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[Coutinued from our last.]
CHAPTER. V.

Those were happy weeks for Merran which
followed John’s departure. They were some of
the happiest of her life, forshe was making pre-
parations for house-xeeping, and meanwhile
dreaming of the bright, bea.unful fature. But as
time passed en this enthusiasm became less in-
tense. She did not intend or wish to cherish
Jess enthusiasm, but, I must say it, it is not in
such natures as her’s that love exists only to
grew stronger and glow ever brighter and
brighter by its own undying light.
hen John Paul was with her she forgot

got all the world beside. But when he
was’ away, when she no longer felt the
magnetism of his presence, her love could
not sustain its fervor—the * common day’’
would eome and mix with its pure light
—her mood would change under the action of
the nearest external influence, until her soul, in
its weakness, would forget and leave its holiest
things and go down to rejoice in the atmos.
phere of flattery and folly.
Some months after his daparture Merran re-
esived a communication from Mrs. Bradshaw.
"The lady said she was ill, confined to her room,
unable to receive company and dying of ennue;
she begged Merran to come and spend a few
weeks with h r.  Merran remembered her last
meeting with John and hesitated. But there
was great pleasure in the thought of going. This
will b2 my last visit, she thought; T see nobody
here, and why should he care about it? He
knows I will not forget him, and why should he
care where I am when he is away ? Besides,
Mrs. Bradshaw has treated me very kindly and
1 must not be ungrateful. Two months before
Morran would have found this fone of thought
impossible. But now it suited her feelings and
wishes. Accordingly she went.
On arriving at Dumfries, she was a little sur-
prised to find the lady looking as usual and
with no appearance of indisposition  Kerr was
sitting with her when Merran entered and they
both greeted her with a great show of cordiality.
It seemed that Mrs. Bradshaw, who had ever
shown 2 dae horror of death, had insisted she
was sick with all the symptoms of severe fe-
ver, and- her - physician, who was willing to
humor her whims and profit by them, had or-
dered her to keep her room. But her confine-
ment grew wearisome, she wanted amusement,
and at Kerr’s suggestion she had sent for her
protege.
Wesk after week passed. Mrs. Bradshaw
professed to havo regained her usual health;
yet on one pretence and another, she contrived
to retain Merran, who indeed was not unwilling
to stay. . ‘I'o do the lady justice, I must say,
she was really interested in her young protege.
She herself felt much flattered by the admira-
tion'which Merran excited, and really thought
she was doing hera great kindness in withdraw-
ing her from eld -associations and forming her
for a different sphere. ' And, besides, she had
another motive; she desired to please Kerr, to
whom'Capt. Bradshaw 'was under pecuniary
obligations, For some reason, what it was she
did not take the trouble to ascertain, Kerr was
vary anxious that she should retain Merran as
long ag possible. "And had she enquired iato
the®wmatter ~more closely, it was not' very
likely,that Andrew Kerr would whisper to her,
ar to any one else, that he was influenced by
Ja s deathless hatred  to John Paul. He knew
how passionately John loved Merran. By some
means he had become aware of their betrothal,
and ho had sworn a fearfal oath to himsalf that
the marriage should never—nerer be comsum-
wated. :
Sh» continned with Mrs. Bradshaw, and tho
‘Winter came and passed gayly. She gnveher-
self' up to that lady’s direction, and witlingly
received all sorts of attentions and flaiteries
from the many who appeared as her admirers,
aad glad and giddy in that bad atmesphere,
she had but little time or heart to remember
that she was not her own, or to think of the
moment when she said to Jobhn Paul, ¢ thine
and thine only!” Merran did not mean to be false
to him, but, alas' she was very weak.

Amidst these thoughtless gaieties there came
a report whish roused her again, and awaken-
ed all her better nature.  To use the langunge
of his biographer, John Paul was accused of
torturing one of his crew by flagellation in such
a manner as to cause his death. With this
charge there came a cloud of black rumoss,
which made him seem the basest of villains.
Merran did net, would not, could not credit
these reprentations. They came to her from
every quarter, seemingly well authenticated,
lut she was indignant and omitted no occasi-
on. to repel them as slanders.  Oh, why did
she not remember what she was to him; and,
in trath to that ideal of her which ‘she knew
he cheristed, grow sick of th2 life she was liv-
ing, hasten to Arbiglind, and there wait his
reiurn? Alas!
A prosecutian agninst him was begun in
‘Fingland, and to use his own words, notwith-
standing that he gave ‘the world every satis-
faction in his power, and staked fortune, ho-
nor and life for six long months on ths verdict
of a_British jury ; notwithstanding that none of
his accasers had the courage to confront him—
yet so effectnally had slander dome its work,
aud so general was the prejudice against him,
that some even of his earliest and best frizads,

among whom was Mr. Craik, the patron of his
father and the protector of his mother gnd sis-
ters, were loud in his condemnation.

Merran was surprised to find Andrew Kerr
earnest in his defence. She had not believed
he could be so generous. She began to feel
that she had wronged him, and as no one else
expressed much sympathy with her present
feelings, their acquaintance became more inti-
mate and she received him and spoke to him
with all the frank cordiality of her nature.
She little dreamed how industrionsly and art-

fully he plotted to create these reports, or
what a dark siguificence he contrived to give
them even while he seemed anxious for their
refutation. She waited inipatiently to hear
John speak for himself. At length she be-
gan to doubt and be at a loss for her letters to
him were unanswered. Several weeks elap-
sed after the close of the prosccution before
aware of it. . Then she grew nervous with ex-
pectation, for she knew he would come to
Scotland. But he did not appear, and, for the
first time, her confidence began to give way.
What was she to believe?2 Kerr, who had
eagerly sought her society hither to, now seem-
ed studious to avoid her. When she found
opportunity to question, he seemed confused
and distressed, and endeavoured to evade a
: direct reply.. She was alarmed by his man-
ner, and in answer to her entreaties he admit-
ted, but appareatly with much reluctance, that
he had good reason to believe they had  both
been deceived and that most of the reports
about John Paul were true. e felt unwilling,
he said, to distress her, but the fact that he
had sailed for America without visiting his
old mother or any of his old friends, was a ta-
cit confession of his guilt.

¢ Left England!  Goue to America!” she ex-
claimed, grasping his arm and gazing in his
face, as.if in doubt whether she heard -aright.

¢ Yes, he sailed more than four weeks ago,’
was the reply. 3

For one moment Kerr was frightened at the

sudden, death-like palensss that overspread her
face. He involantarily extended his arms to
support her, but, with a gesture of impatien-e,
she motioned him away, and covering her face
with her hands, silently left the room. ‘Oh, the
sudden wreck of a great hope! Merran had
never before felt anything like this. He was
indeed changed.and become unworthy, she
thought; for she knew him well enough to feel
sure that nothing but his ‘own will—no, not
even a world of slanders supported by an army
of demons, could have induced him to' leave
the country without seeing her.

CHAPTER VL

The ardent and impetuoas nature of John
Paul was poorly adapted to support, with any
degree of patience, 2 long and wearisome” pro-
cess of litigation. Many circumstances combi-
ned te make him morbid ‘and ‘rritable.  His
letters to Merran were unanswered ; aud though
his faith in her was deep and illimitable as the
capacity of his own soul, yet he saw in this cir-
cumstance a presentiment of evil and brooded
over it with an intensity that almest amounted
to madness. He saw the prosecution eclose,
and departed for Scotland in a state of excite-
mont bordering on agony.

He landed, reached A-bigland, and went di-
rectly to find Merran She was not there.
¢ She is at Dumfries, staying with Mrs Brad-
shaw,’ they told him. <At Dumfries! Slay-
ing with Mrs Bradshaw! How can she be
there! . Has she too changed! Oh, my God!
has all the world forsaken me!  But I will see
her.! :

It was evening when he arrived at Dum-
fries, and witho'it bestowing a thought on his
disordered, travel-soiled dress, he proceeded
directly to the residence of Mrs Bradshaw.
Long, flickering gleams of light stole through
the instertices of the curtains, and as the doors
were opened, the brilliant lights within, and
the low hum of mwany voices announced the
presence of company. lle bade the servant
inform Miss Blair that a gentleman wished to
speal with her.

¢ Do you hear, fellow ? 'Tell her a gentle-
man wishes to speak with her on urgent busi-
ness,” he added, sternly as he marked the su-
percilions stare whizh the servant bestowed on
his wild, disordered appearance.

There was sometbing in his voice and man-
ner which could not be trifled with. There-
fore,the servant politely handed him a seat and
went to deliver his messige. Merran was in
the midst of a group of Jadies, and the servant,
finding it difficalt to approach her, delivered
his message to Mrs Bradshaw.

€A strange man wishes to speak with Miss
Blair,” he said.

¢ A strange man? What is he? A gentle-
man ?’

¢ I don’t know, ma’am, what he is. Ue
speaks short enough to be a gentleman. but,
for all that, he may be something else.’

¢ He has sent no card, I see. Some country
cousin, I dare say, 'Tell him Miss Blair is en-
gaged.’

Engaged?” exclaimed John Paul, springing
to his feet, <Engaged! and did you tell her?
go back, fellow, and tell that but no,’
he muttered, interrupting himself. ¢ this is no
time—" and flinging the servant an ample
douceur, he disappeared and retraced his way
to thg hotel.

He paced his room and tried to think, but
he could not think of anything ‘connectedly.
He was only conscious that he was grieved,
painzd, indignant,—that he was angry with
Merran and therefore angry with the whole
world. At length a strain of music caught his
ear. It was the voice of a woman, in ‘a dis-
tant room, singing the air of a wild .and
touching ballad, which his mother: was accus-

tomaed to sing as she tarned her whael, and

which he had tanght to Merran long ago. He
was soothed. The music went into his eonl
like the song of a spirit, and he wept. He
finally went to his bed to dream of gentle and
beautiful things, and live over again some of
the happiest scenes of his childhood.

Early the next morning, Andrew Kerr harsh-
ly entered Mrs Bradshaw’s sitting room, and

eagerly enquired ¢ Where is Merran? Where
is. Miss Blair 1
¢ Why ? what now, mon ami? Have you

come this morning to make proposals 2’ replied
the lady, langhing. ¢ Though I have assumed
blindness for some weeks past,’ she continued,
¢ let me tell you, my precious Benedict, that
no one will be permitted to carry off my prize
without my consent.’

‘You mistake,” replied Kerr, with more
than his usual cool indifference; ¢ I called mere-
ly to Jet you know that her old acquaintence,
John Paul, is in town. This may be needless,
however, for he will soon be here to speak  for
himsslf.’

¢ What do you say ? * That base cruel mon-
ster in Dumfries! Surely he will not have the’]
audacity to present himself here ?°

¢ He surely will present himself here. If he
has not undergone a most miraculous change,
he has audacity enough to ‘do anything. He
will come here, and, what is more, he will see
Merran,’

¢ He will not see Merran, He canuot be re-
ceived here on amy terms. She must not ap-
pear to have the slightest eonnection with such
a character. He shall not see her. 1 will not
consent te it.’ ! 3

‘He will not be very likely to ask your con-
sent,” said Kerr, with a provoking smile, ¢ be-
lieve me, the girl likes him. They were inse-
parable from childhood. T have heard whis-
pers of a betrothal. 1know them both. He
will see her—and when he speaks to her, she
will believe every thing he says and forget
every body else. Keep a sharp look out, my
wise cousin, or your pretty prize will be borne
off right under your eyes.’

¢ We shall see. But pshaw! you are a little
iealous, mon ami. She does not care a fig for
him. Now I think or it, it must have been
this fellow who called here last night. = I
will ask Davis what sort of a creature he was
and prepare him to act properly. when the fel-
ldow comes again. We will see. what he can

0.’
Bhe was absent some  minutes and. had
scarcely retarned, when. Davis announced the
wame of Captain Paul, who requested an inter-
view with Miss Blair.

¢ Go,” snid the lady, in a tone sufficiently
loud to be heard in the parlor where Paul was
sittting, ¢ go deliver the gentleman’s message
to Miss Blair, and bring her answer. And
then she added in a low, significant whisper—
¢ Remember! Davis you know what you are
to do.’

In a few minutes Davis returued. He went

on into the parlor and Mrs Bradshaw listened |

breathlessly at the deor. A smile went over
her face us she heard him say:—

¢ Miss Blair directs me to tell Captain Paul
that she is too much fatigued to receive com-
pany.’

For a mement John Paul was paralysed.
Ho had a' momentary sense of suffocation, as if
the startled blood had all rushed to his heart.
At length he rose, and after pacing the room a
few times he suddenly turned to the servant,
and, seizing him by the shoulder, said huskily
—<¢ Fellow, you lie! she did not—she could not
say that!” Then as suddenly releasing his
hold, he staggered against the wall and mutter-
ed to higiself— Ob, my God! there is nothing
true! Nothing! nothing!  Yes, she has proved
weak und worthless—else how could she stay
here—how could she say that? But no! Tis
a base lie! She did not say it! I know she will
see me?

Mrs Bradshaw appeared and bade Davis
show that madman the door.. Then frightened

i by his appearance, she was about to call others

when he suddenly laid his hand on her arm,
and, in a  voice that was rendered frightful by
an attempt-at-calmness; he whispered hoarsely
—¢Bilence’ woman, and hear me! * Does that
fellow speuk the truth?  Is it true that Merran
Blair refuses to see me 2’

¢Really, sir, this is extraordinary conduct
and language toa lady in her own house. You
have heard the truth, sir. . Miss Blair will not
see you ; she cannot do so without injury to her
reputation.  And if she were disposed to act
otherwise, I shoald deem it an imperative duty,
as her protectress, to put an end to an acquain-
tance so improper and injuriovs.’

He swallowed the malediction that roge to
his lips. ¢ Protectress,” hesaid, turning away;
¢ Protectress! Oh, that I had left her in the pro-
tection of death!. Then what men call truth
might continue to seem reality.” . Drawing -his
cap over his fuce, he. sprang.  threugh - the
door and unsonsciously went on out of the city.

A week after that interview with Mrs Brad-
shaw, with a wild tumult of many inexpressi-
ble feelings, he watched from the deck of his
vesssl ‘the ‘white cliffs of England, as, one after
ancther, they sank below the horizon, and took; |
as he supposed, his last look of his native eoun-
try.

He took up his. residence in Tobago, and
here time, assisted'by the genial influence of
the sunny South, brought a degree of calmness,
if not happiess.  ‘Thonghts of his mothér be-
gan ‘o act like a charm in his mind, and gave
something like interest to the commercial spe-
culations'in which he was engaged.  'He heard
occasionally from Scotlaud, but'hs pever men-
tioned Merran®s namne, and had sworn to him-
self to forget her, or, at least think of her with
entire indifference; yot the news of her mar-

i

riage with Andrew Kerr made him feel how
vain was the endeavour to do so.

Restless, aimless, and careless, he longed to
be perpetually moving. He sailed for the co-
loniesin North America, and, wishing to elude
all enquiry, and perhaps desiring also to forget
what he had been, assumed the name of Jones,
and lought seclusion in the country. Mean-
while the American revolution began, wnder
the direction of those glorious men,

——¢ who have a right to rank;
With the trae Makers’—

and sentiments and feelings began to awaken in
his soul, of which he had suppesed himself ne
longer capable. | Here was a field for all the
self-dependent force, the self willed energy,
the adventurous boldness and reckless daring
of his natare. He found a suitable aim, and
giving up his whole soul to dreams of glory, he
offered his services and embarked in the cawse
of the colonies. .

CHAPTER VII.

On the 17th of April, 1778, a heavily laden
merchantman might have been seen off Wick-
low Head largely bearing up for Dublin bay,
he was followed by another vessel, which eer-.
tainly presented no very warlike demtonstra-
tions; and had it been otherwise, the easy
Englishman would have been very slow 1o
dream of encountering enemies there. A shot
was fired across the Englishman’s bow, andhe
was commanded to come aboard and give ae-
count of himself. He was thunderstruck, and
endeavoured to save himself by flight, Buta
few well directed shot, which relieved him of
some of his canvass and unfortunately wounded
several of his'men, soon brought him to terms,
and the lazy Englishman, instead of going to
Dublin, found himaelf a prisoner to the Ameri-
can sloop-of-war Ranger. - The prize proved to
be the Lord Chatham, from London. As they
were very near the coast, no time was to belost.
The wounded men were speedily transferred to
tha Ranger, and the prize manned and ordered
to Brest. 'The captain of the Ranger stood on
his quarter deck, watching the prize, which was
now disappearing in the distance, when his
lieutenant approached and said one of the
wounded  prisoners desired to speak with
him.

‘He immediately went below, and inquired of
the man if everything necessary had been done
for his comfort.

“Oh, ye! They have given themselves s
deal of trouble about me; but d’ye see, it’s
of no use,” was the hoarse reply. 'Then look-
ing in the officet’s face with something like
an expression of grim malice, he eontinued,
“But you dont know me eaptain ? 4

The Captain looked closely at the worn, vil-
lainous features of the man, now distorted with
pain, and shook his head. :

<1 have a better memory and may be 1 shall
bring your’s to life presently. I know you in
spite of that outlandish uniform.  Youare Joha
Paul, curse you!

Paul Jones looked at him again, intently, and
replied in a gentle tone, ¢ I know not why yon
carse me; but, my poor fellow, curses ill befit
the lips of one in your situation. You'are mor-
tally wounded!”

“Aye, aye, your honor. You have riddled
my hulk finely. 1 am bleeding to death—I
know it—and 1 want to kave a bit of talk with
you before my pipes are stopped. Have yomw
forgot all about Arbigland, and the bonie Mer-
ran Blair and the rest of them ?°

¢ Fellow!” cried Paul, with sudden vehe-
mence ¢ What do you mean? What have you
to say to me 2’ '

¢ Oh, you begin to remember, do you? Yom
thought the bonnie lassie jilted you. Oh, yén
were brawly gulled! With all your wisdom
you was no match for that cunning, born deyil,
Andrew Kerr. How nicely he contrived to
send you eff from Scotland without seeing
Merran, though she was greetin’ her heart out
for your sake! = And she, liké a silly lass, be-
Jieved him when he told her that you went
away without coming there and that you had
forsaken her. - 1, too, had a hand in the mat-
ter. We stopped your letters and told a milli-
on of lies about you. I only wanted to see
how you would feel to hear about old times.”

¢ Rascal! Devil!” shouted Paul Jones, ¢ Speak
the truth, or by the heavens above v

¢Umph! What does a man with a bullet
in his breast care for your threats? Ha! ba!
warn’t we pretty ones!’

A fit of coughing suceeded his horrible at-
tempt at mirth. For a moment he seemed dy-
ing. Paul bent over the convulsed wretch and
wiped away the bloody froth from his mosthk
in an agony of suspense.

¢ Aye that was a hard one,’ the fellow mut-
tered; ¢ that cursed bullet has carried away all
my stays.’

¢« But whoare you?’ said Paul, endeavoring
to be calm, ¢ and why have you wished to in-
jure me?’

< And have you forgotten who it was yeu nick-
named Crouchie Tum? Have you forgottes
when you laughed at my hilchin® gait and cal-
led me erabsided? And she—she gecked 2t
me and looked asklent when I spoke to her.
She ‘was bonuie, yes, she was bonnie, and
you were proud of your braw figure, a
1 hated you—yes, I hated you both!  Andrew
Kerr had ‘gold, and gold can do anythinz.
With a plenty of gold he found enough’to d~
his bidding. “How nicely he contrived to g**
all your letters ! 'Oh, we read then‘lvf}?gteﬂ:;:'

¢o scrieve off glegly, captain. At e
'ghinga we could sgy Yo each other! What x
sight of cnuming lies we invented! DBut Ar_il-
drew Kerr,” he continued fiercely, <is a‘devi’,
a born devil, and may a thousand curses ligwt
on him!*’ 1 ;

Paul looked again at the distorted face, and
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