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A WASTED CRIME

COAPTER I

Hogorrr's GREEN mazy have been green onee upon
& time; but if ever that was so, it was more years
back than the oldost inhabitant could remember.
For many and many a year now the whole land-
seape hag been overrnn by the black arniies of labor,
the entrails of tho earth have been rifled in the
search for coal and iron, and the smrface is covered
with hoge monnds of refuze. Weady pools of old
rain-water fester in the dingy hollows between the i
artifieial hilla. Ilere and thore a elimy canal—the
eurface of which is iridescent with floating oil and
tar—divides the conntry, and slow barges, laden with
coal and pig-iron, are drawn along by lazy horees,
driven by pieturesque rascals, whose speech s a min-
gling of many rustie dialects.

Hoggett’s (Green may once again be green, one of
these days, for the underground resources of the

“country are almost exhansted, The distriet, whieh
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twenty years ago was populons and prosperous, is
now more than half-deserted, Evidences of old
abandoned enterprise lic scattered everywhere., There
are yawning caverns from which clay has been dug;
there are open coal-mines, snrrounded by rickety and
rotting fences, huge balke of timber, and half-dis-
mantled edifices of brick; and bundreds of huge
rusting eog-wheels, which ones made part of a work-
ing colliery plant, might be found within the limits
of a square mile.

Nature does her best to reassert herself in this
mournful distriet, but there ia still enough of smoke
left to cloud the gky on the brightest midsnmmer
day, and the poisonous exhalatioos of a chemieal
factory wither all vegetation within reach of their
deadly inflnence. The reads are miry and ill-kept,
the scattered living -places are mean and ruinous,
and, in ehort, it wonld be very diffienlt to find in all
broad England s less desirable place to live in.

Ou the edge of thiz desolate provinee, just where
the country begins to emile again, there is a long
straggling street, with a police-station, a dozen public-
houses, and a chapel in it. This street i always
epoken of by the people of Hopgett's Green as “ the
town.” The parigh is a very large one, and the out-
lying Hoggett's Greeners lock on a visit to the town
as an affair of enterprise and execitemant. The street
is always filled on a Saturday night with men in black



A WABTED CEIME a

broadeloth and women in ehawls of meny colors,
who carry great marketing-baskets on their arms, and
wear flowers unknown to neture in their bonmets.
The male section of society in Hogpgett’s Green is
content, from Monday morning nntil Saturday after-
noon, with the complexion of & Christy’s minstrel;
but on Satnrday eveninga they wash, and dress them-
gelves in black, shining raiment, false collars, and silk
hats. If timea are good, thay get solidly and re-
spectably fuddled at the various publie-hooses, while
their wives spend the market-money and get throngh
the gossip of the woek.

It was a Baturday night in the beginning of
antumn, and the one atreet of the town was thronged,
At one end of it, it was parficularly brilliant and
noisy, for there wera set np & number of stalls, all
illaminated by flaring naphtha lamps. Thers was a
show of some sort in a eanvas booth, and the popu-
laee was noieily invited to enter it by the blare of an
ill-blown key-bugle and the banging of a big dronm.
A little farther on was a merry-go-round, which was
worked by steam. Hidden somewhare away in the
centre of this contrivance was an instrument of hide-
ous diseord, a barrel-organ of abnormal fower, the
strains of which were andible & mile away.: A
thin rain had fallen all day, and was still falling.
The ruts and puddles in the roadway shone bright
yellow in the glare of the lamps, and the people,
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heedless of the weather, lounged and jostled hither
and thither in a distracting confusion of noises.
That night a yoeng gentleman, travelling on foot
from Quarrymoor to Beacon IHargate, had lost his
way in the rain and darkmess, and had been guided
across the waste of black eountry by the flaring
lights and the rude nolses of merriment. The scene
was new to him, and he stood to wateh it for a
minute or two, with a half-smiling interest, though
his fece expressed a pgood-hwoored silent protest
againat the fanfaronade of the steam-driven barrel-
orgar,  He was not st first sware that he was exeit-
ing go general & regard, but by-and-by he discovered
that almost averybody in his neighborhood was star-
ing at him, more or less furtively. A gentleman was
not a common spectacle in the town street of Hog-
gett’s Green on Saturday wights, and the stranger
anmistakably belonged to a type altogether different
from the rough-cast specimens of hmnanity by whom
he waa jnst then enrrounded. He:was not openly
insnlted, but certain free-and-easy comments on his
dress, his mustache, and his eye-glass reached his
ears. There was certainly ne intention to give of-
fence, but there was, just as eertainly, no anxiety to
avoid it, or cave if it were tallen. He took the eom-
ments with a porfect good-humor, and lonnged on
throngh the mud until be came to & halt st the front
of a green-grocer’s shop. Here a giant of & fellow—
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bareheaded and in his shirt-sleeves—was weighing
out potatoes from a hig tray-table, which took up
half the width of the footway. The stranger, pansing
pear at hand to look at something which for the
moment attracted his attention, wes half deafened by
‘the saleaman’s voice.

“Roll up thie way, for the mealy 'une! 'Ere y'
are! Balls of lour—balie of flour! "Tuters—'taters!
Three farthings a pound.”

The young gentleman turned to look at him,

“@Give your orders!” cried the ealeswman, address-
ing him personally.

The young man smiled, bnt made no answer. A
costomer came up and was served. Ile etood there
atili watching the transaction, though it had, of
course, no interegt for him, and purposing to ask his
way when it was over. The potato salesman seemed
to take umbrage at his regard.

“Yo' seem to have made up yonr mind to know
me again, young man,” he sald, with more display of
anger than the cecasion seemed to warrant,

#1 beg your pardon. I was only waiting to ask
my way. Uan yen put me on the road to Beacon
Hargate 7

*Can I pat thee on the road to Bacon Hargit ¥ the
man anawered, with a elnmsy imitation of the young
man’s accent, It was simply the accent of a gentle-
man, and in no way exaggerated or odd to an ac-



