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UHAPTER XXXI11.~Continued.

Knowing that her adversary was t0o much
for ber, Mre. Gresham yet tad uot the disore.
tion or nelf-dsnial to reiire while she might do
#0 with dignlly.

“You don't supposs, d0 you," she askod,
changing her ground and method of attack,
s#ihat any of my son's friends or sélations wil}
reoelve you, even If he Is mad sxnough to make
you his wife "

¢1 really haven't supposed or thoughy any.
thing about tho matter,” was the indifferent

reply of Florence; “and I don't supposo it

will effect me much whether they do or not.*

Florence with a strangely threatening oxpres.
slon, andsaying,  Remember what I have told
you,” went out without a further word ¢ adleu,
helng helpod info the oarsiage by the footman.

1 Are you coming homa to.night 1” she asked
her son, whose arm sand assistance sho had
ignored,

« I don't know,"” was the reply.

T wish you to do 80; mind, Ialmll oxpect
you,” were tho parting words, as tho hores
startod off; while he lifted his hat, though he
mutiered luoud enough to bo heard.by anyone
atandlog by—

# 1" be hiangoed J1 I do,”

Tho wext moment he had turned and re.
entered tho oottrgo,

OHAPTER XXXIV.
IN THR OAX CLOUGIH.

Moat of my roaders aro awaro that Oldham
is a3 woll known for its coal mines as for m,

#No, but it will affect Frank, Do you think | cotton mills, aud {n one of these Bob Brindley
my poor mistaken boy can have a low.born, , was a viewer, '

Lgno'r'nnt. vhigar wife, and not feel ashamed of
ar.!

But the girl's musl.
oal Iaugh oame llko the

Thus it was that coming up from bts survey

10 be favered, for Willlam Bolton's arrest and
transporiation wetre certaivly not due to him,
though having surprised John Barker when the
wores for drink Jnto an inoauttoun observation,
he had managed to obtain s thread, if not &
distinot cluo to the conspiracy.

One thing, however, was accomplished,

His rival was removed for a good time, If oot
permanontly from the fleld, and he had the
ground all olear to himself it Moll only oould
be wooed,

Thero was tho difficulty,

For Moll, 50 far from reaponding to his sen.
timonts, shrank from him with but 1ll-oon-
oealed avension, would not under any protoxt
voluntarlly walk a stop with him, or if «he
oould holp it, pever trust hersclf in bis come.
pany ono moment alone,

This courso of conduct irritated him beyond
ondurance, and ho was only waliting for a fa.
vorablo opportunity to sustoh by violenos, what
svomed to bo denled to gentlor conduct.

Tho chanece of dolng this wns o4 loog in
ooming—doiug it, too, without oxclting suspi-
clon; at least without inourring 1t Uimself,

If Bldney Beltram really intended to resist

!and oxamination of the pit, he had overheard ! the fiend that war tempting him to his ruln,

doubt were the beils of springs or rivers, which
having dried up, (0f belng diveried in thelr
course, have affordsd ridh aid fertite spots for
trees and vegeiation, and even as preserves for
game,

Towards one of thoso fertile oloughs Florenco
made her way.

Judging the state of her beart by her face,
one would soarcely have thought her happy,
or have imaginaed her to he the destined wife
of one of the richest and handsomiest men in
Jldbam, There 18 a look of pained borror
about her as though ovon sgainst her will she
waro belog dragged to this place, and sho looks
about her foarfully and nervously, as if 1t wero
night instead of broad daylight, and she were
afrald of being molested or followed.

No ons in sight—even the children are at
work or in school, and she bas, it would seem,
tho whole of tho clough, and it is o large one, to
herself,

1s sho looking for primroses, violets or dalsies
on the ground, which she examines 50 atten.
tivoly ¢ Scaronly, for thoso modest floweru llo
at hor feet, and she refrains even from ploking

them,
What ia1t?
What can it bo?
8ho walks on, her

ripple of a gurgling
brook, not tosoothe, ra-
ther indeod to irritate
her.

While Mra, Bolton,
who was foeling her
presenoe ignored by
the imperions visitor,
ssised the opportunity
for saylug——-

#¢PDoed, but she’s &
bonuy scholar.,”

Mrs. Gresham's only
reply to this assertion
was & gloomy, threat.
ening frowp, uander
which 2Ars. Bollon &t |
onos oollapsed into =i. ]
fonoe, ‘

{

«X don't tkink you
and I need discuss my
low origin, my ignor.
anoe, or vulgarity," re.
turned the girl, chang.
ing suddenly flrom
mooking mirth to ox-.
trome 800,

#Ag you are Frank’s
mother," sho added in
the same tone, ¢1
should be sorry to re-
mind you of your
origin, education, or
polite and ladylik» be.
baviour, s fair sample,
I presume, of which I
have had this morn.
iog, bot I will request
you, if what you bave
® sy is said, toleave
me!?

“You order mo to

4
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# No, but, you speak
{n such a loud tonsthat I
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I fear you will glve me
a headachs; thareforo,
1 say, I shall fee! ob.
liged 1f you will go.” -

«Don’t be algrmed, you'll want to seo me
again before I come; but, mark my words, you
shall never be my son's wife—no, nover! Mark
my words, I'll see you lie dead at my feet frst,
80 remember what I tell you; he may not
marry Lady Helen Bertram, but he shall not
marry you"

« And why not, pray

It wasm man’svoice that asked this question.

The rush of air from tho opened door, and
the tall, broad, bandsome face and figure neod
not & ssoond glance to oonvince you that it
was Frank Gresham, the bone of contention
and the subject of discussion, who had apposred
onthe soenas,

¢ Florenoce—mother, what is the meaning of
this®* My poor lass,” he added, seeing it &
glance how matters stood, and roilolng the
swiftly chapging ocolor on her chesk, ¥3 \wve
thoy besn teaslng and plaguing you?® D ,ver
wmind, I'm come back now; give me & kiss,*

And regardiess of the prossnce of tho two
other women, hie claspad her in his armssome-
thing after the manner of 8 boar's hug, and
kiszed her forvently and passionately.

My own littls Flo,” he added, still holding
her in his embrace, and looking upon her fair
fros tendaerly; “they don't know what thoy
sy whon they talk of separating us, do they,
darling #*

She murmured some low sound as sho sub.
mitted to oue more kiss, then gently disengag.
{ng harself from his exabraoce,

«‘This*is disgraceful,” exclalmec Mrs. Gros-
bam, starting to her feet.

“Qb, 1f Wiilie could but see thls, sufely it
would oure him,” thought Mrs, Bolton, as she
stood unnotioed in the background,

His mother’s indignant obscrvation aroused
Frank, both to the necossity and desirability
of getting rid of her, sonding her away, and
turalng o her, ho sald calmly-—

"%omer, lat me take you to -our carriage
now.

I require no iaking. X bave yet atrength to} it

walk, thank goodzees,” was the reply.
And #0 saying, she rustled out hpclx’ﬂoh silk,
aud sweps towards the door. )
Asrived thers, she tuwrued jvand, looked at
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the conversation betweeb Sidney Beltram and
Floronoce Cerr, and ttirough it gained a hold
upon the tompted clergyman.

There were many foelings working in Bob
Brindley's mind at this time, /s Insane pasaion
for Moll Arkshaw bolng the uppermost, and
next in pmportion to that was his intonsegresd
ofgain.

It was & singular feeling which Bob entor-
tained towards this gir), which had indoed pos-
sessed him from his very boyhood.

Ho folt, though by no proocss of reasoning
oertainly, that she was his right, that she be-
longed to him, and being & caasiderable pleoe of
& brute, he had during her ohildhocd and girl.
hood treated her very much as bo would have
esed & pot dog or cat—occasionally caressed
and In turn kicked or bouten it.

Pet cats or dogs may have no redress, Human
belngs, howevor, are mors fortunate, and &3 we
have gecn, Moll had at last beon able 1o cast
off tho yoke.

Pidolity 1s a virtue, though like mwany other
s?od thiugs carriod to oxoess, it mMAy become a

o6,

It had reached this second stage with Bob
Brindley, and tho very torror ho inspired in
the beart of the woman ho coveted only Inspir-
gd hiin with a moro flerce desire to possoss

or,

Desplto tho brutality of which ho was capa-
ble, Bab was not without en average amount
of intsllect, moderate jndustry, and a desire to
get on and be well thought of fn the world.

This ambition mado bim to a great extent
curb bis violoat temper and vindictive propen-
sities, though it did not sucoeed in oradioating
them.

Henoe ho had walted, not patlently, but
doggedly sud determinedly, for somo ohance th
the chapter of accldents which should throw
Mol Arkshaw Into his power.

Everything oomes to & man or & woman {na
ltfotime if they can only wait long enough for

It {s the time eloment, as the Germsans call
i, which Is 8Pt L0 run away with all their asle
culations,

In this, however, Bob Erindley ssemed about ,

LYING ON THR GROUND ALMOST INSKNSIBLRY

the arch enemy, with Bob Brindley for a tool,
had no idea of allowinz him thus casily to es-

cape.

Partly by threats, partly by tempting sug.
gestions and hints of help, the rough mino
viewer had mado the clergyman listen to him
that Christmas night whon sulcide seemed the
only resource, and ho held the means of death
o his hands,

His oars onoe open to the temptor, the rest
hagd beon comparutively easy.

When Sldnoy Boltrana visited Mm. Bolton
and Moll, I remarked the change in him ; the
clange of exprossion, tho gleaming aa of & loat
soul through tho bars which humasanity had in.
terposed ; and this had continued and inten.
sifled antil thoso who thought they knew him
best wore alarmed and anxlous for his sanity
or hislife.

Always fond of s {tude, he seemed to shut
himself out now .aro than ever from his
fellow creatures, and to regont theleast anxloty
or solicltude on his bohalf,

Not that ho relazed in saverity or negleoted
any of his oclerical duties, On the contrery,
thero was a forvid, fiery cloquence which care
ried tho man away—mado him for tho time
soem llko a porson possessed by some sirange
frenty, and which fascioaiwed and frightened,
irit did not converl his spsll-bound hearers.

It must have becn & weok after her ongego.
mont to tho young mlill ownor, that Florenco
Carr, whohaad coagad to goto the factory to work,
was walking alono; followiug, as though by
some unconsclous instinct, that path she had
travorsed in coming to Oldham the aight wo
fitol met hor some six months ago.

The carth was puttlug on its now garment
of brilllant groen, the tiecs were beginnlng o
bud, and evsn in this dingy, smoke-begrimed
place, tho advent of spring and promliso of
summer was visible,

Just qutside tho town, violets and pritaroses
might be found fu the hedges and sholtered
nooks of the cloughs, which le on the outakirts
of Oldham,

Thoso cloughs, as I think i have before ob-
served, ate largo hollows, formod ab one time,
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head bowed, examines
the ground oarefully,
failing, 2owever, to
disoover what she ix
looking for, snd her
face, when she stands
upright, o that ths
light falls upon it, looks
fearfully white and
troublod,

uMy dresm was
true,” she muttered
under her breath; #it
s gore."”

8o ibsorbed had she
been in her own
thoughts, and so soft
and elastic was the
mossy ground, that she
was unconscious of the
approach of any living
creatnre, aud it wax
only when a hand
grasped her firmly by
tho ari, that sho utter.
ed s frightened scream,
and looked ap, to see
the burning eyes of
8ldnoy Beltram blax-
ing Uko coals of fire
upon her,

«Unhand me; what
do you want?” shy
auked, the terror of a
hunted animal glaring
out of her dark blue
oyos,

Bat the light in her
eyes was as hothing
ocompared to the burn.
ing passion, that was
almost Insanity, that
gleamed ltko scorching
flame from his,

After & momont her
eycs qualiled and
dJdrooped undor tho ter-
rible mesning Jmplied
In his face, and her
own countenance fiushed crimson—then white
and oold by turn.

¢I love you; that is why I am here,” hesaid,
in a Jow but flercely intense tone, whilohe bent
over and tried to press his lips on hers: and
though in the struggle he friled, she oould but
foel his hot, flery breath, like & blast from &
furnzoe blowlng upon hor.

‘The very loncliness of her sltuation seomed
10 fuspire her with courage or despersiion.

«love me! how dare you lovo me$” she
asked, with anger and mocking soorn {n hsr
voloe and oyes. ¢ Havo you notsworn cternal
celibacy ? and don't you know that Iam going
to be married 2

« Nover!” he muttered, careless and unoon.
sclous of the pain he inflicted by 86 mercilosaly
grasplog her arm., «Nevert! you sheall never
g:'h'l's wifo, I will gee you dead and buried

1A

«Your consent won't bo ssked; nnhaud me,
or 1 will punish you for your audaclty.”

And she tried to shake herself fred from hig
grasp.

In vain, *

A mouse might as well have tried to cscape
from & cat, as she to shake o his firm graap.

«] tell you Ilove you,"” hereplied, with sdded
florceness, ¢ that 1 dream of yon at night, think
of you by day; that yon have stolen my hoart
Apd my very soul away. Ob,”’—he went on
with & gudden burst of paseionate tondernexs,
and sinking on his knoes, though he atill held
ber band—«oh, have pity oa mo! Yove me
but over so little, and I will bo your slavo—-yes,
1 will abjurc my vow, forswear myself, cast
my soul to perdition, only t0 kold you in my
arms and call you mine.”

¢ You will forswoar yoursolf?” she asked. «J
don't understand you.!”

« Yos, I will admit-the ooward and lar that
Iam, I, who havesworn never o have & wife,
will narry you, only do uot reprosch me for {8,
and say you will be mino.*?

«Impossible,” aho sald,

Bat her volce was kinder—less scornful,

It was a tribute to her charms, xurely, to

it is supposed, by the action of water; and no | make tuls dovoul and self-fargetful man ready



