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CHAPTER VII1.—THRE SENIOR PARTNER.

Long as the daylight lasts in May, it was after nightfail
when Felicita left her study aud went down to the drawing.
room, more ¢legantly and expensively furmshed-for her than
the drawing-room at Riversdale kad been. lIts extravagant
display seemed to strike upon her suddenly as she entered
it.  Phebe was gone home, and Madame had retired to hee
own room, having given up the expectanon of seeing ken-
cita that day. Mr. Lnflurd, the servant toid her, was sull
1n the bank, with his lawyer, tor whom he had telegraphed
to London. Felicita sent him 2 message that if he was not
too busy she wished to see him for a few minutes,

Mir. Chfford almost immediate.y appeared, and Fehicita
saw bim for the first ume. She had always heard him
called old; but he was a strong, erect, stern-looking man of
sixty, with kecn, cold eyes that cuuld not be avoided. Fe-
licita did not seck to avord them. She looked as steadily
at hum as he did at her. There were traces of tears on her
face, but there was no tremor or weakness about her,
They exchanged a few aivil words as calmly as if they were
ordinary acquaintances. -

¢ Tell me bnefly what has happened,” she sud to hum,
when he had taken a seat near to her.

**Buefly,” he repeated.  ** Well1 I find mys=lf robbed
of secunities worth nearly £8,000; private securities, bond
and scrip, left in custody only, not belonging to the firm.
No one but Acton or Roland could have access to them.
Acton lias eluded me ; but 1f Rcland 1s found he must take
the consequences."

“And what are those?” asked Fehicuta,

** I stial) prosecute bim as 1 would prosecute a comnon
thief or burglar,” answered Mr. Chfford. ¢ His cnme s
more dishonourable and cowardly."”

*¢ Is 1t not cruel to say this to me? ¥ she asked, yet in -
tranquil tone which startled him,

“Cruel {"” he repeated again; *“I have not bs.a 1 *ae
hubit of chooling words.  You asked me a question, and
gave you the answer that was in my mind. 1 never forgive.
Those who pass over ciimes make themselves partakers in
those cnimes.  Roland has robbed not unly me, but haif a
dozen poor perscns, to whom such a loss is rutn,  Would 1t
be night to let such a man escape justice?

** You think he has gone away on purpose 2 she sad.

** He has abscunded, ' answered .\fr. Chfford, **and the
matter is already in the hands of the police. A descrption
of him has been telegraphed to every police station in the
kingdom. If he s not out of 1t, he can barely escape now.”

Felicita’s pale face could not grow paler, but she shivered
peteeptibly.

¢ 1 am telling vou bluntly,” he said, ** because I believe
it is best to knuw 1nc worst at once. It s ternble to have
1t falling drop by drop. You have courage and strength; 1
seet. Take an old man's word for 11, 1t 1s better to know
allin its naked wgliness, than have it brought to light bit by
bit. There 1s not the shadow of a doubt of Koland's cnme.
You do not believe him 1innocent yourself 2

¢ Ne." she replied 1n a low, yet steady voice ;. “no. 1
must tell the truth. 1 cannot comfort myself with the be-
lief that he 1s innocent.”

Mr. Chifford’s keen eyes were fastened upon Fehicta with
admiration. Here was a woman, young and paihd with
grie! and dread, who nesther tned to move him by prayers
and floods of tears, nor shrank from acknowledging 2 truth,
however painful.  He had ncver seen her before, though the
costly set of jewels she was weanng had been his own gft
to her on her wedding. He recognized them with pleasure,
and looked more attentively at her beauuful but gloomy
face, When he spoke agam 1t was 1n a manner less harsh
and abrupt than st had been before.

**1 am not going to ask you any questions about Koland,”
he said, **you have a nght, the best nght in the world, to
screen him, and aid him 1o escaping from the just coases
quences of his folly and crime.”

“ You mght ask me,” she interrupted, **and I should
tell you the simple truth. X do so now when 1say I know
pothing about him.  He told me he was gonpg to London.
Bat 1s 1t aot possible that poor Acton aluae was gauliy 2

M1, Chifford shook his head ia reply. For a few minutes
he paced up and down the floor, and then placed himself at
the back of Fetiaita, with his hand opon her charr, as if to
support lim.  In a glass opposite she could see the reflec-
tion of s face, gray and agitated, with closed eyes and
quivenng hps—a face that louked ten years older than that
which she had seen when he entered the room.  She feltthe
chair shaken by his trembling haad.

**1 will tell you,” he sud 1 a voice which he strove to
render steady. **I did pot spare my own son when he had
defrauded Roland’s father. Though Sefton wosld not
prosccite him, 1 left him to reap the harvest of his deed to
the {full ; and 1t was worse than the penalty the 1aw would
have exacied. He penshed, disgraced and forsaken, of
starvation 10 Pans, thecity of picasures and of cuumes.  They
told me that my son was little more than a hving skeleton
when he was found, so slowly had the end come. 1f I did
not spare him, ca, Isclent toward Roland?  The justice I
demand is, in comparison, mercy for him.”

As he finished speaking be opened his eyes, and saw those
of Felicita fastened on the reflection of his face in the mirror.
He wmed away, and in 2 minute o two resamed his seat,
and spoke again 1n his ordinary abrupt tone.

“¢ \What will you do? " he asked.

43 cannot tcll yet,” she answered: ‘I must wait till
suspenss 15 ovet.  Jf Roland comes back, or is brought
back,” she faitered, * then 1 maust decide whatto do?2 1
(s!ha;l'kccp to myself til then, Is there anything 1 czn

o Al

** Could you gu to your uncle, Lord Riversdale? ” suge

gested Mr. Chifford.

*No, no,"” she cried; “I will not ask any help from
him, Hearmanged my martiage for ine, and he will feel this
disgrace kccnl{. I will keep out of their way ; they shall
not be compelled to forbnd me their society,”

** But to-murrow you had better go away fos the day," he
answered ; ‘* there will be people coming snd golng, who
will disturb you. There will be a rigorous seaich made.
There is a detective now with my lawyer, who is looking
through the papers in the bank, The polict have taken
possessian of Aclon's lodgings."

1 have nowhere to go,” she replied, *“and I cannot
shew m{ face out of doors, Madame and the children shall
go to Phebe Marlowe, but I must beae it as well as I can,”

** Weil,” he said after a brief pause, ** I will make ft a.
easy as I can for you. You are thinking me a hatd man?
Yes, 1 have grown hard. I was soft enough once. But if
I furzave any sinner now 1 should do my buy, who 1s dead,
an awful ipjusuce. I would nut pass uver his sin, and 1
dare not pass over any other. I know I shall pursue Ro-
land until his death ot mine ; my sun’s fate cries out for at.
But I'm not a hard man toward innocent sufferers, like you
and his poor mother. Try to think of me as your friend ;
nay, even Roland’s frlend, for what would n few years’

enal servitude be compared with my buy’s death? Shake
hands with me before 1 go.”

The small, dehicate hand she offered him was icy cold,
though her face was still calm and her eyes clear and dry,
He was himself more moved and agitated thanshe appeared
to be. The mention of his son always shook him to the
very centre of his soul ; yet he had not been able to restst
uttering the words that had passed his lipr duting this paio.
ful interview with Roland's young wife.  Unshed tears were
burming undet his eyelds. But if 3t had not been for that
deathhike hand he rught have imagined her almost un-
moved.

Felicita was down stairs before Madame the naxt morn-
ing, and had ordered the carrage to be ready to take her
and the chddren to Uplold Farm duectly atter breakfast.
It was so rare an tacident for their muther to be present at
the breakfast-table that Felix and Hilda felt as if it were a
holiday. Madame was pale and sad, and for the first time
Felicita thought of her as being a suffeter by Roland's cnme,
ier husband’s mother had been Iittle more to her than a
supertor housekeeper, who had been fauhfully attached to
her and her children. The homely, gentle, domestuic for-
eignet, from 2 humble Swiss home, had looked up 10 her
young anstocrauc daughter-in-law as a baing from a higher
sphere.  But now the downcast, sorrowful face of the elder
woman touched Felicita's sympathy.

** Mother !’ she said, as soon as the children had run
away to get teadv for theuir dnve. She had never befure
called Madame ** mothes,” and a startled louk, almost of
delight, crossed Madame's sad face.

My davghter!* she cried, running to Felicita’s side,
and throwing her arms timidly about her, *‘he is sure to
come back soon—to-day, 1 think. Oh, yes, he will be here
when we return!  You do well to stay to meet him ; and 1
should be glad to be here, but fur the childien. Yes, the
little ones must be out of the way. They must not sec their
father’s house searched ; they must never knuw how he s
su;pcti}. Acton did say it was all ns fault; his faalt
and—

But here Madame paused for an tnstant, for had not Acton
said it was Feliata's fault more thau any one'’s?

¢ Phebe heard him," she went on hastily ; “and if it is
not his fault, why did he kill himself2 Oh, 1t 1s an ill-for-
tune that my son wesnt to London that day! It would
all be nght if he were here; but he 4s sute to come to-day
and explain it all, and the bank will be opened again. So
be of good.comfort, my daughter ; for God 1s present with
us, and with my son also.”

It was a sorrowful day at the Upfold Farm in spite of the
children’s unconscious mirthfolness, Oid Marluwe locked
himself nto his workshop, and would see none of them,
taking his meals there in sulien anger.  Phebe's heart was
almost broken with listening to Madame's eamest assevera.
tions of her son's perfect snnocence, and her eager hopes to
nnd him whea she reached home. It was aearly impussible
to het to keep the oppressive secret, which seemed crushing
he. nts deception and misery, and her own muteness ap-
peared to herself more condemnatory than aay words could
be. But Madame did not notice her silence, and hes gnef
was only patural. Phebe's tears fell like balm on Madame's
aching heatt.  Felicita had not wept ; but this young gurl,
aad her zbandonment to passionate bursts of tears, who
needed consoling herself, was a consolation to the poor mo-
ther. They knelt together in Phebe’s little bedroom, while
the children were playing on the wide aplands around them,
and they prayed silenily, if heavy sobs and sighs coald be
called silence ; but they prayed togetber, and for her son;
and Madame returned home comforted and hopefu.

It had been a day of fierce tnal 1o Felicita.  She had not
formad any idea of how searchinp would be the savesugauon
of the places where any of her . asband’s papers might be
found, Her own study was noi cxempt from the prying
eyes of the detecuves. This room, sacred to her, which
Roland himself never entered withount permission, was ran-
sacked, and forever desecrated in hes eyes. This offhcial
meddhing with het books and he: papers cuuld never be
forgotten. The pleasant place was made an abuminaton te
her.

The bank was rcopened the next moming at the accus-
tomed hour, for a very short investigation by Mr. Clifford
and the expericnced advisers summoned from London to
asstst bum proved that the revenues of the firm weie almost
as good as ever. The panic kad beea caused by the \’a;t::?
rumour afloat of some mystenous cumpliaty in cnme
tween the absent partaer and the clerk who had committed
smicide. It was, therefore, considered aecessary for the
prosperous re-establishment of the bank to put forth a cau-
nously worded arcalat, in which Mz, Clifford’s return was
made the reason for the absesce on a long journey of Ro-
land Sefton, whose disappearance had to be accounted for.
By the time he was anrested and brought to trial the confi-
denze of the bank's customers 12 sts stability woald 10 some

measure be regained.

There was thus a good deal of conjecturs and of contra-
dictory opinion abroad in Riversborough concerning Roland
Sefton, which continued to be the town's talk for some
weeks. Even Madame began to believe in a hali-bewil.
dered manner that her sun had gone on a journey of business
connected with the bank, though she could not account lor
his total silence. Somctimes she wondered if he and Feli.
cita could bave had some fatal quarrel, which had driven
him away from home in a paroxysm of passionate disap-
pointment and bitterness. Felicita’s coldness and indiffer-
ence might have doi. 1. With this thought, and the hope
of his return some day, she turned for relief to thedischarge
of her houschold dutics, and to the companionship of the
children, who knew notbing except that their father was
gone away on a journey, and might come back any day.

Neither Madame nor the childien knew that whenever
ey left the house they werc fullowed by a detective, and
cvery muvement was closely watched.  But TFelicita was
conscious of it by some delicate sensitiveness of her imagi-
native temperament,  She 1eflused to quit the house except
in the cveninp‘. when she rambled about the garden, and
felt the fresh air from the river breathiog agamst her often-
aching temples. Even then she fancied an eye upen ber—
an unsleeping, unblinking eye ; the unwearying wigilauce of
justice on the watch for a ciiminal. Night and day she
felt hersell hiving under its stony gaze.

It was a positive pan to her when reviews of her book
appeared in vartous papers, and were forwacded to her with
congratulatory letters from her publishers, She was living
far enough from London to be easily persuaded, without
much vamty, that her name was upon everybody's ligs
tiere.  She read the seviews, but with a sick heart, and the
words were forgotten as svon as she put them away; but the
Ruversboruugh papers, which had been very guarded in their
statements about the death of Acton and the events at-the
Old Bank, tuok up the book with what appeared to her
fulsome aud offensive enthusiasm. It had never occurred
to her that local critucism was certain to follow the appear-
ance of a lucal wnter ; and she shiank from it with morbid
and exaggerated dispust. Even if all had been well, if
Roland had been heside her, their notices would have been
well-nigh intolerable to her, She could not have endured
being stared at and poated out in the strects of her own
httle town. But now fame had come to her with broken
wings and a cracked trumpet, and she shuddered at the
sound of her own name harshly proclaimed through it.

It soon became evident that Roland Sefton had succeeded -
1n getung away out of the country. The police were at
fault ; and as no one 1n his own home kaew how to com.
municate with him, no clue had been discovered by close
survaillance of cheir movements.  Such wvigilance could be
Lept up only for a few months atlongest, and as the summer
drew toward the end it ceased,

CHAPTER IX,~FAST BOUND.~

Roland Sefton had met but with few difficulties in getting
clear away out of England, and there was little chance of
his being identified, from description merely, by any of the
foreign police, or by any English detective on the continent
who was not as famuliat with his personal appearance as the
Riversborough force were. In his boyhood he had spent
many months, years even, in his mother’s native village with
her father, M. Roland Merle, the pastor of a parish amoeng
the Jura Mountains. It was as easy for him to assume the
character of a Swiss mountaincer as to sustain that of a

rosperous English banker. The dress, the patois, the
Eabxls of the peasant were all familiar to him, and his dis-
gwse in them was as complete as disguise ever can be.
3‘.};: keen eye either of love or hate can pierce through all
isguises,

Switzerland was all fatherland to him, as much so as his
native couatry, and the courty in which Riversborcugh was
suuated. There was no igoorance in him of any little
tows, ot the least known of the Alps, which might betray
the stranger. He would never nced to attract notice by
asking a question. e had become 2 member of an Alpine
club as soon as his boyish thews and sinews were strong
envugh for suff and penlous climbing. He had crossed the
most difficalt rzsscs and scaled some of the worst peaks.
And there had been within him that passionate love of the
country common o the Swiss which an English Alpine
climber can never feel.  His mother’s land had filled him
with an ardent flame, smouldering at times amid the ab-
sorbing interests of bis somewhat prominent place in Eng-
lish hife, but every now and thea breaking out into ao irre-
pressible longing for the sight of its white mountains and
swift, strong strcams. It was at once he safest and the
most dangerous of refuges. He woeld be certainly sought
for there ; but there he could most effectually conceal him-
seif. He flew thither with his burden of sin and shame.

Roland adopted at once the dress of 2 decent artisan of
the Jura—such a man as he had known in his boyhood 2s 2
watchmaker of Locle ot the Doubs. For a few days he
stayed at Geneva, Jodging in such a street as a Locle artisan
would havechos.  but he could not feel secure there, in
spite of hus own certanty that his transformation was com-
plete. A restless diead haunted him. He knew well that
these are in everyone little personal traits, tricks of gesture,
and certain tones of vuice, always ready to betray us. It was
yet too carly inthe year for many travellers to be journeying.
to Switzerland ; but already a few straggling pioncersof the
summer flight were appearing in the larger towns, and what
woald be his fate if 2ny one of them recognized him 2 He
?zuiucd Geneva, and wandered away into the mountain vil-

es.

‘it was May-time, and the snow-line was stil! lingeriog
low down on the stesp slepss, t sugh the flowers were
springing into life up to its very manyin, seeming to drive it
higher and higher every day. The High Alps were still
fast Jocked in midwinter, and with untrodden wastes and
plains of suow lying all around them. The deserted moun-
tain farms and great solitary hotels, so thronged last sum-
merewere empty.  But in the valleys and the little villages
lyiog on the warm southern slopes, ot sheltered by precipi-
tous rocks from the biting winds, there was everywhere 2



