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THE MARKED JIONEY.

A Story of Loveand Law.

Johu Gordon kept the « Village Tav-
ern” Gordon was a hard headed,
stout bodied, red-faced, jolly, humorous
Bootchman. He was liberal, with an
eye to the main chance. He was proud
of his position as Jandlord ; proud that
his house should be Anown and spoken
of in the great city of London, and par.
ticularly proud that so many counois.
geurs thought it well worth their while
to drive out to the ¢ Village Tavern,”
that they might drink Gordon's inimi-
table punch, made from the pecul-
iar whiskey of which the landlord
bad trace from the moment it came
from the still, just close to the foot of
Ben Nevis, to the hour it went gurgling
down the drinker's throat.

Of all these things was John Gordon
proud. This was the pride of his pro-
fession; but there was one thing more
of which he was proud, and to whick all
other things were but as accessories,—
This was his daughter Letty., Letty
Gordon was the landlord’s only child.—
He had married an Eoglish wife, and
ten years after tois marriage there came
to John Gordon this one child. On the
day that little Letty could count eight
years, Mrs. Letty Gordon, sepior, was
called to another and a better world,
leaving little Letty heiress of all the
goods, chattels, aund real estate of which
ghe died possessed, the last item being
«The Village Tavern,” with its furni.
ture and belongings: a comfortable set-
ting out which, with true Scotch thrift,
her good father bad settled upon her
the day she was married, snd from
which John Gordon had garnered some
solid wealth, which Jay stretched out in

various farms in the country round.
Letty Gordon had blue eyes, very

blue, very large, and sparkling with
suppressed mischief. Letty Gordon had
light brown hair that danced about her
bead, laughing all combs to scorn, snd
almost repudiatiog a ribbon. She had
the whitest ekin, and the whitest teeth,
and the——oh ! this sounds too much
like sn auctioneer’s summary. I shall
end it by saying that she was just the
merriest, sweetest and most enticing
little fairy I have ever seen, and Taw
vot alone in g0 believing. There were
afew of the favored guests of “The
Village Tevern” who could occasionslly
see Letty Gordon ; but to the mass who
went and came like shadows, Letty was
herself nshadow. They had beard of
the landlord’s beautiful daughter ; once
in a long while some ooe more fortunate
thao the rest would catch a glimpse of
the little maiden, but from whence she
came or whither she went the glimpser
eould never tell. They drank the
health quietly of the mysterious beauty
of whom they heard so much, of whom
they knew she breathed the same at-
mosphere with themselves, and yet to
them was a sealed book. This was the
treasure that John Gordon watched and
guarded—she who, already an heiress
in her own right, was to inherit all the
acres that he had been adding year by
year from the overflow of “ The Village
Tavern.” Letty was not the ooly ad-
miration of the gay groups who came
from the city, but she was the ambition
of every rustic beau, who looked with
cavetons eyes upon the fair face and the
broad acres of the landlord’s daughter.
They looked, but they looked in vain ;
tor John Gordon had loog resolved that
whoever came wooing to his Letty
should be no common man, but should

out-dauble. her in weslth, )
Letty Gordon was pot the only fair

attraction that brought the gullants to
#The Villsge Tavern.” There wis
apother bright face, aosher comely
shape, in the person of Martha Field.—
Marths and Letty were of an age—both
eighteen. Marths was an orphas, and
bad been taken whena child by the
late Mirs. "Letty Gordon to ‘oare for.'
Martha was the right band of * The
Villago Tavern ;" she was here, there
sud everywhers, as John Gordon ex.
pressed it. If extra sonupany cams, and
aid was waoted in the kitohen, Martha
wasable sod willing.  Whother Mar.
hs's Yand = anted inthe bed-zooms,
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in the parlors to wait on the guests, to
attend in the bar, it was always the
same, she was there. Whatever she
did was well done. Many a smart far-
mer’s son, who came a3 suitor to the
mistress, made a desperate effort to am.
end the hopelessness of the case by fall
ing in love with the maid, only to find
out that his fate was the same in either
quarter. ~ Martha Field had already
disposed of the little beating heart that
lay beaeath her trim, well-fitting bodice.
She had given it, subject to certain con.
ditions, into the keeping of David Bige-
low, a smart and promising carpenter,
who, by some special art lurking under
hia tongue, had managed to secure the
little girl to himself in the face
of the most startling opposition,—
Under these circumstances there can be
no wonder that Martha should be given
to reading romances, and sympathizing
generally with lovers, and particularly
those in distress. There were some
who said that when Martha Field mar-
ried, Johu Gordon would come down
“warm " with a trifle for the couple to
start with. But those who kunew the
landlord better declared that as long as
life was in John Gordon'sbody he would
pot part with a pound of all he had so
carefully hoarded, and now as strictly
watched. Io proof of this they pointed
to Letty and Martha, upon whom he
never lavished a penny, putting off their
desires for showy dress, so inherent in
the sex, by telling them that their faces
would make their fortunes without rib.
bons and silk.

This was John Gorden’s household,
rave only Auot Judy, who reigned su.
prewe in the kitchen department. Oune
bright day in June when the leaves flut.
tered with more thao ordinary gladness,
and the sun glanced over the waters of
the rizer, lendiog its light to the oclear,
gravelly buttow il 1t showed the lazy
fish in their very homes, the Paterson
stage rattled through the village and
dropped one passenger at“ The Village
Tavern.” He wasa wll, dark complex.
ioned man, somewhere about thirty,
with a quiet, assured manuper, that told
the crowd of idlers who stood always
ready to stare at the slage passengers, it
they were capable of receiving any im-
pression, that the pew comer was not
one eanily stared down, and well accus.
tomed to all the attentions that could be
thrust upon him.

He told John Gordon, who stood rea-
dp to receive him, that his name was
Philip Conger, and his intention was to
speud a weck with him, and try his hand
at the fish. John was pleased at the
announcement, and told his guest so ;—
more pleased as he noticed that the
young man's luggage bespoke that mou-
ey was plentitul ; and still more pleased
when he found that his liberal orders did
full justice to his looks. Philip Conger
fished until the venerable old trout and
pickerel trembled in their watery beds.-
He shot with such success that he awak.
ened the jealousy of the stercotyped
sportsmen of the place. He walked, he
rode, and drove, and so the week passed
away, and yet he remained a guest of
“The Village Tavern."

Another week, and Philip Conger was
still there ; but he no longer fished, no
longer hunted, his walksand rides were
shorter, and the house had more attrac.
tion. In a fow words, he had seen Let.
ty Gordon, and spoke with her, and from
that moment all things thatearried him
away from where he could feel that she
was near had lost their charm. And
stranger still than this, Letty, who had
been so invisible to all other eyes, now
went flittiog uneasily sbout the house,
If Philip sat upon the settee, there were
large chances but he ‘would see her
within an bour. If he walked roaming
ly about the garden, Letty had a boquet
to make up, some berriesto pick, or
eomething to do which he always could
take s band in. Those about the vil-
lage who always see everything told
John Gordon occasiopally that Letty
was at that moment under the charge of
the stranger, being paddled leisurcly
along the shore in the skiff, or had been
seen at some past titse walking with the
stranger in some pear lane, or sitting in
some half secluded spot earnestly talk.

ing. They could see that the landlord’s
face grew dark whepever sueh iotelli-

.

geoce was brought him, and those who
were most about the housa could ohserve
that he no longer treated his guest with
the same attention as formerly ; there
was a lack of that weloome and greeting
that John Gordon had always for well-
paying gucsts; and then the gossips
foretold a storm* They said that when
(Gordon’s face darkened there would be
lightning flashes which would strike
somewhere, There were no other sigos
basides these foretelling this coming
storm. Lelty was scen onve, twice,
perhaps three times, in tears,and Mar.
tha Field had been heard openly to de-
clare all fathers tyrants,

Ouve day John Gordon, with a redder
face than usual, and a quicker step, went
from bar to stable, and from parlor to
cellar. Something there was in the
wind moie than common. The busy.
bodies looked around and abroad for the
cause, and were not long in finding it
out, There, almost opposite the house,
and in full view, Jay the little skiff fast
at anchor, while Pbilip Conger, with
Letty Gordon as his pupil, was back at
hie old emvloyment of fishing. Now
they said the long gathered storm would
burst; but they were to be wofully mis.
taken when they believed it would break
with violence over the head of Philip
Conger. In their own good time the
couple came back ; they were too happy
to hasten much ; and then John Gor-
don, with his vials of wrath all charged,
sought Philip. For an hour they were
togother in the room of Philip, but
those who listened for the thunder of
the storm heard nothing. There wes
only the confused sound of the two voi.
cen, sometimes that of Gordon above the
other, theo as instantly calming down.
What the mesmerism was that held the
usually violent man was a mystery, but

at the end of the hour John Gordon
vawv fUrLD paie and siteat, and 10 ANo’

ther hour Philip Conger had turned his
back on“The Village Tavern” never
to be its guest ugain.

It way for his daughter all his harsh.
ness was reserved, and poor Letty had
now not only to bear with her father's
dark looks and stern words, but, what
was worse, with a curtailment of her
liberty. How she would have borne
this it would be hard to tell, but that
Martha had brought to her a letter from
Philip, written within that hour hefora
be left the house, filled with his promis.
es of love, and his declarations that he
would not depart from the vicinity, and
would find means tocorrespond with her.
How well these declarations were kept
she knew the next day, when Martha
brought her iotelligence that Phillp
Conger was within a mile, baving found
quarters at a farm house scarcely that
distance away, onthe opposite side of
the river, It may be held as a certain-
ty that John Gordon was not Jong in
keowing this; sod furthef, he knew
that not many days would elapse before
the lovers would find means of corres.
poudence. Nor was Jobn Gordon wrong
in this. To Mairtha Field Letty had
con0ded everythitig, and Martha was
now the mercury that managed, if she
did not carry, the correspondence be.
tween Letty Gordon and Philip Congar,
and David Bigelow, the worker, who, at
the bidding of Martha, performed the
postman, Without actually knowiog
this, John Gordon suspected, dod with
him suspicion generated active measures.
David Bigelow was at once forbidden
the house, and the full weight of his
displeasure rained dowo upon the head
of Martha.

For weeks things remained in this
uncertain state. Whatever measures
John Gordon intended to take were
locked within his own breast, There
was & mystery in progress through
which none eould fathow, and to which
Letty Gordon beot her ear seriously and
tremblingly when Martha Field brought
her the gossip she had heard stirring.—
John Gosdon had been koown to have
saveral _ private interviews with old
Brown the village coostable. The old
man had been seen lurking round the
village suspiciously, as if smelling out
some troubls, He spent a great deal of
the time st the tavern in talks with the
landlord, or sitting and watching cvery.
thing under bis lowered brows. The
gossips wers busy sgain.  They declar-
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ed that between John Gordon and old
Brown there was something that would
briog trouble to Philip Conger or David
Bigelow. They had heard the Iandlord
declare his intention of driving them
both out of the village, and of turning
Martha Fielb ioto the road to seek s
home where she would. Perbaps he
would not go so far; but every one who
knew John Gordou knew that he would
not stop baif io bis efforts to resch any
end upon which he started. Of late he
had talked much about ingratitude—
about those he had fed turning from
him—about coospiracy—about pursing
vipers in his bosom that turned ‘and
stung him ; and for a loog time these
pickers.up of unconsidered domestic tri-
fles were divided in opivion as to wheth.
er the old man made allusion to his
daughter or to Martha Fiele. They
were soon satisfied when they perceived
that he censed to speak to Martha un.
lesa forced by necessity to do so, and
then only with an expression that be.
trayed his uowilliogness. Martha laugh-
ed at the threats of Joho Gordon to ex-
pel her from his house. She knew
that she was essential to the success of
“The Village Tavern,” and that if its
landlord did oot understand when he
bad s good and faithful servitor, she
kuew enough that would, and to these
she would go. Martha Field set him at
defiance, and still continued, with the
aid of David Bigelow, to oarry the let-
ters of the lovers.

It was one evening in the early au-
tum, following a day that Jobn Gofdon
and old Brown had been engaged in
numberless coosultations. The plot
scemed to thicken, and those who had
been peeriug about until they koew
more of the matter than the actors them.
selves, said that it was pear its catas.

trophe. The habitual redoess bad de
serfed John Gordon's face ;it was pale

instead—very pale for John Gordon.
He stepped more quickly that night
than was his custom from the bar to the
parlor, and so up stairs to where Letty
and Martha sat. Those who spoke of it
sfterward said that maoy things passed
that evening that were strange, but
were not thought of ia that way until
the nextday. They said that soon after
dark a rower in a skiff, looking very
like the one Philip Conger was some-
times seen in, came slowly up the river,
aod lay for some minutes under the
great willow that grew at the foot of the
garden ; and one of these goseips living
on the opposite side, says he saw this
single rower leave his skiff and stand
under the willow, where in a few mo.
ments he was joined by one in a light
dress ; that stood together for a short
space, and parted—the skiff and its sin.
gle rower returning the same way that
it came. Another, equally as veritable,
two hours later, saw a carriage and hor.
ses, entirely unkoown in that part of the
country, travellingat a great speed on
the road towards London, and declared
this carriage to cotilain a lady and gen.
tleman, who with corroborating circum.
stances, were belived to be Philip Con.
ger aud Letly Gordon,

Those who were nearer home saw
that same eveniog a cart drawn up io
front of “ The Village Tavern,” with old
Brown as its driver. They saw him and
Jobn Gordon go together to the vacant
parlor, where, atter s talk. Martha
Field was sent for, Within a few min.
utes the more inquiring, who pressed
out of the bar.room for that purpose,
saw Martha Field, Joho Gordon, and
old Brown drive away together from
“ The Village Tavern,” Martha without
boooet or shawl, and with a calm, scorn-
ful look ; Juhn Gordon with white face,
and pale, tight-shut lips ; and old Brown
with & complacent expression of fuce,
that would leave the impression with all
who did not know him, that be had
just performed one of the most beneve.
lent and praiseworthy of astions.

The next day the village was startled
from its sleep with the intelligence that
Philip Conger had carried away Letty
Gordon, and they wete believed to be
in London ; that Martha Field, at al
most the same moment that the ranaway
couple were commencing their flight,
had been arrested on s charge ot steal.
iog money at various times from Joho
Gordon, sud waa now in the county jail,

— 0

entirely refusing to confess that the sto-
len money had been directly tracad to
ber by a plan of John Gordon and old
Brown, the different coins having been
marked to lead to detection, and spent
by Martha Field at differnt places in
the village ; and that Joha Gordon, up-
oo his return from the equire's, where
Martha was committed, and finding that
Letty had fled, started in pursuit, and
was brought in balt an hour afteiwards
with a broken arm, having been thrown
from his cart. This was news [ndeed
for gossips, and great eapital they made
of it. The stories that flew from mouth
to mouth did not lose in telling. Some
bad it that Martha had robbed John
Gordon of many hundreds of pounds,
in revenge for his refusal to bestow a
marriage portion on herself and David
Bigelow ; others that Martha was thrown
into prison by the landlord in revenge
for assisting Letty in a marriage that
would surely throw him out of the tav-
ern stand, These cried shame, and ask-
ed cach other if John was mot rich
enough to give Letty her little property,
and if he was not old enough to give up
to younger men. It #as strange then
how many had seen and fore.told all
these things to themselves long ago;
how many knew it would be so, and were
not sarprised in the least; and how
many were ready with the charitable
hope it would be a lesson to John Gor-
don, and lead him to reo that there was
an instability in wealth, and nothing re-
ally true bur their advice.

A week rolled by, and John Gordon
left his room, with his broken limb in
splints baoging by a sling. He had al-
tered, people said, in that week to be at
least ten years older. His face was
drawn and haggard, and the rosy, heal-
thy hue had gooe out of his cheeks.
His eyes were dim, and there was no
loud hearty laugh ringing through the
bouse as in the old days. The loungers
aud gossips watched the old mwa 35 he
went vacantly about the place with
something like awe. Thep watched
him as be was confronted in his own bar.
that spot which one short week before
was his strunghold, by another face as
pale and bazzard as his own, who asked
for justice on behalf of Martha Field.
and was refused. Then this man, who
was nooe other than David Bigelow,
stood up before the landlord and the cu
rious crowd, and told how Martha Field
was guililess, and that John Gordon
knew it, when in his base anger and de-
sire to remove the means of communida
tion between his daughter and Philip
Conger, he sent an innocent girl, who
should have been as dear to him as a
child, to a erimioal prison. John Gor.
don trembled with the rage he was obli.
gedto suppress, and David Bigelow went
on  Yes! he koew that the mooey
whish be had marked as a trap was ta-
ken by his daughter Letty, as she had
a perfect right to do; for was oot the
house and all withio it—ay, and all its
profits, even to the last penny, even the
lands he bad bought with those profits
~—hers? Yes. And he, John Gor
don, koew this and more. He kpew
that Letty Gordon bad taken this mon
ey as she would take woy other thing
that was her owo, aod had given it o
Matthd Field to purchase such articles
a6 her futher wrongfully denied her—
paper, pens and ink, that she might
write tothe man to whom she had be-
trothed hersel’, and such things as were
necessary to have when she fled from
the home where she was a prisonef,

This he said snd more. That Mar.
tha Field had refused to say anythiog
un the night of her arrest, knowing that
Letty would step forward for her pro.
teotion at the proper time ; that it was
Letty's ivtention to have left her home
with Philip Conger within a few days of
the one on which Martha wus arrested ;
but why the flight should bave ocourred
on that eveéning, so prematurely wasan
idnexplained wystery- Ouve thing was
certain, that when Letty Gordon left
howme she did not, mor did she now,
kuow of the arrest of Martha Field, or
she would come forward st any risk and
show her eatire innocence.

The old man sucered at David’s story.
There was law,he said, and justice for
all> If the girl was insocent,let her

show it and oll would be well. Ske kad

dvncale.
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chosen silence when she was examined
before the squire ; now let her wait un.
til her trial. There was law and justice
for all, and protection for him, too, and
he would have it. John Gordon se:
companied this last declaration by =
blow upon the table with bis clenched,
uninjured hand, that brought back to
to the listenets some memory of the
week pefore, when it would have been
dangerous to bave provoked his wrath.
David Bigelow drew himself up to hin
full height, aud speaking as calmly to
the maimed man before him as though
his address were the commonest topie,
he told from that time forth no appeal
should be made to him again for merey §
that he would go forth, and if Letty
Gordon was alive, he would find her and
bring her there to do Martha Field jus-
tice, and to confonnd his villainy. From
that time forward John Gordon could
look upou him as his deadly enemy, and
remeémber that, as be had denied merey,
so wou'd it be denied to him, David
Bigelow strode out of the room, while
the old man glared fiercely at the group,
who murmured their admiration of the
carpenter, and one by one followed him
out.

David Bigelow bad left the villags,
none knew exactly where, but tho eur-
mise was that he had gone to London
Days and weeks slipped by, and noth.
ing was heard of him. Marths Field
was still a prisoner awaiting trial. Jobn
Gordon was gaining strength in his
arm, the bone was knitting finely, the
doctor said, but he wss not gainiog
streogth in “The Village Tavern.”
The neighbors came less and gossiped
less. The story crept about. Even
those who drove up from the city koew
something about it. There was one
thing they could all see, which was that
John Gordon's face was pale and the
strength of his welcome gooe. The duy
for Martha Field's trisl came. There
was great sympathy for ker through sl
the country. Her story was bLelieved,
but there was no evidence. The pross.
cution made its case very clearly and
distinetly, Theloss of the money was
proved, the marking, the tracing of the
marked money to the village shops,
where it had been passed by Martha,
There was no defence; the very able
tounsel, who had volunteered for her
said that he could only maske the stute-
ment on behalf of the prisoner; and
then he gave Marths's story of how she
had become possessed of the marked
money. Thero was a dead silence in
the court-room as he closed a beautiful
appeal for merey for the prisoner. In
its midst came a lond groan, and, ina
moment after, a shufflivg of feet, sud
soveral persous were straining to lift a
wan who had slipped from cne of the
benehes, and lay ptostrate upou the
the floor. It was John Gordon, the
strong man. Weak enough now he was,
us they strove to ruise him to his feet.
His eyea were wide open, and looking
eagerfy toward the judge 1
“ Aoquit her! " hesaid, “ I am sorry
[ koow she tells the truth.”

+ Put that man back upon the stand,"”
the judge sayssternly.

The man was put back upon the
stand, only that his heart had softened,
aod he could sec the truth in the story
the prisoner had told now, when he
would not see it betore. Aud so they
earried him away to his cart, aud drove
home.

As they bore the old broken-down
wan out by one door, there were eyes
met Martha's from the other that wade
her heart lesp. Each of that jury said,
when speaking of the csse afterward,
that they would have sequitted the pris-
sper through sympatby, withott any
avidence for the defence, When the
eyes of David Bigelow and Letty Gor.
doo met Martha's she knew that she
wanted po sympathy now to send her
out upon the world with a stain upon
ber name forever. The truth had
come, and when Letty Gordon, now Mrs.
Philip Conger, threw her arms about
the prisoner’s neck aud kissed ber,
whiie she cried and laughed by turus,
everybody koew the story as well as
though it had been told. As a form the
evidence must be given, and before the
tears had dried upon Letty’s cheeks, the
verdiot was rendered :

“ Not guilty 1" -

How the people shouted, until the
judge was obliged to sdjourn the court
for an hour to sllow the entbisiciw
time to cool! How the pews #pread
like wild-fire through the country towu,
and the ladies looked ous of their win.
dows and waved their handkerchie's to

Marths ss she passed up the street from
e s tud! Asd Dot the litie




