards the 
port whence the Good Portune would sail. Happily for them, 
the boat was already waiting to convey them to the ship, and 
they were thereby spared the pain of renewed farewells to the 
many friends who had come to see them depart. One loving 
look and smile around, one warm grasp of the hands of Master 
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White and Harry, and Bartholomew took his seat by the side of 
his faithful companion in the little skiff, and was soon being 
rowed swiftly away from the land where for so many years he 
had found a happy home and congenial work. 

" One more of life's voyages ended for us, and another begun," 
11e remarked, as he assisted Kate on to the deck of the vessel. 
" God grant this may be no less prosperous than the last." 

" Amen to that, Bdrty ! " she replied, 311 an earnest tone. 
The  Good li0rtufze did not belie her name, yet it was several 

days -although neither storm nor calm retarded their progress- 
ere the white cliffs of England came in sight. T o  Bartholomew, 
wear-ied as he was with the fatigue and excitement of the last few 
weeks, this period of rest and tranquillity was very grateful, and 
he could almost have desired to prolong the voyage; but Kate, 
whose activity of body and mind were but slightly diminished 
by her advanced years, found the enforced idleness irksome in 
the extreme, and it was with a sense of unmixed pleasure that 
she responded to Bartholornew's invitation to come and look at 
the splendid palace of Greenwich, lying close to the river bank, 
surrounded by its goodly gardens, with the beautiful wooded 
hills of Kent forming a charming hackground to the picture. 

" Yes, it's a pleasant place enough, though over grand for me. 
I like better to see the houses clustering yonder; we're getting 
nigh London, are we not ? " 

" Very near, Kate ; the skipper says we shall be in ere sunset." 
That's the best news I've heard for many a day, Barty. I'm 

ain to be on dry land once more ; I scarce know if my legs are 
my ourn, and my hands are fairly tired with doing of nought. 
I'll go down at once and get our things together. Nay, thou 
canst look an  thou wilt, I've seen enough," she added, as Bar- 
tholomew would have endeavoured to detain her. So with a 
smile at her eagerness to get on shore, and the corresponding 
alacrity with which she descended to the cabin t o  commence the 
preparations for landing, he presently followed her to render what 
assistance she would permit. On their return ta  the deck, he 
found the skipper already giving orders to drop anchor, and get 
the ship's boats ready, while from the shore other boats were seen 
approaching, in one of which Bartholomew and Kate recognised 

with joy the well-known form of John White. Another moment, 
and he was on the deck, and smiling the welcome his heart was 
too full to speak. 

" Why, John, this is kind of you," said Bartholomew ; " it 
makes it feel like coming home ! " 

'.You don't know how good it is to see you again," he re- 
plied, as soon as he was able to speak. " You will come back 
with me ; Alice and I have been longing to have you with us in 
our home. We told Simon Eingard it was our turn." 

"1 should like it, and so, I am sure, would Kate, for a few 
days, if you are sure it will not weary your wife overmuch. l' 

" Nay, she wishes it, and bade me say you must come." 
" Then we will, and thank you both for your hospitality." 
And so it was decided, and John White carried Kate Alison 

back with him in triumph, leaving Bartholomew to follow as soon 
as he should have arranged about the disposal of their baggage. 



CHAPTER XX. 

H E N  Bartholomew arrived at length at the pleasant little 
house close to the Bishops-gate, whither John White 

had taken his young wife after their marriage, he found Kate 
Alison already quite at home amid her new surroundings : the 
baby had, of course, served at once as a b o ~ d  of mutual attraction 
and interest between her and its mother, and now lay peacefully 
slumbering upon her lap, while the latter was busied with her 
duties of hospitality, not failing, however, to pay attention in the 
intervals of her more active labours to the words of counsel out 
of the old woman's stores of wisdom and experience regarding 
the management of her child and household matters in general. 

And this is your boy ! " said Bartholomew, as haviqg greeted 
Alice in his kind elder brotherly fashion, he stood gazing upon 
the tiny specimen of humanity lying in its rosy sleep on his old 
nurse's lap. 

"Yes ; is he not a fine fellow ? " said the proud young father ; 
and he seems to understand what is said to him already. Alice 

will have it he is like me, but I scarce think so; he is more like 
to her," he continued, placing his arm round his wife and drawing 
her gently towards him. 

Alice looked at her husband with an affectionate smile, which 
soon gave place to a graver expression as she remarked,- 

'' Father said the other day that Ralph was just such a baby ; 
but oh ! it surely cannot be so ;-he could never grow up to care 
for nought that is good, and give to John and me the sorrow 
Ralph has caused to father !" 

The tears stood in her blue eyes, and Bartholomew, taking the 
sleeping infant in his arms, said tenderly,- 

" Nay, Alice ; of such as he is the kingdom of heaven ; and if 
you and John will but faithfully guard this treasure God has com- 
mitted to your care ; if you will remember always that it is not 

168 

4 

your own to do with what you will, but His, to be trained for 
His service, both body and soul ; if you will surround him, as I 
believe you will, with sweet and holy influences, and guide him 
with a wise and tender love, you need not fear for the future. 
God bless and keep him and you for ever ! " 

And having pressed his lips with reverent earnestness to the 
tiny brow, Bartholomew laid the child lovingly in its mother's 
arms, who received it with a sense of new consecration, while 
John, looking gratefully into his friend's face, said,- 

" Thanks for thy helpfd words ; we will try to be worthy of 
our trust. But come now, let me show you to your room ; you 
must be tired, and Alice will have some supper ready by the time 
you come down." 

Bartholomew gladly accepted the invitation, and desirous as he 
was of seeing the Lingards, did not go out again that evening; 
but on the following morning, as soon as breakfast was over, he 
set forth for the West Chepe by way of the pleasant gardens and 
open spaces that led thither from Bishops-gate. On entering the 
Chepe, his ears were greeted by sounds of boisterous merriment, 
and he came suddenly upon a party of young gallants richly 
attired and walking abreast so as materially to interfere with the 
coi~lfort and convenience of other pedestrians, whom they saluted 
with gibes and jeers. 

Ah, here comes a Puritan ! " cried one, as Bartholomew 
approached. 

And a Hollander into the bargain," said another ; " I know 
him by his jerkin." 

"Let us beseech him that he go no farther, but return to his 
own country without loss of time," added a third, raising his arm 
as he spoke so as to obstruct the passage between himself and 
the wall. 

" I pray you, gentlemen, allow me to pass," said Bartholomew, 
with quiet dignity. 

And we pray you to return the way you came," was the mock- 
ing reply. 

" Gentlemen," he answered, " your jesting is ill-timed, and if 
you give not way of your own courtesy, I must force you to 
do so.') 
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And suiting the action to the word, he gently, but firmly, pushed 
aside the young man who stood nearest the wall, and would have 
passed on without heeding the cry of " Insolent varlet ! " that 
assailed his ears, when he felt himself suddenly and rudely seized, 
and saw a naked dagger menacing his breast ; but scarce was there 
time to realize his danger, when the weapon was struck down by 
one of the companions of his assailant, with the exclamation,- 

6'Nay, Lester ! that were a coward's ac t ;  don't you see the 
Inan is unarmed ? " 

Then turning to Bartholomew, he added, with a courteous, but 
haughty manner,- 

" Pass on, sir ; we will not molest you further." 
,And seizing the truculent Lester by the arm, he walked quickly 

away, leaving Bartholomew to wonder where he had seen that 
face and heard that voice before. 

Street brawls were too common for this to have excited ally 
great attention on the part of passers-by, and Bartholomew con- 
tinued his way without further hindrance to Simon Lingard's. 
The  latter, who was serving a customer when he  entered, looked 
u p  in amazement at  seeing him, and extending his hand across 
the counter, with a smile of welcome, exclaimed,- 
" Wily, Barty, when did you arrive? I had not thought to see 

you in London for a week to come." 
Only yesterday ; we made a very good passage, and John 

JVhite met us and carried us off to his home." 
And I had made up  my mind you would stay with us. Well, 

he's got the advantage of me this time, and will think he deserves 
it for his greater wisdom; for I mind me he said you'd get here 
by now. But sit ye down ; I shall be ready directly; or go up- 
stairs and find the women, if you'd rather.'' 

Nay, I will wait for you." 
And Bartholomew seated himself until the customer, who 

seemed rather difficult to please, should be served. This was 
accomplished at last, however, and Simon led his guest upstairs 
to the familiar little room, where they found Mistress Lingard 
industriously plying her needle. 

6 6  Here's an  old friend come to see you, Esther," said her 
brother. l6 Where's the little wench ? " 
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"Upstairs, I believe," she replied, rising from her seat and 
greeting Bartholomew in her usual quiet, kindly way, 

'' A11 ! about her horrsehold duties, I suppose ; 1'11 call her 
down. Why, here she is. Nay, Maysie, come in ; Master Legate 
will not be affrighted at your housewife tire." 

And taking the blushing girl by the hand, Siilzon drew her into 
the room with an air of fatherly pride by no means unjustifiable, 
for a prettier picture than she made, as she stood by his side in 
her simple morning gown, with her brown curls just escaping 
from beneath the modest coif, could scarcely be imagined. 
Bartholomew was, indeed, almost startled at the change the two 
years had wrought in the maiden, and as h e  bent down to kiss 
her cheek and listened to her words of welcome, he was conscious 
of a strange emotion he had not known before. 

" Is  good Mistress Alison with you ? " she asked timidly, after 
a little pause. 

Yes ; I left her in Alice's kind care, for John met us at  the 
ship last night, and would nought else but that we should take up  
our quarters with them, She would fain have come with me even 
now, but that she was somewhat wearied with the journey. She 
has never forgotten her little pet of thirteen years ago, and is very 
desirous to see her," 

The  good old woman ! " said Simon ; " you must go to her, 
Illaysie, and if your aunt cares not to walk so far, I doubt not 
Barty will see you safely there and back after dinner; I can't 
spare him just yet." 

I t  will be a great pleasure to me," replied Bartholomew, "if 
Mistress Maysie will be pleased to accept my escort." 

The  girl only blushed; but her aunt, looking up from her work, 
said : 

Thank you kindly, Master Legate ; I am somewhat ill at  ease 
to-day, and care not to  quit the house ; yet I would that Maysie 
should not miss her walk, and she will be quite safe with you." 

" Then that's settled," said Simon, with an air of relief. " Now 
go and finish thy household tasks, child, while Barty and I have 
a crack together," 

H e  followed his daughter's retreating form with a loving glance ; 
then turning to his guest said, in a tone full of emotion : " She's 



as good as she is beautiful; ay, she is as good as gold. He'll be 
a happy man who makes her his wife. But come, sit ye down 
here in the window, lad," he continued, " and tell me first of all 
how goes it with good Master Harper?" 

Bartholomew's countena~ce grew sad. 
Did you not hear ? " he said ; " he passed away a year ago- 

very peacefully and happily, I was told, and can well believe, for 
but the day before the great change came, he, knowing it was at 
hand, wrote me a beautiful letter, full of wise, tender counsel, and 
sweet, holy thoughts. H e  was so glad to go, and his weakness 
had caused him so much suffering ; it seems scarce right to grieve 
at his departure; but oh, I miss him sore, even though we met so 
seldom of late ; his death has made a great blank in my life ! " 

Bartholomew's voice faltered, and he relapsed into silence, 
while Lingard, taking his hand, said kindly,- 

" I do grieve to hear this, Barty, for he was a good man, and 
you, as I well know, looked upon him almost as another father. 
I t  is a sad loss for you; but these losses will come with the 
years." 

That is true, Master Lingard, and since it is in the order of 
God's good providence, it is best it should be so ; nevertheless, 
we, in our weakness, find it hard to part from those by whose 
side we have walked from childhood's years, and are sometimes 
apt to forget, in our grief for the loss of these blessings, how Inany 
yet remain for which we have great cause for thankfulness." 

c 6  You may well say that, Barty. When our boy died-that 
was five years before Maysie was born, and he was two years old 
-I grieved very sore, and it seemed to me as if life were scarce 
worth living without him ; but now, when I see how vexed and 
troubled is poor Hugh Capel with the wild doings of that son of 
his, and think, too, what is to become of Ralph himself if he still 
continue in his wickedness, I am bound to be thankful that my 
boy was taken away while he was young and innocent, and that 
I have yet left to me so good a child as Maysie." 

Doth Ralph Capel continue then so wild ? " asked Eartholo- 
mew. 

' c  Worse than ever, I fear m e ;  he hangs on now to the skirts 
of one Master Robert Carr, whom the king has picked up no one 

knows where, and taken into highest favour; and wherein Ralph 
was before wanting in the way of wickedness, that gentleman is 
well able to teach him. But, hush ! that is Hugh Capel, if I 
err not." 

There was the sound of a heavy footstep on the stairs, and in 
another moment the old Puritan entered. H e  looked surprised at  
seeing Bartholomew, but greeted him cordially, ere he replied to 
the question of his old friend, " What hath brought you back so 
soon ? " 

" My business was done, and there was nought else to remain 
for. Some of my old friends are dead, and others changed; I 
felt with them as a stranger in a strange land, and was glad to 
return as soon as might be." 

Have you seen Alice yet? " 
Nay, I did but arrive last evening, and it was too late then 

to go ; besides, she and John have each other, and need me not." 
You are scarce doing the young folks justice, Hugh ; they are 

always glad to see us elders among them, happy though they be 
in each other's company. But tell us now what news you found 
stirring in Canterbury." 

Nought of importance : the chief interest of folks, it seems to 
me, centres around this new translation of the Bible, which has 
been so long promised to us;  some profess to think it will cause 
a great awakening in the Church, and that the priests, finding 
her doctrines established by authority, and their hands thereby 
strengthened, may be the better enabled to edify the people. I 
doubt me, however, those faithless shepherds will scarce so easily 
be brought to cease from their sloth and wickedness, and turn to 
minding their duty and the welfare of their flocks." 

'' TO my poor understanding," said Simon, "it seemeth these 
wise inen are so long over their work, we shall scarce see the end 
of it in this generation. Why, already some of the translators have 
died in the midst of their labours, if I mistake not." 

Yes, one to my knowledge," answered Bartholomew ; and 
he not the least able of them all-Dr. Reynolds ; he died full 
two years since ; but let us trust God will raise up other labourers 
in the place of those H e  calls away ; for the task must needs be 
a lengthy one, and requiring much care and patience as well as 



learning, else might errors easily creep in. 'Truly, such workers 
as Dr. Reynolds can ill be spared, for he was, I verily believe, an 
honest man, and one not obstinately wedded to his own opinion 
if he found it did not bear the test of truth. Have you heard of 
the curious contention betwixt him and his brother William?" 
" Nay ; what was it about ? " asked Simon, evidently interested, 
"It took place when they were young men,'hnswered Bartholo- 

mew. John was Papist, and William Protestant ; and each, be- 
coming anxious about the safety of the other's soul, strove earnestly 
to convert his brother, rand with such success, that John forthwith 
turned Protestant, and William Papist." 

Truly, that was a strange ending to their contention, and a 
rare one, I warrant me," said Simon. " Did each continue to 
maintain his new opinion ? " 

"Yes, to the end sf their days, as I have heard; both were 
firmly convinced." 

But it must have lain heavily on John Reynolds' conscience," 
broke in Hugh Capel abruptly, "that he had been the instrument 
of Satan in delivering over his brother's soul to the scarlet woman. 
I mind me, though, he has done good service against her in com- 
bating that son and servant of hers, Robert Bellarmine." 

Yes, he was, indeed, an able as well a learned man," replied 
Bartholomew ; "and as to his conversion of his brother, Master 
Capel, since he strove in good faith, I see not that he need have 
felt himself to blame : a man can only walk by the measure of 
truth he has." 

Yea, by the measure of t ~ u t h  ; but, an he believe in a lie, and 
seek to spread that, what then ? "  cried Hugh Capel, with some 
warmth, " will you say still, he is not to blame?" 

Yes, even then," said Bartholomew firmly, " if he in his heart 
believe the lie to be truth, because, as it seems to me, truth for us 
mortal men must needs be but relative, since our knowledge even 
of the commonest things is so limited.'' 

"Nay, nay, that is but trifling talk, and tends not to edifying," 
replied Capel, in an impatient tone ; and taking a well-worn Bible 
from his pouch-"God's truth lies here, for any to read whose 
eyes are not blinded by the fashions of this world, or their own 
conceit." 

But may it not be variously interpreted, according to the 
temper of men's minds ? " suggested Bartholomew. 

Why should it-seeing that they alone who are led thereto by 
the Spirit of God call interpret it aright ? " replied the old man 
vehemently. 

Yet, will you not allow that truth may be many-sided-?" 
I crave your mercy, Barty," interrupted Simon ; "get not 

Hugh upon this track, or there will be no end to the disputa- 
tion. And here comes Maysie, to summon us to dinner-a 
much more profitable occupation for all, I take it. Nonsense, 
you will stay and eat with us ! " he added, as his old friend 
seemed to hesitate ; " and afterwards, if you will, you can walk 
with Barty and Maysie to see Alice ; not that I wish to be rid of 
your company.)' 

"Nay, but I have business of importance soon after mid-day ; 
if that detain me not too long, I may look in to see Alice this 
evening." 

Well, come now, and let Maysie's pasty and my good ale help 
to strengthen you for that business, whatever it may be." And so 
saying, Simon led the way downstairs, and was soon hospitably 
engaged in supplying the wants of his guests, the while he kept 
up a flow of lively talk on various subjects with his daughter and 
Bartl~olomew, in which, although Hugh Capel did not join, he 
seemed to manifest a sort of grim interest. The meal ended, he 
took his departure, Mistress Lingard retired to her own apart- 
ment, and Maysie to prepare for her walk, leaving Bartholomew 
and Simon Lingard sole occupants of the dining-room. 

"I am not always quite easy about Maysie," said the latter, 
when they were alone together. "Sometimes I have cause to 
fear that young villain, Ralph Capel, has designs upon her, and 
I bethink me if I were taken away, it might go very hard with 
her, poor child, young and innocent as she is ; he has no sense 
of honour, save that base coin which goes by the name among 
his boon companions.' H e  sighed heavily, and Bartholomew 
asked,- 

" Have you reason to think he hath sought to entrap her in 
any way ? " 

" Nay, save from what has gone before, and hints received in 



Bartholomew Legate. Bavthodo~~zew Legate. 
- 

various quarters ; but 'tis enough, and I dare not let her walk 
out alone now." 

That is wise in any case, for the streets appear to me scarce 
as orderly as they formerly were ; yet I trust the danger may not 
be so great as you fear. Ralph must know you will do all in 
your power for the protection of Maysie, and he is scarce the 
man, I take it, to endanger himself in the pursuit of his designs, 
however pleasing they may be." 

H e  has powerful friends, Barty, and high interest at Court ; 
while I am only a poor city tradesman, with no interest anywhere, 
save among my fellows and the 'prentice lads." 

"And they would form a pretty strong army," said Bartholo- 
mew, with a smile ; " but I hope, dear friend," he continued, in 
a graver tone, "you will not fail to count upon me also whenever 
I can be of service to you or Maysie, and in any way; it will 
always be a pleasure to me." 

'' I know it, I know it, dear lad," replied Simon, laying his hand 
affectionately on Bartholomew's arm ; and there is no one to 
whose protection I would sooner trust my Maysie than yourself; 
but a father must needs be anxious about his one little ewe lamb; 
nevertheless, I will try not to fret myself without cause. What 
meant you by saying you thought the streets scarce so orderly as 
formerly ? " 

Bartholomew thereupon related his own encounter of the morn- 
ing with the young gallants; and when he had ended, Simon 
said, - 

" Yes, that is the way many of our so-called gentlemen delight 
to amuse their leisure. I trust, however, you have not made 
yourself an enemy by your conduct ? " 

"Nay, I think there is no danger of that," said Bartholomew, 
with a smile ; " one only showed himself aggrieved at my treat- 
ment of his insolence, and his friend took not his part, but, contrari- 
wise, was civil and respectful to me." 

Maysie now made her appearance, and she and Bartholomew 
were soon threading their way through the busy streets, the latter 
enjoying the fresh delight of his companion at each object of 
interest-the passers-by, the wares in the shop windows, and last 
but not least, the occasional views of fields and meadows, hills 

and trees, that met their eyes when they had passed through the 
Bishops-gate. 

Alice received Maysie with a warm welcome, and led her up 
to Mistress Alison, whose delight at seeing once more her little 
pet of former days, albeit she found it difficult to recognise her 
in the tall, blooming maiden now before her, was almost un- 
bounded. 

But thou hast grown a fine wench ! "  she said, as she held 
Maysie at arm's length, and surveyed her from head to foot. 

Dost mind what thou wert wont to call thyself? Barty's little 
wife ! Ay, and he might do worse now, and so mightst thou, my 
maid; for he's a good, true man, and would make any woman 
happy." 

Maysie's cheeks were suffused with blushes, and Alice, pitying 
her embarrassment, came and carried her off to look at the baby 
lying asleep. On their return to the room, they found Bartholo- 
mew there writing letters, while Kate was busied with her spinning- 
wheel. Perhaps she was aware of the confusion her outspokenness 
had caused to Maysie, for she did not again refer to the subject ; 
but instead, questioned her kindly concerning her father and aunt ; 
and then chatted away in her quaint, homely fashion about Hol- 
land, and the manners and customs of its people, until the young 
girl was thoroughly interested, and Alice brought her baby and 
sat down also to listen. While thus engaged, there was a sudden 
commotion in the street below, and John, coming upstairs, bade 
them look from the window at  the Morris-dancers, some eight or 
ten young men, fantastically attired, and well masked. 

"Just see," he said, "what grotesque figures they have made 
of themselves ; it's a queer amusement ! One wonders they can- 
not better occupy their time." 

"1 am glad I am not in the street," said Maysie, as she watched 
the antics of the dancers ; " I should be afraid of them. See, 
they have made that poor girl cry ! " 

Come away from the window, Maysie ! " 
I t  was John's voice that spoke, and at the same moment, 

Bartholomew observed the gaze of one of the dancers fixed upon 
the maiden, the while he threw himself on one knee on the ground 
in an attitude of mock supplication. Maysie crimsoned, then 

N 
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turned very pale, and withdrew immediately ; while John said, 
in a low voice, to Bartholomew,- 

I t  is Ralph ! I would he had not seen Maysie; I fear me he 
hath evil designs upon her, and will some day contrive to carry 
them out." 

( L  Nay, John," was the answer, '' that he shall never do ; though 
I would fain hope he hath yet some good feeling left, and would 
hesitate to sacrifice a pure-souled maiden to his selfish desires ; 
but come what may, if we who love her are loyal and true, no 
harm can reach Maysie." 

CHAPTER XXI. 

HY not go in and woo her for yourself fairly and openly, L' 
Capel? I would if I were you. Depend upon it, 

whatever he may say, her father would be glad enough to have 
his pretty daughter married to a man with your prospects, for 
who knows what may be in store for you in the way of places and 
preferments ? Or shall I woo her for you ? You know I would 
do aught to serve a friend, though truly it might be a dangerous 
experiment. I own I am getting to be sweet upon her myself, 
and if she were to prefer me to you?-there are differences of 
opinion even in respect of beauty." 

The speaker, a short thick-set, fresh-coloured young man, with 
a countenance resembling that of a bull-terrier, leered impudently, 
as he concluded, into his companion's face, and nudged him 
familiarly in the side. Ralph Capel drew back with an indignant 
gesture, saying in a petulant tone, as he  walked to the window : 

" Don't be a fool, Lester ; I have told you her father hates me 
like poison, and would sooner see his daughter in her grave than 
married to me. He's as proud, too, as Lucifer, and thinks a city 
tradesman better than a lord. I t  would be as much use trying 
to speak him fair as to silence you when you are drunk." 

" Keep your insolence to yourself, Capel," returned the other 
growing very red, and laying his hand on the hilt of his sword. 

I'm no more of a chatterer than you are, nor a fool either; and 
not so much of a coward, as I am ready to prove." 

" Take back that word, Lester, or you shall repent it," said 
Ralph, striding towards him with his hand upon his dagger. 

"If you gentlemen have a mind to quarrel and fight, methinks 
it were more seemly to go out of doors and not to brawl so near 
his Majesty's apartments, remarked a third speaker, in a quiet 
though somewhat sarcastic tone, and without raising his eyes from 
his book. His wcrds, however, had the desired effect, for the 
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disputants ceased their jarring. Ralph returned to the windoiv 
and stood looking out idly on the river, while Lester solnewhat 
sulkily seated himself on a stool, and pulling his sword from its 
sheath, began examining the blade. 

I s  it rusting for want of use, my doughty little warrior ? " said 
the reader, looking up at  length from his book, and exhibiting 
a countenance of almost effeminate beauty, with its delicate 
complexion and finely-cut features set off by the long waving 
chestnut hair, though its charm was considerably marred by the 
scornful curl of the lip and the coldness of the steel-blue eyes. 

I t  will soon, if I remain here much longer," answered Lester 
moodily. I'm downright tired of this kind of life, hanging about 
from morning till night with nothing to do. I wish his Highness 
would send me abroad, or even to Ireland. I wouldn't care 

where." 
c c  Probably others may wish so too," was the quiet reply. 
Lester looked up quickly, but his wit was scarcely sharp enough 

to detect with certainty the covert satire, and his companion's 
bland smile laid to rest immediately any suspicion his words 
might have awakened, and he continued in an earnest tone,- 

" I t  is very well for you and Capel ; you are born courtiers, and 
tis an easy matter for you to kick your heels about ill the king's 
lobby, or dangle after the women when they go walking or hawk- 
ing; but with me the thing is different, I have been a soldier 
ever since I was fourteen, and used to camps and not to courts, 
and that is the life most meet for me, especially when there is 
plenty of fighting to be done." 

And the rewards of valour to be obtained,-that can I well 
oelieve, and save that his Majesty would be deprived of your 
valued attentions to his sacred person, and we of your pleasant 
company, it were surely a pity not to resume so congenial an 
occupation without delay. Say you not so, Capel ? )' 

I have nought to say, for I have paid no heed to your chat- 
tering," replied Ralph somewhat sullenly, and without looking 
round. 

I t  matters not, dear gossip, since that is your agreeable 
humour; but lest I should further disturb your meditative mood, 
I will e'en walk abroad for awhile. Methinks the outer air is 

freer from storm than that within. Farewell, my esteemed 
cronies ! " 

" Nay, if you are going out, Carey, I will come too," exclaimed 
Lester, rising from his seat, and hastily thrusting his sword back 
into its scabbard. "His Highness will not be out of his chamber 
for these two hour$ and Capel is none such pleasant company 
when he takes to sulking ; not a word good or bad will he  speak." 

"That is no failing of yours, Lester ; lay the comfort to your 
soul. Methinks your tongue would wag were your head off your 
shoulders. But come, an you will, only I crave you of your 
mercy, begin not brawling with the first man who claims his just 
share of the right of way. I t  is an ill habit, and will surely some 
time lead to mischief; besides, it is unseemly, and may bring 
discredit on your friends as well as upon yourself." And having 
thus spoken with the air of a mentor, Carey drew on his gloves, 
took his plumed hat in his hand, and sauntered leisurely from 
the room, followed by Lester, who had received the admonitions 
of his friend with the most exemplary patience, without even 
attempting a reply. 

Ralph still remained after their departure, standing moodily by 
the window. Before his eyes lay the river sparkling in the Sep- 
tember sunshine, and reflecting in its clear depths the blue sky, 
the green banks, and the white sails of the little craft moving on 
its calm bosom. From time to time sounds of voices and peals 
of merry laughter were borne upwards on the breeze, as some 
gaily painted barge with its freight of noble ladies and courtly 
gallants floated by, and the whole air seemed filled with joyous- 
ness and delight. But it was all lost upon him as he  stood there, 
his eyes fixed upon vacancy, and his fingers idly toying with the 
hilt of his dagger. Ralph Capel's thoughts were far away from 
Whitehall and the river, and all the pleasant sights and sounds of 
this pleasant autumn morning. Back into the past they had 
wandered, to hours of happy and innocent childhood, when his 
mother's loving smile had been his heaven, and her gentle influ. 
ence always a t  hand to restrain his sometime wayward will, and 
soften the terror of his father's sternness. H e  remembered her 
affectionate pride in him, her only son, and the hopes she fondly 
cherished for his future, this lovely, loving Puritan mother. 



What would she think of him now? H o w  would his gay, 
careless, pleasure-seeking life appear to her clear holy gaze? 
Would she not be ashamed of hinl; nay, might not she even 
disown him as her son?  H e  remembered, too, with unspeak- 
able sadness the charge she had comnlitted to hini on her death- 
bed-to love and cherish and protect his young sister, to shield 
her from harm, and by his brotherly affection make her life bright 
and happy : for, alas ! how had he fulfilled the trust which should 
have been held so sacred? I t  was true that Alice had grown up 
good and pure as even her mother could have desired, but what 
had he to do with that? what example had he set her but that of 
selfish wilfulness and disregard of nearly every law human or 
Divine? I t  was true that she was happy now in the love of her 
husband and little child, and the cheerful fulfilment of the duties 
of her quiet lot ; but, alas! he knew too well how her girlhood 
had been saddened by his perverse rebelliousness, and repeated 
quarrels with his father, ending at last in their total estrangement. 
Looking back over the past, what had he to show for his life but 
folly, wickedness, and an empty counterfeit of honours, with 
scarcely one unselfish thought, one disinterested deed of kind- 
ness, one earnest desire for better things in himself or others to 
redeem its worthlessness ? And what was to be the end of it all, 
the end that must inevitably come? So ran involuntarily the 
current of Ralph's thoughts, turned into that channel by the events 
of yesterday, when clad in his mumming garb he had caught sight, 
not only of the sweet fair faces of his sister and Maysie Lingard, 
so innocent and happy in the quiet simplicity of their lot, but also 
of that of Bartholomew Legate, with its grave yet kindly smile, 
and the calm dark eyes, whose piercing glance had fallen upon 
his soul like that of the accusing angel, revealing to him the sad 
contrast between what he was and what he might have been. 
Oh ! if two years ago he had accepted the counsel and followed 
the guidance of that true, strong friend, if he had but yielded to 
the strivings of the better spirit within him, how different might 
he not have been by now ! But was it yet too late ? H e  would 
seek Master Legate, would confide in him, and ask his help. 
Then arose the thought how would he receive him? Ralph 
hesitated, remembering, with something approaching shame, the 

cold ingratitude with which he had repaid the unremitting care, 
the kindly solicitude that had watched over him in his sickness 
with more than a brother's tenderness, and pride forbade his 
risking a possibIe repuIse, even while his heart yearned for the 
strength and sympathy he felt sure would not be denied to him. 
H e  was still busied with these reflections when the tunes of a quick 
clear voice fell upon his ear, startling him from his reverie. 

"Sdeath ! Capel, man ; you must be distraught or dreaming. 
I called you three times, and you answered not a word. Then I 
sent young Phi1 Holt, and the boy came back looking as fearsome 
as he had seen a ghost, and saying you would pay no heed to 
him. What ails you ? Are you sick, or were your potations 
  er chance too deep last night ?" And the speaker, a tall man of 
five and twenty, with sparkling blue eyes, hair and pointed beard 
of an alaburn hue, and well cut features lighted by an animated 
smile, and as to his person dressed in the height of fashion, laid his 
hand on Ralph's shoulder with a half friendly, half patronising air. 

" Nought ails me, Master Casr,', replied the latter; I was but 
thinking." 

"And that is none so coinmon an employ with you, rnethinks. 
Surely it must have been a weighty matter to have thus held your 
attention." 
""I was truly of some import. P was considering whether I 

should not quit the Caurt and return to my father." 
" Quit the Court I By'r Lady, Capel, I do verily believe some 

madness hath possessed your brain. Would you bury yourself 
alive, or is it that you hope so to gain your pretty mistress? May, 
Ralph, be not a fool; stay where you are, and take my word for 
it the damsel will soon yield herself to your advances. But come 
now, his Highness would have you carry a letter for him to the 
Dutch a~bassadcsr, and deliver it into his own hands, though 
beshrew me If its purport is like to be of much concern to either 
state," he added with a laugh. 

Is  the king yet in his chamber? " asked RaIph. 
"Indeed is he, and pen-scratching all the morn. H e  hath 

been too busied with his writing even to put off his night-cap, 
though by my faith he must have worn it for this year past with- 
out letting it see the wash tub ; and I mind me that is an ill 
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omen, and betokeneth a peevish humour when none of his fa'ar,cie3 
must be crossed, so 'twere best to attend on him without longer 
delay; but I pray you not a word of this nonsense to his High- 
ness about quitting the Court, lest he take you too seriously and 
give you instant dismissal, anci that were a thousand pities seeing 
how well yo~l  stand with him now, besides that I would be loth to 
lose my sweet gossip.'' H e  added these last words In a tone of 
pleasant flattery that had its due effect upon Ralph, who readily 
promised obedience to his patron's desire, and without more ado 
followed him to the royal bed-chamber, where at a table covered 
with writing materials and a confused pile of papers, sat in very 
dirty dishabille, with pen in hand, the king of England. R e  
raised his head as they entered, and, in querulous tone and broad 
Scotch accent, demanded to know why they had delayed so long 
attending to his behest. 

Craving your Highness's pardon, 'tis not the time that hath 
been long, but rather your Highness's lack of patience that made 
it appear so," said Ralph's companion with an air of great cool- 
ness and unconcern. 

" The deil tak ye, Robert, for your insolence," returned his 
Highness. " Our lack of patience forsooth ! Dinna ye ken that 
the king is the Lord's anointed, and no to be thscht of as anither 
mon? ', 

Even so, your Highness," replied the favourite in a tone of 
insolent familiarity, indicating a tolerably close acquaintance with 
his royal master's idiosyncrasies ; " and therefore the king's sub- 
jects nlay well expect to find in him more astounding proofs of 
virtue than in one of themse2ves." 

God save us, mon ; you are aye unco ready with an answer 
for gude or ill, but you maun keep silence noo. Our business is 
with your friend and not yourself. Come hither, Ralph Capel ! " 

Ralph advanced with a low obeisance, and having received the 
missive from the king with the injul~ction to be sure to deliver it 
into his Excellency's own hand, and promised obedience thereto, 
he quitted the apartment with the same deferential manner, much 
to the king's satisfaction, as was evidenced by his remarking to 
Robert Carr, who had stood looking on with a half-contemptuous, 
half-amused smile,- 

"That is a verra discreet and well-mannered young man, 
Robbie, 'twere a pity if you took not example by him." 

Ralph meanwhile was making the best of his way to the flighr 
of steps leading from the palace grounds down to the river. H e  
passed along quickly so as to escape recognition by any of his 
intimates, for he was still troubled with his thoughts, and anxious 
to be alone. A boat was waiting at the steps, and he was soon 
rowed to within a short distance of his destination, and had the 
good fortune to accomplish his mission without delay; for his 
Excellency being on the point of going out, access to him was 
easily obtained. 

The interview was, however, short, the ambassador intimating 
that a reply would be sent to the king in due course, and Ralph 
accordingly took his leave, and was proceeding in the direction of 
the river with the intention of returning to Whitehall by the way 
he had come, when he suddenly felt a hand upon his shoulder, 
and Carey's voice exclaimed,- 

" The man I was seeking ! but what are you doing here ? " 
'' I have been on the king's business," returned Ralph some- 

what stiffly. 
"And I on that of the queen, which I doubt not is of as grave 

a nature as her consort's. She hath bidden me to discover two or 
three well-favoured youths to take part as mermen, or sea-gods, in 
the grand new masque to be played a se'nnight hence ; and as I 
know no prettier man than yourself, I would fain you should 
come with me at once to Denmark House and set her Majesty's 
mind somewhat at ease." 

This adroit piece of flattery and the accompanying friendliness 
of manner were not without influence upon Ralph, who already 
felt his love of pleasure and impatience of moral restraint regain- 
ing their old sway, and with very little more persuasion he 
yielded to his friend's desire, and together they turned their steps 
towards Denmark House. 

I t  was nearly mid-day, and the pleasant thoroughfare of the 
Strand presented quite a lively aspect from the crowds of people 
that were abroad, among whom were several who gave courteous 
greeting to Carey and his companion, as they walked leisurely 
along. Suddenly the former came to a standstill, and looking 



back, asked of Ralph, as he pointed to a tall figure fast receding 
in the distance,- 

" Did you notice who passed us? " 
" No ; who was it ? " 
"The man who tended you during your sickness in the 

Temple. I forget his name, but he was a preacher if I mistake 
not ; and pity it is he should be such a fanatic, for he hath a 
handsome face and a goodly presence. Do you ever see aught 
of him now ? " 

" Nay, I scarce knew he was in England until  yesterday,'^ 
answered Ralph, a little uneasily ; for the bare thought of Bar- 
tholomew Legate seemed sufficient to bring back the self-searching, 
self-accusing spirit, with which he had striven so painfully but a 
few hours since. Carey noticed the gathering gloom on his 
friend's countenance, and in his light easy way dashed into a 
voluble flow of talk on different subjects with wonderful rapidity, 
and by the time they reached the queen's palace, Ralph's manner 
had resumed something of its wonted gaiety, and he was able to 
enter with sufficient zest into the manifold and elaborate arrange- 
ments necessary for presenting the masque with due effect to 
satisfy even the queen and her ladies. Yet ever and anon his 
thoughts would revert to the house by the Bishops-gate, and the 
faces that had looked upon him from its windows, and he would 
find himself contrasting the fresh girlish beauty of Maysie in all its 
innocent simplicity with the affected manners and showy charms, 
aided by the accessories of art, of the ladies of the Court. 

And meanwhile, Maysie was sitting where he had last seen her 
with Alice by her side, and Alice's baby on her lap, while with 
downcast eyes and a warm flush in her cheeks she confided tc 
her bosom-friend some of the secrets of her heart. 

" But you must never, never tell him, or any one else, Alice," 
she said in earnest tones. " I should die if I thought he knew." 

Trust me, sweet," answered Alice ; " your secret is safe in my 
keeping, though indeed to love a good man is nought to be 
ashamed of, and I am sure it would gladden Master Legate to 
know, and our good Kate also ; but fear not, I will say nought 
to any until you give me leave. 

CHAPTER XXII. 

I T was a chill evening in October, for although the light of 
the setting sun yet tinged with a rosy hue the towers and 

steeples of the many churches which adorned the fair city of 
London, the north-west wind blew with a keenness that felt like 
a foretaste of the coming winter, and caused the solitary watcher 
in the silent God's acre to draw his cloak more closely around 
him, and pace to and fro with a quicker step. I t  was now about 
four weeks since Bartholomew arrived in England, and he and 
Kate had been settled for the last fortnight in lodgings in a house 
in Iremonger Lane, a street leading directly out of the busy 
thoroughfare of the West Chepe, and therefore in close proximity 
to the Lingards, with the traditional distinction of being close to, 
if not the actual site of the birthplace of Thomas B Becket, and 
the additional advantage of being very quiet and secluded, and 
well-suited to the needs of the student of men and books. True, 
it was inconveniently narrow, the upper storeys of the opposite 
houses almost meeting overhead, but about the centre of the 
street, both light and air were afforded by the churchyards, almost 
adjoining, of the churches of two parishes distant less than a 
stone's-throw from each other; and Bartholomew, who was 
already finding in his new charge much to trouble and perplex 
him, would often turn with a grateful sense of relief out of the 
noise and bustle of the main thoroughfare into this quiet, peace- 
ful retreat, where it was, at least, possible to think and plan with- 
out fear of interruption, for the inhabitants were orderly, stay-at- 
home folks, whose chief interest was centred in their business or 
families. Not unfrequently too, as on this evening, he would be- 
take himself to the churchyard, where, with no companionship 
save that of the quiet dead, he could think out, undisturbed, how 
best to cope with the constantly recurring difficulties in his con- 
gregation, or the subject of his next sermon, or perchance, some 
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even pleasanter topic chiefly concerning himself. This evening, 
however, it ivas no pleasant thought that occupied his mind. On  
the contrary, it was considerably troubled a b ~ u t  some dissensions 
from within his little flock, arising out of the jealousies that had 
sprung up years ago between the Londoners proper and the 
foreigners resident in the English capital, relative to certain trade 
privileges which many of the former persisted in believing the 
latter still to possess, altl~ough in reality they had been withdrawn 
from them long since. Among the members of his congregation, 
he  numbered some from both these classes, and it was no small pain 
to him to note the cold averted glances, and occasioi~ally more 
strongly marked evidences of ill-will on the part of each towards 
the other, so sadly at  variance with their mutual professions of 
Christianity. To-day he had visited some of these offenders, and 
remonstrated with them on account of their unworthy conduct, 
not withholding stern reproof, yet without, as he feared, effecting 
much good in the direction he so earnestly desired, while he had 
certainly risked giving dire offence. But Bartholomew was no 
faint-hearted pastor, who feared to speak the truth lest displeasure 
should fall upon himself. The  work to which he had devoted 
his life was none of his own, but God's, and it behoved him 
therefore to fulfil his duty to the utmost of his power, undeterred 
by fear of consequences ; and he resolved by the Divine blessing, 
that come what might, his people should learn to live ii~orthy of 
their calling as disciples of the Prince of peace, as children of 
Him who makes His sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and 
sendeth rain on the just and on the unjust. 

Filled with these thoughts, he continued to pace to and fro, 
as heedless of the darkness that had fallen around him as of the 
increasing chill of the night wind, when he  was suddenly startled 
by a voice from above : 

" Barty, dost know it's nigh upon eight o' the clock? and thou 
hast had nor bit nor sup since the forenoon; come in, I pray 
thee, now, and get thy supper, or thou'lt surely be sick." 

H e  looked up with a smile, and seeing by the light from the 
open casement the well-known mutch leaning out therefrom, 
answered cheerily : " No fear of that, Kate ; but 1'11 come ; and 
passing out of the churchyard, he entered the house at its corner, 
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mounted the steep narrow stairs, and made his way into a fairly 
sized, but low-ceiled room, where his old nurse stood waiting to 
receive him with a smile of pleasure. 

'' Well, this is coinfort ! " he exclaimed, as having surveyed the 
brightly blazing hearth, and the board covered with the whitest of 
napery and spread with a substantial repast, he seated himself 
in the high-backed chair by the fire, and spread out his hands to 
the grateful warmth. " I know not what I should do without thee, 
!good mother Kate." 

" Thou must learn to," she answered somewhat grimly ; " for I 
can scarce be with thee much longer now,-not but what thou'lt do 
well enough when thou hast thy wife, though I'm thinking there'll 
be times when she'll have her hands full, and be glad to come to 
old Kate to learn how to make thee do what's good for thee." 

Bartholomew rose, and taking both her hands in his, said with 
an affectionate smile : " There is no likelihood, dear Kate, of my 
taking a wife, and I trust God will spare thee to me for many 
years to come." 

" Nay, but I would that thou shouldst marry ; and it matters 
not that she be young, for she's a good wench and will grow old 
soon enough; and her aunt has brought her up to be house- 
wifely, and not to eat the bread of idleness." 

" I know not of whom thou art talking," answered Bartholo- 
mew in a bewildered tone, and half in fear lest Kate had taken 
leave of her senses. 

" Of whom should I speak but of Maysie Lingard ? " she re- 
plied ; " it needs no witch to tell that her heart is given to thee, 
though she be too modest to show it, as some girls would ; and 
she's a colxely maiden too, Barty, that might win any man's love." 

" I know it, Kate, and she would be worthy of the best she 
could win ; but I do  not think she cares for me in that way at  all. 
I would it were so, but I am old enough to be her father, and it 
would seen1 scarce fair to tie her bright young life down to such as 
mine, though God knows she is very, very dear to me." 

" Do thou but try her, Barty," returned Kate, as she proceeded 
to carve the pullet and pour out the ale ; "if she should say thee 
nay, I'll ne'er have faith in maid again, if I live to a hundred." 

Bartholomew smiled as he drew his chair to the table. I t  was 
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a pleasant thought, but he could scarce believe in the possibility 
of its realization, notwithstanding Kate's assurance of his success, 
and therefore turned the conversation into other channels, feeling 
it safest not to let his mind dwell on the improbable, however 
agreeable it might be. 

As soon as supper was over, the old woman retired to rest, and 
Bartholomew having re-trimmed the lamp and placed another log 
on the fire, sat down for an hour's quiet study of the Greek 
Testament, one of his favourite relaxations, and was soon lost to 
all besides. How long he had sat thus poring over the crabbed 
characters he knew no t ;  but he was suddenly aroused by a 
violent gust of wind which shook the insecure fastening of the 
casement and forced it open, extinguishing the lamp at tlle same 
moment, and thus plunging the room into almost total darkness, 
for the fire had nearly burnt itself out. Eartholomew hastened to 
assure himself of the safety of his treasured book, the leaves of 
which yet fluttered in the half-spent gale, and then proceeded to 
close the casement. As he leaned out for this purpose, the un- 
usual sound, for that time of night, of voices in the churchyard 
below fell upon his ear. I t  was too dark to see anything; but as 
he felt about for the refractory fastening, a low laugh reached him, 
and then the words, "Little Maysie," and "Old Simon." H e  
was listening now intently, and although he could hear nothing 
but fragments of sentences, caught enough of the conversation to 
understand that a plot was on foot for the forcible abduction of 
Maysie Lingard ; but of the manner thereof, and the time at 
which it was to be put into execution, he was yet in ignorance. 
But as he strained his ear to listen, he heard with tolerable 
distinctness, " half-past seven to-morrow " ; and then tlle footsteps 
receded in the distance. His first impulse was to rush out and 
endeavour to overtake and capture the would-be abductors, and 
he had nearly reached the street door with that intent; but a 
moment's reflection convinced hinl that such a course would be 
anything but prudent, seeing that he was alone and unarmed, and 
might therefore be easily overpowered and kept out of the way 
until the wicked deed was done. H e  accordingly returned to the 
room and looked out again, but all was quiet now in the church- 
yard, and having closed the casement, he went to bed, though not 

to sleep, for his mind was terribly perplexed as to the best course 
to take in order to shield Maysie from the impending danger. 
Whether to tell her father and John White, or whether to keep 
the secret to himself until he could gain some other clue : which 
would be the wisest plan ? Unfortunately, he had been unable 
to recognise the voices of the speakers, and could therefore only 

as to who they might be, and mere conjecture was 
scarcely safe to act upon. I t  was highly probable that Ralpli 
Cape1 was the chief mover in the wicked business, *but not quite 
certain, and moreover, he would be sure not to act alone. At 
length, after much deliberation, his mind was made up : he would 
keep his own counsel, at all events until the next evening, when 
if he had entirely failed in obtaining further information, Simon 
Lingard should be made acquainted with what he had heard, and 
Maysie having been placed in safety, they two would await 
together the attempt to carry out the villainous scheme. And 
having formed this resolution, he fell asleep for the two or three 
hours that remained ere it was broad day, but his dreams were 
confused, and he awoke not much refreshed, and feeling quite un- 
fit for his usual duties. 

" Barty," said Kate, as he took his seat at the breakfast table, 
thou shouldst have a better care over thyself, and not sit up so 

late o' nights. It puzzles my head to think what need thou hast 
to be poring over thy books, just as if thou wert not as learned 
as any need to be. In  my time folks were not wont so to turn 
night into day, and they were far stronger and had a better colour 
in their faces than thou hast in thine this morn." 

"True, Kate, I did transgress last night, but the books were 
not all to blame ; and as to my colour, perchance I am missing 
the fresh air we were wont to enjoy. If there's nought to hinder, 
what say you to a boat to Lambeth and an hour's stroll in the 
green fields this fine sunshiny morning ? " 

Thou wilt have no time, Barty ; and there the dinner to see 
to," she replied in a tone he well understood to mean she would 
like it very much. 

" I have time for nought else this morning, and as to the dinner 
we will find that when the appetite for it has come ; so get ready, 
and we will go at once." 
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Indeed, Bartholomew did feel too troubled and anxious to be 
able to settle down to his usual routine ; and had besides a vague 
sort of notion that down by the river he might chance to hear or 
see what would give a clue to the real authors of the plot against 
Maysie,-truly a most unlikely thing to occur, as he told himself 
over and over again, but nevertheless the conviction of its im- 
probability was insufficient to drive it from his mind. 

Kate was soon ready, and together they went forth in the 
pleasant autumn morning. The air was fresh and invigorating, and 
Bartholomew quickly found his spirits reviving beneath the 
kindly influences of the sun and breeze, and chatted cheerfully to 
his companion, as they made their way along the noisy Chepe, 
and through the narrow tortuous by-ways leading down to the 
river, while she in her turn talked and listened, and enjoyed to 
the full the rare happiness of holiday-making with her dear mas- 
ter. There was no difficulty at that hour of the day in securing 
a boat, and they were soon enjoying its easy motion over the 
slightly rippled surface of the clear and sparkling river, and the 
goodly views the banks afforded of stately houses surrounded by 
their pleasure gardens, of leafy trees and green hills stretching far 
away into the distance. Just before arriving at the archbishop's 
palace at Lambeth, they disembarked, and walked up to and 
around the stately edifice ; then, turning off into the country, 
strolled along the pleasant lanes and peaceful green meadows, until 
Kate was weary, when they entered a little roadside inn for rest 
and refreshment ere they returned home. I t  was a very humble 
place; yet two gaily caparisoned horses were standing at the door 
in charge of a rough unkempt lad, and in the guest-room they 
found two fashionably attired gallants engaged in reckoning with 
the host. The apartment was somewhat dark, and the men took 
their departure almost immediately, so that Bartholomew had no 
opportunity of seeing their faces; but as they were leaving, one 
remarked to the other, as he pulled a watch from his pouch, 
"There is no need for such haste, Jack; half-past seven is the 
hour, and the wench is certain not to be beforehand. She likes 
not her job too well, I take it ; it would scarce surprise me if she 
failed us." 

There was something strangely familiar in the tone of the voice, 

and in the present condition of Bartholomew's mind the words 
seemed as if they might have some bearing on the plot against 
~ a y s i e .  ~e was hastening out in the hope of discovering who 
the strangers were, when the entrance of the landlord delayed 
him for a moment, and he reached the porch just in time to 
see Ralph Cape1 and his companion set spur to their horses 
and gallop away. I t  was hopeless to attempt to follow them on 
foot, even could any good end be gained thereby ; so return- 
illg into the house he ordered refreshment to be produced 
immediately, that they might lose no time in getting back to 
London. 

L' I know not what has come to thee this day, Barty," Kate 
said, observing that he ate scarcely anything ; thou art not 
wont to quarrel with thy victuals. Hath aught happened to vex 
thee ? " 

In  truth, good Kate, I am somewhat troubled," he answered. 
Perchance to-morrow I may be able to tell thee the cause." 
She inquired no further, but left him to his own reflections, 

until, having finished her meal, she was able to announce her 
readiness to depart. AS they started on their homeward journey, 
the sun no longer shone as in the morning ; the sky was grey and 
lowering, and the wind blew chill upon the river. Bartholomew 
took off his cloak and wrapped it around Kate in spite of her 
protestations ; for himself he seemed hardly conscious of the cold 
or cheerlessness in his anxiety to reach the Lingards', and assure 
hiinself of Maysie's safety. Suppose he should be too late after 
all, that her pursuers should have changed their plans, or her 
father, for want of being forewarned, have let her go out without 
sufficient protection ! H e  dared not trust himself to think about 
it, but having left Kate safe at their own door, hastened back 
into the Chepe, and was soon standing beneath the creaking sign- 
board of the " Golden Fleece," which showed but dimly by the 
light of the swinging oil lamp. Simon was alone in the shop 
bending over his ledger. H e  looked up with a pleased smile as 
Bartholomew entered, and held out his hand. 

"I  scarce thought to have seen you this evening," he said, 
'cthougl~ you are none the less welcome, for I am wearied with 
the sight of debts that may never be paid. But there is nought 
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wrong, I hope," he continued, scanning his visitor's countenance 
narrowly through his large horn-rimmed spectacles. 

c' Oh, no ! not with me," was the reply ; " but how is Maysie ? 
Is  she at home? is she safe ? " 

Bartholomew uttered these words almost breathlessly, and 
Simon answered, regarding him meanwhile with unfeigned as- 
tonishment,- 

"To  be sure, Maysie is well enough, and at home, and safe ; 
why do you ask ? " 

As briefly and clearly as he could, Bartholomew related what 
he had seen and heard on the previous evening and that after- 
noon, together with his own conclusions thereon. As he listened 
to the narration, Simon's brow darkened. 

The villains ! " he exclaimed. "Will nought satisfy them but 
to plot against an innocent girl and rob her of her happiness and 
honour, and her father of the only treasure that makes life worth 
living? But they shall never have their will. I f  they lay their 
wicked hands on Maysie, it must be across my dead body! " 

Simon closed his ledger and walked up and down the shop ir 
a state of feverish excitement. 

What are we to do, Barty ? " he said at length, pausing in 
his walk, and looking anxiously towards his companion. 

I see nought to be done, save to keep Maysie well guarded, 
and await what may happen next;  we shall not have to tarry 
long. I t  is close on the hour named." 

You are right, lad ; I will have the shop shut at  once, and set 
the lads to keep guard, and I warrant it will be ill work for any 
who try to break in." 

I scarce think they will use violent means," suggested Bar- 
tholomew. 

"Perhaps not, but we shall see. You go up to the women, 
and I will come as soon as I have seen all safe. There is no 
need to tell them what you have heard, they would only be 
affrighted." 

No, indeed, 'twex a pity to do so; and it may mean nought 
after all." 

Maysie and her aunt were together in the sitting-room when 
Bartholomew entered ; the latter dozing in her chair, the former 

poring over a book by the flickering light of the blazing logs. 
She looked up and flushed with pleasure at seeing who it was. 
Mistress Lingard was still sleeping. 

Putting out your eyes, Maysie ? " he said with a smile, as he 
took her proffered hand. 

Nay, I can see well enough," she answered, shaking back her 
brown curls; "and I could not bear to leave poor Una in her 
troubles." 
a The old favourite ! " he remarked, taking the volume from her 

hand, and glancing at the open page. " How often have you 
read the ' Faery Queene,' Maysie ? " 

This is the third time, I think," she replied, " but it is ever 
new to me, and I oft find myself half fancying it must be true." 

"And it is true, Maysie," replied Bartholornew in a gentle 
earnest tone that at once commanded her attention. I t  is true 
that innocence and purity are a shield unto themselves, and the 
things that would seem to threaten them with danger do even 
become their protection." And as he spoke he wondered at him- 
self for his gloomy apprehensions as to the safety of this little 
Una, whose eyes were turned upon him now, half in surprise and 
half in admiration. Perhaps she would have questioned him 
further as to his meaning, but that her father entered the room, 
and her aunt awoke from her nap, thus causing the conversation 
to become more general in its character. 

Half-past seven came, and eight, without anything unusual 
occurring, and Silnon had begun to+breathe more freely; but a 
few minutes after, a message was brought upstairs by one of the 
apprentices that a person ~ 1 3 0  had formerly lived with them as 
servant, and been sunlmarily dismissed for serious misconduct by 
Mistress Lingard, was waiting below, and most anxiously desired 
to speak with Mistress Maysie. 

Bid her tell you what she wants, and go about her business," 
said Sirnon in a vexed tone. 

Nay, father," pleaded Maysie ; " let me go to the poor girl. 
Perchance she is in some trouble, and would not care to speak of 
it save to me or aunt. I know she was sore grieved for her fault 
before she went away, and I found her ever kind to me. Do let 
me go*" 
f 
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G Well, well, child; go then, but speak to her within the shop, 
and get rid of her as quickly as you may. I doubt me she is 
after no good." 

Maysie did not need a second bidding, but was out of the 
room in a moment, and quick as thought Bartholomew followed. 

The woman, who looked pale and troubled, stood waiting with 
downcast eyes, which she did not raise even when the young girl 
approached, and asked kindly,- 

" What can I do for you, Jane ? " 
' L  0 Mistress Maysie ! " she answered, " I am a miserable 

woman,-but send them away, or I cannot tell you aught." 
Maysie bade the apprentices go below, and Jane beckoned her 

nearer to the door. 
At that moment, Bartholomew, who had hitherto remained un- 

seen, suddenly strode forward, and placing himself between the 
two, exclaimed,- 

Wretched woman, would you add to your sins that of cruel 
treachery towards one from whom you have received nought but 
kindness? Where are they who have allured you on to such 
wickedness ? j7 

The  poor creature stood for a moment as if petrified, then 
dropping on her knees she cried, with clasped hands and strearn- 
ing eyes,- 

0 sir ! 0 inistress ! forgive me ! They said it was no harm, 
and they promised me money; and it is so hard to live when 
one's character is gone. I thought not of the wrong." 

Forgiveness is not ours to bestow ! " said Bartholomew, 
solemnly ; " it rests between yourself and God. But where are 
the villains who sent yo~z on this cruel errand? " 

G Just outside, sir, waiting for the door to be opened." 
Open the door, then, and let me speak with them. But 

first," he said, turning to Maysie, who stood looking on frightened 
and amazed, "you go upstairs, my child, and tell your father he 
had best not come down. Will ! Steve ! I may need you. Now 
open the 

" But, sir, they will murder me when they know I have told." 
They shall not hurt you, only do my bidding " 

She rose from her knees, and with trembling hand undid the 
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heavy bolts, opened the door, and having peered out illto the 
darkness, said in a distinct low tone,- 

(' Just for a minute, Mistress Maysie." 
I t  was evidently the preconcerted signal, for there appeared a t  

once in the doorway a muffled figure. Bartholomew stepped 
quickly forward, and seizing the mysterious visitor in his powerful 
grasp, dragged him into the shop, and closed the door; then 
without relaxing his hold demanded,- 

" What is your business here ? " 
Unhand me, Master Legate," was the reply ; - -  I answer not 

YOU." 

Bartholomew's suspicions were confirmed, the voice was Ralph 
Capel's. 

" I know your errand, Ralph,l7 he said sternly, " and it grieves 
me sore, as much for your sake as for that of her whom you 
would so basely and treacherously have lured to her destruction ; 
you could not have touched her pure innocent soul, but your own 
you are steeping in guilt to its utter undoing." 

" I want not your preaching, Master Legate ; let me go; or I 
will draw upon you." 

" Think not, Ralph Capel," said Bartholomew with quiet firm- 
ness, " that threats or struggles will avail you aught. I have other 
help at hand if there is need for it, and save you give me your 
word of honour to remain quietly here until you have received 
permission to depart, I must e'en detain you by force." 

Sulkily enough, Ralph gave the required pledge, and his captor 
having quitted his hold, bade Steve call his master, who quickly 
appeared. 

" NOW," said Bartholomew, turning to the wolllan who stood 
by trembling with fear; "tell Master Lingard ali you know about 
this wretched business; only speak the truth, and no harm shall 
come to you." 

With a glance towards Ralph, who, however, kept his eyes 
steadily turned from her, the p ~ r  creature obeyed, and in a voice 
broken by tears and sobs, told whnt she knew of the plot that had 
been so happily frustrated, and of the way in  which her own poverty 
and inisery had induced her to take part in it. I t  was a sad story 
enough, and at its close even Simon felt himself more moved by 
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pity than anger towards this poor dupe of her unprincipled em- 
ployers. 

Thank God, woman," he said, " that H e  has saved you fro~n 
burdening your conscience with this sin. For you, Kalph Cape]," 
he continued, turning to the young man who waited there, angry 
and defiant : " this is the second time you have tried to rob me 
of my child, and were it not that your father is one of my oldest 
friends, and your sister alniost as dear to me as ~ n y  own daughter, 
I would move heaven and earth to have you punished as yoil 
deserve ; for their sakes I let you this time go free, but beware 
for the future. I show no mercy again. Now go.)' 

Ralph remained standing for a moment in silence, then he 
hissed out, " You shall rue this, both you and yon canti13~ 
hypocrite," and made towards the door, throwing as he went a 
look of mingled rage and hate on Simon and Bartholomew, and 
passed out into the darkness. As the latter was closing the door, 
the woman came timidly up to him. " What am I to do, sir ? " 
she asked. 

" Go hotne now, and come to me in the morning, if I can do 
aught for you, I will." And telling her where he was to be found, 
he bade her a kind " Good-night," and she too went out, and he 
and Sinlon were left alone. Then the latter turned to him,- 

Barty," he said, with visible emotion, "You have saved my 
child ; how can I ever repay thee? " 

'' By giving me leave to cherish and protect her all my life," 
was the answer. 

Simon pressed his hand. "Ask Maysie yourself, Barty," he 
replied ; "there is nought would make me happier in this 
world." 

A more anxious, troubled half-hour than that spent by Mays~e, 
after her abruptly terminated interview with their former servant, 
can scarcely be imagined. That  she had narrowly escaped be- 
coming the victim of some infamous plot, she could not doubt, 
and that her present safety was owing to the prompt interference 
of Bartholomew Legate was also certain; but of the precise nature 
of the plot, and who were its authors, she was in ignorance, as 
she was also of the way in which Bartholomew had learned of its 
existence, and her fears rose accordingly. Often had she heard 

terrible tales of men being carried off under cover of darkness, 
and foully murdered, the perpetrators of the deed remaining 
undiscovered and unpunished. Suppose that her father or Bartho- 
lomew should have fallen into the hands of the villains whom 
they had baulked of their prey, what might not happen to them? 
Every sound increased these nervous apprehensions, which she 
too plainly saw, by her aunt's countenance, were shared by her ; 
and suspense became at  length so intolerable, that she resolved, 
notwithstanding her father's express desire to the contrary, to ven- 
ture down to the shop, and ascertain for herself his safety and 
that of Bartholomew. As she opened the door, however, their 
well-known voices feIl upon her ear, and the next moment she 
was folded in her father's arms. 

" Thank God, my little wench is safe," he exclaimed in a voice 
broken with emotion, as he embraced her fondly, then, laying her 
hand in Bartholomew's, crossed the room to his sister's side. 

' L  Maysie," said the strong man, looking lovingly down on the 
blushing girl, '' will you fulfil your child promise, and be my 
little wife? " 

She drew nearer to him, and with tears shining in her dark 
eyes, answered softly, "Yes, Barty." 
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CHAPTER XXIII.  

OLD your peace, you dunderhead, or get our of nly 
sight; when I am in need of your counsel I will ask for 

it." 
' L  And you will ask me in vain for that or aught else you want, 

as my name is George Lester. 'Sdeath, I would not bear from 
my own brother the affronts I have borne from you, Ralph Cape], 
let alone the ingratitude ; but I will no more of it, and henceforth 
you nlay fight your own battles, and do your own foul work, I 
aid you not." 

"Wait till you are asked to do so, Lester; and meantime get 
you gone. I am in no humour to list to your foolish prating, and 
if you go not at once I shall turn you out as I would a trouble- 
some cur." 

" A  murrain on you for your insolence, Capel. Had another 
man spoken so to me, it would have been the last time, as I am 
a gentleman and a soldier. ' By'r Lady,' " he continued, his red 
face growing redder as his choler rose ; 'c when you are in your 
peevish tempers, one may scarce call his name his own. Me- 
thinks it would be no small service to your health to let some of 
the mad blood out of yoil," and suiting the action to the word, he 
clapped his hand to his dagger's hilt. At the same mon~ent 
Ralph sprang to his feet with an angry gesture, and likewise seized 
his weapon. They were both in so quarrelsome a mood that 
mischief would undoubtedly have been wrought, had not the 
door suddenly opened, and Walter Carey made his appearance. 

Why, what is all this about?" he exclaimed, laying a hand on 
the shoulder of either conlbatant. "Are you practising against 
your next campaign, my doughty little warrior, or in readiness for 
some forthcoming masque? I pray you in that case to have a 
care of Ralph's pretty face, it were a pity to spoil lit by an 
unlucky scratch." 

- 
" Let me alone, Carey," cried Lester, struggling to free himself; 
he insulted me ! " 
'' And he threatened me," retorted Ralph fiercely ; " I will 

uear that from no man." 
" Put up your knives, my children," Carey continued, with 

imperturbable coolness, "remember you are in the precincts of 
the royal palace, and his Highness likes not such playthings ; 
put them up, and I will listen to the caszcs belli, and decide 
between you if either is in the right, which I much doubt." 

The belligerents obeyed, though with rather bad grace, but it 
was next to impossible to refuse anything to handsome, good- 
tempered Walter Carey, who was a general favourite, despite the 
biting sarcasm in which he occasionally indulged. 

&'NOW sit ye down, sweet gossips," he continued, "and for- 
sooth look not so askance upon each other, as if ye had been 
sworn enemies from your cradles, instead of the most loving of 
friends." 

A truce to this nonsense, Carey," said Ralph inipatiently ; 
a when Lester knows how to concern himself with his own 
affairs, and not to play the fool with those of others, he will find 
his company better liked than at present." 

" By niy troth, if this is not intolerable," exclaimed Lester, 
"as though it had not been himself who besought me to lend 
him my aid in carrying off his mistress ; and forsooth, because 
his plan failed, I may not open my lips on the matter ; if that 
be loving friendship, no more of it for George Lester." 

"Nay, sweetheart, but friendship means a great deal-for- 
bearance amongst other virtues, and I pray you, therefore, to 
exercise some patience with our good Ralph, seeing he labouretll 
under so grievous a disappointment at the present. Bethink 
you, likewise, it might be your own lot were you ever to fall 
in love." 

" I  hope I should know better in the like case than to show 
myself such an ass," was the polite rejoinder, as Lester rose and 
quitted the apartment, with as much dignity as his short legs 
encased in the trunk hose and gorgeous stockings would enable 
him to assume. 

Carey looked after him with a smile. " H e  will have for- 
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gotten his ill-humour by when next we meet," he said ; " his hot 
blood soon cools." 

' L  I care not a groat whether his blood is hot or cold," mut- 
tered Ralph sullenly. 

His companion paid no heed to this ungracious remark, but 
having drawn his stool nearer to Capel's, and seated himself 
upon it in an attitude of attention, he asked, in a serious tone : 
" How was it your plan failed? it was well laid.') 

'G I t  was that man's doings-the preacher, I,egate," Ralph 
hissed out between his teeth. " How he got wind of our intent 
I know not. Perchance the woman played us false; he may 
have bribed her to do so. But there, he was in the house,-got 
me inside by a trick, and preached at me till I was tired; thell 
he  called the old man down to give ine some of his insolence, 
I believe he wants the girl himself; but I'll be revenged on him, 
that I will." 

Craving your mercy, dear gossip, I see not this matter quite 
with your vision; to me it seemeth but as an untoward freak of 
that fickle fortune, such as we must all at  times submit to, willy 
nilly. Your intent, my good Ralph, was, I take it, had not 
your scheme miscarried, to have outwitted both the good hosier 
and his preaching friend ; but the fates were on their side, and 
they have outwitted you. What then? is it worth breaking your 
heart about? or were it not better a hundred times to summon 
fresh courage to your aid, and make anotller venture? Per- 
adventure the maiden's heart may have softened towards you 
meanwhile, and then of what avail will be any attempt on the 
part of father or friend to keep their pretty bird in a cage? 
You will win her without a struggle. Let that be your part, 
dear gossip; but as to revenge, it hath an ugly sound, and I 
would none of it. Moreover, to speak truly, I see not that the 
man has injured you." 

"You know nought of the matter, Carey, or you would dis- 
course to a different measure. I tell you that not only hat11 he 
stolen the damsel's affection, but he hath also insulted me in 
such manner as 110 gentleman could brook." 

" I n  that case, bid him with all due courtesy grant you the 
satisfaction of measuring swords with him." 

;L That were too great an honour for such an one, and I have 
heard, likewise, that he doth steadfastly refuse to handle sword 
O r  dagger." 

Then betake yourself to him, and say that if he ineets you 
not in fair fight, he  is an arrant coward, and will be so thought 
of by all men." 

"'Tis said that he caret11 nought for what folks think or talk 
him." 

' L  Verily, I do incline to the opinion that this same Master 
Legate is a wiser man than the most of his generation, and my 
fLlrther counsel to you, good gossip, will be to leave hirn alone." 

"You may keep your counsel to yourself, Carey ; I shall find 
some ineans of repaying him for his insults, doubt it not." And 
having thus given vent to his spleen, Ralph turned away, walked 
to the window, and stood looking out with a countenance as 
gloomy as the grey and clouded sky. 

Carey meanwhile remained seated, and seemed busily occupied 
in making a minute inspection of the rosettes on his shoes the 
while he hummed a pensive air. Presently he looked up, and with 
far more earnestness of manner than was usual to him, said,- 

" J scarce known wherefore, Ralph, but my mind is somewhat 
exercised concerniilg this same Bartholomew Legate, and it 
would truly vex me were you to do him an ill turn on account 
of this business ; not that I hold him in any especial regard, but 
his name hath been familiar to me from my childhood, and I 
never yet heard aught of him that would have disgraced a 
gentleman, save perhaps his descent (and some of us would fail 
to clainl a better) and his fanatical opinions in the matter of 
religion ; and even in the part he hath taken against you in this 
affair, as a friend of the damsel's father, his conduct hath been 
that of an honest man, and one not lacking courage. You must 
confess so much, and to talk of revenge in such a case savours 
surely too much of petty spite." 

H e  ceased speaking, and looked towards Ralph, who, howevel, 
continued to gaze from the window, paying as little heed to his 
friend as if he had not heard a word. Carey waited a few 
moments, then, as the silence remained still unbroken, he rose 
from his seat, saying, with a slight curl of the lip,- 
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If that is your mood, sweet gossip, I will burden you no 
longer with my company, but e'en leave you to the enjoyment 
of your own, so fare you well until our next meeting." 

And having thus delivered himself, he turned on his heel and 
quitted the room, leaving Ralph to brood in solitude over his 
disappointed expectations, and to nurse his misdirected wrath. 
As is the case with other ill-disciplined natures, his seemed 
incapable of attributing its misfortunes and vexations to their 
true source, viz., its own utter disregard of natural or moral 
laws, but instead laid the blame of their existence upon persons 
and circumstailces outside of itself, and thus it had come to pass 
that the demons of envy and hatred had taken possession of 
Ralph's soul, and chased from their temporary abode all the 
better spirits. Having persuaded himself into the belief that 
to Bartholoniew Legate was due not only the failure of his plan 
fur the forcible abductioil of Maysie, but also the dislike and 
repugnance she had manifested to all his advances, his one over- 
powering desire was now for revenge, and he could think of 
nought besides. Even Carey's well meant defence of his sup- 
posed enemy, instead of lessening, seemed rather to have had 
the effect of stimulating his vindictiveness, and his whole mind 
was bent on the devising of some plan by which his purpose 
might be accomplished. At length, as he still stood n~oodily by 
the window, a thought seemed to strike him, and hastily quitting 
the room, he made his way to Robert Carr's apartments. The 
king's favourite was, however, not to be found, and a page, on being 
questioned, believed he had accompanied his Majesty to Green- 
wich; so there was no chance of seeing him that day, and Ralph, 
vexed and disappointed, returned to his chamber, donned hat 
and cloak, and sallied forth, without any very definite aim. If 
he could have walked away from himself, it would doubtless 
have been a relief, for his reflections were by no means of an 
enviable character ; but as that might not be, he plunged as 
quickly as possible into the surging sea of human life that ebbed 
and flowed in and near the great city, and strove thus to divert 
his mind from dwelling upon itself, but without much success, 
though he walked till he was tired, and pausing at length near 
Paul's Cross, leaned against a wall to rest, the while he idly 
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watched a crowd of simple folks gathered in open-mouthed 
astonishment around a mountebank, who was holding forth in 
grotesque imitation of a popular preacher of the day. As he 
stood thus, a familiar voice hailed him, and Carey7s hand was 
laid upon his shoulder. 

Well met, honest Ralph," he said, ( 'but  who would have 
thought to find you here, hearkening to that noisy fellow, though, 
by my troth, his sermon hath more wit in it than many that be 
peached in the churches, and I would be loth his eloquence 
should be rewarded by the pillory, as I fear may be the case 
if he continue long in his calling. But which way lies your 
road?'' he continued, " I have lost my most excellent gossip, 
George Lester, since we chanced upon a couple of knaves, 
striving each to batter the other out of all semblance of humanity. 
The warrior remained to watch the fray, and I was fain, not 
caring for such spectacles, to continue my course alone, and 
must so continue, save you will grant me your sweet company." 

"My intent was to have returned to Whitehall, but I care not 
whither I go," replied Ralph, not altogether sorry for the prospect 
of a companion, now that a part of his ill-humour had spent 
itself. 

Well answered, worthy Capel. Let us then repair to a certain 
snug little inn I wot of near the Bishops-gate, and solace our- 
selves with a stoup of wine and a mouthful of the venison pasty 
for which mine hostess of the Swan is so justly famed." 

His companion having assented to this proposition, they 
made their way through the busy Chepe, and the scarce less 
busy poultry market, and soon reached the hotel, where from the 
alacrity with which host and hostess, man and maid, attended 
to, and even anticipated his wishes, it was evident that the 
sprightly young gallant was neither an infrequent nor unwelcome 
guest. The fare, as he had promised, was excellent, and although 
the room was certainly close and smoky, yet Ralph found it not 
otherwise than agreeable to escape for a while from the chill 
autumn breezes, and to rest his tired limbs. 

a Now, my bully host," said Carey, as the landlord brought 
a second stoup of wine and refilled their goblets, " what is there 
in the way of tourney or joust or other sport you can commend 
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for our present diversion? our latest pastime was a sermon, 
which verily tended much to the edifying of our minds and 
spirits." 

a Nay, if you incline to list to sermons, gentle sirs," replied 
their host, with a seriousness of manner that contrasted strangely 
with Carey7s bantering tone, "you could scarce do better than go 
to a meeting-place, for 'tis no church, but a few doors from here, 
in this very street. By my soul, I shall never forget the sermon 
I hearkened to there a se'nnight since, not if I live to a hundred, 
The Inan spoke, sirs, as if there had been sent him a message 
straight from heaven, and he was fain to give it to all the world.', 

"Ah, mine host, mine host!" said Carey, shaking his head 
with mock gravity, "know you not that the frequenting of con- 
venticles is against the law of this land, and how then dare you 
confess to so serious a breach thereof?" 

'' There be many that do likewise, Master Carey, and I have 
no fear that you would betray me, even did I go oftener than 
now." 

You are right, good Swan ; it behoves me to keep your 
counsel, even as I verily believe you keep mine ; but what is the 
name of this prince of preachers ? " 

"Nay, that I know not, or have forgotten; but he is truly 
a marvellous speaker, and it would please you to list to him for 
an hour." 

a What say you, Capel, shall we go ? 'twill be a change from 
the vanity of our everyday lives, and perchance prove not more 
tedious than her Majesty's masques of late." 

"As you will," returned Ralph, on whose temper the generous 
wine was already producing a beneficial effect; " I would as fain 
hear a good serrnon as a good catch, and they are neither of them 
too common." 

So 1 would have judged from your conversation, sweet gos- 
sip," returned Carey; "and now, mine host," he continued, 

let us have the reckoning ; an it be not too long, I will swear 
that the last notes of this swan are sweet indeed." 

,4 little more good-humoured banter followed, and the reckon- 
ing having at last been settled, the two young men took their 
departure. 

Darkness was already falling, and it was, therefore, with soil~e 
difficulty that they found their way to the house indicated by the 
innkeeper, a low, gable-roofed building, lying a little back from 
the street ; its open doorway guided them at last, and passing 
through a narrow passage illumined by the dim light of a single 
lalnp, they found themselves in a fairly spacious, though low 
roofed apartment with no furniture save a rude kind of pulpit and 
some rough benches ; but it was well filled with people, both nien 
and women, all in reverential attitudes, for prayer was being 
offered; and the young men, almost involuntarily, hushed the 
sound of their footsteps, and stood with bowed heads, waiting till 
it should be ended : for this was no ordinary petition for temporal 
blessings, but living, loving communion with the Divine Being, 
causing all who heard to feel that the God they worshipped was 
not a God afar off, but a very present tender and merciful heavenly 
Father; and on Carey at least it produced an impression not to be 
easily effaced. At its close, he took the seat pointed out to him, 
and waited expectantly for what should come next, Ralph regard- 
ing him meanwhile with an expression of surprise, not unmingled 
with contempt. But it was now his turn to be startled : the low 
pleading tones of the prayer he had scarcely heard, much less 
heeded ; and owing to the dimness of the light, he had been un- 
able to discern the features of the preacher ; but as his voice rang 
out full and clear in the prophetic words, " Am 1 a God at  hand, 
saith the Lord, and not a God afar off! Can any hide himself in 
secret places that I shall not see him, saith the Lord ? Do not I fill 
heaven and earth? saith the Lord," he recognised him at once as 
Bartholomew Legate. His first impulse was to have quitted the 
building, and he would certainly have obeyed it, but that he did 
not care to leave without Carey, who, it was evident, was too in- 
terested not to wish to remain ; and Ralph also was soon com- 
pelled, in spite of himself, to listen, as in glowing words the 
preacher followed up his text with an earnest appeal to his hearers 
to keep always before them the thought of the constant presence 
with them of the living God, the Creator of the world, the uni- 
versal Father; not as the God of this nation, or of that,-of the 
Christians or of the Jews,-not as though H e  were an eastern 
potentate, requiring to be propitiated by costly presents, and the 
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incense of praise and flattery. Nor must they think of Him as a 
complicated being made up of divers natures, each with its differ- 
ent offices and different requirements, for this was contrary to 
reason and the Holy Scriptures, but they must think of Him as 
the God of all mankind, the God revealed by Jesus Christ, the 
ali-holy, all-wise heavenly Father;  just indeed, yet tender and 
merciful withal, not overlooking or condoning sin, but forgiving 
it when forgiveness had been won by true penitence, and the sin- 
ner had returned into the way of righteousness. For they must 
remember also that as  children of this gracious heavenly Father, 
and as brethren of Jesus Christ, not only great privileges but great 
duties were theirs, and must walk therefore as children of the 
light, avoiding everything base or mean, or that might prove a 
hindrance to good living in themselves or others, and up!lold i n  
word and deed the standard of truth and holiness, fearing nought, 
though all the world were arrayed against them, because truth 
and holiness are of God, and are eternal ; and though all else 
perish, they will endure,-the form perchance may change, but 
the living Spirit remains the same for ever and ever,-and 
thus the Samaritan may worship on Mount Gerizim, the Jew at 
Jerusalem, and the Christian in the goodly church, or humble 
meeting-liouse; yet all, if upright of soul, will worship the Father 
in Spirit and in truth. Let this, then, be the aim of their lives- 
to press forward toward the mark of their high calling in Christ 
Jesus, fearless of slanders, of revilings, of persecutions, yea, even 
of death itself, knowing that the God of truth in whom they trust 
is a God near at hand and not afar off, a God whose presence 
fills heaven and earth, and from whom no secret thing is hid, and 
that resting on Hini no harm can befal them, sillce life and death 
and all things are in His hand. 

Ralph seerned constrained to listen, though as the sermon con- 
tinued he was seized with a strange fear of this God from whose 
presence he could not escape, and to whom every folly, every 
wickedness of his misspent life was known. Was it too late for 
him to repent and turn again to righteousness? Could he give 
up all those pleasures that had become so necessary a part of his 
existence, and was it worth the cost? Should he go up to Bartho- 
lomew Legate and ask his counsel ? He was just resolving to do 

so when the congregation rose to sing the concluding psalm. At 
its close they began to disperse, and he observed a girl who had 
been sitting not far from him make her way towards the pulpit. 
H e  could not be mistaken, it was Maysie, and as Bartholomew 
met her with a welcoming smile, the demon of jealousy drove 
out every other emotion from Ralph's soul. 

Did yo~z see tha t?  " he said fiercely to Carey ; but Carey 
only answered in an absent manner, and linking his arm in. Ralph's 
walked away in silence. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

AY, Barty, not at Yule-tide. I like not to refuse you 
'' N aught, but I must keep my maid with me till that be 
past. Say Easter, an you will ; 'tis not so long to wait, and she 
is very young ; besides, that will give time for her and Esther to 
see to the clothes and housewifery. I t  will content you so, will it 
not ? " 

" Yes, Master Lingard, I will bide your time ; in truth, I know 
it must be hard for you to part with Maysie, e'en though she goes 
not far away; and I promise you not to be too selfish in my en- 
joyment of her company even when we are married. Her father 
hath his rights no less than her husband," replied Bartholomew, 
an affectionate smile chasing the slight cloud of disappointment 
that had gathered on his brow. 

" Then, good son Barty, it is settled," said Simon in a tone ot 
relief, and holding out his hand which the other grasped warmly. 
" But you are not going already ? '' he added. 

"Yes, I must ; I have my lambs to tend to-day. Perchance, 
if you grant me leave, I may come in later on." 

" Ay, do ; and bid your good Kate to come likewise ; Esther 
doth ever delight in a crack with her, and I myself am nothing 
loth thereto." 

" Thanks, Master 1,ingard ; I make no doubt Kate will be glad 
to come as I shall be glad to bring her," answered Bartholomew, 
as with another smile and nod he quitted the shop and proceeded 
on his way towards the preaching room, to meet, as was his wont 
twice in the week, for religious instruction the younger members 
of his flock, to whom these gatherings afforded great pleasure. 

I t  was a raw, cheerless afternoon in November, and the large 
room looked dreary enough in spite of the wood fire crackling 
upon the hearth; but when the children with their bright happy 
faces began to assemble, and after greeting their pastor affection- 
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ately took their places on the rude benches, it soon assumed quite 
a different aspect. A gesture from Bartholomew hushed in a 
moment the busy hum of voices, and after a few simple words of 
prayer, he seated himself on a stool in front of his little disciples, 
and having taken one of the smallest of them on his knee, began 
as usual by questioning them about what they had learned at their 
last meeting. 

"You told us about Jesus going up to Jerusalem, Master 
Legate," said a bright lad of some twelve years ; "and how a 
lawyer met Him on the way and began to talk to Him, and wanted 
Him to say how he was to get to heaven ; and when Jesus told 
him to keep the commandments, to love God and to love his 
~leighbour, he wanted to know who was his neighbour; but I 
doubt me if he cared much about it, or he would have found it 
out for himself." 

Could you have done so, Frank ? " asked Bartholomew quietly. 
The boy hesitated a moment, then answered candidly, I trow 

not, sir; but I am only a boy, and the lawyer was a learned man." 
The pastor smiled, and turning to a gentle-faced girl asked, 

"Can you tell us, Mary, what answer the Master gave to that 
question ? " 

He told him the story of the man who was journeying from 
Jerusalem to Jericho, and was fallen upon by thieves, who used 
him very cruelly, and when they had nearly killed him, robbed 
him of everything he had and went away." 

" And a priest came by," interrupted a little yellow-haired boy, 
"and did not help the poor man, because he was afraid." 

" And then the Levite came, and he was afraid, and would not 
stay," said another eager voice. 

Then what became of the poor man ? Did he lie there and 
die ? " 

No, for the Samaritan, whose enemy he was, came and helped 
hinn," answered Mary. 

" And gave him wine to drink," cried another of the children. 
'<And bound up his wounds," said another, " and took him to 

the inn and stayed with him all that night, and was very good 
to him.)' 

Thus, by one and another of the little scholars, the whole of 



Bnvthodo~~zew Legate. BalpthoZo?~zew Legate. 

the beautiful parable was retold ; and then Bartholomew en- 
deavoured to draw from them its lesson of helpfulness and for- 
giving kindness, even to enemies, and to show how it applied 
even to their lives, children though they were. So intent was he 
upon this labour of love, that he did not observe the entrance 
of a stranger,-an old man, somewhat bent, and leaning upon a 
staff, who came in very quietly, and seating himself near the door, 
remained in a listening attitude until the instruction was over, 
and the children had sung a psalm and bowed their young heads 
beneath the Benediction. Then, as the little folks, having bidden 
loving farewells to their pastor, trooped merrily out, he advanced 
slowly up the room, and taking Bartholoinew by the hand, said : 

Peace be with you and yours, my brother ! " 
And with you, good Master Postlethwaite," replied the latter 

with genuine warmth, as soon as he had recovered from his sur- 
prise at seeing this unexpected visitor. "But, indeed, this is an 
unlooked-for happiness ; I knew not you were in London." 

"1 am here but for a short season," returned the old man, 
" and it is the Lord who hath directed mj7 steps hither ; until this 
morn I knew not you were ministering here, and now, alas ! H e  
hath made me the messenger of evil tidings. I come to warn 
you of danger that you may escape the pursuer while there is yet 
time. " 

" What danger ? What mean you ? " asked Bartholomew, half 
in fear lest under the pressure of continued fastings and fatigue 
the old man's mind should at last be giving way. 

Lose no time, I beseech you," answered Ephraim Postle- 
thwaite in an agitated tone ; " the disciple is not above his 
Master, nor the servant above his Lord; the prince of this world 
persecuted Him, and now will also do likewise to you ; therefore, 
take heed to His words, and when they persecute you in one city, 
flee ye into another, for it can scarce be that your work here is 
already accomplished." 

I pray you, speak plainly, good friend," said Bartholomew, 
greatly perplexed ; " I understand not your meaning." 

Know then," was the answer, " that you have given offence to 
some who sit in high places, and the pursuer is even now upon 
your track? The Lord directed me that I should gain knowledge 

of this, for even this morn, as I sat weary by the Cross in the 
strand, I heard your name spoken once and again, and looking 
up, beheld two young men, well-favoured, but whose attire and 
behaviour, methought, did bespeak them worshippers of the god 
of this world; and they, thinking nought of the poor stranger 
at their side, spoke together freely of you, and in tones of dis- 
pleasure, and one at length said to the other, that ere to morrow 
eve you would be safe lodged in Newgate Gaol. Thereat came 
I away and sought YOU out;  SO now, I pray you, flee while there 
is yet time." 

Bartholomew listened, the while the old man spoke, with a 
grave yet calm countenance ; then he answered : " I thank 
you, Master Postlethwaite, with my whole heart for your anxious 
thoughtfulness on my behalf, and will take counsel on the matter 
with the elders of my people ; though truly I cannot bring to 
mind aught I have done to merit imprisonment, save indeed," 
he added, with a quiet smile, "some might think speaking the 
word of truth were a crime against the majesty of the law; and 
even were that so, I would not willingly play the part of the 
cowardly hireling, and when the wolf appears, seek safety in 
flight, leaving my sheep to his tender mercies. I think, too, you 
would scarce set me an example of that sort." 

A grim smile played over Ephraim's countenance as he replied : 
' L Y ~ ~  may be right, my brother, but some men are born to suffer, 
and others to labour, in the Master's cause. Besides, my strength 
is small, and my sands nearly run out; while there should be 
years of usefulness before you, when God shall have guided you 
into His whole truth ! " 

Let his will be done ! " replied Bartholomew ; " I would 
not willingly run into danger, yet still less would I be faithless 
to the work H e  has given me to do. Once more, my kind 
friend, I thank you for your care of my safety, and promise not 
to be altogether heedless of your warning. And now, will you 
not return home with me, and let us break bread together ? " 

Nay, I thank you, for I have promised to meet some of the 
brethren to-night, and to-morrow I wander forth again, so we 
must e'en say farewell, Perchance we shall meet here again, but 
God only knows ! His blessing be with you." 
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" And with ~ 0 ~ 1 , ~ '  Bartholomew responded, grasping warmly 
the proffered hand. 

And then the old man turned away, and in another minute 
was gone, leaving Bartholomew wondering at this meteor-like 
apparition that had so often flashed suddenly across his path, 
and as suddenly disappeared ; wondering, too, at the strange and 
unexpected tidings he had brought, and endeavouring to deter- 
mine within himself as to the best line of conduct for him to 
pursue. H e  was, of course, aware that the little congregation 
of men and women gathering around him, week by week, to seek 
that spiritual food they were unable to find in the established 
churches, might indeed be regarded as an unlawful assembly, and 
he, as their pastor, rendered liable to fine and imprisonment; 
but as their meetings had existed for some considerable time 
without notice or sign of hindrance from any authority, such an 
event had come to be regarded as in the highest degree improb- 
able, and no kind of precaution had therefore been considered 
necessary. H e  was unwilling to create needless alarm in the 
minds of any of his flock, yet felt that some measures should 
be taken to guard against surprise, and was still deliberating 
anxiously on the matter in the growing dusk, when the creaking 
of the heavy door upon its hinges startled him, and he sprang 
forward, calling out, " Who's there ? " 

It is I, Master Legate," replied a voice which he gladly 
recognised as that of John White. " I marvelled to find the 
door open as I passed, and in sooth thought it had been left 
so by mischance, for truly I expected not to see you here at  so 
unwonted an hour. Yet it is good hap for me, if I hinder you 
not : I have news from home this day that I would fain share 
with you. Have you aught to occupy you longer here ? " 

" Nay ; I should have left here a full half-hour since but for 
hearing that which hath somewhat disquieted me. If you are not 
pressed for time, I would fain seek counsel of you ere we go hence." 

" I trust there is nought gravely amiss, Master Legate,'' said 
John White in an anxious tone, as, having carefully scr~ltinized 
the entry, and closed the door, he came up to Bartholomew, who 
was replacing the books he had been using in the iron-bound 
chest that contained most of the valuables of the little Church. 

" That is more than I can tell,'' was the reply. " Likely enou,oh 
'tis but an idle threat, yet it may have serious import, even for 
the Church. But you shall hear as it was told to me, and then, 
perchance, you will be able to advise." And Bartholomew related 
what he had heard from Ephraim Postlethwaite, of the threatened 
danger to himself, and, as he feared, his congregation likewise. 

The young man listened quietly till the narrative was con- 
cluded ; then he exclaimed with vehemence : " H e  is right ! you 
should leave here at once ! and why not to-night ? We are send- 
ing goods by a ship that leaves for Antwerp as soon as the tide 
serves ; there is plenty of time for you to get on board, and then 
you are safe." 

" Nay, John," said Bartholomew, with a kindly smile, " that 
is scarce spoken like yourself; you would not surely have me 
such a coward as to flee at the first sound of 'danger,' without 
even seeking to know whether it really hath existence ? Counsel 
me rather what to do to keep my poor folk from harm. I am 
half minded to hold our meeting elsewhere to-morrow eve, were 
it possible to find in so short space a room that would contain us 
all, and not be too open to observation," he added in a musing 
tone. 

" But, indeed, dear Master Legate," persisted John, " it doth 
behove you, even for our sakes, to consult first your own safety; 
were that assured, I doubt not a place might be found in which 
to hold our meeting without aught of suspicion being aroused. 
There is a goodly shed down by the riverside belonging to Jan 
Osterveld, which he would of a surety gladly hire to us, for it 
bath lain empty these six months. If you will it so, I can go and 
speak with him at once, and let you know later on how I have 
succeeded." 

Thanks, good John, and should he consent, then must we 
take means to send word to all our people. Perchance you 
would afterwards see Master Cox, and when he is made aware, 
he and his lads will soon make the matter known. You must say 
if I crave too much of your kindness." 

That were scarce possible, Master Legate," responded John, 
drawing back, as he spoke, the heavy bolts of the door. 
" Thanks, ever kind and helpful friend," said Bartholomew, with 
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a warm g a s p  of the young man's hand; "and I will now to 
the Elwyrrs and hear what they have to say. Farewell for the 
present; should you not find me at Ire~nonger Lane, you will 
seek me in the Chepe." 

l' Without doubt ; and you zuiZZ take care of yourself? " he 
added, as they passed out together into the chill evening air. 

Assuredly I will, dear lad : fear nought on that point." 
They parted, John going down towards the river, and Bar- 

thoIomew making his way at once to a house in Leadenhall 
Street, where Joseph Elwyn and his brother, both members of 
his congregation, carried on business as printers. They were 
elderly men, much esteemed by the small circle of their intimate 
acquaintances, as well for their shrewd common sense as for 
their kindliness of disposition, and Bartholomew felt that in the 
present crisis their counsel would be invaluable. But as he 
entered the shop and heard the press noisily at work, and saw 
the two brothers busily engaged in examining the wet sheets as 
they were lifted out one by one, he began to fear he should find 
no opportunity of a quiet chat with either. After a minute or 
two, however, Joseph Elwyn looked up through his large spec- 
tacles, and seeing their visitor, rose froin his seat with a smile of 
welcome. l' Why, Master Legate, who would have thought to 
see you at this hour ? " he said ; " but sit ye down, we shall have 
finished work in a few minutes inore." 

Batholomew obeyed, and sat watching, with a curious interest, 
considering the anxiety he was feeling, the sheets of blank paper 
going into the press in rapid succession, and coming out ready to 
bear through the known world the thoughts of men's minds. At 
length the busy movements ceased, the workmen proceeded to 
don their caps and jerkins preparatory to departure, and the 
brothers Elwyn came forward simultaneously to greet their 
guest. 

On learning the object of his visit, however, both looked very 
grave. 

" I t  is what I thought would come to pass," said Matthew, the 
younger; " for all his fine promises when he came to the throne, 
the king is a bigot at  heart, and would give freedom of thougl~t 
and worship to none save himself. I fear me troublous times are 

in store for us ; 'tis a good thought to hold our meetings else- 
where for the present, but it is of your own person you must have 
an especial care, Master Legate. P would you could quit Eng- 
land for a while that your safety might be assured." 

"You are all very kind, Master Elwyn, to take such concern 
for me; but methinks 'twould be little short of cowardice to seek 
my own safety while our Church reinaineth in danger, even could 
I do so with good conscience. But my errand was not to speak 
of myself; rather came I hither to learn if you approve our plan, 
and to crave your assistance in the matter of removing the chest 
of books and the benches." 

"Take no trouble on that score, Master Legate," said Joseph 
Elwyn kindly ; " they shall be got away at daybreak to-morrow, 
if our good friend John White hath succeeded in his under- 
taking. Matthew and I will to his house to-night and learn the 
conclusion thereof." 

" Yes, yes," said Matthew; "leave it to us, we will see to that ; 
only take heed to thy own safety. The Church were nought with- 
out its head." 

Bartholoinew thanked both the brothers for their sympathy and 
proffered help, and having taken leave, turned his steps home- 
wards. 

Why, Barty, thee art late," said Kate as she met him at the 
door ; " supper has been waiting for thee this hour past." 

And Master Lingard would that you and I should sup with 
them to-night, Kate; I fear me it is now too late. What think 
you ? " 

I L  That thee hadst best get a bite of something, and a cup of 
warm wine, and get thee to the Lingards afterwards. Maysie 
will be scared else, for thou art pale as a ghost. Thou hast over- 
wrought thyself this day." 

"As you will, Kate," replied Bartholomew, as, yielding to her 
suggestion, he seated himself in his chair by the hearth, and 
watched the crackling logs, the while the old woman heated the 
wine, and brought forth a nicely roasted capon. 

"There," she said with a coniplacent smile; " thou'st not 
tasted a finer than that since we left Rumwell, I warrant me. 
Goodman Stevens sent it thee from his farm at Islington, and 
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says he will bring another next week ; for he can ne'er forget thy 
kindness to his wife and him when their little wench died, not if 
he lives to a hundred, and he bade the messenger tell thee so.)' 

" I t  is kind indeed of him to rate so high my poor services, 
1 did nought for him more than any man with a human heart 
would have done in like case : such as he make one ashamed of 
the poverty of one's labours.'' 

That is like thee, Barty," returned Kate in a tone of vexa- 
tion ; thou wilt ever be making little of what thou hast done. 
But there, 'tis of no use talking to thee, as none have a better 
right to know than I have ; but set to at thy supper, lad, or 'twill 
be too late to go anywhere when it is finished." She seated 
herself opposite to him, her quick eyes watching his every 
movement with evident dissatisfaction. At length she exclaimetl 
sharply : " Thou art eating scarce at all, Barty ; is there aught 
wrong with thee, or is it with the bird ? "  

Certainly not with the bird, Kate, nor with aught else on 
the board; but I own I am weary, and have had, besides, some- 
what to trouble me, yet I would not that it troubled thee also, 
perchance by to-morrow I shall have forgotten it as though it had 
not been." 

H e  smiled as he spoke, and Kate questioned no further, though 
her anxiety on his account had by no means abated. After a few 
minutes more he pushed away his plate, rose from the table, and 
asked cheerfully : 

Wilt go with me to the Chepe now ? "  
Nay, indeed, Barty, it is too late for me," she replied ; ' (  and 

thee hadst best be quick, or thou wilt be keeping the good folks 
out O' their beds." 

I will not stay long, Kate, I promise thee ; but if I go not, 
they will marvel what hath befallen us." 

L b  I will get thee thy lantern then," she said, "and thee hadst 
best take a stout cudgel likewise; there be evil-minded folk 
abroad o' dark nights, as I have heard tell." 

' L  But thou wouldst surely not have me a fighter," he said 
merrily. 

" I f  need were: thee hadst best use a cudgel on some one 
else than have them use it on thee," was her answer, as she pro- 

ceeded to trim the wick of the little lamp, while Bartholomew 
stood by and waited with what patience he might. 

Who can that be ? " he exclaimed, as a loud knocking was 
suddenly heard from below. " Nay, I will go, Kate;  doubtless 
'tis I that am wanted." 

He descended the stairs, and on opening the door leading into 
the street, found himself confronted by three men in the garb of 
soldiers. 

" What is your business? " he asked in some surprise. 
We want Bartholomew 1,egate)" was the answer. 
I am he ; what do you desire with me?"  
You must come with us," said the foremost of the group; 

"here is the warrant for your arrest, and 'twere best to yield 
quietly." 

For my arrest ! on what charge ? " 
" You are charged with frequenting conventicles, and poisoning 

the minds of the king's subjects by the preaching of false and 
heretical doctrines. You can read it for yourself, an you will," 
he added, producing as he spoke a written document, as to the 
validity of which Bartholomew knew there could be no question. 

The  accusation is unjust," he said, " but that is no fault oi- 
yours. I will come with you." 

" What is it, Barty ? What have those men to do with thee ? " 
exclaimed Kate, who was now seen descending the stairs in 
trembling haste. 

" They have a warrant for my arrest,'' he  replied, advancing to 
meet her ; " but fret not thyself, dear Kate ; I doubt not two or 
three days will see me freed again," he added, trying to smile 
cheerfully. 

'LNay, but they shall not take thee, Barty," she exclaimed, 
placing herself between him and his captors ; " thee hast ne'er 
done aught to merit a prison." 

" Hush ! dear Kate, they but do their duty. I must e'en go 
with them," he replied, disengaging himself with gentle firmness 
from her grasp ; " and I pray you, do this for me to-morrow 
morn : go to Master Lingard, and tell him what hath befallen 
me, and then to John PVhite, and tell him also. They will take 
counsel what to do on my behalf. Thou knowest to what this 
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key belongs, and wilt find there enough for thy present needs, 
Farewell, dear Kate ! think I shall soon be with thee again, and 
tell Maysie 1 ever think of her with tender love." 

6~ boy ! my boy ! I cannot part with thee so," she cried, in 
agonized tones, and throwing her arms about his neck, while the 
tears filled her eyes. 

Come, mistress," said the soldier who held the warrant ; " thee 
must let him go ; but take heart, perchance he will soon be with 
thee again. And we must do our duty, though it be sore against 
our will," and he brushed his hand across his eyes and turned 
away. 

Farewell, dear Kate ! " said Barthololnew again ; and having 
kissed his old nurse affectionately, he put her gently from him, 
and announced his readiness to depart. 

I n  another minute the door had closed behind him and his 
warders, and Kate Alison was alone in her now desolate home. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

HY, hIistress Alison ! who would have thought to see 
you at this early hour? " exclaimed Simon Lingard in 

his heartiest tones ; then adding, as he remarked how worn and 
anxious she looked, " But is there aught amiss ? is Bartholomew 
ill? I feared it was so when he came not last night." 

Nay 'tis not illness, Master Lingard," she answered ; but 
they have put him in prison, God knoweth wherefore, for he is as 
innocent of guile as an angel from heaven." 

Simon stood aghast. " Put him in prison, say you? that is 
ill news, indeed. I fear me 'tis his preaching hat11 given offence ; 
he is ever so bold in his outspokenness, and not enough fearful of 
the consequences." 

Ay, that is he," said Kate proudly ; no evil would go un- 
reproved by Barty, though it were wrought by the greatest in the 
land." 

"And that is the worst on't," grumbled Simon in a tone of 
mingled vexation and trouble. " When did this hap ? " he con- 
tinued. 

' L  Last night," she replied; "the soldiers seized him even as he 
made ready to come hither." 

Had he time for speech? did he charge thee with aught of 
a message ? " 

Nay, save to bid me tell thee and John White." 
" Dost know whither they have taken him ? " 
" T o  Newgate, if I mistake not;  but my poor head was so 

bewildered 1 scarce knew what they said." 
"Ay, and no marvel, poor thing," said Simon with a sym- 

pathising sigh. a But 'tis no use grieving ; hath John White 
heard yet the ill news ? " 

" Nay, I go now to him." 
Let me do that errand in thy stead, good Mistress Alison ; 
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and you come in and stay the rest of this day with Esther and 
Maysie. Poor little maid ! this will be a sore trial for her." 

I t  will indeed ; thee must break it to her very gently. Thank 
you kindly, Master Lingard, but if you will go to Master 
for me, I would fain hie me home now, and bide there till I hear 
news of Barty; some other time it will please me well to come 
and see Mistress Lingard and Maysie, but my heart is too heavy 
this day; I should but add to their sorrow. I mind me now," 
she added, pausing on the threshold, "Barty bade me give her 
assurance of his love ; thee will tell her, Master Lingard." And 
having thus said, she left the shop with a weary, dispirited tread 
that made her seem to have grown years older in that one sad 
night. 

Simon followed her compassionately with his eyes until she was 
out of sight; then having called to his appreiltices to look after 
the business, he went upstairs to perform his dreaded task of 
imparting the painful tidings to Maysie, fearing to delay lest his 
courage should fail him altogether. And indeed, as he listened 
to her blithe voice carolling so merrily as she went about her 
household duties, and when, in answer to his call, she came to 
meet him with the happy smile on her sweet young face, he felt 
as if it were almost a sin to cloud her brightness with the slightest 
shade of sorrow. Kissing her lovingly, and looking at her so 
gravely and tenderly that she divined something was amiss even 
before he spoke, he said : 

Maysie, my child, thou hast had little of trouble in thy life, 
and had it been possible I would have shielded thee still ; but 
thou must be brave to bear it now: last night Bartholomew 
was cast into prison." 

She turned very pale, and her father felt her hands tremble 
within his grasp ; but, to his surprise, she asked quite calmly, 
though with unwonted abruptness, " W110 did i t?  " 

Nay, child, that I cannot tell; poor Mistress Alison hath 
but just brought the tidings. I t  may be he hath paid too little 
heed to the law of the land, or perchance it is the work of an 
enemy." 

I t  is Ralph Capel, father ; none else could be so wicked." 
' L  If he had the will, Maysie, I think he would scarce have 

power so to do ; but we cannot know yet. I must now to John 
White and try if together we may discover aught of the cause of 
the imprisonment, and what may be done that will avail to set 
him free." 

H e  placed his arm around her as he spoke, and drawing her to 
his bosom, pressed his lips to her brown curls. To his relief the 
tears came, and she sobbed out : 

What, think you, will they do to him, father; they cannot 
kill him, can they ? " 

"Surely not, child ! banish such fancies from thy foolish head 
with what speed thou mayest. They may perchance keep him 
in prison for a while, or lay a heavy fine upon him; but, in good 
sooth, I could not say for certain till I know with what offence 
he is charged." 

But who would dare to charge Bartholomew with offence ? 
he hath never done aught of wrong ! " exclaimed the girl in- 
dignantly, and raising her face, on which a burning flush had 
sllcceeded to the pallor, to her father's : "even Ralph Capel 
could not accuse him thereof." 

True, Maysie, true," replied Simon, shaking his head sadly 
"yet where there is the will to injure, the way is not far to seek. 
But I must be gone. Tell the tidings to your aunt, sweetheart ; 
and fret not yourself sick, for Barty's sake as well as your old 
father's." 

H e  kissed her once again, then hurried downstairs, and was 
soon on his way to the Bishops-gate with more than his accus- 
tomed speed. John White, who was alone in his counting-house, 
greeted this early appearance of the worthy hosier with unfeigned 
astonishment, which soon gave pIace to the extreme of anxiety as 
he learned the cause of his visit. 

" I t  is even as that fanatical preacher did predict," he said ; 
"would that Master Legate had been guided by his counsel, and 
taken immediate thought for his own safety; he might have been 
almost to sea by now." Then seeing Simon's evident perplex it^;, 
he related what had occurred on the previous afternoon. '(But 
regrets are of no avail," he continued at the conclusion of his 
narrative ; "it  will profit more to consider what may be done 
for him in his present strait." 
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I f  it were possible to see and speak with him ? "  Suggested 
the elder man in a half-doubtful tone. 

John White seized upon the idea with alacrity : " Nought could 
be better, Master Lingard; let us go at once," and suiting the 
action to the word, he hastily donned hat and cloak, and ere 
the astonished Simon had time to realize his intent, took hirn 
by the arm, and led him forth at a rapid pace along the busy 
streets. 

But, John," gasped Simon, when a concourse of people at a 

street corner effectually barred their progress for a minute, how 
knowest thou we can gain admittance to him ? Were it not 
better to have spoken first with the brothers Elwyn? they are 
men of worth, and have far more knowledge of civic concerns 
than we." 

That is true, Master Lingard, and they must know ere long ; 
but I would fain that we lost no time in seeing Master Legate; 
perchance we may be able to do some service for llim," replied 
John. Then, as if struck by a sudden thought, he added : (' But it 
may be you would rather not pay a visit to the prison now ; in 
that case, I will go alone and tell you what hath befallen on my 
return." 

Nay, John, nay," said Simon after a pause, and with the air or 
one who had made up his mind; " I am no coward, though per- 
chance somewhat more cautious than you hot-blooded youngsters 
are wont to be. If  you go, I go too; Bartholomew Legate is as 
dear to me as though he were already my son, and I would fain 
see for myself how he fares, come what may." 

John's only reply was an affectionate pressure of his old friend's 
arm, and they walked on again, and soon reached the gloomy 
gateway stretching across the street, within whose ancient, 
mouldering walls so many human beings had languished out 
their lives, or but quitted the narrow precincts of their prison 
cell for the burning fagots or the headsman's axe. Simon raised 
his eyes to the tall, loopholed turrets on either side, and thence 
to the battlemented parapet, till they rested a t  length on the 
niches above the low arch, whence three statues, blackened with 
age, looked down upon the street below. 

I f  those dumb lips could but speak," he said, shaking his 

head mournfully, " what tales of dread might they not unfold ! 
God grant our good Barty may soon be free again ! " 

" Nay, doubt not but he will, Master Lingard," replied John, 
as they approached the low doorway at  the foot of the southern 
turret, where they were met on the threshold by a warder, who 
surlily inquired their business. 

"We desire to see Bartholomew Legate, the prisoner brought 
rn last night," replied Simon, with as much calmness of manner 
as he could assume. 

The man muttered something quite unintelligible about 
"prisoners" and "rules," then bade thein enter, and having 
closed the door behind them and turned the massive key, took 
his departure, leaving the visitors alone in the cell-like apartment, 
which not even the crackling logs on the hearth could render 
cheerful. In  a few minutes, however, he reappeared, and, 
beckoning them to follow, led the way up a steep winding stair, 
scarcely lighted by the apertures in the walls, until they reached 
the fourth storey, where he paused, and having unlocked the heavy 
door, ushered them without ceremony into a small, low, oblong 
chamber, so dark that they could scarcely make out who or what 
it contained, and the atmosphere was close and oppressive. 

" Friends, prisoner; twenty minutes' leave," said the warder 
gruffly, as he closed the door behind him and again turned the 
key in the lock. 

I t  was so strange a situation for both Simon Lingard and John 
that they were almost startled, even while they expected to see 
the tall form of Bartholomew Legate loom through the darkness, 
and to hear the familiar tones of his voice. 

" Dear friends ! " he said, pressing their hands affectionately ; 
'' but this is kind ! I had not thought to see any one so soon." 

" I would our meeting had been in other wise, son Barty," re- 
turned Simon mournfully; "but we were fain to know how it 
fared with you in this wretched place." 

" I do own your love and sympathy are very sweet to me in 
my present straits, but pray you nevertheless not to be too much 
troubled on my behalf, dear Master Lingard; for truly I fare not 
so ill," answered Bartholomew cheerfully; " and if you can pre- 
sently assure me of the safety of my people, and that this light 

Q 
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punishment hath fallen upon me alone, I can well bear it for a 
time." Then after a pause he added, with a slight tremor in his 
tone : How fares my little Maysie-hath she heard of this p, 
and Kate,-my good, faithful, loving Kate,- did you see her? 7, 

G Yes, it was she brought word what had happened," said 
Simon, replying to the second question first. " Poor woman it 
is a grievous blow for her, but she strives to bear it bravely ; yet 
I would we could prevail on her to come and stay with us the 
while you are here; the house will be sadly lonesome." 

Indeed it will ; pray her for my sake to take your kind offer, 
for, indeed, it is not fit she should dwell alone. And now tell me 
of Maysie-is she well ? " 

Yes, save for her grief at hearing what had befallen you; I 
had but told her as I came away, and she was much cast down 
thereby, poor little maid ! yet, truly, how could it be otherwise ?lJ 
said Simon dejectedly. 

God bless her ! " ejaculated Bartholomew fervently ; then he 
continued : " But, Master Lingard, let her not look upon the 
darker side ; rather bid her take heart and be of good cheer; for 
if Cod wills it so, we shall soon meet again outside these walls, 
and our happiness will be none the less for this present trial; and 
I would not have her saddened by needless fears on niy account, 
therefore assure her, I pray you, with my love, that I am not ill- 
lodged, and have been dealt with very courteously since I came. 
You will tell her this ? "  

"Yes, I will tell her ; and I would I could feel it in my heart," 
replied Simon. 

Have you yet heard with what you are charged? " asked 
John. 

With the preaching and teaching of heresy, if I understood 
aright ; but the accusation was somewhat hurriedly read, and I 
was too much astonished at the mode and suddenness of my 
arrest to pay due heed to what was said ; though truly I should 
not have been taken by surprise after the warning given me by 
good Master Postlethwaite." 

a What will you do ? " asked John after a pause ; " would it 
not be well to seek counsel of some able lawyer? " 

"1 would rather wait awhile, and see how events do shape 

thenlselves ; it may be that hereafter such a course will seem de- 
sirable, but I would fain avoid it, if possible ; it is scarce seemly, 
rnethinks, to drag into the noise and heat of conflict those things 
which belong to the soul's life, and can only be known to it and 
God." 

Doubtless you are right in that matter," answered John with 
a sigh ; " yet I cannot think it behoves you to yield without a 
struggle, seeing that not only is your imprisonment unjust, but 
that it must bring much suffering and loss to our poor little 
Church : for if long deprived of its head, what may not befal it ? " 

Nought of evil, let us trust, good John, if its members do but 
continue steadfast and faithful; for God lives, and be thou assured 
R e  will not let His work die. In truth it may well be that if I 
were taken from your midst, one worthier and more able than I 
would rise up to fill my place, and the Church thereby become a 
gainer." 

" Nay, that were impossible," returned the young man with 
vehemence, while Simon gave vent to a sort of dissatisfied grunt. 

Bartholomew smiled. " Nought is impossible with God," he 
answered; "nevertheless, if H e  wills it so, I would fain continue 
in charge of my little flock, and you may rest confident that so 
far as conscience permits I will withstand injustice, and seek to 
regain my freedom. As for my people, I pray you exhort them, 
one and all, to be zealous for God, fearless in the cause of truth, 
and loving to each other, and none need then fear for the welfare 
of the Church,-though humbled even to the dust, the Divine 
life within shall give it a glorious resurrection in God's own good 
time, only let us have patience to abide that hour." 

"Talk not to me of patience, Barty," replied Simon somewhat 
testily ; "I see no merit in bearing with patience punishment 
that is not deserved. 'Twere better truly not to have risked 
giving offence, but since 'tis done, 'tis done, and my counsel is, 
that we seek some able lawyer, and learn from him how best to 
act." 

"Let things be for this day at least, dear Master Lingard; 1 
shall surely ere its close hear more concerning my arrest, and if 
when we have learned the grounds thereof, and through whom 
the information was laid, it still seemeth needful to you to seek 
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advice of a lawyer, I promise not too obstinately to oppose your 
wishes," answered Bartholomew in a firm though affectionate 
tone, that convinced Simon of the uselessness of further argu- 
ment. 

You must e'en have it your way, Barty," he said ; but I 
mould fain have seen you outside of these grim walls ere this day 
was done, and were it possible would move heaven and earth to 
bring that to pass. I am older than you, lad," he continued 
gravely, "and perchance more fearsome of danger because I 
have seen more of it, and know the shapes it takes. Save I 
reckon much amiss, this imprisonment is of far weightier import 
than that you last endured." 

That may well be, good friend," answered Bartholomem ; 
b c  but surely, God's servant must hold himself ever ready to meet 
danger with a brave countenance, and not to shrink therefrom 
when he is about his IClaster's business ; say you not so, John? 'l 

Doubtless you are right, Master Legate ; but 'tis a hard 
doctrine for those who love you well, and feel as if their own 
lives were bound up in yours," replied the young man in a de- 
jected tone. 

" I pray you hearken to me, good John, and kind Father Lin- 
gard also : if my labours have not been in vain, their fruits will 
now be shown in the courage and constancy of my people in 
this their hour of trial; and for the love of God, and the sake of 
the truth I have striven to set before them, they will banish all 
faithless fears for themselves or their pastor, and endeavour to 
strengthen and uphold each other in the ways of righteousness 
and in such zeal for good works as shall make them an ensample 
to all around. Ah, you will have to go now," he continued, as 
the harsh grating of the bolt followed by the gruff voice of the 
gaoler gave intimation that the tinae for their visit had expired. 

Farewell ; if I receive not my liberty within the next few days 
you will come and see me again ? " 

- 
soon meet again, if the Lord wills it so. And you will see too 
that my good Kate wants for nought: there is money in the oaken 
chest that stands by my books; bid her take what she needs, she 
has the key." 

The gaoler here abruptly interrupted their conversation, and in 
another moment the massive door interposed between the prisoner 
and his friends. 

God help poor Barty ! " said Simon with a mournful shake of 
the head, as they turned from the gloomy prison into the busy 
street. " I  fear the worst; the power is on the side of his 
enemies, and he will ne'er consent to meet their cunning with 
cunning, though all other weapons be of no avail." 

Nay, indeed," returned John ; " he is far too noble, and were 
it otherwise, methinks we should truly have cause for sorrow. 
r)ost mind, Master Lingard, how but last Sunday he spake with 
such power from those words, ' H e  that findeth his life shall lose 
it, and he that loseth his life for My sake shall find it ' ? "  

"Ay, I mind it well; we little thought then how soon he was 
to be tried." 

H e  will not fail," said John proudly. Then he added in a 
thoughtful tone : " And it must be our care that his work also 
stands the trial of the fire." 

" Ay, surely we will," answered Simon and John as with one 
voice. 

" Farewell, once again, dear friends, and God bless you. Bid 
my people, I pray you, to hold me in affectionate remembrance, 
as I do them ; and let not Maysie fret, Master Lingard; we shall 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Y master, sir, is occupied, and bade us not call him to 
" IV any one save the need was very pressing. If 'tis your 
pleasure to settle the account that hath been owing since two 
years last Martinmas, I can receive the money, and my master 
will be as well satisfied as though he had received it into his 
own hand." 

And having thus said, Simon Lingard's senior apprentice drew 
himself up to his full height, and surveyed the fashionably attired 
young gallant before him with an air of conscious self-superiority 
that might well under other circumstances have been provocative 
of a quarrel. Without, however, appearing to notice the rudeness 
offered him, the latter replied in a tone of earnestness : 

" Tell your master I desire speech with him on the gravest 
business,-it may be a matter of life or death; therefore delay 
not, I pray you, good youth, for I have short time to spare." 

The apprentice's eyes opened to their utmost width,-astonish- 
ment at the indifference with which his impertinence had been 
received, mingling with curiosity as to the nature of the commu- 
nication to be made to his master, and he proceeded slowly to 
summon the latter in compliance with the gallant's request. 

I crave your pardon, Master Lingard," said the young man as 
Simon entered the shop, "if I have hindered you in aught, but I 
was fain to have a word or two with you in private. I t  is not a 
matter that concerns myself, else would I scarcely have adven- 
tured to come hither-at all events until I had paid my debts," 
he continued, as he felt rather than saw the severity with which 
Simon was regarding him, an expression which gave way, how- 
ever, immediately to the accustomed kindliness, as this honest 
confession of backsliding fell upon the old man's ear. 

Follow me, Master Carey," he said, leading the way to the 
pleasant sitting-room above the shop, " we shall be alone here ;" 
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and having secured the door and motioned his guest to a seat, he 
too sat down and awaited his communication. 

" I pray you think not, good Master Lingard, that I am wishful 
only to meddle idly with things that concern me not;  what hath 
brought me hither to-day is an earnest anxiety for the welfare of 
that good man, Bartholomew Legate, to whom as I have heard, it 
matters not how, your daughter is betrothed. Him I would rescue 
if possible from present arid future peril, but he knows me not, 
and likely enough would pay little heed to any counsel that came 
from me, but were your daughter to plead with him to carefully 
guard his replies and rule his conduct by discretion, she would 
surely prevail." 

" I apprehend not your meaning, good sir," replied Simon in a 
puzzled tone, and with a vague fear that the young gallant's 
senses were deserting him." 

" I crave your pardon for my forgetfulness, Master Lingard. I 
should have told you that the king hath commanded Bartho- 
lomew Legate to be brought before him to-morrow at noon in the 
hope of obtaining his conversion from his errors. Now his 
Majesty cannot brook contradiction, and is easily angered there- 
by, and should Master Legate, as I much fear he might, speak out 
his mind with too great boldness, mischief would surely ensue, 
and therefore would I pray young Mistress Lingard to hasten to 
him with all speed, and entreat him for her sa.ke so to behave as 
to give no ground for offence. I would fain have gone to him 
myself, but he knows me not, and hath, alas ! had little reason to 
place trust in some of us who are about the Court." 

"Well, thank you kindly for your warning, Master Carey," 
answered Simon, " Maysie shall go without loss of time, though 
I fear me it may be of little use. Bartholomew is ever bold of 
speech, and not easily affrighted from what he deems to be the 
right, but she shall go and try if her persuasions may avail aught. 
Farewell, young sir, and take an old man's thanks with you," he 
continued as his guest prepared to depart. 

"Farewell, good Master Lingard, and may your daughter 
prosper in her undertaking, and this present trouble have a happy 
ending," returned the young man in an earnest tone as he held 
out his hand to the worthy hosier, who took it in his own with a 
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pleased surprise, from which he had scarce time to recover ere 
Carey had descended the stairs and was out of the house. 

As soon as his visitor had left, Siinon sought out Maysie, and 
after giving her a brief account of his conversation with Waiter 
Carey, bade her prepare to accompany him at  once to the 
prison. 

a Not that persuasions are like to avail much with Barty," lie 
ended by saying, 'l but the warning was kindly meant, and 'tis 
well we should take heed thereto; so haste thee, Maysie, and 
fret not, sweetheart, for thy old father's sake as well as for Barty's. 
I t  may be that even noiv our trouble is ending." 

He spoke cheerfully, for he saw the tears welling up in her 
brown eyes, and dismissing her with an affectionate kiss, de- 
scended to the shop to wait till she should be ready. She reap. 
peared in a few minutes cloaked and hooded, and father and 
daughter were soon threading their way through the busy streets, 
unmindful of aught save the errand on which they were bound, 
and, reaching the prison, were admitted without difficulty. 

Bartholomew, who was sitting reading by the dim iight that 
reached him through the narrow aperture which served for a 

window, looked up as his visitors entered, with pleased astonish- 
ment, and greeted then1 affectionately. 

"This is kind indeed," he said. " I  scarce hoped to see you 
again so soon," and drawing Maysie closer to him, he looked 
down on her with loving eyes. 

"Nor should we have come so soon," returned Simon, "but 
for somewhat that hath happened this morn. Nay, there is no 
cause for alarm, it concerns thyself alone. Have you heard that 
the king will see and speak with you on the morrow ? " 

Yes," answered Bartholomew in a tone of relief, " I have 
been informed thereof, though I know not on what account his 
Majesty can desire speech with me, save it be to learn for himself 
if I have been justly accused." 

" Nay, Barty, as I learn, (and it is Master Walter Carey, a 
gentleman about the Court who hath told me this,) he hath no 
such motive,-his aim is to convert you froin what he takes to be 
your errors, and should he fail or think that he has failed, he will 
be angered exceedingly ; and this is wherefore Maysie and I have 
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come, that we may persuade you to be discreet and circunlspect in 
your replies, that you risk not displeasing his Highness, for none 
can know what may be the consequences else. Tell him so, 
Maysie ; he will give more heed to your words than to inine." 

But the girl answered not. Her eyes were fixed upon her be- 
trothed, over whose countenance a bright smile was stealing; and 
he, still keeping her hand in his, turned to Simon and said in his 
usual cheery tone : 

"Good Father Lingard, be not troubled on my behalf; I 
know not that there is any cause to apprehend danger, but even 
if there were, am I not a subject of the King of heaven, and owe 
to Him allegiance above any earthly monarch ! " 

'' But, Barty," broke in Maysie tremulously, " you will consider 
carefully before you speak, and not say aught that might anger 
the king ! " 

Sweetheart ! " was the reply in a half-reproachful tone, 
wouldst have me take no heed to nly Master's commands? 

See here what H e  says," and opening his black-letter Bible, he 
*ointed to the passage in Matthew : "Take no thought how or  
what ye shall speak, for it shall be given you in that same hour 
what ye shall speak, for it is not ye that speak, but the Spirit of 
your Father which speaketh in you." " Wilt not rather pray, 
Maysie," be continued, gently caressing as he spoke the brown 
clustering curls, " that I may have strength to be  fairhful to the 
right, whate'er betide ? " 

" Yes, Barty, I will try," replied the girl with a sob ; 'c but oh, 
it is hard ! " 

" I t  has ended as I feared it might," said her father, "yet I 
would fain you could have seen the thing differently, Son Barty ; 
not that I would have you do what is wrong, but only to beware 
of overmuch zeal, or that which may savour too strongly of 
heresy. And good Mistress Alison would bear me o ~ l t  therein, 1 
warrant me." 

Bartholomew's countenance saddened a little at these worldly- 
wise though well meant remarks of his old friend, but ere he had 
time to reply, the grating of the key in the lock gave intimation 
that his visitors must depart. 

Bear nly loving remembrance to her, dear faithful Iiate ! and 
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bid her be of good cheer," he said, as he took leave of Sililon. 
Then turning to Maysie, and putting his arin around her, he 
pressed her to his heart, saying in a gentle yet cheery tone, 
" Farewell, sweetheart ; fret not thyself about me, only pray that 
God will grant us all, of His grace, strength to bear and do His 
holy will." 

The  poor girl tried to speak, but utterance failed her, and she 
could only answer with a faint smile as the lips of her betrothed 
met hers in a loving kiss, ere he yielded her up to her father. 

Another moment, and Bartholomew was left alone within the 
four walls of his dungeon, which looked gloomier than ever n o ~ v  
that Maysie's presence was withdrawn. Nor did he find hiinself 
able to renew the reading which had been so pleasantly inter. 
rupted, for his thoughts would continually recur to the object of 
Simon's visit, his coming interview with the king, and its possible 
consecjuences. Not that he was apprehensive of further harm 
arising to himself therefronl, but neither did he expect any very 
favourable result, since, come what might, he must speak the 
truth, and that alone, and it was highly probable it might not 
sound agreeably in the royal ear, accustomed as that was to little 
else save the tones of obsequious flattery. But his chief anxiety 
was the safety and well-being of his friends, and he was not with- 
out fear lest by an unguarded word he might implicate some of 
them in his so-called unlawful acts, the more especially as he 
found it difficult to assign a sufficient cause for the king's desiring 
a personal interview with him, and in his present depressed 
condition of spirits could not rid himself of the idea that the 
monarch's well-known suspicious disposition might have led him 
to play the part of a royal inquisitor in expectation of the dis- 
covery of political as well as religious heresy, in which case he 
could hope for scant mercy at his Ilands. 

Happily, this (for Bartholomew) very unusual frame of mind 
was not of long duration. With a resolute effort he threw off his 
gloon~y forebodings, and applied himself again with diligence to 
his Bible studies, until the few rays of daylight that could enter 
through the small grating faded quite away, and once more threw 
ilim back upon his own thoughts. These were, however, no longer 
sad, for his mind had travelled back to his childhood and youth 
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with all their sweet and tender associations-kind faces, long 
since hidden by the grave, smiled again upon him with the old 
affection, and voices hushed for years spoke their loving words of 
encouragement and hope. 

"Fear not, dear ones ! I will not forget your counsel," he 
murmured half aloud, just as the entrance of the gaoler with his 
supper broke the chain of his thoughts and roused him from his 
reverie. The man started at hearing the prisoner apparently con- 
versing, and glanced uneasily around the narrow chamber as if 
suspicious of the presence of some preternatural visitant. Even 
Bartholomew's smile, as he perceived the effect of his involuntary 
exclamation, failed to reassure him, and setting down the bread 
and ale, he beat a hasty retreat, scarce replying to the cordial 
c c  Good-night " which followed him. 

" Yon Legate is leagued with the devil. His Majesty had 

best have a care of hiinself when he conles before him," he said 
as he joined his fellow below. 

An it be so or no, he is a, pleasant speaking gentleman, and 1 
wish him well with all my heart," replied the other with a laugh, 
as his companion concluded his narration of how he had just 
heard the prisoner conversing with some unseen visitor. 

" Tush, man ! " he continued ; ' l  pull not so solemn a visage. 
If the king gets no nigher the evil one than when Master Legate 
stands in his presence, he will have nought to fear." 

Meantime Bartholomew, having partaken of his frugal meal, 
stretched himself on his rude couch, and soon fell into a profound 
slumber, from which he did not awake until aroused by his grim 
attendant, who had brought him breakfast and a change of 
raiment. Pointing to the latter, the man, in surly tones, bade 
him remember he was to go before the king that morning, and 
that he must be ready to start for Whitehall within an hour. I t  

was so long since he had breathed the fresh air that, despite no 
little anxiety as to the result of the interview, Bartholon2ew was 
conscious of something like pleasurable excitement at the pro- 
spect of quitting even for a short time his gloomy surroundings, 
and he made his preparations with considerable alacrity. The 

welcome suinmons came at last, and, attended by two warders, he 
left the prison, and was led in the direction of the Fleet River. 
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Descending a steep flight of steps they entered a boat, and had 
soon glided donn the narrow stream and emerged on the broad, 
clear waters of the Thames, which sparkled in the sunshine of a 
rare winter day; above was an  almost cloudless sky, while a 
blue haze lent an added charm to the distant landscape, as 
Bartholomew viewed it through the graceful network formed by 
the bare branches of the trees upon the river's bank. From tile 
long gardens of the houses in the Strand that sloped down almost 
to the water's edge, was borne upon the breeze the cheerful 
chirping of the sparrows and the sweet music of the robin's 
note; and as he drank in the welcon~e sights and sounds, it 
seemed to him that Nature had never before worn so gracious 
an aspect, never told in clearer tones of the eternal love and 
goodness. 

All too soon for Bartholomew's enjoyment of the peacefulness 
and beauty of the scene, Whitehall appeared in sight, and in a 
few minutes the boat was moored at the landing stairs, and he 
found himself met by a guard of armed soldiers who placed him 
in their midst, and conducted him through the labyrinth of stair- 
cases and corridors which led to the king's apartments. As they 
passed along, little groups of fashionable idlers would pause 
in their gossip to gaze with listlessness or curiosity upon the 
prisoner. Once his eyes met those of Ralph Cape1 fixed upon 
him with an expression of derisive contempt ; and again, a face he 
did not recognise, but which yet seemed half familiar, was turned 
upon him with a 1')ok of troubled pity. 

At length they reached the ante-room of the king's apartments, 
where a page inet them, and desired the officer of the little com- 
pany, by his hlajesty's commands, to send two of his men forward 
with the prisoner, and let the rest retire to their quarters. H e  
then led the way into a smaller and nlore comfortably furnished 
room, and drawing back some tapestry hangings, made a low 
obeisance, and said : 

The prisoner Legate is here, your Majesty. Shall the soldiers 
enter with hinl ? " 

No, boy, dinna ye mind we said we would speak with him 
alone ? Only see that he hath no weapon upon him, and let the 
men stay where they now are in case of need," was the reply, 

made in a somewhat querulous tone, which assumed a coaxing 
&aracter as the royal speaker continued : "And ye must gang 
your gait, Robert ; we would have none present but ourself, that 
our words may have the more effect." 

' c  As you rvill. I have no wish to listen to your arguments 
and homilies," was the somewhat insolent answer, and almost at  
the same n~oment a handsome, foppishly attired inan came from 
behind the tapestry, and having stared rudely at  the prisoner 
standing between the two soldiers, passed out by another door. 

Next came the search for weapons, which, of course, proved 
fruitless ; and then the page conducted Bartholoinew into the 
royal presence, and he found himself in a large room hung round 
with skilfully executed tapestry, representing scenes from New 
Testament history. At a table littered with papers sat a man of 
middle age attired in a hunting suit of green velvet. His figure 
was awkward and ungainly, and his countenance at once expressive 
of peevishness and self-conceit. There was, indeed, nothing 
about James I. of England indicative of the refinement and 
dignity usually ascribed to royalty. H e  looked up as Bartholo- 
mew entered, and it was evident that, with his well known pre- 
dilection for good looks, he was very favourably impressed with 
the grave, handsome face, and dignified, almost courtly bearing 
of the man who stood before him, for a smile played over his 
features, and his tone when he spoke, though pompous, was not 
otherwise than kindly. 

c '  Bartholomew Legate," he said, " it is by reason of the fatherly 
regard in which we hold all our subjects that we have sent for 
you, being anxiously desirous to wean you from your errors rather 
than to punish you for maintaining them." 

'" trust I am not unmindful of your Majesty's gracious intent," 
returned Bartholomew, feeling, as the king paused, that an answer 
was expected from him. 

Nay, mon, nor should you be;  but ye maun bear in mind 
that we are not only the father of our people, we are also the 
Defender of the Faith, and it behoves us to see that nought but 
the true Christian doctrine is set forth, and that by duly appointed 
preachers. Now, we have been informed that you have taken 
upon yourself to preach and teach \vitl~out liaving received a 
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proper call thereto, or the gift of the Holy Spirit by the laying on 
of hands. Is  this a true accusation ? " 

I t  is true, your Majesty, that I have not been appointed to 
the ministry of the gospel according to the accustomed forins of 
the Church of the land ; but nevertheless, I was called thereto, 
and in a manner I dared not resist, for the call came from God." 

"Nay, nay, mon, look to your words," interposed the king, 
'<and see to it that you set not up your carnal reason against the 
authority of the Church, for she hath declared that the gift of the 
Holy Spirit which came down direct from the blessed apostles, 
and alone giveth to a man grace and power to minister in her 
service, can be imparted only by the laying on of hands." 

"1 crave your Majesty's pardon ; but where the Church 
agreeth not with the commands of God, I see no choice but to 
obey the higher law." 

By my soul, then, you are wrong ; for how should you know 
which is the higher law save the Church showeth i t ?  I t  is trust- 
ing in your reason, which, as we told you before, is base and 
carnal," returned Jan~es in an  irritated tone. 

Sire," answered Bartholomew, firmly but respectfully, " my 
reason, no less than my faith, was given unto me by God, and it 
is at my peril if I use it not in His service ; nevertheless the call 
to His ministry came rather to lny heart and conscience than to 
my reason." 

The king was silent for a few minutes, then he said in a per- 
suasive tone: " But see now into what grave errors your misguided 
reason hath led you, for I have been told further that you hold 
divers most strange and heretical notions concerning the person 
and office of our Lord Jesus Christ, and have done much harm to 
some of our subjects by the preaching and teaching of the same." 

" I t  is true, your Majesty, that I have been led by the Spirit of 
God to interpret His Holy Scripture according to its plain and 
simple meaning, which, in truth, is but a return to the doctrines 
held by the primitive Church, though it may seem new and 
strange to many who have been long accustomed to a different 
rendering thereof." 

" Then, hath it been rightly reported to me that you deny our 
blessed Lord and Saviour to be God ? " 

Y 
-- 

a Yes, I find no warrant in Holy Scripture for believing Him 
to be so, save as an anointed God." 

"But, if H e  be not God, what, then, do you believe Him to 
b e ? "  

A man, sire," replied Bartholomew firmly ; " a man, as Peter 
or Paul, as David or Stephen, only differing from them in 
that H e  was without sin, and had the Spirit of God bejond 
measure." 

"See now," said the king, hardly able to control his im- 
p t ience  ; " into what detestable errors your base and carnal 
reason hath already led you. Were we to treat your heresies as 
they deserve, we should hand you over to the civil power to be 
dealt with according to the laws of the land; but in our clemency, 
we, who are the Supreme Governor of that Church, whose loviilg 
counsel you have despised and set aside, desire rather so to 
instruct you in her doctrines that ye may be brought agaill into 
her bosom; wherefore, attend humbly to our words, and be not 
p f f e d  up with the vain conceit of your own heart." 

Bartholomew bowed assent, and James continued : 
The  Church teacheth that there is one God, who hat11 made 

and doth preserve all things both visible and invisible, and that 
in this Godhead there are three Persons, of one substance, power, 
and eternity, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. The Son 
(mark this) proceeding from the Father from everlasting, of one 
substance with Him, the very and eternal God, and the Holy 
Ghost proceeding from the Father and the Son, being also the 
very and eternal God. NOW, the office of the Son is to satisfy 
the offended justice of the Father by offering Himself up as an 
atoning sacrifice for the sins of the world, not only for the original 
sin which we inherit from our forefather Adarn, but also for the 
sins which men do every day commit, as it saith in the Epistle to 
the Hebrews : ' Who needeth not daily, as those high priests, to 
offer up sacrifice, first for His own sins, and then for the people's : 
for this H e  did once, when H e  offered up Himself.' But since 
the sin is infinite, so must also the sacrifice be, and herein it 
would fail, were Jesus mere man. Furthermore, the Church 
showeth how the Scripture doth set out that only by the name of 
Jesus Christ can men be saved, and if they do not so believe, 



they will receive everlasting damnation. This must convince J.ol, 

that tlle doctrines you hold are false and of the devil." 
"Your Majesty," answered Bartholoniew, "the truths I llo,I, 

hold have been revealed to me after long and diligent searching 
of the Scriptures and much travail of SOU], and to deny thelll 
W O L I ~ ~  be to deny that Holy Spirit from whoin they came. I do 
verily believe in one God, who hat11 made ant1 doth uphold all 
things that are, and in Holy Scripture I find that Jesus taught lls 

to look upon Him as our loviilg Heavenly Father, no less 
merciful than just. Nowhere do I find that H e  speaks of the 
'Trinity, or of the need of an atoning sacrifice. Contrariwise, 
bids us be mercif~~l and forgiving that we may be like unto our 
Heavenly Father, and doth sum up His teaching in the two 
great commands : ' T h e  Lord our God is one Lord ; and thou 
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy 
soul, and with all thy mind, and with all thy strength,' and ' Thou 
shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.' " 

H e  ceased, and the king, evidently perplexed, was also silent. 
H e  began to feel far less confident than he had done of ])is 
power to bring back the heretic before him to the orthodox faith, 
and the consciousness of his failure was irritating in the extreme. 
Suddenly, however, an idea occurred to him that he might sur- 
prise his opponent into an acknowledgment of the Deity of 
Christ; and looking up, and speaking in a tone of assumed 
suavity, he said : 

a Since you hold our Saviour in so high regard, and pay such 
good heed to His teachings, it cannot surely be but that yell 

pray to Him daily." 
I n  Holy MTrit, your hfajesty," answered Bartholomew, '' we 

read that Jesus was a man like unto ourselves, and though it be 
true that in the days of my ignorance I did pray unto Him, I 
have not done so for the last seven years, believing that such all 
act would be idolatry." 

H e  spoke calmly and respectfully, but James, who had with 
difficulty restrained his ire until now, suddenly lost all self-com- 
mand, and rising from his seat and spurning a t  Bartholomew 
with his foot, shrieked out : 

Begone, base fellow; it shall never be said that one standeth 
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in our presence who hath not prayed to Christ for seven years. 
Bid those soldiers remove this blasphemer," he continued as a 
page appeared upon the scene, " and let him receive the punish- 
Illent he so justly merits." 

Bartholomew uttered no word of expostulation or reproach, 
but only cast a glance of sorrowful pity towards the irate 
Inonarch as the soldiers roughly hurried him away. 

On reaching the landing stairs of the river, where he was again 
delivered into the custody of his gaolers, he saw hastening towards 
them one of the young gallants he had observed on his way 
through the palace. H e  gave some coin to the men, and turning 
to Bartholomew, said in a low tone : 

I fear me you have sadly angered the king, he brooks not to 
be crossed in aught, and none can tell to what this may lead. 
You should have regarded the warning sent you." 

H e  who obeys the King of kings need fear no earthly ruler," 
%nswered Bartholomew, a bright smile illumining his counte- 
nance ; " but I do thank you most heartily for your kind regard 
for my welfare." 

" Nay," was the reply; " it is for me to thank you for bringing 
me out of darkness into light." 

"Rather bless God, therefore, whose humble instrument I am," 
returned Bartholomew, with a kind pressure of the young man's 
hand, ere he took his seat in the boat that was soon bearing him 
back again to his gloomy prison, 
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CHAPTER XXVII, 

T .RE yesr r 6 r o was fast waning to its close : amid chill mists 
and a driving sleet that rendered the city streets almost 

impassable, its last few hours were being spent. The dusk had 
fallen mpidly, and Simon Lingard, having desired his apprentices 
to close the shop early, had betaken himself with his account. 
books upstairs, intending to devote the remainder of the evening 
!ndisturbed to them. But although he had the volumes open on 
the table before him, had mended his pen and got all else in 
readiness, he could not, try as he would, keep his attention fixed 
on debtor and creditor and the matters pertaining thereto. per- 
haps it was because he could not shut out the moaning of the 
wind and the beating of the sleet against the casements, that he 
could not shut out the mournful reflections to which those sounds 

so appropriate an accompaniment. Not that he felt 
particularly regretful at parting from the old year. I t  had not beell 
a very happy one to him or his ; for it had taken from him his 
beloved sister, leaving a void in his home that could never be 
filled; and it had left, as it had found, Bartholomew Legate still a 
prisoner, with apparently no prospect of regaining his freedom, 
and Simon had the added sorrow of seeing the countenance of 
his once bright, merry Maysie saddened with the heart-sickness 
of hope deferred. No, it had not been a happy year, and he 
could almost have rejoiced that it was so near its end, but for 
a dim foreboding that prevented a confident outlook into the 
future. Perhaps one reason for this very unusual dejection might be 
that he was quite alone this evening, Maysie having gone to visit 
Alice White, who had on the previous day given birth to her third 
child. Kate Alison was with her, but she had craved for Maysie, 
and John had not long since brought word that she would stay 
with them that night. H e  made another effort to betake himself 
to his books, but again in vain ; his eyes might rest on columns of 
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figures, but his mind refused to dwell thereon ; and it was with a 
feeling of intense relief that he at length heard a footstep on the 
stairs. Rising from his seat he went quickly towards the door, 
and welcomed his old friend Hugh Cape1 with all his usual 
heartiness. 

" But 'tis a fearsome night for you to be abroad, Hugh," he 
said, taking his wet cloak from him and drawing the settle close 
to the hearth ; "yet I am right glad to see you ; here, sit ye down, 
and I will get you a cup of sack to take the chill out of your 
bones. Have you seen Alice ? " 

" I saw her an hour or two since, she was fairly well, and the 
child is a goodly infant; I pray it may be a greater comfort to her 
and her husband than my son hath been to me, yet I fear me 
they are both over-confident for their children, notwithstanding 
I have tried to warn them thereof." 

" Nay," answered Simon ; " with such examples as they will be 
to their children, it would be strange indeed did they not grow 
up true and good." 

" I would fain hope they may," said Hugh ; "though it is not 
ever so with the children of those who do strive to set them the 
best example. But I came not to speak of Alice or her children : 
I have other news for you. I t  is rumoured that Bartholomew 
Legate will shortly be tried in the Consistory Court, when lie will 
certainly be either condemned or acquitted for his opinions ; I 
fear me the former may be the case, should they bring the 
iniquitous heresy laws into force." 

" Say you so? when heard you this ? " 
To-day at noon, I know not if it be aught but rumour, but it 

is likely enough true, and I will tell you wherefore. Three days 
since, as you know, Legate was again convented before the 
bishop, in St. Paul's. I was there amid many others to listen to 

' the disputation, which lasted some hours, and Legate did hold 
his own well,-not that I conceive him to be in the right, for some 
of his opinions are truly monstrous ; yet he is withal honest and 
sober-minded, and not without some measure of God's grace; 
moreover, he hath no dealings with the scarlet woman, as have 
the double-tongued priests and bishops of this God-forsaken 
land." 
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But what of the disputation, Hugh ? " interrupted Simon, 
anxious to divert his friend's mind from his favourite topic of the 
iniquities of the Church. 

Oh, the bishop did make a long speech showing forth that the 
Church of this day is the very same as that established by the 
apostles, and that all her bishops and priests have received Divine 
appointment through the laying on of hands, on which account it 
is impossible they should err, either in their interpretation of 
Scripture, or in the framing of other doctrines set forth by them, 
such as the Athanasian and Nicene Creeds; and therefore, any one 
publishing aught contrary to such doctrines must be dealt with as 
a dangerous schismatic, an enemy to the Church and to God. 
Whereupon, Legate boldly made ansu7er that the word of God, 
as the Scriptures did declare, was not to be sought in any far-off 
land, nor in a time long past, neither with this teacher or with 
that, since it was within the heart of every man who should seek 
and find it for himself; that it was this same word which bore 
witness to him that Christ was the Son of God, not God the Son, 
that by Him was nothing made, and that worship should not be 
paid to Him, but to God alone, His Father and our Father, and 
that the creeds which taught contrary to this were by no means 
figures of true Christian faith. And in this wise did he speak for 
some time; and many standing about showed forth so openly by 
word and sign their approval of what he said, that if the bishop or 
those of the clergy about him could have refuted him, they durst 
not. At last the bishop waxed very wroth, and sharply rebuked 
Legate for his ingratitude after the many favours and indulgences 
which had been granted him, who thereupon made answer that 
he took no account of those so-called indulgences, seeing that he 
was falsely imprisoned, by reason of the court by which he had 
been tried having no authority over him. ' Then shall you 
be tried again, and by a court whose authority you cannot deny,' 
answered the bishop angrily ; whereupon, one standing near me, 
whom I believe to have seen in times past in company with my 
unhappy son, uttered a groan, saying: 'Now hath he undone 
himself, for the king is also angered against him.' And then did 
he hasten away, and I saw him speaking with Legate as he was 
led from the court. To-day, it is rumoured that the bishop, by 
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sanction of the king, will summon to a Consistory Court all 
our most learned men, lawyers as well as divines, before whom 
Legate will be convented, and that shortly." 

Lingard's countenance fell, and he sat for some moments in 
silence ; at last he said : " I  fear the worst ; Barty will never 
sufficiently guard his words, and without a doubt, the minds of 
the bishop and other of his accusers, are already made up against 
him. Should they find him guilty of heresy, what punishment 
think you will be meted out to him ? " 

" Nay, that I cannot tell," answered Capel; " but likely enough 
it will be a long imprisonment, or perchance outlawry. Methinks 
they would be well pleased to rid the country of him, seeing that 
the common folk pay such heed to his words, and hold him in 
such high esteem." 

" My poor little Maysie," sighed Simon ; "if such judgment 
be passed on Barty, it will be sore trial for her." 

Ay, but the innocent must e'en suffer for and with the guilty. 
Mark my words, Lingard," continued Capel, raising his voice, 
and bringing his hand down heavily on the arm of the settle ; 
"mark my words: this is but the beginning of the great trib~llation, 
the reign of wickedness upon earth, even as it is prophesied in 
Scripture : ' The devil has come down unto you, having great 
wrath, because he knoweth that he hath but a short time.' Yea, 

H e  knoweth His own, and the days will come when those who sit 
in high places and work iniquity shall be utterly confounded." 

Simon sat regarding his friend during this outbreak of fanatical 
zeal with that feeling of alarm and perplexity which always 
possessed him on such occasions; then as he ceased, he remarked 
quietly : 

That's as it may be, Hugh ; neither you nor I know aught 
of what is going to happen-so much the better for us;  and 
as to wickedness, I know not that our country is worse than 
others. I t  would have been better for Barty, truly, had he kept 
within the law of the land ; not but what I love him the more for 
his steadfast honesty, e'en though it bring such sore trouble to us 
all. But, hark ! the storm still rageth without. Wilt stay wit11 
me to-night? thou knowest there is ever a bed for thee." 

" Thanks, Lingard, but this night I cannot ; I have to meet 
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some of the faithful at ten, and must not fail. Indeed, it already 
waxeth late, I must be going." 

Have a care, Hugh, about these same secret meetings, lest 
the law be brought to bear against you." . 

Let the wicked e'en do as they will,-they may kill the body, 
but cannot hurt the soul, and their time is short," returned Capel 
in a triumphant tone that plainly indicated he would rather court 
than shun persecution; then rising from his seat he began to don 
his cloak. Simon shook his head, but made no further attempt 
at dissuading him froin his purpose, and they parted with Inutual 
good wishes. 

The next day, as Simon was busily engaged in the examination 
of a newly arrived packet of goods in his little back shop, he be- 
came suddenly aware of some one standing near, while a blithe 
voice exclaimed in well known tones : " Good-morrow, Father 
Lingard, a glad New Year to you.') 

And to you also, Son Barty," returned Simon with real 
heartiness, as he grasped Legate's hand affectionately ; " but this 
is an unthought-of pleasure, 1 scarce thought you would have had 
liberty to go abroad continued to you." 

"Nor am I sure how long that same liberty will last, seeing my 
trial is to take place this month or next ; but Master Joyce, my 
new gaoler, hath already shown me much kindness, and if it be 
permitted to him, I doubt not he will be still ready to do me a 
good turn whenever the ocwsion serves; so I hope I may still 
count on the visits of my friends even should I be unable to visit 
them. How is Maysie ? " 

Quite well, I trust, but she slept not at home last night, nor 
Mistress Alison either; they were with Alice White. Have you 
heard that she hath another little one ? " 

Nay, but I rejoice to hear it ; such parents as John and Alice 
must needs bring up good and brave children; but how doth 
she ? " 

Well, God be thanked, and the child also. But come 
upstairs, Barty, and Deborah shall get you a bit and a sup." 

"Thanks, Father Lingard, but I had breakfast only two hours 
since, and am not yet hungry." 

Tut, man ; what of that ? prison fare is none of the best, I 

- 
~varrant me, and you are looking all too pale." And the worthy 
man peered anxiously into Bartholomew's face, which was indeed' 
thinner and paler than of yore, while in his black hair many a, 
*ilver thread was visible. 

" Nay, Father Lingard, there is nought amiss with me,'' he said, 
laughing, " save that I need more labour and less rest. If you 
will grant me leave, I would first walk over and see Maysie and 
Alice and the rest, and afterwards come back here for what 
remaineth of my time." 

Not until you have eaten," returned Simon in a determined 
tone ; " when you have done that, you may go hither if you will,. 
and bring my maid back save they need her longer ; " and having 
thus spoken, he led the way upstairs, nor rested until he had. seen 
his guest not only supplied with an ample meal, but doing justiae 
thereto. 

" What of this trial, Barty? " he said at length, as the latter 
laid down his knife and fork ; "think you it was wisely done to 
provoke the bishop to such a step ? " 

Nay, how could I avoid it ? " was the answer ; " save it had 
been possible to frame my replies according to his mind, and that 
were not consistent with the truth, as it hath been revealed to me." 

Simon sighed. " But what think you will be the end of this ? " 
"Nay, good Father Lingard, who shall tell ? I know only this 

-that my times are in Cod's hands, and my trust in Him," replied 
Bartholomew, with the quiet smile that spoke far more than his 
words. " And now, I will go," he continued in a cheerful tone ; 
"for I would fain, if possible, see some others of my flock on my 
way ; and if Maysie can be spared, be sure I will bring her back : 
that were too pleasant a task not to be fulfilled. I must make 
the most of my time now." 

Ay, that must you," replied Simon in a sadder tone ; " so get 
you gone, and let me see you again as soon as may be." H e  led 
the way downstairs, and stood for some minutes at the door, 
following Legate with his eyes as he passed along among the busy 
folk thronging the thoroughfare, bent on celebrating in their various 
ways the birth of the new year; and as the tall figure vanished 
from his sight, he wondered what the hidden future might have in 
store for him of good or ill. 
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I t  would have been difficult to decide from whonl BartholomeIv 
received the warmest welconle on his arrival at the Whites' pleasant 
home. Mistress Alison was quite overjoyed at seeing him again, 
and receiving once more with all the old tenderness his affec 
tionate embrace and loving congratulations ; Maysie, though less 
demonstrative than the old woman, showed by her brightened 
countenance the quiet contentment of her happiness ; while to 
John and Alice his visit a t  such a time was especially welcome, 
for, regarding him as they did with a feeling akin to reverence, it 
seemed that for him to take the new-born babe in his arms and 
pronounce a benediction over it would indeed insure a blessing 
on it and them. 

"Alice and I wish to call him by your name," said John to 
Bartholomew, as they stood looking down on the helpless infant 
lying by its mother's side ; "and we hope he will prove himself 
worthy of so great an honour. We would also, if you will, that 
you should name him this day." 

''Nay, dear friends, rather hope and pray that he may be a 

better man than I. Yet I do thank you for this one more proof of 
your love," answered.Bartholomew, taking a hand of each of the 
young parents in his own, and pressing them affectionately; '(and 
I will gladly do your bidding." 

So, in the presence of the assembled household, he proceeded 
to perform at once the simple rite of dedicating to the service of 
God and humanity the child so lately sent to earth, ending with a 
touching exhortation to all to guard the little being in its purity 
and innocence, and to stimulate it by their counsel and example 
2 0  all good works. Then, having spoken the name by which the 
babe should henceforth be known in the world, and pronounced 
the benediction, he imprinted a kiss on the tiny brow, gave little 
Bartholomew back into his mother's arms, and bidding her an 
affectionate farewell, left the chamber accompanied by John and 
Maysie. They went downstairs together, and over the cheerful 
fire re-read the latest letter from Holland, recalled old times, and 
talked of old friends ; but it was not until Maysie had retired to 
prepare for her return home that John ventured to broach the 
subject uppermost in his mind. 

"Have you heard aught concerning this new trial before the 
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Consistory, which, as it is noised abroad, is shortly to take place ? " 
he said, with no slight degree of anxiety in his tone. 

'' I have heard thereof, truly, but know nothing certain either of 
the time when it is to take place, or of the persons before whom 
I am to be tried, though I do remember, the last time I was con- 
vented before Master King, he said, somewhat angrily, that I 
should have no occasion to complain of the want of due authority 
on the part of my judges at my next trial." 

" But what think you will be the conclusion thereof? " 
" Dear John, how should I know ? The results are with God, 

and not with me. I can but act as H e  commands, and speak 
the words H e  puts into my lips. And indeed this idle waiting 
hath become so wearisome, I could almost welcome any change 
therefrom ; wherefore I pray you not to let anxiety on my be- 
half weigh down your spirit and take the sunshine out of your 
life ;" and as he spoke, Bartholomew rose from his seat and, 
laying his hands on the young man's shoulder, looked steadfastly 
into his face with a smile entirely devoid of apprehension or 
gloom. '' Dear lad," he continued, "if we could be without 
God, or if the coming of His blessed kingdom could be delayed 
by aught that man can do, then indeed were there cause for 
sorrow and anxious fear; but seeing that all things are in His 
hand who hat11 promised to be the strength and succour of all 
such as trust in Him, who shall make us afraid ? True it is, I 
have had my hours of darkness, John, when the thought that it 
might not be allowed me to finish the work God had given me to 
do, hath tormented me almost to despair ; but, thanks be to Him, 
that is past. I know now that His blessed truth can never fail, 
nor His work come to an untimely end; for though H e  call one 
labourer out of the vineyard and bid him to sit still and wait, H e  
is able to bring in others no less faithful to prepare the ground 
and tend the growing vines. And for him that tarrieth, may he 
not also thus fulfil the Master's will ? "  

" My heart doth assure me you are right, dear friend," answered 
John, with an attempt at a smile ; '' but my faith is small, and 
like Peter, I cannot walk with firmness upon a sea of trouble." 

" Take fast hold of the Master's hand, John, and the waves 
shall be as dry land to your feet," answered Bartholomew. " Come, 
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lad," he continued, in a cheerful tone, "banish care from thy 
heart, and let us rejoice together in this glad new year that bath 
dawned upon us out of the life and love of God, assured that 
whatever may befal ere its course is run is known to and approved 
of Him." 

The sound of Maysie7s footsteps upon the stairs here put an 
abrupt end to their conversation ; and having bidden John farewell, 
Barthololnew and his betrothed set forth on their walk to the 
home of the latter. The streets were still thronged with pleasure. 
seekers, and the kindly greetings they received from many an 
acquaintance as they passed along added an additional zest to 
the happiness of both. But suddenly, as they turned the corner 
of a street, Bartholonlew observed Maysie start, and felt her 
hand clasp his own more tightly. 

L' What ails thee, sweetheart? " he asked, with some anxiety. 
There was no need for her reply, however, for, at the same moment 
raising his head, his eyes met those of Ralph Capel fixed upon 
him with a malignant smile. Another moment, and he was gone, 
but Maysie's cheek was still white, and she trembled visibly. 

Why, Maysie, there is surely nought in Ralph Capel to make 
thee afraid." 

I do fear him, Barty, for he is a bad man, and would scruple 
not to injure any whom he hates. Saw you not how he looked at 
you ? " 

I did see, sweetheart, but there was nought in his countenance 
that need cloud our happiness for to-day. Let us hasten on, or 
your father will think I have forgotten my promise. Why, who 
comes here?" he continued, catching sight of another familiar 
figure amid the throng. (' Well met, good Brother Postlethwaite ; 
how fares it with you ? " 

I t  was, indeed, the travelling preacher, bending as of old 
beneath his load, but with an added weight of years and in- 
firmities. 

"God be thanked I meet you thus," he replied, his careworn 
countenance beaming with pleasure. " I had feared I must e'en 
have betaken me to the prison to f~~lfi l  my errand to you ; " and 
as he spoke, he drew from his bosom a sealed packet, and handed 
it to Legate, who received it with some surprise. " I passed 

through Rumwell two days since," continued Postlethwaite, by 
~vay of explanation, " and chanced to meet with Master Carey, 
who prayed me to bring this to you. How he will rejoice to 
know you are once more free; for he hath great affection 
for you, as well he may, seeing he owes to God, through you, 
even the life of his immortal soul." 

'' H e  hath already shown me some kindness," returned 
Bartholomew ; '' and I am truly glad to be held in remembrance 
by him." 

"And when were you released?" asked the old man with a 
smile of kindly interest. 

" I am free of the prison but for a few hours," was the reply; 
bound by promise to return thither ere sunset." 
"Say you so, brother? then it is as I feared. Alas ! for thy 

sake, and for that of religion in this land of ours. How long 

shall the wicked triumph ? " 
" Shall we receive good at the Lord's hand, and not also evil ? "  

answered Bartholomew ; " or rather, can aught be evil that is 
ordained of God ? I t  is not your wont to look on the dark side 
of things, brother; but you are weary. Come home with us and 
rest awhile ; my Maysie's father will give thee a right hearty 
welcome, will he not, Maysie ? " 

" Indeed he will," she answered, glancing half shyly, half 
pityingly, at the pale, worn countenance, and the bent, emaciated 
form. 

The old man shook his head. "Thanks, Brother Legate ; 
thanks, gentle maiden. I am weary, it is true ; but rest is not 
yet for me. I t  will come ere long, I doubt not, and I shall hear 
the Master's summons with joy; but meantime the part of the 
faithful servant is to occupy till H e  comes." Then remarking the 
puzzled expression on Maysie's countenance, he added : '' Even 
now the brethren are expecting me to give account to thein of 
my past labours ere I set forth again on the morrow ; so I must 
say farewell, and go my way; yet I trust we shall meet again 
ere long, Brother Legate, and till then may the Lord's arm be 
your defence, and His blessing rest on you and yours." 

"May H e  bless and keep you in all your ways," replied Bar- 
tholomew, warmly returning the grasp of the proffered hand. 
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Another moment, and the old man Was gone-lost to sight amid 
the busy throng. 

Who is he, Barty ?) '  asked Maysie, as they resumed their 
walk. 

" A  travelling preacher, sweetheart, Ephraim Postlethnaite 
by name; but to what sect he belongs, or whence he comes, or 
whither he goes, I know not, being sure only of this, that he is 
a truly good man, and zealous for what he thinks to be the truth, 
as he hath shown by his willingness both to labour and suffer 
therefor. I have some cause also to be grateful to him, for he 
it was who came to warn me of my danger on the night when I 
was taken prisoner." 

Dear good old man ! " murmured the girl. " Would you llad 
listened to him, Barty ! " 

Nay, nay, Maysie ; you surely would not that I should have 
shown myself a craven when the moment of trial came, and per. 
chance thereby suffered some one else to fall into the hands of 
the persecutor. You would have been justly ashamed of me in 
such a case." 

Maysie made no reply, but Bartholomew felt her hand clasp 
his own more tightly, and looking down into her face, was met 
by a loving, though somewhat piteous smile. 

' L  Courage, sweetheart !" he said softly; take the sunshine 
while you may, and if dark days should come, doubt not that 
God will lead us out safely into the light. But see ! there is your 
good father watching for us ; let us not meet him with doleful 
countenances on this New Year's day." 

She answered with another smile, and by the time they reached 
the shop-door, where Simon stood ready to welcome them, had 
apparently resumed her usual tranquil cheerfulness. 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 

" W ILT come with me to Greenwich to-morrow, Capel? 
There is to be  a rare bear-baiting, if I mistake not, 

we may chance to light upon some other sport by the way. 
This humdrum life we have led of late will soon weary me to 
death, save I find some change therefsom. By my soul ! one 
might as well be shut up in the Tower ! " 

L' Or take service in the household of our most virtuous Prince 
Henry," returned Ralph Capel in a sneering tone. " 'Sdeath, 
Lester, you are right for once ; the Court hath been dull enough 
for the past three weeks to pleasure even his royal Highness, but 
sport is beginning for me, and I would cot quit London for a 
ship-load of treasure ; so you must e'en seek another companion 
for to-morrow's bear-baiting." 

" You always find some reason for not going abroad with me 
since Walter Carey left us," grumbled Lester in a highly offended 
tone. 

'' Truly spoken, by'r Lady, though I scarce thought your wisdom 
would have availed to find it out. The  case lies thus, sweet 

gossip : Walter Carey knew how to rule and govern your truculent 
spirit, and so prevent you from brawling with every second man 
you meet ; and since I possess not that power, it is surely the safer 
plan to avoid the risk altogether by not going abroad in your 
company." 

"What ! dare you call me a brawler ! " cried Lester, rising 
from his seat with a flushed countenance, and laying his hand 
upon the hilt of his dagger. 

((Nay, sit ye down again; I am not for fighting a t  this 
moment," replied his companion with provoking coolness. 

Take back those words then," demanded the angry little man. 
Certainly," was the mocking answer, ' L  and I will put in 

their stead,-exchanging pleasant courtesies. Will that suit 

your humour ? " 
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What is the meaning of this ? " said another voice, and look- 
ing up, they beheld to their astonishment their master's favourite 
Robert Carr, who had entered the room unobserved, and stood 
looking from one to the other. " What is the meaning of this ? 
he said again ; " Lester looking as sweet as a crab-apple, and 
Cape1 in most unusually good temper. I s  the world coming to 
an end ? " 

H e  called me a brawler," began Lester, " and I will take that 
insult from no man. I am no more brawler than he." 

Heed him not, Master Carr," said Ralph, rising from his seat 
and preparing to don his cloak ; " 'tis but a slight disorder of the 
spleen ; he will recover anon." 

fi And whither are you bound in such unkindly weather ? 
TO St. Paul's, where I look for rare entertainment." 
What ! to the trial of that heretic, Legate? I should neier 

have thought you had taste for dry argument, be it ever so 
learned.'' 

Nor have I ,  but I would fain hear that same Legate brought 
to confusion and made to eat his own words, for I owe hiin more 
than one grudge, Master Carr, and it will rejoice my heart to 
hear him sentenced as he deserves." 

Ah, ah, good Ralph ! so that is your mind, is i t ?  But I 
fear me you must prepare for some measure of disappointment. 
Fanatic though he be, Bartholomew Legate will not easily be 
brought to confusion in argument, seeing he hath both a clear 
head and a fluent tongue, and is a brave man to boot; for one 
must e'en give the devil his due. Yet I would he had not gained 
such sway over Walter Carey ; he spoiled in him as merry a boon 
colnpanion as man could desire." 

" Ay, that he did," echoed Lester ; " the Court has not been the 
same since he went away and shut himself up in his musty old 
country house." 

Well, I hate the canting fellow for other cause than that," 
said Ralph with some vehemence, " and I hope he may get his 
due." 

"And I hope he may, sweet gossip, but should he not, I'll 
swear 'twill be by no fault of yours." 

No, indeed, Master Carr ; I will take good heed thereto," 

returned Ralph, as he threw on his plumed hat with a jerk, and 
left; the room. 

The morning was bitterly cold as he reached the outer air, and 
on gaining the river stairs, a thin sheet of ice on the surface of 
the water made it evident to him that there was no prospect of 
a boat, and he must, therefore, accept the only remaining alter- 
native, and go on foot to St. Paul's. H e  accordingly turned into 
the Strand, and made his way as he best could along the uneven, 
slippery road, and by the gardens, dreary enough in the chill 
morning mist with their leafless trees and melancholy shrubs. 

Ralph Capel walked along, however, so absorbed in thought 
as to be entirely heedless of his surroundings, and he started in- 
voluntarily when, as he neared the precincts of the Temple, a 
hand was laid upon his arm, and a hollow voice pronounced his 
name. 

What do you want with me?"  he asked, endeavouring with 
an impatient gesture to escape from the touch of his quondam 
host and physician, Doctor Dare, who, however, still retained 
his hold, and sternly replied : 

" T o  know from your own lips if it be true that you have 
proved ingrate enough to betray to his doom one who, but for 
your own stubbornness, was your truest friend ? " 

"I  know not who or what you mean," returned Ralph de- 
fiantly, and if I did, I am not bound to give account to you of 
all my doings. Let me go, Doctor Dare. I have business of 
import which may not wait; and moreover, I will brook no in- 
sults from you, and if you again waylay me thus, you shall have 
cause to repent it. Should it come to the king's ears how you 
continually practise the black art, not even sanctuary shall avail 
you aught." 

" Threaten not, Ralph Capel, neither boast ye of your power, 
for that will be short-lived indeed," said the old man with quiet 
dignity ; then he added, after a pause : " I read your horoscope 
last night, and your evil star, whose course might earlier have 
been changed, is rising rapidly into the ascendant, and -" 

Ralph interrupted him with a scornful laugh, and disengaging 
himself with a sudden jerk from his detaining hand, strode rapidly 
away. But, spite of his pretended incredulity, the old man's 



- 
words left a very uncomfortable impression on his mind, which 
he could not for some time succeed in shaking off, and he almost 
wished he had allowed Doctor Dare to finish his sentence, and 
thereby learned the worst. On arriving at the cathedral, he 
found a considerable number of persons already assembled. h,,+ 
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the young gallant had no difficulty in obtaining a good place 
whence he could see and hear all that occurred. 

The bishops had not yet taken their seats, nor was the prisoner 
present, but glancing over the sea of faces, Ralph soon recognised 
the portly form of Simon Lingard, and by his side Maysie, her 
dark eyes turned wistfully towards the door at  which it was ex- 
pected Bartholomew would enter; John White also stood near, 
and by his side, with stern and resolute countenance, was Hugh 
Capel. Ralph turned his eyes away, dreading to meet the gaze 
of the father he had wronged, but it was only to encounter instead 
the searching glance of Doctor Dare ; and could he have done so 
without observation, the young man would gladly have quitted 
the cathedral. But now there arose a buzz of expectation among 
the assembled folk, and with much pomp and ceremony the 
bishops and other dignitaries entered, clad in their ecclesiastical 
robes, and took their places. 

The scene was an imposing one, for such an assemblage had 
seldom before been gathered within the walls of the cathedral. 
There was the Archbishop of Canterbury (though his r8Ze on this 
occasion was simply that of a spectator); John King, Bishop of 
London, on whom principally devolved the conduct of the trial; 
the Bishops of Ely, Lichfield, and Rochester; Dr. Morton, the 
Dean of Westminster ; Dr. Leyfield, the Dean of St. Paul's ; and 
the two eminent lawyers, Sir John Blount and Sir Thomas 
Fowler ; besides many others more or less interested in the trial. 
When the murmur of excitement had somewhat subsided, the 
order was given to bring in the accused, and Bartholomew 
entered, accompanied by his guards, and with quiet dignity took 
the place assigned to him, opposite the benches occupied by his 
judges, amid another murmur of voices, which was, however, 
quickly suppressed. H e  was somewhat pale, owing to the close 
confinement within his prison walls ; for since the beginning of 
the year liberty to go abroad had been denied him. But his 
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countenance indicated no trace either of fear or anxiety ; on the 
contrary, there was apparent in his demeanour, as he stood there 
calmly awaiting his trial, a cheerful tranquillity that bespoke a 
conscience at peace with itself, and might well have moved the 
envy of a less guiltily perturbed spirit than that of Ralph Capel. 

Now ensued a slight pause, during which Bishop King set his 
papers in order; then he rose from his seat, and bade the 
chancellor read the indictment, which was listened to by the 
whole assembly with almost breathless attention. I t  began, of 
course, with the usual preamble, setting forth the advantages of 
the Protestant Church, and especially in having for its head a 
great and virtuous king instead of that antichrist, the Pope. 
This was followed by an enumeration of the various statutes 
against heresy, and then came the charge against Bartholomew 
Legate as a heretic on the suspicion of his most sacred Majesty, 
James, King of Britain, Ireland, and France, as Christ's vice 
gerent of the English Church, and Defender of the Faith. The 
indictment charged the said Bartholomew Legate with en- 
deavouring to undermine and destroy the holy Protestant 
Church as by law established, by the preaching and teaching 
of certain false and mischievous doctrines, the principal among 
them being the denials of the creeds, both the Athanasian and 
Nicene, and the assertions that Christ is not God, that there are 
no persons in the Godhead, and that Christ is not to be prayed 
unto. 

As the chancellor resumed his seat after the reading of this 
indictment, which had been listened to with the same breathless 
attention by the whole of the vast assembly, all eyes were turned 
towards the Bishop of London, who, with ill-concealed im- 
patience, now rose and called upon the accused to make answer 
to the charges brought against him, and say if he were guilty or 
not guilty. 

If the interest of the on-lookers had been great before, it was 
now intensified to the utmost; even Ralph forgot his anxiety to 
remain unrecognised, in his eagerness to hear what Bartholomew 
could say in his defence, seeing what consequences depended 
thereon. But calm and unabashed, as regardless apparently of 
the Inany eyes fixed upon him as of the bishop's almost threaten- 

s 



258 Bnrtlzoloonzew, Legate. 
. 

ing tone, Bartholomew stepped a few paces forward, and in clear, 
unfaltering accents, began his reply :- 

" My lord bishop," he said, " as to the first of these charges, I 
can truly affirm that I have never desired, far less sought to brinQ 
about, the overthrow of the Church ; for though my reason di: 
approves of many of her doctrines, and my conscience forbids m, 
to take part in all her rites and ceremonies, yet seeing that many 
can believe and take comfort therein, it would ill become me to 
judge their consciences ; and I would not, therefore, that the 
Church should be destroyed, but only purified from error, that 
she may be the better able to strengthen the weak, comfort the 
sorrowful, and instruct the ignorant. As to the Athanasian and 
Nicene Creeds, I do, indeed, deny them both, as having no 
authority human or Divine, and being, moreover, contrary to 
Holy Scripture." 

" Hear what he saith ; he hath already condemned himself ! 
exclaimed Bishop King, turning to his brethren. 

cLNay, let us hear him f~~rther," answered the Bishop of Ely ; 
''it nlay be we have scarce understood him aright. Bethink 
you," he continued, addressing himself to Legate, "these creeds 
are part of the foundation on which the Church is built; how 
then can they be contrary to Scripture ? " 

' c  My lord," answered Bartholomew, 'c  I read in Scripture that 
there is one God, who made heaven and earth and all that therein 
is ; that H e  is almighty and everlasting ; and that before Him 
none was, nor can any be after Him. I read also in the Gospels 
what Jesus Christ, our Master, taught of Him : that H e  is our 
Father, merciful and loving, slow to anger and ready to forgive, 
and that we, being His children, need none to mediate between 
us and Him. Nowhere do I find that Christ speaks of Himself 
as God: contrariwise H e  seeks strength of His heavenly Father 
by prayer; H e  bids His disciples pray to Him and to Him 
alone ; and calls upon Him from the cross, which if H e  were 
Himself God would be a mockery." 

''But do you not also read," interrupted the bishop, "how 
Christ said, ' I am in the Father and the Father in Me '  ; and at 
another time, ' I and My Father are one ' ?  Surely, these words 
can have no other meaning than that they are one in essence ! "  
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"Nay, my lord," replied Bartholomew ; " for you will also 
remember that our Master, in praying for His disciples, asked 
that they might be one with Him even as H e  was one with His 
Father, wherefore H e  could not intend that H e  was one with 
Him in any bodily sense, but in spirit only." 

" Brother Ely," interrupted Bishop King, " you must see that 
it is worse than useless to bandy words with this obstinate 
schismatic, who out of his wicked and perverse understanding 
is ready with an answer to every argument. Yet am I minded to 
give him one more chance. Say, heretic, what mean these words, 
'And now, 0 Father, glorify Me with the glory which I had with 
Thee before the world was '; do they not prove Him CO-eternal 
with God ? " 

I t  might well be," returned Bartholomew with quiet reverence, 
that our Master, like many another holy-minded man, feeling 

the nearness of God's Spirit with His own, close and dear as that 
of a beloved father's to a son's, seemed to have known and even 
lived with Hiin in another state of being; yet even were this so 
it could not prove Him CO-eternal with God, much less as 
CO-equal ; neither would it show Him as holding in that pre- 
existent state any special rank or office, since Christ came not 
until the fulness of time except by promise." 

Impious heretic ! " exclaimed the bishop, " how darest thou 
thus to wrest the word of Holy Scripture from its true meaning 
for the justification of thy own damnable errors ? " 

I f  I am in error," answered Bartholomew with firmness, 
may God grant me grace to escape therefrom ; but what I have 

spoken I believe to be the truth, and as God's servant I dare 
speak nougllt else, whate'er betide." 

"Now put away thy foolish pride," broke in the Bishop of 
Lichfield, " and bethink thee how the Scripture saith that ' T h e  
Word was made flesh and dwelt anlong us.' What should that 
mean but that God took upon Him the likeness of man, and 
came and dwelt upon the earth below ? " 

My lord," replied Bartholomew, "I understand it not in that 
sense, but rather that a most full and complete measure of that 
Holy Spirit of God, which hloweth where it listeth, dwelt in our 
Master Christ, whereby H e  was enabled to work His Father's will 
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.upon earth, and leave behind H im an ensample for all lllell in all 
time to come. That God could be made man, and die a shallle- 
ful death upon the cross, savoureth to me of such monstrous 
blasphemy I scarce dare give it utterance." 

But doubtless," interposed Dr. Morton, "you hold Christ in 
greater reverence than you hold any other religious teacher ? )) 

Assuredly I do," said Bartholomew with fervour ; '' not only 
because H e  was divinely appointed, but because of His holy life 
of devotion and self-sacrifice crowned by the death H e  so nobly 
met, which hath not been equalled by any other teacher of whom 
I have ever heard." 

"Then," continued the Dean of Westminster, "seeing you 
have thus accepted Christ as your Master and Guide, you must 
feel that H e  is somewhat far above and beyond mere mortal man, 
and I doubt not ofttimes seek in prayer His aid and succour in 
seasons of difficulty and trial." 

Nay," replied Bartholomew, " for that were idolatry. Unto 
God alone, and not to any of His creatures, must prayer be 
offered, as our Master Himself commanded when H e  said, Pray 
to your Father which is in secret.' " 

Presumptuous man," exclaimed the Bishop of Lichfield ; 
thinkest thou thysey not guilty of idolatry when thou darest to 

set up thy carnal reason against all the wisdom of the fathers of 
the Church, ay, even of the holy apostles themselves ? " 

My lord," was the firm and dignified reply, " my reason was 
given unto me by God, and it is my duty in all humility, yet with 
zeal and faithfulness, to make use thereof, else were I but an un- 
profitable servant, and worthy to be cast into that outer darkness 
where shall be weeping and gnashing of teeth." 

a I n  all humility ! " retorted the bishop in an angry tone, 
m'ethinks it were rather in all pride and stubbornness ! Know 

you not how the Scripture saith : ' Can man by searching find out 
God? ' and will you dare adventure so to do ? " 

"1 have never claimed aught of such power or intent, my lord," 
answered Bartholomew; "nor deem I that any were justified in so 
doing ; what Jesus Christ hath revealed of His Father and our 
Father sufficeth for me;  and wherein the creeds do differ froin 
His teaching I hold them to be in error." 

" Brother Lichfield," interposed Bishop King hastily, seeing 
from the countenances of the onlookers that the prisoner's argu- 
ments were not without convincing power, "i t  is surely waste of 
words to hold longer parley with so obstinate a schismatic. We 
have heard him hitherto with much patience and forbearance, and 
painfully striven to wean hini from his detestable errors ; but see- 
ing that he obstinately continueth in the same, his blood must 
be upon his own head; for it cannot but be your opinion, and 
that of my other reverend and learned brethren present, that he 
hat11 proved himself guilty of most wicked and damnable heresy, 
and deserving of the punishment accorded thereunto by the laws 
of this land-to wit, burning at the stake, that thereby like in- 
iquity may be purged out from amongst us." The bishop paused 
for a moment for the assent of the other prelates and lawyers, and 
this having been given he rose from his seat, and in tones that 
resounded through the cathedral said : " Bartholomew Legate, 
after fair and open trial, you are pronounced, decreed, and de- 
clared an obdurate, contumacious and incorrigible heretic ! Sir 
Sheriff, have the prisoner removed ; in a few days you will know 
his Majesty's pleasure concerning him." 

A thrill of horror passed through the vast concourse of spec- 
tators as they realized the full meaning of the bishop's words, and 
all eyes turned towards Bartholomew, who had remained standing 
with the same calm, undaunted mien that had characterized him 
throughout. 

" Bear witness,') he said, as the warders approached to remove 
him, " that I die for the sake of God's truth, as revealed by our 
Master and Saviour, Jesus Christ." 

'' Away with him," cried the bishop angrily, observing how 
eagerly Eartholoinew was listened to ; " we have had more than 
enough of his pestilential talk." 

At these words a murmur arose among the vast assembly, but 
as quickly subsided, though anger and indignation remained 
visible on inany a countenance, and sympathising glances were 
directed towards the prisoner as the warders led him away; for 
this unexpected revival of the hated heresy laws in all their old 
terrors had struck dismay to every heart, and none knew what 
should follotv thereupon. 



The ecclesiastics and others engaged in the trial now left their 
seats amid a somewhat ominous silence, and within a few minutes 
after the crowd of onlookers had streamed out of the cathedral, 
for the most part in sullen dejection, though there were not want. 
ing among them some more fiery spirits whose indignation could 
hardly be restrained from endeavours to arouse the populace in 
active opposition against such open proof of ecclesiastical bigotry 
and oppression. 

Ralph had lingered until nearly the last, anxious, if possible, 
to avoid recognition by any acquaintances, and especially the 
chance of an encounter with Doctor Dare. Scarce knowing why, 
he felt ill at ease with himself and all the world beside, and it 
was, therefore, with no small annoyance that on reaching the 
portal he felt a hand laid upon his arm, and heard the tones of 
Lester's voice. 

'c Give you good day, Capel. Sith you would not come with 
me, I was fain to seek you out, and it hath been brave entertain- 
ment, save that I could make nought of the matter of their dispu- 
tation; but I am right glad Master Legate hath got his deserts; 
he will not find a chance to spoil another gossip for us; and when 
he is no longer nigh, who knows but Mistress Maysie may restore 
you to her favour ? " 

Hold your peace, Lester ; I will none of your meddling with 
my affairs," returned Ralph angrily. 

a 'Sdeath, Capel, what aileth thee now, man ? hath not all 
happened according to thy wish ? " exclaimed Lester, too aston- 
ished to be angry. 

I want none of your interference; go your ways, and leave 
me to go mine," was Ralph's ungracious answer, as breaking 
from his companion he darted off and was soon lost to sight 
among the winding byways. 

Plague take him for a surly dog, and me too if I e'er speak 
him civil again," said the latter to himself; "yet I 'd fain know 
what hat11 angered him thus," he added as he went his way. 

CHAPTER XXIX 

INCE the trial at St. Paul's a week had elapsed, one short S week; but to Simon Lingard and his household, as indeed 
to all the friends of Bartholomew Legate, it seemed a year, so 
filled had it been with distress and anxiety. 

Despite the sentence pronounced by the bishop, no one was 
willing to believe that the horrible penalty of burning to death 
would really be carried out. Indeed, there were men of high 
authority on legal matters who openly avowed their opinion that 
it could not be lawfully done. But meanwhile, to those most 
nearly concerned, the suspense was terrible, and some intima- 
tion of the king's intent was eagerly looked for, even while 
dreaded. 

I t  was an early day in March, one of those rare mornings when, 
while the cold and gloom of winter yet linger around, the spring 
pays a bright though flitting visit, as if to cheer and reassure her 
votaries, who, tempted abroad by the pleasant sunshine and mild 
breeze, were thronging the streets of the city. There was plenty 
of business for Simon Lingard and his two apprentices, but it 
would have been evident to even the most casuai observer that 
the former was preoccupied, and that it cost him no small effort 
to concentrate his attention upon newest fashions in gloves and 
hose. I t  was, indeed, no easy thing for the old man to fix his 
thoughts upon the petty details of business with the vision of 
Maysie with her pale face and dark wistful eyes constantly rising 
before him, and the harrowing reflection of what might be the 
consequences to her if-Ah, thank God that we live but a moment 
of our lives at  a time ! 
'L Good-morrow, Master Lingard. Have you yet heard aught 

concerning our friend's fate ? " 
Simon, who had but just dismissed a customer, started at  the 

sound of Walter Carey's voice. 
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Nay, Master Carey ; I would that we had, e'en though I fear 
the worst," was his reply, as he led his visitor to the back part of 
the shop; for it is ill work this waiting for ill news ; it is killinv 
my Maysie." His voice trembled as he spoke, and he brushe: 
his hand quickly across his eyes. 

Take heart, good Master Lingard," returned the young man 
with an attempt at cheerfulness ; "it may well be that this delay 
bodes no ill, but rather good for Master Legate, sith, if the king 
was minded that the sentence should be carried out, there would 
be no need for tarrying ; think you not so ? " 

' L  I would fain hope so," answered Simon ; " but from all that 
hath gone before," he continued, shaking his grey head, I have 
little cause thereto. Look you, Master Carey, this is how the 
matter stands : Barty hath angered the king in that he suffered 
not himself to be persuaded by him, but held firmly to his own 
opinions; and he hath angered the bishop by withstanding hiill 
to his face before all the folk in St. Paul's, and I much mistake 
if either will easily forgive him therefore ; so he hath few friends 
left to him in high places, though there be many of the humbler 
sort would gladly lay down their lives for him." 

LLThat  do I well believe," returned Carey ; '' yet I pray you 

lose not heart, and bid Mistress Maysie be of good cheer. I go 
now to Whitehall, and if I hear aught concerning Master Legate, 
rest assured I will let you know, e'en before I go to see him in 
Newgate. Would only that I were in favour with the king, then 
might I do Master Legate some real service." 

Barty would liefer have it as it is, if I mistake not," replied 
Simon, as the young man took his leave. 

Soon after he had gone Hugh Capel came, and Simon, seeing 
by his countenance that he had something to communicate, took 
him at once to the upper chamber where Maysie and Kate sat at 
their needlework and spinning. H e  bade " Good-morrow " to 
Mistress Alison, and advancing to the maiden, took her hands in 
his and kissed her on the forehead with unwonted tenderness ; 
then having seated himself, he replied in answer to Simon's 
4' Have you heard aught ? " 

"Yea, I have just learned that the king hath this morn sent 
Legate a free pardon if he will but promise to recant, and make 

p~tblic profession of his belief in the creeds and articles of the 
Church." 

Maysie's work had dropped from her hands as the old man 
spoke, and she trembled visibly. 

" That he can never do," she said in a low voice. 
" H e  hath not yet given his answer? " said her father, who had 

apparently not heeded her remark. 
" Nay, but he will ere this day is done, and who can doubt 

what that answer will be ? " returned Hug11 Capel triumphantly. 
'cBartholomew Legate is no craven, and will stand by what he 
holds to be the truth to his latest breath. I fear him not." 

" An he refuse the pardon as the king offers it, what then ? " 
asked Mistress Alison sharply, her white lips alone betraying 
her emotion. 

"God only knows, dear Kate," whispered Maysie, the tears 
welling up in her dark eyes, as she seated herself on the settle 
beside the old woman, and placed her arm affectionately round 
her. 

"Yea," continued Hugh, after a short pause; "though his 
reason may err, yet is lle one of those who keep their loins girt 
up and their lamps burning, and themselves ready for the coming 
of their Lord. Mind you not, Lingard," he went on, his tone 
growing more excited, "how I warned you long since that this 
would come, and it is but the beginning of tribulations, this per- 
secution of the servants of the Most High ; for Satan is let loose 
upon the earth, and maketh warfare upon all the powers of 
heaven ; yet his dominion shall be short, and whoso endureth to 
the end shall be saved." 

" I am minded," said Simon, willing to divert Capel's mind 
from his favourite theme, " to betake me to Newgate, and try if 
I may get speech of Barty. Yes, my wench," Ire continued, 
noting Maysie's wistful glance, "thou shalt come an thou wilt: 
and Mistress Alison." 

"Nay, Master Lingard, Maysie shall bring me word how he 
fareth; but I cannot see him yet, it would break my heart, and 
but trouble him." 

"What, Mistress Alison ! " said Hugh Capel in a tone of re- 
proach, "is it just cause for sorrow that he should be counted 
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worthy to suffer for conscience' sake ? Slio~ldst  thou not rather 
be glad and rejoice therefor? " 

" I an1 but a weak woman," she replied, "and Barty hath been 
unto me as a son ; I must needs think of his suffering and my 
own loss, should they carry out that cruel decree." 

"We are not all made of such stern stuff as thyself, Hugh," said 
Lingard, " and none can deny that Mistress Alison hath just 
cause for heart-heaviness, though she hath borne up bravely until 
now." 

"There be that have yet deeper cause for sorrow," returned 
Capel sternly; "were it my son thus called and found ready to 
bear witness for the truth, how could I thank God and rejoice ! 
ay, and see him suffer with a gladsome heart, for then would I 
know that the parting with him were but for a time, and that his 
reward was sure." 

Lingard made no reply, but pressed his friend's hand synlpa. 
thetically, and Maysie just then appearing ready for the walk, 
they left the house together. 

On reaching Newgate, they met John White and one of the 
elders of the Church coming from thence. Simon scanned their 
countenances anxiously. 

YOU have seen him ? " he said. 
"Yes," replied John, "he  is bravely well and of excellent 

cheer." 
" What saith he to the king's offer? " asked Capel eagerly. 

That Ile will accept of no pardon on such terms, for that his 
allegiance is first to the King of kings, and afterwards to his 
earthly sovereign." 

" Said I not it w o ~ ~ l d  be so ? " returned the old man, triumph- 
antly turning to Lingard, who, however, seeing that their little 
group was becoming a centre of attention to passers-by, only re- 
plied by asking if Capel would accompany them on their visit to 
the prisoner. 

Nay, it were better not ; my presence might prove a hindrance 
to your being admitted, and he would scarce wish to see me this 
day," he added, with a glance at Maysie ; " but bear my re- 
membrance to him, and say I trust we shall meet ere long." 

They parted, and in a few minutes more Maysie and her father 

had exchanged the bright sunshine and sweet fresh spring breeze, 
for the close atmosphere and comparative darkness of the apart- 
ment in which Bartholomew Legate was confined. They found 
him as John had described, well and cheerful, and undismayed by 
any apprehensions as to the fate that might await him. H e  greeted 
them both lovingly, and spoke of the joy it had been to him to 
hear from John White and the good elder of the unfailing zeal 
and faithfulness of his people in the keeping up of their worship, 
the instruction of the young, and the general care for each other's 
weal. " I t  hat11 reconciled me much to parting from them all," h e  
said. 

" Nay, Barty, talk not in such wise," replied Simon, "let us 
rather hope there will be no need for parting." 

" Good Father Lingard, and Maysie, my dear love," answered 
Bartholomew, " let us not cheat ourselves with false hopes. God 
knows that were it His will I would gladly remain here awhile 
longer; for life is sweet, and there is much to bind me to the 
earth, but it rnay scarcely be. I f  I had hopes of some lighter 
punishment, they have been entirely quenched by that message 
from the king; death or banishment will surely be my portion, 
since it were impossible for me to recant. Nay, sweetheart, weep 
not," he continued, drawing the trembling Maysie more closely to 
him; "the pain and the parting are but for a moment, and in 
that better life we shall suffer them no more." 

" Yet I would fain hope it may be otherwise than you think," 
persisted Lingard. " Master Carey was with me this morn, in 
much concern about you, and anxious to do you service : he was 
on his way to MThitehall, and who knows but that through some 
friend he might obtain the king's ear on your behalf? " 

That Simon spoke rather with the hope of cheering his com- 
panions than froni conviction was evident to Bartholomew, who 
replied : 

"That were most unlikely, Father Lingard, seeing he is by no 
means in his Majesty's favour, yet I thank him heartily for 
his kind wishes. But let us vex ourselves no more with these 
anxious cares. We can surely trust to Him who seeth the end 
froni the beginning. Tell me rather how doth my good Kate, and 
if there is hope I nlay see her ere long." 
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The poor old soul is well in health, but sadly troubled on thy 
account," answered Simon, seeing that hlaysie was still struggling 
with her tears ; " she cannot endure to think of thee as suffering, 
and her pain was increased when she heard of the king's message, 
for she knew well what answer thou wouldst give, else I doubt not 
she would have come with us to-day." 

"Bear my loving remembrance to her," replied Bartholo. 
mew, "and bid her be of good cheer, for that 1 am well and 
content. Courage, sweetheart ! " he continued, turning to 
Maysie, as the key turned in the lock, and gave the signal for 
parting : nought can befal us save by God's will ; an so we be 
on His side, there is nought to fear." H e  kissed her lovingly, 
pressed Lingard's hand once again, and in another minute 
alone. 

Contrary to expectation, no immediate result, favourable or 
otherwise, followed upon Bartholomew's refusal of the conditions 
of pardon, and for the next few days hope and fear alternated in 
the hearts of his friends, while they awaited his final sentence, 
which, they had learned, would depend upon the decision of the 
eminent lawyers whom the king had caused to be consulted as to 
the legality of the penalties imposed by the old heresy laws, a 
proceeding regarded with some suspicion by those best informed, 
who knew that the authorities selected were such as his Majesty 
could depend upon for deciding according to his own wishes. * 

On the evening of the I ~ t h  of March, as Lingard was preparing 
to close his shop after an unusually quiet day, John JYhite sud- 
denly made his appearance. I t  was contrary to his custom to be 
so late from home, and Simon, observing his pale and troubled 
countenance, feared somewhat must be amiss with Alice or the 
children; but he replied to the old man's kindly solicitations, 
with : 

" Nay, they are all well, thank God ! but have you not heard ? '' 
" Heard what ! of Barty ? " 
John bowed his head. 

* " And as I conceived, his Highness did not much desire that the Lord 
Coke should be called thereunto, least by his singularity in opinion he should 
give stay to the busine~s."-~rie  Letter from Archbishop of Canterbury to 
Lord Ellesmere, Egerton Papers, p. 446. 

Come in, lad, and sit ye down," be said, laying a trembling 
hand upon the young man's arm, and leading him to the room 
behind the shop. 

"What of him? " he asked, motioning John to a seat. 
"The king hath signed the warrant; he is to be burned in 

Smithfield this day se'ni~ight,'~ was the mournful answer. 
'' When heard you this ? perchance it is not true ; nay, it can- 

not be true ! " cried Simon almost fiercely. 
" Alas, Master TJngard ! it is but too true. Doctor Dare it was 

who brought the sad news to us an hour since ; he, having heard 
rumour thereof in the morn, himself went to Newgate and prayed 
to see Bartholomew Legate, but this was denied, the gaoler saying, 
moreover, that he had orders to keep him from seeing any, even 
his nearest friends, until the day before his execution, concerning 
which he told Doctor Dare many particulars." 

'' God help my poor Maysie ! how an1 I to tell her this ? " ex- 
claimed Lingard, sinking his grey head into his hands. 

But even as he spoke, the door opened softly and Maysie 
entered ; she looked in fear and wonder from one despairing face 
to another, then dropping upon her knees by her father's side, 
said, as she folded her arms around him : 

f '  Father, dear father, hath aught of ill befallen? " 
H e  clasped her to his breast : " My maid, my little maid, how 

shall I tell thee ? " 
" Doth it concern Barty ? " she asked, looking steadily into his 

face with her dark trustful eyes. 
" Ay, sweetheart, 'tis even so, and cruel and wicked is the deed, 

though the king hath set Iris hand thereto; for they will burn him, 
Maysie ! burn him in Smithfield ! " 

H e  watched her anxiously as he spoke ; she had turned very 
pale, but was outwardly calm. 

'l Father, when will it be? " she asked, with a little tremor in 
her tone. 

But a se'nnight hence, my Maysie ! " he answered. 
For some minutes she made no reply, but remained sunk upon 

her knees with bowed head. When she at last looked up, a sad 
lialf smile hovered about her eyes and lips. 

'' Father, dear ! " she said, "if it be God's will, we must e'en 



try to bear it, must we not? Barty would say SO, were he no,v 
1lere. But oh, poor Kate ! it will be hard for her, for she bath 
hoped until now; I scarce can tell how we may break to her 
such sad tidings." 

Say nought thereof to-night, sweetheart," replied her father ; 
the morn will be time enough for the good old woman to kilo,,, 

fresh sorrow." 
a And if you will it, Maysie," said John, as he rose to go, 

"Alice shall come round then, she may help to comfort Mistress 
Alison." 

Ay, and Maysie too," returned Lingard. "Thanks for thy kind 
thoughtfulness, good John ; and bid her, if she will, to bring the 
babes : God's blessing on her and them." 

With the next morning came Alice and her children, nor did 
she leave the stricken household all through that dreary week, 
save for occasional visits to her home to see that all was in its 
usual order, or to take part in the worship of the faithful few, who 
met there to pray for their beloved pastor, and the persecuted 
Church. 

~t length, the day arrived 011 which they should pay their 
farewell visit to Bartholomew in his prison, and Lingard went 
thither early in the forenoon accompanied by Maysie and Kate 
Alison, John and Alice having arranged to go later in the day 
with other friends. I t  was a trying ordeal for all, but especially 
for the poor old woman, whose limbs, when they reached the 
frowning gateway, seemed scarcely able to support her weight. 
At sight of Eartholomew she broke down entirely. 

My boy, my boy," she sobbed, falling upon his neck ; " that: 
I should have lived to see this ! " 

Dear old nurse," he answered, tenderly placing his arm 
around her ; and leading her to the seat. " Grieve not thus ; 
rather rejoice that God hath counted me worthy to suffer 
for His truth; and think not of the pain, but of that which shall 
follow, for hath not Paul said, that 'our light affliction, which is 
but for a moment, worketh for us a far more exceeding and eternal 
weight of glory ' ? Maysie, dear heart," he continued, taking her 
hands in his, and looking down into the sweet girlish face so brave 
and earnest in its sorrow; " it is hard to sa farewell to thee, but 

God wills it so, and the parting is not for ever : thou wilt still help 
to tend the little ones of the flock, and be a strength and support 
to the weak and wavering, for this will be a time of trial to many., 

c c  I will try, dear Barty," she answered through her tears ; " with 
God's help." 

H e  drew her closer to him, kissing her lips and forehead, 
and remained silent for some minutes, as did they all. When 
he next spoke it was in cheery tones, asking Lingard after 
one and another of his friends and acquaintances, and charging 
hirn with kind messages to several, as though he had simply been 
going a journey. At length the signal for departure was given, 
and Bartholomew, having commended Kate to the care of Maysie 
and her father, bade them all a loving farewell, desiring they 
should think of him, not as dead, but as gone before to await them 
in their Father's home. 

The  next morning broke cold and grey ; yet, despite the 
lowering sky and piercing east wind, thousands of folk had from 
an early hour been flocking the approaches to Smithfield, some 
attracted thither by a inorbid curiosity to witness the burning of 
the heretic, but many more by sympathy with the martyr, and 
the desire to hear his latest testimony. 

The  clocks were striking eleven, and the bell of St. Bar- 
tholomew the Great beginning to toll as Lingard and Maysie, 
accompanied by Hugh Cape1 and John JST1lite, wended their way 
to a spot whence they might see and be seen of Bartholomew, as 
he entered the space kept by the soldiers. I t  was a trying 
moment for the girl, but her father had been unable to resist her 
entreaties to be allowed to look once more upon the face of her 
betrothed, and Alice having undertaken to remain with Kate 
Alison, there was nothing to prevent her going. Fortunately, 
they had not long to wait. There was a surging of the human 
sea, and then, attended by a guard of soldiers and a sour-visaged 
chaplain, Bartholomew appeared, walking with firm step and un- 
troubled mien towards the place of doom. But he had scarcely 
entered the enclosure ere a man burst f ro~n the crowd, and, 
undeterred by the menaces of the soldiers, flung himself on his 
knees before h i~n,  crying, Forgive ! forgive ! I wist not it could 
ever come to this." 
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I have nought to forgive, Master Capel," answered B ~ ~ -  
tholoinew gently, yet with surprise. '( It  is from God you must 
seek pardon." 

Nay ! but say that you forgive," persisted the wretched man. 
' L  If I had aught to forgive I would do so from my heart," was 

the pitying reply. 
Kalph seized one of the manacled hands and pressed it to his 

lips, but at the same moment the guards forced him roughly 
away, and the mournful procession moved on. Soon Bartholo- 
mew caught sight of the little group of dear familiar faces, and 
paused to utter a fervent " God bless ~ 0 ~ 1 , ~ '  but the soldiers again 
urged him on. They had nearly reached the stake, when a voice 
from the crowd rang out in clear, triumphant tones : 

God speed thee, brother ; a merry meeting thou wilt have with 
the Lord this day ;" and there, his white hair waving in the wind 
and his sunken eyes gleaming with unnatural brightness in his wan 
countenance, stood Ephraim Postlethwaite. " I  am but waiting 
the Master's call, and shall soon join thee in His blessed home," 
he continued. 

a And I will give you right glad welcome," answered Bar- 
tholomew. 

I t  were surely more fitting,)' interposed the clergyman with 
severity, to spend your last remaining moments in making peace 
with your offended God rather than in profane talk." 

I have nought to fear from my Heavenly Father. From Hiin 
I come, and unto Hiin I go," was the calm reply; " and I call 
upon all present to witness that I lay down nly life for the sake 
of His truth as revealed by our Master and Saviour, Jesus Christ, 
who hath taught us that there is one God, the Father, and that 
unto Him alone must all prayer be offered and all praise be 
given. Blessed be His name for ever and ever ! " 

H e  was now divested of his cloak and chained to the stake, 
and the executioner having besought his forgiveness, brought a 
torch and set light to the pile; the while Bartholomew, his coun- 
tenance bright with a smile of unspeakable peace, stood calmly 
awaiting the end. As the flames shot upwards they heard him 
exclaim : ' l  Father, receive my spirit ! I' and so fiercely did the 
fire rage they scarce saw him again. 

As the fagots caught light Lingard drew Maysie gently away 
and led her home, where, for the first time since she had heard of 
the sentence, her overwrought spirit gave way, and she sobbed 
on Alice's bosom like a child. The paroxysm was over at  last, 
and they led her to her own room, where she fell asleep on the 
bed, Kate Alison, who seemed to have forgotten her own grief 
in her endeavour to soothe and comfort her darling, watching by 
her side. 

Later in the evening, as they were all seated around the fire, 
Alice anxiously wondering what had become of her husband and 
father, the la,tter suddenly appeared. 

" I  have come to fetch thee, Alice," he said. "John hath 
taken thy unhappy brother to his home, where he lies stricken by 
some sore sickness, and he needs thy help. I t  might be well, 
perchance, to leave the children here." 

Ay, do, dear Alice," said Maysie ; I will tend them with 
great care, and Kate is here to give me counsel, should aught be 
amiss." 

So it was settled ; and Alice, leaving her little ones behind, 
went home to assist in nursing Ralph through the long tedious 
illness that followed, and from which he arose so changed that 
his former friends would scarce have recognised him. Nor was 
the change an outward one merely : he was evidently sincerely 
desirous of abandoning his old evil courses, and leading a useful, 
honourable life; and when strong enough he gladly adopted 
John's suggestion that he should go to Leyden, and there, amidst 
new surroundings and comparatively free from temptation, begin 
a new life. 

But while Ralph was yet hovering between life and death, the 
little band of disciples had received another shock, which had struck 
them with terror and dismay. From Lichfield had come the 
tidings that only three weeks after Bartholomew Legate met his 
martyr's death Edward Wightman had been burned there for 
holding similar opinions, and people drcadcd what might come 
next. But, happily, the martyr fires were not rekindled in 
England, and although the Church to which Bartholomew had 
n~inistered had yet to undergo much trial and not a little persecu- 
tion, there were not wanting in its midst noble-minded men and 
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women to bear on the torch in the race, out of which their leadei 
had fallen ; and among these shone not the least brightly the 
names of John and Alice White and Maysie Lingard. To the 
latter, especially, the trust committed to her by Bartholomeiv was 
a sacred one, and she took up such of his work as lay within her 
power with untiring zeal and earnestness, teaching the children, 
visiting the sick, and ever ready with love and sympathy for all 
that needed it, besides being a brightness and joy in her own 
home, so that Kate sometimes wondered at herself for feeling 
happy once more. 

During the summer, Maysie and her father went, by invitation 
of Master Walter Carey, to Rumwell. I t  was a pleasant and 
much needed change for both, although the associations of tile 
place were somewhat melancholy ; but their host was all kind. 
ness, and the fresh country air soon restored the colour to 
JlaysieJs cheek, and the elasticity to her gait, SO that Lingard 
felt happier than he had done for many months past. 

The evening before their return home, they strolled, by M a y ~ i ~ ' ~  
wish, into the quiet churchyard, and sought the resting-place of 

the I,egates, and there on the tombstone, newly cut, they saw 
Bartholomew's name beneath those of his father and mother, witll 
the simple text, "Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy 
mind, and soul, and strength, and thy neighbour as thyself." 

1 could not bear he should seem unremernbered," said 
Master Carey with a tremor in his tone ; " but there is small 
need of graven words, seeing that his name is written in the 
Lamb's Book of Life." 

APPENDIX. 

H I S T O R I C A L  N O T E S .  

I have supposed Ephraim Postlethwaite to belong to this sect, which 
apl~ears to have talten its rise among the Dutch merchants who hacl settled 
in England about the year 1538, when the name first occurs. 

" Four Anabaptists, three men ancl one woman, all Dutch, bare faggots 
at Paul's Crosse, and three daies after a man and woman of their sect was 
burnt in Smithfield. " ( Yide S towe's Chronicles, pp. 576.) 

ARMINIUS, JAMES (page 95). 

This learned man was born at Oudewater, in Holland, in the year 1560, 
and received his education first at Leyden and afterwards at  Geneva; he 

succeeded Francis Junius as Professor of Divinity at the former university. 
Some time before this appointment, while officiating as minister at  Amster- 
dam, he, being engaged in preparing a reply to an attack which had been 
made upon the views respectillg Predestilnation held by Calvin ancl Beza, 
became a convert to the opinions which he had undertaken to refute, ancl 
which have since been known by the name of Arininianism. (17i(le Wallace's 
" Antitrinitarian Biography," Vol. III., pp. 560.) 

CASTELLIO OR CASTALIO SEBASTIAN ($age 95). 

In  the early part of his career Castellio seems to have resided for a time 
ancl to havc been on very friendly terms with Calvin at Strasburg. Through 

the influence of the reformer he obtainetl the rectorship of a school at 
Geneva, an office which included also the duties of a clergyman, in the 
fulfilment of which he advocated theological opinions that greatly offended 
Calvin, whose vehement opponent he afterwards became. In  less than 
four years Castellio had to quit Geneva on account of his religious views, 
and occupied himself in the translation of the Bible. After a time he was 
appointed professor of Greek at  the Basle University. (Yide Real- 
Encyklopadie flir Protestantische Theologie und lcirche. '') 

GARNET, HENRY ( p a p  153). 

A Jesuit priest executed for complicity in the Gunpowder Flot. 
The anecdote of the miraculous straw is related by Fuller, and concludes 

275 



thus: However, this inspirited straw was afterwards copied out, and at 
Rome printed in pomp, with many superstitious copartments about it (an 

a coroner, a crosse and nails) more than ever were in the originall. yea, 
this miracle (how silly and simple soever) gave the groundwork to 
beatification by the Pope some months after." ( E d e  Fuller's c c  church 
History of Britain," Book X., p. 55.) 

JUNIUS, FRANCIS (page 94). 
He was born at Bourges, 1545 ; became Divinity Professor at  Ileidel. 

berg, and afterwards at  Leyden; in conjunction with Tremellius he tmns. 
lated the Bible into Latin. H e  is spoken of as a man of great learning and 
pious zeal. ( Yide Hook's " Ecclesiastical Biography. ' l )  

KING, JOHN (pp. 244, 257-261). 
"About 1610 he was appointed Bishop of London by Icing Jaines ; . , 

was renowned for a most excellent flow of speech. . . . H e  was the 
last bishop of the Church of England who (with another, the Bishop of 

Lichfield) put in force the statute for the burning of heretics. I t  uras in 
the Coilsistory Court of the Bishop of London that his victim, Bartholomew 
Legate, accused of Arianism, was made over to the civil power and burned , 
at  the stalte. For the last time the atmosphere of London was tainted 
with the reek of a holocaust for that crime. Legate u7as offered a pardon 
on recantation, refused it, and died a martyr for his faith." ( Yide Milman's 
" Annals of St. Paul's Cathedral," Chap. XII., pp. 321. j 

LEGATE, BARTHOLOMEW. 
Fuller spealts thus regarding hill1 :- 
" Bartholomew Legate, native county, Essex ; person comely ; . . . 

age about forty years. Of a bold spirit, confident carriage, fluent tongiic, 
excellently skillecl in the Scriptures, and well had it been for him if he had 
known them less, or understood them better. . . . Ilis ~oilversatio~ 
(for ought I can learn to the contrary) very unblameable. . . . King 
James caused this Legate often to be brought to hinl and seriously dealt 
with him to endeavour his conversion. . . . 

" For maintaining these opinions, Legate had long been in prison in New- 
gate, yet with liberty allowed him to go abroad. . . . Bishop Icing 
finally convented him in the Consistory of St. Paul's, . . . and chose many 
reverend Bishops, able Divines, and learned Lawyers to assist him. . . . 
By the counsel1 and consent of these, by his definitive sentence, he pro- 
nounced, decreed, and declared the foresaid Bartholomew Legate an 
obdurate, contumacious, and incorrigible Heretick, and by an instrument 
called a Significavit, certified the same into the Chancery, delivering him 
up into the Secular power, the church keys, in such cases, craving the help 
of the civil sword. Whereupon, Icing James, with his letters, dated March 
I ~ t h ,  under the Privy Seal, gave orders to the Broad Seal to direct the 
Writ cle Hxretico Comburenclo to the Sheriffs of London for the burning of 
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the foresaid Legate. (V& Fuller's "Church History of Britain," Book 

X., Sect, iv.) 

PENALTIES FOR NON-ATTENDANCE AT CHURCH AND THE FREQUENTING 
OF CONVENTICLES (page 12). 

. . , That if any person or persons above the age of sixteen years, which 
sliall obstinately refuse to repair to some church, chapel, or usual place of 
common prayer to hear Divine service as established by her Majesty's laws 
ancl statutes in that behalf made, and shall forbear to do the same by the 
space of a month next after, without any lawful cause, , . . shall willingly 
join in, or be present at  any such assemblies, conventicles, or meetings 
under colour or pretence of any such exercise of religion contrary to the 
laws and statutes of this realm as is aforesaid; that then every person so 
offending as aforesaid and being thereof lawfully convicted, shall be com- 
mitted to prison, there to remain without bail or mainprise, until they shall 
conform and yield themselves to come to some church, chapel, or usual 
place of common prayer, and hear Divine service according to her Majesty's 
laws and statutes aforesaid, and to make such open submission and declar- 
ation of their said conformity as hereafter in this Act is declared and 
appointed." (Vide " An Act to retain the Queen's Majesty's subjects in 
their due obedience," Cap. I., 35 th Elizabeth. ) 

REYNOLDS, DR. JOHN (page 174). 

"This John Reynolds at the first was a zealous Papist, whilst William, 
his brother, was as earnest a Protestant, and afterwards I'rovidence so 
ordered it, that by their mutual clispntation, John Reynolds t~irned an 
eminent Protestant and William an inveterate Papist, in which persuasion 
he died." (Viiie Foller's " Church History of Britain," Book X,, Sect. iii.) 

-- - - 
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jrairp Eibtarp of gii na t i ons ,  
SERIES I. TALES OF THE PEOPLE (from oral tradition). 

Bowker's Goblin Tales of Lancashire, 2s. 6d. 
Caballero's Book of Spanish Tales, 2s. 6d. 
Cappel's Old Norse Sagas, 2s. 6d. 
Fryer's English Fairy Tales from the North Country, 

2s. 6d. 
Geldart's Modern Greek Folklore, 2s. 6d. 
Gesta Romanorum, selected and adapted, 2s. 6d. 
Matthews' Hiawatha and other Legends of the 

Wigwams. [New EcEition in $re$n7,atioiolz. 
Rowsell's Spirit of the Giant Mountains, 2s. 6d. 

[See next page. 

De Portugall, Mme. Synoptical Table of the 
Kindergarten. Folio, mounted on canvas, and folding into a cloth 
case, 2s. 6d. 

Dilke and Woodall. Women Suffrage. By Mrs. 
ASHTON DILKE and W. WOODALL, M.P. Cr. 8v0, cloth, IS. 

[1?7$el.ial Pnrlianzent Sel.ies. 

Douglas, W. Measure for Measure : a Novel. 2 vols., 
cr. 8v0, 21s. 

Dover. Works by Rev. T. B. DOVER, M.A., Vicar of St. 
Agnes, Kennington. 

L e n t  Manua l  : Some Quiet Lenten 
Thoughts. With a Preface by the 
BISHOP OF LINCOLN, Twelfth 

Thousand. 12m0, 2s. 6d. 
Cheap edition, IS. 6d. 

T h e  Ministery of Mercy. 
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Stephens' Old Norse Fairy Tales, zs. 6d. 

SERIES 11. ORIGINAL FAIRY TALES. 

Austin's Moonfolk, 2s. 6d. 

Hauff's Popular Tales, 3s. 6d. 

Parker's Among the Fairies, 2s. .6d. 

Faithfull, Mrs. Century Cards : A New Method 
of teaching Chronology. I n  box, 10s. 

Fawkes. Books by F. A. FAWKES, F.R.H.S. : 

Eastward Ho  ! A Monthly Magazine, Vols. I.-III., 
demy 8v0, cloth, each 3s. 6d. 

Edwards, F. J. Rules for the Mental Calculator. 
- 12m0, cloth, IS. 

Edwards, R. 0. Rabbits for Exhibition, Pleasure, 
and Market. By R. 0. EDWARDS, assisted by several eminent 
breeders. With eight plates. Cr. 8vo, Lit@ cloth, 2s. 6 d  

Espin, Rev. T. H., M.A. Elementary Star Atlas, 
with 12 large star-maps. Imperial 8v0, cloth, IS. 6d. 

Evelac, Hamilton. The Leaven of Malice : a Novel. 
Cr. 8v0, 6s. 

Everitt, Graham. English Caricaturists and 
Graphic Humourists of the Nineteenth Century. Illustrated with 
a large number of woodcut reproductions of rare caricatures, book 
illustrations, etc. 4t0, cloth extra, gilt top, 42s. 

Ewing, SR. Handbook of Agriculture, With 
Preface by Prof. John Scott. 12m0, liln$ cloth, 6d. 

Horticultural  Buildings,  their  
Construction, Heating, Interior 
Fittings, etc., with Remarks 
on the Principles involved, 
and their application. With 

123 cuts. Seco~zd Edition. Cr. 
8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Hot -water  Heating.  Cuts. 
12m0, IS. 

Babies,  a n d  how t o  Rea r  them. 
Cr. 8v0, limp cloth, 6d. 

Fillmore, J. C. A History of Pianoforte Music. 
Edited by Ridley Prentice. Roy. 16m0, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Fleay, F. G., M.A. The  Logical English Grammar. 
Fcap. 8170, cloth, 2s. 

Forbes, Gordon S. Wild Life in Canara and 
Ganjam. With Coloured Plates. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 6s. 

Fowle. Latin and Greek School Books by the Rev. EDMUND 
FOWLE, M. A. : 

A New Latin Primer. Cr. 8vo. [short&. 

A Shor t  a n d  E a s y  La t i n  Book.  
New Edition. Post 8v0, IS. 6d. 

A Fi r s t  E a s y  La t i n  Read ing  
Book. New Edition. Post 8v0, 
3s. 6d. 

A Second  E a s y  Lat in  Read-  
ing Book. New Edi,/ion. Post 
8v0, 3s. 6d. 

Selections fromLatinAuthors:  
Prose and Verse. Post 8v0, 
2s. 6n. ; or in two Parts, IS. 61i. 
each. 

Sho r t  a n d  E a s y  Greek Book. 
New Edition. Post 8v0, 2s. 6d. 

F i r s t  E a s y  Greek Reading  
Book. Containing Fables, 

Anecdotes of Great Men, 
Heathrq Mythology, etc. Naer 
Bdition. Post 8v0, 5s. 

Second E a s y  Greek Read ing  
Book. Containing Extracts 
from Xenophon, and the whole 
of the First Book of the Iliad. 
New Edition. Post 8v0, 5s. 

Firs t  Greek Reader  for U s e  
at Eton. New Edition. Post 
8v0, IS. 6d. 

The Fi rs t  Book of Homer ' s  
,Iliad, in Graduated Lessons, 
with full notes andvocabularies. 
Post 8v0, 2s. 
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Froebel, Friedrich. Selections from his Writings. 
Edited by H. K. Moore, B.A., and Mme. Michaelis. [Shortb. 

Friend. Works by Rev. HILDERIC FRIEND, F.L.S. 

Fryer, Dr. A. C. Book of English Fairy Tales 
from the North Country. Plates. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges. 
2s. 6d. [Fairy Library. 

Flowers a n d  Flower Lore. 
Illustrated. Third Edition. 
8v0, cloth gilt, g& edges, 7s. 6d. 

Fuller, Thomas, D.D. 

T h e  Ministry of Flowers. 
Illustrated. Crown 8v0, cloth 
gilt, gilt top, 2s. 6d. 

Gaussen. Works by Professor GAUSSEN. Cr. 8v0, each 
IS. 6d. 

Life of T h o m a s  Fuller, D.D., 
the Church Historian. By the 
Rev. J. M. FULLER, M.D. 
Second Editiotz, 2 voIs. Cr. 
8v0, 12s. 

T h e  I ron  Kingdom. 
T h e  King's Dream. 

Selections from the  Ho ly  a n d  
Profane States, with a Short 
Account of the Author and his 
Writings. Crown 8v0, 3s. 6d. 

T h e  Kingdom of I ron  and  I Clay. 

Geldart. Works by Rev. E. M. GELDART, M.A. : 

Gems from the Poets. Illustrated with thirty coloured 
designs by A. F. Lydon. Imp. 8v0, cloth extra, gilt ecydges, 7s. 6d. 

Modern Greek Folklore. 
Cr. 8v0, katherette, 2s. 6d. 

Sunday for our Lit t le Ones  : 
Addresses to the Young. Cr. 

Geometry, Plane, The  Elements of. Prepared by 
the Association for the Improvement of Geometrical Teaching. 
Part I. (corresponding to Euclid Bks. I.-11.) With numerous 
figures. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Parts If, and  llI. at  press. 

T h e  Doctrine of the  Atone- 
ment according to the Epistle 
of St. Paul. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 
3s. 6d. 

George II., History of the Reign of. By Oxon. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth, 3s. [Student's 1ManuaZs, 

8v0, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. See also Zacher, p. 26. 

George III., History of the Reign of. By Oxon (an 
Army Tutor). Based on Bright, Macaulay's Essays, Napier, 
Hughes, and Burke. To which are added 240 Examination ques- 
tions. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 4.6d.  [Student's Manuals. 

Gesta Romanorum. Selected and adapted. Plates. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edgzs, 2s. 6d. [Fairy Libvary. 

Gilbert, Books by WILLIAM GILBERT : , 

Modern W o n d e r s  of t he  
World, or the New Sindbad. 
Second Edition. Illustrated by 
Arthur Hughes. Sm. 8v0, cloth 
gilt, gilt edgzs, 3s. 

T h e  History of a Hugueno t  
Bible. Second Editzbn. Illus- 
trated. Sm. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt 
edges, 3s. 

Goethe. Select Poems of Goethe, edited, with Intro- 
ductions, Notes, and a Life of Goethe (in German), by Prof. E. A. 
Sonnenschein, M.A. (Oxon), and Prof. Alois Pogatscher. Second 
Edition. 12m0, li11q5 cloth, IS. 6A [Annotated German Classics. 

Gorman, W. Gordon, Converts to  Rome: a 
Classified List of nearly 4,000 Protestants who have recently become 
converted to the Roman Church. Second Edition ?nuch enlarged 
[1885]. Royal 16m0, cloth extm, gilt top, 2s. 6d. 

Gronlund, L. The Co-operative Commonwealth. 
A11 Exposition of Modern Socialism. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 2s. ; paper, 1s.6d. 

Gray, Peter. Lichens ; Mosses, Scale Mosses, 
and Liverworts ; Seaweeds. With cuts, 12mo. [In theprdss. 

Greene, Rev. J. The  Insect Hunter's Companion. 
T/zirdE&iorz. Cuts. 12m0, boards, IS. 

Greenwood, James (the Amateur Casual "). 
Reminiscences of a Raven. Illustrated. Fcap. 8v0, cloth gilt, IS. 

Grimm, Jacob. Teutonic Mythology, translated by 
J. Steven Stallybrass. 3 vols. Demy 8v0, cloth, 45s. 

Guizot, F. The  Devoted Life of Rachel, Lady 
Russell. Illustrated. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, IS. 6d. 

Gustafsson, Richard. Tea Time Tales for young 
Little Folks and young Old Folks. Third Edition. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 39. 6d. 

Guyot, Yves. Hon. member of the Cobden Club. 
Principles of Social Economy, With numerous Diagrams, 
Demy 8170, cloth, gs. 

Harley, Rev. Timothy. Moon Lore. Illustrated by 
facsimiles of old prints and scarce woodblocks. 8v0, cloth extra, 
gilt top, 7s. 6d. 

Harris, Joel Chandler. Uncle Remus. Legends of 
the Fla~~tations. The O~igitzal Iflust. Edition. Cr. ~ V J ,  cloth, 2s. 6d. 
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Harting, J. E. Glimpses of Bird Life. Illustrated 
with 20 coloured plates by P. Robert. Royal folio, cloth extra, 
gilt edges, 42s. 

Hauff, W. Popular Tales. Translated by Percy E. 
Pinkerton. Nm Edition. Cuts. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 
3s. 6d. [Fairy Library. 

Hawthorne, Nathaniel. Biographical Stories. 
Portraits. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, IS. 6d. 

_ Benj. West, Newton, Johnson, Cromwell, B. Franklin, Queen 
Christina. 

Hawthorne, Dr. Robert. The Student's Manual 
of Indian History. Cr. 8v0, cloM, 3s. 6d. [Student's Manuals. 

Hehn, Prof. Victor. The  Wanderings of Plants 
and Animals. Edited by J. Steven Stallybrass. Demy 8v0, 
cloth, 16s. 

Hein, Dr. G. A German Copy-Book. 32 pages, 
each with a separate head-line, 4t0, in wrapper, 6d. 

Henderson, F. Leslie. Three Plays for Drawing- 
Room Acting. Cinderella, The Lady-Help, Story of the Stars. 
Demy 8170, IS. 

Hewett, H. G .  Heroes of Europe. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Hewetson. Works by Dr. H. BENDELACK HEWETSON : 

Hichens, R. S. The  Coastguard's Secret : a Novel. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth, 6s. 

Life of Robert  Hewetson.  
4 Illustrated by phototypes. 

Royal 4t0, boards, 42s. 
T h e  Influence of Joy  upon 

the Workman and his Work. 

Higginson, a'. Wentworth. Common Sense about 
Women. Th2i.d Editio~z. Cr. 8v0, cloth 60a~,ds, IS. 

Illustrated by autotypes. 4t0, 
boards, 3s. 6d. 

T h e  H u m a n  E y e  in Perfect- 
tion and in Error. Cuts. Demy 
8v0, IS. 

Hi%%ocks; Rev. J. HncEes. Hard Battles for Life 
and Usefulness. With Introduction by Walter C. Smith, D.D., 
ancl photo. of the author. Second Editioa. Deizzy 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Hinton, C. H., B.A. Scientific Romances, IS. each. 
What is the  Fourth Dimen- 

sion ? 

Hobson. Works by Mrs. CAREY HOBSON: 
T h e  F a r m  i n  the  Karoo. 11- 

lustrated. Stcond Edition. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 

At  H o m e  in the  Transvaal  : 
or, Boers and Boers. 2 vols. 
Crown 8v0, cloth, 21s. 

3s. 6d. 

Howe, Cupples, Master Mariner. The  Deserted Ship. 
A real story of the Atlantic. Illustrated by Townley Green. 
Fourth Edition. Sm. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

Hughan, Samuel. Hereditary Peers and Heredi- 
tary Paupers : the two extremes of English Society. Paje?., IS. 

Imperial Parliament Series. See page 27. 

Impey, F. Three Acres and a Cow. With Preface 
by the RT. HON. J. CHAMBERLAIN, M.P., and Appendix by the 
DUKE OF ARGYLL. Cr. 8v0, paper, 6d. 

Irving, Washington, The  Beauties of. With 
23 full-page plates by George Cruikshank. Edition de luxe, 
Imperial y m o ,  cloth e x t r ~ ,  gilt top, 2s. 6d. 

Isocrates' Evagoras. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes for the use of schools, by Henry Clarke, M.A. 12m0, 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Jenkins, Edward, M.P. Jobson's Enemies. With 
10 plates by F. Barnard. Cr. 8170, cloth, 6s. 

Jewitt, Llewellynn. Handbook of English Coins. 
With a Chaper on Greek Coins by Barclay V. Head (Brit. Mus.). 
Illustrated. Cr. 8v0, cloth, IS. 

Jones, C. A. The Saints of the Prayer-Book. 
6 plates, royal 16m0, cloth exlra, gilt egqes, 2s. 6d. 

Jung, Dr. K. Australia and her Colonies. Illus- 
trated. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Karoly, Dr. Akin. The  Dilemmas of Labour and 
Education. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6 h  

Keene, Katherine. Voiceless Teachers. Cuts. Cr. 
8v0, cloth gilt, gilt top, 2s. 

U\inDerqiarten ;1RFlanuaIa+ 
Biilow's Child and Child Nature. 3s. 
Biilow's Handwork and Headwork. 3s. 
The Kindergarten : Essays on Principles and 

Practice [Froebel Society's Lectures]. 3s. 
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Kindergarten, T h e  : Essays on Principles and 
Practice. Being a Selection of Lectures read before the London 
Froebel Society. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 3s. 

Kirby. Works by W. F. KIRBY (Brit. Mus.) : 

Kirton. Books by DR. J. KIRTON : 

Handbook of Entomology. 
Illustrated with several hundred 
figures. 8v0, cloth gilt, I 5s. 

Evolution and Natural  Theo- 
logy. Crown 8170, cloth, 4 .6d .  

Young Collector's Handbook 
of Entomology. Fully Illus- 
trated. Cr. 8v0, cloth, IS. 

Kroeker, Kate Freiligrath. Alice thro7 the Look- 
ing-glass, and three other Plays for Children. Plates. Crown 8vo. 
cloth gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

Happy Homes  a n d  How t o  
Make Them. 104th Thousand. 
Cuts. 12m0, cloth gilt, gilt 
tdges, 2s. 

Lamb, Charles and Mary. Mrs. Leicester's School. 
Illustrated. Nm Edition. Fcap. 8v0, cloth gil't, IS. 

T h e  Priceless Treasure :  an 
Account and History of the 
Bible. Foun'/h Edition. Cuts. 
12m0, cloth gilt, 2s. 

L e  Free, Richard. The  History of a Walking Stick, 
in Ten Notches. Cr. 8170, cloth, 6s. 

Leith- Adams. Novels by MRS. LEITH-ADAMS. Cheap 
editions. Each vol. cr. 8v0, cloth extra, 3s. 6 4  

Geoffrey Stirling. [Short&. 
Madelon Lemoine. I ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ n '  [Short@- 

Letters of the Martyrs. Selected and abridged. 
Portraits. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Letters of Cranmer, Ridley, Hooper, Taylor, Saunders, Philpot. 
Bradford, Whittell, Careless, Glover, Simson, and others. 

Liefde, Jacob de. The  Great Dutch Admirals. 
Fqth Edition. Illustrated by Townley Green. Cr. 8v0, cloth 
gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Heemskerk, Hein, Marten Tron~p, De With, De Ruyter, Evert- 
sen, Cornelius Tromp. 

Life a t  Home, a t  School, and a t  College. By an 
Old Etonian. Illustrated. Cr. 8170, cloth ,dt, gilt edgzs, 3s. 6d 

Marryat, Florence. Tom Tiddler's Ground. 
[h May. 

Little. Works by J. STANLEY LITTLE : 

Martineau des Chesney, Baroness. Marquise 
and Rosette, and the Easter Daisy. Illustrated. Sm. 8v0, clothgilt, 
g i l t  edges, 35. 

South  Africa : A Sketch Book 
of men and manners. 2 vols. 
Demy 8v0, clothgilt, gilt lop, 21s. 

W h a t  i s  Art ? Cr. 8v0, clotA. 
3s. 6d. 

Little, Rev. H. W. A Short History of Russia. 
Cr. 8v0, paper, IS. 

Locke, John. Essay on the Human Understanding. 
Book 111. (On Words.) Edited by F. Ryland, M.A. Cr. 8v0, 
cloth, 4s. 6d. 

L'ofving. Works by CONCORDIA LOFVING : 

Physical Education, and its 
place in a rational system of 
education. Portrait. Cr. 8v0, 
cloth. 1s.6d. 

A Manual of Gymnastics. 
[In prqkzration. 

Lorne, Marquis of, K.G., K.T. Imperial Federation. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth, IS. [An?. Purl. Series. 

Lubbock, Sir John, Bart., M.P. Representation. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth, IS. [Imp. Parl. Se~ies. 

Maccall, William. Christian Legends of the 
Middle Ages. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

McAlpine. Works by Professor D. MCALPINE : 
Life Histories of Plants.  Handbook of the Diseases of 

With an Introduction to the 
Comparative Study of Plants 
and Animals on a Physiological 
Basis. Illustrated. Roy. 16mo. 

[In the press. 

Plants. Illustrated. Demy 
8vo. 

[h jrejaration. 

McCarthy, Sergeant T. A. Quarterstaff: A 
Practical Manual. With Figures of the Positions. 12m0, boards, IS. 

Maitland, Agnes C. Madge Hilton; or, Left to 
Themselves. Illustrated. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

Malins, J. Shakespearean Temperance Calendar. 
A Red-line Birthday Book. 16m0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

Malleson, Mrs. Frank. Notes on the Early 
Training of Children. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
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Marvin. Works by CHARLES MARVIN : 
Reconnoitr ing Central  Asia. from 1863' to 1884. With 

Adventures of English and I Illustrations and Map. Second 
Russian Explorers. Secret I i d i t l l .  Demy 810, cloth g&, 
Agents and Special Corre- 7s. 6d. 
spondents in the Region be- O u r  Public Offices. Thiyd 
tween the Caspian and India Editian. Cuts. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 2s. 

Matthews, C. Hiawatha, and other Legends from 
the Wigwams of the Red American Indians. 

[Nm Edition i n  prejaration. 

Maynard, Rev. A. Happy Wedded Life. New 
Edition. Plates. 12m0, cloth gilt, 2s. 

Meignan, Victor. Over Siberian Snows. Edited 
by William Conn. With 16 plates. Demy 8v0, cloth gilt, 16s. 

Mentone, Guide to. By an Englishman. Folding 
Map. 12m0, cloth, IS. 6d. 

.Miller, Rev. J, R., D.D. The  Perfect Home 
Series. 5 vols., 12m0, cloth gilt, each 62'. 

I. The Wedded Life. 3. The Wife's Part. 
2. The Husband's Part. 1 4. The Parent's Part. 

5.  The Children's Part. 

Milnes. Works by ALFRED MILNES, M.A. : 
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Moore, Nina. Manual of Kindergarten Drawing. 
Plates. 4t0, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Miiller, Prof. Max. Deutsche Liebe (German 
Love). Fragments from the Papers of an Alien. Cr. 8v0, vellunz, 
ss. ; cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

Mulley-Tabram. Songs and Games for Our 
Little Ones. By Jane Mulley. Music by M. E. Tabram. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8v0, IS. 

Naegeli-Schwendener. The  Microscope : Theory 
acd Practice. By Prof. C. Naegeli and Prof. S. Schwendener. 
With about 300 woodcuts. Demy 8v0, cloth, 21s. [In the press. 

Naturalist's World, The. An Illustrated Monthly 
Magazine of Popular Science. 4t0, vol. I. [1884], cloth gilt, 3s. 

[2o pages, Month&, zd. 

Needlework for Ladies, for Pleasure and Profit. By 
Dorinda." Second Edition. Crown 8v0, 6oards, IS. 6d. 

New Crusade, A. By PETER THE HERMIT. Illustrated. 
8v0, boards, 2s. 

Newman. Works by E. NEWMAN, F.L.S. : 

Problems a n d  Exercises i n  
Political Economy. Cr. 8v0, 
cloth, 4s. 6d. 

[Student's Manuals. 

His tory  of Brit ish Ferns .  
Thiyd Edition. Cuts. Demy 
8170, cloth, 18s. 
A " People's Edition " of the 
same (abridged), containing 

Elementary  Not ions  of Logic.  
Second Edition. Enlarged. 41 
cuts. Crown 8v0, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

numerous Figures, is also issued. 
I;z;fth Edition. 12m0, cloth, 2s. 

See also Montague's Dictionary of 
. British Birds. 

Mongan, Roscoe, B.A. Our Great Military Com- 
manders. Illustrated. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 
Marlborough-Clive-WoIfe-Wellington-The Crimean War- 

The Indian Mutiny-Wolseley-Gordon. 

Montague, Colonel. Dictionary of British Birds. 
New Edition. Edited by E. Newman, F. L.S. Demy 8v0, cloth 
gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Monteiro, H. Tales of Old Lusitania, from the 
Folk Lore of Portugal. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, @Zt top, 3s. 6d. 

Moore. Works by H. KEATLEY MOORE, B.Mus., B.A. : 
T h e  Child's Pianoforte Book. Music  i n  t h e  Kindergarten. 

Second Editian. Illustrated by Izmo, qd. 
Kate Greenaway and others. l See also FROEBEL. 
Fcap. 4t0, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

Nicholson, E. Student's Manual of German 
Literature. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Student's Manuals. 

Norton. Histories for Children, by CAROLINE NORTON: 

HISTORY OF GREECE. For 
children. 12mo. Illustrated. 
I S. 

HISTORY OF ROME. For chil- 
dren. 12mo. Illustrated. IS. 

HISTORY OF FRANCE. For 
children. 12m0. Illustrated. I S .  

O'Reilly, Mrs. Robert. The  Story of Ten Thou- 
sand Homes. Second Edition. Illustrated. Sm. 8170, cloth gilt, 
gilt edges, 3s. 

Orme, Temple (Teacher at  University College School). 
The Rudiments of Chemistry. With several Woodcuts. Cr. 8v0, 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 
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Parker, Joseph, D.D. (of the City Temple). Weaver 
Stephen ; or, the Odds and Evens of English Religion. 8v0, cloth, 
7s. 6d. 

Parker, Hon. Mrs. Adamson. Among the Fairies. 
Illustrated by Lily Chitty. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edO~es, 2s. 6d. 

[Fairy L i b r ~ ~ ~ .  

Paul, Howard. Not too Funny, just Funny 
Enough ! Short Stories, American and Original. Cr. 8v0, 
boards, IS. 

Percy Reliques. The  Reliques of Ancient Eng- 
lish Poetry, consisting of Old Heroic Ballads, Songs, and other 
Pieces. By THOS. PERCY, D.D., Bishop of Ilromore. Edited, 
with an Introduction, Notes, and Glossary, by H. B. WHEATLEY, 
F.S.A. 3 vols., 8v0, cloth extya, 36s. 

Perez, Bernard. The  First Three Years of Child- 
hood. With a Preface by Prof. James Sully, M.A. Cr. 8v0, 4s. 6d. 

Plautus' Captivi. Edited, with Introduction, Critical 
Apparatus and Notes, by Prof. E. A. Sonnenschein, M.A. (Oxon). 
Demy 8v0, cloth, 6s. 

School Edition of the same, with. Notes. T'ird Edition. 3s. 6d. 

Pooley-Carnie. The  Common-Sense Method of 
Teaching French. By H. Pooley and K. Carnie. 12m0, cloth. 
Part I., IS.; Part II., IS. ; Memory Exercises, IS. 

[Other P a ~ t s  i?z  p~eja~nt ion .  

Prantl-Vines. Elementary Text Book of Botany. 
By Prof. W. Prantl and S. H. Vines, D.Sc., M.A., Fellow and 
Lecturer of Christ's College, Cambridge. F o u ~ t h  Editzbn [1885]. 
275 woodcuts, demy 8v0, cloth, 9s. 

Prentice, Ridley. The  Musician : A Guide for 
Pianoforte Students. In six Grades. Grades I.-IV. Rpy. 
16m0, cloth, each 2s. [Other G~ades in preparatzon. 

See also Fillmore's History of Pianoforte Music. 

Ramsay, A., F.G.S. Bibliography, Index and 
Guide to Climate. Cuts. Demy 8v0, cloth gilt, 16s. 

Rathbone and Pell. Local Government and Tax- 
ation. By W. RATHBONE, M.P., ALBERT PELL, M.P., and 
F. C. MONTAGUE, M.A. Cr. 8v0, cloth, IS. [ltnj. Purl, Ser. 

Rawnsley, Rev. H. R. Christ for To-Day : A 
Series of International Sermons by Eminent Preachers of the 
English and American Episcopal Churches. Edited by Rev. H .  R. 
RAWNSLEY, M.A., Vicar of Keswick. Imp. 16m0, cloth, gilt top, 
6s. 

Reid. Novels by Capt. MAYNE REID : 
T h e  Death  Shot. Illustrated. 

Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 
3s. 6d. 

T h e  F l a g  of Distress. Illus- 

trated. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt 
edges, 3s. 6d. 

The Child Wife.  Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. [ In  p7*@aration. 

Reynard the Fox. An old story new told. With Kaul- 
bach's Illustrations. Second En'ition. qto, cloth extra, gilt top, 5s. 

Rich, Elihu. History of the W a r  between 
Germany and France, 1870-7 I. Fully Illustrated. Imp. 8v0, 21s. 

Richard and Williams. Disestablishment. By 
HENRY RICHARD, M.P.., and J. CARVELL \VILLIAMS, M.P. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8v0, cloth, IS. [ h p .  Purl'. Ser. 

Richmond, the Rev. Legh. Annals of the Poor. 
With Memoir of the Author by J. S. Stallybrass. Plates. Cr. 8vo: 
cloth gilt, gilt edges, IS. 6 d  

Robin." Children's Books by " ROBIN : " 
T h e  Lit t le F lower  Girl, and 

other Stories, in verse. Illus- 
trated by Ernest Griset. Cr. 
8v0, cloth gilt, gilt eliges, IS. 6d. 

Skippo, and other Stories, in 
prose and verse. Illustrated 
by Emest Griset. Cr. 8v0, cloth 
gilt, gilt edges, IS. 6d. - 

Rogers. Works by Prof. J. E. THOROLD ROGERS) M.P. : 
Six Centuries of W o r k  a n d  

Wages : the History of English 
Labour. Second Bdition. I n  
I vol., 8v0, cloth, 15s. 

E igh t  Chapters from the  
IIistory of English Work and 
Wages, being a reprint of , 

certain chapters of "Six Cen- 
turies of Work and Wages." 
Crown 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Ensilage,  and its Prospects in 
English Agriculture. Second 
Edition. Cuts. Cr. 8v0, limp 
cloth, IS. 

Rooper. Books by W. and H. ROOPER : 
An I l lustrated Manual  of 

Object Lessons, containing hints 
for Lessons in Thinking and 

. Speaking, with20 '(blackboard " 
illustrations. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 
3s. 6d. 

' A Manua l  of Collective 
Lessons in Plain Needlework 
and Knitting. With numerous 
Plates and Diagrams. Cr. 8v0, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Ross, Ellen (Author of " The Candle Lighted by the 
Lord "). Dora's Boy. Fifth Thousand. Illustrated. Small 8v0, 
clorh ggi, gilt eages, 3s. 
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Rouse, Lydia L. Sandy's Faith. A tale of Scottish 
Life. Illustrated. Second Edition. Fcap. 8v0, cloth gilt, IS. 

Rowe. Tales by RICHARD ROWE : 
Roughing it in Van Diemen's A Haven of Rest, and Dr. 

Land, and Harry Delane. Sm. Pertwee's Poor Patients. Sm. 
8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 1 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 

Rowsell. Books by MARY C. ROWSELL : 

Sherwood's, Mrs. Juvenile LibEary. In three 
series. Cuts. 121-110, cloth gilt, each, IS. 

Sweet Bells Jangled : A Novel. 
3 vols. [Atpress. 

Tales of Filial Devotion. 11- 
lustrated. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, 

Shields, Rev. R. J. Knights of the Red Cross: 
Seven Allegorical Stories. Plates. 12m0, cloth gilt, IS. 

The Spirit of the Giant Moun- 
tains. Illustrated. Cr. 8v0, 
cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

[Fairy Library, 

@iiiina 6ift %ooka+ Illustrated. Fcap. 8v0, cloth, gilt. 

gilt, edges, 2s. 6d. 

Rye, John, M.A. Kirby in the Dale. A Novel. 
3 vds. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 31s. 6d. 

Schaible-Althaus. Seeing and Thinking : Ele- 
mentary Lessons and Exercises, introductory to Grammar, Com- 
position, and Logical Analysis. By C. H.  SCHAIBLE, M.D., 
F.C.P., and T. H. ALTHAUS, M.A., Oxon. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Schiller's Cabal and Love. Translated by T. S. 
Wilkinson. I 2m0, leatherette, 2s. 6d. 

Scottish Naturalist, The. Demy 8vo. Quarterly, I S .  ad. 

Scott, Redna. Edith : A novel. 3 vols. Cr. 8v0, 31s. 6d. 

Seboth, J. Alpine Plants. Painted from Nature, 
with descriptive text by A. \V. Bennett, M.A., B.Sc. 4 vols. each 
with too coloured plates. Super roy. 16m0, h a y  persian, gilt 
tops, each 2 5s. 
The whole series (four vols.) in an elegant carved cabinet, 

£6 6s. nett. 

Shakespeare. The Works of WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
The Text revised by Rev. ALEXANDER DYCE. In  10 volumes, 
8v0, with Life, Portraits, Facsimile of Will, etc. P$th Edition. 
Beautifully printed on antipzre- laid paper, and handsomely bound i n  
cloth extra, gilt top, each vol, 9s. [ Vols. L- YL ready. 

Shakspere. Othello. Edited for School Use, with 
notes, by Roscoe Mongan, B.A. Royal 16m0, cloth, 2s. 

Shakspere, The  Life and Times of. Portraits. Cr. 
8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, IS. 6d. 

Mrs. Leicester's School. By Charles and Mary 
Lamb. 

Sandy's Faith. A Tale of Scottish Life. 
L. Rouse. 

By Lydia 

The  Knights of the Red Cross : Seven Allegorical 
Stories. By the Rev. R. J. Shields. 

Crimson Pages. A Tale of the Refbrmation. By W. 
Tillotson. 

Reminiscences of a Raven. By James Greenwood 
(the " Amateur Casual "). 

Shirreff. Kindergarten Books by EMILY A. SHIRREFF : 
The  Kindergarten : Principles 

of Froebel's System, and their 
bearing on the Education of 
Women. Third Edition. Cr. 
8v0, cloth, IS. 4d. 

The Kindergarten and the 
School. 12m0, 3d. 

Wasted Forces. 12m0, 3d. 

Sime. Novels by WILLIAM SIME. 

The Red Route. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. I Cradle and Spade. 3 v. 31s. 6d. 

Bi;cpenpp 6ift %~ohs+ Illustrated. Demy 32m0, cloth gilt. 

I. Little Henry and his Bearer. 
z .  Cheerful Cherry ; or, brake the Best 

of it. 

3. The Basket of Flowers. 
4. The Babes in a Basket. 
5. The Prince in Disguise. 
6. The Wanderer. 

7. Little Goody Two-Shoes. 
8. Little Dickie : a Simple Story. 

g. Three Foolish Little Gnomes. 
IQ. Cat and Dog Stories. 
11. Story of Patient Grise!dis. 
12. Language of Flowers. 
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Solly, the Rev. Henry. Rehousing o f  the Indus- 
trial Classes, or Village Communities v. Town Rookeries. 16m0, 
Zimp cloth, 6d. 

S ~ ; n : n t n t +  8Jjrtt 3kiIIin;ga gnb WIqtmng ~ ~ b . t I w ,  
Abdy-Williams, E. M. Two IFS. 

Churchill, Mrs. Spencer. DAISY DARLING. 

Leith-Adams, Mrs. GEOFFREY STIRLING. 

Mayne Reid, Capt. THE DEATH SHOT. 

, , , , THE FLAG OF DISTRESS. 
Tytler, C. C. Fraser. JASMINE LEIGH. 

, , 3 9 MARGARET. 
Williams, Sarah (" Sadie "). THE PRIMA DONNA. 

Sonnenschein-Nesbitt. Arithmetical works b y  A., 
SONNENSCHEIN and H. A. NESBITT, M.A. : 

T h e  Science and Art of Arith- 
metic. Part I., 2s. 6d. ; Parts 
11.-III., 3s. 6d. ; Parts I.- 
111. in one vol., 5s. 6d. Exer- 
cises (only), Part I., 1s. ; Parts 
11.-III., IS. 3d. Answers 
(complete), IS. 6d. 

A B C of Arithmetic. Teacher's 
Eook. Part I., IS. ; Part 11.' 
1s. Pupil's Book (Exerc. only), 
Part I., qd. ; Part II., 4d. 

Ciphering Book. 40pp. che- 
quered on right-hand page, and 
ruled on left-hand page for 
teacher's remarks. 3s. per doz. 

Sonnenschein, A. Foreign Educational Codes 
relating to Elementary Education, prescribed by Austrian, Belgian, 
German, Italian, and Swiss Governments, with Introduction and 
Notes. Cr. 8v0, clolh, 3s. 6d. 

Sonnenschein's Number Pictures. Fourteen folio 
coloured sheets for teaching the rudiments of number. 
Edition. On one ~ o l l e ~ ,  7s. 6d. ; on boards varnished, 16s. De- 
scriptive pamphlet, 6d. 

Sonnenschein's Patent Arithmometer. Box a, 
5s. 6d.; box b, 4. 6d. ; box c, 20s. Complete set, £1 10s. . 

Sonnenschein's Special Merit Readers. Each wel l  
and fully illustrated, and strongly bound in cZoth. Parts I.-11. at 
pess. Part 111. (Standard III.), 1s. Part IV. (Standard IV.), 
IS. qd. 

Sonnenschein's Linear Blackboard (Outline) 
Maps (rolling up). 

S t a f f o r d ,  Eric. Only a Drop of Water and  other  
tales. Third Edition. Illustrated. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 
IS. 6r7'. 

England and Wales. 4 ft. g in. 
byqft .  16s. 

Europe. 5 ft. 6 in. by 4 ft. 21s. 

Stephens, George. Old Norse Fairy Tales. Cuts. 
Cr. 8v0, cloth gib, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. [Fairy Libraly. 

Two Hemispheres. 5 ft. 6 in. 
by q ft. 21s. [Sho 7- tdy .  

Others zn preparation, 

Stories of my Pets. Illustrated. Cr. 8v0, cloih, gili edges, 
IS. 6nT. 

Strong and Meyer. A History of the German 
Language. By H. A. STRONG, Professor of Latin in the Liver- 
pool University College ; and KUNO MEYER, Lecturer on Teutonic 
Languages, Liverpool University College. 8v0, cloth, 6s. 

Stubbs. W o r k s  b y  t h e  REV. CHARLES W. STUBBS, M.A. : 

Hawthorne's Student 's Manual of Indian History, 
3s. 6d. 

Christ and  Democracy, Cr. 
8v0, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

T h e  Land and the Labourers. 
Seco7zd ettitiosz. Cr. 8v0, IS. 

Milnes' Problems and  Exercises in3Political Economy, 
4s. 6d. 

' T h e  Conscience a n d  other 
Poems. Printed on hand-made 
paper. 1 2 ~ 0 ,  vellum, 2s. 6d. 

Anthology of Christian Morals. 
[hz preyaration. 

Nicholson's Student's Manual of German Literature, 
3s. 6d. 

' l  Oxon's " Student 's Manual of t h e  Reign of George 111.) 
4s. 6d. 

The Graphic Table Book.  d. ; cloth, ad. 

The Eclipse Table Book. 130th thousand, id. 
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Taylor, Jeremy. Selections from the Works of. 
With a Short Account of the Author and his Writings. 3s. 6d. 

Theal, George McCall. Kaffir Folk Lore; with an 
Introduction on the Mythology, Manners, and Customs of the 
Kaffirs. Second Edition. Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt tqb, 4s. 6d. 

Thorn. Coloured books with text by ISMAY THORN : 

Harlequin Eggs. A qto colour- I n  and Out. A 4to colour-book 
book for children, with 24 pages for children, with 24 pages of 
of pictures by Lily Chitty. pictures by Lily Chitty. Illws- 
,Zllustrated 6oa?ds, 2s. 6d. truted boards, 2s. 6d. 

Tillotson, W. Crimson Pages : a Story of the 
Reformation. Plates. 12m0, cloth gilt, IS. 

Time. A Monthly Magazine of Current Topics, Literature 
and Art. Medium 8vo. 

Vols. I.-IX., edited by EDMUND Y ATES. ;E3. 
Vols. X.-XI. (1884), edited by B. MONTGOMERIE 

RANKING. Each 6s. 
New Series, edited by E. M. ABDY-WILLIAMS, com- 

mencing with January, 1885. Vols. 1-2, each, 7s. 6d. 
[Monthly, IS. 

T iny Mite, the Adventures of a Little Girl in 
Dreamland. With a large number of Illustrations. qto, cloth, 5s. 

Turner, F, C., B.A. A Short History of Art. 
Illustrated. Demy 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt top, I 2s. 6d. 

Tytler. Novels by C. C. FRASER TYTLER : 

Jasmine Leigh. Second Editio~r, Margaret. Sec. Edition. 3s. 6d. 
3s. 6d. I Jonathan. Sec Edi r io~ .  [Short&. 

Tytler, M. Fraser. Tales of many Lands. Illus- 
trated. Sm. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 

Valvedre, A. de. Sorrowful yet Lucky. A Novel. 
3 vols. Cr. 8v0, cloth, 31s. 6d. 

Vernalecken, Th. In  the Land of Marvels. Folk 
tales of Austria and Bohemia. Edited by the Rev. Prof. E. 
Johnson, M.A. Cr. 8v0, cloth, gilt top, 5 . 

Vicary, J. Fulford, J.P. Readings from the Dane,: 
Short Stories translated from contemporary Danish writers. Cr. 
8v0, paper, IS. 

Villari, Lina. Life in a Cave. Frontispiece. Cr. 8170, 
cloth gilt, gilt euTges, IS. 6d. 

Vines, S. H., D.Sc., M.A. A School Botany. 
[h pr@amtio?z. 

See also Prantl--Vines. 

Wagner. Works by Dr. W. WAGKER : 

Wallace, Cornelia. Flowers, a fantasy. With 
miniature illustrations. Demy p m o ,  cloth gilt, gilt edges, 6d. 

Asgard and the Gods. A 
Manual of Norse Mythology. 
Third Edition. Illustrated. 

Wallis. Novels by A. S. C. WALLIS : 

Epics and Romances of the 
Middle Ages. Seco7td Edition. 
Illustrated. Demy 8v0, 7s. 6d. 

Demy 8v0, 7s. 6d. 

6' Wanderer " (Author of " Fair Diana," (( Across 
Country," etc.). Glamour : a Novel. 3 vols. Cr. 8v0, 31s. 6 d  

In Troubled Times. A Novel. Royal Favour. A novel. Trans- 

Weir. Works by ARCHIBALD WEIR, B.A. : 

Translated from the Dutch by 
E. J. Irving. Third Edition 

The Historical Basis of Eu-  T h e  Critical Philosophy of 
rope. 8vo. [Sholfiy. / Kant. Cr. 8v0, 2s. 6d. 

lated from the Dutch by E. J. 
Irving. SeZond ed'itiotz. Cr. 

Welby, S. E. The  traveller:^ Practical Guide. 
I n  four languages. A waistcoat pocket volume. Cloth, IS. ; ~oun ,  1s.6d. 

(re-translated). Cr. 8v0, 6s. 8v0, cloth, 6s. 

Wha t  the Boy thought. A social satire. Sixth thou- 
sand. Roy. 16m0, palzhment wrppers, 6d. 

White. Books by F. A. WHITE, B.A. : 

Wiebe, Prof. E. The  Paradise of Childhood: 
A complete manual of Kindergarten instruction. Third Edition. 
75 plates. 4t0, cloth, 10s. 6d. 

An Unconventional English 
Grammar, Second Editian. 

Williams, Sarah ('c Sadie "j. The Prima Donna. 
A Novel. I vol. edition. Cr. 8v0, clotA, 3s. 6rE. 

The BOYS of Raby. A holiday 
book for boys. Illustrated by J. 

121110, cloth, 4s. Dinsdale. Cr. Svo, cloth gilt, / gilt tdges, 2s. 6d. 
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Wilson, Rev. John M. Nature, Man, and God. 
Cont r ibu t ions  t o  t h e  Scientif ic  T e a c h i n g  of To-day. Cr. gvo,  cloth, 5s. 

Wood, Rev. H. A Season among the Wild 
Flowers. Secomz'Edition. Cuts.  Cr. 8v0,  cloth gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Wright, Dr. Alfred. Adventures in Servia : EX- 
per iences  of a M e d i c a l  free-lance among the Bashi-Eazoucs,  etc. 
E d i t e d  and i l lus t ra ted  by E. Farquhar -Bernard ,  M. R. C. S. (late 
Sargeotz of t h e  S e m i a n  A r t y ) .  D e m y  8v0,  cloth gilt, I OS. 6d. 

Wurtz,  Dr. A. The  Elements of Modern 
Chemis t ry .  Cuts .  Cr. 8v0 ,  cloth, 10s. 6d. 

Xenophon. . The Hiero. Edited, with Introduction and 
N o t e s  for t h e  use o f  schools, b y  R. Shind le r ,  &LA. In te r leaved .  
12m0, cloth, 2s. 6d 

Yonge. Biographical Books by Professor C. D. YONGE : 

Youthful Nobility. Plates. Cr. Svo,cZothgirt,giZtedges. 
IS. 6d 

The  Seven Heroines of Chris- 
tendom.  T h i r d B d i t i o ? ~ .  I l lus -  
t ra ted .  Cr. 8v0, cloth gilt, gilt 
edges, 3s. 6d. 

Zacher, Dr. B. (Assessor to the Prussian Governmelit). 
The l i e d  In te rna t iona l  : An A c c o u n t  of  Modern Soc ia l i sm in 
Germany, France, G r e a t  Bri tain,  Ireland, Swi tzer land ,  Be lg ium,  
Holland, Denmark, Scandinav ia ,  Spain, Por tuga l ,  I t a ly ,  Aus t r ia ,  
Russia,  and N o r t h  Amer ica .  Translated by the Rev .  E. M. Geldar t ,  
M.A. Cr. 8vo,  papet; 1s. 

Our Great Naval Command- 
ers. I l lus t ra ted .  Cr .  8v0, cloth 
gilt, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

D r a k e  - Blake- Cook-Rod- 
ney-Nelson- Par ry .  

Zimmern, Helen. Tales from the Edda. Illus- 
t r z t e d  by K a t e  G r e e n a w a y  and others.  Cr. 870, cloth gilt, gilt 
edges, IS. 6d. 

The  Imperial Parliament Series. 
Written entirely by  EMBERS OF PARLIAMEKT. Edited by SYDNEY BUXTON, M.P. 

I n  Uniform Crown 8vo Volumes, red cloth, neat, each about 150 pp. 1s. 
I .  M a r q .  o f  Lorne .  Imperial Federa- 

tinn. 

2. S ~ J :  Lubbock .  Representation. 
3. W. R a t h b o n e ,  Alb.  Pe l l ,  and F. C. 

M o n t a g u e .  Local Government and 
Taxation. 

4. Rt. Hon.  .W. E. .Baxte r .  England 
and Russla In Asla. 

5. M r s .  A s h t o n  D i l k e  and W. Woodal l .  
Women Franchise. 

The  last two not yet I rea 

Historical, Political 
Daly ' s  Radical pioneers, 6s. 
Gronlund ' s  Co-op. commonwealth, 2s. 
Guyot ' s  Social economy, gs. 
Higginson's Common sense about women, 

I S .  

H u g h a n ' s  Hereditam oeers and heredi- 

Chi t ty ' s  Beekeeping. 
E d w a r d s '  Rabbits 2s. 6d. 
Ewing's ~ ~ r i c u l t u i e ,  6d. 

W. S. Caine ,  W. Hoyle ,  and Rev. 
D a w s o n  B u r n s .  Local Option. 
Henry B r o a d h u r s t  and R. T. Reid .  
Leasehold Enfranchisement. 
H e n r y  R i c h a r d  and Carve11 Wi l -  
liams. Disestablishment. 
J. B ~ y c e .  The House of Lords. 
J. and F. City B. Firth. Gullds. London Government 

0 thers to follow. 

and Social Science. 
Milnes '  Political economy, 4s. 6d. 
Rogers '  Six centuries of work and wages, - 

15s. 
Eight chapters from the history 

of9knglish work and wages, 3s. 6d 
S ~ l l y ' ~  Rehousing the poor, 6d. 
S t u b b s '  Christ and democracy, 3s. 6d. 

Land and the labourers, 3s. 6d. 
~acher's Red international, I S .  

Agriculture, etc. 
Fawkes' Horticultural buildings, 3s. 6d. ,, Hot water heating, I S .  

Rogers '  Ensilage, IS .  

Natural History and Science. 
"Alert," Cruise of the, by Coppinger, 6s. 
Allen's (Gran t )The  Evolution of Flowers. 
A l p i n e  P l a n t  S 400 coloured plates, 

4 vols., 1: cabinet, £ 6  6s. 
B e n n e t t ' s  Flora of,Alps, 5s. 
Bevan ' s  Royal Relief Atlas, 21s. 
Claus-Sedgwick ' s  Text-book of zoology, 

vol. I 21s. . Vol. II . ,  16s. 
COX'S d t l e  c;clopzedia of common things, 

7s. 6d. 
Espin's Star atlas, I S .  6d. 
Fr iend ' s  Flowers and flower-lore, 7s. 6d. 
Harting's Glimpses of bird life, 42s. 
Hehn's Wanderings of plants, 16s. 

Hewetson's The  human eye, I S .  
Kirby ' s  Handbpok of entomology, 15s. 

Evolut~on and nat. theology, 4s.6d. 
M c i l p i n e 9 s  Diseases of plants. 

Life histories of plants. 
~ o n t g ~ u e ' s  Dictionary of British birds, 

7s. 6d. 
Naege l i -Schwendener ' s  The  micro- 

scope, 21s. 
N e w m a n ' s  History of British ferns, 18s. 
Pran t l -Vines '  Text-book of botany, 9s. 
R a m s a y ' s  Bibliography of climate, 16s. 
W u r t z ' s  Elements of modern chemistry, 

10s. 6d 

POPULAR SCIENCE. 
Armstrong's Birds and their ways, I S .  6d. 
Bagnal l ' s  Mosses, I S .  
Bot tone ' s  The  dynamo, 2s. 6d. 
B u t l e r ' s  Entomology of a pond. 
Greene ' s  Insect hunter's companion, I S .  

Clement 's  Geological systems, IS. 

K i r b y ' s  Young collector, I S .  

N e w m a n ' s  Ferns, People's edition, 2s. 
Pilter's Human physiology, I S .  
Wood's  Season among wild flowers, 2s. 6d. 
Y o u n g  Collector 's  Penny handbooks, 

8 vols.,  d. each. 

NATURAL HISTORY MAGAZINES. 
The N a t u r a l i s t ' s  W o r l d .  Monthly, 2d. 1 The Scottish N a t u r a l i s t ,  quart., IS .  
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Books of Travel, etc. 
" Alert," Cruise of H.M.S. Aleut, 6s. 

8 arras' India, 4 vols., each 3s. 6d. 
orbes'  Canara and Ganjam, 6s. 

Hobson's The farm in the Karoo, 3s. 6d. 
Lit t le ' s  South African sketch book, 2 vols., 

21s. 

Marryat ' s  Tom Tiddler's around. 
Marv in J s  Reconnoitring %entral Asia. 

7s. 6d. 
Meignan's Over Siberian Snows, 16s. 
Wrigh t ' s  Adventures in Servia, 10s. 6d. 

Novels and Minor Fiction. 
Abdy-Williams' Two Ifs, 3s. 6d. 

,, For his friend, 3 v., 31s. 6d. 
Forewarned IS. 

~ u e r b g c h ' s  Two stories, G. 6d. 
Babcock's Cypress Beach, 2 vols., 12s. 
Bickerdyke ' s  With the best intentions, 

2s. 6d - 
Boger's Elfrica, 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
Bradshaw's  Iioger North, 3 vols., 

-IS. 6d. 
BGrke's Couleur de rose 2 vols 21s. 
Churchill 's  Daisy ~ a r l k g .  3s.' 6d. 
Corbett 's  Cassandra, 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
Dalton's False steps, IS. 

Douglas' Measure for  measure,^ vols., 21s. 
Evelac's Leaven of malice, 6s. 
Hichens' Coastguard's secret, 6s. 
LeFree's Walking stick, 6s. 
Hobson's At home in the Transvaal, 

2 vols., 21s. 

Leith-Adams'  (Mrs.) Geoffrey Stirling, 
3s. 6d. 

Leith-Ad-s' Madelon Lemoine, 3s. 6d. 
Mayne  Reid, The Death Shot, 3s. 6d. 

The Flag of Distress, 3s.6d. 
~ d l e r ' s  8erman love, 3s. 6d. and ss. 
Pa rke r ,  Dr. J. Weaver Stephen, 7s. 6d. 
Paul 's  Not too funny ! IS .  
Rowsell's Sweet bells jangled, 3 vols. 
Rye's Kirby in the dale, 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
S ~ ~ t t ' s  (Redna) Edith, 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
Sime's The red route, 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
Tyt ler ' s  Jasmine Leigh, 3s. 6d. 

Margaret 3s. 6d. 
~ a l $ e d r e ' s  ~orro&ful yet lucky, 31s. 6d. 
Vicary's Reading from the Dane, IS. 
Wallis '  In troubled times, 6s. 

Royal favour 6s. 
*' ~ k n d e r e r ' s "  ~ l aAour ,  3 vols., 31s. 6rt. 
Williams'  (S.) Prima donna, 3s. 6d. 

Antiquities, Folk-lore, etc. 
Axon's Gipsy folk tales. 
Bowker's  Goblin tales of Lancs., 2s. 6d  
Caballero's Book of Spanish tales, 2s. 6d. 
Cappel ls  Old Norse sagas, 2s. 6d. 
Croker 's  Irish fairy legends. 
Friend's Flowers and flower-lore, 7s. 6 d  

er's English fairy tales, 2s. 6d. 
Ge dar t ' s  Modern Greek folk-lore, 2s. 6d. T 
Ges t a  Romanorum,  2s. 6d. 
Grimm's Teutonic mythology, 3 vols.,4ss. 
Harley's Moon lore, 7s. 6d. 
Harris' Uncle Remus, 2s. 6d. 
Hehn's Wanderings of plants, 16s. 

Maccall's Christian legends, 3s. 6d. 
Mat thewss  Legends of the wigwams. 
Monteiro's  Portuguese folk-lore, 3s. 6d. 
Pe rcy  Reliques,  3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
Rowsell's The Spirit of the Giant 

mountains. 2s. 6d. 
Stephens '  0lh Norse fairy tales, 2s. 6 A  
Theal 's  Kaffir folk-lore, 4s. 6d. 
Vernalecken's In the land of marvels, ss. 
Wiigner's Asgard and the gods, 7s. 6d. 

Epics and romances, 7s. 6d. 
~imiiern's Tales from the Edda, I S .  6d. 

Theological and Devotional Books. 
Adams' My man and I,  7s. 6d. 
Church  Ramble s  a n d  Scrambles,  2s. 
Cockburn, Laws of nature, 3s. 6d. 
Con tempora ry  Pulpi t .  Vols. I.-IV., 

each, 6s. Month&, 6d. 
Dover's Lent manual, 2s. 60'. and IS. 6d. 

Ministery of.mercy, 6s. 
~ d e r ' s  Holy and profane states, 3s. 6d. 

Life of Fuller. z vol., 12s. 
Gel&rt9s Sunday for our little ones, 3s. 

,, Doctrine of atonement, 3s. 6d. 

Gorman's Converts to Rome, 2s. 6d. 
Kirby's Evolution and nat. theol., 4s. Ed 
Maccall's Christian legends, 3s. 6d. 
Miller's The perfect home. S vols ea. 6d. 
Rawnsley's Christ for to-day 6s" 
Richa rd  and Williams'  hise'stablish- 

ment, IS. 

Stubbs '  Christ and democracy, 3s. 6d. 
,, Anthology of Christian morals. 

Taylor ,  Jeremy,  Selqctions from, 3s. 6d. 
Wilson's The Supreme Power. 

Temperance and Cottage Books. 
Ar thu r ' s  Ten nights, 2s. Miller 's  The perfect home. S vols.,each 6d. 

School and College Books, etc. 
Bevan's Royal relief atlas, 21s. l Claus-Sedgwick. Elem. Text-book of 

,, Home geography. Zooloay, 21s. and 16s. 
Brat's Systematic cutting out, 2s. Edwards '  Mental calculator, IS .  

Eclipse Elocutionist ,  I S .  

Kir ton ' s  Happy homes, 2s. 
,, Priceless treasure, 2s. 

Malin's Shakespeare temp. cal., 2s. 6d. 

heading above. 
Locke  On words," ed. Ryland, 4s. 6d. 

Pr i ze  Pic tor ia l  Readings ,  2s. 
Rainbow Readings ,  I S .  

Sixpenny  Series. 
Wheeler 's  Drops of water, IS .  

4s. 6d. 
Sonnenschein's Foreign educational 

Lijfving's Physical education, I S .  6d. codes, 3s. 6d. 

Maynard ' s  Happy wedded life, 2s. 

Books on and of Music. 
Andersen's Fairytales set to music, 1s.6d. 
Bourne's Great composers, 3s. 6d  
Fillmore's Hist. of pianoforte music, 

3s. 6d. 

Moore's Music in the K. G., qd. 
Mulley's Songs and games, I S .  

Pagi's Number notation, I S .  Gd. 
Prent ice ' s  Musician, Grades I.-IV., 2s. 

Moore's Child's pianoforte book, 3s. 6d. each. 

Books on the Fine Arts, etc. 
Alpine  Plants, 4 vols., each 25s. I r v ing  (Wash.), Beauties of. 23 plates by 

Everitt's English caricaturists, 42s. G. Cruikshank, 2s. 6d. 

Hart ing ' s  Glimpses of bird life, 42s. Little 's  What is art? 3s. 6d 

Hewetson 's  Life of Hewetson, 42s. Turner ' s  Short history of art, 12s. 6d  

Hewetson's Influence of joy, 3s. 6d. 

Kindergarten Books. 
Buckland's Happiness of childhood, 6d. 

,, Use of stories, 3d 
Biilow's Child nature, 3s. 

,, Hand-work and head-work, 3s. 
DePortugall 's  Synoptical table, 2s. 6d. 
Froebel,  Selections from. 
Heerwar t ' s  Mutterlieder, 3d. 

Moore's (H. K.) Child's ~ianof.book, 3s.6d 
,, ,, Music in the K.G., 4d. 
,, (N.) Kindergarten drawing, 3s.6d. 

Mulley's Songs and games, IS .  

S h i r r e f s  The Kindergarten, IS .  4d. 
,, Wasted forces, 3d. [3d. 
,, The Kinderg. and the School, 

Kindergar ten ,  The. Essays, etc., 3s. Wiebe's Paradise of childhood, 10s. 6 h  

Books on Education. 
Baxton 's  Overpressure, 2s. and I S .  

Cooper's Training of the memory, 32. 
Crawford's Reform of spelling, 6d. 
Fawkes' Babies ; how to rear them, 6d. 
Hoggan's Physical education of girls, qd. 
Karoly's Dilemmas of labour and educa- 

tion, 3s. 6d. 
I(indergarten Books. See special 

Lofving's Manual of gymnastics. 
McCar thy ' s  Government code, €d. 
Malleson's Early training of children, 

2s. 6d. 
Moore's Selections from Froebel. 
Nicholson's Student's manual of German 

literature, 3s. 6d. 
Perez's First three years of childhood, 
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G I F T  

F a i t h f u l l ' s  Century cards. Plautus, The  captivi, 6s., 3s. 6d. 

A N D  

Fleay ' s  Logical English grammar, 2s. 
Fowle's Short and easy Latin book, IS. 6d. 

,, First easy Latin reader, 3s. 6d. 

B O O K S .  

Pooley-Carnie 's  Com. sense French, Is. 
P r a n t l - V i n e s '  Text-book of botany, gs. 
P ren t ice ' s  Musician. Grds. I.-IV. ea. 2s. 

Book a t  L6 6s. (nett.) 
P e b o t h  and Benne t t ' s  Alpine plants. 4 series, in cabinet. 

,, Second easy Latin reader, 3s. 6d. 1 Rooper ' s  Manual of object lessons, 3s. 6d. 
, Short and easy Greek book, 2s. 6 d  / ,, Needlework and knitting, 3s. 601. 
, First easy Greek reader, 5s. j Scha ib le -Al thaus '  Seeing and thinking, 
, Second easy Greek reader, 5s. 3s. 6d. 
, First Greek reader for Eton,rs.6d. 1 S h a k s p e r e ' s  Othello, for school use, 2s. 
, First book of Homer's Iliad, 2s. 1 Sonnenschein 's-  
,, Selections fr. Lat. authors, 2s. 6~1. Number pictures, 7s. 6d. and 16s. 

and IS. 6d. , Blackboard maps, 16s. and 21s. 

Gift Book a t  6s. 
Alert .  Cruise of the Alert, by Coppinger. 

Geomet ry ,  Plane, Elements of, 3s. 6d. 
George  II., 3s. George  III., 4s. 6d. 
Goethe,  Select poems of, IS. 6d. 
H a w t h o r n e ' s  Manual of Indian history. 
Hein's German copy book, 6d. [3s. 6d. 
Isocrates, Evagoras, ed. Clarke, 2s. 6 d  
Limer ick ,  Bishop of. Geomet. models. 
Mi lnes '  Political economy, 4s. 6 d  

,, Elementary notions of logic,ns. 6d. 
Moore 's  Child's pianoforte book, 3s. 6rL 

Books a t  £1 IS. 
Bevan's  Royal Relief Atlas. Rich's The war between Germany and I France 1870-71. 

Gift Books a t  7s. 6d. 
Adams '  Book of earnest lives. G e m s  from the Poets. 

Gift Books a t  5s. 

' 
Patent arithmometer, ss. 6 b ,  4s. 6d., 

and 30s. 
Special merit readers, IS. and IS. qcE. 
Science and art of arithmetic, 2s. 6 d ,  

etc. 
A B C of Aiithmetic, IS., etc. 
Ciphering book, 3s. p e r  dozen. 

S t r o n g ' s  History of German Lang., 6s. 
S t u d e n t ' s  M a n u a l s .  
T a b l e  Books,  id .  and ~d 

,, Battle stories. 
,, Girlhood of remarkable women. 

COX'S Little cyclopzdiaof common things. 
Friend's Flowers and flower-lore. 

Mul le r ' s  (Max), German Love, velluunz. Verna lecken ' s  In  the land of marvels. 
R e y n a r d  the Fox .  I 

Wagner ' s  Asgard and the gods. 
,, Epics and romances of the 

Middle Ages. 

Gift Books a t  3s. 6d. 

Nor ton ' s  Histories, 3 vols., IS. each. I Vines '  School botany. 
Orme's  Chemistry, 2s. 6d. Whi te ' s  Unconventional Engl. gram., 4s. 
Pilter's Human physiology, IS. 1 X e n o p h o n ' s  Hiero, ed. Shindler, 2s. 6d 

T h e  C a m b r i d g e  E x a m i n e r ,  Monthly 6d. 

Miscellaneous and Reference Books. 

A d a m s '  Celebrated women travellers. 
Alberg ' s  Gustavus Vasa. 
A r a b i a n  Nights, the new. 
B i r t h d a y  Book, Floral. 
B c u r n e ' s  The  great composers. 

,, African heroes. z series. 
C h a p m a n ' s  Notable women of the Re- 

formation. 

2 7 Notable women of the 
Puritan times. 

Cla rke ' s  Book of Golden Friendships. 
Cooke's  Three great lives. 
D a r t o n ' s  Brave boys. 

,, Famous girls. 
Fuller's Holy and profane states. 
Gus ta fsson ,  Tea-time tales. 

B e s t  Books,The, aclassified Bibliography. 
Bevan ' s  Guide to Westminster Abbey. 

Y, ,, Lichfield Cathedral. 
COX'S Little cyclopaedia of common things, 
Jewitt's English Coins, IS. [7s. 6d. 

Hauff's Popular Ta!es. 
Hewett's ~ e r o e ' s  of Europe. 
Hil locks '  Hard battles. 
Hobson ' s  The  farm in the Karoo. 
J u n g ' s  Australia and her colorlies. 
Letters of the Martyrs. 
Liefde's Great Dutch admirals. 
L i fe  at  home, at school, and at  college. 
Noore ' s  Child's pianoforte book. 
Mongan ' s  Our great military commanders 
M a l l e r ' s  (&Tax) German love. 
R e i d ' s  (Mayne) The death shot. 

, l  The flag of distress. 
T a y l o r  (Jeremy), Selections from. 
Yonge's  Seven heroines of Christendom. 

,, Our great naval conmanders. 

McCar thy ' s  Quarterstaff, IS. 

M a r v i n ' s  Our public offices, 2s. 
Mentone ,  Guide to, IS. 6d. 
Welby ' s  Traveller's pract. guide, IS. 

W h a t  the boy thought, 6d. 

Gift Books a t  3s. 

Chi ldren ' s  Journey, the. 
Gilbert's Modern wonders of the world. 

,, History of a Huguenot Bible. 
Keene's Voiceless Teachers. [and Rosette. 
M a r t i n e a u  d e s  Chesney's  Marquise 

O'Reilly's Story of ten thousand homes. 
Rowe ' s  Roughing it inVan Diemen's Land. 

,, A haven of rest. 
ROSS' Dora's boy. 
T y t l e r ' s  Tales of many lands. 

Gift Books a t  2s. 6d. 
A u e r b a c h ' s  Two stories. 
A u s t i n ' s  Moon folk. 
Bowker ' s  Goblin tales of Lancashire. 
Bickerdyke ' s  With the best intentions. 
CLballero 's  Book of Spanish tales. 
Camden ' s  Hoity Toity. 

,, Travellingaenagerie. 
Cappel 's  Olu Norse sagas. 
C h a p m a n ' s  Notable Women of the 

Covenant. 
C la rke ' s  George and Robert Stephenson. 
Cupples '  Tappy's chicks. 
Fryer's Book of English fairy tales. 

Geldart 's  Modern Greek folk-lore. 
Harris' Uncle Remus. Illust. Edifion. 
Howe's The deserted ship. 
Irving(W.) Beauties of. 23 plates by G. C. 
K r o e k e r ' s  Alice thro' the looking-glass. 
Mai t l and ' s  Madge Hilton. 
P a r k e r ' s  Among the Fairies. 
Rowsell S Tales of filial devotion. 

,, Spirit of giant mountains. 
S t e p h e n s '  Old Norse fairy tales. 
T h o r n ' s  Hallequin eggs; In  and Out. 
W h i t e ' s  Boys of Raby. 
Wood ' s  Season among the wil,d flowers. 



pyyz,--; r ' r  

Gift Books at IS. 6d. &" 
.% Alberg's Charles XII. Cookeys Latimer's candle. 

, Andersen7s Fairy tales set to muqic. ,, English Hero. 

, 

Armstrong's Birds and their ways. Gausseu's Iron Kingdom. 
Baker's Stories of olden times. ,, King's Dream. 
Bickerdyke's An Irish ~nidsummer ,, Kingdom of Iron and Clay. p,- night's dream. Guizot's Life of Lady Russell. 

3 : -  Bourne's Life of Gustavus Adolphus. 
4 -\ 

Hawthorne's Biographical stories. 
Chapman's Life of John W~clif. I Richmond's Annals of the poor. 

1 ,, Life of Martin Luther. I " Robin's " The little flower-girl. 
Clarke's Short biographies- ,, Skippo. 

- 
Prince Con~ort. George Stephenson. Shaksperej his life and times. . l Charlemagne. Robert Stephenson. Stafford's Only a drop of water. 
Sir W. Raleigh. William Tyndale. Stories of my Pets. -.. -4 

Cobbe's Doll stories. Villari's Life in a cave. 
' Cooke's A boy's ideal. Zimmern's Tales from the Edda. 

,, True to himself. I 
Gift Books at  IS. 

Greenwood's Reminiscences of a raven. Rouse's Sandy's faith. 
Lamb's Mrs. Leicester's school. Sherwood's Juvenile library. 3 vols. 
Norton's History of Greece for children. Shield's Knights of the red cross, 

,, History of Rome for children. Tillotson's Crimson pages. 
,, History of France for children. 1 

Gift Books at  6d. 
Anson's Cat and dog stories. The Basket of flowers. 

,, Three foolisn little gnomes. The Language and sentiment of flowers 
Chapman's The wanderer. The Prince in disguise. 
Cheerful Cherry ; or, triake the best of it. The Story of patient Griseldis. 
Little Dickie. The Perfect home series. By Rev. Dr. . 

,, Goody Two-shoes. Miller. 5 vols., each 6d. 
Wallace's Flowers. ,, Henry and his bearer. 

The Babes in a basket. 

M A G A Z I N E S .  
TIME. 128 pages, medium 8vo. Monthly. From 1885, IS. ' 

THE CONTEMPORARY PULPIT.  64 pages, roy. 16mo. - 
Monthly, 6d. 

EASTWARD H 0  ! g6 pages. Moathly, 6d. 

ournal (except July and August). 48 pages, demy 8vo. Monthly, 6d. 

THE NATURALIST'S WORLD. Illustrated. 20 pages, fcap. L 

Printed by Hazell, Watson, & Viney, Ld., London and Aylesbury 
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