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W E had onlv been three menths married w huithe blow-fell. The senior partner lu the firrn
that employed me died; the business w as

amalgamated with that of a rival concern; there was
a general rcadjustment of men and pests; ind the
resuit was that 1 lest my b)illet.

I knew by bitter experïence what it was te
baunt the London offices ni searcli of work, hungry
and despairing; and if it bad flot been for Mary
1 should have given way te despair. She was f;'r
braver than 1, partly, perhaps, because 1 bad "beeil
there," and she had flot.

0f course, I set myseif to find a new bertb of
some kind, but 1 had an inward presentiment that 1
would flot succeed. 1 did flot succeed. Day by day
our littie stock of money melted away; each day 1
grew a littie thînner, a littie shabbier.

One poor littie asset I bad, ratber uncommîn
among London clerks-a working knowledge of
11industani. This I bad picked ssp f rom my aya-
1 was born in Deihi and thminig that it migbt coe
in useful some day 1 had improved my kuewledge
of it as 1 grew older.

But Hindustani was a drug ini the market, and
subsequently I discovered that scarcely any clerks
are engaged to go to India nowadays.

At last ene morning, wbilc searching tbe columns
of the DaiIy Trum tpet, my eyes lit ou the words 1
bail despaired of ever b)eoldig-"One with knowl-
edge of Ilinidustani preferred." 1 shouted for jcy,
made a spring at Mary, kissed ber rapturously, and
wîth scarcely a word of explanatien, and ne break-
fast, rusbcd eut of the bouse.

Mr. Timothy Drake I found to be a short, stout,
elderly man about sixty years of age, with a sbcck
of ircn-gray biair that rose straigbt up f rom bis fore-
bead like a ruif, an al round set of wbiskers, a
brick-like complexion and a flery eye.

He*greeted me in Ilindustani, and I replied iu
tbe same language. A few questions and answers
in the same tongue, and wben tbey were ended Mr.
Drake frowned and f ell nto a brown study.

Pr(sently be aroused bim.self.
"Good, so far," said bc. "And now, wbat can

you do? Anything beyond making eutries lu ledg-
ers and writing formaI business letters ?"

"I once mnanaged a tin mine in Cornwall for a
few mnthds," 1 answered, dîffidently.

110 sorted centemptuously.
*"I want a man te be sub-manager on a tea plan-

tat ion,, under supervision, of course. Tin and tea are
net quite the snne tbing."

I1.;orrowfully admitted that this was true, aud
hixnted thaLt 1 was net tee eld to learn.

H e did flot seem te hear me.
"Any objection to geiug up ceuntry?"
'Not the least."1I an;wred.
There is eute thing I sbould warn yen of,"~ said

Mr. Drake, slewly, leoking me fullinl the face.
"The natives with wbIom yen will be brougbt jute
colitact are extxemely isuperstitious, 'Dey have
theqir own magie, and they are rather fend of prac-tssing their arts on white men they msy wisb te get
rid ef. I don't gay there is anything in it, mîmd
yen, and 1 don't say there isn't. But 1 have seen
sem-e queer things mysef"ý-bere M r. Drske's veice
dropped te a wisper-"ývery queer tbings indeed.

"Oh, I'm aIl right as far as that gees, sir," I1
interrupted cenfidently. «I haven't an ounce of
superstition În my composition."

"Do you mean tbat?" asked MUr. Drake, suddenly
leaning forward lu bis cbair.

"Certaiuly I do."
"Then perbaps you wouldn't mid fbelping me ini

A little bit of private business which requires some
nerve!.

"I sbould esteemn it a pleasure," 1 answered
promptly

lic sriled grimly.
"I doubt wlîetber yen will tbiuk se if you nuder-

take it," said lie. "The case is this:
"MNy grandfatber, wbo died a good mauy years

age, beld an important post lu the East Judia Com-
pany's service; be seems te bave been a boîd, reso-
lute and unscrupulous kînd cf man. He lived nearly
-Il bis life iu India, and came home te enjoy tbe
money hc bad made, forgetting that bis time for en-
jeyment bsd fled, neyer te return.

"He was reputed te bc a very wealtby man, but
bis wealth consisted priucîpally of precieus stones,
bow obtained we bad better net enquire.

"He died at au advanced age, sud the curions
tliug was that his jewels seemed te bave predeceas-
ed hlm. They could uot be found suywberc. Seme
tlîotght that the old gentleman (who was uot of au
amiable disposition) biad thrown tbem into tlhe
Thames souner tbau let his heîrs bave them; seme
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said bis favorite Iîindoe servant had stolen them
and taken tbemn back te India; many declared that
tbey bad neyer existed.

"ýBut tbey were ail wrong. Only a few days age1 discovered, iàmong a lot of cld family papers, a
memorandum in my grandfatbers handwriting stat-
ing that be bad iustructed his MLndeo servant te put
thens lu bis ceffin and bury them 'wth him. And
be added that his spirit would watch over tbe trea-
sure, and that a frigbtful punisbment would befali
any eue who sbould attempt te remove tbem.

"Now, of course, sucb a threat is a thing that
neither you uer 1, nor any sensible man would
dreamt of payiug any attention te. Still -1 confess,
meddling with the boues ef the dead, even for au
innocent purpose, is net a tbing 1 like, especially lu
the case cf an aucestor of my ewn. But if yen
lave ne sncb scruples, 1 should be greatly obliged
for yeur belp."

"You are most welcome te auy iielp I can give
yen," 1 responded premptly, "I don't think people
bave any business te have jewels luried wîtb tbem
if they wîsh their remains te be undistnrbed. 1
suppose the coffin wihl have te be opened ?"

Mr. Drake moved uueasily in bis: seat.
"Unless if bas fallen astsnder witb age."
This opened up a Tather gruesome prospect, but

haviug phedged my word f0 Rive what help I ceuld,
1 faced it "lu imtagination" wthout mcving a muscle.

"Thbe coffin lies,. I beleve, in a vanîtunuder Ship-
ford Churc.-at least 'I kuow we -have a family
vauît there, and my grandfather's body wilI be there
toc, I have ne doubt."

"\When de yen wish me te go down and sec t?
1 asked, risng ro my chair.

"This isiMofnday," answered Mr. Drake. "Sup-
pose we go together on Thursday afternoon? il will
bring a lantern sud ail the neccssary tools, antd psy
yeu five pounds as soen as -the job is donc.

He dismîssed me wth a nod, and I went home in
a state of great, though repressed, excitemnent, 1
had already decided thAt I would net tell Mary the

real object cf my .iourney on Thursday, for I did
rot wisb ta alarm lier superstitions fears.

1 left with lier aIl tbe littIe nmoney we bad aud
reaclied Waterloo on Tbursday afternoou witbout a
penny i my poeket. But tbat did uot matter. Mr.
Drake was waitiug for me, a large black bag in his
baud, and cf course lie paid alI expenses.

It was already dusk wbien we reached tbe louely,
retired, remiote village of Shipford. The ehurch lay
nearly a mile off within the confines of a park; aud
on our way f rom the station Mr. Drake euquired
the way te the sexten's cottage.

"The old man was unwilling te let me keep tbe
keys alI night," said Mr. Drake, as bc emerged from
the cottage, "but 1 told hlm that i wauted te lu-
speet the chureb ecarly in thec morning and could uot
be troubled ta send back for the keys, se be let me
have 4bem. And wbat is more, 1 bave learned the
exact position cf my grandfather's coffin. It lies
at the end of the second shelf on yeur left as yen
enter the vanît.

A walk cf something under a mile brougbt us
te tlhe village inn, wbere Mr. Drake engaged a
room for eacb of us. Hlaving erdered dinner be
proposed tbat we sbould take a look at tbe cburch
lu the fading liglit, and se be te somte degree famihiar
witb tbe ground wben we vislted it at nigbt.

As we set eut the rain begau te faîl steadily and
drearily. Net a seul did we meet lîy tbe way. The
church lay in a lîollow, almost coîîcealed by the sur-
roundiug trees. We opeued the vestry deor aud
peeped iu, but came away at once, leaving the door
on the latch.

I had ne nînibrehla, and by the timie we got back
te the iîîîî I was pretty well soaked througbi. I sliv-
ered witli cold, and felt faint for want of food. A
plentiful dinuer cuired the latter evil, but did tnet dry
niy clothes, and thet. ire, though cheerful enough,
was net strong enougli te take the damp feeling ont
of my garments.

About ten o'elock we wvent upstairs, but my em-
ploer told me I fiad better net go ta lbcd, and 1 sat
slîivering ini my fireless rom for more than two
heurs.

A little after twelve Mr. Drake put bis head in-
side nîy door aud beckoned te me.

"I think they are aIl asleep now," bie said in a
wbisper; "we iîad better bc going."

I.caving the Inn by a back door which led iute
the stable yard, we were socu lun the street. 1 carried
the black bag, and Mr. Drake carried the umbrella.
It was still raining.

Wben we get te the wicket gate that led into
the park, Mr. Drake stopped and lit the antcrn.Our ,midngt wahk tbrougb the plantation was
inexprsibly dreary. Mr. Drake went first, bis
umbrella in bis rigbt band and the anteru lu bis
left, while 1 toiled after hlm, carrying the bag ýwitb
tools.

Twenty minutes' walk brought us te the lych
gate. We entered the chturcb, and Mr. Drake wient
at once ta a flagstone in the uertb-west cerner, in
which was embedded a large iron ring.

It teck aIl our straugth te raise the stene, btut at
last we got it up ou edge, and, peeriug dcwn, saw
a fligbt of steps lcading inte the darkness belew.

"Give me the lauiteru," said Mr. Drake. 'i will
go irst."1

At the focot cf the st'eps was a massive oaken door
Contînued on page 46
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