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PART II.—PARADISE REGAINED.

D —

CHAPTER XI,

MR. PLAYMORE IN A NEW CHARACTER.

For hours together, he remained ia a state of
utter lethargy in his chair. He showed an
animal interest in his meals, and a greedy
animal enjoyment of eating and drinking as
much as he could get—and that was all. « This
morning,” the bonest gardner said to me at
parting, «“ we thought he seemed to wake up a
bit. Looked about him, you know, and made
queer signs with his hande. I couldn’t make
out what he meant ; no more could the docter.
She knew, poor thing—she did.  Went and got
him his barp, and put his hand up to it. Lord
b ess you, no use! He couldn’t play, no more
than I can. Twanged at it anyhow, and
grinned and gabbled to himself. No: he'll
never come right again, Any person can see
that, without the doctor to help ’em. Enjoys
his meals, as I told you; and that's all. It
would be the best thing that oould happen, if
it would please God to take him. There’s no
more to be sald. I wish you good morning,
ma’am.”

He went away with the tears in his eyes;
and he left me, I own it, with the tears in
mine.

An bour later, there cime some news which
revived me. I received a telegram from Mr.
Playmore, expressed in these welcome words:
«Obliged to go to London by to-night’s maii
train, Expect me to breakfast to-morrow
morning.”

The appearance of the lawyer at our break-
fast table duly followed the appearance of bis
telegram. His first words cheered me. To m)
infinite surprise and relief he was far from
sharing the despondent view which I took of
my position,

“1 don't deny,” he sald, “that there are
some serious obstacles in your way. Bat I
should never have called here befure I attend
to my professional business in London, if Mr,
Benjamin’s notes had not produced a very
strong impression on my mind. For the first
time, us I think—you really have a prospect of
success. For the first time, I feel justified in
offering (under certain restrictions) to help you.
That miserable wretch, in the oollapse of his
intelligence, has done what he would never
have done in the possession of his sense and his
cunning—he has let us see the first precious
glinmmeriags of the light of truth.”

# Are you sure it ¢s the truth?” I asked.

«In two important particulars,” he answered,
¢ I know it to be the truth. Your idea about
bim is the right one. His memory (a8 you
suppose) was the least injured of his fuculties,
And was the last to give away, under the strain
of trying to tell that story. I belleve his
memory to have been speaking to you (un-
consciously to bimself) in all that he said—
from the moment when the first reference to
¢the letter’ escaped bim, to the end.”

“ But what dies the reference to the letter
mean ?”’ I asked. ¢« For my part, 1 am entirely
in the dark about 1t.” .

“8S0 am I” be answered frankly. ¢ The
chlef one among the obstacles which I men-
tioned just now, is the obstacle presented by
that same ¢letter.’ The late Mrs. Eustace must
have been counected with it in some way—or
Dexter would never, have spoken of it as ¢a
dagger In his heart;’ Dexter would never have
ooupled her name with the worda which
describe the tearing up of the letter, and the
throwing of it away. I can arrive with some
certainty at this result, and I cun get no farther.
I have no more idea than you have of who
wrote the letter, or what was written init. If
we are ever to make that discovery-—probably
the most important discovery of ali—we must
dispateh our first inquiries a distance of three
thousand miles. 1ln plain English, my dear
lady, we must send to America.” :

This, naturally enough, took me completely
by surprise. I wafied-eagerly to hear wLy we
were to send to America.

«1t rests with you,” he proceeded, ¢ when
you hear what I have to tell you, to say
whether you will go to the expense of sending a
man to New York, or not. I can find the right
man for the purpose; and I. estimate the ex-
pense, including a telegram,——

¢ Never mind the expense!' I interposed,
losing ail patience with the eminently Scotch
view of the case which put my purse in the
flist place of importance. ¢ I don’t care for the
expense; I want to know what you have dis-
covered.”

He smiled.
pense,” he said to himself, pleasantly,
like & woman !”

I might have retorted, *“He thinks of the
expense, before be thinks of avytbing else.
How like a S8cotchman!” As it was, I was 100
anxious to be wiitty. I only drummed im-
patieutly with my tingers on the tabie; and
sald, «Tell me! tell me!”

He took out the fair copy from Beujamin’s
note book which I bad sent to bim, and showed
me these among Dexter'’s closing words :—
“ What about the letter ? Burn it now. No

#8he doesn’t care for the ex-
 How
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'fire in the grate. No matches in the box.
House topsy-turvy. Servants all gone,”

f Do you realHy understard what those words
mean? I asked.

«Ilook back into my own experience,” he
answered; ‘“and 1 understand perfectly what
the words mean.”

« And can you make me understand them
too ?” ,

« Eaglly. In those incomprehensible sen-
tenoes, Dexter’s memory has eorrectly recalled
certin facts, I have only to tell you the facts;
and you will be as wise as [ am. At the time
of the Tria!, your busband surprised and dis-
tressed me by insisting on the instant dismissal
of all the household servants at Gleninch. I
was instructed to pay them a quarter’s wages in
advance ; to give them the excellent written
characters with their good conduct thoroughly
deserved, and to see the house clear of them at
an hour’'s notice. Eustace’s motive for this
summary proceeding was much the same
motive which animated his conduct towards
you. ¢IfI am ever to return to Gleninch,’ he
said, ¢« I cannot face my honest servants, after
the infamy of having stood my trial for mus-
der.! There was his reason! Nothing that I
could say to him, pvor fellow, shook his resolu-
tion. I dismissed the rervants accordingly. At
an hour’s notice, they quitted the house, leaving
their work for the day all undone. The only
perr~ons placed in charge of Gleninch were per-
sons who lived on the out-kirts of the park—
that is to say, the lodge-keeper and his wife and
daughter. On the last day of the Trial I in-
structed the daughter to do her best to make
the rooms tidy. S8he was a good girl enough ;
but she had no experionce as a housemalid: it
would never enter her head to lay the bedroom
fires realy for lighting, or to replenish the
empty match.boxes, Those chance words that
dropped from Dexter would, no doubt, exactly
describe the state of his room, waen he returned
to Gleninch, with the prisoner and his mother,
from Edinburgh. Thathe tore up the mysteri-
ous letter in his bedroom, uid, finding bpo
means immediately at band for burning it, that
be threw the fragments into the empty grate,
or into the wast -paper basket, seems to be the
most reasonable (onclusion that we can draw
from what we know. In any oase, he would
not have much time to think about it, Every-
thing was donein a hurry on that day. Eustace
and bis motber, accompanied by Dexter, left
for Eug.and the rtame evening by the njght.
train. I myself locked up the house, and gave
the keys to the lodge-keeper., It was under-
stood that he was to iook after the preservation
of the reception-rooms on the ground floor ; und
his wife and daugtiter were to perform the saie
service, between them, in the rooms upstairs.
On reeelving your lelter, I drove ut once to
Gleninch, to question the old woman on the
subject of the bedrooms, and of Dexter's room
especially, Sherememuoered the time when the
house was ghut up, by assovciatiug it wilh the
time when she was confined to her bed by an
attack of sclatica. She had not crossed the
lodge-door, she was sure, for at least a week, if
not longer, after Gleninch had been left in
charge of her husband and herself. Whatever
was done in the way of keeping the bedroums
aired and tidy, during her iliness, was done by
her daughter. 3he, and she only, must have
disposed of any litter which might have been
lying about in Dex:er’'s room. Not a vestige of
torn paper, as I can myself certify, 18 to be dis-
ocovered in any part of the room, now. Where
did the girl find the “fragments of the letter?
and what did shedo with them ? Thosee are the
qQuestions, if you approve of i, which we must
send three thousand mlies awuy to ask—for
this sufficient reason, that the lodge-keeper’s
daughter was married more than a year since,
and that sheis settled with her husband in busi-
ness at New York., It rests with you o decide
what is to be done. Doun't let me mislead you
with false hopes! Dou’t let me tempt you to
throw away your money! KEven if this woman
does remember whut she did with the torn
paper, the cbauces, at this distance of time, are
€enormpously ugainst our ever recoveriug a sin-
gle morsel of it. Be in no haste (o decide. I
bave my work 10 do in the City—I can give you
the whole day to think it over.”

#8¢nd the man to New York by the next
steamer,” I said. «There 18 my decision, Mr,
Playmore, without keeping you walting for it 1"

He shouk bLis bead, in grave disapproval of
my impetuosity. In my former interview with
him, we had never once touched un the question
of money. ] was now, for the first Lime, to
make acquaintance with Mr. Playwmore on the
purely Sootch side of his character !

“ Why you don’t even know what it wiil cost
youl!” he excluimed, taking out bLis pocket-
boak with the air of a mnan who was equally
Startled and scandalised, « Wait vl I tot it up,”
be said, ¢“in Eunglish and American money.”
_¢Ican’t wait! I waut to make more dis-
coverles!”

He tovk no wotice of my interruption: he
went on impenetrably with his calculations.

“The man will go second-class, and will take
a return ticket. Very well. His ticket in.
cludes his food ; and (be.ng, thank God, a tee-
totaller) he won't waste your money in buying
liquox on board. Arrived at New York, he will
80 to & cheap German house, where he will, as
Iam oredibly informed, be boarded and lodged
at the rate——"

By this time ¢my putience being completely
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worn out) I had taken my cheque-book from
the table-drawer; had signed my name; and
had banded the blank cheque across the table
to my legal adviser.

« Fill it in with whatever the man wants,” 1
said. ¢« And for Heaven’s sake let us get back
to Dexter!”

Mr. Playmore fell back in his chair, and lifted
his hands and eyes to the celling. I was not
in the least impressed by thatsolemn appeal to
the unseen powers of arithmetic and money.
I insisted positively on being fed with more in-
formation.

«Listen to this,” I went on, reading from
Benjamin’s notes. ¢« What did Dexter mean,
when he said, ¢« Number Nine, Caldershaws,
Ask for Dandie. You shan’t have the Diary.
A secret In yourear. The Diary will hang him.’
How came Dexter to know what was in my
husband’s Diary ? And what does he mean by
¢ Number Nine, Caldershaws,’ and the rest of it ?
Faots again ?”

‘“Facts again!” Mr. Playmore answered,
“ muddled up together, a8 you may say—but
positive facts for all that. Caldershaws, you
must know, Is one of the most disreputable dis-
tricts in Edinburgb. One of my clerks, whom
I am in the habit of employing confidentially,
volunteered to inquire for « Dandie’ at ¢ Number
pinc.” It was a ticklish business, in every way,
and my man wisely took a person with him
who was known in the neighbourhood. « Num-
ber nine’ turned out to be (ostensibly ) a rhop
for the sale of rags and old iron; and ¢ Dandle’
was suspected of trading now and then, addi-
tionally, as & receiver of stolen goods. Thanks
to the influence of his companion, backed by a
bank-note (which can be repaid, by the way,
out of the fund for the American expenses) my
clerk succeeded in making the fellow speak.
Not to trouble you with needless details, the re-
sult in substance was this. A fortnight or more
be fore the date of Mrs. Eustace’s death ‘Dandie’
made two keys from wax models supplied to
bim by a new customer. The mystery observed
in the matter by the agent who managed it,
excited Dandie’s distrust. He had the man
privately watched before he delivered the keys,
and he ended in discovering that his customer
wus—Miserrimus Dexter. Wait alitule! I have
not done yet. Add to thisinformation Dexter's
Incomprehensible knowiedge of the eontenis of
your husband’s Diary; and the ) roduct is—that
the wax models sent to the old iron shop In
Caldershaws were models taken by theft from
the key of the Diary, and the key of the table-
drawerin which it was kept. I have anidea of
the revelation: that are to come, if this matter
18 properly fcllowed up. Never mind going into
that, at present. Dexter, I tell you again, is
answerable for the late Mis. Eustace's death.
How he is answerable, I belleve you are in a
fair way of finding out. And, more than that,
I say now, what I could not venture to say be-
fore—it i8 a duty towards Justice, as well as a
duty towards your husband to bring the truth
to Hight., As for the difficulties to be encoun-
tered, 1 don’t think they need aunt you.
greatest difficu.ties give way in the end, when
they are atiacked by the united alliance of pa-
tience, resolution,—and economy.”

With a strong emphasis on the last words,
my worthy adviser, mindful of the flight of
time and the claims of business, rose 10 take
bis leave.

«“ One word more,” I said, as he held out bis
hand. “Can you manage to see Miserrimus
Dexter before you go back to Edinburgh ? From
what the gardener told me, his brother must be
with bim by this time. It would be a relief to
me to hear the latest news of him, and to hear
it from you.’ )

¢ 1t I8 part of my business in London to see
bim,” said Mr. Playmore. +« But miod! I have
no hope of his recovery; I only wish to satisfy
myeell that his brother is able and willing to
take care of him. 8o Iar as we are concerned,
Mre. Eustace, tbhat unhappy man has said his
last’ words,”

He opened the door--stopped—considered—
and came back Lo me.

“ With regard 10 that matter of sending the
agent to America,” e resumed. I propose to
have the honour of submitiing to you a brlef
abstract——"

¢ Oh, Mr. Playmore ! "

« A brief abstract in writing, Mrs, Eustace, of
the estimated expenses of the whole proceed-
ing. You will be good enough maturely to con-
sider the same; making any remarks on it,
tending 10 economy, which may suggest them-
selves to your mind at the time, And you will
furtberoblige me, if you approve of the abstract,
by yourself filline in the blank spaee on your
cheque with the needful amount in words and
fgures. No, Madam! I really cannot justify it
to my consclence to carry about my person any
such loose and reckless document as a blank
cheque. There’s a total disregard of the first
claims of prudence and economy, implied in
this small salip of paper, which s nothing less
than a flat contradiction of the principles that
have governed my whole life. I can’t submit to
flat contradiction. Good morning, Mrs. Eustace
—good morning.” :

He lald my oheque on the table with a low
bow, and left me. Among the cutious develop-
ments of human stupidity which occasionally
present themselves to view, surely the least
excusable i8 the stupidity which, to this day,
persifts in wondering why the Scotoh succeed

0 well in life !
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CHAPTER XLIIL
MORE SURPRISES!

The same evening I received my ¢ abstract ”
by the hands of a clerk.

It was an intensely characteristic document,
My expenses were rem rsely ca'culated down-
wards to shillings ani even to pence; and our
unfortunate messenger’s instructions, in respect
of his expenditure, were reduced to a nicety
which must have made his life in America no-
thing less than a burden to him. In merey to
the man, I took the liberty, when I wrote back
to Mr. Playmore, of slightly increasing the in-
dicated amount of the figures which were to ap-
pear on the cheque. I ought to have better
known the correspondent whom I had to deal
with, Mr. Playmore’s reply (informing me that
our emissary had started on his voyage) return-
ed a receipt in due form—and the whole of the
surplus money, to the last farthing!

A few lines accompanied the ¢ abstract,” and
stated the result of the lawyer's visit to Miserri-
‘mus Dexter.

There was no change for the better —there
Wus Do change at all. Mr. Dexter, the brother,
had arrived at the house accompanied by a
medical man accustomed to the charge of the
insane. The new doctor declined to give auy
definite opinion on the case until he had studied
1t earefully with plenty of time at his disposal.
It had been accordingly arranged that he should
remove Miserrimus Dexter to the asylum of
which he was the proprietor, as soon as the
preparations for receiving the patient could be
completed. The one difficulty which still rc-
mained to be met, reluted to the disposal of the
faithful creature who had neverleft her master,
night or day, since the catastrophe had hap-
pened. Ariel had no triends, and no money,
The proprietor of the asylum could not be ex-
pected to receive her without the customary
payment; and Mr. Dexter’s brother «regretted
(0 say that he was not rich enough to fiad the
money.” A forcible separation from the one
human being whom she loved, and a removal
in the character of a pauper to a public asylum
~-8uch was the prospect which awaited t. e
unfortunate creature, unless some one interfered
in her favour before the end of the week.

Under these sad circumstances, gcod Mr,
Playmore—pnssing under the claims of economy
fn favour of the claims of humanity—suggested
that we should privately start a Subscription,
and offered to head the list liberally himself,

I must have written all these pages to very
llitle purpose, if it is necessary for rae to add
that I instantly sent a letter to' Mr. Dexter, the
brother, undertaking to be answerable for
whatever money was required, while the sub-
scriptions were being coliecled, and only stipu-
lating that when Miserrimus Dexter wsas re-
moved to the a~ylum, Ariel should accompany
him. This was readily conceded, - But serious
objections were raised when I further requested
that she might be permitted to attend on her
master in the asylum, as she had attended on
bim in the house. The rules of the establish-
ment forbade it, and the universal practice in
such cases forbade it, and 80 on, and so on.
However, by dint of perseverance and persua-
sion, I so far carried my point as to gain a rea-
sonable concession. During certain hours in the
day, and under certain wise restrictions, Ariel
was to be allowed the privilege of walting on
the Master in his room, as well a8 of accom-
panying bim when he was brought out in his
chair to take the air in the garden. For the
tonour of humanity, let me add, that the lia-
bility which I bad undertaken made no very
serious demands on my resomicer, Placed in
Benjamin’s ciarge, our subscription list pros-
pered. Friends, and even strangers some-
times, opened their hearts and their purses
when they heard Ariel’s melancholy story.

The day which followed the day of Mr. Play-
more’s vigit brought me news from Spaln, in a
letter from my mother-in-law. To describe
what I felt, when I broke the seal, and read the
first lines, is slinply impossible. Let Mrs.
Maeallan be heard on this occasion in my place,

‘Thus she wrote :

-« Prepare yourself, my dearest Valeria, for a

delightful surprise. Eustace has Justified my
confldence in him. When he returns 10 Eng-
Iand, he returns—Iif you will let bim-—to bis
wifte,

« This rerolution, let me hasten to assure you,
has not been brought about by any persuasfons
of mine. Itis the natural outgrowth ot your
husband’s gratitude and your husband’s love.
The first words he said to me, when he was
able to speak, were these: ¢ If I live to return
to England, and if I go to Valeria, do you think
she will forgive me?’ We can ouly leave it
to you, my dear, to give the answer. If you
love us, answer us by return of post.

¢« Having now told you what he said, when I
first informed him tl:at you hal been his nurse
—and remember, if it seems very little, that he
is 8till too weak 1o speak, except with difficul-
ty —I shall purposely keep my letter back for a
few days. My object is to give him time to
think, and so frankly tell you of it, if the inter-
val produces any change in his resolution.

“Three days have passed, and there is no
chauge. He has but one feeling now—he longs
rolr tbe day which is to upite him again to bis
wife,

« But there is sometbing else connected with
Eustace, that you vught to know, and that I
ought to tell you,




