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liealth and cs.ert 'e. lier beaut>', now
much more 1ronounced ihan wben firNt
we intruiduced ber to the reader, was of
the type thai da,,les and intoxicates men
un general, and this, cuu1 led witb the f.sct
that she would bring a fine dowr>' tu the
fmani of her t hoicc, unduced a coîncurrent
verdict amiong his neighbiors and intiniates
that Randall Arderne was a lut.ky fellow.

In her lnil cottage near the churtilu
yard H arruet Biates concernied berseif but
lîttle with village gossilî. It was current>'
reportcd that she was a distant relative of
.Abel lilgrim auîd a wîdow, lu îig on a
smiaîl annuit>' tr puensuon derîved front tbe
Sh~ipwrecked Maruners' Society'. Abîel's
known cluaracter, and esiieciall>' lis avowed
tonteni[t for womiankind in the mass, pre-
vented even the busybodies from buntîng
anytbing tu bus prejiidice, even though the
steward bad not provided against possible
slauider b>' disrreetl>' whispering bere and
ihere that lis relative had neyer been alto-.
gether rught un lier head sîice the deatb of
ber bushand, who IIliad gone to sea soie-
wbere and neyer camne back, poor fellow."
[bis report, together wîth the womian's
unsociable v .tys, kcpt her and ber neigh-
hors far apart. Her cottage, a part of the
I1riory estate, stood alune on the rîsîng
ground near the cburchyard, a couple of
furlongs or su front the stable-yard of the
Crooked Billet. B>' tornung off from the
mtain road a little to, the rear of Ibis yard,
I'ilgrum nuiglt, <,n bus visits t0 the cottage,
spare bîmself the walk tbrougb the village,
bnit he seldoni did Ibis. Oui thecontrar>', bus
visits, wbîcb rarel>' exceeded ont: in ever>'
fortnîgbt, were nmade un open day and b>'
the nmain road, and casual observers mîgbt,
and doubtless did, notice taI bis inter-
views wutb the woman were mnainl>' con-
ducted outsude oîn the old blue slate steps
of tbe cottage.

Tbree days hefore the mornîng ap-
pointed for the uniuon of Randaîl Arderne
and I)orotby Teulous, however, Abel made
a sonîewbat protracted sta>' witb Harriet
Bates. In anoîber spbere, the nmajur-
domo would have mtade a good duplomnatst

tir ainhlassador t() the court of Hîs Nlajestý
the Czar of Russia, but on this occasion
hi, talents were sorely at fault. Ile had
tctrnse prclîared to induce Harriet t0 cnuî
grate to Anîcrica, but he found her obdu
rate and determined against his proposai.

INo," she said, I see through your
fine scheme, Abel Ililgrîrn, and 1 baîf su,
pect you have got it up hctwixt you and
your master. Ah, wbîch of you us th(
master, 1 wonder il You promised to find
Mary, you promised he sbould marry lier,
and the end of ail your fine promises us
that lie us tu be married, to that gipsy-faced
girl of the old doctor's. 1 hid yrîu bewart,
AXbel, for devii though you be, the hemp~
us spun to hang you."

l-ut, tut !Harriet lass, what do you
mean b>' that ? Arn 1 a murderer, theý î,
tlîat l'ni to be banged, or d'ye mean to
string mie up yourself il You talk likc a
mad wumnan."

IIf not banged," she replied, Ilimpri-
soned for life for conspireacy, and that's
worse than banging 1've beered folks Sa>'.
[ell John Randall this,-'tis my last word:
let hum rnarry an>' otber girl than ni>
daugbter, and withun a week 1 shail set
ouit to find Gilbert Arderne, the man you
have roblîed of his right."

nhe house-steward clencbed bis long
fingers and brougbt bis jaws together witlî
a snap as he heard this declaration."

Il 'hy do vou cali him John Randaîl ?'
he said at lengtb. IlYou know your stor>
is yuur own silI>' make-up. He is Randaîl
Arderne, and aIl the devils in hell cannot
prove that he us flot."

Il 'ou thunk su ? " she asked wuth a
laugb that trade the steward long to strike
lier down. I wonder do you reall>' think
so i God onI>' knows that-(God and your-
self ;but what wîll the lawyers sa>' when
I tell themn the histor>' of Jane Randa.l of
Norwich, and of her adventures in tht.
big bouse wbere ber base-born child was
con--?

Il ou lie, you b-V said Pilgrim,
white tu the lips with fury. Il You arc
just lying at the expense of the dead, be_

MI


