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THE STORY OF
EATHER.

BY DOUGLAS JERROLD,

A

CHAPTER XXI,

AGAIN TAKEN ABROAD,—THE WIbD-
OW LOSES HER LOVER AND MYSEF,

It may be supposed that Mrs Cramp

ITam

her cap—one of the few tokens by which
she remembered her departed hushand;
which, whenever she passed the looking-
glass, convinced her that she was a
widow. To say the truth, she had a lik-
ing for the cap; there was a significant
prettiness about it that pleased her wmight-
ily. Hence, she was majestically indig-
nant with Edward. He was a brute—a
ruffian; and then, her passion suffering
a sweel diminuendo, he was finally a very
foolish fellow. She would not take

glass of wine with him; she would not
well, she would
She  was not the

foolish weak woman he thought her; bul

even touch the liquid;
touch it and no more.

il he was very good, she might go to play |
with him on Iumll.l_). Should s]m ever
see his mother, she would tell her what a
scapegrace son she had—that she wounld.

And thus with the prettiest affection of
remorse on the part of the highwayman,
and with a coy, waywnrd pettishness on
having
been wooed by Mr Cramp, promised her-

the side of the widow, who, never
selll an enjoyment of courtship in all its
till eleven
o'clock they sat, unseen Cupids hovering
about them snuffing the candles,

I will pass the separation of lovers,

Iwhiuh Mr Abram vowed—and he ratified

the oath with a bumper of brandy—tore
the very heart out of his bosom. Then
he burst into the snatch of sa amorous
ditty, whilet Mrs Cramp begged him to
remember the neighbors. To this ap-
peal he made answer by singing the louder
and vowing if he were hanged he didn't
care, he couldn't die at a happier mo-
ment.  And then Mrs Cramp wondered
what nonsense was in the man's head a-
bout hanging; and finally, she and Becky
coaxed him to the door, and'lwsh-hushed’
him into the street.

‘Quite o gentleman, me'm,’said Becky
left alone with her misty who sat
silently looking wt her fingers. ‘You
didn’t see his hands, me'm; never saw
veal whiter, me'm; always tell atrue gen-
tleman by his hands, me’'m, Can't bea
London gentleman, me'm,—has a coun-
try look, Ia!ihats the place, me'm, for
my money. I could live among pigs
me'm; and then for  poulry, for
breeding gosling, me’'m—I may say with-
cut presumption, me'm, I was born for it,

(oIr)

me’m,’

Becky's avowal of Ler
cadian life convineed me that the par-
lour-door was not without a key-hole,

‘Lawks!" eried Becky, getting no an-
swer from  lher the
I'n.-nthr:r; I couldn’t take it for
gaid Mrs Cramp, and

love for nn Ar-

mistress—"liere's

‘Never mind,’
slm tovk me from the mantle-picce;
er mind; we'll tallk about dyeing it anoth-

‘nev-

er time.,’
“Well, it would have been a pity and
you won't be in

a shame, me'm; besides,

nasty black a year—I'm sure you can't,
me'm,’

I've such a headache, sighed
Mrs Cramp, “U'll go to bed.’ ;\lld the |
widow earrying me with her, and sigh-
crept slowly up stairs

RDL]\\

ing very heavily,
to her bed-room, followed by her maid.—
Laying me earefully aside, slie sank into
Taking out her pocket-hand-
she sat mutely squgezing it be-

a chair,
kerchief
tween herpnlms, and then she slightly |
broshed the lawn and
then her lips moved, as with some dulur-
gus soliloquy. At length the widow cried
“I'his @8 loesome, Becky.'

across lier eres

‘Might as well be buried alive, me’m,
[ couldn’t sleep here alone, me'm, for the
world, me’'m. And, there's that
picture of master, me'm,'—and Becky

then,

glanced at a daub portrait of the late

" | card-maker hianging over the chimney-
piece,—il's shamefully like him, me’m

isn't it?’

‘Dun't talk so, Beeky, you don't know
how you distress me.

Shall T turn him to the wall,
and Becky, with the word, had mounted
a chair to give a turn to the cardmaker,
said the widow;

me'm?’

‘I3y no means,’ ‘what

— |*harm can the poor man's picture do me?'

' don't know, me'm; but, if I was you
I should think he was always looking at
me, me'm; and, then, there's that big sil.
ver watch of his at the head of the Led.
Well, how yon can sleep with that, me'm
Iean'ttell. T should think it was his

sperrit, tick, ticking away all unight, and
I shouldn't wink for him.’

‘Silly ereature!” said Mrs Cramp, with
a very faint smile.

‘Why do you wind it up, me'm?'
cried Becky,

wis offended at the rothless sacrifice of

‘Habit,, Becky; I always did when the
poor man was alive. DBut it is loud to-
oight, and my head is, I think, going to
pieces. Put the watch under the mat-
ress, Becky.’

“Yes, me'm,” and in a trice the card-
maker’s chronometer was cramed away.
‘Shall T turn the picture,too,me’'m?’ cried
Becky,

‘T'm afraid you should touch it; ’tis in
such n wretched state, so worm-eaten,
and I don’t know what—remind me that
[ send it away to-morrow to be revived.
And Becky, as [ see, foolish girl! yon
are a litde frightened, you shall sleep witl
me to-might,’

And mistress and maid slept. The
widow, for she told her vision when she
awoke, dreampt that she was carried to
the Lund's-End through the air, draw
a team ol pouter pigeons; whilst Beeky,
who was also favored with a vision,

dozen of goose-eggs, with twin zozlins in
levery one of them.
Days passed on and every day gave

[new bri ghtness to the widow,

g
with lighter step, and would lie and gig-
gle in bed, Becky gigling in concert with
hier mistress.  One morning,

ohiserved to her confidentinl friend,

the widow

black, Beceky, is sad hypoerisy.’

it but

me'm, we can't be respectable without|

it,’ .
*And then penple stare so, if they see

153

—'To be sure, me'm,

one in weeds with a gentleman, especialy
il one smiles, or—"

‘A wicked world, me'm; think people
ought to have their sperrits in mourning
I should like to |

i it

ns well as their hacks,

know what mourning was made
]

for,
wasn't to earry it all oft

11 net go out in black to-morrow,’
said the widow alter a puuse.’ I

‘Well, me'm T honors you for the res-
olution,' eried Becky,

‘At the same time the neighbors need-
n't know it," obsorved Mrs Cramp.

‘Why should they, me'n? Ah, them
neighbors!  They're the cuss of one’s
life, me’'m. How happy all the world
might be, me'm, ifall the world hadn't
neighbors, me'm,’

‘I can wrap a cloak about me,
sneak into a coach, Becky,’
Cramp.

‘And not a mouse be the wiser,” said
her maid,

and

said Mrs

The morrow came: the widow flung a-
Iside herblack, und bhurst into colors,—
[ More; as an
’mula me. I was placed in her head; and
| was delighted to find, as she looked and
{looked inthe glass, that}she fully appre-
cinted the value of my presence. ‘A beau-
tiful feather, isn't it, Becky?'

excelling bit beauty, she

Tltell you the world's truth, me'm,’
cried Becky, putting together her extend-
ed palms, and flinging them from her
she spoke—'1"ve seen the queen, me'm,

0s
and she isn'tfit to see you to bed, me'm!’
Thug ivreverently did Becky speak of her
unointed majesty, Queen Charlotte, of
rappee memory,

coach was called.—

It was evening; a
Mrs Cramp, us cautiously as 1 midnight
|eat would cross a gutler, put her foot in-
to the street, and for an instant looked
harriedly about her; the next moment she
|was in the coach, The
[rapid, yev I thought [ saw two or three

action was so
figures on the opposite side of the way,
watching the progress of innocent Mrs
Cramp.

. m—r
cried the highwayman, jumping nimhly
out of the conch, and immediately disap-
pearing amidst a crowd of constables,
Fdward, Bdward !
oW,

exclnimed the wid-

‘He’s in & bit oftrouble, mum,'said one
of the officers,

‘Trouble!” eried the widow, and with
the word she stood on the pzvement.

‘Highway robbery, mum,’ said the
same functionary,

‘A robber!" exelaimed the woman,
fainting in the arms of the constable, who
carried her into the office.

‘It ean't be his wife, Tim,' said a man,
as hie brought water to restore the sufler-
er,

‘Oneof 'em, perhaps,’ was the answer.

In a few minutes the poor soul beecame

de-| a known highwayman—that a
clared that she had hatched a couple of was in Newgate upon his account—a

She sang | that to him!
louder, lnughed louder, trod her chamber | and Inugh at ‘em afterwards,

“This | the scandal,

the n, she hegged,

| ofticers, subdued by an

[ passage,

conscious of all about her, Slie was told
that Clickly Abram—her Edward—was

poor girl

girl sacrificed to his safety. A watch he
had stolon upon the highway from a sai-
lor lind been [ound in her bed; what was
He'd hang wwenty women,

Such were the acts, such the charae-
fer, in brief, of the prisoner.  The widow
of course, woulld not _believe word of

Shie

his

inzisted upon secing
le Edwardy and, careless of all beside,
entreated, that the oflicers
into The

whicl

would conduct her the oflice,
influence
the widow had in her pocket, granted her
request,  She rushied forward to seek her
Fidward. I fell
licr head, and for some minutes lay in the
And then, a coarse-
fooking man took me up, and twirling me
ol

approbation of my beauty, put me under

In her agitation, from

rongh,

over and over; and  grunung o sort
liis wuistenat,
CHAPTER XXII.
1AM TAKEN TO NEWGAYE.—THE
AND 1S WIPE,

TURNKEY

I soon discovered that my new owner
was atenant ol Newgate. Officinl busi-
ness of ssme kind had, for a time,
him from his home to the police-uffice,

drawn
1
cannot ¢lenrly tell the purpose of his cr-
rand; but 1 believe it was to speik to new
evidence which had eome outagninst some
thief committed fur teinl; and that duty
fulfilled, my possessor hid nonght to do
but straightwiy seek his home in the Ol
Bailey. Nevertheless, abont
the office, whiling away the pleasant min-
ates in sesstonal discourse, with old ace-
‘Hanging must be the end

he lingered

funintances,
of this?' said he to an emissary of justice,—
‘Click enn't get off' this time?’

‘Lord love you, no, Mister  Traply,' was
the answer.  ‘Ile may get measured for
his coflin the first minute he ling to spare.’

‘He's a fine fellow, and won't disgrace
Tyburn,’ my ‘Hal—
Tom—it's a pity for the time folks have to
liv

snid new aster,
e, that they can't 'seriminate as to what
belongs 1o 'em, and what don't.’

‘1 it"s all right and oroper to

say 50: hut if they did, what wouldl become

know

of us?’
Well, all

and with this worn

“I'hat's true, too. takes
sorts to make a world;’
alnge, my new possessor prepared himsell
to depart, when Clickly Abram was brought
mto the hall, in the eustody of a eouple of
alficers, pour Mrs Cramp, with streaming
eyes and ashy face, following him; and de-
between that
should never tear him from her)
“Pell you what it is, mum,’ said Trap-
Iy, gently taking the woman aside,

elaring, her sobg, ‘they

T'm

on, At length it
51:1;}pml at the corner of a street.
right," gaid a voice to the coachman, and |

Nunlt&dllh‘]_} the door was opened, .l:ul

The coach drove

J‘\ll "l

My angel! he eried, *
let me take you up!'

‘T'lie neiglbors, Edward—the neigh-
bors,' said the widow,

“T'he fellow knows where to drive to?'
asked the highwayman.

‘I've told him—he can't mistake,’
Mrs Cramp, The conch rolled on.

*This surely ean’t be the way,” evied
the thief,

‘He can't be wrong—I was so particu-
lar, Edward," replicd the widow. ‘I hope
we shall be in time for the beginning.'

‘Oh, I see; all right,’ said Abram,
gladeing through the window,
moment the conch stopt.  “I'his isn't Deu-
ry Lane,’ cried the highwayman.

saud

self at the conch door, ond whom 1 in-
stantly recognized as Hardmouth, the
police-oflicer—'No, but it's Bow-street.’

and grasping the widow's hand, andlook-
‘Did you do this?'
‘What, what?' eried the widow,

‘Nothing, nothing, my dear,

innocence, ‘Never mind,

‘Edward" was seated beside Mes Cramp. | \
why wouldn't you|y,

At this l

*No,' said a man, who presented him—l

g like n demon in her face, he nsked—| ‘Al right, Newgate

bram, assured by the woman’s look of|
‘twill all be!ly, who had seated himsell beside Abram.
right. Hardmouth, take care of the lady,’ | ‘A bagatelle," answered the theif.

lurnl.ii in Newgate; and il you like to
¢ome there, you may be as happy as the
day 1z long with him,'

Ileaven bless you!' cried the widow,

|
-]
or did the excess of her grattitude m-ni~|
| her forgetful of the surer means of touch- l
[ing Mr Traply’s sympathy.

‘I gan have a couch? snid the highway- |
man, looking about himwith regal dignity, |
“I'o pe sure you can, captain,’ cl:cdI
Traply, ‘and more than that, I’ll ride with
yau.'
The conch was speedilv procured, and |
Mr Abram as quickly invited to enter it

‘We shall be happy ‘yel,’ cried Mrs
| G r.mip throwing herself into the highway-
| mn ‘l arms.
| “We certainly shall cried the widow a
[second time, again and again embrac-
ling the highwayman.

‘As turtles, my darling,
and then, in a lower voice,

the money.'

soid Abram; |
‘don't

forget

[
Mrs Ceamp answered hysterically ‘She
and then agnin embracing

waoiild die first;?

him, fainting in the arms of an officer.
¢! cried a linkman !
| witha laugh, haviag just picked up a shil-

|

ling thrown to him by the culprit, as lh('|

aaid A.|coach was about to drive away,

‘It's not so bad, 1 hope, sir? said Trap-

I spoke of the hel

| reason 1o her, she =iid

‘1 thought so," eried the turnkey; ‘and
that's not capitnl.’

Rupidly the moments passed and we
stopped at Newgate, 1 shull never forget
that dead halt. Ere the prison door was
opened it seemed to me n pause belween
life and death—and then what n terrille
transition!  Now, and the man, albeit a
prisoner, had out-door hife about him; saw
the worldly working of men; sow free [i-
ces; beheld the passers-by earrying on the
business of life;
homes; some, as perhaps the prisoner fush-

same were going lo their

1ohed to himself; going to merry meclings,
And yet lm—lw——-ws as unthought of

unacknowledged, as though he had never
been. Siill he felt himself a part of it
he saw its people, and he was of them; an-
oiher instant—the prisun door had elosed
npon him, and the outward world was to

o= A AN el s N

Is he taken?—~Whenever T go out of
Newgate;, Tdon't go for nothing; I think
[ always bring my bivd home with me.—
Yes, we have him., ‘It's a comfurt to
think we have lim eleeping as swect as
any babby under (he same roof with us,’
The capture of the highwagman was plain-
Iy too high un achievement for Traply
not to put in some claim to it, ‘He's
sure to be hanged,’ said the turnkey,
yawning,

“You don't eay sof' eried the turnkey's
wife, slightly yawning too. ‘Well, for
my part, Mike—afler all, you're not so
§|bad—that is a pretty feather you've
bought me—~lor my part, T don't think—
no, I wouldn't hang nobody,’

“You wotldn't hang nobody!—You're
n fool, wile, and don't know what morals
is," evied "T'raply,

him n dream!  Between this and that side
of a prison threshold, may there not bel
erayv hiairs?

My possessor, Mr Traply, was a privil-
eged man in Newguie; and, therelore, as
others might say he was permitted to have |

his greatest comfort about him, Mrs 'l'mp-

[ Mrs Traply,
[ death to adornment.

“Well, and now you've brought me
that feather, whut's the wesaof it} asked
with o quick jump [rom
'I'eathers is of no
use in Newgate, Mike.®

“You don't think I'm alwnys a-going to
bury myself as a turnley, do you?' askod

ly, was permitied—il she could—to turna | I' ’I']"'

I fear,
however, thiit the opportunity was ranl}|
improve |I by the good woman, whose first
principle was to tench her husband the vir-

gaul to Paradise by her presence,

tue of hamility, by consiantly showing to
her mate how very mueh she was aboye him.
It was late when [ arvived nt Newgnte—
very late.  Mr'Lraply, doubtless o cheat
the misanthropy of prison life, had human-
ized limsellwith an extra allownnee of |i-
Thnt |
means applauded by the partoer of lis fate,
‘Ilere you are again, Mr|
Traply,’ eried the wife [rom Letween the

quor. good intention was by no|

like o Dheast
]

hed-elothes, as the turnkey entered his den |
‘Welll il my father the law-
yer, had ever thouglt |

of n bedronm,
shivuld come to
this!!

"Where could he think you would come
to, when he brought you up, Mrs Trap-|
ly,—eli? Where, ma'am, but to Newgate?'
asked the bacehunal and brutal husband.

*You're avillain}' cried Mrs Traply,
said the
‘Nevertheless, my pet lamb, look

T'hat's my affuir, Charlotte,’
turnkey.
here.”

‘Don't Lamb me! 1!

I wish any dear

father was ouly here. e

|
More shame for you; if he was, he'd be|
hanged, you know, for coming hack ﬂfurt'l
his time. Now, look here, Charlone,’
I won't lovk at nothing,’
Teaply, and then added, *What is it?"
Me "Truply approached the bed-side, and
with a candle in one hand, and me in the

other, presenied mysell to the sparkling |

eried Mrs

eyes of his placable wife, |
‘What a beautilul feather, Mike! Where
did you get u?" cried Mrs Traply.

f
|

‘Get it? I'm always a buying something
for you,' said the turukey.

‘de a dear! But what's feathers in
Newgate? sighed the wife,

‘Well, well, we shan’t always be lere,
Charlotte.  What's the news? Any thing|i
happened since T went oul?' —

Mrs Treaply taking me in her hand, and|
carefully

whilst her hushand prepared  Limsell for |
1

examining me by the eandle,
hed, began in a changed volce, 1 narrate
ab-

sence. For once, I felt [had been a pence

the events passing in her liusband's

maker between man and wile; for the lae

]
Lin
|
|

| gloom of that great,

tabiout 1t.

‘] should think not,'
Smr e, now, the governor should die

said his spouse,.—

‘And what then ?’ asked Traply.

"Why, you night get his place. 1 say
yon might get bis place.  For you ean’t
think what eivil things Alderman Ruby

suys of you. Then, il you wns governor,
[ suppose I should dress a litle different
to what I do now?'

“Welli" eried Truply, in a hall-snore.

‘And liwu. [ suppose, we should see
and be seent

‘Well?' aaid the turnkey, in a fainter
voico.

*And then, I suppose,we should go and
dine with the lord mayor?’

Tumph!" grunted Traply.

‘And, I suppose, if we was to ask him,
the lonl mayor wonld come und dine with
13!

The turnkey was aslecp.

1 say, Mike," and Mrs Traply plied
her elbow in lier husband's side—'1 say,
suppose the lord Mayor—Mike!—you
don't hear what 1 say?—1I eay suppose—"

Traply snored deeply—most profound-

ly.
Mrs Teaply having fllen into a wak-
ing dream of ambition would not dismiss
[it.  She, therelure, again moved her
connubinl elbow:—‘1 say, Traply-—my
dear Traply!—I say, suppose—'

“The turnkey jumped up in the bed,
exclaiming, with most savage emphngis—

‘Mrs Traply, 1 have to go to Tyburn to-

| morrow morning; and guppose you go to

sleep, that you may get up time coough
to mend them holes in my stockings?'

CIHAPTER XXIIL

UMERT PATTY BUTLER IN NEWGATE,—TIR
TURNKEY'S WIrE PLEADS §dr CURL-
WELL,

At the time—the good old time—I was
Newgale, there was o finer spirvit of
cordiality between the Lccqu and the
lkept than nt the present day, lessens the
yet necessary, evil.
The departing spirit of romanee lingered
Fine ludies thronged the lobby
to roll their hiquid eyes upon the gentle

highwayman; and househreakers, though

barved from liberty, were still 1reated

complaining, shvewish Mrs Traply spoke | like persons of distinction, indulgence be-

maceents o connnbial sweetness; * That

. |
gentleman has been liere agoin. ‘

What, Mr Curlweli??
“Well)!

cried Traply.— |
[with a frank ecourtesy dueto their largo

ing ever vendible for ready money. In

those days, Bacehus and Venus were de-
nied by the grim tuenkey: but received

‘It seems, as they say in Books, quite @ 1l||s|l'1f-n(:|- on the lives of mortals.  Hence,

passion witlithe man,  But he says he' |I

[ give anything il we can ouly tell him how

to get the girl ofl!

‘And what says Paty?'
key, by this time in bed.

At the word I weembled; for 1 knew they
pless, innocent creature,
then wiils shame and misery upon lier, a
captive in Newgate,

'She says she doesn’t want him to med-
dle or make with the lusiness,’
the turnkey's wife,

“What,

angwered

then, she doesn't buckle to him

| yet? asked Leaply.

‘She quite shivers and turns white when
Aud for all T had her
up here totea to-night, and tried to 1alk
she'd rather die

you talk of him.

than she'd have him.’

“Well, then, she must die," said Traply. |

‘Lin, Mike!' eried the woman, ‘you
don't mean it?’

“I'liat is, you see, we must make ler
believe that Mr Curlwell can get evi-
| dence enough abont her—right or w reng,

Instantaneously the highwayman turned the thief, she was at length separated from | 'no malter—to hang her, i she won't have
| him.'

‘Well, doyou Mike, I think
she'd die first,” snid Mrs Traply.

“You're a fool, wife,' answercd the
turnkey, ‘and know nothing of natur’,—
All that we have to do is to keep from
her the news that Click Abram's taken.'

“And iz he taken?’ asked Mrs. Traply.

Know,

asked the turn-!how

Newgale was not the stony terror of our
but

[tine. Clortes, it was not so clenn

l:hu;, in all the real enpoyments of lile,

more comfortable!l—
| Sonp is bat a poor eommodity, exchangad
that agreeable license
tsufiens captivity,  Troe, there was then
lthe gaol-fever, that somelimes lessened
the feos of the hangman; bul then thero
was perinitted ingress to all black-bottles,
with no inbuisitorinl nose ol a turnkey,
snuffing their contents, Eveu then
mance gilded the prison flags, and cast a
bloom, alusture on the footpad and the
burglnr! Then were there popping of
corks and rustling of luteswring! And
now is Newgate a hard, dull, dumpish re-
ality; dull as a' play-honse.  As if too in
[mockery of the glad past, the gyves of
[ Jack Sheppard hang, wobly idle, in New-
The imagination may yei
play around them: but, alas! they are
but as a sative and reproach to he poor,
wenlt ankles to the dege nerate burglar of
of our time:to theliving  felon of present

much much,

agninst whic

ro-

=uft‘ lobby,

Newgate, a8 the Elgin  Marbles to
the dwarfi that gaze ontiptoe under

them.

That Mrs Traply should board and
'bed with her husband in Newgale, was a
‘part of the indulgence vouchsafed in the
old benevolent day: turnkeys are not now
sd blessed. Hence, 1 owed my introduc-
tion to the gaol, and my carly meeting




