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SECOND CLASS TO EUSTON.

Continued.

¢ You can't tske your canarles ¥’

¢¢ I can't—I can't, mavourncen ; They must go to my sister. And, oh,
my dess, dear youpg lady, If you have eny pity for a poor foolish half-
broken-hearted woman, you will promlse—promise falthfullp—to deliver
them into ber hands this evenin'. Here's her address—No. 25, Cook's
Court, off Tottenhsm Court Road. It isn’t three minutes’ drive from the
direction you're goln—not three minutes, hooey, I give ye my sacred word
of homour. So you'll promlise, won't you, lo drive straight there before
you go home or anythlog, and give them iato her own hands? She'll be
waitiog oo the steps to take them from you; for I'm just goin’ to wire hor
a word when—when I recover the shock a bit.  You promise? Heaven
bless ye! Heaven bless ye! I’Jl vever forget this to you, swest child—
pever! And I know I can rely on you—I koow I can. You'll notlet
them one instant out of your sight ; you'll not get once out of the train till
you arrive in London, or go larkin’ with those horrid young men ?'

¢4 Mrs. O'Toole '

¢ ¢ There, there—forgive me! You're not one oi that sort, I saw at the
first glance. Bat, oh, the dreadful responsibility of leaving ye like this, me
child, after we promisin’ your dear mother to see ye safe through—it's
drivin’ me half distracted, so it is {'

* ¢ Don't let it trouble yov, please,’ I broke In, Janghing. *I assure you
Iam perfectly woll sble to take care of myself, as well as your caparies,
Mis. O'Toole. Don't be in the least uneasy about us.’

*¢1 trust ye, I trust ye. No. 25 Cook's Court. Here's the paper ; put
it In your purse, love. That's right. Ob, dear, that dreadful whistle ! It

-must be good-bye. Good-bye!' she cried huskily, gluing her lips to the
rusty wires, and then, with a gesture of despair, depositing the cage in my
Iap. ¢ Cover them up—cover them up with your rug; they won’t miss me
50 soon !' she paoted, runoing heavily alopgside as the train moved slowly
out of the station.

¢ In atiending to her request I became aware that I was still wrapped in
her shawl, and that my Maltese scatf, a valuable family heirloom, lay io the
basket into which she had thrust it for eafely when wo left our carriage.

¢¢Y must not forge: to tell the sister about it I thought, with some
dismay, ¢ for aunt Cathy would never get over the loss of that lace. And
the worst of it is, Mrs. O'Toole is not a person likely to estimate its worth,
and may use or throw it aslde carelessly. I wish Icould telegraph to her;
but unfortunately she didn’t mention the ship that she was to sail in. I
must trust to fate)

¢ The canaries gave me no trouble, and, as far as I could see, exhibited
no particular emotion on discovering the absence of their mistross. Whether
it was the paralysis of bereaverment or not, they lay huddled together in a
corper of the cage, shiverlog aod not taking the least notice of my small
attempts to comfort and enliven them.

¢ Presently I sank into a ligbt, comfortless sleep, which must bave lasted
longer than I imagined, for, when 1 woke up with a start at Rugby, it was
broad daylight ; and the firat object my startled gaz2 fell upon was the face
of the man io the brown overcoat who had followed me out of the refresh-
ment-room at Chester. He was leaning on the window, which was open,
and staring calmly into the carriage. I turned from kim.iodigaantly and
pulled up the window with a jerk; but he did not appear in the least dis-
comfited.

# At the very pext stalion he passed up and down before my carriage ;
and when at Willesden Junction two passengers got out, to my horror and
disgust, he acivally jumped io and took thg vacant seat exacily opposite to
mioe. I drew myself back as far as I could, tucked my rug closely around
me, §0 that notan inch of my property might be contaminated by his tounch,
and, openiog a8 book, sat with downcast eyes and burning checks, not once
daring to look up during the few miles that I thought would never come to
an end. At last we rzached Euston; but, before venturing to leave the
carriage, 1 scanned the wairing crowd eagerly to seef I could espy my
uocle, He was not visible however; aad so, collecticg my scattered pro-
penty, 1stepped on to the platform and bailed a passing porter ; but he
feigned not to see me, and moved on to attend to another passenger.

¢I lingered & few minutes until tho people were massed round the lug-
gage vaus at the end of the train ; and thep, being convineed that my uncle
had not yet arrived, 1 moved away a few steps, when a hand closed aharply
over mioe that held the cage, and my persecutor whispered with unbearable

insolence, his lips almost touching my ear—
¢+ Pray allow me to assist you.’
¢ I shook him off so violently that the poor birds fluttered in terror for
five minutes afterwards, and burrled vp to the luggage-van. My trunks
were already on the platform, waitlng to be claimed ; 60, geltiog them
placed on 8 truck, I ordered the porter to cogage a cab, delermined not to
give my uucle a moment’s grace.

t¢ A four-wbecler—did you hear me §* 1 said, with nervous impatience,
for the uomanly wretch was sull by my side, and was ectually helpiog the
porter to adyust my luggsge upon the truck, s if we were travelling togetber.
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 Put those trunks on a2 cab at once. What are you walting for?* I dems

anded.

¢ ¢ But the gentleman says I'm to take them to the station-master's office,’
objected the man. ‘I don* koow what to do, ['m sure, ma'sm. Are the
trunks yours or his¥

*¢Mine—mine! Of course they sre mine! I answered, ralsiog my
voice, which qulvered with excltement. ¢ This person is a total stranger to
me. Will you ask one of the guards, please, to call a policemsn, that I
may give him into custody ?'

“¢*There 1s a detective from Scotland Yard at your elbow ; pray make
use of his scrvices, madsm,’ answered the genileman, with a smlte that made
my blood boil ; then, in a voice of impatient commind—*Look sharp,
porter ; take those trunks to the station-master's office at once.’

* And the next moment the truck was wheeled away uonder the wretch’s
escort, without another dissentiog word from me, for his naparalleled auda-
city bad struck me dumb for the moment, I turned mechanically to the
map at my elbow, a low-sized individual with a red beard and a cunning
good-humorod face.

¢ Will you help me? I cried, impulsively. I am a gitl, and quite
alone. My uncle, Colonel Burton Clark, who was to bave met me, hag—’
*¢ Hush, hush, my dear young lady !' he interrupted, with repulsive
familiarity, laylog two fat, grimy fingers on my srm. ¢ Doo’t make a row
about it, for it can do you no good. Maske your mind easy ; it's all square
enough. I've the warrant to search you here safe in my pocket. ‘It’s all
quite square, I assure you!

¢4 A warrant to search me! I demanded,
dumbfounded.

¢« For Lady Frances Willoughby's dlamonds, which were stolen from
her dressing-case in an hotel in Dawson Street, Dublin, a fortnight ago.
The gentleman who travelled with you from Chester is, you know, her
ladyship’s second son.’

¢ ¢t Is a mistake—a most unwarrantable mistake!' I protested vehe-
meatly. ¢ You must bs mad, all of you! I am alsdy, Itell you. Iam
Miss Eleanor Holmes—here’'s my mother’s address in Dublio—and I am
going to stay with my uncle, Colonel Burtoa Clark, who was to bave met
me here, and who will call Mr. Willoughby to severe aecount for this out-
rage on a defenceless girl. It is shameful—1it is voparalleled !

¢4 8o 1t is—s0 il ia!* he assented, with soothing impertivence. ‘I am
sure Colonel What's-his-name will make him smart for it when he comes.
At the same time, it's no use taking on so, my desr, It's all a mistake that
will be clesred up, I am sure. Well, Dawson, what do ye want?'—this is
to a dark, sullen-looaing msan, whom I hed also seen speaking to Mr.
Willoughby. ¢Obh, ay—the keys! 1'd forgotten about them. Yes, yes;
I'm telling the young lady it's all a mistake we'll clear up in a jiffy for her.
Now glve me that bag, my dear, and that pretty little purse’—calmly tak-
iog them from my paralysed hands and handing them to his confederate—
‘ that's the way to work—no fuss, no nonsense—there's a good girl 1—and
the blrd-cage. Daweon, where's your manoers, to let a lady carry a hobject
like that about a public statlon? Fie, fie !’

¢ I darted away from them, and ran towards the street to see if there was
apy sigo of my uncle ; but, before I had reached the big station gates, I
heard the odious lttle creature poffing by my side and joculatly reproaching
me for my desertlon of him,

¢ I waited for 2 few miautes ; but, seeing no siga of oy relative, I re-
turned to the platform and bade my companfon take me to the station-
master's office.

¢ Shall I ever forget the scene that greeted m: there @ My trunks were
both unpacked, and the chalrs, tables, and floor were litered with theit
contents ; my best bounet was suspended from a dusly chandlier, my white
tulle bsll-dress, tenderly swathed by my dear mother in une of her finest
lisen sheets, was spread out on ths floor, and kneeliog beside it was the
man Dawsoo, engazed in turaiog over the leaves of my album with damp,
duty fingera.

* The hero of this disagreeable accurrence was standing apart at one of
the windows ; and, when my wrathful eyes met his, he actually had the
grace to look a little ashamed of himself, and bezgan stammeriog something
that might have beea considered an attempt at an apology had I inclined
myself to listen to him.

¢ *Sir,’ I s2id, breaking in with a thrilliog vibration of voice which 1
afterwards learned had a most crushing effect, * do not presume to speak to
me. Any explanation of your conduct which you may fiod it expedient to
give must be gived to my vncle and guardiag, who is at present in Londoo,
who, I koow, will deeply resent and avenge the anpardonable insult offered
to a defenceless girl who never oifended you.

¢ Pausiog momentarily for breath and for something even yet more
anoibilaung to say, to my great joy I heard uncle Ned's voice, and, darting
out, I threw myself into his arms.

¢ It was some time bzfore he could make head or tail of my incoherent
complaint ; at last, leading me to a seat, he said imparlootly—

¢¢* My dear child, one moment, or I shall believe that you have lost your
head. You tell me you have been detalned here at this siation and your
truoks examinoed by a brace of detectives for sorae dlsmonds stolen from a
Lady Frapces Willougbby io Dablin. Who the deuce is Lady Fraoces
Wiltoughby, and what have you to do with her ¢’

¢« Nothing, nothiog; I don't know her—have never seen the woman
My mother, I belicve, knew her just a Httle whea she was a girh,  She

To search me for what?’
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