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{ Concluded.)

The gypsy was never tequired to appear ; Wilfrid Burn wos never again
called vpon to answer the charge, vnd the Longhill mystery was never
clcatcd up, if the old weman's evider.co has left any doubt in the mitter.
Ere the next Assizes were due, Roderick Warstone left Englaud and re-
turned no mote. Evep his father’s death, which took plsce soun after—
the trial broke the old Squire’s heant, 1t was sud—did not recall him ; the
estates were placed in the care of a steward, and his tenants never saw the
Sqeire agaiv ; vor did Miss Maulda Jermyn. It was hardly likely that he
could renew his attentions to that young lady, or she receive them; but
hose in the village who pretended 1 be well infermed in the matter, said
it was not the legal difficalty of his position which was a bar to Mr. War-
stoue, or presented his renewing his suit; it was his fear of assassination.
Be that as it might, he certainly never again appeared openly in England.

No obatacle now existed to the marriage between Willrid and Mabel,
and dircctly it was evident that no forther tronble would be incurred from
the accusation, Mr. Rayford ivsisted upon its “ coming off.”

“When the lad has matried thee, my gir),” sawd the farmer, ¢ I shall
feel 1hat thou art eafe, and I shail feel saie too, but not till then. What
wi’ Squires, and gypsies, aod the like, with shootings and murders, and eo
ov, I canuot tell what may bapper.”

Mabel prolably necded no urging to tzke this course, but if she did, it
was supplicd by old 1l¢pizbah, who assured her solemnly that the stars
gave watning against the postponement of her marriage.

So, ns there was no reason for delay, the marriage took place at an
carly date.

-Little was seen of the old Squire afier the irial; indeed the
villagers declared that “ be pever held up his head ” from whst time, for
the revelaticns made thesein were a fearful blow to his feelings and his
pride; bat, proud thougzh he was, no man in the county had a higher sease
of right than Squire Warstdne, ard he felt that some 1¢compense was due
ta the man who had suffered from his family and from himsclf, for he was
most carnest in pressivg on the charge.  Perhaps hie did not hike to seo
Wilfr d; perhaps he thought the latter would refuse compensation at bis
hands ; at any rate, it was Mr. Rayford who received a lease, for a long
term, of the valuable Mi!l Farm, at a peppercon rent. . The plain-dealing,
straigh tfcrward old yeoan, seeing vo reason why he should not allow his
Jandlcrd to appease his conscicace by doing the right thing, promptly ac-
cepted the Icase, and the baif-dezen of boys and gitls who in time made
the old rooms 2t the Mill Farm echo with their laughter became Jittle heirs
and heiresses iheicby.

The gypsy-witutss was not scen again in tbe village, but when old
Hepribah died, a dark, stein icokisg stranger cams who preduced some
proof of kis being her relstive, and claimed her body fer the purpose of
butial i some distant cemetery where her tribe Iay. It was said that he
was juincd, soon after he drove away, by 1wo gypsy women—an old one,
the very image of the witness en Willuid Burn's trial, and 2 younger and
very handsome woman. It wzs whispered that this Iatter was Roderick
Waratone's gypey-wife. But if it were 20, she was never more keard of in
Longhill.

THE END.
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JUDGE NOT
JUDGHE NOT.
How coulll I bear to »itin earen, on ¢'er f0 liizh a throre,
And kear Win say to hier—to her & that clec he loveth none.

CHAPTER I.—T1uz von.

The lights in the great bed-chamber, with its domed, painted ceilicg,
were turacd low, and the hush of approaching deatn hung over ait things;
for oo the bed Cunstance Deverell lay white and motionlees, wih closed
cyesand low, irzeguiar breathing.  Shc had bzen a reigoing beawsy thity
years age.  She was handecine siill, and her Leauty was reflected in the
face of the iall, slight man who stocd by the bidsids, watching and—wait
irg. Tke sen =lo had loved so litile, yet who alonc was with her i this
tentible hour, while the younger, her dariing frem bis eradle, was fer away.
The nutse, 2 Sister hasuly :umnioned from the neighbszing convent, sat on
the oppesite side of the bed ; the dector steod at the foer.

The hands of the cleck aver tho maniclpicce poiutcd 1o midnight.

Thrce days i*d Censtancn Deverell lain unconscicus, utfess a low
woaning At limes was any tign ¢f censcicusness.  The decior could not ac
count fcr the scizuze wihich had picsiraied here  He had Leen hasuly
surrmoncd at nine o'cleck in the morzing by 2 mounted groom from the
Coctrt, and when bic 2irived ke found Mrs. Deverell, who had not yet ricen,
snsennible.  Jler sen aid ker bovsekezper with her.

* How did this happea? ™ he azked Mex Devercll, whese face was as
whitc as the face on the pillew ; bis handsome fcatures were stern acd sel.
they scuned wrcught in marble,

Dr. lland knew Mir. Deverell to bea woman who was rarciy il
he could Lot understand this sudden aitack.

“1 only camac down frem London last night,” Max answered, in a sup-
jressed voice. ' This rworning, ¥s I was pasing my mother’s zoom on the
way frem my own, 1 heard a picrcing cry from within, I rushed into the
r.om, ard fourd hes iike this"”

you know, or can you conjecture its nature 1

A slight flush crossed the man's marble face. He said, after a inoment’s

hesitation : - :

“ I think I can conjecture.”

“ And—pardon me, Ispeak only in the interest of my patient—caa that
cause bz removed” )
* No.” Max smd, lcoking straight before him ; ¢ there is vothing to be
donc, cothing!”

‘Tke good dector stifled a sigh, but said no more.

He knew what all the vitlage koew--such things cannot be hidden—
that Max, the cldest born, was not his mother’s favourite, and for this rea-
son he was rarely at the Court, while (or Clinton, the younger, always a
ne'er-do-well from his boyhood upwards, she had the extravagant affection
which women sometimes lavish on their unworthy children.

Some people said that part at Jeast of the rcason of this preference was
Clinton's likcuess to the young. soldier Constance Bedingfold had loved,
but had 1thrown over, because of his poverty, to marry rich Mr. Deverell,
and the soldier had dicd in battle withio a month of her martiage.
Cestainly Clinton was not like the Daverells, who had the dark oval
faces and clear cut handsoms fzatures that distinguished Max. Aod Mrs.
Deavercll, though she waa a dutiful wife, had never loved her husband.

& Perhaps,’” thought the doctor, “ Clinton had lost more than usual on
the turf, or at cards, or had married a barmaid or a circus rider; and Max
]cit(;ler (,Jid pot kaow the actual truth, or did not choose to admit his know-

cdgo.’

He was an cxtremely proud, reserved man ; and if Clinton had done
anyihing discreditable to the family name, Max would, at any cost, hide
the wound from the public gazs.

A skilled nursc was sent for; the doctor gave directions, and called con-
stantly to sce hiow the patient progressed ; and now the third night had
come, ard the dector, when he came an hour ago, had given his fiat.

* There is ncthing to be done.  Sbe is sinking, Mr. Deverell; it is only
a question of time.”

And Max's white lips moved with the unuttered words :

“ Batter 0. Ob, merciful father ! bstier so.”

A fittle before one o'ciock Dr. Bland left ; he was perfectly helpless, and
the Sister was quite ablo to do anything that was needed ; the doctor’s
house, besides, was not faroff, and 2 horse was ready-saddled in the stables,
and onc of the grooms sat up, in case of emargency.

Theo Max urged the nurse to go and lie Gown in the adjaining dressing
oo,

[ cau call you in an instant,” he said.  “ Pray take soms rest.”’

*You nced it more thaa I do,” she answered.

“ You have had no sleep since your mother was seized.”

But Max shogk his liead.

*¢ 1 canuot rest,” he said ; ** X must be with her.”

So Sister Agues went into the dressing room and lay down, and Max
stiil watched by the dying bed.

\ There was no rest for him 5 no slecp in the dark cyes so full of passion-
ate pain.

A2d if she lay for 2 week like this he must never leave her side; he
must bz with her to the end.

. It was abou? two o'clock when he saw a change in the livid face, a
quiver of lips ard cyolids ; then her hand stirred feebly on tho coverlet.

He rose and beot over her.

 Mother! ” ke whispered.

Her lips moved ; she was trying, he kaew, to speak his brother's name,
but afier 2 momeat ske opened her eyes, azd fixed them with a strangely
clear gaze on Ler son's fate ; she tried to speak, bat failed.

. Max brought the brandy which stood ready mixed far use,and gently
reising her, made her drink a litle. It gave her some -stiength; her eycs
went 10 his face again, thento the crucifix that hung at the foot of the bed.

The Deverells were of the extrem: High Church, as it is called, though
they would have said simply of the Church, and the symbol of Christianity
was not, in heir creed, for the aliar only.

Tac dying weman made 2 feeble sign with her finger, and Max detached
;’hc :l:mc;fu: and brought it to her ; butshe signed to him to keep it in lus

atds.

*Swear, " she whispzred, with 2 strange agoty in her cyes, * never to—
to——" iicr breath failed her; she made a sopreme effort.  * Swear.” she
£aid, ** on thut symbol never to—to reveal the trath to living soull ™

Max knclt dowa, and bowing his fzce over the crucifix, kissed it
Teverently.

* ] swear,” ke gaid slowly, “ never to reveal the truth to livieg soul!™

There was a faint murmur from his mother's Jips. He lified his head
and saw that her eyes were closed © a groy shadow swept over her face.

He 10sc 10 his :eet and calied the Sister, and iz Lwo scconds, she, 100,
was bending over the dying woman.

No nced for question ard answer.  Max knew that it was only momeats
now.

He quietly wiped the dzw from the rigid brow. A faint quive passed
over her fcatures; her lips babbled, trying 10 foice the name that
was always ia her keart, ** Cli—li—li——"

Aund then the last breath rippled owt, and the troubled, orxing life was
over.

Jiven in death shz was ubjust.  Oa Max she had laid a barden grevious
10 be borac.  Her last thuught was for Clinton ; her last cffort the attempt
10 repeat his name.

Decp in his heart Max must bavte fclt the bitteroeas of the injustice
that had 10bbed his childhoud and youth of love, and had been crowned

* Shic wust have teseived rome great mental shock, Mr. Deverell, Do

on a death-bid ; but he gave no sigo.



