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THE LUCK o)-"ﬂ‘?i' HOUSE.

- <«It-was Ewho totk n’aw&f“ (as, by the bye, Moily, wrth
unusual adinfeh, dlWays: ‘Suspected), and for two reasons,
First:Iswanted to have the stone tested, as I had a notion
that -it-miglit prove  morevaluzble than- we thought. But
inathis I-was wrong « the stoné was intrinsically worthless,
Secondly; I knew -that-its’ dlsappearance would perplex
and, perhaps, distress ‘you, for the family superstition had
nevet. been eradxcated from your find. In this'I was
right: ..

- ¢ I-am: qmte ‘wxlhng now, however, that you shouId ha.ve
the. stone, if you can find-it.~ In a fit of unreasona,bfe

vexatiofi at;its worthlessness, I' fling it out of a window -
" in‘ tne Tower, igto the midst-of a thickly growing bed

of bracken. It y be there yet, for aught I know.. If
you cax find” 1l4nyou ‘are Welcome to it, and to all the luck
that it may-bn

-« ¥ have now told you the whole truth, and I thm,k tha,t
you can afford to'let me pass from your notice and from:
your memory ‘You'are not hke]y to hear of me aga,m.

- “R K__”’
Moncneff read thls letter with a feelmg of 1a

_shame of which hefound it diffictilt to rid 1mse1£ All

Steila’s. persuasions- were needed before he could r ol,ve
to send Kingscott: the' assurance that he would

steps to. make the-matter public; but he did so at Ia.st,
under ‘the conviction 'that for Motly’s sake "it had better.
remain unknown. The robbenes he could forgive: butit-
was hard to pardon the man’s vile plotting against the .
characters. of Stella and of Molly; or his cold’ blooded
murder of John Hannington. These He ‘could never
pardon; but he refrained from vengeance, and was content
.to-leave his enemy to- the’inevitable dxsappomtment aond
remorse which Time -alone could bring.-

A search was made for the stone, but proved unavalhng,
It must”bave becofne embedded in the ‘earth and over-
grown . with vegetation, and probably, Moncrieff said, .
rather regretfully,  would never be found at all. ,H'e.
declared that- he-had no superstitious feeling about it in.
the very least, but Stella fancied that she could read a.

- little regret in hls ‘honést eyes. -

Molly mourned her husband bltterly, but she was yonng
still, and her heart had, after all, not been broken. There.
came a day when Captam Rutherford af'ter two years of
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