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TORONTO GRAPHIC.

now ? Why, now, 'lis one partic’lar coat
lie won't never have brushed! Ie’s snfe
enough to Le minded in that, for none of us
don't want to brush his old coat now that
we've turned the pockets inside out, aud
found that there amt no bank notes inside.
But I hope you can come up, Mrs, East.”

« I'll be up by nine o'clock at latest,” she
replied, with s husky voice; and the foot-
man, with a hasty ** Good evening,” went
off. .
Sowmerseb was fur from pleased to see his

his last funey,” Mrs. Jones bad said.

It was on this old gnrment that Somer-
set's wother fixed her eyes with absorbing
interest.

“JIs it thero? Can it he there, after so
many yenis of search—of ngonizing searcti?"’
she thought, .

Cold tremours thyilled this poor wowan,
whose life had been one long torture.

She rose without & sound, and very sil-
ently crossed the roow. The old man's
regular breathing was undisturbed, but his

face was turned towards her, and-she-feared:

mother thus called away. He-had-hoped to
have u long talk with her about her girlhood
to hear wany.things she had.lntherto been
silent about, and could not understand her
strange eageruess to go and purso the ce-
centrie old noblewan at The Priory.

“Yon will not earn so much by it,
mother,” szid he. - Why should you go
cvery timne they send for yon 2"

“ Don’t tallk just now, my dear boy: but
bring me my carpet-bag, and I'll pack the
few things I want.”

With a face clouded with disappointment
Somerset obeved his mother, and scareely
was her son’s back turned when she sank on
a chair, and, covering her face, uttered a
sort of groan.

“0Oh!” she marmared ; “ what agonies to
endure ! Bug if even at the last, after so
many years, I may be avenged, I will not
complain.  Oh, Sewerset, it is for you, for
you, that I do this—for you, who know
nothing !

“Ishall see you to imorrow® said she,
calinly, on Somerset’s re-entrance, “ You
will be working in the gardens, and at least
T can get o word with you at the dinner-
hour.”

« It will not be much comfort to me to
see you iu thst mzuner, mother,” said he,
gloounly. ¢ But let me help you now, and
don't disquict yourself about wme, mother. I
can do all that I want myself.”

Half-an-hour after, Mrs. East walled np
to The Priory, her son carrying her bag.
She was ushered by Mrs. Jones mto Vis
count. Cleveland’s handsome bed-chamber.
Mrs. East curtsied quietly as she entered,
and glanced towards the bed on which the
old nobleman lay. A moment or two later
she found herself alone with her charge, i
haviug reccived all her instructions from |
Mre. Jones before entering the apartment.

CITAPTER II.

THE VISCOUNT'S OLD COAT,

It was midnight. Great stillness reigned
over the large and sleeping houschold at

to draw the curlsm lest any noise wight
startle the siecper.

With cCeft tingers.she felt all.over the un-
used cont, which she heard was so treasured
by Lord Cleveland. Suddenly, she canght
lier breath, her face flushed nnder the white
linen cap she always wore; for, sewn into
the coat, fastened between the seams, was
sowething hard and small. Mis. East was
not longin cutting the threads which held
it, and a tiny key fell into her lap.

Mastering her scrong emotion she clutch-
ed it between her fiagers.

“Oh it is worth more {o me than silver
or gold!" she cried to herself. *But the
caskot—where is the casket 2 Has Heaven
sent me deliverance at last 2

A hoarse, groff voice from the bed inter-
rupted her meditations.

¢ Give me some tisane,” said the old Vis-
count, crossly.

He had adopted French remedies as much
as possible.

The nurse hastened to bring the drink.

¢ Oh, you're the woman from the cottage
below the park gates?  Well, you've some
sense, that's one comfort! Xeep up the
fire and hold your tongue, and 2 shall go to
sleep again.”

A very slight noise at the door caused
Mrs. East to look in that direction.

It opened noiselessly, and-disclosed alovely
picture—the shght form and enchanting
fucc of & young girl in the first bloom of
youthinl beauty.

She wore a pale blue dressing-gown, over
which her abundant hair, waving in luxuri-
ance, fell in most attractive fashion. These
shining tresses were of a xich gold-brown,
and wounld cwl iun spite of the vigorous
Lrushing lately applied to them. The young
ghl's eyes were of the darkest shade of
violet, full of questioning tenderness.

Without venturing to sdvance, she made
a sign to Mrs. tSast, and the latter went on
tiptoe to mee® the young lady.

«Is my uncle more seriously ill than
usual 2" asked she, in lowest tones, outside
the bedroom door.

The Prioxy, but Mrs. East kept her watch
most conscientionsly i the invalid's xoom. |

*Is hie awake 2 that is the question she
asks herself as her restless eyes wander!
scrutinizingly around.  **No " she nuswers

+No, Miss Nadelka ; cu the contrary, his
lordship is not so fecbls as before, only he
is fanciful.”

« Ah, then T will not sit up to-night. I

to herself, as the old lord's deep and regulur | came to offer to stay with you.”

breatbing tell of his slomber. Her eyes
ghtter with excitetnent as she notes a dark

cont havging over a chrir on the other side ! )
Mrs. East had said a|night!” and retired as gently as she had ap-

word lo the houselieeper about s lordship's | peared, while the nurse went back to ber:

of the apariment.

increasivg eccentricitits as she cawe up-
stairs, und the coat bad been wentioned.

*¢ There is no need of it,thank you,miss,”
iveturned Mrs. East.
‘The young girl said a whispered ¢ Good

exciting vigil.

] ¢ : She waited till all was profoundly still;
“ He keeps it near hiw, an old thing like | then, by the light of the nigbt-lawmp, drew
ihat, and won'tonce haveit brushed. That's|from ber pocket a ncedle-case, and with

nervous fingers stitched into the cont a
small pieco of wood abont tho size of the
key she had just possessed liersell of—Tfor
there was both wood aund conl to replenish

the fire.

«Ie will never discover the change by
weic feeling 1" thought ghe, with throbbing
pulses. *Now for the caskst! Oh, whero
can he have secreted it 2 Too well I know
the lock, could I but find it

. Her fixst search was- round the spacious
slecping apartment. Like a ghost she
glided-slowly-from conth to cushioned chair,
searchied two book-shelves, and in every
corner,-but-her anxions quest was not xe-
warded,

“ I eanmot do more to-night. It may be
hidden about his -hed—for if hie will not. let
the key be absent from him, be sure the
casket 1s very near!”

She fcll exhaunsted into a chaic as the
gloomy, misty dawn came slowly up the
sky.

But more dark than any outside gloom
were the unhappy woman's reflections as
she reclined in the chair into which she had
sunf.

* Oh, my poor boy—my own dear, noble
Somerset |—it is not enough to know--that
vou are cruelly wronged, but vow I can dis-
cern g new trouble! ‘Thatlovely Nadelka,
whoss pels yon fed for her whilst a were
boy, is dear to you now she is grown up und
ready to enter that world which would scorn
you—a lahourert How is it that you dare
to Jove so high-born a maiden 2—for you do
worship her, I feel sure, my poor boy!"
Her reflections were sharply interrupted.

“Here, East, I want you. Are you
awake 2"

“Yes, my lord,” she answered, springing
up.

“(ive me my coat—the old one lying
out there; and go and look out of the win-
dow, and tell me what sort of wmorning it
18.”

As she obeyed his directions, the old man
eagerly felt in the accustomed place for the
secreted koy, and Mrs. East well under-
stood that it was in order that she might
not see him fumble at his queer hiding-
place that she was told to look out and re-
port on the weather.

“VYes, it's all safe! They'll never think
of looking here! Trust me for sharpness!”
chuckled the old man to himself. ¢ Here!”
he called aloud; * can’t you see what sort
of morning 1t is without so much looking ?
Come here ! I've something to say to you 1"

“Yes, my lord,” said the nurse, submis-
sively, approaching the bedside.

““ You can sleep by dayhght, can’t you,as
well as by night?  Well, then, get some
sleep here, for I shall want you to sit up with
me perhaps for a week to come. You can
do what most of the women here cannot do
—keep quiet, and not bother me with med-
icine or cough mixtures every half-hour, So
be here to-night in good time.

I will not fail, my lord.”

* Fail 2 said she to herself, as she passed
down-steirs. *No fear of thut! Ior the
opportunity of search I cawe here—for that

I bave lived my life near him all these weary
tycurs! I havo the key—but where is the
casket 2"'—To be Continued.




