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THE HEARTHSTONE.

my regiment for Indin many long yenrs ago.’
Then without direct questioning be led me on
to glve him many hnrmless detailssuch ns that
wo led a most retired, quiet life—-that in you, my
eldest sistor, I'possessed o friend teacher, and
mother, thut we kept no servants—how clse ne-
count for the stante of my poor hands—finally,
thnt ho was the first stranger in my own rank
to whom 1 had spoken for three yenrs, As the
word rank unthinkingly excapeil my lips T un-
volunarily glaneed down at my olld dress with
its 170 ous patel @ and felt ar If 1 eoulit have
died rom fiulrshiune at the empty houst, ¢« Denr
Miss Premnine,” he sald with an neecent of inesx.
pressible gentleness, « though Ion but o strang.er
You may sakely confer on me tho title of rrlend,
which I wiil yet, If mte permitv it, fully earn.’
After a few more words we reached the edge of
the wood where he left me dlvinlng, I suppose,
from the alnrmael glances I enst In the dizeetion
of the bouse that 1 feared being seen with him,
Bofore parting he gave me his eard on whieh
wis [seribed his name Col. Neville Atherton,
tate Madrax Cavatry, Il health consequent on
a Jong solourn in Indin had gompelled him to
leave Lhe servive, Je had returned to his nativ.e
Inned, xettled down ot Atherton I’anrk his ances.
tritl heoe, purchased some months ngo 4 shoot.
ing lodee notvery e from 1Tremntne Court, and
comes down to §t ocensionelly for 8 fow days'
sport. So Lthere §s a veraelous siceount of the first
chapter of my 1He's roapanee.”

o« Lilian, LOlian, my thonghtless slster, how
Imprudent of yon to hold such long conversoe in
a lunely womd with a perfeet stranger '

s Al that Is not all Magaret, T et hhin
again another aeorning that, sutlering from a
severe headnehie, 1 had gone out for fresh alre on
the breezy flat; and we had a delightful walk
together.,  1e accosted me with the most eor-
dial friendliness, sayiag that his mother Lo
whom he had spoken abont his mectiug with
mys=ell, had told him thay there existed a cers
tain Felntionship between his family ol ours,
the Tremaines and Atliertons having interiar-
ried though It was many years ago, We nlso
mendoned that olil Mres. Atherton had known
our por mother well and had liked and nd-
mired her execedingly.  Flnully heasked Jeave
to eall on father and ourselves, but I guickly

assured him such o thing wias out of the ques-
tion.™

sUod help us I monned the eldest sister as
she pressed her hund to her forchend with a
look of acute mental paln, « What evil fute has
added this last diflieulty to the many that sur-
round us already 2

s Nopscnse, denrest Margaret, every trifle
alarms you; bt to tinlsh my story us frankly
as I bexan it, [ intend to meet him again as
saon as Jate will perinit, and it s for his eye 1
am quilting this poor Jittle bit of Ince and
ribbon together.”

For a moment Miss Tremaine gazed at her
sister in bewibilered, dismayed silence, and then
In n voice thrilling wilh pain, supplication and
fear, whispered:

s Uh Lillinn promiso me you will not do this!
For the snke of our dead mother, of the love
and care with whieh I have watched over you
from childhood, promise! Think, my sister,
how [ love—-worship you, Earth holds nanzht
else 10 the present, nor in the future, save that
love; for to me, the sickly pain-worn invalld,
no girlish drenns and hopes such as others of
my uge con indulge fn, may ever como, llave
pity on me then, my bright, beautiful sister,
and promise you will not mest again tials unge-
nerous stranger who takes advantage of your
childish Inexperience nnd youth to lnvolve you
in gtolen meetings that may yet deprive you
of the Inst jewel thint belongs to the duaughters
of tiie Tremalnes, that of a sportless reputiui-
tlon 2"

& Al Murgaret,” and the youngest girl’s Hps
quivered, «if I did not love you with n love
equal to your own, I would not sacritice for your
wish the only pleasant dream that has ever yect
Lrightened my dreary existence. Iowever,
H=aven forbid I should voluntarlly Lring tenrs
10 those dear eyes that huve alrendy wept so
much; 80 1 promlise to bave done henceforth
with Colonel Neville Atherton of the Madras
Cavalry before I quite lose my heart to him ;
however, I warn you that I may possibly at no
very distunt dute indemnify myself by seeking
an interview with the ghosts of the cast wing.”

« e it 80,” returned the eldest girl to whom
all risks now seemed trifling when placed in the
balanee with the anxlety inspired by Colonel
Atherton's attentions. Plainly she could tell
from the nrtless acknowledgements a few ques-
tions drew from Lillian that this hackneyed
man of the world, fresh from the Inane listless.
pess awl npnthy of the daughters of Ind, had
boeen ehnrmed not only by the girl's rare patri.
ecian beauty, but by the untrummelled Innocent
frankness of a bappy young nature united to the
spell of a clear Lright intollect such as she pos-
sessed.

«'Thank God, my truthful, upright sister, that
J ean put perfect trustin your word, You have
never deceived me yet, but hush, here comes
Mrs, Stukely.

CHAPTER II.
MRS STUKELY.

Slowly and widely the door was thrown open
and a tull woman of rigld unbending presence
with dark colourness skin, and cold light gray
eyes glenmling suspiciousiy from 'nenth thick
jetty eye brows, entered the room. She was
dressed in dark tints of gray and purple, but
the malerial was rich and soft, whilst the cap
that covered the smoothly braided, still abun.
dant, bair though undecked with flower or rib-
bon, wus trimmed with rich black lace,

 Well, young Indles, you seem tn be forget-
tinyg in your intercsting conversntion thitt there
s such a thing as dinner to be prepared to-day.
Llllian, go at once to the garden and gather
rome lettuce and pens. Take care that you do
not pick unripe worthless ones as you did yes-
terday.”

Sullenly the girl commenced folding up her
worlk, taking it must be acknowledged an un-
pocessary amount of time to the task, Mrs,
Stukely stood watching her with anevil light in
Ler sinjster gray cyes, then added:

« Hurry, gir], or the dinner wlll be late, and
your f~thes's anger—no light matter thoroughly
aroused. Has it no terrors for you ?”

uSearcely. I am so much acocustomed to
abuse and harshness that 1 begin to take them
as 1matlors of course.”

s Lilllap, hush, I jmplore you!” whispered
Marganret.

1 Ah, poor slster, such I8 always your cry, but
what has your angellc patienco won for you?
Nuthing, excepl that light and colour have been
stolen from your face—hope and joy crushed
out of your heart.”

At this juncture Mrs, Stukely’s eye caught
sight of tho Iace frilllng on which Lillian had
been for someo time working, and darting for.
ward, sho snatohed it up, exclalning:

«So it is on such silly frippory as this you
spond timo that should brdldo\l'gwd to useful
household duties, you vain idler

« Please put down that lace Mrs. Stukely,”
rejoined tho girl calmly, “unless indeed you
covet aud intend to approprinte i, as articles
of more value '::longlng w"my dend mother
were appropristod yeurs ago.

"Bal:negt. for my sake, dariing Lillan!"

whispered the trombling Margaret in tho sponk-
er's car. *¢Sach seenes will kill me.”

Pitying her evident terror Lillian after one
parting glance of uncompromising deflance at
her antagonist swept from the room with the
porL of nn emproess.

1« What has come over that girl?" at length
ejaculated the Irnte houxckeeper. & Perverse
and Insolent she has always been from her era-
e upwards, but st least there was mensure in
her arrogitnee, now there s hone,  There must
be an end speedily put to this,”

s 3=, Stukely, veay remembor that sho is
very yonng, Her eharnetor ton, though generous
wnl mtleetionate, Is quick aml impulsive—allow-
anees st he madeo for her.”?

s None Margaret, none whatever. The evil
spirit that s In her must be curbed, aye, and
caxt out, even If her heart be Lroken in the
struvglo.”

s For the sake of that dead mother, Mrs.
Stukely, whom you lived with so long—nursed
in herdybng honrs, you must bear with tho tri-
vial bup-rieetions of the ehild,” .

A shiver of strong emotion ran through the
honsekceper®s frame, and with 2 malicious com-
pression of ber lips, nnd n strange husky into-
nation in her volee she rejoined s

s Ave thatis it! Like mother—like chilid, IT
ever pride am? obstinacy dwelt under a calin
quict exterior it did In Lillian's mother, just as
It dwells in LHHan now,

oxXlune, Mes, Stiukely ! retorted the usually
all eweluring Margarcet,  « Ilow can you mallzn
my dead mother thus 2 T lnve spoken with the
clereyinnn who go frequently visited her during
her lust ness, and who knew her intlmately
for long years previous, amd he praised her as I
have heant few women praised.”

s Simple girl, he could nut well do otherwlse
when spenking of her to her own child,  Ask
your father bis opinion on the subjeet and bie
might enlizhten you a little.”

Murgaret's lips quivered. « Ah! if her life,”
she murmured, % were anything ltke mine and
Lilian’s, what n rolief death must have been
to her-~how she must have welcomed his ap-
proach™

s Enough of this Idle gossip P! exelaimed Mrs.
Stnkely with strange abruptuess, « See atonce
to making your futher someof the wine jelly he
likes =0 well, and rememnber, put in the flnvor-
ing essence carefully—countiug the drops,”

CHAPTER III.
THE EAST VAULT.

Lillian Tremaine faithfully observed the pro-
mise given to her sister of avolding all farther
Interviews with Colonel Atherton, and more
than once the latter had wandered with dog and
gun through the woods in the unavailing hope
of meeting the frir young being who had, with-
out apparent eftort on her part, thrown a spell
around him such as his reserved and somowhit
cold nature had rarely yet acknowledged. The
incongrutty of Lillian's dress and surroundings
with her name and actunl social rank, which
might have chilled or repulsed a less deep and
earncst nnture, but interested him the more,
adding Lo admiration for her beauty a feeling of
sympathy and compassion, as well as o senti.
ment of strong indignation agninst the father
who sel such poor store on 50 riire n child.
Lillian resolutely endenvoured to forget him,
substituting for the frequent remembrances of
thelr two meetings, that recurred so often to
her, the thought of her meditated exploration
of the uninhabited portion of Tremalne Court.
Her opporiunity at length came on one hlank
ralny evening that Mrs. Stnkely had gone to
Bromplon 10 spend the night with her sick
dnughter, After tenderly helping her sister
Margaret—who was suffering from a severe nt-
tuck of pain in her hip—to bed, and giving tho
nnodyne potion prescribed for such oceaslons,
she carried up her father's lizht supper at vight
o'clock, Ie wus wrapped in deep sleep, a henp
of papers nnil periodicals beside his bed, and,
though the full light of the lamp streamcd on
his face, it had no power to awake him from
the heavy slumber of intoxlention. Roger Tre-
maine had bheen o very handsome man In hils
youth, but his regular features had long years
a0 been robbed of their comeliness by indul-
gence In his favourite vice.  They still retalned,
through all ehanges, the expresslon of relentless
sternnesg that hud distingulshed even them in
ourly boyhood. .

Lightly Lilllan crossed the room, set down
her tray, and then tried the tiny drawer, but it
was locked. Determined not to be buflled, she
looked aronnd, and o small key nttiched to her
father's watch chaln, which was suspended on
a hook near his bed, met her keen gaze. She
trled the key, which fitted, opencd the drawer,
and then replaced the watch guard in ity for-
mor position,

An hour after, lantern in hand, and shawl
thrown over her head, she had let herself into
the enst wing, and wans cautlonsly threading
her way through long, narrow passages—vast
re-echoing rooms, where every foolstep set in
motion clouds of the thick dust that covered
walls, flooring and furniture alike, Decay and
desvlation were everywhere visible, and as a
muss of plastering from the celling, disturbed
probably by her footstep or thie opening of the
door, rattled down around her, she hesitated for
a moment, fearing that the worm-eaten 0ir or-
Ing might glve way benenth hor feet and pre-
cipitate her Into some unkuown guolf below.
Yces, the rulnous condition of the east wing, the
reuson alleged by Mr, Tremalne for closing it
up, was certainly a just one,

Of furniture there was not mueh, everything
of worth or value having probably been remov-
ed years before. Old fmunily portraits, grimy
and blackencd with dirt nud age, hung on the
walls, and stared blankly down on the intruder.
Fow of the doors on the first fint were locked,
but on descending a stajreaso she found horself
confronted by one thit rosisted all her efforts to
open it. Qutting her lantern on the floor, sho
tried her keys, nnd the fourth or fifth one fitted,
but it required hor utmost strength toovercome
tho stiffuess of the lock. She ut length succeed-
ed, and panting with exhbaustion, threw wido
back the door; but just as she was about enter-
ing, it was clapped violently too as if by some
unkunown hand on the other side. For the first
time Llllian faltered in her project, nsking her-
golf If this wus not an omen sent to deter her
from it, and the thought of return momentarily
presented itsolf; bul soon conquoring her terror,
she bravely pushed it open again and resolutely
entered, A broken window, the strong drafy
from which had precipitntely closed the door,
explalned the ciroumstance which had alarmed
her, nnd, reassured, sho prossed quickly on,

Suddenly a strange, unaccouniable nolse
smote on her ear. She paused and breathlessly
listened. It was not the scurrying of rats and
mlce In Lhe waluscot, the moaning of the night
winds through the broken casemeonts, but a
rustling, creeping sort of nolse, now faintnlmost
to extinction, thon loud As if close beside her,
Tho girl turned sick with fear, Wns it human
or supernatural? Ah! there it was close be-
side, just in n niche of the wall, burled In com-
plote shadow, With the desperation of utter
fear sho aprang forward, and projected the light
of her lantern full into the recess. The enigma
wus solved. Some strips of papering, detachied
in part from the wal), and trajling down on the

floor, had produced, as they were awayed about

by tho wind, tho noiso that had so greatly
alnrmed her. .

With alight heart she now went on, resolved
to yield no moro to fear, but to wecek a natural
eause for every umnccouniablo phenomenon
that might present itself. No neow source of
nlarm, however, offered ; andshe threaded corrl-
dors ante-roomy, nnit descended stadrenses till
she nrrived at the cellars,  Damp, nolsome and
inexpressibly gloomy they were, and sluggish,
crawling vermin beset her path on all stdes,

But svon whit she deemeoed 1o be her gonl
came {n slzht: n low-browed doeor, defended
with massive bars and studided  with nalls,
which she felt mnst open into the laxt vanit, ns
ILwas enlled, The bolts were discourngingly
Immovable, but sme hot tallow taken from
the caudle in Ler luntern nfter n thne conquered
the impediment, and she succeeded in slowly
foreing them back.,  She then applicd the brass
key, lnbelled as that of the Just vaalt, to the
tuek, and openenl the ponderous door with enm.
paritive ease, The mephitie exbalations atb first
alhinost overpowered  her, but fortunately the
tide of life aml herith ran strong In her veins,
and she soon overcame the sensation suffeiently
to exiumine the place into which she hml en-
tered.

It was a low, square, stone apartment, with.
out nny aperture for admitting light or nir,
Cantiously vaising her lantern, she projectest its
Heht around, aml the tirst object her glanece fell
upon was the long, brass-bound chest, the prin-
cipal abjecet of her visit, A beap of mouldering,
musty papers, letters amd necounts they seemed,
lny In n corner; nwl these, with o rusty Eptidde,
proLaably the one of\ytichold Drvy had spoken,
were the only objdets the vault contninel,
Plicing her nntern so that its light might fal)
freely on her work, she Inserted the key., It
fitted well, but this lock wias also hopelessty
St Would she ever snceceed In turning it?
Strihirng every nerve and muscle till persplri-
tion beaded her forehead amd her whole frame
quivered with the Intensity of her eflorts, she
returned again and aguain to the tnsk, What!
fail after all she had durerd and braved ? Surely
stiich o thing was not. to be thonght of.

Pausing 1o recover breath, she examined the
oxierior of the mysterious ohject before her.
What did {t contain? Money. Well, she would
touch none of §t, but wonld at least have the
satlsfaction of knowing that thelr alleged pov-
erty was a fiction, It might be sliver—old plate
—of which very few specimens were to be met
with on the sidebonrnls of Tremalne Court, or
porhnps it wax Jewels, papers or personal cffects
belonglng to her mother.  Whal if it should
contain nothing but old recelpts, accounts or
leases of the time when her father owned the
rich manor of IHHillingdon, brought him by his
wlife, and gambled nway Inter at the rouge ct
noir tables of Baden-Baden?  Well, whatever
were the contents sfie wasdetermined on seelny
them. Again she addressed herself to the task,
and the lock sullenly and reluctantly ylelded.
Yes, {t was opened at last, and with a low ex-
clamation of satlsfuction she lifted the 1id. Then
taking up the lantern she looked within, and
this Is what Lillinn Tremaine saw:

2 haoneen skelelon, partly clothed in fragments
of what had evidently been « woman's night dress
edged with rich luces. T'he teeth were singularly
perfect and while as ivory, whilst long tresses of
Juir silky hair yet adhered to the dry skull,

What a sight for the pallid faced girl who
stood there staring down with eyes full of stony
horror at that nwrul spectacle.

Who or what hiad been the being whoso mor.
tal reiles Iy before ber? What accident or
arimn had brought thelll et % Hud her father
anything to do with it ?

As if fuscinated by the terrible sight, or seek-
Ing something that might help to elucidate the
mystery, she looked still morp olosely down
into the chest. Suddenly nlook of agonlzed in-
telligence finshed over her face—an expression
of new and deeper horror looked from her eyes,
and with a ery sharp, terrible as if a death blow
hnd been suddenly dealt her, ghe fell uncon-
sclous to the enrth, the lantern slipping from
her hand and extiuguishing the light in its fal),
thus leaving her Iu darkness at that dead bour
of night, in that dreary vault.

(T be continued.)

LIFES BETTER MOMENTS,

Lifo has its momnents
Of boauty and bloom;
But they bang liko awect roses
On the edge of the tomb,
Blessiugs they bring us,
A# lovely as brief:
They weet us whon halppy,
And loave us in grief.

IIucs of the mnrning,
Tingeing the sky,

Como vn the sunbeama,

. JAnd olf with them fly,

Shaduws of evoning
Hang ¢oft on the shore :

Darkness inwraps them-—
We see them no more.

So life's better inoments
In brillignce apponr,
awning in benuty,

Uur juurney 10 cheer,

Round us they linger,
Like shuduws of oven ¢

Would that we. like them,
Might wmolt into heaven!
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CHAPTER XXVI1.~—(Continued.)

%0, Sir Francis is come home, is he?” said
Richard listlessly, looking round tho familiar
room, with its heavily-timbered ceiling, and
lattice windows looking out on a spacious stone
yard, and tumble-down low-roofed outhouses, a
punip, an empty dog-kennel, nud hulf a dozen
fowls scrutching on n shrunken manure-heap,
How well he remembered Grace flitting in and
out of the old stone-flugged kitchen, pretending
to help o littls in the houschold work, sitting
down by n sunny window to shell a great
basket of pess, and running off before they
were half done, and forgetting to come lLack!

#Sur¢ to goodness, Mr. Redmayne, didn't
you know about Sir Francis?” exclaimed Mrs,
Bush, who -evidently supposed that English
newspapers woulu have made it their business
to supply the colonivs with the latest ncws of
Clevedon Hall,

% How showld I know ?"

« Denroy me! He's been back going on for
a year, Let mo gee, it was last August as he
come, and you uot to know anythink | Ho was
marricd this ororniag to as swoet a young wo-

danghtor of tho Wells. I went over to seetho
wedding, but it wns as much as I could do to
got inside the church-door. I don't supposc
a8 Kingsbury church was cver so full since it
was built,”

Richard Redmayne scomed quite indifferent
to Sir Francis Clovedon and his aflnira. He
left the kitchen, and ;roamed through the old
house, unlocking the doors of the ronms, which
hind been kept carefully locked in his absenco,
and golng into one after nnother, ouly to stand
for a little whilo looking round him, with a
klow half-wondering gaze, ag if he conld hard-
ly believe he had ever lived thers,  'The rooms
were all faultlessly clean, Lut had o damp
chilly atmosphere, and a certain dreariness of
aspect, as if they liad been thus shut and thus
disused for the last fifty yenrs. If Richard
Redinnyne had been a believer in ghosts, he
might almost have expected to see one in those
dusky chambers, where the half-opencd shut.
ters let in the afternoon light grudgingly,
leaving obscure corners where a ghost might
lurk. But for Rick Redmayne there was only
one shadow, and that was with him always.

He had lived and been happy in those rooms
once upon a time.  His thonghts went back to
the days of the carly mnnhood, before his wife's
death, to pleasant peaceful days, when his
worst care had been a doubiful harvest or sick-
ness among his eatlle, and from thai quict
time they went to the summer afternoon on
which his younyg wile left Lim smoking his
pipe in the garden, left him with o light werd
and a loving smile, a little look back at him
which he remembered to this lour, nud thus
left him for ever.

Bitter memorivs!  Can any life into which
denth has once entered ever agnin be perfeetly
happy? Rick Redmayne had outlived the
sharpness of hig, but not the grief itsclf,
Ten years after that day of lorror, with
his fair young daughter by his side, loving
her with all the force of his strong heart,
the recollection of that loss was as freeh
in his mind as it had been in the first
week of bereavement, And now that Grace
wis goue, he forgot tho tranquil yenrs that had
intervened between those two great sorrows.
It seemed to him rather as if an angry Deity
with one sweup of his hand had left him de-
solate, robbed him of all hope and comfort.

If he had any virtue, it was that of Job. He
did not curse God, and die, He lived : but he
lived to cherish a purpose which perhaps was
worge than the suicide’s desperate sin. He
lived on in the hope that fate would give his
child's false lover into his hands—a vague
blind hope at the best, but strong enough to
keep him alive,

Sorely bad he changed since that day when,
dashed a little by misfortune, but still daring
and hopeful, he had asked the indulgence of
his creditors before he sailed across the world
to redeem his fortunes.  In mind and body the
man was alike nltered: moody where he had
been social—doubtiful and suspicious where he
had been open end trusting as a child—brood-
ing alone over his injuries, angry with the
very world for having held such o traitor, re-
bellious agninst his God for having permitted
such n wrong. In hLis outward aspect cven the
change was striking. It was not so much that
his dark brown hair was streaked with iron-
gray, that there were deeper lines than his ac-
tual years wonld have warmnted upon the
handsome rugged face. The change of expres-
sion was a greater change than this. The face
had hardencd, the eyes and mouth had grown
crucl. At its best now the cxpression wasat
once gloomy and reckless; at its best the face
of Riclhard Redmayne was the face of a man to
be feared,

He came back to his old home, but not to
his old habits, or his old friecnds The friends
had fallen away from him long ago, chilled and
repelled by a change so obvious. Of the de-
tails of that sorrow which had changed him,
the outer world, hissmnll world, knew very lit-
tle. Pcople in Kingsbury kucw that Grace
Redmayne had gone awny from home, und had
diued away from home, but when and where she
had died had been told to none. This very
silence was in itself mysterious, and to the
minds of most people implicd disgrace——some
sad and shameful story which the girl’s kindred
kept hidden in their own hearts.

CHATTER XXVIII,
# BUT 0, THE HEAVY CIIANGENOW TIIOU ART GONE!"

Richord Redmayne sat in the old rooms, and
paced the old garden, or Iny smoking his pipe
on the grass under the cedur day after day, and
made no attcmpt to occupy himself, physically
or mentally, but let the days drag themselves
out how they would., They were very slow to
pasg, yet so empty, that when gone they scemed
to have travelled swiftly, like the days in &
workhousc ora jail, where there is no greater
event to mnrk the passage of time than the
monotonously recurring hours for menls, Heo
shrank from being seen in his old haunts, and
from being greeted by his old companions.  1f
he had himself committed some mpardonable
crime against socicty, he could lmrdly have
avoided his fullow-men more persistently than
he now avoided all the fricnds of his youth and
manhood. He rarely went beyond his own gar-
den and orchard in the daytime ; but at night
somctimes, when the rover's restlessness was
strong upon him, he would set out long after
dark, walk fifteen miles, ur 5o, across country,
in a reckless mood which took no heed of dis-
tance or direction, and come back to Brierwood
in the dewy dawn, worn out and hagygard.

4] try to walk the devil down, you sce, Mrs,
Bush,” he snid to his housckeeper, on return-
ing from onec of these rambles, n speech which
filled the honest woman with constornation,

& There’s something unked about Richard
Redmayne,” she told her husband. “1 don't
think lie's cver been quito right in bis head,
poor soul, since he lost his daughter.”?

He was in England, and he had come back
to find his child’s destroyer, yot hedid so little.
He weut up to Mr, Smoothey’s office, made an
appointment with Mr, Rendel, the private in-
quirer, and offered that gentleman any terms
he chose to demand if he would only find the
man who had cnlled himself # Walgry” on ono
occasion, and ¥ Walsh” on another.

He pressed the business with such a foverigh
eagernuss, that Mr, Readel, whodid not Ly any
means sce his way to making the required dis-
covery, affected a kind of hopefulness for very
charity,

# 1t is rather a difficull matter,” he said.
#You see, I have positively no clue. Themnn
takes a furnished house at Highgnte, gives it
up, pays every one in cash, ao cheques or any-

man as you over scv—Colonel Davonant's

photograph of the man, no knowledge of his
profussion, antccedents, anything ; and yet you
nsk me to pick him out from the ecntiro popu-
lation of this city, supposing him to be an in-
biabitant of this city, which weare by no moans
sure he is.”

Richard Redmayno sat with his back to the
dusty window of the dusty oflice, listening to
these argnments with gloomy countenance,

# Never mind the dififeulty,” Lie snid abruptly;

o il‘_s your trade to get over that. If it was cusy
to fiml him, I should have found him longago.
Find him, Mr. Rendul, and V1l pny you what
you like for your difliculty.”
W But, my good Redmayne,” snid Mr.
Smooficcy, in his comfortable family-solicitor-
like way, “supposing the man found, whnt
then?  You have no redress.  The luw  which
makes abduction a crime would not tell bere,
sinee your dnughter was nineteen years of age.
Nor cun you prove that any wrong was done
her, or that any wrong was intended. To what
end, then, would you trace the offender 7

® Never mind what end.  Find him for me,
that's all 1 usk you to do. I may have my own
manner of reckoning with him, I want to
see him face to face. 1 waut to be able to s,

* You killed my dnnghter.,” ’

# Upon my honour, Mr Redmayne, 1 think
you lovk at this business from » very fulse and
fatnl point of view, Gruuted thata great wrong
wis done in tempting your poor child to leaveo
hier home ; but remember that it is o kind of
wrony committed nlmost every day, and a kind
of templation to which every gowl-luoking
young womnn of the middle class is more or
less subject.  The fasnl result was not a part
of the wrong, not contemplnted by the wrong-
doer.  Had your daughter lived, who knows
that this geatleman might not bave married
her? Evenif it were not his imm-diate in-
tention to do su, he might bave done so ulti-
mately, prompted by vonscivuce and affection.”

“Don't try to humbug me by that sce-saw
kind of argument—if be didn't and if he did,”
cried Rick Redmayne voughly, ¢ 1 only know
that he stole my doughter uway from her home,
and that she died of that shame he brought
upon her, and that I hold him her murderer.”

There was no use in tnlking to such o man.
The words of wisdom were wasted on this pas-
sionate  undisciplined soul, Mr. Swouthey
shut his spectacle-case with rather an jmpa-
ticnt soap.

* You must doas you plense, Mr. Redmayne,”
he snid. % I have no doubt Rundel will do his
best with your business, and of courss nuy le-
gal advice you may want from me is at your
service ; but I renlly cannot sece your motive,”

“That mau's in & bad way,” said the astute
Rendel, when the farmer had lcft the oftice.
“The sort of mnu who would scarcely surprise
me if he did something desperate. 1 shan't
liclp him to find the seducer. In the first place,
I consider the thing beyond the limits of pos-
sibility; and in the second place, even if I
could find the man, it would go ngainst my
conscience to have any hand in brioging those
two together,  Yet you know, Smoothey, that
wy consvicace is rather clastic.”

“"Poughish, cortainly,” answered the Inwyer ;
“and warranted to stretch. However, 1 quite
agree with you about this poor fullow Red-

mayne. ‘The man has brooded on this subject

until it has become n monomania.”

Richard Redmayne went back to Brierwood
soon after this interview, believing that he had
done his uttermost, but not till he had been to
look at the cotlage where his daughter died,
amwd the grave in which she lay. The pretty
little gothic bandbox on Highgnte Hill was lct.
He could only prowl up and down by the rail-
ings for a littly, screencd by the laurel hedge,
listening to the fresh voices of children in the
tiny garden. There were guelder. roses in
blovm, and & bed of standard roses in the centre
of the mininture lawn, bird-cages in the open
window, the whole aspuct of the place bright
and joyous. He looked up at the window of
that room where they had Iaid her in the last
solemn slumber, looked at it, and thought o.
the day when she had lain there, a dull No-
vember day, with the rain beating against the
window-pancs, perhaps, and all nature gloomny.
It wounded him to sce the house under this
cloudless June sky, to hear happy voices from
the rvom where she hiad died broken-hearted.

e wnlked all the way to Hetheridge—seven
milvs along the dusty north road; then away
westward, by a quict cross-road, to the quiotest
village within twenty miles of Loudon, He
passud the village green, and the pond where
the ducks wore tloating lazily in the sunshiue,
and went on beneath the shelter of chesnut and
lime to the churchyard where Grace was buried.
‘This sixth of June was her birthday, and he
had chosen this day of all others for his pil-
grimnge to her grave,

# 1 might have brougbt some flowers or some-
thing,” he sald to himself ashe opened the low
wouden gate. “What o hard.hearted wretch T
must be not to have thought of it! Did I ever
go to see her empty-handed when she was at
schoul 7

The churchyard was nota particularly pretty
one, only very solemn and tranguil, with n
great yew-tree making o wide circle of shadow
abuve the quict green hillocks. Thero were no
splendid wonuments of modern date, but here
and there & ponderous tomb within u rusty
railing, o mouldering stone sarcophagus, with
sinious ivy creeping in and out among the
vracks in the stonc, and a dank moss thick
upon thoe time-worn inscriptions. The charm
of the scence was its utteriranquility. A village
churchyard on o hill, with a wide stretch of
Jundseape below it, and only the faintest indi-
ction of a city in the far distanco,

Richard Redmayne found his way to the
gravestone. Was not every detail of the quiot
sceno burnt in upon his brain? The church-
yord was empty of all human kind, yet on the
granito slab thero lay a wreath of waxsn-pe-
talled oxotics, all purest white, and as frosh as
if it had been that minute laid thero,

Rick Redmayne went back to tho gato, strid-
ing over tho low graves recklessly, Who was
there to bring votivo wreaths to her grave——
who, in all her little world—except the man
who had destroyed her ?

% Ho has bosn here,” the .srmer said to him-
sclf; ©is here still, perhaps, loiwrini some-
where, O God, if I could only meot bim, in
this place, by her grave! It secms thoe fttest
spot for ustwo to come face to faco; and if wo
do mecet hero, I think I sball stravgle him.”

The musoular hand closed with a tighter
grip upon the oak sapling which Mr. Redinayne
carried as o walking-stick.

He planted himsclf by the churchynd-gate
and waited, listoning for o footstep on the gra-

thing of that kind, and vanishes, I have no | vel-path.
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