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This 'Prologue' is set about five years before the events that
are chronicled in Book I, and introduces most of the characters and
events that have a bearing on the story.
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....mind, as the boys, half in fun but terribly in earnest, made
their preparations for the trial.

'Jump up, Toby; You're wanted in the Court. Come, the Queen
versus Toby Cadman, for Conspiracy and Cowardice, is on for
hearing, and the Court mustn't be kept waiting,' said Ned Tait, the
newly elected provost in a sepulchural voice.

Toby redoubled the speed and volume of his nasal music, and
pretended vigorously to be asleep, past all power of waking.

'If he won't get up, Charley, Mr. President, I mean, let's belt
him where he is,' said one of the jury boys. The ominous suggestion
had the desired effect, and in the twinkling of an eye, Toby rose
from the sheets like a ghost in his cerements. 'I did not do it;
I'll swear I didn't!' he gasped, glancing piteously around the
group of juvenile, but determined faces.

'Didn't do what? If you've been asleep, you haven't heard what
we've got against you!' said the president with a judicial
frown.

'Look here, prisoner at the bar,' said the provost, 'If you
speak a word while I'm addressing the jury, we hang you first, and
try you after, so you'll know to expect.'

The miserable Toby stood staring imploringly from one face to
another; but he met with no sympathy anywhere; all eyed him with
contempt and disgust. The trial was conducted with a curious
mixture of seriousness and merriment, and each actor in the mimic
court acquitted himself to his own satisfaction, if not to that of
the hapless Toby. After the evidence had been gone carefully
through, and each of the orators—who by-the-by, comprised
pretty nigh the whole of the jury as well as the advocate and
provost—had listened with evident pleasure to his own
eloquence, a verdict of guilty was recorded.

'Now, prisoner at the bar, what have you to say that the extreme
sentence should not be passed upon you?' asked the grinning
president, is a tone so dismally prophetic that Toby began to
blubber in abject terror.

'Just make a clean breast of it, Toady, and perhaps we'll let
you off this time!' said one of the boys.

Drowning men catch at straws, and Toby, thinking to propitiate
his tormentors, told the ludicrous tale of his 'being sweet on
little Ruth Scott,' and how, when he found that she cared more for
Harry Fenton than for him, he had got up the row in hopes that
Harry would get knocked on the head.

'And you run them to fight with pistols, because you knew that
Frank was a good shot; and Harry wasn't, and most likely would be
killed!' exclaimed Ned Tait, in horror. 'Hanging's too good for a
wretch like you!'

'We mustn't hang him anyhow, so my sentence is one hundred
lashes upon the bare skin, to be given in equal share by each of
us,' said the president, with judicial dignity.

Toby made a rush for the door, but was quickly caught, and
thrown down upon one of the beds.

'Gag him, or he'll bellow, and bring the whole house upon us,'
cried one; and, taking the hint, the provost snatched up one of
Toby's own dirty socks, and stuffed it into his mouth. His
self-appointed judges then, under Charley Graham's direction, tied
him down with their braces, and commenced the flagellation to which
he had been sentenced. Charley Graham wore a leather belt instead
of braces, and being 'senior officer of the Court,' as the other
boys called him, gave the first instalment of the hundred, which he
laid on with a will. The quivering culprit winced and groaned, but
to no purpose. His floggers were inexorable, and never ceased till
each had performed his share of the task, and Toby had received his
full hundred, with a few over by way of interest.

'Come, Tom,' said Ned Tait to the boy whose duty it was to put
the finishing stroke upon the miserable Toby, 'Come, Tom, knock off
now; the poor devil's had more than a fair hundred!'

'I hope the dose 'll operate well, Ned. It'll take more than a
hundred, though, to purge the villainy out of him, I'm thinking!'
said Tom Ray, the son of a druggist in the Strand, who was intended
for his father's profession. 'As my old man says:—"There's
nothing like bleeding in these extreme cases."'

'My word, Charley, the cat has scratched him awful! I expect
he'll feel in the morning very much as if he'd sat down for an hour
upon a red hot gridiron!' said Percy Clay, grinning. The jest did
not provoke the laugh that the speaker had anticipated. Now that
the tragic farce was played out, the boys began to pity the moaning
rascal at their feet, and to wish they had not interfered.

'By George, Charley, we'll get into a jolly row to-morrow, when
the old doctor gets wind of our hiding Toby!' said Dick Colridge,
suddenly beginning to think of consequences. Charley Graham
acquiesced in Dick's foreboding of future trouble, and stooping
down by the penitent victim of their boyish sense of justice,
whispered impressively, 'Now, Toby, just you listen—We've
perhaps done wrong in hiding you, but it served you right, you
know; but if we say a word about that duel affair you'd get hung as
sure as you're a cow-hearted cub. So you see the best thing you can
do is to take your flogging in good part, and be thankful!'

Toby moaned and said nothing, for the simple reason that to
speak with a sock in his mouth was a feat that, under the
circumstances, he was not equal to. Charley Graham's attention
being called to the fact by one of the boys, he removed the
obstruction, and the unfortunate wight, between sobs and tears,
protested that he was perfectly satisfied of the justice of the
proceeding's, and promised with energy to say nothing of the
evening's amusement, if the boys would only save him from the
gallows by saying nothing about the duel.

The boys, one and all, promised eagerly to keep the secret, and
then slunk off to their beds, ashamed of the farce they had just
concluded, and wishing they had left Toby instead to the stings of
his own conscience, if any.

In half an hour their repentant eyes were all closed by the
gentle hand of sleep, and many of them were soon accompanying the
young culprit's doleful moans by a chorus of snoring.

Never before had a night appeared so interminable to Master Toby
Cadman; he could not sleep for the pain, occasioned by the severity
of his punishment. He could get no ease by lying on either side,
and to lie on his back was simply impossible; and all through the
long hours of that never-to-be-forgotten night he tossed about
sleepless and utterly disconsolate. A night at such a time would
seem an age; but even an age does pass away; and at last the cocks
began to speculate upon the rising of the sun, and the thick
darkness of night slowly dissolved before the opening day. By the
time that it was light enough to see, Toby rose from his sleepless
bed, and with much difficulty got into his nether garments. Dressed
at length, he proceeded to put on his boots, for which purpose he
sat down upon a chair by his bed side, but he had barely touched
the cold hard seat, when his head came in violent contact with the
low ceiling, and he gave up that idea in despair. At last, after
long and patient practice in standing on one leg, he contrived to
shoe himself; and, giving a glance of vindictive hatred to Charley
Graham as he lay still sleeping, he turned to the door, muttering
as he did so: 'It was you that said to flog me, and I'll be even
with you yet, or my name isn't Toby. Ah! I know what I'll do!'

Slowly and painfully he crawled down stairs and out into the
garden, all white with the snow, that had fallen through the night.
Whatever it was that had struck him as a good revenge, a silly
black and white kitten appearing at the kitchen window altered his
plan, and he at once turned aside to catch it. Pussy, however, had
some misgivings as to Toby's intentions. It was such an unusual
thing for him to notice her unless with the toe of his boot. Cats
are said to be good judges of character. Be that as it may, this
particular cat, young and inexperienced though she was, seemed to
doubt the sincerity of Toby's 'Puss, puss, come pussy! I won't hurt
you, pussy!' and declined most unequivocally to trust him.
Presently, however, she was captured, and carried off in triumph.
'Look here, puss, you're Charley Graham's cat, so it's no use
purring to me. I can't thrash him, so I'm going to take it out of
you!'

Toby's indefinite threat appealed to alarm puss, for she began
to struggle frantically; but she was too tightly held to break
free, and after a few minutes fruitless scramble relapsed into the
passive torpor of terror, evidently giving herself up as a lost
cat. Right in front of the gate leading into the play-ground stood
a pear tree, whose arms were now bare. Toby looked at it for a
moment, and muttering, 'Yes. That'll do!' took out of one of his
trousers' pockets a collection of boyish paraphernalia, among which
appeared an old top string long out of use. Without, speaking a
word he set about his terribly significant preparations. The string
was carefully measured, and found to be just long enough, after
sufficient allowance was made for fastening to the branch, and for
tying round the kitten's neck, to reach near enough to the ground
to allow a few inches between the feet of the intended victim and
the snow. No sooner were the arrangements completed than the doomed
kitten, who had tremblingly watched the fatal preparations for her
latter end, was shunted off the stage of life, and hung dangling
down most uncomfortably, without rest for the sole of her foot. The
inhuman young rascal watched the dying convulsions of the unhappy
cat with philosophical interest, and speculated, as calmly as his
own unpleasant position would admit, upon the unfathomable mystery
of life and death. For nearly twenty minutes the protracted
death-struggle of the cat afforded him subject for experimental
observation, and then the earthly career of the unfortunate victim
of his dastardly revenge was over, and the miscreant slunk back to
his bedroom.

The sun rose gilding the distant hills when Dr. Shelwood's boys
assembled at the breakfast table. As was the usual custom, the lads
stood round the table waiting as patiently for grace to be said, as
a herd of small swine in and around their trough, awaiting their
morning meal. At last the ordeal was over, and the signal to "fall
to" given.

'What's the reason of Master Cadman not sitting?' enquired the
old doctor, in a severe voice.

All the 'second class' eyes were in an instant vigorously
employed in examining the patterns of the plates and
spoons—at least all but those belonging to the luckless Toby,
and they were staring helplessly out of the window, which, to his
intense annoyance, offered a full view of the body of the murdered
cat.

'What is the reason of Master Cadman not sitting?' the doctor
asked again, in voice so wrathful that every 'second class' eye,
save Toby's, was raised to his, in expectant terror.

'Say it's a boil!' whispered Dick Colridge, his next hand
neighbour.

'Please, sir, it's a boil!' faltered Toby in confusion.

'Dear me, Edward, I must give that poor boy a dose of brimstone
and treacle!' said the kind-hearted Mrs. Shelwood, to the hapless
Toby's infinite disgust, who abhorred 'brimstone and treacle' even
worse than a hiding.

'Come here, my lad! Let me see your tongue!' said the motherly
lady, and the unfortunate urchin reluctantly approached, and opened
his mouth for inspection. The unruly member was duly examined, and
pronounced to be out of order; and the unpalatable dose
administered. Mrs. Shelwood was a great believer in 'gentle
aperients,' and always kept a supply by her, in the form of
'brimstone and treacle,' which compound was a source of perpetual
terror to several of the boys who she fancied had delicate
constitutions, among whom was Toby. Some little confusion was
caused by the lady departing from her usual custom and giving the
dose in the room, as the victim's wry faces were almost more than
his unsympathetic, but highly amused and decidedly ungenerous
school-fellows, could witness without laughter. But an unmistakable
'Silence!' from the head of the table, speedily restored order; and
Toby returned to his chair, about as miserable as a combination of
misadventures could make him. But the tale of his troubles was not
yet full. The gardener appeared on the threshold of the door; and
rather than have to face him under existing circumstances, Toby
felt that he could gladly have devoured the whole jar of the
distasteful mixture.

'Well, Rodgers?' said the doctor, looking at the leg of mutton
he was carving—being a red-letter day the ordinary breakfast
course was slightly improved upon. 'Well, Rodgers, what now?'

'Can you spare a minute, sir? There's something I want to show
you in the garden,' replied Rodgers who scorned the idea of making
a fuss even in a case of life and death.

'Certainly! Certainly!' said Dr. Shelwood. 'I will be with you
in a moment.' He knew the old gardener too well to believe that a
trifling matter would occasion him to intrude at meal times.

Every pair of eyes was directed enquiringly upon Rodgers, as he
stood in the doorway leaning, hat in hand, against the post, and
eyeing the youngsters at the table with a look that seemed to Toby
Cadman like the gaze of a lynx. Dr. Shelwood wrapped a woollen
comforter about his neck, for the morning was bitterly cold, and
followed the gardener to the scene of the discovery. In about five
minutes he returned, looking very grave and stern.

'What is the matter, Edward?' asked Mrs. Shelwood, eagerly, that
lady having a fair legacy of Eve's inquisitiveness.

'Nothing, my love; we'll talk about it after breakfast.'

The boys, who had eagerly listened for Dr. Shelwood's
explanation, were disappointed at the vagueness of his answer, but
very philosophically, returned to the suspended attack upon the
good things before them—all but the melancholy Toby, and a
variety of subjects conspired to spoil his appetite.

Scarcely a word was spoken during the remainder of the meal, and
directly grace was said the order was given to follow the doctor
into the garden. If wishes could have been of any avail to undo the
past, one among the juvenile throng at the heels of the doctor
would have speedily brought back to life the dismal memorial of his
boyish cruelty, which was found suspended from a branch of the pear
tree. As the boys caught sight of the melancholy object, and
realised the tragic end of their little favorite, a loud wail of
sorrow, which soon changed into a cry of rage and execration, rose
loud and shrill upon the morning air.

'Silence!'

You could have heard a pin drop, so thorough was the discipline
the boys were in.

'The boy who can throw any light upon this sad spectacle, step
forward!'

There was no response to the invitation, each boy being engaged
in scanning the features of the others.

'I expect somebody did it!' whispered Toby to the nearest boy,
feeling it necessary to say something, and not knowing what to
say.

'I'd like to hang him too, whoever he is?' exclaimed the boy
addressed, and the word made Toby's blood run cold; he had himself,
he thought, so narrowly escaped hanging, that the suggestion was to
him too terribly significant.

Dr. Shelwood waited a minute or two for a reply to his words,
and receiving none, lifted the deceased cat in his arms, and
examined the fatal noose.

'See, Rodgers, this is a top-string, and must have belonged to
one of the bigger boys;' (Toby's knees knocked together). 'Take it
off the cat's neck, and show it round.'

'The owner can have it on application!' said the gardener drily,
as he unfastened the cord. It is needless to say, the owner did not
avail himself of the kind permission.

The tell-tale string was handed round, and—boys are so
lynx-eyed and observant that nothing escapes them—the owner
was soon found. Each one had denied all knowledge of the article,
until it was handed to the boy Toby had just addressed, when he,
after a few seconds attentive examination, exclaimed, 'Yes, I
expect somebody did do it, and you're that somebody,
you——'

Whatever the expletive was to have been, the youngster
recollected himself in time to pause before uttering it, and Dr.
Shelwood interrupted him, by inquiring if the culprit had been
discovered.

'Please sir, that's Toby's top-string?'

Toby suddenly collected his scattered wits, and proved himself
equal to the occasion, 'My top-string? Let me see it? I lost a
top-string more than a month ago?'

The top-string was handed to Toby in silence, 'I can't say for
certain, sir; but I think its mine! Anyway it's just like the one I
lost,' said the boy, with apparent candor.

'Hem! You don't know who found it, do you?' asked the master,
doubtfully.

'No, sir.'

Dr. Shelwood scratched his head for a moment. He was completely
puzzled. The crime of hanging the cat was too grave to be
overlooked if committed by one of his pupils; yet there appeared to
be no possibility of detecting the offender, for the only clue, the
top-string, was of no apparent service.

'When did any of you see this top-string with Toby Cadman
last?'

None had seen it for a long time, as tops were out; and, giving
up the search for a time, Dr. Shelwood ordered the boys back to the
schoolroom. In returning, Charley Graham contrived to walk by
Toby's side, and whispered, as they were entering the door, 'Toby,
I know who hung my kitten, and why he did it; but I forgive
him.'

Toby walked away back with his head down, and wishing heartily
he hadn't met the luckless cat. 'It's all her own fault;' he
soliloquised. 'If she hadn't been there, I wouldn't have touched
her.'
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The sun rose brightly upon Woodbine Cottage, as aunt Letitia's
neat little suburban residence was called, while the tragedy of the
cat and the top-string was being discovered in Dr. Shelwood's
garden; but a full half hour before that time Masters Frank Seymour
and Harry Fenton were up and out in the dim break of day, with
their skates under their arms en route for the "Serpentine."
'My word, old fellow, we'll have a jolly hour on the ice, and get
back to breakfast as ravenous as wolves in Lent,' said Frank,
opening the gates of Kensington Gardens and holding it back for
Harry. 'The ice 'll be just the thing this morning.'

'Yes, Frank! Hurry on, old fellow; it don't take long for an
hour to slip away, when you're skating; and it'll be time to go
home, long before we're ready, you know.'

The boys hurried along, and in a very few minutes had reached
the edge of the glassy floor, over which they were soon describing
circles, curves, and pirouettes, as gracefully as any of the group
of pleasure-seekers then and there engaged in the healthy pastime
of skating. Cleverly and elegantly they glided backward and forward
upon the polished surface of the ice, darting hither and thither,
round and round, as easily and fearlessly as if skating had been
their principal business in life, and they had given their whole
attention to it. So beautifully even and exact were their
evolutions, that many accomplished skaters suspended their own
amusement and watched the boys in admiration.

But, presently, their sharpened appetites reminded them very
urgently, that it was time to get home to breakfast.

'Come, Harry, I'll give you twenty yards and race you to the
bridge and back, before we go home!'

'Done!'

The merry-hearted youngsters soon got into position, and after a
couple of false starts, away they shot like arrows, and in their
great speed appeared almost to fly. The bridge was reached, and
although Frank was reckoned the fastest skater in the school, he
had not gained a foot, and his competitor began to feel sure of
carrying off the honours for that once, at least. But Frank was
only 'holding on' as he called it, till Harry should get a little
winded. They had almost travelled half the return distance, when
Frank put on a spurt, and shot by his companion like a bird,
shouting tantalizingly as he passed him, 'Good-bye, old fellow;
I'll see you to-morrow!'

Beaten, as he thought, beyond all chance of retrievement, Harry
gave up the contest and turned aside to the bank. He leisurely took
off his skates, and threw himself down to wait for Frank to return.
A couple of minutes passing, and Frank not coming up, Harry looked
towards the end of the ice to call upon him to hurry, when to his
utter astonishment and consternation Frank had disappeared as
entirely as if he had dissolved into air.

'Good heavens! What has become of him?' he exclaimed, in horror,
springing to his feet and glancing up and down the ice in anxious
search. A dozen people were skating towards a spot where a group of
persons were collected; and, feeling an undefined presentiment of
some impending calamity, he dashed off towards the spot. Several
times during the short distance he slipped down, but not being hurt
picked himself up and soon reached the spot, to which skaters were
hurrying. 'What's the matter? Where is he? Oh, where is Frank?'

'Under the ice!' was the laconic reply of an old gentleman who
stood with his arms folded, looking thoughtfully down into a large
fissure in the brittle and treacherous floor.

'And you can stand there as unconcerned, as if he is not being
drowned?' Harry cried with a bitter contempt; and snatching off his
boots, was about to leap through the broken ice into the freezing,
numbing water.

'One at a time, my little friend,' said the old gentleman,
holding him back, and speaking in a slow, measured voice, that
almost drove Harry mad, with its tone of unconcern.

'Let me go!' the excited boy cried, as he struggled desperately
to free himself from the old gentleman's grasp.

'Wait a moment! See, here comes a man with a strong board to lay
across the thin ice. We can do nothing without it.'

Harry did not wait to hear the words, but shaking himself free,
plunged headlong into the water.

'Umph! What folly! Now there'll be two to bring round!' the old
gentleman said testily, and turning to the man, who was approaching
with the board, he shouted, 'Look alive there! Here's another of
the cubs in the water!'

In a second or two the board was placed across the fissure, so
that by its width covering a large space of the thin ice, greater
power of sustaining anyone, who might attempt the rescue, would be
given it.

'Now, Mr. Raby, you just take hold of my legs, and I'll lay down
and fork them both out from under the ice in no time.'

'Look alive then!' said Mr. Raby, whose listlessness evaporated
the moment activity could be of service. The man threw himself down
upon his chest, and groped about under the ice.

The man grasped Harry's jacket as he rose, and dragged him
almost out of the water, when a warning creak in the ice caused him
to speedily let go of his hold and rise to his feet. 'Shove the
board this way a little; the ice is thicker,' he said to old Mr.
Raby; but that gentleman had not waited for the suggestion, but did
so instantly the other had risen; and the moment it was done the
man laid himself down to make another attempt at saving the
boys.

'Look sharp there! It's jolly cold in here!' shouted Harry, his
teeth chattering with the chill the freezing water had given him.
'Look alive, I can't hold him up all day.'

'Hold on for a second, my brave lad! We'll have you out
directly!' said Mr. Raby, encouragingly; and the man again seized
Harry's clothes, and this time succeeded in drawing him out, and
with him the limp and, to all appearance, lifeless body of his
friend Frank.

'Never mind me; I'm all right! Run for a doctor!' cried Harry
savagely in reply to Mr. Raby's eager enquiry as to how he
felt.

'Don't flurry yourself, my boy; I'll look after your friend.
Here, Mr. What's-your-name, run across into the park to our crib on
the bank yonder, and tell them to prepare for a case. I'll be there
with the body directly.'

'What, the Humane Society's house?'

'Yes! yes!'

The man ran off at the top of his speed, and Mr. Raby pushed
Harry aside, as the excited boy stooped down to snatch up his
unfortunate friend, and took him up himself. 'Come along my boy. I
can carry him better than you. Now don't fret; he's not dead yet;
he wasn't in the water long enough to do much harm!' the stranger
said soothingly, as Harry began to express his grief with great
vigour and energy. Mr. Raby carried the dripping boy as quickly as
possible to the house that the Humane Society had built on the bank
of the Serpentine for the purpose of using in such cases, and after
an hour's steady application of the Society's receipt for the
restoration of the apparently drowned, Frank was so far recovered
as to be able to walk to nearest cabstand.

'Well, my lad, you're a brave fellow!' said Mr. Raby to Harry,
as the boys were about to leave the spot. 'I don't mean so much for
jumping in to save your friend—even a dog would have done
that—but for the cool and patient manner you did everything I
told you in assisting to bring him round. Most boys would have only
bellowed and wrung their hands, and been a general nuisance!'

'I dare say I'd have cried too, if that could have done any
good!' replied Harry, scarcely suppressing tears of joy—in
fact, more than half crying then, despite his boast.

'I can never forget Harry's courage in fishing me out, sir; nor
your kindness in doctoring me up afterwards!' said Frank,
fervently.

'My eyes, but it was jolly cold!' exclaimed Harry, shivering at
the bare recollection.

'You must get away home, my lad, and change your clothes; or you
may take cold: but before you go, I will tell you both what to do
in similar cases. We never know when our knowledge may not be of
some service to others, and should always be ready to learn all we
can for that purpose,' said Mr. Raby, gravely. 'The first thing to
do is to dry the body. Then you must make it breathe, and induce
it's blood to flow through the veins. The first we call
respiration, the second circulation. Now, recollect,
the first one must always be accomplished first. You must never
begin to induce the circulation of the blood until the patient has
shewn unmistakable signs of respiration. Now, the method that I
adopt, which one of you has just seen, and the other experienced,
is to place the body upon its back upon a bed, that has been raised
a few inches at the head. Then the mouth must be opened and kept so
by placing a reel or something between the teeth; and then to allow
a free passage to the lungs for air, the tongue must be drawn out
and fastened so, by being tied by a piece of ribbon. When this is
done I take up a position at the head, and grasp the arms of the
patient a little above the elbows and gently and steadily raise
them above the head for two seconds to cause inspiration or taking
in breath, and then turn them back and press them gently and firmly
against the sides of the chest for another two seconds to occasion
respiration or breathing out. And this must be continued until
there are signs of returning life. Then the circulation must be
attended to, and the best method of doing so, is to rub the limbs
upwards with warm flannels, with a firm grasping pressure and
energy; and have hot bricks applied to the pit of the stomach, the
armpits, and the soles of the feet. A teaspoonful of warm water
poured into the mouth, is an excellent thing to soften the throat,
and when the patient is a little recovered, a small dose of brandy,
and a few hours sleep. By-the-bye, you mustn't forget that the
mouth must be kept dry, by continually wiping it. Now, boys, you
may think all this lecture unnecessary; but, as you have both just
seen, our knowing this has probably saved the life of one of you,
and who knows, some day one of you may, if you don't forget what I
now tell you, have an opportunity of saving life too. But hurry
along home, or a cold may do what the water didn't. So,
good-bye.'

The boys thanked their kind, but eccentric friend, and taking
his advice, hurried away back.

'I say, Frank, old fellow, I like your aunt, though she aren't
much to look at!' said Harry, as the lads came in sight of Woodbine
Cottage.

'And she's as good as she looks,' exclaimed Frank, with
enthusiasm, not fully catching Harry's words. 'And how do you like
little Polly, my sister?'

'I can't say, Frank. I only saw her for a few minutes; but I
shall like her if she's anything like you!'

'I'm sure you'll like her old fellow. She's the best girl you
ever met!' said the fond brother.

Harry not altogether endorsing the sentiment—the image of
somebody else rising, in girlish beauty, before his mental
vision—he assented silently by a doubtful nod, and changed
the subject by proposing a race home, which was agreed to; and a
five minutes sharp spin brought them to the gate, at which aunt
Letitia was looking out for them, little Polly at her side.

'Oh you bad boys, where have you been to all this time, and
breakfast over this two hours! And Harry drenched too! Dear me,
dear me, whatever have you been doing!' cried the anxious old lady,
who had been in a terrible fidget since nine o'clock, the hour they
had promised to return.

'Only seeking adventure, auntie dear; and see I have brought you
home a real live hero!' said Frank laughing, and pointing at Harry
with pride and gratitude.

Miss Letitia looked enquiringly at Harry, who blushed and
stammered. 'It wasn't me; It was an old man in the Gardens that
saved him!'

'Saved who? You boys will drive me mad with your enigmas!' cried
the old lady, almost going into hysterics with terror and
anxiety.

'Now, just you hold your tongue, old fellow, and let me tell the
story my own way,' said Frank, pushing Harry aside.

'Come inside first. Harry'll catch cold with his wet things!'
suggested Polly, thoughtfully suppressing her natural curiosity
until their visitor was safe from harm. Miss Letitia took the hint
and led the way to the breakfast room, where a good fire was
burning.

'Now Frank, take Harry up to your room, and get him a change.
You can tell us the adventure over your breakfast!'

'And I will make you some toast myself, though you know you
don't deserve it, either of you, for putting auntie and me in such
a fright!' put in the little maid, taking up the loaf and beginning
to cut off some slices for that purpose. In a few minutes the boys
returned; and before the coffee was poured out and cool enough to
touch, Mary's donation of toast was ready and on the table.

'Now for the adventure, Frank. Harry does not seem inclined to
talk about it!' said Miss Letitia; and Polly's large blue eyes
dilated in expectant interest. Frank laid down his slice of hot
toast, which he had just pronounced "A1" and began the narration of
the morning's accident, interlarding his recital with unbounded
praise of Harry's "pluck," as he called it. Polly's sympathetic
eyes filled with tears as Frank told of Harry's leaping into the
freezing water to his rescue. 'Oh, how brave and good he must be!'
she thought glancing with timid admiration upon the shy and
uncomfortable boy, who from that day appeared to her girlish
imagination a hero deed.
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On this same day of the double adventure of the cat-murder and
the dip into the Serpentine, the sun rose as brightly upon Fenwick
Park, near Dunmow, in Essex, as upon Woodbine Cottage, and Exeter
House, as Dr. Shelwood's boarding-school was called; and at about
the same time that these 'thrilling incidents' were occurring, a
bright little damsel of thirteen was cantering along in the park on
her pony Ruby. Her father was one of the wealthiest and most
influential of the country gentry of Essex, and owned the
magnificent estate called Fenwick Park, a place which for its
natural beauty and position was the envy of the whole country
round. Little Mabel, the only child of Squire Wilton, was a rich,
though not fully matured type of English feminine beauty. Literally
fair as a lily, her cheeks rivalled the damask of the rose, and her
long, silky lashes shaded a pair of blue orbs, that fully matched
the loveliness of her features. Mabel's appearance gave decided
promise of her growing up one of the loveliest of England's fairest
daughters. Her figure was faultless as her face; and from her
gentle eyes—bright windows of the soul—beamed her pure
happy spirit in glances of love and contentment. It was a beautiful
picture the grand, little, bay Arab arching its neck and prancing
along over the thin sleet on the carriage-way, and its fearless
little rider in green cloth habit, so thoroughly enjoying the
healthful exercise in the bracing morning air. A noticeable feature
in the pleasing picture was Mab, a faithful greyhound attendant,
who was never far off when her young mistress was out by herself,
and stood in need of her protection. On over the snow they
scampered along in all the wantonness of joyous innocence, the dog
ever at the pony's heels to be at hand when wanted. Suddenly a
warning growl from Mab attracted Mabel's attention, and glancing
round, she saw the dog spring past her and rush on in front, a
vigilant guard. 'Come back Mab, naughty dog! it's only the
gipsies!' the little maid called reprovingly. Mab appeared for once
to question the expediency of instant and passive obedience, and
showed her dissent most unmistakably; but not seeing anything that
could fully warrant her in disobedience, she returned to her
mistress' side.

A couple of gipsy women emerged at the moment from a holly
copse; and one of them called upon Mabel to stop. 'For the love of
God, my little angel, come here! Thou hast a tender heart, and can
pity the sorrows of a daughter of Ishmael.'

The unsuspecting child turned her pony's head towards the
tramps, regardless of Mab's warning growl, and was soon by the side
of the dusky medicants.

'We have tasted no bite this day, fair flower of the whiteskin!
Hast thou any money about thee? A small coin thou could not miss;
and it would buy bread for the hungry!' whined an ill-favored old
hag in the peculiar fawning, obsequious tone of the professional
beggar.

'Ah, little one, bitter is the cold; and cruelly the pangs of
hunger gnaw when we can get no food! Give the poor gipsies of thy
abundance, and they will pray to the Father above that thou mayst
never know the misery of want!' joined in the other brown-skinned
supplicant.

'Poor gipsies!' said Mabel, her tender heart melted by the
beggars' pitiful tale, 'I have no money with me. I never carry my
purse when I am out of a morning. If you like to go up to the
house, I will go back and tell the house-keeper to give you some
food and money!'

After a brief consultation apart, spoken in an undertone, the
gipsy, who had first addressed Mabel, turned to her and said, 'We
thank thee, little one, for thy kindness; but we cannot go to thy
house, for our children are starving in the fields a full mile from
here, and we must return to them now! Hast thou nothing about
thee—no trinket nor trifle that we could sell to buy bread,
and that thou, out of thy abundance, would not miss?'

'No, I have nothing that would be any good. Come along up to the
house. It is not far, and we can make haste. You will get enough
there to take home to your poor little children!'

'Time is precious to the gipsies; for their little one's may
stray into the snow and get lost. Give to us, then, some trinket
that we may sell, and buy food for our children, and bless
thee!'

'But see, I haven't anything that would be of any use!' replied
Mabel, in a tone of regretful commiseration. 'It wouldn't take long
to go up to the house!'

All this time the little maid's faithful and jealous attendant,
Mab, kept her distrustful eyes upon the gipsy women, watching their
movements with evident suspicion, and showing by her vigilant
espionage very little credence in or sympathy for their doleful
tale of destitution.

'Thou hast a watch, my pretty lamb, that would buy bread for
many days. Give thy watch to the gipsies, and Heaven will bless
thee!' said the ugliest of the medicants.

'No, no! I couldn't part with my watch!' exclaimed Mabel, half
crying at having nothing to relieve the distress of the miserable
tramps, 'I couldn't part with that! It was a birthday present,
mamma sent me from Paris last week! Mamma is very ill you know and
away in Paris for a change of air; and I heard Dr. Leslie tell papa
she might perhaps never get well again. No, no! I couldn't part
with that!'

'And wouldst thou leave the gipsy and her child to die of hunger
and cold in the bleak field, when the gift of a bangle like that
would relieve their pressing need? Give us the watch, and the God
of Ishmael shall comfort the Christian lamb, and restore to her her
mother!' whined the other.

'Nay, but thou must give us the watch; for shall we starve, when
we can take it from thee?' hissed the first, throwing off her mask
of humble supplication on finding the fair child resolute in
refusing to part with her sick mother's gift. 'Come, give it to us
peacefully, or we may hurt thee in taking it!'

Mabel's colour vanished in an instant, and left her cheek, as
pale as the drifted snow around. The woman's altered manner alarmed
her greatly. 'No! I will not give you mamma's present!' she replied
determinedly, though her lips trembled, and her heart fluttered in
very terror.

'But thou wilt not be so mad as to refuse to give it when we say
plainly, that we must and will have it! Come give it up quietly; it
be better for thee!' said the more reckless of the two dusky hags,
at the same moment snatching hold of Ruby's bridle-rein.

'I won't give up mamma's present! No, not if you kill me!' cried
the terrified child, trying to break free from the gipsy's
clutches; but old Sarai's grasp was too strong for her; the gipsy's
bony hand held her fixed, while her confederate emboldened by the
loneliness of the spot, stepped up and attempted to snatch the
watch from the child's neck, but——'Oh God of Ishmael,
protect me!' she shrieked the next moment, as Mab's sharp teeth
fastened upon her throat; and her companion in terror at the
unexpected diversion dropped the pony's rein and fled.

'Let her alone Mab, naughty dog! let her go!' Mabel called; but
the dog only growled the louder, and tightened her hold upon the
screaming gipsy's throat. In vain her young mistress coaxed and
threatened, Mab knew best, and would not be persuaded to liberate
the culprit.

'Oh dear, what shall I do! You will kill her, Mab! You will kill
her!' cried Mabel, wholly unable to relieve the struggling and
panting wretch; and catching sight of her father riding towards
her, she turned the pony's head and urged it forward at a gallop to
meet him, and beg him to return and save the gypsy. Mab, however,
did not altogether relish holding the untidy and ragged gypsy in
her own fastidious mouth; and the moment she thought her mistress
was at a safe distance she released the prisoner, and scampered off
after Ruby, and caught up to the fleet pony just as Mabel reached
her father's side.

'What is the matter, Birdie!' Mr. Wilton asked anxiously, as his
little daughter, pale and agitated drew up at his side.

'Oh, come quick, papa!' she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling
brightly in her intense excitement, 'That naughty Mab is killing a
poor gipsy down by the holly copse.'

'Bow, wow, wow!' contradicted Mab, indignantly, highly offended
at the misstatement.

'Mab killing a gipsy? Nonsense, Birdie! Here she is.'

'Well, I declare!' cried Mabel, scarcely able to believe her
eyes. 'She had poor old Sarai down, and was holding her by the
throat a minute ago!'

'Serve her right then, I'll be bound! Mab wouldn't touch her for
nothing. What had she been doing?'

'She wanted my watch to sell to buy bread, and I wouldn't give
it to her; that's all,' replied Mabel, making light of the matter,
now that the danger was past. Her father was a magistrate; and she
was afraid he would have the gipsies put into prison, if she told
him all.

'Mab doesn't like the race, they're not cleanly-looking enough
for her,' replied Mr. Wilton not guessing the secret of the
attempted robbery, which the benevolent little maid kept to herself
to screen the hags, who so little deserved such consideration,
unless indeed their tale of privation was true, in which case who
shall be judged for actions performed at the stern bidding of the
sternest of taskmasters, dire necessity!

'Your little adventure seems to have upset you, Birdie! We had
better ride back at once; and I will send Williams to see about
these gipsy rascals, who have so offended Mab. If they are in
distress he shall relieve them.'

'Thank you, papa! They mast be starving, or they would never be
so determined to get something!' said Mabel, eagerly.

'Determined!'

'I mean anxious, papa!' returned the tender-hearted, little
lady, correcting herself. She did not want them punished, rough as
they had been.

Ten minutes smart canter brought them to the stables, where Ruby
and Magenta were left; and Mabel and her father turned to the
house.

'A letter from France, sir!' said the governess, as they took
their seats at the breakfast table.

'From mamma! Oh, be quick and open it!' cried Mabel, with
ill-suppressed eagerness.

'Young ladies should never show curiosity, Miss Mabel; it is
very vulgar!' observed the governess, as Mr. Wilton broke the seal
of the foreign letter.

'Say, rather, very natural, Miss Archer!' said Mr. Wilton,
smiling at Mabel's scared look.

'Ah, but, Miss Archer, it's hard not to be anxious, when it's
mamma's!' pleaded the little girl, in extenuation of her "vulgar
haste," as the prim and polished governess called every exhibition
of childish feeling. 'I am in such a hurry to hear if she is
better, and when she is coming home!'

'Dear mamma is much better, Birdie; and leaves, or rather did
leave, Paris the day after this was posted. We must go up to London
to-day to meet her at Dover, where she is to stay a few days with
Lady Maud.'

'Oh, that will be glorious!' cried the delighted Mabel, utterly
oblivious in her joyous excitement of the horror of the decorous
Miss Archer, who looked upon all outward expression of emotion as
decidedly unladylike. 'And perhaps we may see Harry Fenton, papa.
His sister Fanny told me yesterday he is to spend his Christmas
holidays with a school friend named Frank Seymour!'

'I don't know, Birdie, I hardly think Squire Fenton would let
him stay from home during vacation. However, I don't know, so I
can't say. We must go by the 3.20 train, so let's get breakfast
over, as I have some business to attend to in Dunmow, before we go.
Here's mamma's letter if you would like to look at it!'

'If papa?'

'Well, Birdie, of course I don't doubt but you would, so here it
is; but don't let your coffee get too cold, while you are dreaming
over it,' said Mr. Wilton, handing Mabel her mother's letter, and
taking up the Times to set her the example of hurrying over
the meal.

The breakfast was over at last, although Mabel did read her
mamma's letter over at least twenty times, and her father, the
whole of the Parliamentary debate on the income tax; and after the
meal was concluded they separated, Mr. Wilton to give some orders
to the bailiff, and Mabel to ride over to Elmgrove Hall to tell her
friend Fanny Fenton of her projected journey to London. Being
holiday time, there were no 'bothering lessons,' and so directly
the little lady was dressed and ready, Ruby was brought round to
the steps, close followed by Mab.

'I shan't want you with me, Rugby!' she said impatiently to the
groom, who held the rein of a second horse, while holding Ruby
ready for her to mount.

'I am sorry, Miss; but the master told me to go too. He said he
was afraid of your riding so far alone,' replied the man
surlily.

'O well, if papa says so, you must; but Brown Bess can't keep
pace with Ruby; and I shall race all the way, mind!' she exclaimed,
as the groom lifted her lightly into the saddle. The wilful
headstrong girl kept her word and soon left the groom upon the
broken-down Brown Bess far in the rear. An hour's hard ride brought
her to Elmgrove Hall, where her little friend Fanny met her at the
lodge, being herself just on the point of taking a drive with her
mother and an older sister.

'You may get out of the carriage and return to the house with
Mabel, if you like, Fanny!' said Mrs. Fenton, after the greeting
was over, and Mabel had divulged the important news. 'As Mabel is
going to London, I expert you will have a good deal to talk about
before you bid her good bye.'

'I shall not have much time to spare; for we start directly
after lunch,' said Mabel.

'Well, come on, May, and let's make the most of the time we
shall have?' cried Fanny, springing down from the carriage; and
twining her fingers in Ruby's silky mane, she walked on towards the
Hall with her friend, leaving those in the carriage to pursue their
own way.

'Now Fanny, there's one thing I want to tell you before I go up
to London—and that's why I came over—you and I, and
Harry, will always be friends, whatever your father or mine may say
or think of each other,' said Mabel earnestly, after Ruby had been
accommodated with a stall, and the girls repaired to the library,
where a huge winter's fire of logs was burning.

'Of course we will, May; what a queer thing to say, to be sure!'
replied Fanny from the opposite side of the fire, opening her soft
grey eyes in surprise at the bare suggestion of a doubt upon the
lasting nature of their friendship.

'I'll tell you why I said so, Fanny. I have found out, no matter
how, that your father and mine are not very friendly; and if they
should take it into their heads that we ought to be unfriendly too,
why, I shouldn't care a bit; but would love you and—and like
Harry all the same!'

'But what makes you think our fathers are not friendly?' asked
Fanny, anxiously. She recollected, now that her attention had been
drawn to it, several uncomplimentary things that had been said
recently about the father of her little friend Mabel; and which
made her feel now the more eager to have her suspicions confirmed
or disproved.

'I'm not quite sure, you know; but I think it's about the
elections. Your papa voted for Major Cloughton, and not for Sir
Edwin Freer.'

'But that oughtn't to make any difference!'

'It oughtn't to, perhaps; but I don't know much about those
things. We girls are not old enough to. But I heard the butler tell
the groom that there was some quarrel or other; and he didn't know
where it would end!'

'And if they are going to fall out, perhaps they won't let us
see each other. Oh, that would be dreadful!' said Fanny,
mournfully, and almost crying outright at the bare idea of such a
calamity.

'I don't know, Fanny. Papa, didn't tell me not to come over; but
I thought he didn't looked pleased. It may only be fancy, but he
told the groom to come with me; and he knows I always like to come
here alone!'

'Well, my dear, you and I will always be friends in spite of all
the fathers in the universe!'

'And Harry too!' said Mabel, ingenuously.

'O, no fear of him! I really think so times he likes you better
than all his own sisters put together!' returned Fanny in an
aggrieved tone.

'Don't you forget to write and tell him, if papa does prohibit
my riding over, when we come back from London!'

The conversation was interrupted by the abrupt entrance of
Beatrice, a younger sister of Fanny's.

'Come on Fan! Come on May! Clara and I are going to skate on the
brook. Ted says it's quite firm again this morning!' she exclaimed,
boisterously, as she burst into the room. Mabel laughed, and
thought herself, 'Whatever would Miss Archer say, if she heard such
a tomboy? She would think Beatrice was "decidedly unladylike!"'

'Very well, Beatrice, May and I will follow you directly.'

The light-hearted skater bounded away to get her sister's
skates, and a pair for Mabel; and the while the two girls repeated
their mutual vows to be friends for life.

The skating was so exhilarating, and thought-absorbing, that the
children did not notice the passing of time; and but for the
appearance of the groom, whose orders were imperative, Mabel would
have certainly lost the train. He had her pony and riding-habit
taken down to the brook, and getting her mounted there, and
hurrying things generally, he contrived to get her home, just as
her father was beginning to lose all patience.

'Tch! Tch! Mabel; there is no trusting you anywhere!' he
exclaimed ill-humouredly, lifting her down, and placing her in the
waiting carriage. 'When we come back I must put a stop to your
visiting Elmgrove Hall. I don't like the people.'

But for her late conversation with her little friend Fanny
Fenton, Mabel would have been quite overpowered by her father's
words; for friendships are as deep and lasting among children as
among their seniors, though in the rough busy, everyday world,
people little think so. A few tears fell which she brushed hastily
away and a faint smile overspread her anxious features. 'I am sorry
I was so long gone, papa; but time flies so quick, you know,' she
said passionately.

Observing her distress, and attributing it to his harshness, her
father stooped over her and kissed her gently, saying
soothingly:

'Never mind, Birdie! I dare say we shall catch the train! and,
if not, we shall only have to wait twenty minutes for the next; so
dry your eyes, and let the sun shine again!'

The train was caught, despite Mabel's neglect; and they reached
London in due course.

'Birdie,' said Mr. Wilton, as the train shot into Euston Square,
'I have to go across to see my old friend Sir Jonas Cadman, on
urgent business, so I will leave you at uncle Grey's in Kensington,
first. I shall be back in the morning in time for the Dover train;
and then we'll go for mamma.'

His little daughter raising no objection, Mr. Wilton took a cab,
and soon deposited his treasure with Uncle Grey; and then hurried
away to Cadman Villa to see his friend Sir Jonas.

'Aunt Amelia is out taking tea with Miss Letitia Vaughan,
Mabel,' said Uncle Grey leading his little niece into the house.
'If you are not too tired with your journey Janet may go round with
you.'

Mabel was delighted with the proposal; and cousin Janet having
finished her music exercise was equally so; and in a few minutes
the girls were hurrying down Kensington road to Woodbine
cottage.

'Polly Seymour told me in her last letter that you are learning
Italian, Janet. Isn't it awfully hard?' enquired Mabel, suddenly
breaking from a description of a children's ball at Elmgrove, in
which she had been pronounced the belle. 'I never saw such a girl
as you, Janet—always studying! nothing but studying!'

'O, I love study, Mabel! But then I've another reason now. We
are not rich now. Papa has lost nearly all his money!' replied
Janet, sadly, the recollection of home troubles forcing itself upon
her in spite of her determination to be cheerful.

'Uncle lost all his money?' Mabel exclaimed in astonishment, her
eyes opening wide in unfeigned surprise. 'However did he do
that?'

'I don't know, Mabel, I think it was investing a lot of money in
some company Sir Jonas Cadman was a director in. At least, Mamma
said something about that being the cause.'

'O dear! I'm so sorry!'

'Of course I'll have to prepare to earn my own living now, and
to help papa!' said Janet in a tone of quiet resolve. 'Young as I
am Monsieur Lafelle, my music teacher, says I am competent to take
junior pupils now; and I think I can paint well enough to take
portraits, and earn some money that way.'

'It must be a terrible thing to lose all your money!'

'Yes, Mabel, but not half so bad when you feel you can earn some
for yourself.'

'You are a good, brave girl, Janet,' said Mabel in admiration.
'I wish I was only half as industrious and useful as you!'

'I don't know; I think you are a great deal better than me in
some things; and as for being industrious, I often feel, when my
music exercises are very difficult, and I get tired, that I would
like to shut up the piano, and go out for a run! It's hard
sometimes to be industrious, I can tell you.'

'Here we are at Woodbine Cottage. What a dear old lady Miss
Letitia is!' cried Mabel, with enthusiasm, as they turned a corner
and came in sight of their friend's house. 'And see, there's Polly
in the garden. Won't she be surprised!'

Polly was surprised; she could scarcely believe her own eyes.
'Come in Janet, come in Mabel, Auntie will be so glad,' she said
joyfully, leading the way in.

Miss Letitia and her visitor were sitting at the table, enjoying
an early cup of tea, and a social gossip.

'What, Mabel, dear!' exclaimed Mrs. Grey, looking up, as the
girls entered. 'This is a surprise! Why didn't you write and say
you were coming; and then you wouldn't have found me out.'

'I am going with papa to Dover to-morrow, aunt, to meet mamma.
She is coming home again now.'

'Dear me, who would have expected to see you, Mabel! You have
just dropped in among us like a—like a sky-rocket,' said Miss
Letitia, at a loss for a suitable similie.

'You must both come and stay a few days with us, dear, before
you go back; for it is perhaps, the last time we shall be able to
entertain you properly,' said Mrs. Grey with a sigh.

'I know, aunt, Janet told me just now. O dear, I'm so
sorry.'

'It's no use fretting, is it Mabel!' said Miss Letitia, who had
herself been fretting all the week about her friend's misfortune.
'Every cloud has a silver lining.'

Janet judiciously turned the conversation by asking where the
boys where, a question that Mabel had been on the point of asking
from the moment of entering.

'I think they've gone to see the Tower,' said Polly.

'Yes, Janet; Frank intends showing his visitor all the lions of
the city during his stay. They're good boys, only they think a good
deal more of their own pleasure than ours;' said Miss Letitia, who
was rather hurt at Frank's not asking her to accompany them. 'But
boys are all alike!'

'Frank says he don't want to be tied to any old lady's apron
strings, even if she is the best aunt in the world,' whispered
Polly, smiling.

'A regular Irish whisper,' laughed Frank from the door; and he
and Henry entered, hot and flushed from their long walk.

After the mutual greetings were over, and the lads had taken
their places at the table, 'to gather up the fragments,' as Harry
said, Miss Letitia suddenly recollected the morning adventure, and
called upon Frank to relate it; and that young gentleman fully
willing to hear himself speak, began a high-coloured account of his
dip in the Serpentine.

Mabel listened with breathless interest; and when Frank
concluded his animated narrative by a generous eulogy of Harry's
devoted courage, her tears fell as thickly as those of the
sympathetic Polly, and she exclaimed, 'Harry was always brave,
always as long as I have known him; and I have known him ever since
we were little children learning to read!'

Harry blushed uncomfortably at being praised so publicly; but
the pleasure he felt in hearing Mabel speak well of him was ample
compensation for all; and a thrill of delight sped through his
veins, as he gazed fondly upon her flushed and animated features.
He did'nt care a fig for Ruth Scott, the nursemaid: not he! but
here was somebody he cared a good many figs for.

The little people spent the evening as pleasantly as evenings
are never spent but in the early flush of youth, in this eager
spring of life; but the pleasantest evenings pass the swiftest; and
soon forfeits, draughts and dominoes were put aside, and Aunt Grey
declared that it was ten o'clock. The boys begged permission to see
their visitors home, and that memorable walk by moonlight was one
never to be forgotten by two, at least, of the children. From that
walk, Frank Seymour dated his love for Mabel, and his jealousy for
his preserver; and from that selfsame walk, little Polly dated her
fondness for the brave and generous Harry. When they separated at
Mrs. Grey's door, Frank, boy though he was, had registered a vow to
win Mabel; and a sentiment of bitter jealousy, the consciousness of
which pained and humiliated him, but which he could never shake
off, filled his breast. That walk formed an era in Frank's life.
From that moment he became noted for being the most doggedly
persevering of all the pupils at Exeter House. He would, for her
sake, shake off his sloth, throw aside his dreamy indolence, and
battle sternly with the hard world, wrestle with it for fame and
wealth. He would become a barrister; who knew, perhaps, some day,
Lord Chancellor of England.

No such stirring thoughts as these filled his gentle sister's
breast. In her quiet and reserved nature, to love was all she
dreamt of. Nothing beyond the pleasure of feeling that she loved
him entered Polly's pure, unselfish heart. As for little Mabel,
Harry had been her playmate and companion from infancy almost, and
she could not remember when he had not been more to her her than
all else in the world, save her mother.
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Next morning Mabel's' eyes were open a full hour before
daybreak; and directly it was light enough to see to dress, she
rose, and in her anxiety to reach her mother's side, opened the
window to judge of the weather. A cold mistling rain was falling,
and the wind in cutting gusts blew into her face as she threw up
the sash. 'O dear, it's raining!' she exclaimed sorrowfully,
closing the window again. 'But we must go; Mamma will be sure to be
waiting!'

She hurriedly dressed, and went down stairs, where she found
Janet busy superintending the preparations for an early breakfast;
and in a few minutes Mr. Wilton rattled up to the door in a cab.
There was not much time for talking, as Mr. Wilton was afraid of
missing the train; and Mabel had barely time to swallow a cup of
coffee, when her father hurried her into the cab.

'Mamma and I will come and see you, Janet, when we come back!'
Mabel called to her cousin, as the cabman pulled down the shutters
to keep out the rain and sleet, and sprang to his driving seat.

Presently they were comfortably seated in the train and speeding
on towards Dover. The journey was not a long one, but to the
anxious child the swift train seemed to go very, very slow.

'Oh, I wish I was at Lady Maud's! I do so long to see mamma
again!' she exclaimed every few minutes.

Her father soothed her impatience, as well as he could; and
bye-and-bye Dover was reached. Mr. Wilton took a fly and a few
minutes drive brought them to Lady Maud's mansion, situated on a
beautiful elevation, that commanded a fine view of the open
sea.

'How wild the sea looks!' exclaimed Lady Maud, as Mr. Wilton
lifted Mabel from the fly. 'We got a letter last night from Mrs.
Wilton, that the Albatross, my brother's yacht, you know,
put back again into Calais yesterday morning, through the bad
weather; but that they expected to start during the night.'

'What, is Mrs. Wilton not here? I had a letter to say she would
be here on Wednesday,' exclaimed Mr. Wilton, anxiously.

'She intended to come over in the regular steam-packet, but my
sister-in-law persuaded her to wait for her and come in their
yacht.'

'What, isn't mamma here?' Mabel asked, in a tone of deep
disappointment.

'No, dear! But she will be sure to be here to-day, if the
weather gets calmer,' replied Lady Maud, kindly.

'I had such terrible dreams about mamma last night!' said Mabel,
almost in a whisper, and shuddering at the recollection. 'I thought
mamma and I went down in a diving bell, and they couldn't pump any
air down; and mamma was smothered; and I was nearly smothered too!
Oh, it was a horrible dream! I could hardly breathe when I woke
up.'

'It was only the nightmare, Mabel,' replied Lady Maud. 'You must
not think of it now.'

'I will go down to the pier, and ascertain whether the morning's
packet is in, and if so, I can learn whether Lord John put to sea
last night. Now, don't look so gloomy, Birdie! It is too cold and
wet for you to come!' and Mr. Wilton kissed his little girl, and
turned towards the town.

'Oh, don't be long, papa!'

'Not longer than I can help, Mabel. I shall return directly I
have seen the captain of the steam packet.'

'Stay for breakfast first, Mr. Wilton; you could make any
enquiries afterwards, could you not?' said Lady Maud.

'No, no! I am very anxious to learn if the yacht started,' he
replied, and waving his hand, walked on briskly; and Lady Maud led
Mabel into the house.

'It was foolish of Emilie to lose the chance of coming over in
the packet!' soliloquised Mr. Wilton, as he hurried down to the
pier. 'These yachts may be safe enough, but I have a great dread of
them. Ever since I was wrecked in the Fire Fly when a boy,
they have been a terror to me!'

A number of people were collected on the pier, when Mr. Wilton
reached it, all intently watching for the steam packet then more
than an hour overdue. A brawny old salt turned to Mr. Wilton as he
reached the end of the pier, 'Havn't seen such a sea in the straits
since I ran away to join the old Maria, when I was a
lad.'

'It is very rough indeed!'

'Never seen anything like it?'

'The packet is not in yet?'

'Aren't likely to come in, I'm thinking, sir! I don't believe
anything could live in that sea!' returned the sailor, gloomily. He
had a boy, an apprentice aboard the packet; and he was almost
overpowered by dread anticipation; but his emotions lay deep in his
honest heart, and could not be seen through his rough exterior.

'I don't expect the packet has started!' said Mr. Wilton,
wrapping his cloak closer around him, and speculating upon the
probability of the yacht also having staid in safety. 'There is no
appearance of any vessel in the offing!'

'That's no proof, I'm sorry to say, Sir!' replied the sailor,
brushing a tear from his eyes. 'You can't see three miles off
through the rain!'

'I expect this weather has lasted all night; and so no one would
be likely to put out!' Mr. Wilton observed, after scanning the
horizon anxiously for a few minutes in silence.

'That's where the devil of it is, sir!' returned the sailor
roughly, 'It's not been blowing like this more than a couple of
hours; it just came down like a monsoon in the Indian Ocean. No,
sir! You may depend on it, that every vessel
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