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* Have the goodness to tell me how
moany years yon have been in Sir
Horry's service ?”

Stirtel strugeled for breoth.

* By what right, ¥r. Thussinuton,”
he hissed.* Do you ask these questions ?°

* We will winve thet for the present,”
aaid Arthur * Please anewer my question '

For o moment the steward remained
siient ; then he «atd, with . sneer—

I don’t see how 1t ean coneern you,
Mr. Thussington, but, af you nust
know, xay over forty years.”

© A zood und fithtal ser—over forty
yoars,” sd Arthur Thussit zton : * and
during the whole of that time you have
kept the books und munaged the money
matters of the estates?”

o 1 have,” was the reply.

> Then [ request vou,” said Avthar
Thussmgton, * 0 prodace all the books
and papers relating o the ectate during
thut te m of vears, and deliver them to
me.’

Start+l clutehed the table,

* Deliver them to you!" he said,
¢ youw are mad

¢ You will deliver them to me, that,
I may ~end them to u Lowndon & -count-
ant, and af T und that you bave, us )
suspeet, any  diserepancies in your
account, rest assured 1 will hold you
accountable tor them.”

Breathless, livid, and bursting wilh‘
pu~~ton, SMartel hobbled up to him.

s You are mad " he hissed; * how
dire vou come aud domineer at the
Hall? Give you my papers! Give you,
my  keys! Be accountable to you !
Pabaw ! 1 tell you you are mad to try|
and play the master here. I ask you:!
again, by what right you ciaim these "

Arthur Thussington 2ank casily iuto
the chair, and croszed his legs.

* By the right every man has of de-
manding his cwn.”

Startel staggered, and clutched at
the maatel-piece for support.

« 1lis own—yours:" he exclumed,
in alow hiss; * it iz not yours, it ia Sir
Roderick Edgecombe's.”

« My cousin, Mr. Roderick Edge-
comle,” said Arthur, slowly, pausisg’
and cyeing the distorted face with
fiendish enjoyment, ¢ is dead.’

* You lie!" abnost shricked
quiverivg lips: * you fie '

* You must mederate your language,
or I nust scfuse to talk any further
with you, and must teach you respect
by flinging you out of donrs,” said
Arthur, his ‘oice for oue momest
losing 1ts calmness.

- You fling me out of doors !’ said
Start-l, ¢ it's & vile plot—z plot.  You
arc an impostor Nir Roderick Edge-
combe is not dead.’

** You will be sorry to heer,” said
Arthar, rising and standing before the
irc in his old position, * that Mr.
Roderick Edgecombe is iudced dead;
he was drowned in the © Annie,’ which
sailec for Mclbourne in August last.

the

Startel stood staring at him with
bowildered eves for onc moment. then
stageered towards the table, and drop-
ping into a chair, leaned his head upon
his hands

Arthur Thussington  stood looking
at him with cyes that devourcd overy
cxpression and attitude eagerly. Sud-
denly the huddied form started up

* The proofs—the proofs,” he asked,
huskily.

< I Jo not recognize your right to ask
for them,’ snid Arthur: ¢ but as you are
2 old servant of the family, I will show
them to you. *There is an official
sccount of the loas of the ship, and the
nacews ry documents drawn up by the
solicitors, acknowicging my right to the
title and esiates of FEdgecombe.” and -he
laid opea upon the table a number of
papers.

The old man

seized them with

shaking hands, and with ulinost blinded
ayey examined them.

Then, biting Lis lips, he turned
round and tried to speak, but could not,
and inxtead turned again te the table,
und  with un absent air commenced
collecting the seattered accounta,

Arthur held up hiv hiand.

* Leave those papers alove,' he said ;
¢ I think it better, perhaps, under the

"circamstavces, that they shonld be

collected nud exnmined by my solicitor.”

Startel turned round tharply, and
with a wolfish zcowl hobbled up to Lim.

* Sir Arthur Tussington,you have not
zot it all your own way yet, though vou
think you have; as / told voa, f have
been over forty years ie the service
and the secrets hark ye, the zecrets
of Sir Harry—a d I kuow something
that vou'd give your fog-liead to learn ;
1 know something that—but no matter,
I am going. 1 won't wait to be turned
out of the place where I have spent my
life and lenrned my seerets—my scerets,
mind ye ; and 1 wara you, if you try to
touch me, ' turn and bite

Aud halt clutehing, balf shaking his
fist, he hobble! from the room pausing
at the door, ‘0 cast a ualignant glare
upon the trinvmphant face of the new
waster of Edgecombe.

CHAPTER XLI.
LLCY.
**‘Ihiere ary the playersa ”

Before the moon had paled in the
fuce of the riving sun, aud left the
heavens sanquished and outshone, the
solitude of the wanxte nroiud the dreary
hut, rendered ten thousand times more
dreary by itx awful, silent tenant, was
disturbed and awakened by the distant
hum of human voices and the regular
tread of u number of horses, aud the

“rattle of wheels.

Had the closed eves of the still,
silent figure had sny sight io them, and
been looking out to the enst, they
would have seen a lengthy caravau, the
human members of which were strag-
gling along beside, behind, or in frout
of it, in irregular procedure

It was approaching at a slow pace;
and consisted of three huse square-look-
ing buldings, very similar to the show
cars of the Eoghab fairs, but of a larger
size; two or three smnull mivisture
dwelling-houses on wheels, aud a line
of horses of good breed and in capital
condition, some of them ridden by
strong  well-built countrymen, others
plodding impatiently behind the string
of atrange-looking vehicles

In front of the whole two figures
were walking—man and woman; and
as they plodded on. ir the step rcquired
only by persoas accustomed to much
pedestrian  exercise, they exchanged
remarks, looking back occasionally, or
forward towards the destination which
they could oot as yet see.

** Where are we, Mark ™ asked the
woman, looking ~ound at the waste

¢ 'Pon my soul, Lucy, /doun’t know,”
said the mnen, with a theatrical shrug
of the shonlders, ndding, as he struck
aa attitude, and waved his hand with a
domestic flourish above his head—

¢ My foot is mof upon my native
heath, and my name is not Mac—
gree—gor '

" ‘The womaun smiled a amile, that with
all its swectness had stmethiog sad and
subducd in it.

< Don"t be absurd, Mark, but answer
my question. How many days are we
off Melbourne?”

s Seven, about—" replied Mark
Douglas, after a moment's reflection
¢ seven, §oshoudd say, althe' w's only
aucss wark. Formy part, I don't very
murh eare if 1t's serveaty, for I'ma b
sick of work, aud should be glad of 2
change.”

The woman smiled agaiu.

“Work? Mark, You dont kuow
what it is. Playing Macheth and George
Barnwell four nights c-woek, and clown
the other two, isu't work, man  Now,
if you dug .t the ficlds for twelve hours
a-duy, or drove & team of oxen for nine,
or—or—anything of that sort, I could
sympathize with you ; but when you—
the pet of Gordoun's Actiug Troupe,
who never soil your hands, except to
count the takings —complain of over-
work, I ouly smile.”

The man laughed good-humoredly,
replying, with an affectation of pique—

*Oh'! so you dou't eall conching a
gung of blockheads into * Mercutios’ and
* Poloniuses,” Charles his Friend and
Randolf the Innleeper, building up a
stage, painting the scenery, writing the
Lill, dressiug the entire company, and
touting for special patronage, praise-
worthy and laboricus  work, «¢b,
madamn ?”

* No, I dou't,” replicd the woman,
smiling more doterminedly than ever;
¢ because you dou’t do it as work, you
do it for smmusement. You know if vou
hadn't the bleckheads, as vou calt them,
to drill, the scenery to point, ned the
dresses to touck up, you would be the
unhappiest moral alive ; now, wouldn't,
you? and she Inid h.r haud upon lus
arm.

*Well, perhaps [ should,” he =said,
with a light laugae and & sigh * Por-
theps T shonld. 1 am not unhappy,
i Luey ; fur from it, indeed I only want:
' oune thing'—here his voice faltered, and!
I'he Jaid his finger upon her arm lightly
i—*ouly one thing to make
I happiest man ahive’

She huug her head, aud her eyes
filied sadly

* Let us go back, or wait for them.”
she snid, in a low voice. * Gordon will
wonder where we havo gone—see, they
are out of sight.’

He dropped his head, and turned
from he=.

*¢ You vever will let me speak, Lucy,”
he said.

¢ Never, desr, dear, Mar')” the
woman replied, in her turo touching his
larm. * Never, dear Mark. for it pains
inot only te, but you. Why will you
iharp vpon the string that has broken
long ago? Why will ycu ask for that
which I bave no longer to give

¢t 1 don't ask you to love me, Lucy,”
he cried, his cyes wet and glistening,
and hiz manly voice trembling. 1
ouly want you to give me the right to
protect and watch over »ou! I will be
satisfied with loving you, and will not
expeet you to give me all your heart,
if you caunot. Oh, Lucy— " he stopped
suddenly, as she turned aud <hook her
head.

¢t Is it alwayxto be so—always the
squne answer 7" he said bitterly.

¢ Always, dear Mark.” she said,
laying her haod upon his shoulder.

“ Why? why 7 he asked.

« Mark, would you love me if you
thouzht me dishonest xznd dishonor-
able?” she asked, leoking up into his
face with a grave earnestocas.

“You cannot be,” he sad, sadiy,
but decidedly.

“ You are right, Mark,” she said;
¢but T should be if I gave you my
hand witLout mny heart. 1 catnot give
you that, for I gave it to him who left
me one winter's dawn and took it with
him. God help bim and me ! but I can-
wottake it back.'

« You will never forget him, the man
who left you to—'(starve and die!’
he had atmost 2a1d an has bitteroess, but
{ hia love stopped kim.)

i *Never. sheand; and there fell a

me the:

man, whose gray huir hinted at many
{eurs. though lis youthful bearing and

cen bluo eyes denied them, approached,
smackiog his whip, and crying in a
clear but theatrical voice—

¢Ar! ar! iy children in the wood.
[ thought that ye were lost | Remember,
whithersoever yo flee—-Gordon follow-
cth after yo.'

Mark Dougles lnughed, us he alwaya
did, &t his old friend and mwaoager's
jokes nud tales, eud said—

* Don’t be afre i, you won't lose your
walking gentleman nod leading lady jo a
hurry—uatii there's a rival house, any
way. We're going sery slow, aro we
not?

* Very,” snid Jos Gordon, well
kuown in England aud Australin as a
fust goer, not ouly in matters theatrienl,
but in affairs of the heart. * Sjow
cattle, but the women are tired, and
the children want 1o sleep—which they
can’t if they are jolted.’

Then looking round he smncked
his whip ugain, and cried to the strag.
glers.  Whereupon a couple of pretty
girls aod two rather lusty-lvohing men
wmended their pace. *Seven days to
Melbourne, Mon(mori:ucy, 1emember,”
he suid to the first. ¢ No more Ingging,
Reyuold«: wake that old cob up; and
teil Jackson to hurry on,” and, udding
to the girls a piece of nlvice, to the
effect that they had better retire to rest
—meaning the eligible family mansion
on wheels behind—he started on—with
sixty summers on his shouiders—as
steadily ns it'he had rot seen twenty.

The woman addressed to as Lucy
joined the two girls, and, calling them
respectively as Adelaide awd  Mary,
entered the last van with them to follow
the advice of the mavager, wiule Mark
Douglas strode oz at the side, talking
of the prospects of the dramatic season
which they were to open at the town
they were approaching.

“Yes, 1 think we're all right," the
elder mau was sayicg.  The theatre,’
jerking his whip in the direction of the
huge boxes, *is in prime coudition,
and the sceuery’s all first rate. As for
the cast, there's you for the heavy
business and the broad cowmic; Lucy
for the pathetic aod leading lady;
nothing better could be wished for.
Adeluide does the chambermaid and
secoud bit very nicely, and Mary and
the rest are uscful. Reyvolds is very
clever with the Mercutio and lead up,
and so is Mountmorency. As for the
others they ain’t much use. except for
crowds and processions, and pow and
then the tipsy servant dodge. Alto-
gcther, we master preity strong, ch,
Mark?”

*Yes,” replied the younger man;
*very decent company. Not uil that
could be wished for, though. Lucy is
your strong card. Poor girl she's lost
in these wilds here. She should be in
Eungland—in Loudon—to do her credat.’

¢ Humph! I dou’t know so wmuch
about that,) seaid Gordon. * Mind,
Lucy s a fine actress—she'a a gening—
but they dou't particularly mind a
genius in London. Mark. I've seen
mapny a Mrs. Siddoos and Macready
die of hunger, miad you.’

¢ Aye, aye, that’s true,’ assented the
other, sadly. Perhaps youre right.
Rut 10 go on. I'm vot so sare about my
being such a good card. I'm about
played out.”

¢ Nonsense, ' interrupted the maunger
warmly.

* Yes, but I am,' rejoined Mark.
“They re pretty well tired of me,I think,
They ve scen my ace too often. Besides
which, I'm not up to the wmark, Gordon.
Ah, you may shake your head; bus J
lnow I'm not. I'm sery good—iery

jsilence upon them both until the carn-
vuu reached them, and a hale, hearty

passable—at your Bar- clls aud your



