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%I don't want enybody to suy that I was off
my head that night,” he sald in conclusion.
“/ mean' te¢ do i I'd rather spenk the truth
and hemg for it than be suved Ly a lie.”

All the plansible rhetoric of a Thurtell or a
i‘auntleroy, uiring n university cducation in
the dock, wonld have seemed poor buside that
unvarnished statement of fucts, Already the
jury had rceommended the guilty mau to
merey 5 the jidge strengthoned their recom-
mendation Ly sll the might of his own in-
fluence. Thunk God, we do not live in hang-
g days!  Of ten men dvomed to the gallows
six escape their doom, and Richard Redmayue
was one of the six. Three days before the dats
uppointed for his execution the jnil chaplain
informed him thut the secretary of state had
bizen pleased to commute his sentence to penal
servitude for life,

Lichard Redmayne gave a deep sigh of relief
when be heard these tidings, but was not
wildly clated, like o men for whom the
prospect of death had been full of terroz,

41 thank you kindly, sir” he said very
quictly. #I feel much beholden to you and
thu other gentlemen for having taken all this
troubie to beg me off; and I'm very glad for
the sake of the good old uwme that I'm not
going to be jerked ont of this world by the com-
won hangman, But as faras my own feslings go,
Lthink I'd as lief have ensded my troubles cven
that way, Hurd libour und a prison for the rest
of onu's life isn't a Hvely prospeet for o wan to
fouk forward to”

* Bat it is a mercy for which you have good
reugon to be grateful, Redmayne,” the chaplain
unswered gravely, “since it will afford you
time for penitence. A crime such as yeurs is
uot tu be wiped out hastily, though we eannot
reckon the merey of God to sinners, or what

special dispensation He way reserve for thuse
who lie under the final sentence of the law,
You have u great work to do for your soul in
tiw: years to come, Riohard; for 1 fear your
mind is not yet awakened to the enormity of
your offunce,  Think how great & sin it was to
durk waiting for yomrr vncwy in the darkuess of
the night.”

“It was broand moonlight” paid Richard
blundly ; 4 be might have seon me as well as I
sivw him”

“T'hu tet was not the less trencherous,” re-
Joined the chaplain, & Consider how great a

sin it is to sead u soul unprepured to stand
twefore its Maker.,
tidd

Aud by your own showing

man had heen a sinner; even his sin
vinst your diughter way hawe been still un-
vepented of

Richard Redinuyne stood for a few moments
coukingg at the ground in thoughtful silence,
ucture he replicd to this suggestion,

# 1 don’t know,"” he said at last, # but I think
sotuchow that Lie was sorry ;¥ aud then he told
ti:e story of lis lust visit to tho churchyard at
Hetheridge, and of the gurlund of snow-white
hothouse tlowers. [ hardly think bhe'd have
rememb cred her birthday, and gone yonder to
lay that wreath upon her grave, if he hadn't
been sorry. 1t would have been easier for ham

) furget her, 1f 1'd remembered those flowers
upon  her geave that night at Clevedon, I
don't think 1 should have shot him?

1t was the first expression of any feeling
Jdke surtow or regret which had dropped from
Rick Redonynas lips, The chaplain. althongh

recoagnd ; something noble in the wan, had
tagin to i was u hardened sinner ; but ai
thistisstindication that the stublborn heart could
wmelt, the guad man took courage, nand grew
wiore hopetul ahoat his spirvitual patient. He
workued this vein with ull his might before the
prisoner was transferred to Portland: talked
nmuch of the dewd girl, and of God's provid-
vice, which had snatehed her from o world
vt was full of shares for helpless innovent
wanderers, who had once strayed from the
bhome-nest.  He talked of that mysterious
spivit-world, in which the scerets of all besrts
are Lo be wade manifest ; a world where there
i~ peither marcying uor giving in marriage,
neither terrs nor Jeath, neither sin nor sorrow;
witere Riehard Redmayne and his daughter,
stadd his daughter's lover, might meet, forgiven
and forgiving,

His lnbours were not in vain, It was witha
soiwencd spirit that the farmer left Maidstone

jail and the country ot his birth, with no last
touk at the stublde tields and busy hop-gurden
of Bricrwood, close guarded with other felons
in o rilway van, roughly shipped as if they
had been a smadl herd of enttle sent up to the
ontdon market,

But befure the removal of this littls Land of
delinguents to new quarters, Rick Redmayne
el an interview with an old friend, John
Wautt, the steward, paid him a visit in his cell
st Maldstone, on the last day of bis residence
theee, and badee him a kindly  furewell, not
witheut some rhow of emotion, as sternly held
i check us any rough-and-ready grufl-spoken
man of business over held his more teader
cinwtivns.

“Thank God thuy remitted the semtence,
LRiek,” suid the steward., ¢ I daresay it scems
turd cnough to you to go to Portland.  Bat,
idess my souly I hear the air is uncommonly
tetlthy, and the diet good ; and who kunows
tow foull you iy get a tickot-of-leave—if—if
you behave well) as of coursv you will, and
attend  chapel  regular—though I suppose
that'll be compulsory—and read your Bible
and what nuyy and mako fricuds with the
vaaplain 2

» 1'm a lifer,” said Richard grimly; « 1 don't
suppos. tickets-ol-leave ure dealt vutb very fred
tu lifers.”

%0, but there’s no knowing. There are ex:
ceptional cases, you know. And favouritisn
goes a good way. Youwll start with a goue
character, and be sure you wake friends witl
the chaplain”

#1'1 curry fuvour with no man,” said Ricl
proudly,

« Cutry faveur! of course not; but you like
yuur Bible, don’t you? and you may just di
wall read it?

#1 should like to see Queensland aud the
new furm again before I die, sud to ses whas
Jim has made of it,” said Rick thoughtfully;
welse 1 don't think it much matters whethe
T'm in jail or out of it. I suppose my work o
Portland island will be out of doors, aud thatl
shall hav- the open sky above my head, and
teel the sen wind blowing ever me. 1 dont
care how harvd the work muy be, g0 long as &
isn't inside four walls.” .

4 But if ever you do get free, Rick, a fo
years ahiead of uy—"

«if ever 1 do, TIl sall strait away fr
Brisbune. 1 sha'n’t come back to Kent, to 1v
pointed at as the tint that ever brouglt
disgrace on the name of Redwnyue.” :

«Q, Lick, I don't belivvo there's a maa

among us who doesn't pity you,” said the
steward earnestly. « Sir Francis was one of
those that tried hardest to get the sentence
commuted. Lady Clevedon—wuoll, there—the

about you,”

“Tender-hearted soul,” murmuved Richard
gently. I was sorry for her when I thought
I'd killed Ler husbaud ; but I can't for the life
of me get to feel friendly towards him, though
I know he’s never done me any harm, and hus
even stood my {riond since my triul.  He's too
much like that other, God, God! I couldn't
have believed guch a likeness was possible
between inen who were nothing to cach other 1

“The likuness wuas strong, cectainly, but
hardly so close as you think, You only saw
Harcross in the moonlight; if you'd seen both
men by broud day, you'd have seen plenty of
difference between them.  ‘Tho stenngest thing
was the accidental likeuess in that minintuve,
au accident that might have cost Sir Francis
his life. But they were like ench other, thete's
no denying thut only the rescmblance may not
bo quity so strauge as you think.”

“What do you mean by that ?*

#(‘ome, Rick, I believe you're to be trusted
—not & num to blab cverything you kunow, or
to talk where talking would be s breach of
honour—so I'll tell you u seoret, Those tavo
were something more than casual acquain-
tance, though Sir Fruncis dousn't know it, and
is nuver likely to know it, They were half-
brothers 1?

« What 1*

“Half-brothers, [en years beforc 8ir Lucas
Clevedon married Miss Agnes Wilder, he ran
away with an actress, a pretty woman, and a
woman who was, for a fow seasons, the rage up
in London, She went by the name of Mrs,
Mestyn, but whether she had a husbaud,
living or dead, is more than I kunow; and
whother Sir Lucas ever married her is more
than I know. But my belief is that he did;
for just before she died he suld au estate that
his mother had left him, and settled every six-
pence of the purchase mouey in trust for the
benefit of the son that had been born some-
whepe in Italy. Lord Dartmoor was onc of the
trustees, and I was the other, and it was Lord
Dartmoor made him do it, as I henrd drop
from him in the course of the business. It
was o good lump of money that he parted with
this way, and I knew Sir Lucas well enough
to know that he wouldw’t have sacrificed us
mnuch as a twenticth part of the sum for any
gencrous or manly consideration—in plain
words, uot unless he was obliged. So I have
always suspected there was some kind of
marriage—if not strictly legal, still strong
enough to frighten Sir Lawas—and that the
poor lady was persuaded to scll her son's
birthright for this scttlement. Sic Lucas had
just come home from the Continent, and wus
paying his court to another awdy at the time,
the only danghter and heiress of a great banker,
n young lady who afterwards marricd & noble-
man,  That court<hip never caue: to anything.
Sir Luens was going down hill by this time,
and his character hail got to Le pretty well
known; so the young lady’s father shut the
door in his face; and he came down to Cleve-
don, and shut himself up and sulked liko 8
wounded wild beast.  As to his son, I dou't
beliva he ever touk the trouble to ses him
after he left him somewher: in foreign parts,
with the poor mother, If anything wns
wanted to be done, I did it; and wien Lord
Dartmeor died, I had the whole management
of the Loy’s business till he came of are, when
my trusteeship expired. Wo gave him a fiest-
rate educition—there was just enowgh income
to do that liberally, and leave u small margin
for accumulation. He was a clever, steady-
going lnd, and seemed to do well wherever he
went. Asa young man he was free from all
his father's vices. 1 bad as much trust and
confiddence in him as I might heve had in my
own son, or | should never have brought him
across your threshold. Yow'll believe that of
me, won't you, Richard Redmayne? | should
never have brought him to Brierwood, if L
hadn't thought him an honest man.”

Ay, uy,” said kick gloomily, ¢ you trusted
hiw, I daresay ; but the wrong was done for all
tuat. A stranger was brought into my house
while T was away, a stranger who ULroke wy
danghtor's heart,”

CHAPTER XLVIII.
% AND WHEN IIE FALLS, HE FALLS LIKE LDCIFER.”

Mrs. Haroross rernd Richard Redmayne's
story in the Zim-s—read it with dry cyes, but
& bitfer and passionnte heart. $o she had been
the dupt, ufter all; and all that remorse for
her own shortcomings, all that sad yearning
for the days of her marrivd life to come back
agnin, that she might be a betler wife to the
huxbund of her love—all these pangs of con-
science wers wasted agony. 1e had never
loved her; his false heart hnd been given to
this country girl ; his moudy hours of thought
and silence had been w tribute to that dead
love. He had given to hery, his  legitimate
wify, only the uureal image aad semblance of
affection, while tender memories and  re-
morscful thoughts were lavished on that lost
idol.

“In the light of this discovery xhe remember-
cd a hundred petty details of the Iie that was
ended; the merest tritles in themselves, but
indieating so much now that she possessed the
key to their meaning. She remembered how
much more prone he had been to fits of
absence and gloom after that summer holiday
in Kont thau he huad ever bevn before—n
change which she had aseribed to  altered
health, and about which, in the proud
security that & well-developed organ of self-
esteem gives its possvasor, she had troubled
hurself very little. She drained her cup of
bitterness to the dregs, aud even went down to
Brierwood to ses the place where her lover had
learned to be fulse toher.  Mrs. Bush was atill
in charge of tho homestead, and quite ready to
tell the strange lndy aull she knew, oven
without the bribs of » sovercign which Mrs,
Harcross gave her,  Aungustn suw the low old-
fushioned rooms , the garden, where a few pale
monthly roses were still blooming with a faint
perfume that eeemed like a memory of
vanishod sweets. Mres. Bush pointed out the
cedar ¢ under which Mr, Bedmayue and bis
family was so fond of sittin'—Aliss Grace, and
her aunt and uncle, and all—of a Suaday
evenin'? How common it all sounded! And
it was for a girl with such surroundings as
these that he had been shamefully falso to herl
For this pour cotluge Leroine he had forivited
his lifo!

tears were fn her eyes when she talked to me-

iug over thu chimney-picce in Richard's room
—#& poor faint ehidow of the sweet changeful
face, What, was it for this insignilicant coun-
tenance he had betrayed her? She question-
ed Mrs, Bush closely alout the dead girl. Was
she prettier than that picture—much prettier?
Mrs. Bush replicd that she was ¢ pleasing,”
aud could not be induced to venture beyond
that cautious cpithet,  Augusta asked permis-
sion to walk round the garden once more, by
herself; and having obtained it, went slowly
aloug the path where Hubert and Geace hud
lingured quoting Romeo and .Juliet in the
sumuer vight ;  looked drearily into  the

orchard where they had sat on sultry after. |
never-ta-beudinished |

noons, she with some:
needlework in her lap, he reading and ex-
pounding Shelley's Epipsychidion, and thinking
how sweet it would be to spend the rest of his
days in a garden or arr orchaed i Grace Red-
mayne's  feet.  Augusts gazed upon  this
Lumble  sconce  witit  tired aching  eyes,
marvelbing stesugely, in the midst of her
despair, how he, to whom all the glories ot
the Acropolis-square district were opoen, coanld
have endured oxistence in such a scene as Lhis,
even for a week,  Aund then she went back to
the fly that had brought her from the station,
and mado her dismal journey home, there to
seclude herself from all companionship, and
brood apon this new trouble.

It was o cruel blow, o most humilinting re-
velation ; for she hiad loved the traitor, still
loved him, holding his memory dearer than
any earthly affection. $Still more bitter even
than the first shock of the discovery wus Wes-
ton Vallory's visit of comdolence, with the
Times newspaper in his pocket, and & snug
smile of satisfuction lurking at the corners of
his cunning mouth.

It is the fute of noble natures to bedeccived,
my dear Augusta,” he said with a sympathetic
air, “Suffering such us you are called upon to
endure is a heritage of surrow which bt too
often accompanies nobility of heart”

Mrs. Hurcross was the last of wowmen to
brook any seatimoental hmpertinence of this
kind. All the cousinship in the world could
not, in her eyes, justify such violation of her
sacred grief,

& Who taught you to xnuge my sorrow 7° she
cried, with passionate disditin; & ur to measure
his sins with your petty plumb-line? At his
worst he was better and nobler than you ever
were or can be.  Stick to your oflice disk, and
your copying machine, and your guttu-percha
speaking-tubes, Weston, if' you pleise, and do
not presume to talk of my tronbles”

This was rather a knockalown blow for
Weston Vallory, who had funeiked the course
very smooth und straight before him now that
Providence in its ‘wisdom had removed that
stunbling-block, Hubert ILarcrass,

He left his cousin's prosence erestfullen, but
not despairing,  Augusta’s words and nunner
had been contemptuous Lo an unboarable
degree ; but then a woman in @ passion will
suy anything; and he hal perhaps been some-
what premature in his offers of sympathy.
The aspect of things would be different by and
by, no doubt. He would rescnt this ontrage
Ly o lofty silence, and a dignified withdrawal
of his presence; he would hold himselt aloot
from Augusta for some time to come, until that
foolish infatuated womuan r-hr-uld diseover that
the man who hat always bLecn useful b
perforce of habit become ne cessiry.

He wentback to his ollice dusk, #s lhis cousin
had bidden him, and worked on steudily,
adding brick to brick in that vast edifice the
firm of Harcross and Vullory, and louking tfor-
wurd with a hopeful patience to that futur:
day in whictt Augusta and her fortune: should
be his, and when the butler and his satellites,
nnd all the bouschold in Mnstodun—creseent,
should bow down before him, aud own him for
their master.  With such a house and snch a
wile, supported and sustained by the hnsiness
in Old Jewry, which must eventully hecome
all his own, what more of carth’s splen-
donrs or fame's laurels could he desire?
He would not have exchanged such a
lut for the might of Cresus, or Darius,
or Alexander, .or Hannilul, or Puly-
crates, or any of thosc olassicnl  part
whose works had made the burden of his

1 school-days, who abode in hourly dread of un-

plessant oracley, and altogether appeared to be
wore subject to the fluctuation of furtune, und
the makice of the guds, than any modern ad-
venturer.

So Mr. Vallory junior held his soul in e

tience, and bhis faith wuax stroag in time;

whereby it was something of ashock to hiin to !

learn one fine morning from his unele that
Augustan was going to seil olf the splendid
gouds and chattels in Mustodon-crescent, and
to travel on the continent for a yeur or so
with her father,

# You can get on very well without me here,
Weston,” Mr., Vallory observed greciously ;
#and I really feel it my duty to look after Au.
gustn. This business has been an awlal blow,
I think she felt that horrid story of Harcross's
past life, which came out during that scoun-
drel Redmayne's trial, almost more than her
husband’s death, although she has nevor ad-
mitted as much to me. I am very glad to tuke
her abroad ; change of scene and all that kind
of thing may do wonders, you know. And {'m
very glad she has decided upon selling the
lease and furniture in Mastodon-crescent ; she'll
get rid of all melancholy associntions, you see.”

«And sacrifice no cnd of money,” snid Wes—
ton, with a lugubrivus look. #She'll realise
about as many huundreds os she spent thou-
sands. I have no doubt there’s a good deal of
consolation in that to anything us inconsistent
and unreasonable as a woman.”

“In her present state of mind money is
hardly a consideration, Weston,” replied MAr.
Vallory, in his pompous way. “When my
daughter returns to England she will reside
with me, I havo fult mny house no home with-
out her. Even my cuok has fallen off; I
rarcly get my favorite curries, or the ouly soup
I really caro for. Not that Augusta ever inter.
fored ubout such trifies; but there was an in-
fluence, you know—an influence.

So Mra. Harcross departed, and wintered at
Rome, whither carriages und horses, and all the
paraphernalia of Acropolis-square existence,
went with her ; where she drove daily upon
the Corso with fmr father, gloomily handsome
in her widow's weeds, leaning back listlessly
in her open carringe, with eyes that seemed
to sec neither landscaps nor people. She
stayed hero till the end of March, and spent the
summer in pottering about from ono German
bath to snother, in quest of the magical elixir
which was to caro her father's gout. They
s:ent the following wiater in Paris, where Mr,

Thare wias & phutugiugu ol Gruce atli Laug. , Vellory Bitow w .wsur1des tici loor in the Ruo o

)

- César-Auguste, and the Acropolis-square man-

Isinn still languished in brown holland «- 1

j durkness,  The irrepressible Weston employed
w prrent deal of his leisuro during this winter—

s which was unusunlly severe—in crossing and

il‘l‘- assing the, channel,  ‘'he mail-bont that
arriad this modern Civsar and his fortunes ran

foul of & Freuch steamer ono blusterous mid—

night, whereby Weston  narrowly  cseaped
j drowning 5 but still he held on, dauntless and
funilzging as a Queen’s Messenger, that hap-
Hess sluve of the State, whose perils equal shaose
cof w famous warrior, and who is, under the
chessepiuring system of our present adminis-
teation, paid very little better than a butler.
M presented bimself every now and then in
i the drawing-room in the Ruv César-Auguste to
do homage to his eonsin Angusta, half an hour
before  dinuer, wniteeravated and  spotless.
with no udour of steamboat or railwiuy clinging
to his garments, I[e had his pet chamber,
No. 335 bis, at Meurice's, and marely found it
oncupivd whon he required it, By this wun-
flinching attention~by solicitude that knew
no weariness—he did at last contrive to slip
back into his old position of usefuluess;
fetched awl carried music and  booky, and
putterns and threads for point-lnce work ; and
folt that he: was mininge ground,  Pho star ot
hop.: began to shine for him again.  The Unys
went on—Mr, Vallory and his daughter camo
buek to England, ‘The Ryde vills and the
yucht had becn sold, at August's request ;
were Jthey not bitter to her soul, being so
closuly associnted with the days of her court-
ship and married lfe ? S Me. Vallory
bought an cstate in  Warwickshire, ssven
hundred acres or so, with a huge stucco-
fronted mansion, called Copplestoke Manor, a
few miles from Leimington, and begon o new
phase of exisbence as a4 conutry gentleman;
taking the chair at vestry wectings, aud
sttting on the bench at petty sessions, aud
vexing the souls of ruaral degislators with the
abstrusest techniesitios of the law,

Hither, too, came Weston Vallory, alwayn
cager  to be  useful 3 but although  Mra.
Harcross tolerated him graionsly enongh in
his capavity of light porter, for him there was
uo riding by her side in hawthom alleys, or
loiteriny under star-proof chns in the sutnmer
night ; or drifting gently on the narrow wimd-
tuy river, with i lagy dip of the onrs now and
then, and an oceasionul entanglement among
green masses of mnsy woed.  He felt hivasedf o
guest on sufferanes, and there were thaes when
the star of hope gaew dim,

Srs. Hareross hiud been three years o widow,
but stitl wore monrning, —resolutely refusing
Mustiune Bouffuae the privilege of making her
any dress which was not of the black silk and
bugly order,—when  the star of hope sank
altogether in the blackest darkness,  Weston
had been unusually busy in Old Jewry doviag
the winter term, and had not seen his cousin,
vither tu Londoun or at Copplestoke Manaor, for
neuely three Juonths, when he cine down to
the country house for a beief visit.,

He: nrrived at dusk, after a snow-storm, when
the drive from the lodge to the honse was Vike
a journey throngh fairylund, although the idea
did not vecur to Weston, who, like the famous
French Blneastocking, abhorred the beanties of
nature,  He fancied the house had o more fos-
tivie appearanes than usunl, even while he
lingered for w few minates in the hall, giving
directions about some prokages e had brought
for Augusta,  There were more hot-house
fluwers, brighter fires, wore lights; the ser-
viants had o gayer air, for the mansion had been
a somewhat sepulchwal abode, despite its gran-
denr, hitherto,

s my uncle many vivitors 7 he asked
the butler carelessly.

“ Nu, sir; not many, sir.  Lord Stanmore
and Bdgware is staying with us, sir, and Cap-
tain Purtlect 5 nobody else?

s 8tnmore and Edgware ! A new acqunint-
anee,” thought Weston, whose only knowledge
of 1hat nobleman was obtained from the Peer-
aye and the Morning 'ost. He had an iden thint
Stanmore amd Jhdgware was clderly, and had
never done anything to add lustre to his'title,
exeept condescend to exist,  “ Humph " he
snid; not displewsed to[find that he was to hob-
and-nob with & peer, not a borse-racing or in.
solvent nobleman, bat i respectable lnadowner,
Lord Stanmore s a place near here, 1 osup-
pose 2"

« No, sir; his lordship's estatestere in the
North, sir. His lordship was stoppin' at Lord
Leigh's for the *untin’, before Christinns, und
' his lordship has been here hever sinee”  The
butler gave a fint cough, not withont some
i kind of signitivienee, which puzzled Weston a
hittle,  Bat of course it was only the man's
chdion at having ministered so long to the
pueragge,

Weston went np-stairs to dress, and arrayed
himself with alittlo more care tham usual : put
on his favourite boots, and a shirt with Va-
lenciennes medallions which e deemed invin-
ciblo ; his studs were black cuimel skulls with
dinmond eyes ; the parting of his hair wasg
pertection. Never hind he felt better satisfied
with himself, with his uarched instep, bhis
moustache, with all his small graces, than as
he went down the wide onk  stairense, whero
unwouted parterres of seented  geranivim and
stephianotis regaled his noxtrils as he wont,

swPommy loves alord,” ' he said o himsolf
with o cynical grin. I suppuso my poor un-
clois not exempt from that pardonable weak-
ness of humanity.”

Phere were only three'persons in the drawing-
room when he entered—his uncle, Augusta, and
a tall buld-heahed man with gray moustachios,
who stood with his back to the fireplace,  Mrs.
Harcross was seated in a low chair opposite the
fire, holding a spangled faon between her face
and the blazo of tho logs piled on the wide
old-fushioned hearth. Sho wore crimson canel-
ling in her hair and in the bosom of her gauzy
black dress, tho fiest gleam of colour that Wes~
ton had ever seen her wear gince her husband's
denth ; and the gentloman with the gray mous-
tachios wus bending down to apesk to her, with
such an air of chivalrous duvotion as muy have
distinguished King Arthur in the rdays when
Guinevere was true, and the serpent had not
yet entered the sacred circlo of the king's cho-
sen Knights.

The attitude, the look, the tone, revealed all
to Weuston Vallory's rapid comprehension, The
star of hopo shot downward to nbysses unfi-
thomable, neverto risuagain, Before he went
to his comfortable Lachelor bedroom in the
western wing, he had learnt the worst, His
uncle told him everything overa bottle of claret,
when the Earl and his satellite Captain Pur-
fleet had left the dining-room, only linguring o
tow minutes atter Augusta’s depurture.

% Xt wus not a thiug I carcd to writs about,” | 3 alon is no longer escheated to the orowa.

! « ' :
- said Mr. Vallory. #'Chey have ouly been’ en-
vimued three weeks 3 but from the duy wo fiest
mel Lord Stanmore at o hunting breakfast at
Stonclefgh, the busivess wis scttled, It was
t #cuse,” as you fiast young men say.  Aungustn
was very mnch disinclined to hear of sach «
thing ; but I felt that in an affair of this kiud
her apposition mast bee horne down—in estate
like Staumore wd Kilgware, improving in
value every year, miles of building frontagss
on the ontskirts of the most populous towns in
the North, coal mines, slato quarrics, and
man of hlamel s charncter,—thirty years or so
her senior, | et 5 but we know by the ex-
pericnes of mankind that  thess marringres,
founded on o mutual exteem, and—aw, hun—
the desire to consolidate a vast estate, ure of-
ten the happiest.”

“Yen,” cried Woeston, breaking in with a
bitter Inugh ; “but it she hat fallen in love
with somie poerdevil of the same age, T woncbor
what you'l have callinl it 2 A vicious infatun-
tion, which argues—the sort of thing which tuga
says of Desdemon, you kuow ; but of connse, ns
he's nu ear and the estate is all right, it's quite
wuother matter.”

“F dou't think that's a very geninl way of
recoiving  my  communication, Weston ; )
thought you'd be unturally delightd.  Phe
mateh is really a brillinnt one, the sort of mar-
ringe I always drenmed of for my danghter, be
fore her unfortunate allianco with  poor Uar.
cross,  Amd even you will protit by it ; your
status will be not o little improved when you
can ¢laim consinship with n countess,  Phat
sort of thing ought to be worth a thousand o
yeur to s man in your position; to say nothing
of the prabubility that you may get tho Stan-
mors land ageaey beforo long, and no endd of
leases and decds of agreement.”

1 ought to be amnzingly grateful, 7 dace-
sny,”’ replicd Weston, “hut the news i enther
gtartling, T thomght my cousin was a model
widow, welded to the dead.”

# Weston,” oxelaimed Mr, Vallory, with se-
verity, « 1 believe you'es a radicat 1"

Bo Angusta Uareross, in due time awl with
no anseemly haste, wastranslnted intoa oty
sphere, in which <he knew not Weston, or oaly
remetnbennd him faintly at hslioyearly inter-
vabs, when she permittod his e to e in-
suribed by sonp: menial han  on one of herin.
vitation einls,

Her hushined’s privite secretary attended to
these minor details, He had a book given him,
upon whose right-hand piges wero inscrituad the
dieep, or exaltal peesonnges, who must be in-
vited to all large assemblios, and upon whaese
left-hand appesral the obseara herd of goats,
who were Lo by bidden onco or Ko ib o sNea-
son, if convenient,

Augustad had prime ministersand royal dukes
t dine with hor in these ntter diys, and Weston
attended receptions so erowded that he was &in
todepart. withont havims so nmeh as canghia
i little look neross the crowd® from hias hostess
and Rinswomnn,  Bat he did in somewise con-
sole himself with the idea that he gained in
socin] dislinction by his consin's wivimcoinent,
and he received numerous applications from
acqunintances of his own who wanted to obtnin
Lauly Stunmore’s indlnence for this or for thal.
It was & meagre consolution, hut it was some-
thing,  He had his dainty litile villa at Nor-
wood, hig wellserooted horses. roses that were
never permitted to suffer from  the green tly,
and-Ye had all the keen delights of an ever-in-
crearing business in old Jewry,

For some favouraed creatnees lfe seems all
sunshine, No shadow has darkened Clevedon
Hall sinco the horror of Hubert  arcross's
murder, and some new joys have come to
brighten that plensant homea,  Littlo voices
sound gaily and little feet patter swiltly in the
corridors of Clevedon to-duy, and in these hat-
ter years there nre lavger butterfliey than
Greeks"  or € Trojens) # Camdwrwel]l  beau-
ties,” & Peitcocks’ eyes,” or & Painteld Lulies” o
be seen hovering nbout the tlower=beds in the
old-fashioned gardens,  Sihyl Clevedon has be-
come Sibyl Havdwood, and briugs her babies
from Punbridge Wells every other day to com-
pure Tottie’s new tooth with her cousin Lot-
tiv’s, or to inquire if Migsy's symptoms in the
opening styge of measles are as satisfuctory as
those axhibited by Popsy in the same disease,
Huppy lnglish houscholds, abont which there
is g0 little to tell Ve Golonel exists in a se-
vanth heaven of grand-paternal rapturs, which
verges on senility,  ‘Phe Bungatow hrims over
with babics—for e notSibyt's children & Kind
of left-handml grandehildren of his?—aml the
gnadrupl tavonrites during these irruptions
of the juvenile population feel  themselves
more or less at o disndvantage,  Pedro sunps or
spits his displeasie ; the dogs retive under Inw
ohairs to growl at the invader; tho mwungoose
disappears from haman Ken, to be found per-
haps at nightfall, by some frightened house.
maid, snugly coiled under the Colonel’s duvet.
The Colonel stuffs the litthe ones with enrri:.
bat, and Bowbay ducks, which provoie un.
wonted  thirst in these small epicures, and
dried fruits from Affghanistan, and West-In-
diau presceved ginger, and ministers to their
little appetites with atl the art he khows ; tfor
which reason lengthened  visits to the Buugn-
fow are apt to resalt in bilious attacks nod the
exhibition of doctor's stutf,

sricrwood, forfeited tor evor by Richurd Red-

mnyne’s crime, hag passwd into the hands o
the stranger,  Tho deed of gift by which ho
bestowed  Bulrush  Mends upon  his brother
Jamoes has preserved the Gippslund fnrm from
the grasp of the law ; but the gray old Kentish
landsenpe has gone from the house of Redmayne
foruver-* ‘Pheday will come perhaps, distent
but dimly possible in the future, when Lick
Redmayne's bonds may be loosened ; when,us
a reward for unflinching toil aud nuvarying
good conduct, thu quict submission oiu repent-
ant sinaer, who feels that his burden can never
bo ‘a0 heavy for the mensurs of his otlence, he
mny go forth from the drear monotony of that
prisou island, an old man, with grissled hair,
and tugged decp-lined countennnce, & muu
whose shouldersare bent with lung lubour, zo
forth, free at the lust, to that fairer, wider world
for which his soul longs. Not to Brierwond,
the lost home of sad memorivs, the house
haunted by his dead drughtor’s ghost, the pluce
whose gloomy influcnes well-nigh drove him
mud ; but to the fertile plains and inland sens
of Gippsland, totho mountains aud the water-
sheds where tall gum-treos shoot upward un-
cer the clondless blue sky, whure the ringing
note of the bell-bird sounds keen and clear in
the tranqguil distanco. :

¢ Lho law is now more merciful : the propersy -




