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THE GUILTY RIVER.

CIHAPTER L
OF THE WAY 10 THE RIVER,

For reasone of my own, I excneed mysolf from
aecompanying my step-mother to a dinner-party
wiven in our neighborhood. In my present humor
1 preferred being alone—and, a8 8 means of getting
through my idle time, I was guite content to be oc-
cupied in eatehing insects.

Provided with a brosh and a miztore of rum and
treacle, I went into Fordwitch Wood to set the snare,
familiar to hunters of moths, which we call sugaring
the trees.

The summer evening was hot and still; the Hine
was between dusk and davk. After ten years of ab-
sence in foreign parts [ perceived changes in the
outskirts of the wood, which warned ma not to enter
it too confidently when I might find a ditfieulty in
seeing my way. Hemaining among the outermost
trees, [ painted the tronks with my treacherous mixt-
ure— which allured the inseate of the night, and
* stupefied them when they settled on its rank anrface.
The snare being set, I waited to gee the intoxication
of the motha.

1
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A time pasted, dull and dreary. The mysterions
" assemblage of trees was Blacker than the blacken-
ing eky. Of millicns of leaves over my head, none
pleased my ear, in the airless calm, with their rustling
sumtner song.

The first flying ereatures, dimly visible by mo.
ments under the gloomy sky, were enemies whom I
well kuew by experience. Many a fine ingect spee-
imen have I lost, when the bats were near me in
search of their evening meal,

What had happened before, in other woods, hap-
pened now. The first moth that I had enared was a
large one, and a specimen well worth securing. As
I stretched out my hand to take it, the apparition of
8 flying shadow passed, swift and noiseless, between
me and the trec. In less than an instant the insect
was snatched away, when my fingers were within an
ineh of it. The bat had begon his supper, and the
man snd the miztare had prorided it for him.

Out of five moths canght, I became the vietim of
olever theft in the case of three. The othor two, of
no great value as specimens, [ was just guick enongh
to secure. Under other circumstances, my patience
a8 a collector would still have been a match for the
dexterity of the bate. Bnt on that evening—a mem-
orable evening when I lock back at it now —my
gpirits were depressed, and I was easily discouraged.
My favorite studies of the insect-world seemed to
have lost their value in my estimation. In the si-
lence and tho darkness I lay down under a tree, and
let my mind dwell on myself and on my new life to
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I am Gerard Roylake, gon and only child of the
late Gerard Roylake of Trimley Deen.

At twenty-two years of age, my father’s death had
placed me in possession of hia large landed property.
Ou my arrival from Germany, only a few hours
ginee, the servants innocently vezed me. When I
drove up to the door 1 heard themn say to each other:
“ Here is the young sqnire.” My father used to be
called “the old squire.” 1 shrank from being re-
minded of him—not as other sons in my position
might have eaid, becanee it renewed my sorrow for
his death. There was no sorrow in me to be re-
newed. "It is a shocking confession to make: my
heart remained unmoved when I thought of the
father whom I had lost.

Our mothers have the moet saered of all claims on
our gratitude and onr love. They have nourished
ns with their blood ; they have rigked their lives in
bringing us into the worid ; they have preserved and
guided our helpless infaney with divine patience and
love. What claim eqoally strong and equally ten.
" der doea the other parent establish on lis offepring?
What motive does the instinet of his young children
find for preferring their father before any other per-
son who may be a familiar object in their daily lives?
They love him—naturally and rightly love him—
becanse he lives in their remembrance (if he is a
good man) as the first, the best, the dearest of their
friends.

My father was s bad man. He was my mother's
worst enemy ; and he was never my friend.

The little that I know of the world tells me that
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it is not the common lot in lifa of women to marry
the object of their first love, A sense of duty had
compelled my mother to part with the man who had
won her heart, in the first days of her maidenhood;
and my father had dizsovered it, after his marriage.
His insane jealonsy foully wronged the trnest wife,
the most long-suffering woman that ever lived. 1
bave no patience to write of it. For ten miserable
years she suffered her martyrdom ; she lived through
it, dear angel, sweet suffering soul, for my sake. At
her death my father was able to gratify his hatred
of the son whom he had never believed to be his own
child. Under pretence of preferring the foreign sys-
tem of teaching, he sent me to a school in France,
My cducation having been so far completed, 1 was
pext traneferred to a German university., Never
agsin did I see the place of my birth, never did I get
n letter from home, ontil the family lawyer wrote
from Trimley Deen, requesting me to assume posses-
gion of my house and lande, under the entail.

I should not even have known that my father had
taken a second wife but for eome friend (or enemy)—
I naver discovered the pereon—who sent me a news-
paper containing an anncuncement of the marriage.

When we saw each other for the first time, my
step-mother and T met necessarily as strangers. We
were elaborately polite, and we each made a merito-
rious effort to appear at onr ease. On her side, she
found herself confronted by a young man, the new
master of the house, who locked more like a foreigner
than an Englishman—who, when he was eongrata-
lated (in view of the approaching season) on the ad-
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wirable preservation of his partridges and pheasants,
betrayed an utter waut of interest in the subject;
and who showed no sense of sbame in acknowledg-
ing that his principal amusements were derived from
reading books and collecting inscets. How I must
have disappointed Mrs. Roylake! and how consider-
ately she hid from me the effect that T had produced !

Turning next to my own impressions, I discovered
in my newly-fonnd relative a little light-eyed, light-
haired, elegant woman; trim and bright and smil-
ing; dressed to parfection, elever to her fingers’ ends,
skilled in making herself agreeable—and yvet, in spite
of these nndeniable fascinations, perfectly incompre-
hensible to me. After my experience of foreign so-
ciety I was incapable of understanding the extraordi-
nary importance which my step-mother sesmed to at-
tach to rank and riches, entirely for their own sakes.
When she desoribed my unknown neighbors, from
one end of the eounty to the other, she took it for
granted that I muet be interested in them on aceount
of their titles and their fortunes. Bhe lLeld me up
to my own face, 88 a kind of idol to myself, without
producing any better reason than might be found in
my inheritance of an income of sixteen thomsand
pounds.  And when I expreased {in excnsing myself
for not accompanying her, uninvited, to the dinner-
party) a perfectly rational doubt whether 1 might
prove to be a welcome guest, Mra, Roylake beld up
her delicate little hande in unutterable astonighment.
“My dear Gerard, in yowur position!” Bhe appeared
to think that this settled the question. I submitted
in silence; the truth is, I was beginning already to



