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But that fear now also dies out ; men breathe | that not even our friend the Chicfshali penetrate | . -

aygain in comfort, and England is itself onco Your disguise I GHATTER NCHIL TUE LAST APPEAL.

more. Maria clapped hor hands, then instantly velap- | Maria’s work has been well done. She has

At thig precise moment of time Lord Langton
is sitting in a miserablo garret in Spitalficlds,
where he has found temporary shelter with a
friend of Clarence Harvey's—a friend of whoso
fidelity the latter is nbsolutely sure.

A long row of letters lics on the table, and
Lord Langton is now finishing the last of the
series,

As he seals ity and puis it with the others,
spread out to allow the addresses to dry, he says
10 his servant—

¢ Clarence, you know what I do ?”

“ Yes.

# And you have no fear for yourself ?”

“ None I”

¢ You persist then, in spite of my most earn-
est wishes that you should leave me, an’ not
turther compromise yourself 7"

“1do.”

# And T, knowing of your relations with the
Chief of the Secret Service Departuient, may sull
trust you?"

¢ How do you wish me to answer that?”
asked Clarence Hurvey, carnestly. ¢ How can
I, one so little esteemed, suy aught that you witl
cure to hear?”

¢ I will tell you: explain why you feel this
interest in me; aud that would be the cxact
assurance I should like to receive from you.”

# Does Lord Langton reslly not know 2’
asked Clarence Harvey, reproachfully, and, to
Lord Langton’s astonishment, he saw tho tears
gatbering in the youth's eyes,

« I—J know? What do you mean—what can
you mean ?”

There was something in the youth's laok and
mannerso inexplicable, that Lord Langton could
not but gaze steadily in his face.

Then he rose, came to Clarence Harvey, put
his two hands upon his shoulders, and said—

« Have you deceived me? Areyou other than
what you seem? By heavens, it is so! That
blush ! A woman ! Uh, Maria, there i no resist-
ing the truth! I know you now ?”

Marin's face was indeed suffused with colour as
she alsiaw herself—and in that garb—at last recog-
nised.

Presently she saw, or fancied she saw, astern
expression gathering over his countenance.

i Forgive me ) forgive me! oh, my dear lord
and master, and I will tell you all. I love Paul
Arkdale. I could not bear to think of hig hear-
ing the story that you had to tell aboutme tohis
nuster and to your sister. I determined to do
something bold, dangerous, and to me not pro-
fitable, in the hope that he and you might at
last—at lagt——"

Here Maria broke down into a passionate fit
of weeping, and it was a long and sad task for
Lord Langton to restore her to anything like
spirit and confidence. And then, when she
found he mennt at once to send her away—per-
hapg back to the mercer—she broke out into
such wild and agitating appeals, that he was
obliged to consent to let her preserve for.a short
time longer her incognito, and 30 go on to fulfil
his errands.

« Clarence,” said iie—** since I suppose Y must
still call you so—we mustnot deceive ourselves.
I am undertaking & business that I believe, in
my conscience, even more desperate than that
which Sir George Charter has carried to such a
lamentable end. I am now calling together all
tho men who have committed ghemselves to me,
but who were not mixed up with that foul bu-
81DegG !

« But will they come 7? asked Clarence, ¢ after
the events of the last fow days?”

¢ They must! They shalll I bavethat in my
hands which will compel them, But bave you
the courage to say 8o, in deliveringthesc letters,
if they make any kind of excuses ?”

¢ What ghould I have to say ??

¢ Nothing but this—my master expects you.”

# ] understand. Trust me, master I”

¢ Very good. Now go into tbat room, and
you will find every requisite for once more so
changing your personai appearance and dress,

.me, and I will give you the finishing touches)”

sed into sobrioty.

“ You do not mind forgetting for awhile your
personal beauty, do you

“ What aro you going to do with me ?” asked
Marin, inquisitively.

# Mako you into as ugly and old o hag as [
possibly can.  But never mind, Mistress Preston,
Master Paul shnll not se¢ you 1"

Marin blughed, and consented,

“ Go, then, put ou tho dress—then como to

Marin oheyed, and returned in a fow minutes
the oddest picture possible. The jncorrigible
coquetie bad taken advantago of the circum-
stance in a truly characteristic way, Finding
tho dress consisted of the black, rusty, decayed
weeds of some poor old widow, and conscious
that her Glarence-Harvey faco would be just as
unsuitable as her own for the future representa-
tion, she had ridded herself of all the stains on
her faco and neck, and restored hier natural love-
tiness to its pristine power. Whatlittle she lost
through the effects of the dyes used, was more
than compensated for by the vivid blushes which
covered her features as she returned to Lord
Langton, conscious of that beauty, and of the
fact that he, too, would be so.

He was indced conscious, The laugh that
first greeted such & grotesque apparition changed
as he gazed, and he found his own colour mount-
ing, his own thoughts waadering in unlawful
directiong, till checked by a single thought—
Lady Hermial Then the danger was gone.
That powerful talisman saved him.

% Sob, Mistress Preston ! you thought, I sup-
pose, I should be obliged to ask myself whether
T could bear to destroy su:h a pieco of God's
work, even for a short time 2 Eb?”

Maria laughed, and became more radiantly
lovely than ever, .

« Very well. Now look here!” Lord Lang-
ton produced two water-colour drawings. How
Maria stared at them ! She saw in an instant
what they were—a portrait of herself as Cla-
rence Harvey, and a copy of the same portrait,
which had been touched all over by some skil-
ful astist, probably Lord Langton himself, so as
to make the same portrait change suddenly
frem twenty to sixty years of age! Every line,
every touch of shading was so definitely made,
that the second portrait became a working guide
as to the alteration of the original lace itself.

“ You won't look so ugly, after all, you sec {”
said Lord Langton, with a laugh. # That is
my only regret.  But come, we bave no time to
lose——come, re-darken your pretty sclf into
Clarence Harvey, and then I will try what Ican
do 1o turn you out artistically as Dame Gibson,
a poor, old, decayed widow, secking belp to go
abroad to an only son, and bringing a letter of
recommendation from a friend to each of the
grand people you have to call on. ThusI think
you will be likely tc »scape notice of the spies
who haunt the neighbcurhood of all the person-
ages with whom I must now communicate.”

4 Shall I have no difficulty in obtaining admit-
tance ?” asked Clarence.

f Not tho slightest. Say always to the ser-
vant his master expects you. That will invari-
ably compel bim to go in with your message.
That message will be understood ; and then your
only other message will be—apart from my letter
< My master expects you! Smile off all explana-
tions, and say to the must urgent remonstrances,
4 T agsure you I bave nothing in the world elso
to say than that uY MASTER WILL EXPECT You.' ”

A couple of hours later the landlady of the
house was greatly puzaled to know how that old
woman who went out of the house with a bag
on her arm had got inte it, and hurried up-stairs
to ask Lord Langton if she had stolen nothing.

The bag contained all the letters, carefully
fastened up in the lining, while the bag itself
revealed, on opening, nothing but the old lady’s
Enitting-needles, and worsted, with a stocking
balf made, her handkercbief, some broken bis.
cuits, and a capital representation, in minor mat~
ters, of the heterogeneous €ontents of that won-
derful receptacle—an old woman’s pocket.

passed (’z:om one Jacobite to another the signal
for mecting, hns resisted, almost with malicious
enjoynient, every attempt made to persuade, to
terrify, or to bribe her into saying sho had “not
been able to find” the worthy gentleman in ques-
tion, or that ho was so watched that the causo
would be injurcd if he stirred hand or foot ; to
these and similar appeals she had ever the samo
ready answer, “ My Master oxpeets you ¥ aud
away she went, tareying no turther question,

.Sowme of the more cowardly ones of the pavty
did still bang back, but the great majority camo
to the appointment, and there they now wait
Lord Langtou's arrival.

The place of meoting was a miller’s, on the
cdge of a little creck running into the Thames,
near Wandsworth,  There was still to bo suen
on¢ of the latest London examples of the wind-
mill, with green sward all about it, like a bit of
country still lingering in the precincts of tho
great town , and the miller bimself, though o
stern and fanatical adberent to James, had en-
joyed the singular grd fortuno to be quite uu-
suspected by tho authoritics : hencee the choice of
bis house now.

The miller’s house, an old-fashioned one, the
remaing of what had been a superb old manor
house in the Tudor style, was only a short
distance fromn the mill,and there came from near
and far somo thirty Jucobites, to obey Lord
Langton’s call.

Begiuning with the first darkuess of night, the
miller—having sent away all his people on one
pretence and .another—took his bout across
alone, and waited.

Not for lonz. One dark figure camo forth,
gave the sigral ¢ Now if over!” shook hands,
and silently got into the boat.

Then the two waited, Presently two other
figures came up at the same moment from diffe-
rent directions, paused, pecred suspiciously at
each other through the darkness; then one of
them tried an experiment, saying——

# Now ife—ma??

¢ Now if over, bravo boy!” ejaculated the
{’elievcd Jacobite, and theso descended to tho

oat,

Others followed ; the boat was soon filled ;
and then, with muffled oars, the miller and ono
of the Jacobites rowed the boat over, to return
and return again till the whole were assembled.

By this expediont the miller’s own neighbours,
scattered about further inland, were ingeniously
keept in the dark, utterly unsuspicious,

When, after a long dclay, no fresh persons
appeared, the boat ceased its passages.

A dark, agitated, stormy meeting is the one
now being Leld in the bay-windowed room of
the old manor house. -

“ Where is our summoner ?” is the cry, again
and again repeated, and in tones and with ac-
cents that imply that the evil #spirits,” of which
Hotspur spake, have for once consented to come
from the ¢ vasty deep ” at Lord Langton's call,
but only to rend bim for his andacity.

The miller, an imperturbable man, goes in and
out, bringing beer, and bread and cheese, the
only ¢ cheer be can offer them, and tho Jaco-
bites, in spite of the furious passions that
posscss them, manage to do justico to theso
simple refreshments.

While he is away from the room on one of
these errands—for the Jacobites aro terribly
thirsty—the miller puts down his can, goes to a
door, opens it,and listens, Presently ke coughs
—the very gentlest of coughs—and steps descend
the staircase, and Lord Langton comes into the
passage where the milleris,

¢ Are yoa satisficd 77 asked the miller.

“Of what?" asked Lord Langton.

“That theso men do not mean fighting for
King James, but may mcan murder of King
Jameg's noblest adherent I?

“If you mean me, by this extravagant praise,
I can only say, my fricnd, I have within tholast
few months scen and heard too many roaring
lions in mwy path to heed the monsters much
now. r ‘

¢ Begides, what's my life worth if I can do no-



