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. ther's, he went to hls room, la.ter than usual

but a beautiful . full moon looked a.t him so
gloriously ‘that, mstcad of lulling him to

sleep, it inspired hls poetic 1maglnatlon. All

at.once he Jumped up, excla.iming, ‘What an

idiot I a.m' "I have lett those lines in thev

pocket of my office: eoat' CIE Tom Coles i

arranging the ‘office. should kno ck. the : coa.t

off the peg, the letter ‘might fall out. . He
would be sure-to show it to Joe Briscoe, and
then how he ‘would la,ugh at me! I should
be a 1egular hutt for a.ll hxs JleS end
eneers"
He la.y down agetin but not to sleep, We
f"have said t,ha.t Howard was ‘particulariy sen-
SIthG to the’ feeling ‘of being. laughed at, ‘and
the idea niow that his beloved Mildred would
be included was agony to his mind. At last
hé' determined- that' he'would get up very
‘early in the morning, before the ofice was
opengd.: He knew the “window of a little
closzet adjoining the clerks’ office was fasten-
ed for security with a peculiar hasp, which

Was3 so troublesome that Mr. Page had more

than once found ‘that Tom Coles had omijtted

fastening it at all. It was just possible that

it might be the case now. At all events he

determined to try; for, if it were so, he

could slip into the .closet through the clerks’

oﬂice, to the place where his coat hung, and

return ‘again, without any- one knowing he
o ha.d been' out. ‘

" He roze acoordingly 'very ea.rly, and cau-
tiously descended the stairs; but not 0 cau-
tlously but that the wakeful éar of his mo-
" ther heard “his’ steps, and- thinking one of
' her daughters was-ill, she opened her door
just when ‘her son was passing. o

‘Howard, dear! .where are you gomg SO
mlycp .

- Howard knew his mother would call him a
silly fellow, if he told her the objeét of his
very early .rising; so.he only saiqd, ‘I cannot
'sleep, mother; and I am: going to take a
walk.’ :

‘You had better wait a little longer, T
thlnk said Mrs. Latxmer, and Howard went
out.’ :

. As he crossed Farmer Brays ﬁeld—thu,t '

being the shortest way to Mr. Briscoe’s—
the farmer’s large watch-dog barked so- furi-
ously that the farmer “himself ‘opened his
window and called out to know who was
there. ' .

‘It is only- me, Farmer Bray—Howaad Lati- )

I am .toking a little walk, this ﬂne
mormng—thaft ig-alls - -
‘Fine . morning '.,,why,.
ra.lnmg fast sir.’ :
" ‘Raining, is-it? Ah! 'S0 1t is. - Well, I'm
not 5o tender as to mlnd a little wett.lng, 80,
: good—morning farmer.’
"It was Mr. Howard, he explained to his
Wife.
a fine mommg,

when. 1t’s raming hard

enough to ﬂoat our- 3oung ducks in no time. .

‘Pooh ! poch ‘' John; don’t be going to
make a story out of ,nothing at all,’ said hls
mfe, and there -the conversa.tion ended. .

Mea.nwhxle Ho'vard 1eached the office wizh-~

) out further mtorruptlon. “His surprise was

great on going to the wlndow where he in-
tended to make an entry to find it not only
aunfastened, but wide open:
. Well) thought Howard ‘that is lucky for
me; but how Tom, Coles will catch it in the
mornmg' for I dare not shut it for fear of
arousing the house.’

He, climbed up the knoti ed stem of the
old America.n creeper and Was soon in the
room. He passed through the clerk s office,

scmed his. coat from the peg, eagerly thrust .

lns hand into the pochet and found the en-
\elope, but, not content with this, he deter-

mined to see if its contents were all right.

He sat down on a ream of paper which had
been brought in and not unrs"ke’ the day

.at this  hour of the morning'

‘Mr. Howa.rd,. it's”

‘Ho must be rare put out to call this

. lulnd,"

before and opened hxs treasured packet

The beams of the nslng sun, streamed ecross ‘
the spot whcre he was sitting, a.nd enabled.
,.,him to read it but some’ grea.t 1mprovement

suggested 1tself a.nd he- took out his pencil
a.nd be-gan malring the nltera.hons Whlle
thus engaged he thought he heard a noise

‘proceed from. Mr Briscoe’s office, He listen-

od, but hearlng nothing more supposed it

must have been fancy, and, ha.ving ﬁnxshed .

hrs corrections to h1s hea.rt’s content with-
out even’ pa.sslng the passagé that led to MT.
Brxscoes office, he proceeded to retrace lL\S
steps a.s he had ‘entered.’

.Tust a.s he had ot ono leg’ out of~ t.he
window Mr. ‘Page turned the corner ‘and di-
rectly fa.eed him. -Howard remained in the
same posmon for’ he was struck with the

_awlwardgess of it, and the stra.nge appear-

ance it must have. Mr. Pa.ge looked‘ stead-
ily at him 'md said,— N
‘Latimer, ybu getting out: of the wmdow

““Yes, Mr. Page. I came for:
left in the pocket of my oﬂice eoat whrch I
particularly wanted; abd when'I came ‘bere
I found the window open, 80 X went in and
fetched it . .

This - was Al stnctly true, as we know,

but it appeared strange to Mr. Page that he

. should bave any paper of sufficient import-

ance to cause such unusnal proceedings; and
he knew that the window was properly-se-
cured the night before, for.he had particu-
larly seen to'it; but he’ only said—

‘It would have been better, I think, had

.you come in by the house, or even asked me

for the private key, rather tha.n steal into
it'in this way.’

Howard felt angry ‘at the. imphed ‘ithputa-
tion and made no answer, but, stepping from

“the window to ‘the- Americin creeper, and’

from thence Jumping to the ground, retraced
his stéps liome,
Howard found' the servant swecpmg the

) pa.ssa.ve, 50 he passed her and went to his

room.

When they all went to breakfast, his mo-

ther asked him wheré he had been for a
walk. . As he had not told her hig object

‘before, he thought it useless to mention it
s0 he only said he had been strolhng .

now;
through the fields.
* ‘Was it not raining? asked Bertha.

“Well, I believe there was a bit of a sprin-
kle,’ replied her brother.

““You funny fellow!’ said Amy. ‘On fine
mornings you are so lazy,"and now because
it was raining you. took a fa.ncy to stroll in
the flelds” - % -

When Howard reached the: omce, "Mr. Page
opened’ the ‘door instead of Tom Coles; and

'his pecuharly serlous countenance at once

arrwted his a.ttentlon

Ty "anything the matter, Mr Page"’ said
Howard. .

-MPhat’ question sir may be best answered

. by yourself; but AMr Briscoe wishes to see

yon dlreetly. .

' Howa.rd was surprised on enteung Mr.
Briscoe's room to find two genuemen with
bim. One he recognized as . Sir Peter
Brookc,a, a magxstr'xte for the county; the
‘Gther was. a stranger-to him. '

‘Mr. Latimer,’ said Mr, Briscoe, ‘may I

,a,slt you to inform me what was your buS1-

ness at my houst at so early an lhour thls
morning—thnt, the street door not bemg
opened you were so obliging as to break a
pane of glass in order to open the window,

dnd then wrench’ the'iron ‘bar off 1ts hinges

which'” secured the 'snuttor to get in that
\vny'?' '

9 assure you, sir, I did nolhing of the
exclaimed Howard.

‘I wanted a.
paper I had left in the pocl:et of my coat;
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and, ﬁndmg the window open, 1 got in 'ra- .
ther’ tha.n distarb a.nyone 80 ea.rly. .
‘A Tikely story that you should come as
you conféss you did, and ﬁnd the window
open to receive you! And now, young man,
tell us of your pleasing mormng amuéement
in breaking .open my desk and carrying off -
so much money, It’ must have’ been very.
fatiguing 'to you as the bags were very
hea.vy, continued Mr. Briscoe, ironlca.lly'
'but perhaps the same kind: of person who

- prepared the wrndow assisted you with the

gold?

"Poor Howa.rd was so overcome by the
charge brought. against him that his con-
sternation might indeed be taken-for guilts
He turned dea.dly pale and was' obliged. to

" hold the back of the chair by which he was

standing, to support himself; while Mr. Bris-
coe tauntingly added, “This, then, is the end‘
of all ‘'your profession—A Thief!’ -~

- . Howard began to speak, persistmg in hlS
innocence, but Sir' Peter -Brookes stopped
him, 4nd said: ‘Young man; this:is indeed a
sérious charge against you; and so many
Qiffererit' curcumstances concur in marking
you as the culprit that it will be my painful
duty to commit you for trial, = I advise you
to say nothing now, as, in the state of agita-
tion you are in, you might disclose more than
you would wish; so,. reserve your defence
for your trial; and I can only say, I trust for
the sake of your widowed mother, you will
be able to prove your innocence.’ ‘

His words recalled Howard to himself.
He drew himself up with much dxgnity, and
said: ‘Gentlemen, I declars before God that
I am guiltless of this horrible charge. What
I sta.ted 15 the truth—the Wwhole truth—and 1
néver even entered the passage whxch leads
to this- room.’ : o

““That ‘will do, -&ir; that’ lelrdo,’ said Mr
Briscce; ‘don’t add falsehood to your othcr
v1lla.my ;

Who may tell-the feelmgs of Mrs Latimer
and her daughters ‘when the news reached
their ears ? They could not believe him
guilty for an instant—the thought of it alone
entesing -their minds seemed doing him in-
justice. But how was his innocence to be
proved? So many things seemed to point
{0 his implication in the outrage.

CHAPTER V.

‘My conscience is my crown;
© Contented thoughts my rest;
My heart is happy in itself:
My bliss is in my breast.’ "
—Robert Southwell. '

LETTER FROM HOWARD LATIMER T0
BERNARD SYLVESTER, BARRIS-
TER-AT-LAW.

' ‘Levington Jall ‘Aug. 18—

" ‘My dear Sylvester —Here is a pretty.place
for me to date a letter from! Levington
Jaill Y%, it is true enough, that is my
abode for the present. :

‘By a most extraordmary eombmation ot ,
adverse circumstances, I am just now in a
‘father painful position; though really I.
know so well my perfect innocence of the.
false charge brought against me, that I do_

" not feel 20 cast down on this my first visit

to one of FHer Majesty's asylums as I should
have fancied. I know now what it is to -
have the “answer of a good conscience to-
ward God.” I am sure thal he will, in his
own good time, show the world, and my. mo-
ther—- Ah! there it is Sylvester that is
the point that grieves me Not that she
thmks me gullty, but, stzll I feel the agony
she is suffnrmg, and will" suffer, till all is -
made clear, And there is also one other .
who, though never doubtlng my mnocence, .
will, I know, be mxscmble tin it is proved '



