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threw the attempt to prove an alibi. She
stated that she had watched until dark,in the
garden, for Wilfred’s return from Leeford, and
had not seen him go by. The prisoner never
looked towards her, but murmured that he
had gone home by the bridle-road and Low
Lane to avoid passing the Glebe Farm. The
former witnesses, on being recalled, said that
it was on the highway, nearly a mile from
the place where the lower road brauched off,
and nearer to the Ings, that they encoun-
tered the accused. These two decent men,
being strictly cross-examined, never swerved
from their first story an iota, and agreed in
every particular. They were individuals
of decent, character ; both had worked on the
prisoner’s farm, and acknowledged him to be
a liberal and kind master., Their evidence
was not to be shaken. Asa final and damning
proof of guilt, the watch of which the mur-
dered man had been robbed was produeed ;
it had been found coucealed under the thatch
of an out-house at the Ings. At this point of
the evidence the prisoner was observed to
draw himself up and look round defiantly,—
despair gave him a fictitious strength, per-
haps, or, was it conscious innocence !

Wilfred spoke in his own defence, briefly,
but strongly. His life, he said, was sworn
away, but he was as guiltless of the crime
laid to his charge as any of those gentlemen
Who sat in judgment upon him. His mother,
who had remained in court all the time and
had never spoken except when called upon
for her evidence, had preserved a stoical
calmness throughout. When he ceased to speak
however, she cried out in a quivering voice :

“ My lad, thy mother believes thee ! ?

Some friend would have led her out, but
she refused to go. The jury gave their
verdict of guilty without any recommenda-
tion to mercy, and the sentence of death was
pronounced. ‘Then it was that Hester rose
on her feet and faltered that formula of words
with which she had startled me in the
corridor :

~~He is not guilty, my lord judge. God
will right him yet. If will all come out
some day. I can wait; yes, I can wait, I
am more patient than death. I am more
~ patient than injustice.”

Wilfred died stubborn and unconfessing ;
on the scaffold, with his last breath, he per-
sisted in asserting his innocence. His mother
bade him farewell, and was carried to this inn,
where she had stayed, raving in a frenzy-fit.
For many months she was subject to restraint,
but, recovering in some measure, she was at
length set at liberty. Her mind was still
distraught, however’; she wandered back to
the dales and to her old home, but the new
owner had taken possession, and after endur-
ing her intrusions for some time, he was com-
pelled to apply for her removal,

After this, her money being lost or ex-
hausted, she strayed about the country in
a purposeless way ; begging or doing day’s

work in the field, until she strayed here

agiin, and became the Pensioner of the
Holly Tree. The poor demented creature
is always treated kindly, but her son’s sen-
tence has not yet been reversed in men’s
judgment. Every morning during the time
the judges are in the neighbouring Assize
town she waits in one of the streets through
which they must pass to reach the court; and
as the gilt coach, the noisy trumpets, and the
decrepit halberdiers, go by, she scowls at them
from beneath her shaggy brows, and mutters
her formula of defiance. She will die saying
it : comforting her poor, worn, wounded heart
with its smarting balm.

Will she find, when she comes before the
Tribunal of Eternal Decrees that she has
leaned thus long upon a broken reed, or will
she find her son there, free from the guilt of
blood %

The Great Judge only knows.

THE BILL.

I courp scarcely believe, when T came to
the last word of the foregoing recital and
finished it off with a flourish, as I am apt to
do when I make an end of any writing, that
I had been snowed up a whole week, The
time had hung so lightly on my hands, and
the Holly-Tree, so bare at first, had borne so
many berries for me, that I should have
been in great doubt of the fact but for a piece
of documentary evidence that lay upon my
table. ;

The road had been dug out of the snow, on
the previous day, and the document in ques-
tion was my Bill. It testified, emphatically,

to my having eaten and drunk, and warmed

myself, and slept, among the sheltering
branches of the Holly-Tree, seven days and
nights.

L had yesterday allowed the road twenty-
four hours to improve itself, finding that I
required that additional margin of time for the
completion of my task. I had ordered my
Bill to be upon the table, and a chaise to be
at the door, “at eight o'clock to-morrow
evening.” It was eight o’clock to-morrow
evening, when I buckled up my travelling
writing-desk in its leather case, paid my
Bill, and got on my warm coats and
wrappers, Of course, no time now re-
mained for my travelling on, to add a frozen
tear to theicicles which were doubtless hang-
ing plentifully about the farm-house where I
had first seen Angela. What I had to do,
was, to get across to Liverpool by the shortest
open road, there to meet my heavy baggage
and embark. It was quite enough to do, and
I had not an hour too much time to do it in.

I had taken leave of all my Holly-Tree
friends — almost, for the time being, of
my bashfulness too—and was standing for
half & minute at the Inn-door, watching the
ostler as he took another turn at the cord
wlich tied my portmanteau on the chaise,
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when I saw lamps coming down towards the [ “Dear old darling Charley !” returned Ed-
Holly-Tree. The road was so padded with | win, in his cordial manner, ¢ consider ! When
snow that no wheels were audible ; but, all of | you were going on so happily with Angela,
us who were standing at the Inn-door, saw | why should I compromise you with the old
lamps coming on,and. at a lively rate too, be- { gentleman by making you a party to our
tween the waills of snow that had been heaped  engagement, and (after he had declined my
up, on either side of the track. The chamber- | proposals) to our secret intention ? Surely it
waid instantly divined how the case stood, | was better that you should be able honorably
and called to the ostler : “Tom, this is alto say, ‘He mnever took counsel with me,
Gretna job!?” The ostler, knowing that never told me, never breathed a word of it
her sex instinctively scented a marriage or|If Angela suspected it and showed me all
anything in that direction, rushed up the the favor and support she could — God
yard, bawling, “Next four out!” and ina, bless her for a precious creature and a price-
noment the whole establishment was thrown ' less wife !—I couldn’t help that. Neither I
into commotion. nor Emmeline ever told her, any more than
T had a melancholy interest in seeing the | we told you. And for the same good reason,
happy man who loved and was beloved ; and, ' Charley ; trust me, for the same good reason,
therefore, instead of driving off at once, I and no other upon earth !”
remained at the Inn-door when the fugitives| Emmeline was Angela’s cousin. Lived
drove up. A bright-eyed fellow, muffled in a | with her. Had been brought up with her.
mantle, jumped out so briskly that he almost | Was her father’s ward. . Had property.
overthrew me. He turned to apologise, and,! “Emmeline is in the chaise, my dear
by Heaven, it was Edwin ! Edwin ?” said I, embracing him with the
“(Charley !” said he, recoiling. “ Gracious 1 greatest affection.
powers, what do you do here ?” “ My good fellow !”” said he, “ Do you sup-
“« Edwin,” said I, recoiling, “ Giracious powers, ; pose I should be going to Gretna Green
what do 70w do here !” I struck my forehead without her!”
as T said it, and an insupportable blaze of light| T ran out with Edwin, I opened the chaise
gseemed to shoot before my eyes. | door, I took Emmeline in my arms, I folded
He hurried me into the little parlor (always | her to my heart. She was wrapped in soft
kept with a slow fire in it and no poker), | white fur, like the snowy landscape; but
where posting company wailed while their was warm, and young, and lovely. I puttheir
lovses were putting to; and, shutting the  leaders to with my own hands, I gave the
door, said : hoys a five-pound mnote a-piece, I cheered
“Charley, forgive me!” | them as they drove away, I drove the other
«Bdwin!? I returned. “Was this well ?| way myself as hard as T could pelt.
When I loved her so dearly! When T had| I never went to Liverpool, I never went to
garnered up my heart so long !” T could say | America, I went straight back to London,
10 1more. and I married Angela. I have never until
o was shocked when he saw how moved | this time, even to her, disclosed the secret of
I was, and made the cruel observation, my character, and the mistrust and the mis-
that e had not thought T should have taken taken journey into which it led me. When

it so much to heart. : (she, and they, and our eight children and
I looked at him. I reproached him no| their seven—I mean Edwin’s and Emmeline’s,
more. But I looked at him. | whose eldest girl is old enough now to weav

“My dear, dear Charley,” said he ; “don’t| white fur herself, and to look very like
think “ill of me, I beseech you! I know her mother in it—come to read these pages,
you have a right to my utmost confidence, as of course they will, T shall hardly fail to
and, believe’ me, you have ever had it| be found out at last. Never mind! I can
until now. I abhor secresy. Its meanness is|bear it. I began at the Holly-Tree, by idle
intolerable to me. But, I and my dear girl| accident, to associate the Christmas time of
have observed it for your sake.” | year with human interest, and with some

He and his dear girl ! It steeled me. | inquiry into, and some care for, the lives of

“You have observed it for my sake, sir 2”| those by whom I find myself surrounded. I
said I, wondering how his frank face could hope that I am none the worse for it, and
face it out so. | that no one near me _or afar off is the worse

“Ves!l—and Angela’s,” said he. | for it. AndIsay, May the green Holly-Tree

T found the room reeling round in an un- flourish, striking its roots deep into our
certain way, like a laboring: humming-top. | English ground, and having its germinating
“ Eixplain yourself,” said I, holding on by one qualities carried by the birds of Heaven all
hand to an arm-chair, | over the world !
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