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are on the subject. What man of the world
would blame very deeply, a youthful liaison
between a college freshman and a pretty bar-
mail? But this was no passing frailty of mine.
I met this girl, formed an attachment for her,
brought her up to> London, married her privately
in the old church of St. Sepuichre, and settled
her at Fretterley, whence sh2—she—left me.”

And Mauiraven, leaning back against the
mantelpiece, sets his teeth at that remembrance,
and looks sternly down upon the heart-rug,
although it all happened s0 many years ago.

«She left you—yes,” cries Joel, ¢ but not be-
fore you had near broke her poor 'art with your
unkindness, sir. Aund she came back, pooriamb,
to her own people and her own ’ouse, and died
there, like a dog ina ditch.”

«She left the house I had provided for her
with—with—some one else,” says Muiraven,
frowning.

«She left it with me, sir, her own cousin,
who wouldn’t have hurt a hair of her’ead. I
gearched for her long, and I found her un’appy
and wretched, and I persuaded of her to come
back'ome with me; thinking as you had wrong-
ed her, for she nesver said a word of her being
matried, poor lass, from thatday tothe day of
ber death ”

«She Had sworn to me she would not, know-
ing how fatal Lhe consequences might be of such
a confession. Now, Moxon, you know all. Had
my wife remained with me, I might perhaps
have sammnned up courage before now to tell
my father the truth; but she left me—as I
thought to disgrace herself—and though I
searched for her In every direction, I was un-
able to obtain any cl e to her destination. Then
I went abroad—you remember the time—and
hoped to forget it all, but the memory has ¢'ung
to me like a curse ever since, until I met this
fellow to-day in the Docks. 'se I might have
gone on to all eternity, considering myself stiil
fettered by this early mésalliance. Andthe child
dled too,jyousay ?" turning again to Joel, « Was
it a boy 2"

«The child ain’t dead no more than you are,”
replies Joel gruffiy, for he has been cheated®out
of his revenge, and no one seems the better for
it. « He's a strong chap of four year old, all
alive and kicking, and if you're the gentleman
you pr-tend to be yowll provide for him as a
genlleman should.”

« Alive ! Gool heavens! and four years old !
How this complicates matters! Moxon, that
child is my legitimate heir.”

«Qf course he Is, if you were married. But
where is he ? that's the nexi thing to ascertain.
With your family, eh ?” turning to Joel.

«No, he ain’t bin along of ’em since his
mother’s death, for there wasa lady at Prlestley
—tne only creetur as was good to my poor lass
when she lay dyin’—and she wus real kind,
God bless ‘er; and the poor gal, she died on her
bosom, as they tell me; and afterwards Mrs.
Mordaunt —that was tue lady—she toox Tommy
along with her up to the Court and "

«Tommy! The Cwurt! Good God! do you
mean to tellme that the boy you speak of, Myra
Cray’s child, was adopted by Mrs. Mordaunt of
Fen ChHurt, -the wife of Colonel Mordaunt, of

”

¢ In course, the Colonel’s lady ; and she makes
a deal of him, too, 80 they say. Bat still, if he’s
yourn, sir, you're the proper person to look
after him, and Ishan’t call itJjustice if you
don't.”

« Stratford, you know the box of toys we went
after to-day ?”

«That you kicked up such a shindy about ?
Yes.”

«It i3 for that child that I brought them
home.”

« Did you know of this then?”

« Not a word; but I have stayed with the
Mordaunts, and sesn him. Aud to think he
should be my own. How extraordluary!”

« Daucel inconvenlent, I should say. What
do you mean to do next?”

«Go down to Priestley at the earllest opportu-
nity. You'll come with me, Hal?”

«; Better take Moxon, he may be of use.
none.”

Then Moxon agrees to go; and they talk ex-
citedly together fo: a few minutes, and almost
forget poor Joel, who is anxiously awalting the
upshot of it all. .

« Well, are you satisfied, or do you still wish
to fight me ?” says Muiraven to him presently.

« I suppose I've no eall to Aght you, sir, if you
really marrled her; but I mustsay I should like
to see the lines.”

«You shall see them, Cray, for her sake as
well as mine. And, meanwhile, what can I do
for you?”

« [ want nothing now, sir, but to go home
agaln and look after mother and the little
'ans.” .

« ] cannot talk more to you at present, but
yon may be sure I shall see that none of her re-
lations want, Here is my addres.s—glving a
card-—+any one will tell you where it is. Come
to me there to-morrow evening, and we will
consult what T can do to best prove my friend-
ship to you.” Upon which Muiraven puts out
his hand and grasps Joel’s rough palm, and the
poor, honest, blundering soul, feeling anythiog
but victoirious, and yet with a load lifted off
his bosom turns to grope his way downstairs.

«Don't you lose that card,” says Stratford,
who steps outside the door to show him where
1o go; “for I am sure his Lordship wiil prove
a good friend to you, if you will let him be 8o.”

« His Lordship ! ” repeats Joel, wonderingly ;
¢« which be a Lord? the littie’'nn?”

“ No, no, the gentleman whom you oall Ha-
milton. His real name is Lord Muiraven; ycu
must not forget that,”

I'm

¢ A Lord—a real Lord—and he was married
to my poor lass! No wonder it killed her! And
that child, Tommy, a Lord’s son. Darn it, how
little difterence there is between ’em when 4
they’re covered with dirt.’” And the first chucle
that has left Joel’s lips for many a long month,
breaks from them as he steps carefully down
the steep staircase, and ponders on the wonder-
ful trutb he has been told. ¢A Lord’s son,’ he
repeats, as he gains the street, and proceeds to
shuffle back to the Docks again. ¢« That brat a
Lord’sson! Now, I wonder if my poor lass knew
it all along; or, if not, if it makes her heela bit
easier to know it now.”

- . » . .

¢« Muiraven and Moxon have a long conver—
sation together as they travel down to Glotton-
bary.

« I conclude this early marriage of yours was
what people cull a love-match, eh?” remarks
the latter inquisitively.

Muiraven colors.

“ Well, yes, I suppose s0; bul love appears to
us in such a ditferent light, you know, when we
come 10 a maturer age.”

« Never having had any experience in that
respect, can’t say 1 do know.”

«You are lucky,” with a sigh, « WhatI mean
tosay is, that at the time I certaiuly thought
Iloved her. She was just the style of woman
to inflame a boy’s first passion—pretty features,
perfect shape, and acertain air of abandon about
her. And then she was several years older than
myself!”

« Ah! I understand.”

«] was not ¢ hooked,” if you mean that,” says
Muiraven quickly.

«] never knew a fellow yet, my de~r boy,
who acknowledged that he had been. But when
a gentleman, under age " :

«1 was two and twenty.”

« Never mind. You were as green as a school-
boy. When a man, in your station of life, I re-
peat, is drawn into mrriage with a woman from
a class inferior to his own, aud older than him-
self, you may cill it what you choose, but the
world in general with eall it ¢ hooking.””’

« Well, don’t let us talk of it at all, then,” says
Mulraven.

« All right; we'll change the subject.
beastly cold it §s.”

Yet, do what they will, the conversation keeps
veering round to the forbidden topic till Muir-
aven has ma:le a clean breast of it to his friead.
Arrived at Glottonbury they make round about
inquiries concerning Priestley and the Mor-
daunts, and there our herus learns, for the first
time, of the Coulonel’s death and the subsequent
departure of his widow. So that it 1s no sur-
prise to Moxon and himself to be recelved by
Oliver only when they present themselves at
Fen Court.

* - - * .

Of course the natural astonishment exclted
by the assertion that Tommy is Lord Muir-
aven’s lawful heir has to be allayed by the ex-
planation given above. Aund then Oliver, who
has 1eceived the golden Kkey to the mystery
that has puzzled them, and knows much more
about It than Saville Moxon, becomes quite
friendly and intimate with Muiraven and wants
him to stay at the Court, and when bis lavita-
tion is declined on the score of his visitor’s an-
xlety to find Mrs. Mordaunt and the boy, shakes
hands with him warmly, applaudiug his zeal,
and wishing him all success in his undertaking,
with an enthuslasm thatawakens the barrister’s
sugpicions,

“\What the deuce was that fellow 8o friendly
about ?” he inquires, as they journey back to
town. “ Why is he 8o anxious you should
neither eat, drink, nor sleep till you get on the
track of old Mordaunt’'s widow ?

¢ Why, you know perfectly well she has the
boy.”

“ What isthat ? she won't eat him, I suppose;
and what difference can a day, more or less,
make to you before you see him ?”'

“ You have evidently not much idea of pa-
ternal affzction,” says Muiraven, as he strikes a
fusee on the heel of his boot. B

o Well, where the father has never geen his
child, and didn’t even know he had got one-—~I
can’t say I have.”

«] have already told you that I have seen
him.”

¢t And liked him ?”

#Very much! He Is acharminglittle child!”

« Indeed! How curious! Now, I wonder if
your liking for him arose from a natural ins-
tinect, or from any extrancous circumstances
that may have surrounded him. That ques-
tion would form rather a neat psychological
study.”

« I don't fellow you, Moxon.”

«No? By the way, Muiraven, what became
of that girl—now, what was her name 7—Miss
——Miss-——S8t. John, wasno’t it?--whom you
were so keen after, a fow seasons ago? "

«Keen arter ! How you do exaggerate, Moxon,
Why she—she is Mrs. Mordaunt. I thoughtyou
knew that!”

«Oh!” says Moxon quietly.

« Pray have you anything more to say on this
subject ?” remarks his friend presently, with
some degree of pique.

¢ Nothing whatever, mydear fellow—nothing
whatever. Only pray let us do all in our power
to get on the track of that charming child as
80on as possible.”

¢ Mcxon, I hate you!” says Mulraven shortly.

[ ] L . * .

How

But he cannot afford to dispense with his aid
nevertheless, The next day finds them at La-
burnum Cottage, the residence of Mrs, Cavend-
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ish; and even that lady’s state of flutter in re-
ceiving one of the aristocracy in her tiny draw-
ing-room, caunnot prevent her treating them
to a burst of indiguation at the conduct’ of her
nlece.

«80 wrong,—s0 very wrong'’—she afirms,
with just a sufficient chance of breaking down
to render it necessary to hold her cambric
handkerchief in her hand—¢ 8o unusual—so
peculiar—so strange of Mrs. Mordaunt to leave
us without the slightest clue to her place of re-
sidence. And she might dlie, you know, my
Lord, or anything else, and not a soul near her.
I’'m sure I feel quite ashamed if any one asks
after her, And there was not the least occasion
for concealment; though, as I always say, we
can expect no one to believe it.”

« Mrs, Mordaunt has probably her own rea-
sous for acting as she does.”

« Oh, you are very good, to make excuses
for her, my Lord. But she was always wilfully
inclined. And the Colonel, whom we thought
so much of, has behaved so badly to her, leav-
ing all his money away to bis nephew ; and
then, to make matters worse, Irene will con-
tinue to keep a dirty little boy whom she pick-
ed up in the village, although '

# That dirty little boy is iy son, Mrs, Cavend-
ish.”

Mrs. Cavendish turns pale-—starts, and puts
up her handkerchief to her eyes. It cannot be
true ; and, if it is, that he should stand there
and ¢infess it! What are the aristocracy com-
ing to ?

Saville Moxon is so afraid the lady is about
to faint, that he rushes to the rescue, giving her
the whole story in about two words. Upon
which she revives, and becomes as enthusiastio
as QOliver was.

¢ 0h, my Lord, I bheg a thousand pardons!
I used the word ¢ dirty ” most unadvisediy. Of
course &he has kept him scrupulously eclean,
and has treated him just like her own child.
And I always said—it was the remark of every
one—what an aristocratic-looking boy he was.
How surprised —how charmed she will be! Oh,
you must find her; I am sure it cannit be so
dificult. Aund I beiieve she’s in England, though
that horrid old Walmsley will rot tell.”

¢ You think he knows her address, then ? "

«] am sure of it; Lut it’s no use asking him,
I've begged and implored of him to tell me, but
the most he will do is to forward my letters;
and Irene ulways answers them through him,
and there’s an end of it.”

¢« And she is well ? ” demands Muiraven anx-
lously.

% Oh, the dear child's quite well, my Lord,”
replies Mrs. Cavendish, mistaking the pronoun;
« you need have no fear of that. Her letlers are
full of nothing but Tommy, 8She little thinks
whom she has got the charge of. She will be
proud, I am sure.”

«] am afraid we must leave you now,” says
her visitor, rising, «“as we must try and see Mr.
Walmsley to-day.”

« 031, can't you stay a few minutes longer —
just ten? No! Well, then, good-bye, my Lord,
and I hops you will let me know as soon as you
have traced my niece.”

Aud Mrs. Cavendish, much to her chagrin, is
left alone ; for Mary, who has been upstairs ail
this time changing her dress, descends to the
drawing-room in her new blue merino, all ready
to captivate his Lordship, jJust as his Lordship’s
tail igure disappears outside the garden gate.

«#Just a minute too late! What a pity !
thinks Mrs. Cavendish, as she puts up her eye-
glass to watch the departure of the two young
men, ¢ Well, he certainly is a flne-looking man.
And faocy his being a wilower! Not but what
I think my Mary would be too sensible to ob-
Jject to that, And if the child were in the way,
why, I daresay Irene wouldn't mind continuing
the charge, as she seems 80 fond of it. Well, all
I hope 18, he'll come again, and I'll take good
care next time that Mary is ready dressed to
receive him, S1ch a chance to Lthrow away ! If
he'd only seen her as she looks now, the girl's
fortune would have been made.”

Old Walmsley, the solicitor, is a tougher cus-
tomer to deal with than either of them anticl-
pated and even Saville Moxon finds it beyond
his skill to worm out anything from him that
he doesn’t choose to tell.

«It's all very well, gentlemen,” he says, in
answer to their combined entreaties, « but you're
asking me to betray the coufldence ofoneof my
clients, which is a thing I've never done during
a praciice of five and thirty years, and which I
don’t intend to begin doing now.”

+t But, look here, Mr. Walmsley,” says Muir-
aven, ¢‘surely, under the circumstances, I bave
a right to demand Mrs. Mordaunt’s addrees : she
is detalning my child from me.”

« Then you can write and demand the cbild,
my Lord, and the letter shall be duly forwarded
to her.”

« But she may not answer it.”

« T think that very unlikely.”

« Bat I want to see the child.”

«1 am sure my cllent will not detain it an
hour longer than it is her due.”

« But I want to see her,” he bursts out impe-
tuously. .

Oid Walmsley looks at him over his spec-
tacles.

« I think you were the Honorable Eric Keir,
my Lord?” :

“« What ofit?”

s ] was in the late Mrs. 8t. John's entire con-
fidence.” Muiraven reddens,

“ Well, if ysu were, you know the reason
why I disappointed her. I have just told it you.

1 was a married man—] am a widower!”

¢« And Mrs. Mordaunt is a widow !

«Jiwret'y S0, Moxop, 1or heaven'ssake, can’t
you tind something more interesting to stare at
than myself? Now, will you give me her ad-
dress, Mr. Walmsley ?”

¢ I see no further reason for it, my Lord. You
can still write.”

« This is too hard,” cries Mulraven impetuous-
ly, a8 he jumps up from his seat, ani commen.
ces striding up and down tbe solicitor’s offies.
« My toungue has been tled for years. [ have
banished myself from her preseance; I have
even left home inorder to avoid the teuptation
of speaking to her; and, now that the oppor.
tunity presents itself — now that at last I am
able—to—""

“ Go on Muiraven,” says Moxon encouraging-
ly, ¢ to claim my charming child.,”

« You shan’t go down with me, wherever it
is, for one,” replies Muiraven, flushing up to che
roots of his hair, as hetries to turn off nis rhap-
sody with an uneasy laugh. ¢« Mr., Walmsley,
is there no hope for me ?”

¢ None that I shall betray Mrs. Mordaunt’a
confidence, my Lord.”

Muiraven slghs.

“ Well, I suppose I must content myself with
writing. then.”

« Bat if,” continues the old lawyer, slily—«if
you were to set yourselves to guess the place
where my cllent has hidden herself, why —
why—"

“ What then ? '’ eagerly.

«I should be very much annoyed, my Lord—
exceedingly aanoyed; indeed,” with a low
chuckle, ¢ were you to guesss right, I think I
should —I should—-"

« What should youdo 2"

«“Getup and leave the room, and slam the
door behind me.”

« Come on, Moxon,” says Muiraven gleefully,
as he draws a chalr to the table again. « Let's
begin and guess all the places in Eglanl al-
phabetically, tili we come to the right one.”

¢ Bul I dou't know any of them. I've forgot-
ten all about my geography,” replies Moxon,

¢ Oh, nonsense; it's as easy as can b>, Now
for A: Aldersga'e (oh, nc! that’s in London).
Ayleshury, Aberdeen, A ~,A -, Botherit!
which are the p'aces that begln with A ?"

“ Ammersmith,” suggests Moxon ; at which
old Walmsley laughs.

«If you're going toplay the fool, I give it up,”
says Muiraven sulkily. .

« All right, dear old fellow ! I thought it dld
begin with A. Arundel, Aberystwith, Axmins-
ter. There are three proper ones for you in.
stead.”

« Alnwinck, Alresford, Aundover,” continues
his friend ; and then, after & long pause, « There
are no more A's. Let’s go on to B. Bristol,
Brighton, Birmingham, Balmoral, Baltimore

*

«Stay; that's in America, old boy ! Basing.
stoke, Balh, Beaminster. Doesn’t it remind one
of ¢ [ love my love with a B, because she I« Beau-
tiful. I hate her witha B, because she is Bump-
tlous.” "

« Can't you be sane for five minutes together,
Moxon ? If this matter is sport to you, remem-
ber it’s death to me.”

« Better give it up, Muiraven, anl write in-
stead. You can’t expect to go on at this rateand
keep your senses. To go through all the towns
in the United Kingdom, alphabetically, would
ruin the finest mental constitution. {’erhaps,
Mr. Walmsley could oblige us with a Gazet.
teer.”

«1 don’t keep such a thing at my office,
sir.”

« Let’s try C, at all events, Moxon, anl then
I will think about writing the letter. Cambrilge,
Canterbury, Carlisle, Cardiff, Cheltenham,
Chester, Chatham "

« Canton, Caribee Islands,” interposes Mox-
on,

¢ Chichester, Cornwall, Clifton,” goes on Muir-
aven, with silent contempt; ¢ Croydon, Cockle-
bury Holloa ! Moxon (starting), what's
that?” as a loud siam of the office door inter-
rupts his dreamy catalogue.

« Only that Walmsley has rushed out of the
room a3 if the o'd gentleman were after him.”

« But what did I say ?”

« Nothing that I know of. You were Jabbering
over your towns beginning with C.”

« Bat the word—the word—was it Croydon or
Cocklebury ? Don’t you understand? I have
hit the right one atlast! By Jove! whatluck!”
He is beaming all over, &s he speaks, wilh love
and expectation.

« 1 suppose you must have; bat I’'m whipped
i I know which it can be.”

«It's Cocklebury. I'm sure it’s Cocklebury,
It can’t be Croydon. No one who wanted to hide
would go to Croydon. It must be Cocklebury !

« And where the deuce is Cocklebury ?”

¢y Down in Hamsphire, the most out-of-the-
way place in the world. I was there once for u
few days fishing ; but bow the name came into
my head beats me altogether. It was Prov-
idence or inspiration that put it there. But i's
all right now. I don't carc for anything clse. I
shall go down to Cocklebury to-night.” And
leaping up from his chair, Muiraven commences
to button h's great-coat and draw on his gloves
again preparatory to a start.

« Hum ! ” says Moxon, * You promised Lo see
that man Cray to-night,”

«You can gee him for me. You can tell him
all I should have done, There is no personal
feeling in the matter.”

«Cocklespillbury, or whatever its name is,
being an obscure fishing hamiet, there i3 pro-
bably not another train to it to-day.”

« Oh, nonsense ! there 1sa traln—there must
be a train—there shall bo & ¢rain{”




