THE HEARTHSTONE.

ALONE.

BY It. H. NEWBALL.,

‘Throe stalwart sons old Sweyn, the Saxon, had,
Brave, bardy lads for bnttle or the ohayo ;
And though., like pprsant, burburouulf slad,
ach wore tho natnoloss Noble in his face :
One o'er ansther rose thoir hoads in tiers,
Steps for their futhor’s honorable years.

Ono njght in Autumn sat thoy round the fire,
In the rude cabin bountiful of Homo;
Mild was the rev’ronce due from child to sire,
Bold in tho muuhood of mast'ry come ;
Working their tasks o’or huntswun's furest gear,
Loos’niug tho bow and sharpening tho spear.

Lust in his thoughte, old Sweyn, the Saxon, etood
. Leoaning in silonce ’gainst the chimney stone ;
Staring undonscious at the blazing wood,
Steopod in the mood of mind ho oft had known;
As sn old tree, whose stoutest hrauches shuke,
Searce frow their vigur sign of life will take.

Athol, the bearded, with his bow hud dono,

. Alfred, the nimbls. laid his spear aside,
Edric, the fuirest, tiring of his fun.

, Left the old honnd to stumber on his hide ;
Yut was their siro like one whoso fontures ssem
Shaded by sleep, and all their light a droam.

Bold in the favor of the oldest born,

Athol, for both his younger brothers, spoke ;
“ Pather, the fox is prowling in tho corn,

And hear the night owl hooting from tho onk ;
1.6t ug to couch.” " Bug Sweyn had raised his head
And thus, unwitting what had passed, ho said :—

“3See from my breast I deaw this ehain of gold ;"—
Fair in tho firelight royally it shune,—

** This fur his honor that shall beet untold

o Who, of nll eroatures, is most Alone;

Take him from palnce, monast’ry or got,

Loving, unloved, forgetting, or forgot.”

Then Athol spoke, with thoughtful tone and luok,
* He ix the loneliest—must Alone of all

Who, in a skiff to the mid-seas forsvok,
Finds nut nn ccho, even to his call ;

If echo lived not. al! Alone wero he:

Bat there'’s no echo on the solemn soa

And Alfred noxt:—" Bat lunelier, brother, far,
‘The wroteh that flies a just avenging rod,
To him all seenes are waste, n foe the stur,
All earth he’s lost. yot knows no heav'n, no God ;
Most Louely he, who. making mun his foo,
Unto man's Maker durcth not to go!*

‘Thus spoke the luds, with wit heyond their years,
And yet the old man held his bewrd and sigh’d,

As ane who gnins the form his wishing wears,

_But misses still a romething most denied

Cpon his youngest cager lowks he tarned,

And Ldrice’s cheek with gruce ingennous hurned,

* [ think, iy father,” and his tone waz low,
¢ That lonelier yet. and most Alone is he,
Scaree trught, the' crowds are leading where to go,
Aud one fice missing. ean no other e ;
Though nll the Norman's ¢oart around him moves,
e is Alone apart from 1ler he lovos.”

A hush fell on thewm. ‘Then, with loving air
And all the toaching romnnee of the Old,
‘The hoary fnther kizzel young Kdrie's hair,
And o’er his shoulders threw the chain of gold ¢
Then'fell upon his darling’s neek and eriod :
1 have beon foncely since thy mother died !’
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CIIAPTER XLIV,
ON THE TRACK,

Mr. Drayton went to England by the short sen
rotute, and lost no time by studying his personal
comfort on the way : bul in spite of his energy
and the promises of the rilway company he
did not arrive in London till the advertised ten
hours had merged into nearly twenty.

There were vexa'lous delays—a stoppage on
the Inst bit of ratlway from Paris to Calnls, for
locomotive travelling is one of the thin:s that
they do not do better in France. Then the boat
was late, and proved when It camo to be o
wretched thing, with worn-out engines, and
accommodation that would have been n dis.
grace to o Woolwich steamer,

For the man speeding to the bedside of a sick
friend, or to the rescue of one he loves from an
unknown danger, the choleco betweon riding in
o slow train or walting an hour or so for a fast
one is simply o cholee of torture,

Laurence hnd to make this cliolee, and took
the slow train, He bad almost forgotten, in his
impaticnce, that It would put him down at
Hastings, whereas the express would have taken
him direct to London, nnd so0 oceastoned griev-
ous loss of time.

Never had the Hastings statlon—a shed-like,
wooden structure on & desert of platform—been
s0 welcome to his sight.  Ho hurrled through,
and placed his small travelling-bag of neces-
saries into the first vehicle he snw at lHberty,
and was jolted to Castle IIll with all the speed
the stolid driver could extract from a stubborn
horse, with disproportionnte hind-quarters.

In cvery trifling matter of detall circum-
stances were ngainst Mr. Drayton on this occa~
sion, and he did not reach Mr, Wyntt's residence
111 the afternoon was gone.

1Mis summons at the hnll was nanswered by
the butler, and his Jow-toned inquiry was an-
swered without the least appearance of alarm,
In fact, tho man looked stightly surprised at
Laurence's manuer,

st Mr, Tomple was here, sir, till yesterdny,
and then he wont home, He was parfectly
well.”

« Perfoctly well!

4« Quite sure, sir”

« Then why,” began Laurence, bowildered by
o strango suspicion, *was such n mossage sent
to me? Butb perhaps I had betler see Mr.
Wyatt.”

« I think you had, sir,” sald the man, resapect-
fully, and Laurenco was conducted to an ante-
room communicating with one whence cnme the
subtle fragrance of n well-cookad dinner, and
the pleasant jingle of plate and glass.

Edith's father came out presently.

& Mr. Drayton!” ho said, looking with pardon.
able astonishment at the travoller’s anxlous
and wearied appoarance. * Youthought Eugene
was here

« Yes; most assuredly. This tolegram eamo
yesterday from you, teiling me that heo was in
imminent danger.”

« I gent no telegram,” sald Mr. Wyatt. © As
for Eugone, he 18 bottor than I ever saw him in
his life. Somo stupld practical joke, d d
upon it, and the perpeirntor deserves a horse-
whip. T should like to bring in a bill to mako
the forgery of a letter or a tolegram an act of
felony or n misdomoanor. Threo months orso
with hard labor woukl have n wholesome influ-
cneo on tho Ingenious inspirations of tho prac.
tienl jostor.”

But Mr, Drayton did not seo the hand of any-
thing so innacent even as that soclal pest the
practicnl Jestor in this. The meoting with Ever-
ard Grantley rocurred to.him, and the instinet
that enabled him to know lls enemy so tho-
roughly polnted out what poril Julin might be
in, alone jn a strange land, and with that ruth-
less foo of hilg so near.

# Beyond the annoyance that you naturally
~

Aro you sure?”

feol, it 18 Rearcely o matter to take serlously,”
sald Edith's father.  The fellow, whoover he
is, deserves o little credit for not letiing you
frighten Julla. Wae aro just at dinner, and you
had bottor join us sans cérémonie.”

“1am afrald 1t s something worse than a
joke,” gald Lunurence, gravely. ¢ It may bo o
stratagem lo get mo out of the way.”

¢ A stratagam. On whose part, and for what
purposo ?*!

« On Grantloy’s parl. I saw him n foew days
before I received this. Jutin wlone there would
bo at his merey.”

« My donr fellow,” sald Mr Wyatt, ¢ whaton
earth could he do to ber? She hins her servitiibs,
and thore are plenty of peaple in tha house. It
18 0 vexntlous, stupld Jost at best, and you are
very naturally antoyed. It will not lonk half
50 serious afier dinner, depend upon it, and in
any onse you cnn do nothing to-night.”

« I do not kknow,” satd Lanrenece, thoughtfully.
¢ Butdo notlot me detnin you from your friends;
the last traln from London comes in at nine,
and reaches Dover in time for the night bont.”

« Well, you shall cateli the night boat If you
will,” snld tho master of Castle Hill, smillng at
what he thought the needless anxiety of n
newly-marrled man; ¢ and you have plenty of
time for dinner all the snme.”

« I want tosee Engene,”

¢« I will send for him.”

e hrd an Engllshman's regard for comfort,

and would take no deninl of his hospitable
desire. He rang for his butler.

@'t Take Mr. Drayton to my dressing-room,” he
sald, ¢ and then sond a groom to Mr. Temple.”

#* Yes, sir,”

« He had better ride over, and be quick,
‘What is the message, Mr, Drayton 2"

« That [ am home, and wish tosee him before
I roturn to France, I take the last train to-
unight,”

Five minutos Inter he heard the messenger
ride fast from tho stables, nud tn loss th on an
hour Eugene came in.  Hliy first Inquiry was for
Julia.

« ] left her at Versailles," said Laurence.
« Some one has played a stupld hoax upon me,
unless there I8 worse in . I had a telegram
purporting to be from Mr. Wyatt, saying that
something had happeneod to you, and telling me
to come immediately, &e.”

Eugene took the message, It was the ordin-
ary kind of message, scrasvled with o hard pen-
cil on rough, discolored puper, and was to all
appearance genuine enough, Like Edith's
father, he was disposed to smlle at seeing Lau-
rence tnko the matier so rerlously.

« Bat when I tell you,” safd Laurence, ¢ that
I saw Grantley o few days ago?”

« If he were / bandit, and you had met him
on tho Greek mountains,” sald Eugene, 1
should sce some room for foar. But at Ver.
snilles—a quaint little nristocratie town like
Windsor, where every one ean see the doings of
his neighbour—I think your anxiety grouund-
less.”

s Yet, remaember what he did to you.”

« e bnd & large, solitnry house at his dis-
posal.”

« 8ill he may have decoyed her away,” snid
Laurence, unuble to tet his frlond convinee him,
s« and I shall not rest till I am certnln of her
gnfety. I shudder at the thought of her belng
even for o moment in the power of o wreteh so
mercliess.”

They could not dissuade him from returning
that night. I trath, thele own fears struck
deeper than they cared to show, for they knew
there wis no erime of which Grantley would not
be gullty to gratify his pussions and revenge.

Laurence met the last tratn down, and had

Lotler fortune on Lthe return journey. It was a
peantiful night,  The sminmer moon wuis up,
and the boat rode over a sen that rippled as
calmly as a river, It soothed him, tired ns he
was.
« I should llke to (ind the perpetrator of the
Jest,” ho thought, »ifit Isa Jest. There must
be something apish and cruel about peoplo who
can dosuch things. They hiave no more right
to enuse a fellow erenture wanton mental pain
than thoy have to indlict Lodily injury upon
him, or plek his pocket.”

By the time he renched the Boulevard du Rol
ne had made up his mind that he was the vie-
tim of a hoax and nothing more. It was not
t111 Bratus blundered out to meet Wim, and Ra.
chel, appearhig from the next room, confrontoed
him with an inquiring look, that he was unde-
colved.

s« Well, Rachel,” ho said, ag cheerfully as he
could, while his heart sunk and fell cold with
him, « where 18 your mistress "

* Why, lor, sir,” was tho suprised reply, ¢1I
thought she were with you.”

He wont very palo; but ho was too proud to
show cimotlon cven befare this faithful creature,
and ho spoke quite calmly, to got the sooner at
the trath. .

«“ No. When did sho go out? Tell me
quickly, please, and do not be frightened. There
ia somae slight misunderstanding, which will soon-
boe explnined.”

¢ You had Leen gone about two hours, when
ono of them forelgn misslonarles, with a uni-
form, und n straight peak to his cap, sticking
out 8o—-"

s Yos; ncommissionnaire, you mean. Welll"

« Gnmo with a tellfgram, and mistress sald
you hnl 10st the tenin, and was walting for ber
in Parls; and she went that very minute
nlmost,” . .

« Come with me,” lie sald, compnsedly, «and
soe If you can polut ot that commissionnaire.
Do not lose more time than you can help.  1ow
was your mistress dressed 2

# In herdark blue cloth costume, with brafd
trilmming and buttons.”

4 DI gsho wenr a bonnet or o hat ?”

o Har binck velvel hat, sir with tho feather."

oI know! Aml what lnggage had sho?””

s« Une box. Sho sald she would send It on
Alrect to tho station.”

He asked no more. The wordt foue ho had
wik finding confirmation now, and i sense of
such dread and desolntlon as he had never
knowa felt upon him. It was Grantley's work,
No one else conld have thought of u plot nt once
#o simply cruel and dolibernte. o had bided
his time, and this was his revengo.

« And If It Is he,” gnld Luurencs, in the vory
agony of despalr, +she has been in his power
sinee the day before yosterday.”

e hnd not long to walt for Ruchel. Sho read
the trouble In his face with a keencr instinel
than he gave her eredit for, and felt for him
more deeply than sho dared show, e asked
very fow questions on the way.

« If Julln sent her box to Parls,' he suld, as
he led Rachol towinrds the principal rallway
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station, « those who took her instructions will
not be likely to forget her. Look round, my
girl, and sce if the man is here.”

There ware but two guldes or commissionnairca
in the station at the Rleve Droit; one a lithe,
active Httle man, with analert eye nndujuunty
wir—the other tall and spare, with o dark Leard
and the manner of a veteran.

Rachel pointed to the latter.

¢ That," she sald, ¢ 18 the one."

Lauronce wont over and spoke to him In
French, Did he remember taking o message to
the Boulevard du Roi the day bofore yesterday ?
Yes., And giving it to the young person now
present? Yes, Could he describe the gentle-
maa who asked him to deliver 1t?

Then came the first disappointment. The
message and a couple of franes were handed to
himm by & boy, and he had asked the Loy no
questions,

So far the quest was hopeless. Ixing on
Grantley, and no othor, ag the m:an who had en-
trapped his bride, Laurenee resolved to wasto no
timein a desultory search. The plnce wasalto-
gether strange to him, and every step he took
was teken in difficulty. He went at once to an
oflicer ol police and stated his case Lriefly, de-~
scribing Julin add Everard Grantley most min-
utely.

He was listened to with profouund attention.

« I will only promise you that cveryithing
possible shall be done,” tho ofMeer said, when
Mr. Drayton had fnished, *“and ask you to be
as pnati:nt as you can till you hear from me."

Impenctrable as he seemed, the Krench de-
tectiva was really touched by the sileut ngony
that botrayed itself in Drayton’s countenance.
It was no idle promise that everything possible
should be done. He was not sorry for the chance
hie had of proving to an Englishman that the
spirlt of Fouché and Vidoeq was not yet extin.
gulshed,

*t Putience !" said] Laurence, as he left the
officer; “ whnat & mockery It scems to tell me
that! Yot what can 1 do? DPatience! As well
give the empty comfort of words to 1 man
strotehed on Lthe rack.”

How he pnssed the next few hours—where ho
wandored, and what he did till the ond of that
wretched day saw htin walting (n weary suspense
for the dings he dreaded to hear—he never
knew. He went Into Julin’s moom-—-her own
dainty boudnir, in whiech everything that met
his eyo was a tender memory. 1lie could not
look at thom lang through the tenr: (hat blinded
him,

s My poor, poor darling,” he said, many and
many o time, as the thought enme over him,
4 what sho must suflor in such cruel perlil! I
kunow her own pure instinets, and I know her
tendor love for me, and I have thoe one sad con-
solation of knowing tbat she would rathier meect
donth than dishonor,”

It was nearly midnight when jtho concierge
cenmo up to toll him he was wanted by & gentle-
mun, and bofore he had time o reply the gon-
tleman himself appoared.

st Mr. Drayton ?” hesald.

# Iam Mr. Drayton. You have come—"'

« Prom the Commissary of Pollice. Tho lady
you were inquiring for has left France.”

# With whom ?”

“ An English lady—Miss Margaret Grantley,
who, until the day before yesterday, was doml.
clled with her brother, Mr. Everard Grantloy,
in the Rue do Valle at Paris.”

 And he?”

++ Wo havs not traced him yet; but he Is not
with thom. Thoy want to Dioppe by n circuit-
ous route, and twok steamer for Newhavan,
This lotter was left for you at the Ruoe da Valle
in enso you should call”

Mr. Drayton’s hand trembled as ho took the
loetter, He said a silont thanksgiving as he re-
cognized Julla's handwriting.

“ Margaret leaves this with the eonciergein the
event of your discovering us,” it ran, #and ho

has strict {ustructions to glve it to no oue else.
We hive not a moment to gpare, my donrest
husband, for we do not know when Everard mny
retuarn. 1l decoyed me horo by o filse mossage,
and but for Margaret I should never see you
agnin,  Kven now I shudder to think what may
be the consequence shonkl he overtake us.

¢ I have no time to write more. We shall
make our wny to 1ngland, and hido ourselvesont
Brookdale till you coma. 1 pray to heaven you
may not moeet Kverard, for he has swora a ter-
rible onth that I ghall nevor sov you again, I
should hnve been quite lost but for Margaret,
and gh ¢+ hns saved me at I do not know what
danger to herself,”

“Thank (ol for thls,"” sakl Laarence, with i
thought of henrifelt gratitude, ¢ If Margaret
Grantley has said that she will snve my darling
shoe will kaep her wond.  Women, even at the
worst, have the one haly sense which makes
them tene to ench other in the hattr of triql.”

s Yon are satisfied 2 wsked the quiot volee of
the commissary. ¢ Mudam Is kufo?*’

¢ 8o far, yes; but my wife Is still in danger
from this man should he rench England hefore
Idao. Can you have him arrosted I you dnd
him "

¢ If ho §% on the soil of I'rance ; but you must.
speelly a charge

 The unlawful detentlon of my wife."”

s It would have to be proved,  We might de-

tiin him as a suspect nL your risk,”

il

“ Do that, then. Mentlon my name, aud he
will not resist, for he knows,” added laurence,
between his teeth, * there s one eharge I conld
make agninst him that would place more than
his liborty In danger, and but for his sister 1
would do 1t.”

CHAPTER XLV.

NEARING TIHFE END,

When Grantley left the Rue de Valle with
those words of warning to his sister, he went. to
make the few final proparations that were
needed.  He was sure of Jullie now.  Margaret
had been his necempllee In deeper aml more
dangerous Intquity than this.  For her taclt
compllance in what he Intended he relied on
his strong influence over her, and on her love
for him.

I will keop hior with me till Julin grows
more aceustomed to hor position,” he resotved,
“ and then she had better leave me.  Her pro-
scnce aftera certain time would onty, perhaps,
strengthien the girl in resistance, ad she must
bhe mine ot any hazard now, It would be better
for her in the fulure If she did.”

He know exnctly what he had to tight ngatnst,
Julin's firm instincts and her passlonnte love for
Laurence Drayton were barrlers that would not
acasily be broken down, If she evor gitve way
it would be in sheer hopelessness of spirit, when
succour was impossible, or coulld only come too
late. There wns no desperate thought in his
head as yel, He wanted to win her by patient
gentiencss if he could—lot her see thatin all he
had done he wns moved by nothing but the
migzhty spirit of his passion for her.

In this man's singular nature thix strange love
for his falr young cousin liad ever held the
strongest place, Ietried to butld the future now
as though the past had never been. Ie wonld
not glve entrance to the thought that between
himself and Julin rose the sacred tlo which
bound her to another. 1Iad she been less true,
had she over liked him, or had she been mar-
il to & man for whom ghe had less regard
than she had for Laurence, her lot with Grant-
ley would, but for its shame, have heen n hap-
Py ane.

IFor If he despised conventlonal ties and ereeds,
_he acted up to the spirit of his own belief, und
his dovotion would have been unchanging
throughout a lifetime. Few men had been more
frco from the pettlor slns of the passions thun
he. Grantley had no miserable little Haisons to
retleet upon—no haunting memorles of a pale
face snddenod by & braken trust to reprouch
himsolf with. When he had loved his love had
been written in letters of fire. IHlis very crimes
were tinged with a certaln sort of grandour, and
those who let themseclves be tempted for his
suke were never left to the meoroy of the
world.

« 1 will never givo lier cause for a tenr when
she has once learned to love me,” he sald, not
blinding himeself to the fact that the lesson
would be hnrd for her to learn., ¢ ¥er overy
wisli shall be so gratified that she shall have
but one regret, and that one bacuuse she was
not mine from tho first. I wonder what man-
ner of men they are who oulgrow lovo at my
age. I nover knew what it was in it strongth
and beauty ttil now,”

Ho pletured thoe task before him — the toars,
the pleadings, that by and by would gettle down
into dull resignation, and then gradually, under
his patient gentleness and tondor devotlon,
waken Into the softer feellng of forglveness, and
g0 by degreos into the love he wanted. Ho was
not sanguine—Iit would be a work of time ; but
while sho was safe in hls possession he could
wait. .

“ And 80, hesald, I ghall renlize my dream
after all, no mattor what the means. I have

wealth—as much as I conld desire—and I have

tho only woman 1 over eared for. And what
beyond theso s there in this world worth a
sceond thought 2"

He made his preparations with the precision
which eharacterized him In overythlug — ar-
raugad his routo of travel, sent a courier in nd-
vance, and wrote to his agents in London, On
England he hrd turned hix back for over. e
did not care to hang about the outskirts of so-
clety, and at best be recelved In o second set,
whon by living abroad bie coukl rank with the
princes of the tand,

A rlch Englishman, who has reasons for not
staying at home, can exist nlmost wnywhoere
without belng troubled by the uusecen tribunal
that ghves cach mun bds propor place, nnd shuts
an invisible but passless door regainst nll doubt-
ful comenrs,

Murgaret was glad when her brother wentout,
Hls absence gave her time to think, and she
looked with pitylug remorse at the sweet fuco
on the pillow. MHer kins hnd not hardened hor;
her punishment, bitter ax it was, did not mauke
her elose her henrt. agalnst those who wanted
help; and she wishad puost fervently that ISvor.
ard hiud failod at the outset of g deslgn,

Julin fourkl herseldf In Margaret’s arms when
she reeoverell.  Nhe looked round with o shud.
dering fear for Urantley, but he was gone, and
then hor fuiut, prayerful words moved Margaret
deeply.

o Let me go home,” she andd 5 ¢ don't keep me
froma my husband, Margarst. Remember the
ol times, when you loved me, and let me go;
my heart will break if you do not.”

o And 1 dare not,” sald Margaret, sorrow fally.
* He has so set his soul apon you that 33 i
sappoint him be wiil Jdo something more des-
yueritte than 1 dare to thiuk.”

e Oh, Margaret ! deae Margaret ! do not hetp
him in this hideous sine ‘Ihink of nwo a8 161
were yourself, 1 have been arried bul o few
shorl months, and 1 love my husband so denrely
-—oh, 50 donrly !Mhiink of him when he retuarns,
and fnds that § oo gone 3 Wis agony, Ws terr-
ble suspense -— the fear apon bime that 1 lmve,
perhaps, sulliered worse thaoo death. Dear Mar-
waret, T mever wromgsd yon, we never Juud any
angry word together, aud 1 cannot. tdnke—1 enn-
not believe that you will hetp your brothier in
this erimae 7

sotut what enn 1 e, Margaret asked, with
wloomy quictwle, «whien my ehiolee hetween Yo
stned him ? 1S last words when e went out
were that (01 let you go, or last sight of you, his
death wourld be at oy dooe”

o Al 0r yon do not mine Wil be it yourdoor !
Ask Your own hearl whieh s best tosdo,  Saerl.
flee e to his fearful passions, give mo toalife
sooshanrefut that  desth would be any only re-
fage, orsave e, and win the gratitade of all
wholove e ? Oh, Margaret ! you iire 8 wo-
nuu, sl you ean but give oneioswer—you will
sive me, I know your will
siveritice my brother
< bt tn ke et to tedghten you”

Miss tirantley shook her hesd,

“ Yot do ol kuow him.  He s enpnbly of
any ewd, any erime, to ohtaln his purpose, and
the loss of you wotlld drive hiwm despernte. |
helleve that 10 he retarned and found you gone,
he wonlld seek your hashand ont sl slny bhim,
though retribution overlonk him the next mo-
ment.”

The poor girl shuddere:d.
lier gave hoer courage,

s Heaven wounld not permit such inlquity,”
she sald; “and at the worst. I should dle too.
Lenve your brother to hils sinful ways, and
come home with me. They would never for-
get that you had saved me, and you would be
restored to your plitee in tho hearts of those
who loved yow.”

s Nothing that J could do would restore me
to the heart of the only one whaose love 1 enre
for,  That drenm ended long sggo, nad slnee then
I hnve fowml no one so Lrue and kind . Kver-
ard, IC you had cured for him, Julln, things
wounld have been so ditferent.”

“Could I help not enring for him 2 sald
Julln, with Innocent prthos, ¢ Dons not your
own devotion to Mr, Floming tell you how 1m-
possible It was for me to enre for any one bhut
Laurence?  Ab, Margaret, how many o timo
when I was o elilld you have taken me in your
arms, 1nd safd T was your own sweet Httle sise
ter, mml Lokd me there was no tronble in the
wurld thal. yon would not. bear for my sale "

« Do you love thls laurence Draylon, then,
s0 much

“ 8o dearly—so dearly, that I you keep ma
from him J sbhadl e

s« Well,” sald Margaret, with o henvy sigh, 1
wlil do this for you, though it takes mie for ever
from my brother, and I have no other feland in
the world.  1le witl never forgive me; and el
the rest hnve turned against me, | have de-
servesd §t, but it is not the less hard for that,"

s And you will suve me?”

a Yes, denr, at, any risk, though something
tells me the consequonco wlit be terrible,  Lit-
tie 08 Laurence Drayton Hkes me 1 will save
your pare young life froin shanie, d glve you
back to him it & henvier snerifice than you or
he ean com prehend.”

a ] kenew you would,” sald Jully, with o deop,
tearful underthrill, ¢ JL ix not like you to see
me in such pain and danger,  WIll you take me
home?”

Miss Grantley folded the slender figure In her
urms, aml Kissed the trombling, seusltive lps.

“We must both be firm and qulet, and lose
no thue, my darling Jutta. Should Lverard re-
turn all will he lost beyond hope., We dirre not
stay In France. Write o note to Mr. Drayton,
Tell him what you pleuse—he must know the
truth sooner or later, We must go to England,
Say that we shall make our way to Brookdale,
and then I will see you safe In the custody of
your friemnds,””

s And you 7"

# There 18 nothing for mo this slde of hraven
but the misery T have bromght upon myself.
Do not think of me, but write. Mr. Iirayton s
almost sire to trace you to here, and I will
tuke curé the letter I8 delivered to him should
he come.”

The letter was written while Margaret penned
n brief note «to hor brother. She snid briefly
thls :—

Then herdivine be-

3

« [ nn taking the poor child {o her friends,
and it will bo uxeless for you to follow us. Iin-
tend to sitve her from you at any risk. Denrly
as T love you, as I have proved to my bitter
cost, I would rather part from you for ever than
help you in such unholy work., Try (o repent,
dear Evernrd, and when I come back to you let
It be with the hope that we may llve so that
aur stns shall be forgiven.”

That letter sho loft on the centro table, ad-
dressed to him in a distinet, firm hand. Juolia’s
she took downstairs to the concicrge, with in-
structions that he shoukl surrender it to no one
who did not answer to the nanmo and descrip-
tion of Laurcenco Drayton.

Thoy had left the houso an hour Iater. Julln
was full of fears up to the very last that Grant-
ley would return and pravent thelr escapo; but
Margaret renssured her.

« He cnn do nathing now,’ sho said. « Ever-
ard knows that, no matter what the rosult, I
ghall abide hy the stop T have taken. Onco
away from him, wo can flnd protection any-
where should wo need it.”

Nevortheless, she was careful to avold moot~-
ing him, In Paris, ns in London, two morial .




