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room; he tells Mrs. Haughton something that astonishes
and pleases herforsbegives him a hug;goesto a side-table

puts yellow, money, cannot tell the coin from here, in a
sort of pattern. «I Can you see what it means, Tilton, my
eyes are tired," and the pink eyes are rubbed red. «'No,
I cannot decipher -the words. Yes, the lut is, « cousin;'

stay, I've 'got another, ý'my,' that's aJI 1 can make out, the
other words are in the shadow."

" What does it mean ? " my cousin,"' said the young de-
tective; «'oh 11 have it, he, said he wu going to, marry a cou-
sin. 1 thbught he romanced when be saidso, but I suppose
they are the cousins. Well, pity to spoil two bouses with
them say I, but they are off. Both hug Multy, Mrs. Haugh-
ton waves hand in the direction of the dollar. By-by,-

btep-momma. By the shade of Lincoln, how Melty claps
ber bands in glee on seeing ber wages in gold ; she hastily

pockets; -one or two pieces roll to the floor. Ellen, the
cook, enters, lamp in hand, unsteady of gait; Melty stoops
to conquer the gold, picks up a shower-stick to, get it from
-a cornEr, knocks with one eyd the lalè out of the shaky
hand of the maid.,"

ce Jove, what ablaze 1 exclaimed Everly, who, had been
alternately flattening his nasal orgau against tbe window

pine, or gazing around at Vaura, who, at hie lut words,
starts to a sitting posture, and says, controllink hersèlf to
speak calmly: - $ 1 1 tI

1 am going down stairs'at once; what a tà-.rm*'C blaze.
AýreyoucomingBlapcheorS]»LrýTilton?"

Yes, yes; come, Blanche!'
I wonder what is known by the guestis and bouse-

hold, and îf Sir Lionel bas bad them pursued ? " c*ed
-Vaum brokenly, as th.ýy-rapidIy desSnd the stain.ce '% the

some of the men m opM guessed what DélroWs
.0ame WiLS » eaid Evèrly, ând we thougbt the only women

in the secret were Mrs.- Meltqnbury and Mison, the
'but Blancheseems to have been aware of their ploe

I am surprised st you, anchep to be aufait

Ëà,


