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E NTERED according to Act of Parliament of Canada, in | wonderful words—limlted, of course, by con- ; left her,’ he said to me, when we first talked this particular, he might be able to refer to

the year 1874, bX WILKIE C]om,ms, in the Office of | gjderations of economy—which reached us (by | about it; ¢and it is my wife's right to expect | some authority in London who would be capa-
the Minister of Agriculture.

£ in America ;:— that I should go back to her’ Those were his | ble of giving an opinion on the subject. By way
—_—O—— tel‘?é‘)l:elﬂ)tg:?ugt‘:;:g;n:t Gleninch,” words, my dear; and he has done all he can to | of explaining his strange request, Mr. Playmore
ablde by them. Helpless in his bed, he now | reverted to the notes which Benjamin had
PART 11.—PARADI . asks you to take the will for the deed, and to | taken at Miserrimus Dexter's house, and inform-
——SE REcAmNED CHAPTER XLIIL join him in Paris. I think I know s"ou well [ ed him of the serious importance of « the
] enough, my child, to be sure that you will do | gibberish” whish he had reported under pro-
CHAPTER XIIIL AT LAsST! this ; and I need only add one word of caution, | test. The letter closed by recommending that
MORE SURPRISES ! My letter from Mr. Playmore, enclosing the | pefore I close my letter. Avoid all reference, any correspondence which ensued should be
agent’s extraordinary telegram, was not inspired | pot only to the Trial (you will do that of your kept a secret from me—on the ground that it
I laid down the letter,

and did my best (vainly by the sanguine view of our prospects which he | own accord), but even to our house at Gleninch, might excite false hopes in my mind if I was
enough for some time) to compose my spirits. | had expressed to me when we met at Benjamin’s You will understand how he feels, in his present | informed of it.
To understand the position in which I now | pouse. State of nervous depression, when I tell youthat | I now understood the tone which my worthy
found myself, it is only necessary to remember * If the telegram means anything,” he wrote, | I should never have ventured on asking you to | adviser had adopted in writing to me. His in-
one circumstance. The messenger to whom we | « {t means that the fragments of the torn letter Join bim hers, if your letter had not informed | terest in the recovery of the letter was evident.
had comuwitted our inquiries was, at that mo-. have been cast into the housemaid’s bucket | me that your visits to Dexter were at an end. | ly so overpowerling, that common prudence
;‘}e’:: orossing the Atlantic on his way to New (along with the dust, the ashes, and the rest of | Wouald you believe it ?—his horror of anything | compelled.him to conceal it from me, in case

or| :

. the litter in the room), and have been emptied | which recalls our past troubles is still 8o vivid, | of ultimate failure. This did not look asif Mr.
What was to be done 7 on the dust-heap at Gleninch. Since this was that he has actually asked me to give my con- | Playmore was likely to give up the investiga-
I Desitated. Shookiug as It m .y seem to done, the accumulated refuse collected from the | gent to selling Gleninch ! » tion, on my withdrawal from it. I glanced

some people, I hesitated. There was really no | perjodical cleansings of the house, duringa term | 8¢ Eustace’s mother wrole of him. But she | again at the fragments of paper on Benjamin’s
need Lo hurry my deciston, I had the whole | of nearly three years—including, of course, the | had not trusted entirely to her own powers of table, with an interest in them which I had not
day before me. ashes from the fires kept burning, for the greater bersuasion. A slip of paper was enclosed in her | felt yet.

I went, out, and took a wretobed lonely walk, | part of the year, in the library and the picture | jetter, containing these two lines, traced in pen- | « Hag anything been found at Gleninch ?” [
and turned the matter over inmy mind. Icame gallery—have been poured apon the heap, and cil—oh, 80 feebly and so wearily !'—by my poor | asked.

home again, and turned the muatter over once have buried the precious morsels of paper deep darling himself:— _ ¢ No,”” said Benjamin, I have-only been
more, by the fireside, To offend and repel my | er and deeper, day by day. Even if we have a “I am too weak to travel any further, Vale- | trylng experiments with a letter of my own,
darling when he was returning to e, penitently | fair chance of finding these fragments, what | ria, Wil you come to me and forgive me ®” | before I wrote to Mr., Playmore.”

returning of bis own free will, was what no wo. bope can we foel, at this distance of time, of re- | A fow pencil-marks followed ; but they werell- |  «Oh, you have torn up the letter, yourself,
man in my position, and feeling as I did, could covering them with the writing in a state of legible. The writing of those two short sen- then ?”

under any earthly circumstances have brought Preservation ? I shall be glad to hear, by re- | tences had exhausted him. “ Yes. And, to make it all the more difficult

hersel! to do. And yet, on the other hand, how | turn of poet, if possible, how the matter strikkes | It i3 not saying much for myself, I know— | to put them together again, I shook up the
In Heaven’s name could I give up my grand en- | you. If you could make it convenient to ¢on- | but, having confessed it when I was wrong, let | pleces ina basket. It's a childish thing, to do,
terprise, at the very time when even wise and |sult with me personally in Edinburgh, we | me a least record 1t when I did what was right | my dear, at my age——"

prudent Mr. Playmore saw such a prospect of | should save time, when time may be of serlous —I decided inatantly on giving up all further | He stopped, looking very much ashamed of
succeediog in it that he had actually volunteer- importance to us. While you are at Doctor connection with the recovery of the torn letter. | himself,

ed to help me!" Placed between those two Starkweather’s, you are within easy reach of | If Eustace asked me the question, I was re- “Well,” I went on; «and have you suec- B
oruel alternatives, which could I choose? Think this place. Please think of it.” solved to be able to answer truly :—«I have | ceeded in putting your letter together again 2"
of your 6wn fralities ; and have some mercy on I thought of it seriously enough., The fore- | made the sacrifice that assures your tranquillity, * It’s not very easy, Valeria. But I made a

mine. I turned my back on both the alterna- most question which I had to consider was the | Waen resignation was hardest, I have humbled beginning., It's the same principle as the prin-
tives, Those two agreeable friends, Prevarica- question of my husband. my obstinate spirit, and I have glven way for | ciple in the «Puzzle’ which we used to put
tion and Deceit, took me as it were softly by The departure of the mother and son from my husbaad’s sake.” . together when I was a boy. Only get one cen-
the hand: «Don’t commit yourself either way, | Spain bad been so long delayed, by the surgeon’s There was ha!f an hour to spare before I lett | tral bit of it right, and the rest of the Puzzis
my dear,” they sald in their most persuasive | orders, that the travellers had only advanced | the vicarage for the railway station. In that falls into its place in a longer or shorter time.
aoner. «Write just enough to eompose your | on their homeward Journey as far as Bordeaux, interval, I wrote again to Mr. Playmore ; tell- | Please don't tell anybody, my dear. People
mother-in-law, and to satisfy your husband,. when I had last heard from Mrs. Macallan three ing him plainly what my position was, and | might say I was in my dotage. To think of
You have got time betore you. Wait and see if or four days since. Allowling for an interval of withdrawing at.once and tor ever, from ali share | that gibbverish in my note-book having 2 mean-
Time doesn’t staud your friend, and get you out repose at Bordeaux, and for the slow rate at in investigating the mystery which lay hidden | ing in it, after all! I only got Mr. Playmore’s
of the difficulty ” which they would be compelied to move after- under the dustheap at Gleninch, letter this morning ; and—I am really almost

Infamous advica ! - And yet, Itook it—I, who wards, I might still expect them to arrive in ashamed to mention jt—I have been trylug ex-
had been well brought up, and who ought to England some time before 8 letter from the

periments on torn letters, off and on ever since.
have kuown better. ‘You who read this shame. agent in America could reach Mr. Playmore, CHAPTER XLIV. You won’t tell upon me, will you 2

ful confession, would have known betier, I amn | How, in this Pposition of affairs, I could contrive OUR NEW HONKEYMOON T answered the dear old man by & hearty em -
sure. You are not included, in the Prayer Book | to join the lawyer in Edinbargh, after meeting brace. Now that he had lost his steady moral
category, among the « migerable sinners,” my husband in London, it was not easy to see. It is not to be disguised or denled that my balance, and had caught the infection of my

Well! well! let me have virtue enough to | The wise and the right way, as I thought, was 8pirits were depressed, on my journey to Lon- enthusiasm, I loved him better than ever !
tell the truth, In writiog to my mother-in- | to tel] Mr. Playmore frankly that I was not don, But I was not quite happy, though I tried to
law, I informed her that it had been found ne- mistress of my own movements, and that he To resign the one cherished purpose of my | appear so. Struggle against it as I might, I felt
cessary to remove Miserrimus Dexter 1o an | haqd better address his next letter to me at Ben- life, when I had suffered so much in pursuing it, | a little mortified, when I remembered that I
agylum—and I left her todraw herown conclu- Jamin’s house. and when I had (to all appearauce) so nearly | had resigned all further connection with the
siens from that fact, unenlightened by so much ‘Writing to my legal adviser in this sense, I | reached the realisation of my hopes, was put- | search for tte letter ut such a time as this. My
as one word of additional information. In the bad a word of my own to add, on the subject of ting to a hard trial a woman’s fortitude, and a | one comfort was to think of Eustace. My one
same wa,.I told my husband a part of the | the torn letter. woman’s sense of duty. 8till, even if the Op- | encouragement was to keep my mind fixed as
truth, and no more. Isaid I forgave him with In the last years of my father’s life I had portunity had been offered to rie, I would not constantly as possible on the bright chauge for
all my heart—and [ did! I said he had only | travelled with him in Italy; and I had seen in | have recalled my letter to Mr. Playmore. « It the better that now appeared in the domestic
to come to me, and I would recelve blm with | the Museum at N aples the wonderful relics of | {s done, and well done,” I said tomyself; ¢ and prospect. Here, at least, there was no disaster
open arms—and 80 I would! As for the rest, let | bygone time discovered among the ruins of | I have only to wait a day to be reconciled to it | to fear ; here I could honestly feel that I had
me say with Hamlet: « The rest is silence.” Pompeil. By way of encouraging Mr. Playmore, | —when I give my husband my first kiss.” triumphed. My husband had come back to me
Having despatched my unworthy letters, I | I now reminded him that the eruption which I had planned and hoped to reach London, in | of his own free will; he had not given way,
found myself growlng restless, and feeling the | had overwhelmed the town had preserved, for ; time to start for Paris by the night-mail. But under the hard welght of evidence—he had
want of a change. It would be necessary to | more than six hundred years, such perisbaole | the train was twice delayed on the long jour- | yielded to the nobler influences of his gratitude
walt at least eight or nine days before we coul i things as the straw in which pottery has been | ney frym the north ; and there was no help for | and his love, And Ihadtakenhim to my heart
hope to hear by telegraph from New York. I packed; the paintings on house walls; the | it but to sleep at Benjamin’s villa, and to defer again—not because I had made Qdiscoveries
bade farewell for g time to my dear and admir- | dresses worn by the inhabitants; and (most [ my departure until the morning, which left him no other alternative than to live
able Benjamin, and betook myself to my old | noticeable ot all, in our case) a piece of ancient It was, of course, impossible for me to warn with me, but becausé I believed in the better
home in the North, at the vicarage of my Uncle paper, still attached to the volcanic ashes which my old friend of the change in my Plans. My { mind that had come 1o him, and loved and
Starkweather. My journey to Spain to burse | had fallen over it. If these discoveries had been | arrival took him by surprise. I found him | trusted him without reserve.- Was it not werth
Eustace had made my peace with my worthy | made after a lapse of sixteen centuries, under a | alone in his library, with a wonderful ilumina- | some sacrifice to have arrived at this result
relatives; we had exchanged friendly letters; | layer of dust and ashes on a large scale, surely | tion of lamps and candles ; absorbed over some | True—most true ! And yet I was a littie ou_
and I had promised to be thelir guest as soon as | we might hope to meet with similar cases of [ morsels of torn paper scattered on the table be. | of spirits. Ah, well! well! the remedy wa
it was possible for me to leave London. breservation, after a lapse of three or four years | fore him, within a day’s Journey. The sooner I was with
I passed a quist, and (all things considered) a | only, under a layer of dust and ashes ona small ‘“ What 1n the world are you about ?"! I | Eustace the better. .
bappy time among the old scenes. I visited scale ? Taking for granted (what was perhaps asked, Early the next morning, I left London for -
once more the bank by the river side, where | doubtful enough) that the fragments of the let- Benjamin blushed—I was going to say, like | Paris by the tidal-train. Benjamin accompani-
Eustace and I had first met. I walked again | ter couid be recovered, my own convigtion was & young girl. Bui young girls have glven up | ed me to the Terminus,
ou tke lawn, and loitered through the shrub- | that the writing on them, though it might be blushing in these latter days of the age we “ I shall write to Edinburgh by to.day’s post,”
bery—those favourite haunts in which we had | faded, would certainly still be legible. The very | live in. he said, in the interval before the train moved
80 often talked over our troubies, and so often accumulations which Mr, Playmore deplored ¢ Oh, nothing, nothing I’ he said confusedly. | out of the station. s I think I can find the
forgotten them in a kiss. How sadly and | would be the means of preserving them from | « Don't notice it.” man Mr, Playmore wants to help him, if he
strangely had our lives been parted since that | the rain and the damp. With these modest He stretched out his hand to brush the mor- | decides to go on. Have you any message to
tlme! How uncertain stil] Wwas the fortune | hints I closed my letter; and thus for ouce, | sels-of paper off the table. Those morsels rais- { gend, Valeria ?’
which the future had in store for us! thanks to my Continental experience, I was | ed a sudden suspicion in my mind. I stopped “ No. I have done with it, Benjamin : I have
The associations amid which I was now'liv- | able to instruct my lawyer! bhim. nothing more to say.”
ing had their softening effect on my heart, their Another day passe i; and I heard nothing of “You have heard from Mr. Playmore !” I ¢ Shall I write and tell you how it ends, if
elevating influence over my mind. I reproach- | the travellers. 8ald. <« Tell me the truth Benjamin. Yes, | Mr, Playmore does really try the experiment at
ed myself, bitterly reproached myself, for not I began to feel anxious, I made my prepar- | or No?” Gleninch ?”
having written more fully and frankly to Eus- | ations for my journey southward, over night; Benjamin blushed ashade deeper, and answer- I answered, as I felt, a little bltterly.
tace. Why had I hesitated to sscrifice to him | and I resolved to start for London the next day | ed « Yes.” *“Yes,” I said. « Write and tell me if the
my hopes and my interests in the coming in- | —unless I heard of some change in Mrs. Maeal- ‘“ Where 18 the letter ?” experiment fails,”
vestigation? He had not hesitated, poor fel- | lan’s travelling arrangements in the iaterval. “ 1 mustn’t show it to you, Valeria.” My old.friend smi|
low—his first thought was the thought of his The post of the next morning decided my This (need I say it ?) made me determined to | than I knew myself,
wife ! course of action, It brought me a letter from See the letter. My best way of persuading Ben- “All right ! he said resignedly. « I have
Ihad passed a fortnight with my uncle and | my mother-in-law, which added Onv more to | jamin to show it to me was to tell bim of the 8ot the address of your banker's correspondent,
aunt before I heard again from Mr, Playmore. | the memorable dates in my domestic calendar. | sacrifice that I had made to my husband’s | in Pans, You will have to go there for money,
When a lotter from him arrived at last, 1t dis- Eustace and his mother had advanced as far | wishes, « I have no further voice in the mat— my dear; and you may find a letter waiting for
appointed me indescribably, A telegram from | as Parls on their homeward Journey, when a ter,” I added, when I had done. ¢ It now rests you in the office, when you least expect it.
our messenger informed us that the lodge- | oruel disaster had befallen them. The fatigues entirely with Mr. Playmore 10 8O on or to give | Let me hear how your husband goes on. Good-
keeper’s daughter and ber husband had left | of travelling, and the excltement of his anti- up; and this is my last opportunity of disoover- bye—and God bless you!”
New York, and that he was 8till in search of a clpated meeting with me, bad proved together | ing what he really thinks about it Don’t I That evening, I was restored to Eustace.
trace of them, -to be too much for my husband, He aad held | deserve a little indulgence ? Have I no claim He was too Wweak, poor fellow, even to raise
There was nothing to be done but to wait as | out as far as Paris with the greatest difficulty ; | to look at the letter his head from the pillow. I knelt down at the
Patiently as we could, on the chance of hearing | and he was now confined to his bed again, Benjamin was 100 much surprised, and too bedside and kissed him. His languid weary
better news. I remained in the North, by Mr. | struck down by a relapse. The doctors, this | much pleased with me, when he heard what eyes kindled with a new lite, as my lips touch-

Playmore’s advice, 80 as 10 be within an €asy | time, had no fear for his life ; provided that his had happened, to be able toresist my entreaties. | ed his. «I must try tolive now,” he whispered,
Journey to Edinburgh—in case it might be ne- | patience would support bim through a lengthen- | He gave me the letter. :

led. He knew me better

¢ for your sake.”
cessary for me to consult him personally. Three | ed period of the most absolute repose. Mr. Playmore wrote, to appeal confidentially My mother-in-law had delicately left us
more weeks of weary expectation passed before “ It now rests with you, Valeria,” Mrs. Mae- | to Benjamin as a commercial man. In the | together. When he saild those words, the

& second letter renched me. This time it was | allan wrote, «to fortify and comfort Eustace | long course of his occupation-in business, it was temptation to tell him of the new hope that
imposesible to say whether the news was good | under this new calamity. Do not 8uppose that | just possible that he might have heard of cases | had ocome to brighten our lives was more than I
or bad. It might have been either—it was | he has ever blamed, or thought of blaming you, | in which documents had been put together | could resist.

simply bewildering. Even Mr. Playmore him- | for leaving bim with me in Spaln, as soon as again, after having been torn up, by design or “ You must try to live now, Kustace,” I said,
self was taken by surprise, These were the last | he was declared out of danger, ¢ It was { who | by accident, Even if his experience failed in | « for some one else, hesides me,”

-




