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THE FOUNDLING OF THE FENS.

CHAPTER 1.

HARDY HUGH, THE FENMAN.

ost people in Ingland, if they have
not geen, have heard of the Fens of
Lincolnshire : a flat, low-lying district
of damp farms and marshy pastures, always
requiring drains to be made or looked after,
abounding in ponds and pools, and intersected
by deep peat mosses and reedy swamps, where
the heron and wild duck build in summer
time, and the rivers come down from the
wolds in mighty floods when swollen by the
winter rains.

It is a dreary time in the Fen country
when, as people there say, ‘“the waters are
out ” over moor and meadow, a shallow sea,
extending in some places as far as the eye
can reach, and filling the air with a dull, grey
fog, which makes the November day still
shorter and more gloomy than usunal.
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Great floods were so frequent there that
no land remained above the surface of the
stagnant waters but one marshy isle, which
they called Wildmore. The winter floods had
often washed over it; its outer edges were
fringed with a broad belt of reeds that rustled
Fa}'ld_ waved in the winds like standing corn.
T'hick mossy grass and willows grew on the
higher ground in its centre; and there, in the
one hut to be found on Wildmore, lived a
solitary Fenman and his wife.
~ The man’s name was Hugh Hammerson—
“ Hardy Hugh ” the Fenmen called him. He
boasted of his descent from a Danish rover
who had sailed up the Ouse and plundered the
rich lands of Bedford ages before; and Hugh
was worthy of his lineage. There was not &
bolder swimmer of the winter flood, or plunger

of the summer swamps in all the Fen country.

Nobody would venture so far to help neigh-
bours on whom the waters were rising, or to
snare a flock of wild fowl ready to take wing.
His family had lived in the Fens, by all
accounts, from the time of that Danish rover.
Wildmore was their first settlement; there
one generation after another had lived and
died, disturbed only, as Hugh was accustomed
to say, by the  bailiff of Bedford level,”
otherwise the floods of the Ouse. The ruins
of their successive huts might still be traced
among the moss and willows.

The Hammersons had been pretty numerous
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once, in spite of the ague, the rheumatism,
and the marsh fever, the ordinary attendants
on life in the Fens. But the family had died
out in process of time, till Hugh was left the
last of them—a man with no children and
above sixty. Hugh’s hair was grey and his
joints considerably swollen, for rheumatic
attacks were not to be escaped in Wildmore ;
but his hardy habits, his dauntless courage,
and his knowledge of the wet wastes in which
he had been born and bred, made him still a
skilful fisher for the pike, and a fearless hunter
of the wild goose.

Mounted on his tall stilts, with nets and
snares hanging from his girdle, and sometimes
his matchlock on his shoulder, the valiant old
Fenman would plunge into morasses deep
enough to swallow a city; he knew by long
experience where the bottom was safe, when
the reeds might be trusted as a hold, the isles
where the wild fowls built, and the pools where
fish might be found. A hunter and fisherman
of the swamps, he had maintained himself and
his wife on their produce for many a year, and
followed the wild business as much from liking
as necessity ; for Hugh was accounted rich,
being the owner of some ten score geese, i
couple of cows, a small flock of Fen sheep, and
a hut which had never been swept away since
it was built in his grandfather's time.

Tt must be allowed, nevertheless, that Hardy
Hugh was not an over-good husband. Always
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from home ufter the pike and the wild-fowl,
he left the management of cows, sheep, and
geese to his solitary wife—a poor, patient,
sickly woman, whom the neighbours thought
“too genteel,” because she had been brought
up in the town of Ely, and could read; and
whom Hugh esteemed but little, because,
though a good wife and a good manager, she
had no children. The Hammerson line must
therefore die out, and the hut which no flood
had swept away go to strangers. At home
and abroad he repined over his want of heirs,
as a lord might do who had broad lands and
mansions to leave them. It afforded him an
excuse for joining the roystering companies of
Fenmen at the fairs of the horder towns and
ale-houses of the island villages, where, like
many a foolish man of later times, he drank
his reason away under pretence of forgetting
his trouble. Hugh might have had heirs by
adoption : there were poor families who could
have spared some to so rich an inheritance ;
and the floods made many a widow and orphan
in the Fens.

“But no,” said Hugh, “nobody’s child
shall wait for my house and my gatherings,
and wish for the old man’s going all the while;
since I haven't a true Hammerson to leave it
to, let the ruffs and reeves get it, for aught I
care, when the old woman and I are gone.”

Hugh was not the man to change his mind
on that or any other subject; yet Providence
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at length seemed to send him an heiress .fm'
his house and his gatherings. He was vroused
from sleep one night in a wet, stormy _u\i(ln-'e.mv-
ber, some two hours before the break o.t thb_\-i
by Jack Mossman, his nearest neighbour tlll.lf
trusty comrade, who waded across a wing o
the Old Level to tell him that a high tide and
a strong north-east wind were bearing up ‘t]u.*.
channel of the Ouse, and the waters were
rising on the fishing village of Reedsmere. 2
“ They have heard the roar nint.he river, zliut
got out of their beds, I hope, s;ud homjs
Jack: “if I hadn’t been watching my mallard-
net I shouldn’t have heard it so soon, but it
sounds like thunder down the Level.”
Down the Level he and Hugh went wading,
holding by the reeds and breasting the wind.
The Fenmen marched to face the flood as
soldiers march to battle ; every one knew tlmt_.
his own turn might come some day, rs1111d t.hat,.
made them helpful to each other. The rom
of the river did indeed sound like thunder, as
the gathered waters met the advancing t‘mle
and the strong north-east wind, and were
driven up in foamy mountains, which m‘ashe(l
over the banks and fell in a deluge on the
adjacent land. :
The people of Reedsmcre had fortunately
heard it in time to escape with their geese
and cattle to the higher ground, but the flood
was over the village roofs before Hugh and
his companion came in sight; and the winter
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moon breaking through a mass of stormy
clouds showed them that the tide was bearing
in pieces of wreck—it might be of fishing
boats, it might be of some great ship gone to
pieces far out at sea, for the gale had been
higher in the early part of the night ; but the
wrecks were floating away up the Level with
the village huts and furniture ; nothing seemed
likely to stand but the old church, through
which many a flood had swept since it had
been built by a Norman mason in the third
King Edward’s time.

“Jack,” said Hugh, as he and his com-
paaion surveyed the desolation from the
nearest stand-point, the ridge of a Mossy
rock rising high above the swamp, ‘ Jack,
what is that, that has stuck in the east
window ?

“It's a bundle—a bale of goods, T'll
warrant—silk or linen from Holland ; our
old women would give something for the inside
of it ; but it is too far to swim for.”

“It's a queer bundle,” said Hugh, “and
moves about as if there was life in it,” as
another gleam of the moon lit up the heaving
waters, and showed him the subject of their
speculation. A loose bale of cloth it seemed,
the coverings of which were loosening away ;
and some of them had caught on the stanchions
of the church window.

“Wait for me here, Jack—I’ll see what it
is! something tells me I ought,” said the
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fearless old man. “Just keep tlmtﬁ_('.f:rll U(f
rope I have brought with me, aut’l‘ ing m
the line if the flood gets too much for meETI e
Before Jack had timu_to 1'en.lonstr:1tv,l 1(1:,_,{
had flung off his sheepskin doublet and 1; utn,_,'{'tl
into what had been the village st-l'cet-,l :ul W L}:,
now a surging river. Gallantly he St-l}lF. < 0}; s
and the moon seemed to smile upon _1111{1 ’. i:lL
shone through the rent cloud clear and, (‘_'il m,
while Hugh swam to the (‘:11111'0..]1. {\1]1_1112:&_
disengaged the floating bale, supp_mt_.e( bi ll l{he
with his one arm while he clutched lt‘ W 1‘cT1l he
other, and regained the rock in S}'tft.'t_\."._ 1_{11@1({—.}
the two Fenmen opened the bundle 3 it ¢ 1”‘ nr()]
contain webs of silk or linen .’rro_m Ho .1‘;%[ )
with which wrecked ships were wont to 8 _‘1161\\r
their coasts, but gowns of fine cloth ?1‘1".1.111{? .‘1 })
furred mantles, wrapped round, as if to . \(1;:91’
warm, and safe from j_mtlry_, a tiny infan ,1 (:-(t
young for speech or intelligence, but unhurt
and unreached by the waters. 2 g
«“ 1’1l take it home to the old woman, 1:\1‘.{} .
Hugh : “it’s not a Hammerson ; but (': ¢ 1;;
sent it, and I won't cast the child away -
never belonged to these parts, Jack 5 l.uolx at
the fine clothes it has on and about 1t; l:amnc:
great lord and his lady have been cﬂ_mu?% ]lim'l[t
in that ship which the storm has m-t..gt -eflf,
they have all gone to the bottom -l"llt-.lfb.{.-. ,
for I can see no living t}lll'lg on all t.h(—:.-lv_;L csi ul ~1 :
they are rising slill;, I'll take the child home
to my old woman.
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CHAPTER 1I.
THE SEA-SENT BABY.

YHE child was taken home accordingly, and
Grace Hammerson received it with a
kindly welcome. The lonely woman had a

mother’s heart, and could provide for its wants
by the help of her cows’ milk, Tt had been sent
to them from the sea, an infant never to be
claimed or inquired about: for who would
think of searching for anything in the Old
Level? So they made it their own, though
not a Hammerson; and when the bailiff of
Bedford was gone, when the street  of
Reedsmere was dry ground again, when
the damp was out of its church sufficiently
for clerk and parson to come back, they took
1t thither in a boat—for the Level was still
deep between—and got it baptized by the
namce of Grace Found, for the sea-sent baby
was a girl. The surname was Hugh’s idea.

“I won’t have them calling her Hammerson,
when she is not of the blood,” said he. «I
found her, nobody can deny that, and there is
nothing like truth in name and nature.”

“T'll call her after myself,” said his good
wife ; ““it will bind my heart to the child as
she grows up, and I’ll forget that she came to
me from the gea.”

The parson, a faithful minister and a
benevolent man, who, according to the report
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of the Reedsmere drowning sent up to leu’llla:
ment, ¢ brought divers Cllll,(}l't‘ll out otf Ellt‘
flooded cottages on his back, appygvg_d_ 0 ‘1:_.
name, saying it was one_oi good B]glllj-l(ialj;littl,
and might lead the child to seek and finc
1'9.0 2ariv. '
{11%(09 E(rdtlci:g Found became the name of
the little stranger. Fenmen and women
stood sponsors for her, and the Ha-m]m;:{-.
sons took her home in the boat. ) A?
they had expected, nobody ever cliu%ne‘(t
or inquired after the child, nor. was tl
known how that floating bundle mmc& 0
be caught on the old (-hurc:.hl w111.0“T£
except what the fishermen of ﬂlle c:(){.t.s)
reported, that in the dead of t-.le’ sa{m._.
night in which Reedsmere was (1.10\\‘-111?;} a
great ship, from what country or whi 1;:1
bound they could not tell, had gone 0
pieces on the North \l-Vash Sands, and every
' board perished.

E‘Ol’ll}liﬁn Iifamm]vraons had no doubt t:l_lait
their foundling’s parents were gone Wllt-l
that lost ship. The fine gowns gml 1'1‘1-?.1115 efls
wrapped about the child, the cmnbnc ‘d.}};
lace it wore, were tangible proofs E}t.l.?
having been born to rank and riches . Lguh
in her quiet and careful examination o ) fu'.
garments, Grace had discovered in 13]1.{. fur
collar of one of them a gold bodkin or pin,
with which the ladies of that age were
accustomed to fasten alike their mantles
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and their hair. The head was beautifullv
wrought in the form of an Opi?'ll]'l.]‘f ]H"Y
with sparks of topaz for the _yvljuwHf-,'e'e{'}T
within, and on the under Hi!]{’?.t-]!{“]'el \\‘1H
tj-(l)eal‘l'y engraved, though in so small a .~spac-(c:3
§ Trod . - 4
fmﬁﬁ, l\t-??liftlfilqeﬁ(;ttlt “\\;}s a _‘]li'l-lltl and a
i : 0, “Kear God and fear
“,}E_[‘c-i'-r better education and bringing up in Ely
1ch, though an isle of the Fen country had
been long a bishop’s see and a town of E’-}ﬂl;l
Importance, enabled Grace to understand t-h:_j
value of the jewel better than an ordinary Fen
woman. She judged it to be a family heif}iocun
inadvertently wrapped up with the child in
that hour of haste and peril, perhaps to be the
prooi of her high descent in after time : ‘1I111‘
she resolved that neither Hugh nor ali,fl)z) 1(
LJlutt‘D?ée m]fﬂi]iter should ever see or lleél'}ot' ;ﬁy
1at 1ts sate keeping migl ‘
I i e gi%[i\l'nap},“]ght not be endangered
| “It is a wise and honest resolution.” said
the parson, when consulted on the subject .
his first visit to Wildmore—the ,r_';oor'{'m-ii:
contrived to see most of his parishioners 01.1:'
a year at least, with the help of boats a (13
stilts—‘“it is a wise and IlOllGHt.l‘e%O]ll:lti o
that golden bodkin may be the I-ll::itl‘lﬁ}'l(()_‘n'é
wh'er(‘gmth Providence means to (;pen tjl]:;i
child’s way to a fair inheritance. It was noi
by chance it camé into that fur collar or int
your hands, good Dame Hammerson : v.;hateve?'
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fools may think, we know of One who ordereth
all things, and whose counsel shall stand. It
is a family heirloom, without doubt,” he
continued, scanning the jewel over and over
with a curious eye. Hugh being from home,
as usual, there was time for examination. “ It
must belong to some noble house, yet I know
of none in the Eastern counties with such a
crest. It has a noble motto, too: ¢ Fear God
and fear nothing.” Dame, if thou wilt bring
up the child in the knowledge and practice of
it, thou wilt leave her a better legacy than all
the wealth and lands of her lordly father.”
Grace Hammerson was one to comprehend
and follow that good counsel. In the lonely
and unregarded life she had spent on the reedy
isle of the Old Level, the solitary woman had
sought and found communion with Him who
is not far from any one of us, whether in the
crowded city or the voiceless waste, and learned
to lichten the burden of broken health and
domestic care, with the hope of that kingdom
where all tears are wiped away, and the
inhabitants shall not say, “I am sick.”
The art of reading, which her neighbours
thought so far above her station as a Fenman'’s
wife, had enabled Grace to peruse the Bible and
some few pious treatises—all she could afford
to buy out of the profits of her own spinning;
for printed paper of any sort was expensive
then. Thus she had matter of thought and
comfort in her solitude, which cheered the
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dull, grey days of the Fenland summer, and
gave her heart strength against the winter
storms.

The minister went home to help in the
rebuilding of his parsonage. They were
getting it up, like the other houses of Reeds-
mere, on the old ground, for such floods did
not happen more than once in fifty years.
Hugh went onhis accustomed way—fishing,
fowling, frequenting fairs and alehouse merry-

makings, but knowing nothing of the gold
bodkin, which Lis wife had hidden away in
the deepest corner of the chest she brought
with her from Ely, containing her dowry of
pewter and linen, and of which she alone
kept the key. :

“If that child had been a boy,” Hugh
would say to his boon companions, “ what g
hand at the net and gun I would have made
him | But there is no such luck for a man.
Howsoever, the girl will grow to be company
for the old woman when T am out bagging the
widgeons. If she behaves well and marries
to my mind, T won't say she shan’t get the
house and the gatherings, too ; but that’s a
look forward, you see.”

The child grew and prospered, in spite of
the misty air, and cold, damp climate : it is
wonderful under what adverse circumstances
young life will flourish. The baby that had
escaped the ocean storm and river flood grew
large, strong, and intelligent, among the reeds
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and swamps of the Old Level, 10;11‘110_(1 to I?n_i
Dame Hammerson as the only IIJOt-hlL’I] 1
knew, nestled in her I.n{)s('_m_'l_, clung 130. 1(11,
neck, got its first lessons in life and 111:{11111..1.(:._
from her—it could have got better now ,.““,1‘.( 5
and as the months and seasons rolled m‘\ﬁ}:
little Grace became the joy and solace of the
‘hildless woman. %
Chilﬂill('tly Hugh repeated the t.zll_:g._ iubh]l‘-,
comrades in marsh and alehouse. _]1.\-01‘} oi._}
noticed that the man was takm;_:lto t-.lf{
foundling as if it had been a Hmm_nprs:_(;n, ﬂilll
little Grace would run to meet him w len 1e
ame home, sit on his knee by the \I\JTk.l(fl.
evening fire, and rejoice in the gay ﬂo\’{elhrf.rl
feathers he brought her. Bllt'_!‘lll{__{lf\]\el‘>‘
only the friendly stranger and ers]tt’l]; 0 :fll
childhood ; his frequent absence, 1115 110;131{
ways, his want of all knowledge anc | 1 -;
except about net and gun, made 1}10 (‘10;1{1
panionship, no home-love between the ch
l. -
anilt l‘j\-]':':s not so with little Grace mu; ]._):1111.1?.
Hammerson—they were always to_;_{t-t.llg:ili
From that lonely woman the lionely I().- 1 d
learned everything she knew: it }\’{151 Jame
Hammerson that told her who mat‘lo ‘t- 191_511?:
moon, and stars, which they 3:11&- 1?0 ¢ lmﬂ-
through the frequent fogs of the elnh: o
was Dame Hammerson who tmlp;lilt 1}_91. It
first prayer she ever utterf;\d, ever ‘Elli.:el tllt.(;
peated at the good woman’s knee when th
c
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twilight fell upon them in the one cottage of
that solitary island. It was Dame Hammer-
son, too, who first told her stories out of the
Bible when they sat together by the winter
fire, and the roaring wind and rushing waters
made the child’s heart quake ; and, at length,
it was Dame Hammerson who taught her to
read in that same blessed book, and pointed
her thoughts to Him who said, * Suffer little
children to come unto Me.”

In useful work, in serious thought, and in
kindly, loving intercourse, the days and years
passed on. Dame Hammerson had found
her reward already on this side of time; the
child she trained so well and wisely had
grown to be her active and zealous assistant
in all domestic duties, many and laborious
as they were in Wildmore. She had also
grown to be her blithe and fond companion,
attached to her like a true and loving
daughter anxious to fulfil her slightest wish,
and troubled only when she was out of health
or spirits.

The solitary cottage in the Fen island had
become a pleasant place, though its master
continued his roving ways, and could seldom
be induced to go with them to Reedsmere
Church on summer Sundays. When the
waters were out, which often happened after

summer rain, there was no going without

him; for the passage had to be made in
Hugh'’s boat, except Jack Mossman, or some
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other civil neighbour, could be got to row in
his place.

“ When I am strong enough I'll row you,
mother,” Grace would say. “I am nine now,
am I not ? In nine years more I'll be eighteen,
and then I am sure I'll be able to row.”

But Grace did not observe, what the poor
woman she called her mother saw plain
enough, that long before she reached eighteen
the last of the Hammersons’ wives must be
laid - in Reedsmere Churchyard. Hugh’s
partner had never been strong; the life she
led in Wildmore had been a hard and un-
cheered one till those latter days; and now,
when the foundling child had been reared to
know and love her, to share in the faith and
hope which had guided and lighted up her
weary pilgrimage, Grace Hammerson felt that
the time of her departure was come. There
were two great causes of sorrow which
weighed upon her spirit and mingled with her
prayers—one was that she should leave her
husband still worldly-minded and careless;
and the other, that she shouald leave the
child so young and so unfriended.

“Take no trouble for these things,” said
the minister, who visited that cottage oftener
than any in the parish, “ take no trouble for
these things; leave them with the Lord—He
will find friends and guardians for the child
which His own hand sent to you, or even He
will be both Himself; you have done your
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part, trast Him and be thankful. As for your
husband, I doubt not that your prayers have
been heard for him also, and shall be answered
in the Lord’s good time and way. He willeth
not the death of the sinner, but would have
all men turn from their sins, and, with simple,
earnest faith, believe on the Lord Jesus Christ
for salvation. As far as human help and care
can avail, I promise that the child shall never
want a gunardian, or the man a friend, while
I live; but chiefly entrust him to the Friend
who liveth always.”

“ Tt is true,” said Dame Hammerson, 1
have been weak in faith concerning them;
but henceforth I will leave them to the care
of the Good Shepherd, knowing that He is
able to keep the one in His fold, and bring the
other into 1t.”

While they were yet speaking, little Grace
came home with the great flock of geese
which it was now her duty to gather in at
the fall of day. She saw the kindly smile on
the good woman’s face as she entered, she
noticed that the minister’s leave-taking was
more friendly and serious than usual ; but
she knew not what had passed, cr dreamt
of what was so soon to come.

=

CHAPTER III
THE GOLDEN DODKIN.

@?’um conversation between Dame Ham-
@% merson and the good minister took

place about the beginning of antumn
—a season pecnliarly trying in the Fen
country, from the heavy fogs it brought,
and the unhealthy vapours rising from
decaying plants and stagnating waters.
The ecough with which Dame Hammer-
gson had been troubled all the preceding
summer increased with the dim and shorten-
ing days. Sleep forsook her pillow at night ;
her strength failed so far that she could not
go about her domestic affairs as formerly.
Her hour of getting up grew later every day ;
her cheek grew thin and hollow; her voice
faint and low, and at length she told Grace
that she must soon die and leave her. It
was a sore sorrow for the child to think of
parting with the only friend or relative she
had ever known, the one who loved her best,
her only teacher, her only companion, with
whom her young life had passed so happily
in that wild island of the Fens. At first she
could not believe that it was true.

Poor Dame Hammerson’s complaint being
what is called decline or consumption, often
deceived the child, for in that disease people
often seem to recover, when it is but for the
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time ; and the good woman spoke so gladly
and hopefully of her departure, so much
like one who was only going before her
to a better country, where they should soon
meet again, that though Grace felt ready to
break her heart when she looked on the kindly
but wasted face, and thought of it being
covered by the churchyard sod, the parting
did not seem final ; her mother was going
away from her, but not for ever.

The child had a brave spirit, too, and would
not disturb or sadden the sick woman with
her grieving. Grace wept in corners and
out of doors far more than her mother knew ;
but when Dame Hammerson’s cough and
weakness would allow, their talk was pleasant,
though serious; and the care and kindness
which the woman had shown to her help-
less infancy was returned by the gentle, active
little girl in those days of last sickness.
Grace was almost the only help and comfort
Dame Hammerson had. The Fen women
were far off, had families of their own, and
were but rough and careless friends at the
best.

- Hardy Hugh was by nature rugged and
impatient : he could rescue a family from the
rising flood, or pilot a boat in the storm;
but for gentle and homely offices the man
had neither hand nor heart. He cared little
for his wife; he had seen her so long in bad
health that her sickness did not alarm him ;
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and as the old woman had company now, he
stayed from home longer than usual.

They were all by themselves in that dull,
weary autumn ; the Fen sky never seemed so
heavy to Grace before ; but the girl had much
to do, nursing her poor mother, managing
the household affairs, looking after the live
stock out of doors, and always hurrying back
from every duty to sit by the low bedside,
read the Bible to poor Dame Hammerson,
listen to her talk (it was still kindly and
pious), or do some needful needlework while
she slept. The work was often wet with her
tears, for the sick woman was manifestly
wearing to her end.

The dame knew it herself, and one day,
when there was a slight return of strength,
and Grace had sat down by her bed as usual,
she laid her hand ou the girl’s brown curly
head and told her the long-kept secret—how
Hugh had found her in a bundle caught on
the church window, and floating in the flood
that drowned the village of Reedsmere nearly
ten years before ; what the fishermen had told
them of the wrecked ship, and how she found
the gold bodkin among the clothes wrapped
about her. She sent Grace to find that
bodkin in the deepest corner of the chest,
where it still remained safely hidden ; clothes
had been made for the growing child out of
the fine cloth gowns and fur mantles. Hardy
Hugh had lined his winter jackets with some
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of them. Grace remembered to have seen
and marvelled at the remnants in earlier days,
and guessed that she was not the Hammer-
sons’ chlld for people called her Grace Found.
But U‘t)asjll was thinly spread, and could not
be easily gathered in the Fens; so Grace had
never heard the tale of her own coming to
Wildmore till Dame Hammerson told her in
those dying days, and warned her to keep the
bodkin strictly and seecretly, lest its value
might tempt somebody to rob her of it, or
even Hugh to sell it in some of the fairs.
‘““ Never part with it if you can help it,
Grace,” she said, pointing out the crest fm:l
motto, 1t belongs to the family from which

you are descended; it may be the means of

your finding friends and relatives of wealth
and rank far higher than ours; and if it is
not in the ordering of Providence that you
should come to be owned by such, keep it as
a memorial of your wonderful preservation
from the drowning waters, and let the motto
inseribed on it be the guide of your life—* Fear
God and fear nothing.””

Grace promised faithfully to follow those
wise counsels, never to part with the bodkin,
and always l\eep it hidden, that nobody n]wll’r
steal or covet it on account of the price so
much gold would bring. That was their last
conversation of any length.

Hardy Hngh came home the same evening
after a iortmghtb absence. He s;eomoul
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shocked to see what a change the time had
mmlf- on his wife ; and while the man’s heart

ras softened, she talked long and earnestly to
lum about lwmﬂ kind to Grace when she was
gone, staying more at home, and trying to
come and meet her in their Father's house
above. Hugh listened with more attention and
seriousness than was his wont, promised to
mind what she said, hoped she would get
better yet, and went off next morning to
Stowbridge fair, from which he vowed he
should Luunf the best doctor that could be
found. His wife took an affectionate leave of
him, prayed God to bless him, and looked
long after him.

The days passed as other days had done,
only Dame Hammerson grew weaker and Hw
weather grew worse, tor the winter of the Fen
country was coming on with heavy rain and
cold east wind, and noboﬂv thought of coming
over the swamps to see how Uzmoq went on
in Wildmore. One night Grace tl 1ourrht her
mother looked so white and ghastly that she
could not lie down in her little bed, but sat on
the ground beside hers, leaning her head upon
it, listening to the low breathing of the poor
patient sufferer, and almost praying that Hugh
would come back. The rain was beating hard
against door and window; it was some time
about the hour when she had been found
floating in Reedsmere flood.

The nwht was drawing near the day, and
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Grace was tired with work and watching, so
in spite of fear and sorrow the weary child
dropped to sleep. But in that sleep she felt
a hand laid kindly on her curly head, and a
low voice saying, ¢ Farewell, my child; the
Lord to whom I go be with you!”

She started up, clasped the thin hand, and
looked into her mother’s face : the eyes looked
kindly on her for a moment: there were love
and joy and blessing in them, then they closed
for ever on this troubled and transitory life,
and with a long sigh the liberated soul departed
to its everlasting rest.

Oh the grief and terror of the poor desolate
child, left alone with the dead in that wintry
night, and wild, solitary island. Long as she
had watched and wept by that sick bed, Grace
felt as if every hope and hold had gone from
her heart with the departed spirit. She wept
long and wildly as the outer storm, till better
wiser thoughts came. She remembered the
gentle admonition so often given her not to
sorrow as one without hope; she prayed for
strength to bear her lonely lot, and for grace
to live and die as her mother had done.

Grace was kneeling still beside the dead
when daylight broke, and Hardy Hugh came
back from Stowbridge fair. He had travelled
all night through the storm, as if haunted by
some fear of what was happening at home;
and when his first look fell on his wife’s face,
now composed in the everlasting calm of
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death, he stood for a minute or two like one
heartstricken, and then said slowly, “ She was
a good wife, better than I deserved ; and she
has gone to heaven, if ever woman went.”

These were the only signs of sorrow or
remembrance given by Hardy Hugh. Hence-
forth he went about what was necessary to be
done for the funeral in a silent, sullen manner,
asking no questions, entering into no details,
and taking no more notice of Grace than to
tell everybody that she had been a good girl
to her that was gone.

As soon as the weather would let them, the
neighbours whom Hugh summoned came and
did the necessary offices for the dead. Some
of them wanted to take Grace home to their
own cottages, but Hugh weuldn't hear of it.

¢«T am the best-off man in the Old Level,”
he said : «“Grace will stay and keep house for
me ; she has been well trained to it, and she
is used to Wildmore.”

The last remarks were particularly true:
desolate as the home was now, Grace was
accustomed to be there, and her life with
Dame Hammerson unfitted the child for living
among the rough Fen people. Hugh let her
go in the boat which took the coffin and few
attendant mourners to Reedsmere Churchyard,
for the waters were out in all the Level. There
she heard the funeral service read by the
clerk, for the minister was ill of rheumatic
fever, saw the green mossy turf laid over her
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last earthly friend, and returned with a desolate
heart to Wildmore.

[t was lonely there in the long winter
evenings, with everything reminding her of
the one lost companion and mother. Hugh
took to staying at home for some time, as if in
compliance with his wife’s last wishes. Hard
and unmoved as he appeared at first, Grace
knew that bitter regret, or rather remorse, was
in his mind. He had gathered everything
belonging to the dead woman, locked them
away in the chest, and gave her the key,
saying, “ That’s yours, child; you have a
right to the bits of things under it: she was
your mother, in a manuer, and you haven't
been a bad daughter. If you hold on the
same way, you'll get all when I go.”

Then he sat down beside the fire to make
and mend his nets, and would work for hours
without a word ; but his face began to work
more than his hands at last, and Grace was
not sorry when one day he rose up, as if in a
passion, flung his nets into the farthest corner,
seized his gun, and went off after a flock of
wild geese. Hardy Hugh had only frightened
her when he sat there silent and sullen. She
got used to the solitude—used to think of her
mother as gone to the better country, where she
also should go, and went about the business
of the cottage, sometimes sad and sighing,
and sometimes taking comfort from her
mother’s Bible and her mother’s last words.
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As for Hugh, though he came often to see
how the girl was getting on, he never stayed
any length of time. Night and day Grace
was left alone in the reedy island with COWS,
sheep, and geese. Indeed, his neighbours
remarked that after his wife’'s death Hugh
was not so steady even in his fishing and
fowling operations. He frequented the fairs
and the alehouse far more than he had
previously done; got into brawls and quarrels:
got mixed up with outlaws and robber
gangs, with which the Fen counfry was
infested—in short, Hugh became barbarously
dissipated, and was losing caste and character
among the best of the Fenmen.

As the spring advanced, best and worst in
the Great Level got more to think and talk of
than Hardy Hugh’s misdoings. Through all
the border towns and island villages there
went a strange report that the Fens were
about to be drained and turned into dry land ;
that the swamps where reeds had grown and
cormorants built for ages were to become
hay-growing meadows; that the lakes where
nets had been cast and oars plied for centuries
were to be converted into corn-fields and
orchards—and all this was to be effected by
outlandish men whom the king was bringing
over from Holland. People brought home
that ramour from fairs and markets, talked
of it by their cottage fires, and where men
chanced to meet in their fowling and fishing
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quarters ; and it was no more strange than
true. : S
The rest of England had been advancing 1n
arts, commerce, and in general cultivation
ever since it became a Pmtes’gﬂnt country ;
the great awakening of the li.e?()'i‘lllatloll'WQ;H
felt in temporal as well as spiritual things.
The Fens were advancing also in extent and
desolation ; the inroads of the sea zmd_the
overflowing of rivers in late years had drowned
farms and villages, and made stagnant swamps
of land where the like had never been l‘mow:_]
before ; till King Charles I. vowed that for the
honour of his kingdom so large a territory
should be no longer left to the wild fowls and
the waters, and if no one else would make the
attempt he should undertake the draining of
the Great Level himself. :
Some people say that was the best thing
King Charles ever thought of doing; but
strange as it may sound in England, now that
so many famous engineers have risen mnon,r_{
her people to construct the 1'a.1hvays_ anc
ramparts of the world, it is nevertheless tx ue
that when King Charles endeavoured to fulfil
his royal word, and several noblemen of the
Eastern counties came forward to help his
majesty in the great project of draining t-'l}e
Fens, there was not a man to be found ‘oi skill
sufficient to cope with the tides of the German
Ocean and the floods of the upland rivers,
except a Dutch engineer, named Cornelius
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Vermuyden, long seftled in England, and
knighted l]} James L., King Charles’s father,
for Jldllllll“ the royal park of Windsor and
the swamps of Hatfield Chase. His native
'F[olhncl lay right opposite the Great Fen

Level of Lnumnd From the tides of the same
German Ocean and the overflowings of far
mightier rivers, its provinces had been won.
‘Hv dyke and bllll({‘ by dam and canal, the
Dutch had gained and kept their bOllﬂfH.
They were notable for that sort of engineering
beyond all other nations at the time ; therefore
none but a Dutchman could be found to
undertake the draining of the English Fens,
and none but Duteh foremen and labourers
could be of any use in the work. _

Accordingly, Sir Cornelius, having obtained
the king’s commission, and got men of capital
and courage in Holland and England to join
in the adventure—which, indeed, was neither
small nor cheap—set himself and his people
to work first of all on the Old Level, which
for engineering reasons he thought it best to
begin \\]t]l and as it was the centre and
worst part of the Fens, King Charles proposed
to signalize his royal undertaking and keep it
in men’s memories by building a town on the
soil as soon as it was buﬂlmently drained,
and calling it Charleville, in honour of his
name.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE FIGHT IN THE MARSHLS.

?éﬁITl‘LE Grace had heard the wonderful
news from Hardy Hugh in his flying
visits to the c.ot’m{_{c, from the few

neighbours whom she met on her long
watery way to church, and from the parish
minister, who kept his promise as soon
as he was able, and came to see how
things went with her in Wildmore. The girl
missed her mother still, but she had grown
accustomed to the utter solitude, and had
work enough to keep her from over-fretting ;
but the place was dreary even in the spring
time.

The minister had told her that it would
be a great and a good thing for the land if the
Dutchman could perform his undertaking ;
that yellow corn would wave in the place of
the long green reeds, and broad meadows
spread out instead of swamp and mere. She
had never seen anything within her recol-
lection but the waters and the marshes :
Dame Hammerson had told her of the
orchards and corn-fields, the dry highways
and comfortable farmsteads which she had
seen far away in Cambridgeshire.

The Fen country was about to be changed
into scenes like these; and Grace thought
a new life had dawned on her one morning

b}
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when she heard voices coming over the
neighbouring swamps, and saw men with
tools she had never seen the like of before
falling to work by companies wherever there
was standing room. There were some that
surveyed and measured, and numbers that dug
and delved. They came close on the island
of Wildmore, then up among the reeds, and
almost to the cottage door. They spoke a
foreign langnage, they wore strange clothes ;
but Grace was not afraid of them—they had
honest, quiet faces, and seemed to mind
nothmﬂf but their business.

TIII:‘IE was one of them who looked like the
master, though no better clad than the rest,
and quite as ready to plunge through mud
and mire ; he did 110Lhm;_,r but measure ground
and give commands; and as Grace was
peeping at the wonderful work through the
half-open door, he came up and said in good

English, “W llat are you doing here, my g_{nl ?
Is there no body in this place but you?

“ Nobody, sir,” said Grace; “1I keep the
house, and look after the cows and geese that
you see grazing yonder among the rushes.”

“To whom do the house and they belong ?”’
said the measuring man.

“To Hugh Hammer son, sir—Hardy Hugh
the nomhhnurs call him. You must have
heard of him, for he is the richest man in
these parts, and a great fowler. You can’t
think what wild geese he shoots with his
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matchlock,” said poor Grace, anxious to make
known the rank and dignity of the man in
whose home she had been brought up.

“And are you Hugh Hammerson’s
danghter?” said the stranger, smiling.

“No, sir; he found me when I was a very
little thing, and T don’t remember it, in the
great flood that drowned Reedsmere. They
christened me Grace Found on that account :
but his wife was a mother to me—the best
woman that ever was, sir; but she is dead,
and I am here all alone,” and Grace could not
keep the tears out of her eyes.

“And the man Hammerson goes out
fishing and fowling, drinking in alehouses,
and railing against honest people,” said the
measuring man ; but Grace didn't understand
that, for it was spoken in his foreign tongue
to three young men who went about measur-
ing with him. Then he added, in English,
“God help thee, child; it is a lonely place
and a wild one ; but thou hast nothing to fear
whilst T and my people are in it. I left a
little girl in Holland much about thy age and
]t}t)k‘a; she has lost her mother, too, and for
her sake I will take care that no harm comes
to thee.”

The man who spoke so kindly to Grace.
and so ill of Hugh Hammerson, was known
to all engaged in that 1111d01t{11ung: as Gots
Winterdyke, Sir Cornelius’s right-hand man
—the head and chief of one of the largest
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companies of workmen shipped over from
Holland for the draining of the Fens. Win-
terdyke was not only a skilful engineer, but
had saved a considerable sum of money
through his good services in Windsor Park
and Hatfield Chase, and he was willing to
sink it in the new adventure, in consideration
of a large grant of the reclaimed land, which
had been assigned to him by King Charles,
and would become his property as soon as it
was drained. He was a good engineer, an
industrious, economical man, honest accord-
ing to bond and bargain, civil and even kindly
to those who could or would do him no
harm.

But Winterdyke's name in a manner suited
his nature, for he was rough, hard, and
grasping where his interests were concerned ;
and those who offended or opposed him had
neither charity nor consideration to expect.
The draining of Wildmore and the adjacent
swamps was committed to him and his
company. The firm land of the island afforded
space for him and his men to pitch tents and
commence their work upon.

That very day the tents were pitched,
the fires lighted, and the work begun; there
the Dutchmen lived and laboured, sleeping
in their tents at night, cutting drains and
building embankments all the day, and
proving right good neighbours to little Grace.
Winterdyke saw that none of them trespassed
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on her geese and cottage goods ; the thought
of his own motherless girl in Holland made
the rough man kind and careful about the
Es'olitary child, and none of his men were
inclined to give any offence: they were
honest, hard-working ~Hollanders, who had
come to the strange country to win land from
the waters and the wild fowl, whereon they
might settle and bring up their families ; for
every one of them had contracted to have a
little farm out of the soil reclaimed by their
labour. Most of them had left poor but
honest households in Holland, and brought
their Bibles and good principles with them.
Grace lent them live coals to kindle their
fives with, goose oil to keep the marsh water
from rotting their shoes, and all the milk and
butter she could spare; for these matters
were left entirely to her disposal. In return
they cut peat for her, helped her to turn and
dry it, assisted in the gathering of the geese
when they strayed into dangerous places,
tanght her Dutch words, learned English
ones from her, got lights for their Dutch
pipes, and showed her their Dutch Bibles all
full of pictures, which exceeded anything
Grace had ever seen. §
Wildmore was no longer a waste, but a
thickly inhabited isle, full of life and business;
and Grace rejoiced in the change. It was
pleasant to see the rows of white tents rising
among the reeds and rushes, the smoke that




38 The Foundling of the Fens,

streamed up from them in the mornings,
the red light of their evening fires, the men
in their strange caps and doublets delving and
building in every direction, the deep drains
widening, and the embankments getting up
on every side. It was pleasant to hear the
bell they had hung in one of the willow-trees,
with a sundial just below, ringing them in to
meals and out to work. Grace learned to pull
it for them, and to mark the time on the dial
when there was sun enough to show it.

It was pleasant to see them gathering
together in fine Sundays on the mossy
grass in front of the cottage to sing their
Dutch psalms and hear their Dutch Bibles
read and expounded by a grey-haired man,
who worked among them all the week
and was their only minister. When they
got friendly enough, and the weather
happened to be wet, the simple service was
held in the cottage. Grace made every
preparation and all the room she could for
them : those for whom there were not seats
enough brought bundles of reeds with them,
and Winterdyke being chief man sat nearest
the fire.

As the parson had predicted, friends had
been found for Grace among these nunexpected
strangers who came to drain the Fens, and
the child had need of friends of some sort.
Hardy Hugh had not been seen in the vicinity
of his own cottage since the beginning of
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April, and now it was the middle of June.
The man’s imprudent conduct anl inereasing
years were at length beginning to tell on his
iron constitution.  After more than usual
dissipation and exposure at one of the border
fairs, Hugh was, in the Fen people’s phrase,
arrested by the builiff of Marsh-land—other-
wise had a severe attack of the ague, which
left him sorely shaken and unfit for his wonted
exploits, when at last able to leave the f{riendly
hut where he had found shelter in the
Cambridge Level. Hugh came home in bad
health and a great deal worse temper—the
latter was indeed the state of most Fenmen’s
minds at the time.

The fact that Dutchmen should have come
to drain their country, or that their country
should be drained at all, seemed to them an
intolerable grievance. They were accustomed
to the floods and the drownings, the surround-
ing marshes and the continual fogs ; the fever,
the ague, and the rheumatism were things
familiar to them from childhood, and people
can get accustomed to anything. Besides,
they were used to do no regular work; there
were no farms to cultivate, no manufactures,
and very little handicraft carried on in the
Fens. They lived on the wild birds and fishes
which marsh and pool afforded by thousands.
They knew that the draining of the swamps
and the embanking of the rivers would take
these means of life from them; the pools
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would disappear, and so would the pike ; the
Dutch drainers and tillers would leave no
room for the wild geese, and they were not
disposed to give up their rude, roving ways,
and learn the new ones of more civilized
people. It was therefore their unanimous
opinion that the draining of the Fens would
be the rnin of England, and that it was all
brought about by the Dutch foreigners to get
the whole kingdom into their hands; and
if they were allowed to accomplish their
undertaking, nobody but themselves would
get leave to live in the land at all.

The Fenmen were ignorant and wedded to
their customs. Hardy Hugh was one of the
most prejudiced among them; he came home
determined to hate and thwart the Dutch-
men; and what was his indignation to find
Winterdyke and his company fully established
in Wildmore—his own family domain, where
nobody but Hammersons had ever lived or
kept geese—cutting a new channel for the
floods of the Ouse, and building embankments
strong enough to withstand the German Sea
itself. Hugh’s wrath was as high as ever its
tides had risen.

It so happened that Winterdyke was the
first man he met ; but Winterdyke and he had
met before at the fair at Stowbridge, when the
draining was first talked of and the first Dutch
surveyors came to the Fems. Hugh had
encountered him in an alehouse, where they
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quarrelled on the subject, and almost came
to blows. Now their meeting was stormy
indeed. Hugh demanded how dare Dutch
knaves come to settle and grub on his land.
Winterdyke replied that they had King
Charles’s commission, and orders from Sir
Cornelins Vermuyden to drain the Old Level,
and wanted no Fen slodger’s leave. Hugh
immediately rushed at him with closed fists ;
the Dutch workmen rose in defence of their
chief with shovels and spades, picks and
vammers; and the last of the Hammersons
was chased over marsh and moss like one of
his own geese.

Poor Grace saw it all from the cottage win-
dow with terror and astonishment. She could
not imagine why Hardy Hugh should quarrel
with the Dutchmen who were draining away
the stagnant waters and banking in the floods.
She was sorry to see him chased away from
his own island by strangers ; their fierce looks
and angry shouts frightened her; she saw that
Winterdyke was particularly furious ; her short
acquaintance with him had shown Grace that
the Dutch engineer had a sturdy temper, and
for some time the lonely child was afraid to
show herself, lest his anger might turn on
her for being connected with Hardy Hugh.
But when his men came in to light their pipes
as usual; when Winterdyke sent for goose-oil,
and bade her civilly good-morning when she
brought it ; when the work went quietly on,
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and she marked the hours and pulled the bell
as heretofore, Grace thought herself secure
and peace restored to Wildmore. B~
But peace and security were not to be had
so easily. As she lay in her little bed that
same night, Grace was roused from her
sleep by an unusual outery among the geese
as if something disturbed them ; then there
was a far louder outery of mcn: a sound UE
shouts, a flare of lights, and a clash of
weapons. Grace ran to her window and
unbarred it: the Dutch tents were all in
uproar and confusion. By the faint moonlight
and the fitful flare of firebrands she could see
that there was fighting there; she could hear
the voice of Hardy Hugh shouting, “Down
with the Dutch knaves that have come to
cheat our king and take our country | down
v.\'lrlil‘i them ! (11'0{\'11 them in their own drains ! ”
1ere was indeed a stout battle going
the island shore. Ai"br:lthliJ:;Ltf)If{rggiTﬁ}ou e
1 . : . y the
angry Dutchmen, Hugh had determined on
revenge. Most of the Fenmen thought his
cause a good one; and the lawless associates
with whom he had lately taken up were ready
to assist him in expelling the foreigners.
Accordingly they assembled in (;uusieraLble
numbers, armed with such weapons as they
had, marched across the swamps by might
under Hugh’s conduet, hoping for an easy
victory over the sleeping Dutchmen. :
But the Dutchmen never slept without a

The tight in the Marshes. 43

sentinel : the grey-haired man who conducted
their Sunday services was on the watch; he
heard the steps of the coming foe as they
splashed through the marsh, and caught sight
of their moving figures through the night fog.
The alarm was given in time: the sleepers
woke up and armed themselves with their
working tools. Hugh and his company gotb
a reception hotter than they expected; and
instead of driving the foreigners from Wild-
more, they were in the end chased across the
marshes, glad to escape with their lives.

Poor Grace ! what a fearful night it was for
her! There she sat, peeping from behind the
window shutter, listening to every shout, and
straining her eyes after every light or figure
that moved across the darkness. When the
Fenmen where chased away, and the Dutch-
men returned from their pursuit, she saw them
walk into their tents and go to sleep again;
but all the fires were lighted, and several
watchmen kept marching round the place
all night. What fear and confusion had
come upon her hitherto peaceable life! How
much she missed Dame Hammerson now ;
how desolate she felt among those fierce
strangers | But things outside grew quiet :
the early light of the summer day began
to break; and while lifting up her heart in
prayer, as the good woman had taught her,
Grace felt that the Lord was her Shepherd,
and she need fear no evil.
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CHAPTER V.
FEAR GOD AND FEAR NOTHING.

R NFORTUNATELY the evils of that night did
B not pass with it. Winterdyke knew
himself to be firmly established not
only in the service of Sir Cornelius, but also in
the favour of the Earl of Bedford, the here-
ditary lord of the OJd Level, and a zealous
patron of the Dutch drainers. The earl had
contributed a large sum to the project of
reclamation : he was naturally anxious about
it, and Winterdyke had no difficulty in getting
him to send a gnard of soldiers to keep off
the Fenmen, and allow his people to work
in peace. The guard came next day under
the command of Lord Bedford’s own cousin y
they brought their tents and camp requisites
with them, and established themselves in
Wildmore. But there was searcely room on
its dry land for them and the workmen, and
Winterdyke took the occasion, which he had
long wanted, to lodge himself and the most
trusty of his people in Hugh Hammerson's
cottage.

The Dutchman, though honest after a
fashion, was selfish and grasping ; he had long
considered that the cottage, from its situation
on the best part of the island, its substantial
walls and warm roof, would be a good house
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for him to begin with: the island 1t-selt.h‘ct:
proposed to have for his farm as sq031 as lldl_
was drained. Hugh'’s cows and geese woul
make a good part of the stock; there \l\l et 1(:
furniture and clothes in the c:ott_tagg whic ;{
would be useful to him: he (].1‘(1[{1_11 .m1l1lup
taking the little girl into the b{.ug:uut, :1Ll
would grow to be a good 1urm-beimanl, :]Lj-en
help his daughter in keeping the 1({115{;.1%\‘ i
he brought her home from Hullm}( e ] ahufl
Hugh had offended his Dutch d‘lglll‘ },i vy
made a murderous attack on him a..ml o
men; here was an opportunty ot} )61]::,
avenged on his enemy, and‘_gettln,_t_{' Lll'_f }‘ic 1
session he coveted. So Winterdyke wa \bi
in with his three assistants; an old -.l)u’%]c-n
woman, his relative and honse_keepel,rt; 10
had been waiting at Bedford till he got a
home for her to manage; her young 501‘1,
to take charge of the cows and geese ,_.t-\\n»
confidential workmen, who\‘served t.h_e G,ngimelf]i
in every way ;—and told Grace uobud‘? Ef](?}l.(t’
do her any harm, and she shquld' never wan
as long as she was a good girl l.(_!‘}lllk])ﬂ”. s
“ Are you going to in-'(t} here, sir?’ saic
yrace, in great amazement.
(Tl‘%{ﬁ?;v;:lwzlil'e, my girl,” said the Dutc’lIn)nn_uui
getting himself down in what had beeul‘ laln(l-
Hammerson's chair, wllnlu his men 1g1m
their pipes, and laid their tools in the (:-0}{11(;1&.].
The boy turned out the cows, afl'tl F: .'
them away to graze; tough work he had, for
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they did not like strangers. The old woman
bustled about the house, turning up and look-
ing into everything; and at length, coming
to the locked chest, let Grace know that she
could speak English by demanding the key.

‘““There are clothes that my mother left
and Hugh gave me in it,” said Grace, trem-
bling for the gold bodkin, which in her
simplicity she had left in the corner where
Dame Hammerson kept it, thinking that the
safest place.

““No matter,” cried the old woman ; ‘I
want to see them: give me the key.”

“ Give it out, child,” said Winterdyke,
smoking comfortably. “ She shan’t take
them all from you; but your mother’s gowns
can't fit you, you know, and Dame Howfer
wants a Sunday one: give out the key, I toll
you.”

Poor Grace dared to refuse no longer : with
tears in her eyes she brought the key from
its hidden corner. The old woman directly
opened the chest, turned everything out, with
many an exclamation of covetous delight at
the sound, well-made linens, blue cloth gown,
and grey cloak and hood which she found
laid up there. That gown and cloak had
been Dame Hammerson's Sunday dress; the
old Dutch woman immediately laid it aside
for herself, and as she was doing so, Grace,
who stood by with a trembling heart,
thrust her hand down into the well-known
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corner, and brought up the gold 11()(1_1-;111"15‘{1}11
safely wra.]'s]'m;l uplm the fur collar in whic
i - :n found. . g
X ‘1‘1-'1&]1];? have you got there, child ';‘_’ (‘1'1(—.-.:1.
Winterdyke, whose eye had been upon her
-ough his smoke.
H”‘?T{?l;ﬁ a gold pin,” said Grace,  that was
found with me in the Reedsmere flood ; m)-l
mother bade me mnever to 1}&1‘_‘9 with it, anc
I never will if T can help it.” T
“A gold pin! Show it to me, r_(‘.-]l.&..ll] Tl?t.‘
old woman, running to her; but \\ 111t101r__\1ie‘
had flung down his pipe, snatched tho}n‘m[. e
out of the little girl's hand, ﬁpcuedl it _m'_mllr
instant, and stood in the corner, 1.5_111:-?3-1111,_1
the jewel with sparkling and greedy eyes.
“You see what is on it, sir, gaid Grace :
¢« ¢ Pear God and Fear Nothing.” Now, I. 110pe.
vou fear God, for I have seen you reading your
Bible and singing Psalms ; and you wou‘lf‘l nut:
take that pin from me: 1t was 1_0111){1 -W].t ! 1_11(1_
in the flood; it is the only thing of value
have in the woild; and I p_rm'm'.‘a(-_-d thm‘e\»
Hammerson never to part with it, ll)f“-(:%]-'ll:-(l
she thought it belonged to my hmml:\,, 1itl‘lt)
might help me to find out who f.']_af*&}}\-gu.
You would not take it fm.m me, Sir? .
«I would not, my girl,” said the l)ut:;.hi
man, kindly. Her honest, simple wou}s hztf
touched his heart and corrected his co\-etr.alh-.
ness—perhaps reminded him -.OE) th,ﬁ; }be e
principles long ago taught in his Dutch home.
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AW Woulfl not take it from you, but other
people might;" and Grace thought that as he
sald this he glanced at the old woman. “T
will keep it for you; and I give you my word
as an honest man, that I will restore it to
you when you are eighteen years old, or when
you marry, if it be before that time.” |
“ Will you keep it safe, sir, and will you
keep your word?” said poor Grace, who
knew that remonstrance was useless, and also
stood in greater fear of Dame Howfer’s skinny
fingers. !
‘ > I”wﬂ!, my girl ; T promise in the sight of
God,” said the Dutchman; and he luo]?ed 80
sq;iere that Grace could have believed him
]“e 1‘ dtﬂm the oath, which was not spoken with
The end of the matter was that she saw tho
bodkin safely locked up in Winterdyke’s valise
among his most precious papers, his grant of
tlle drained land, his dead wife’s weddin
ring, and his little girl’'s horn-book. The nlﬁ
woman did not look civil for three days after
missing her chance of getting hold of it : she
tossed all the clothes belonging to Grace out
of the chest, set to wearing all Dame Ham-
merson’s, and kept the key in her possession.
She kept the house, too, and would let
Grace do nothing but what she pleased, taking
oceasion to blame and grumble at her when she
could find the least opportunily, as the little
girl guessed on account of the gold bodkin :
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for when Winterdyke was out of hearing
Dame Howfer assured her that he would
keep it for his little daughter to bind up
her hair with, whereas she would have
kept it safe from the men, and certainly
given it back when Grace was a young
woman.

Grace did not believe that tale, and hoped
that Winterdyke would keep his promise,
though he and his people were not acting
much better than robbers in Wildmore. It
went sorely against her honest mind to see
them killing and eating Hugh's geese, cutting
up his nets and snares when they happened
to want cords; and, worse than all, the old
woman wearing Dame Hammerson’s gowns,
caps, and aprons, as if they had been her own
spinning. It was not right, but Grace could
not help it. She had nowhere else to go, no
shelter but among them.

Hardy Hugh dared not be seen within
the Old Level now ; worse attacks had been
made on the Dutch drainers in other parts of
the Fen country; some of them had been
killed, and their works destroyed, and Hugh
Hammerson was considered the ringleader.
The Barl of Bedford and all the noblemen
interested in the undertaking, not to speak
of King Charles himself, were in great wrath
against him and all the Fenmen. The
soldiers had orders to fire on any of them
who came within sight. Winterdyke kept

E
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them up to that order, for it secured his
possession of the cottage.

So Grace saw or heard nothing of Hardy
Hugh, but lived among the Dutch drainers,
serving Dame Howfer as a little maid-of-all-
work. She tried to please Dame Howfer, too :
it was not easy work; the dame had a mtnml
turn for fault hndmt_r, a sour temper, and a
sharp tongue; moreover, the golden hodkin
ran in her mind ; she never could forget that
it was locked up in Winterdyke’s valise, and
not in the chest she pleased to call her own.

But if the old woman was cross and given
to scold, all the Dutchmen, from Winterdyke
to Dame Howfer’s son Morit—a sober, steady
Dutch boy, who dug a small drain on his own
account, kept the geese to the best grass, and
could tell which was the f fattest, and which
had the most feathers at any distance—all
were kind and friendly with Grace, and used
to help her over the swamps when the dame
would let her go to Reedsmere Church on fine
Sundays. Grace went as often as she could,
for the minister was accustomed to speak to
her in a friendly way after service; and she
never came home without sitting a few
minutes by Dame Hammerson's grave, thinking
where the good woman was gone, and how she
should try to follew her. They used to help
her sometimes on week days, too, with the
hard and dirty work the old woman pleased

to assign her; for constant scrubbing and
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scouring, whether wanted or not, was the
dame’s dﬂhlrllt but she never did the worst
of it herself.

Thus the summer passed away, and the

draining went on. It was wonderful to see the
face of the Old Level changing under the
engineering skill of those laborious Hollanders.
Theo deep “drains which they dug carried oii
the waters, and left the swamps dry till
summer grass began to grow where nothing
but mud had heeu. The embankmenh whiel
they had raised, higher and thicker than any
astle wall, Lr.\pt in the rising waters of the
Ouse, in spite of the hea\'iest rainsg which
thunderstorms brought down, and the highest
tides of the German Sea rushing up its
channel.

Every drain and every embankment got a
name from something similar in their own
country. There was the Amsterdam Cuf, the
Rotterdam Dyke; and, last of all, a great
sluice made of strong timber to give the
floods vent into channels prepared for them,
that their force might not break the embanl-
ment, was called the Holland Flood- gate.

By the end of autumn the works were
declared finished, and the Old Level in a fair
way of reclamation. The waters were gone
from all its clefts and hollows ; the wild birds
had risen in screaming flights, and flown
away from the reedy meres, which were now
left green and dry; the fish were caught by
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thousands in the shallow pools, which only
remained where broad lakes had been; the
slunice and the embankments had stood the
force of two great floods without giving way
a hair’s breadth. Winterdyke declare d the
work finished.

Sir Cornelius, with the Earl of Bedford and
all the county gentry, came to survey it, and
marched round the Old Level on dry land.
The weather happened to be fine, and there
was a great feast held in a green hollow which
had been the broadest swamp. There they
kindled great fires, roasted two fat sheep Lord
Bedford had b()l]t made merry with strong
beer, wine, and many good things supplied b_‘y
the other noblemen, had great speetll -making
and singing of qqu, and were all per suaded

by the “minister of Reedsmere to attend a

general thanksgiving in his parish church
on the following day.

After that the Dutchmen fell to work again.
Every one of them had got his grant of
land, some on the heights, ‘and some in the
hollows s; and every one forthwith provided
himself with such farming implements as
he could get, and such seed as would be likely
to grow as a first crop on the newly-won soil.
One sowed turnips, another peas, a third
rye, according to the land they had, and
all began to build themselves houses. They
worked hard and helped each other: the

season happened to be unusually mild,.
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neither fogs nor rain came down as they
used to do.

The Dutchmen had all saved money,
bought timber and building materials
from the mneighbouring towns, got help
from the 1191;,}11)0111111" gentry and their
servants; and before the spring came back
there was a kind of village in the heart
of the Old Level—the beginning of King
Charles’s town—with growing crops and
grassy land about it.

Grace could go to church on dry ground
now ; she knew there would be orchards and
corn-fields there, as Dame Hammerson had
told her grew in Cambridgeshire. The wild
geese did not attempt to “buil d, but passed
()\t*lhelul? with their great wings and their
loud clangour, to the }Lt undrained Fens ;
in their stead swallows came and made their
nests in the cottage eaves, and one day she
saw & robin redbreast singing on the tallest
willow.

Winterdyke had cut down the reeds, and
ploughed up all the island: then he sowed it
with wheat and turnips; the land was his
by royal grant; nobody spoke of Hugh
Hammerson’s goods and cottage. The
Dutchman began to fence in the fields,
talked of enlarging the house next year, and
sent over to Holland for his little daughter.
A ship captain with whom he was acquainted
brought her over to Spalding. Winterdyke
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aad his men went and breught her home,
seated on a pillion behind him; and when
they arrived late on an April evening, Grace
saw a pretty Dutch girl about her own age,
with a rosy face and bright yellow hair,
dressed in a jacket of ecrimmson eloth, with
silver buttons on it, and many petticoats, one
shorter than the other, and all of brilliant
colours; and Dame Howfer told her that
there was her young mistress, Sena.

Winterdyke brought them together, and
made them shake hands. Sena could speak
no English, and seemed very much frightened
at the strange place and the strange faces.
Grace could speak a little Dutch, and was no
stranger in Wildmore ; so the little Dutch girl
took to her, did not think of acting the
mistress at all, and they became good friends.

The old woman did not tyrannise over
Grace now ; Winterdyke would have her to be
a companion to his daughter, and got a sturdy
maid to serub in her stead. He bought her a
crimson jacket and bright-coloured petticoats
also, to dress in the Dutech fashion, talked of
taking her for his second daughter if she
behaved well; and Grace would have liked
the Dutchman, if he had not robbed Hugh
Hammerson of house and goods.

Though sometimes troubled and sad,
Grace knew where to seek help and comfort.
Committing her ways unto God, and trusting
in Him, she was peaceful and happy.

CHAPTER VI.

CARRIED OFF.

him all this time ? He was wandering

about the undrained parts of the Fen
country, and skulking about the border towns,
hiding himself from the officers ot Justl(-e,‘wlm
were searching for him as a ringleader of the
Fen mobs in their attacks on the Dutch
drainers, and meditating schemes of ven-
geance on Winterdyke and his people. Many
a time Grace thought of him, and wished she
could do something for him—partly for Dame
Hammerson's sake, partly because he had
found her in the Reedsmere flood, and been
always kind to her when he happened to come
home. Many a time the minister had inquired
after him, in hopes of reclaiming t].m man from
his evil ways and getting him safe out of the
Fen country; but no tidings could be heard
of Hardy Hugh till one Sunday afternoon,
when Grace chanced to be coming home from
church. Sena did not go with her because
she could not understand the English service,
and the Dutchmen were building a church for
themselves, and held their Sunday meeting:.
still in the cottage. The girl was all alone;
nobody but herself came or went that way on
Sundays; and as she was passing over a
marshy bank where the reeds still grew thick

ﬂ%oon Hardy Hugh, what had become of
‘.
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and tall, a man jumped out from among them,
and clutched her by the shoulder.

“ Here youare,” cried Hardy Hugh, ¢ here
you are, dressed up in their dirty Dutch
fashion, as if you had been born in Holland,
and were not of English blood. But I won't
suffer it : they have taken my cottage and my
geese, drained away the marshes, and cut
down the reeds where the wild fowl used to
build and fatten, and I had good sport and
good dinners many a day; but they shan’t
keep the child I ventured my life for in the
flood of Reedsmere. Come along, I say,
Grace ; I am all the father you have, and you
must obey me, not these Dutch foreigners,
who have robbed me, and taken away the
bits of things my good wife left you; come
along, I say;” and seizing her by the arm,
before she had time to utter a word of excuse
or remonstrance, he hurried Grace along a
wild crossway she had never walked on before ;
now pulling her through the reeds, now
lifting her over the meres, and frightening
her terribly by his wild, fierce looks, and
abuse and curses on the Dutchmen.

On they went over swamps and morasses,
in the untrequented and undrained part of the
Fen country. Hugh knew every part where
footing was to be found, every dry ridge that
stretched across the swamps; and fierce as
he was against the Hollanders, he took care
of the little girl. When she was fairly out of
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breath, the strong, hardy man took her up
on his back, plunged on through mud and
mire, reeds and peat moss, till they reached
the borders of a broad lake, where an old
boat lay at anchor, hard by a low hut, built
on the very shore, with thick smoke coming
out of its door, for it had no chimney; some
dirty children were playing about, and a man
was sitting idle in the evening sun.

“That’'s my friend the ferryman,” said
Hugh ; “he will take us over to Huntingdon-
shire; and T have a nice place for you and
me, where no Dutch rascals will find us ; but
I'll find them maybe.”

¢ Art thou come, Hugh?” said the idle man,
getting up ; < and hast thou brought the little
wench? In good sooth she is a bonny one.
It were a pity to leave her among those
thieves and mud grubbers from Holland.”

“ 8o T thought,” said Hugh, as he pulled
the boat closer to the shore. ‘‘ Step in here,
Grace; the sooner we get out of my Lord:
Bedford’s country the better.”

Grace stepped in, though not very willingly.
Hardy Hugh had never been harsh to her,
but he was taking her to a wild, lonely place
among the watery Fens. She had been living
in an inhabited one long enough to miss the
sound of human voices, the sight of human
faces, the dry land, and the active industry
that were now to be seen in Wildmore.

Worse than all, the bodkin she promised to
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keep was left behind in Winterdyke's valise.
Perhaps he would give it to Sena now;
perhaps she would never see it more. She
dare not tell Hugh; it would do no good,
and he would be angry at the secret being
kept from him so long. If she could only
see the minister of Reedsmere, he knew all
about it, and would tell her what to do. But
they were going away from Reedsmere and
all that quarter as fast as the boatman and
his oars could take them over the lake.

It was the largest piece of water in all the
Fen country, lying in a deep hollow between
the Bedford TLevel and the Huntingdon
Marshes, and sending long arms into the
neighbouring Fens of Lincoln and Cambridge-
shire. Tt was considered impassable except
by boats, and the navigation was difficult,
owing to sedgy banks and reedy isles,
scarcely seen above the waters in summer-
time, and always covered by the winter
floods. The wild fowl were there by thou-
sands, screaming and building in their own
undisturbed domain.

““ Plenty of good living for us, Grace,” said
Hugh, pointing to the screaming flights that
rose at every stroke of the oar; ‘ you'll never
want a fat wild duck to pick, and let the
Dutch robbers come to Rushton Mere if they
dave.”

Away they went over the lake, up one of
the long arms, into which there ran a point

b foJalys
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of high land, terminating in a great old rock,
:.\:ln(-h looked like a tower in the distance.
They rounded the rock, and at its foot lay a
grassy nook, sheltered by some tall willow-
trees, like those that grew in Wildmore.
Farther inland, Grace could see the smoke of
chimneys. ~There was a village, but no
church spire there; and under the willows,
and close against the rock, was a low hut,
with walls of turf and roof of reeds, not half
the size of Hugh Hammerson’s old cottage
but strongly resembling it. &
X e _I_b}uIt 1t myself last spring,” said Hugh ;

this is the safest corner in all the Fens,
and a man need never want for shelter while
there is peat and reeds to be had. Yonder,”
he continued, pointing to where the smoke
rose, ‘‘yonder is the village of Rushton;
nobody but honest Fen folks live there no
Dutch knaves dare come to dig a drain in all
the Huntingdon marshes. You'll keep my
house as you used to do in Wildmore, before
they came and robbed me. I have no geese
for you to keep, it is true, but there is plenty
of wild ones to be got and eaten. Iook
here, what a nice house it is; there is a
chimney and a window—there is no glass
to be sure, but I'll get some scraped horn.”

And he led Grace kindly in, showing her
that the hut contained one room for kitchen
and parlour, furnished with two large stones
and a turf settle, which, with the addition
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of a sheepskin coverlet, became Hardy Hugh's
bed, and a smaller one, a mere crib, with
another turf settle.

“But, child,” said he, with some grandeur,
“T've got a bundle of dry hay and a blanket
for you. Come in, Ned,” he continued to
the boatman; “ I have got a fat wild goose
here in the corner; help me to kindle a fire
and welcome home the child.”

Grace was welcomed home with a share of
the fat wild goose, roasted at a peat fire,
eaten off the only wooden trencher which
Hugh's house contained, set on the largest
stone by way of table, and divided with his
one knife, which served him for many
purposes. The men had something strong
out of a stone bottle and a wooden cup, and
then they expatiated on the great advantage
and convenience of living in the Fens: how
there were no rents or taxes to pay, no
hard work to be done; as for the ague, fever,
and rheumatism, they were nothing to the
diseases people had in the uplands; the
floods did not drown folks every day, and
where were there such fat fowl to be got for
the taking?  After that the ferryman and
his boat went home, night came down on
the lonely lake, the grassy nook, and the
smoking village.

Grace saw the shadow of the great rock
darken over the low hut, and then crept away
to say her prayers beside the bundle of hay
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and the blanket. When that was done,
Grace lay down, not with a light heart, but a
quiet one. She knew that her Father above
could protect her in the lonely waste, as He
had done among the men of strange tongue
and fashions ; and Grace slept without fear
till the screams of the rising wild-fowl came
in through the unglazed “111(10\\ with the
early daylight, when she got up and went
about Hugh 8 h(mhekee]ﬂnw.

It was a strange lonely life she led once
more, but not so lonely as it had been
in Wildmore, after Dame Hammerson died.
The village of Rushton was not half a mile
off, it stood on a high dry land, a narrow
ridge that rose above the surrounding marshes
and ran out into the mere, tnrénnnmtm‘g\r in
that great rock against which Hugh’s house
was built. A steep rough path, not wider
than a sheep-track, led up from the grassy
nook where it stood to the village, \\111(11
consisted of some score of huts little better
than Hugh's, all but one, which was a cottage
of three rooms with as many glazed \\111(10“
Over its door was the figure of a fowl mﬂe]\
carved in wood, and the place was called
“The Mother Goose”—an alehouse of great
resort throughout the Huntingdon marshes.

As Hugh “had said, nobndy but Fen folks
lived in Rushton. 'Whether they were
honest or not Grace could not be sure, but
none of them ever appeared to he emrdtrul in

Carried Of. 63

any work or industry. When the men were
not out fowling or hahmg. they lounged at
their own doors or in the common room of
the alehouse: when the women were not
cooking what they brought in, they sat over
the peat fires or scolded each other from door
to door. The children were always dirty, and
always playing in the gutters when the rain
was not sufficient to sweep them away. There
was no minister, no church, no school in
Rushton ; none had ever been within five
miles of it, and all the ways to them lay
through marsh and fen.

From the high ground on which the village
stood there was nothing else to be seen. No
draining had been attempted there; the
Huntmgdon Fenmen were known to be the
fiercest and most intractable in all the Fen
country, and neither Sir Cornelius nor King
Charles chose to improve their marshes.

Among them Hugh found associates ready
to abuse the Dutch drainers to his heart’s
content in their frequent gatherings at the
alehouse. When he had shot or snared wild-
fowl enough, “The Mother Goose’ was his
constant resort.

Except that he came oftener to see how
she got on, Grace had as little of his company
as she used to get in Wildmore ; but she kept
his hut as clean as she could, cooked the
birds he brought to the best of her ability,
without pot or pan, kept clear of the quarrel-
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ling women and the dirty children, who
gathered to stare at her when she happened
to pass, tried to coax Hugh to show her the
way to the nearest church, and when he
would not, saying it was too far off and
dangerous, she sat in the shadow of the rock
on fine Sundays reading the Bible and
Prayer-book which were in her hand when
he pounced on her out of the reeds.

Sometimes she wondered if Sena missed
her, if Winterdyke would keep the bodkin safe,
if the minister had ever inquired after her,
and how far it was to Dame Hammerson’s
grave. There was no getting across the lake,
or Grace would have tried it. Ned, the
boatman, sometimes came to see Hugh; but
he would not take her over. Hugh had
scolded her for asking, and Grace was getting
more afraid of him ; for as the summer wore
away his wrath against the Dutchmen seemed
to be increasing.

When Hugh was not scolding them to
Grace or somebody else, he was muttering
threats and abuse of them to himself. She
heard him and the Fenmen talking in the ale-
house, where Grace had gone more than once
to bring him home when it got late—for the
man would come peaceably with her and give
up drinking—in a strange way about ** bring-
ing the bailiff of Bedford on the grubbing
rascals, and swimming them down the Ouse
back to Holland.”
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Grace did not understand what they meant,
but she did not like the angry scowl that
darkened on their faces; and she observed
that numbers of Fenmen, wilder and fiercer-
looking than those of Rushton, began to
resort to the alehouse, and were always
drinking and talking with Hardy Hugh. The
child did not know what to think, but it
made her more anxious to get him home in
the evenings if possible. She used to go
oftener to ¢ The Mother Goose” for that
purpose. Rough and wild as the men were,
none of them minded her except to bless
“her bonny innocent face,” and Hugh took
a sort of pride in his girl coming for him.

‘“ She cares for and looks after me, you see,
in spite of the Dutch villains,”” he would say.
“They could not wile the child’s heart from
me, with all the fine petticoats and grand
jackets they gave her.”

Grace was bound on that mission one wet
evening ; and as it was autumn now, the rains
were growing heavy, it was getting late, and
Hugh had not come home. She waited to
let a drowning shower pass, and then waded
up the steep path, down which the water was
running like a small mill-stream. When at
the top, she heard the clatter of horses’ hoofs,
and saw a liveried servant leading a horse by
the bridle with one hand, while with the
other he held up a lantern to light a

gentleman mounted on a handsome bay
=
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horse, and dressed like a nobleman of that
period, in a fine scarlet cloak and beaver hat
and plume. But Grace could see that there
were pistols in his holsters, and o valise far
larger and newer than W interdyke'’s strapped
behind him. : B

“ Do you live here, my little girl! he
gaid, stopping his horse as she came up.
Grace thought she had never seen such
handsome and noble-looking gentleman.

“Yes, sir; just at the foot of the path,
close by the great rock.” Ve

¢ Then perhaps you could tell me which 1s
the shortest way to Wildmore from this
place ? 7’ said the gentleman.

«To Wildmore, sir? There is no short
way that T know. Are you going there?”

 Yes, my little girl, I am; but there is,
there must be a short way. Come now, tell
me the truth, and I'll give you a crown
piece.” . ‘

« T don’t want a crown piece for telling the
truth,” said Grace. * If there is a short way
to Wildmore I know nothing about it. 1
wish T did, for there are people there T should
like to hear from. Perhaps you know them,
sir,—Mr. Winterdyke, the head of t}}r-, Dutch
company, and his davghter Sena ?™

“T know Mr. Winterdyke,” said the
gentleman, smiling, as the servant held up
the lantern and cast its light full on Grace;
<« gand I am going there this night, if I can, to
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see the draining they have done in the Old
Level. Next to the Earl of Bedford, I have
the greatest interest in that work, and mean
to buy the whole land when it is drained. Can
you tell me what they have done, and how
the place looks?”

Grace thought he was looking at her
curiously. The servant still held up the
lantern, the rain was over, and the gentleman
seemed in no hurry. But she answered his
questions in her simple honest way, told him
of the drains, the embankments, and the
sluice, the houses and fields the Datch
drainers were making ; how Winterdyke had
been kind to her, but he took Hugh Hammer-
son’s goods and cottage, which was not right.

‘““ It was not, my girl,” said the gentleman ;
“but I understand this Hugh Hammerson is
a turbulent fellow. Has he taken up his
quarters here ? "

“You would not do him any harm, sir ?”
said Grace.

“ No, my child, I would not ; but he knows
the Fens better than any man in England,
they say. I want to go to Wildmore to-night,
and have come a long way looking for a short
one, which they told me lay in this quarter.
If Hugh will direct me safely, or be my
guide, I will pledge my word to settle the
matter with Winterdyke, and get him back
his goods and cottage, as I mean to purchase
the Earl of Bedford’s rights, and become lord
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of the soil. My name is Sir George Barclay.
You may have heard the drainers speak of me
as one who had a great interest in the work,
though I have never yet seen it, having been
abroad in the German war these ten years
past,”

Grace had heard the name mentioned
among those of the noblemen and gentry
who subseribed large sums for the draining
of the Fens. Winterdyke used to speak of
him with peculiar honour, on account of his
liberal subscription; and she had heard him tell
one of Lord Bedford’s men that he was of a
Seotch family, and a valiant gentleman, who
had gone to fight for the Protestant cause in
Giermany, where the Thirty Years’ War was
then raging, having left his country, as some
thought, for sorrow, because his lady and his
only child had been lost at sea when coming
home to him from Flanders, where they had
relatives. She recollected all this at the
moment ; but the getting back of Hugh's
cottage, and the making peace between him
and Winterdyke, was a far more important
thing to Grace, and she joyfully answered—

«(Come along with me to ‘The Mother
Goose,’ sir, if you please. Hugh is there, and
I am sure he will be glad to guide or do any-
thing you like if you get him back his own.”

¢« Perhaps he would get my gold bodkin
back,” thought Grace.

The man looked so honourable and yet so
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kindly, that she could have told him her whole
story on the spot, had there been time; but
there was not. Sir George was in haste,
though he walked his horse slowly, to keep
pace with the little girl to the door of “The
Mother Goose.”

Tts public room was fuller than ever of
wild-looking Fenmen; but, occupied with
her great expectations, Grace slipped through
the throng and whispered in Hardy Hugh's
ear, *“ Here is a gentleman who will get you
back the cottage and everything from Winter-
dyke, if you will show him the shortest way
to Wildmore.”

“What does he want in Wildmore ? said
Hugh, gruffly.

“To survey it, I think. He is Sir George
Barclay, who gave so much money for the
draining ; and he is going to buy the Old
Level from Lord Bedford.”

Poor Grace had not ecalculated on the
hatred and vengeance which the most of the
Fenmen entertained against all whose money
had enabled the Dutch drainers to achieve
their purpose. Neither had the gentleman,
who, having dismounted at the door, had
followed her up to Hardy Hugh, and now
addressed him with, “ Come, my good man,
show me the shortest way to Wildmore, and 1
pledge my honour that Winterdyke shall be
made to restore your property.”

“ Are you Sir George Barclay, who sunk
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so much money in the Dutech drains?
demanded Hugh, surveying him from head
to foot without the slightest token of respect.

“T am,” said the gentleman.

“Then T'll see you in the deepest and
dirtiest swamp between this and the German
Sea or ever 1 show you a step of the way to
Wildmore ! - replied Hugh ; and turning to
Grace he shouted, “ Go home, you treacherous
girl! How dare you come with such a message
to me? You have learned the Dutch tricks
with living among them, but T'll %

Poor Grace heard no more, for she flew out
of the house, frightened by his fierce shouts
and flashing eyes ; but she did hear the gentle-
man’s servant say, as an uproar rose inside,
and his master walked calmly out, “.Let us
fire on the rascals, your honour.”

“Fire, Simpson ? " said Sir George, mount-
ing his horse with the bound of one accus-
tomed to it. “Have you been preserved
through so many bloody battles in Germany,
to forget the honour of a soldier and the
temper of a Christian so far as to think of
firing on unarmed churls? Come away; we
must retrace our steps to the Bedford Road.
It is a good lesson against looking for short
cuts. Here, my little girl,” flinging Grace a
crown piece as he rode away. “I am sorry
you should get anger on my account; but
don’t ery, and run home, or the rain will
drown you.”

CHAPTER VII.
A DANGEROUS ERRAND.

ARG gL = 5 et ; = =
rﬁ@c Yoor Grace picked up the erown, and took
g
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j j{g Sir Greorge Barelay’s advice by running
=% home from the heavy rain; but it was
not so easy to keep from crying. All her fine
prospects of getting back the cottage and
making peace between Hugh and Winterdyke,
not to speak of her own gold bodkin, had been
suddenly and rudely disappointed; and she
had nothing but harsh words and fierce looks
from Hardy Hugh for her good intentions.
There was nobody to advise or sympathise with
her, and the lonely child’s tears fell while
she kindled up the poor peat fire, and dried
her wet clothes.

Dame Hammerson was dead, but the good
woman’s words were living still ; for as Grace
thought of her and missed her in the midst of
her own troubles, she recollected what the
dame used to say about the wisdom of patience
under trials, and trust in Him who could
bring good out of evil; and that recollection
made Grace dry her eyes and take courage,
with a hope that the peace might be made,
the cottage, and perhaps her own gold bodkin,
got back by some other means. Still the
child trembled at every sound the wind and
rain made about the hut, thinking it was
Hugh coming home, and dreading his anger,




72 The Foundling of the Fens.

for it had never turned so fiercely on her

before.

But the evening wore away, and he did
not come. Grace had a notion that he and
the Fenmen were staying at ‘ The Mother
Goose,” drinking in trinmph over Sir George
Barclay’s repulse. She did not guess what
else they were about; but when her sorrow
and her fear had subsided sufliciently, the
lonely little girl fastened the door with its
wooden bar against the driving rain and
strong wind—for the night had become a
perfect storm—said her prayers, and went to
sleep on the bundle of hay.

About daybreak she heard Hardy Hugh
knocking at the door, and crying, ““ Let me in,
child; T want my gun; the wild geese will be
going off early this morning, but they shan’t go
without leaving a couple of fat ones with me.”

Grace rose and opened the door: there
were five or six Fenmen with him. It was
evident they had been drinking all night; but
they knew that the wild geese were going,
and every man had his matchlock. Hugh
took down his, walking as steadily as he
could, bade Grace to be a good girl, and mind
no more strangers; and as she looked after
them, through the stormy morning, they all
rounded the rock by a narrow strip of sand,
on which the water was rapidly rising, and
seemed to go down into the mere. Grace
crept round the rock, and saw them wading
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along a rushy ridge which led far out into
the -water. She could hear them scoffing at
Sir George Barclay and the Dutch drainers ;
talking of the bailiff of Bedford, and setting
somebody a-swimming in their beds ; but the
fear of being blown away made her creep back
to the hut: and there Grace remained for
two days and nights, the weather being wet
and stormy all the while, and Hardy Hugh
not coming back. _

At length, in the afternoon of the third day,
he returned with two wild geese slung over
his shoulder, but terribly drenched, looking
very ill, and without his matchlock.

‘T lost it in the swamp, Grace,” said he.
Tt is not clear to me how I lost my footing
on that rushy ridge I know so well, but I did,
just after shooting these; I got down into a
mud-hole, and stuck fast for the best part of a
day and a night: all the rest had gone after
the geese. It was nothing but holding by the
rushes kept me from drowning, till Ned the
ferryman heard my call ; I can send it a long
way off at a time ; and Ned came and helped
me out, like a good fellow. But, Grace, 1
never felt so cold in my life. Kindle up the
fire, child, and get me something to eat.”

Grace kindled the fire, and cooked a goose
as best she could. Hugh ate but little of it,
notwithstanding his long fast; then com-
plained of getting too warm, made her open the
cottage door, and threw himself on the turf
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settle.  Before the evening, it was evident
that his long exposure in the mud-hole and pre-
vious intemperance had brought on an attack
of the marsh fever. Poor Hugh burned with
heat one hour and shivered with cold the next.

There was no doctor within many miles of
Rushton, but the village contained one old
womdn, known to its rude inhabitants as
Widow Crutch, on account of her lameness.
She kept the cleanest hut, had the fewest
quarrels, and was the only medical authority
in it.

“Go up and ask her to come and see me,
child,” said Hugh, on whose hardy spirit
great fears seemed to have fallen. “This is
the seventh fever I have got, and few get over
the seventh. I wish I had taken my old
woman’s advice, and lived more soberly—all
this would not have come ; but she’s dead and
gone, and I have nobody but you, child. Go
up to Widow Crutch, and help her down the
steep path as well as you can.”

Grace went up, found the widow at home,
and got her to the hut with some difficulty,
for the steep path was slippery with rain.
The good woman's repute for medical skill
was well merited. She had considerable
experience in the prevalent discases of the
Fens, and more honesty than the generality
of such practitioners, She told Hugh his
fever was a dangerous one, advised him to
keep his mind quiet, to put his trust in
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Providence, and drink a decoction of bog-
bean and marsh-mallow, which she would
send him. The medicine was sent, and
Hugh drank it, but with very little effect.

The widow came to see him every time
Grace went for her, and every time _liler look
grew more serious. It frightened (n'aqe: a.j:
last, for she could perceive that the strong
hardy, old man was sinking day by day; his
strength was gone, his voice lmd‘ml)l]{tq a
whisper, yet he talked wildly at times about
his old woman coming back to him and
making him lead a better life ; then he wo_ul‘r‘1
spring up and say, ““ The Rushton men -“fl'e
getting all the wild geese——where. was his
matchlock ?’ and Grace had hard work
getting him to bed again. By ‘

“Child, is there any minister or friend in
these parts that your father would like to
see ?”’ the doctress inquired, in a loud whisper
one morning, when she had been fetched as
usual, and took her customary loq}c at Hugh.

“ What is it you say, widow ?” demanded
the sick man, catching part of her wurt‘l_s g ranfl
Hugh spoke in evident consternation. “W ll;i;ii;
dost thou say about ministers and friends

‘“If there is any one you would ll}l'i(‘- to see,
it might be well to send for them,” said the
widow, moving away to the door.

“Am I dying then?” How clearly he
spoke, and how black he looked !

““No, I hope not,” said the poor lame
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widow, getting frightened in her turn: * but
you know we all die; and this is a sad fever
o‘f yours. I have tried my best herbs on it
St. John's wort and featherfew, but they do
no good, you see ; howsoever, put your trust in
the Lord; and if there is any friend or minister
you would like to have, I say again, it might
be well to send for them. Grace, child, come
and help me home.” ’ :

When Grace returned from that duty, she
found Hugh tossing on his bed, and moaning
to himself, “ We all die, and T must . but 3
didn’t think it was to come so soon. ¢ Prust,
in the Lord,” she said. I didn’t trust Him
when I was well and strong; T didn’t mind
my old woman, all the good things she
told me and wanted me to do; I was not kind
to her either: but this last business I have in
hand is worse. They'll do it, whether I am
there or no; and they are sure to get water
enough after the rain we have had. What is
the weather like, Grace ?”

i It"is balf mist and half rain, with no wind
at all,” said poor Grace, truly describing those
wet ’ro;gggif days so frequent at the beginning
of the Fen winter, so sure to bring down
floods from the uplands, and such fatal
helpers of the marsh fever.

““ Mist and rain, and no wind!” said Hugh
with a groan that startled her. ¢ The Ouse
will come down like a sea to-night ; they will
be all drowned in their beds.”
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“ Hugh does not know what deep drains
they have cut to carry off the water, and what
high banks they have built to keep them in,”
thought Grace; but she did not venture to
say it, for Hugh's look had grown hard and
angry, and he muttered to himself, “Let
them drown, they deserve it for robbing me ! A
and he turned his face to the wall, and
seemed to fall asleep.

But sleep there was none for Hugh that
day : he tossed, and turned, and groaned on
his bed, would eat or drink nothing, though
Grace did all she could to cheer and soothe
him ; and the child knew, though she could
not have told how, that it was not the heat of
the fever, but something that troubled Hugh’s
mind. His wild, disturbed ways sorely
troubled and frightened her; and when she
could do nothing more, poor Grace had
recourse to her Bible. She used to read it to
Dame Hammerson in her sickness. Hugh
was not of the same spirit, but he might
be induced to listen ; so she sat down on the
floor, close by his bedside, and said, Let me
read to you.”

“ Do, if you like,” said Hugh; “T never
learned to read myself, though her that's gone
would have taught me: she was the scholar
and the good woman ; and you are like her in
your ways, Grace. But you must get a
better husband than ever I was. Read, if
you like.”
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Grace read on, though the twilight of the
short winter day was falling dim with mist
and rain, and there was a dreamy moaning
sound like far-off winds or waters coming up
from the mere. Grace sat close to the
window to get the last of the light on her
book ; her face was turned away from Hugh,
but he lay quietly listening to the words of
our Lord, which the child read in a low clear
tone, in that lonely hut, with the deepening
twilight and the moaning wind.

Grace was reading the Beatitudes, and
Hugh was quietly listening ; but when she
came to ‘‘ Blessed are the merciful, for they
shall obtain mercy,” he started up in his bed,
exclaiming, “ What is that you say, child ?”

Grace read over the passage in strange
terror, for his voice sounded wilder than the
wind outside. Before she had finished it, the
sick man had sprung out of bed, seized his
doublet, made an effort to put it on; but his
strength was not sufficient to the exertion :
poor Hugh lost his balance, and fell backward
on the turf settle.

“ What is it ?”” said Grace, running to him.
“What do you want to do? Can I do it?”

““Oh, Grace, child!” the man groaned, as
with her help he tried to get up again; “I
must get on my doublet; I must go to
Wildmore.”

“To Wildmore!” said Grace, believing
that the fever had got into his brain. It
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is a long way off, and the night is coming on ;
Lesides, you are not strong enough to go. .lt
there is anything you want said or done, tell
me the way, and T'll go to-morrow.

“To.morrow, child! they will be all
drowned,” said Hugh, speaking in a low,
heart-stricken tone, as he sat slnvel‘m;'{ on
the edge of the settle. T am not out of my
senses, Grace ; it’s not the fever t]m.’g is in my
head ;—but listen, you are a guu’d girl, and I
must tell it to somebody ; T can’t die with it
on my conscience, the sin will lie there
whether 1 tell it or no.”

“ Whatever sin may be on the conscience,”
said Grace, ‘“there is One that can bring
pardon and peace. Jesus Christ 1s the
merciful Saviour, and His blood cleanseth
from all sin.” ;

“That's true, no doubt; but does He not
say, ‘ Blessed are the merciful, for tl'myishall
obtain mercy’? and I’ll obtain none, Grace,
for I have been the chief contriver of an
unmerciful and wicked design against the
Dutch drainers, because they took my
cottage and my geese, and chased me, and
T could get no other revenge on them. 1
laid a plot with five-and-twenty Fenmen, as
bad as myself—mo, not as bad, for I was
the man that thought of it—to gather this
night, with picks and spades, one hour after
midnight, and dig through the embankment
where the Ouse rises highest, just above
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Wildmore. That will bring down such a
flood as the isle never saw before, for the
Dutchmen’s works and drains have made the
river higher than it ever was at those parts.
My own cottage, and Winterdyke in it, must
be swept away, and every soul in the Old
Level drowned in their beds, if the men do it;
and I know they will, for they are every one
sworn to it ; and whether T am there or not
the sin will be on my head for ever. Oh,
Grace, if anybody will go to Wildmore and
warn the Duteh before the Fenmen came.
There are seven hours yet; and I know a
short way, though it is dangerous.”

“I’'ll run up to the village and get somebody
to go,” said poor Grace.

‘“ Stop, child,” said Hugh, grasping at her
clothes ; ‘““there’s not a soul in Rushton
would stir hand or foot to save the drainers’
lives. The men would kill you and me, if
they thought T had told you. They'll call
me traitor, any way; and they will have a
right ; but I cannot die with that weight on
my conscience. Give me my doublet; I’ll
creep to Wildmore, if it should be on my
hands and knees.”

“ Couldn’t T go ? " said Grace, as the terrible
necessities of the case became plain to her.
Poor Sena, who had been her kindly com-
panion; Winterdyke, who perhaps did not
mean to keep the cottage and the bodkin ; all
the honest Dutchmen, who had been so
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friendly to her, with the wives and little
children they had brought from Holland—all
to be drowned in their beds, or wake up among
the wild waters, and find no escape. She
knew the Fenmen well enongh to believe
that they would put their plot in execution ;
and the weather made it sure of success.

The Old Level must be drowned if its
people were not warned in time ; nobody in
Rushton would stir hand or foot to. save
them; Hugh had not strength enough to
leave his bed ; the winter night was falling
fast, the wind rising, and the rain beating
against the door; but again Grace repeated
from her heart, ¢ Could not I go?”

“You, child?” said Hugh.

““Yes, I think—I am sure I could, if yon
only tell me the way. God will help me,”
said Grace; “ He always helps those that do
their best in His service; and it is surely
serving Him tfo save so many lives. Tell me
the way and let me go, for the sake of her
that is gone, and your own conscience,
sake.”

She had run into her own closet, and
brought out her cloak and hood: the same
Hugh had canght her coming from church in.
They were on in a minute, so were the only
shoes Grace had.

“And won’t I want these?” she said,
catching up Hugh's stilts from their place in
the corner.

]

G
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He leaned back in his bed, and looked ab
her by the rising light of the fire. « Art thou
not afraid, child, to venture alone in the
night over swamps and morasses? The
nearest way to Wildmore from this is good
five miles.”

“Yes, but the Dutch people will be
drowned, and there is nobody else to go. Teli
me the way, and God will help me,” said
Grace.

¢« Maybe He will, child; the errand is a
good one, and thou art innocent: listen,
then,” said Hugh. ¢ You know that rushy
ridge that runs out into the mere from the
foot of the rock; it seems to go deep down
under the water, but it does not; the rushes
only get shorter, and the ridge is firm ground,
though not more than three feet wide in some
places. If you can wade along that path,
and not go off to either side, which would be
sure to drown you, it will lead you aecross the
narrowest part of the mere to Bedford Moss ;
if you keep to the right there it is firm
ground, with only a muddy pool or two, which
the stilts would help you over; but don't
stray to the left, for the moss 18 wet there,
and there are swamps you could never get
through. Keep to the right over the moss
till you come to a reedy brake, and hear water
running: it is but a little stream ; the rain
may have swollen it, but it is not deep ; wade
up its channel through the reeds, and you'll
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come out on your own path to Reedsmere
Church. It is not the way I brought you
here, because I never wanted yon to k?mw ‘the
road back again; and not many know that
short way to Wildmore; it was what the
gentleman wanted. But oh! child, how
will you go through the darkness and the
rain 7’
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CHAPTER VIII.
THE BODKIN'S EVIDENCE.

Girace felt the danger of the underta<ing,

: but Sena and the Dutch people must
=% mnot be drowned. Was not it graven
on her own bodkin, *Fear God and fear
nothing”? She kept her heart and her
courage up with that, made Hugh repeat his
directions, rehearsed them herself, to make
sure of not missing the wild, unknown way,
overcame his scruples with declarations that
she was not at all afraid, placed a mug of
water within his reach, bade him a good-
night, heaped up peat on the fire, and
yromised to come back as soon as she could.
Poor Hugh uttered the first prayer he had
made for many a year for her safety and
success. It was hard to leave him alone
there, but the thing must be done.

Grace carefully shat the door; drew her
cloak closer about her, for the rain was heavy
and the wind strong, and marched on gal-
lantly with the stilts under her arm, and a
prayer in her heart that she might find the
way. She did find the rushy ridge at the foot
of the rock: it was terrible work, wading
along throngh the fierce wind and rising
water, with the fear of losing her footing,
and the thought of the depth on either side ;
but when these terrors overcame her, Grace
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stood still for a minute, thought of Sena and
the Dutch people, thought of poor Hugh and
his repentance, and thought of Him who
could see and keep her through the darkness
and the flood, till her courage came back, and
she went on as bravely as before.

At last the rushy ridge was waded over;
Grace found herself over the mere and on the
moss, but the night was very dark; some-
times the moon and sometimee a star or two
shone out for a moment, and then were
hidden by the masses of cloud which the wind
drove over the sky. Fear of straying to the
left, where the drowning swamps lay, and the
pitch darkness, brought poor Grace to a stand-
still many a time on the wide pathless moss.
The gale was what seamen call right in her
teeth, and impeded the girl’'s progress; then
waiting for light to get over the muddy pools
was a very sad and slow business; but af
last the moon glanced out and showed her
the tall reeds, she heard the sound of running
water, and was soon splashing up the channel
of the stream.

There was no danger of straying there ; but
the sharp stones cut her shoes, and by an un-
lucky step into a deep hole she lost one of
them, and could not recover it in the darkness.

“But I'll save the Dutch people and Sena,”
thought Grace, as she bound the only hand-
kerchief she had round her foot by way of cover
from the stones, and splashed on.




86 The Foundling of the Fens.

Many a bruise and many a tear the poor
child got between the flints below and the
marsh brambles and reeds on either side;
but her heart rejoiced when, through a storm
of sleet and rain, the quivering moonlight
gleamed on her old accustomed path, and she
knew there was firm ground under her feet
all the way to Wildmore.

Grace could not tell what hour of the
night it was ; she was sore wearied and wet
to the skin, rags of her clothes and hairs from
her head had been left on many a sharp reed
and bramble, but Grace drew near to the well-
known spot with gladness and great joy.
Slow as her progress had been, she had come
before the Fenmen. The rain had ceased,
the moon was shining on the roofs of the
Dutchmen’s houses, and on the cottage that
had been Hugh’s.

There was not a sound to be heard but the
wind sighing among the willow trees, and the
long, hollow moan of the Ouse; its waters
were level with the highest embankment, and
slowly flowing through the open sluice into
the flood drain. It was indeed like a sea,
sufficient to drown the Old Level deeper than
ever it had been drowned since the first of the
Hammersons settled there; and the warner
had come one hour before the destroyers, for
as Grace began thundering at the door with
her stilts, Winterdyke’s Dutch clock within
struck twelve.
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The honest Dutchmen slept soundly; Grace
thought she never would get them woke up
but after knocking and calling with all her
strength for a quarter of an hour, she heard
a man's voice within, erying, ‘ What ho!
Master Winterdyke, do you not hear the noise
at your door? "

Then a light flashed through the erevices,and
the gruff voice of Winterdyke himself cried,
“Who are you? and what do you want?”

“T am Grace Found, and T am come to tell
you that the Fenmen are coming to dig
through your embankment and drown the
Level,” said the poor weary child, sitting
down on the doorstep, for she was fairly worn
out.

Winterdyke, with a loud exclamation in
Duteh, unbarred the door, glanced prudently
out, to see that it was no stratagem of the
enemy, and then, catching Grace up in his
arms, brought her in with, “Art thou come
back to us, child, through the cold wet night ?
‘Where hast thou been? Was it that wicked
Hammerson that took thee away ?

“Yes,” said Grace, “and he has sent me
to tell you that there are five-and-twenty
Fenmen coming this very hour, with spades
and picks, to dig through your embankment.
Do, sir, for my sake, wake up your people and
keep them off.”

Winterdyke waited for no more information.
A shout in Duteh, which he sent through the
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whole house, brought all his people out of
their beds in a few minutes. Grace saw Sena,
and the old woman looking terribly frightened ;
and out of some corner, where they had been
putting up for the night, came, to her great
astonishment, the gentleman and his servant
on whose account she had met with such
great indignation in ““ The Mother Goose.”

They busied themselves with Winterdyke
and his men, going from house to house in
the TLievel with loud shouts and lighted
torches, rousing all the inhabitants to arm
themselves and defend the embankments. It
was strange to see the flare and hear the
noige on that deep winter night. Everybody
believed the report, for Grace had brought it,
and Grace Found had never been known to
tell a falsehood. The Dutchmen, thus woke
up, turned out with all their weapons,
valiantly ranged themselves along the em-
bankments, and waited for the coming foe in
sober silence.

The night had grown calm and clear by this
time, and the Dutchmen had not long to
wait. Within half an hour of Grace’s arrival,
while she sat warming herself and drying her
clothes at a good fire kindled up by the old
woman and her maid (Dame Howfer had
never been so gracious to any soul before—
she made Grace a hot supper, and would
scarcely let her eat it for questions); well,
while they were silting there, with the door

The Bodkin's Evidence. N1s)

fast barred, and Sena rejoicing over her
restored companion, a great shout came up
from the river.

The Fenmen had been seen approaching ;
they had become aware that the Level was on
the alert by the lights and sounds in all its
houses, and at once turned and fled. The
Dutchmen pursued them as far as they
thought it safe ; matchlocks were discharged,
swords, seythes, and hatchets flourished, but
fortunately no lives were lost, no damage
done—everybody had got timely warning.

The Dutchmen marched back in triumph,
left three sentinels with large peat fires to
guard the approaches, and every household
in the Level got a second supper to reward
their exertions that night. Winterdyke and
his people came back the most triumphant of
all, with two spades and a pick, which the
English gentleman and his servant, being
most forward in the pursuit, had captured
when they were thrown away by the flying
Fenmen. Their thanks and praises were
showered upon Grace, who had taken such a
wet and weary journey to save the Level.

“ And Hammerson sent yon, child,” said
Winterdyke, ‘‘and should have come himself,
but that he was ill of the marsh fever ? I would
not have believed there was that much good in
him, if any one else had sworn it to me.”

“ Oh, but there is, sir!"” said Grace ; ‘it was
he that sent me, and told me how to come;
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surely you'll give him back his cottage now,
and all the geese you haven’t eaten, for you
know they are his own. Won't you help to

get them back, sir?” she continued to Sir

George Barclay, who stood looking at her with
manifest interest. ‘I can show you the short
way between this and Rushton now.”

“ Thank you, my girl, but T don’t want the
way to Rushton,” said Sir George, smiling ;
“but I am sure Mr. Winterdyke does not wish
to keep your father’s house and goods.”

“I am sure I don’t want to keep any man’s
house and goods,” said Winterdyke, his broad
face getting red as the fire, for Sir George's
eye was upon him, and the Dutchman wished
to stand well with his future lord; ‘nothing
but honest gettings for me: but there was no
dealing with that Hammerson, he would have
murdered, he would have drowned us all.”

“Well, he has saved your lives now ; there
have been faults on both sides, I fancy: let
bygones be bygones, and give the man back
his own ; build another house for yourself, and
I will give Hugh Hammerson a farm out
of the Level which he and his brave little
daunghter have saved; it will descend to her
after him in memory of that good service,”
said Sir George.

‘““ And, Mr. Winterdyke,” said Grace, catch-
ing at the great opportunity, “ won’t you give
me back my bodkin now ? ”

“That I will,” said the Dutchman (the
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escape had softened his heart); ‘“you know
T took it only to keep it safe; but here it
is,” he continued, unlocking his valise, _aml
putting her often-despaired-of treasure into
the girl’'s fingers. ;

Grace looked at it with great joy. “ I'll go
back to Hugh and tell him all about it,” she
thought; “he won't think of taking 1t from
me or selling it now.”

But Sir George Barclay had stepped up, and
laid his hand on her shoulder. ‘ Tell me,
where did you get that pin, child?” he said,
gazing first on the jewel and then on her
with a look so earnest and astonished that it
frightened Grace.

“Tt was in the clothes that were wrapped
about me when Hugh Hammerson found me
floating in the flood that drowned Reedsmere
nearly eleven years ago. Yes,” said Grace,
recollecting, it is just eleven years this
very night; I was a very little thing, and
don’t remember it, but Dame Hammerson
told me all about it; and that is why they
call me Grace Found.”

¢ Show me the pin,” said Sir George, taking
it out of her fingers, and stepping nearer to
the light. He turned the bodkin over and
over, examined the crest, read the inscription,
appeared to be counting the lily-leaves and
topaz-seeds ; and all the while his face worked
and changed like that of one making out some
strange and great discovery.
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Then he made a sign to Grace to come aside
with him, questioned her on the whole story
of her being found in the flood, heard all the
particulars of the ship that went to pieces the
same night, the fine clothes that were wrapped
about her, and how Dame Hammerson found
the bodkin sticking in the fur collar of one of
them, and warned her never to part with it ;
for Providence might make it the instrument
of finding her friends and relatives. Grace
told all as clearly as she could, and then,
looking up into his still working face, said,
“Is the bodkin yours, sir? " '

“Tt is, my child,” said Sir George, clasping
herin his arms, “and you are mine, too ; your
name 1is not Grace Found, but Christina
Barclay, my only daughter, and the heiress of
all my property. TListen: I got this bodkin
made by a famous goldsmith of Amsterdam ;
it was one of my wedding presents to your
mother, who was a lady of that town. There
is good Dutch blood in your veins, my girl;
no wonder you took so kindly to the Hollanders.
I had served as a volunteer in the Dutch war
against the Spaniards ; it was waged for liberty
and religion, and in it T won the crest which
I have worn ever since, and which you see
engraved on this bodkin. The valiant Stadt-
holder, Prince of Orange, himself conferred it
onme, he was pleased to say, for signal services.

“Your mother and I were married in
Amsterdam, and remained there for nearly
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three years ; there you were born and baptized,
but the death of my elder brother obliged me
to return to Scotland and look after my family
estates in Aberdeenshire. Your mother and
you were to follow with all our household in a
few months. They did embark in the good ship
Vanderkemp, bound for the port of Aberdeen ;
but in a sudden storm and fog the good ship
lost its way, was driven far southward, and
went to pieces on the North Wash Sunds on
the coast of the Great Fen Level. Its owners
reported the total loss to me, and also that
no living thing had escaped the wreck: yet I
have lived to find my child, earried by the
ocean tide over a drowned village, saved by
a hardy Fenman, and restored to me through
the Christian care and wisdom of that good
woman who brought you up so well in this
poor cottage, and warned you to keep the
bodkin.”

“Qh, sir! if T am really your daughter,”
said Grace, flinging her arms about his neck—
for the child’s heart felt that she had found
a father—“let us go to poor Hugh and tell
him all ; he is ill, he is dying, I am afraid,
all alone in his hut under the old rock: you
know he brought me out of the water at the
risk of his life, and he never was bad to me.”

““ (+et, the horses and the lantern, Simpson,”
said Sir George; “ we will go at once and
bring poor Hammerson back to his cottage if
possible.”
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Before Winterdyke and his people could
recover from their astonishment, or compre-
hend what they meant, the party, consisting
of some active and trusty men called up from
the Level, Sir George, his servant, and Grace—
who would not stay behind, weary as she was,
for who else should show the way or carry the
joyful intelligence to poor Hugh ?—all set out
for Rushton, with lanterns, stilts, and torches.

The horses had to be left behind at the edge
of the mere, but the journey was made with
haste and safety; and as Grace opened the
door of the hut and stepped in, the last light
of the fire which she had heaped so high
showed her Hugh Hammerson feebly raising
himself and saying, with clasped hands, *“ God
be praised that you are come back, child! are
the Dutch drainers safe? ™

“They are safe and well, and here is a
gentleman come to befriend you and me,”
said Grace.

“The man I wouldn't show the short way
to Wildmore,” said Hugh, as he caught sight
of Sir George. “I am sorry for it, sir, but I
was angry and ill-minded at the time.”

“ Youhave done me and mine service enough
to wipe out that, and a great deal more,” said
Sir George, entering at once into explanations,
and hearing from Hugh a full confirmation
of all that Grace had told him. He finished
by declaring her to be his only daughter.

The sick man was removed, as soon as day-
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light came, to the warmer and better shelter
of his ancient cottage.

“It was by stopping there when the night
overtook me in the Level,” Sir George said,
“that I found my long-lost c¢hild; so Provi-
dence brings great things out of small, and
there I doubt not, my honest man, that you
will recover, and lead a wiser and better life.”

The kindly prediction was fulfilled. Not-
withstanding his sore sickness, and the failure
of the widow's trusted simples, Hugh Ham-
merson did recover, and lived many a year to
enjoy his own cottage, his cows, his geese,
and the swrrounding farm of reclaimed land,
which Sir George purchased for him from his
old enemy Winterdyke.

The Dutchman got another farm and built
himself another house in the same district,
but Hammerson and he were enemies no
more. The near prospect of death, and that
terrible conflict with conscience, brought
Hugh to think seriously, and, by God’s
grace, and the teaching of the Holy Spirit,
amend his life and conversation. When
health returned, his former companions found
him an altered man, willing to advise and
help them into better courses, but never
again in their company at fair or alehouse.

Whether it was owing to Hugh’s reclama-
tion, or the disappointment of their best-laid
scheme against the drainers, certain it was
that the hostility of the Fenmen gradually
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subsided from that time ; and, in spite of the
civil war which raged between King Charles
and his Parliament, the Fen country was
reclaimed too. _

Sir George Barclay bought the Harl of
Bedford’s rights, became the chief proprietor
of what had been the Old Level, lived to see
it a fair and flourishing estate of farms and
pasture land, and bestowed it as a marriage
portion on his only daunghter Christina;
whom all the country praised as a good
and gentle lady, wise and charitable as she
was beautiful and rich, and known to the
old people of her neighbourhood as the
Foundling of the Fens.
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