THE LIT
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quired of the clerk iff we ¢ Anuie."Isurpriso and te-ror, ag one has when
reported lost with ull hunds on board, \ hearing some harrowing, tey rible yews,”
had been heurd of, or any of the erew’ ¢ I understand you,” snid uiir Robert,
or passengers picked up, I'slowly, looking nt tho firo witis shuded

‘Tho muu referred to a huge volume, ! eyes.
which hud struck terror to mauy al ¢ [don't,” snid Lady Edith, juno-
widow std orphan’s heart, aud, in tones’ cently. ¢ 1 wish Roderick were at home ;
that scemed to the waddened man I believe his presence would do more
cruolly iudifferent, replied, that uneither ! towards poor Mary's recovery than uny.
the ship nor the living souls on board | thing elso.’
of her hud been heard of, “So do I suid Sir Robert, with a

Al perished sir, every mon of sigh, his hand stroking the fuir head
thew.” "whose face was now hidden ngeinst his

. breast.

“ What can have kept him  from
| writing, Eeannot think,” continued Lady
EZdith; *he was always so fond of his
, mother, and so considerate and thought.
. . - - . ! ful of Aer, at least.
That though his fuults wero great and wany, | The eirls fuce shrank closer.

Ho that loved thee well is dend { WThat is just what has kcpt him

The fuwily at the Vale seated in the | from writing,’, said Sir Robert, thought.
drawing-room. Diuner had been aver fully. *Poor Lady Mary was always
au hour, aud  Sir Bobert was sitting in | made unhappy with Kir Harry, through
his cisy chair, with lis eyes fxed sowe freak of his; and when he went, 1
thonghtfully upon the cials, thinking of judged from his lovk—the old Edge-
many things past aud preseut; wnd, combelook—that we shiuld henr nothing
judging from his prase fuce thinking wore of him untit Sir Harry died”
sadly  Oppoesite him sat Lady Edah,! ¢ And now Sir Harry is dead,” said
sercne as cver, now that the storm Lady Edith, ¢surdy he will wiite or
of sotrow had swept by, work- come home, unless—-'

CHAPTER XXXIX.
DEAD!

“ Aye, that's ull that can be saul-

ing the cverlasting wool wurk; and!
standing apart, by the window, look-
ing somewhat pale, but ethereally
beautiful in her black dress, was Ida.
She had ouly rettened  two duyx before
from vur-ing Lady Mary, who still lay
silent and stricken down upon the siek '
bed at Edgecombe, and had left hor;
purpose nnly ut the distinct command !
of the doctor, who prevailed upon!
her to toke at least a little rest, if vuly |
to cuable her to resume her loviag care. '

With her soft face resting upon her
white hand, and her eyes fixed dreamily |
apon the durk night, her thoughts were
sadly tricing the events of the pist.,
How sweet the opening of her hife had
been-—huw promising the proxpect !
health, wealth, a circle of loving friends |
and relations, aod the heart of the man
whose imasze still remained enshrined
in hers, set in a trame of' thorns, :

Now where was he? And how sadly
the circle had broken! Her life, once 20
fuir and bright, scemed now as cheer-
less and joyless as the night she wasl
gazinyg on. . E

 lda, my darling, why do you not |
come to the fire?” said Lady Edith.
¢ You must be frozca out there in the
cold.’ 1

« No, mamma,” said Ids, but stil]|
complying with her request, and setting |
herself at her side.

“ How pile you look, Ida!™ said her
father, #8 she did so, louking at her with
affectionate eyes. ¢ You are a good gir!,
but you must nut overdo it at the Hull.’
How did Parker say Lady Mary was
this morning #°

*¢ 8tiil the same,” said 1da. ¢ Do you
krow, papa, although I do not fear any-
thing very dangerous now for poor Lady
Mary, / - afraid she will never be well
agaiv, She scems to huve received a very
severe <hock, a shock— and vhe paused -
here, theughtfully.

“ A shock-—what, my dear?” wid!
Lady Edith. )

« ] gear ely koow,” said 1da. ¢If 1|
wero asked to state my opinion of the!
mainspring of dear Lady Mary’s illncss, |

Fortunately for the hidden face, the
dooropuined, and the servant annouuced.
¢ Mr. Thussington .’

Sir Robert rose to mect bim, and
started back, with his outstreched arm
fallen to his side; with astonishment.

“Good God! Arthur, are you ili?”
he cxclaimed, while Lady Edith and
Ida gazed with speechless alarm at his
white, hollow fuce and pale lips.

He came forward, and clutthing Sir
Robert’s hand for a mowment, sunk into
a chair. The ladies he did not seem to
have seen.

dir Robert went up to him aud laid
his hund upon kis shoulder.

© My poor fellow, you are ill.”

Arthur shook his head.

“Then—then you have bad news!”
and he fultered and walked to the fire-
place, resting his head for 2 moment on
his hund. ‘Ihen he said, without mneriug,

¢ 2dith, take Ida away.”

Lady Edith. cver obedient, took Ida’s
hand, which had grown stone cold, and
tried to draw her towurds her, but the
girl would not move.

“ Come, Ida, iy darling,
Lady Edith, sadly.

For a moment sho withdrew her cyes
slowly from the bent figure of Arthur
T hussington, then walked to her fatner’s
side and caught the edge of his coat at
the breast.

« Father,” she said, in slow, distioct
tones, * I will stay.’

He put his arm round her.

« Better go, my darling,” he said.

She shook her hesd, and he perhaps
knew instnctively that all resistance
would be uscless. . .

Lady Edith sonk into her chair again,
and waited, with a frightened faco.

« Now, Arthur, what is it ?”" sid Sir
Robert, in an unurturally resigned tonc.
¢ Has the mine goue ?

Arthur looked up with a puozzled
exXpression.

+ No!" he said, hearscly.

Sir Robert breathed a sigh of relief,
but suddenly paled and trembled.

«t Then—then,” he s«id, in a low, fear |

the obair, but the figure of the girt
romained stone-like from hend to fuet.
Turning her oves on him, sheopeued her
lips, as it" with pain, und uttered the
words—

“ You lie !”

He turned his face townrus her, with
a Jook that told her he spoke the truth ,
and, in an instant, sho sprong towards
him, and clutched his arm, crying iv a
voice of agony: * Not dead | not deud !
Anything clse, but not dead ! A thousand
wiles away, wounded, ill dying! but net
dead! Oh, God, not dead !”
He shook lua hend, and hid kis eyes;
und she fell into her futher's arms, wail-
ing; *And 7 loved him so0 ! Iloved
him g0’
‘Then, staring, with burning, tearless
eyes, she started from Sir Robert’s armns,
und threw up ber own, wildly.
‘ Hix blood ba upon your heads! You
drove him from home! You killed him!
What had he ever done to merit death ?
Why did God let him die, when I loved
him so, and there were s0 many wicked
men to kil? Rod—my Rod—was al
ways good toali, even to me. who treated
hiw rocruelly! Dewd! dead ! dead! and
I scorned him and hurt him with hard
words! e, the noblest, zentlest mon
that cver woman loved, Oh! God has
punished me for my pride—punished me
fearfully. You don’t know all—none of
you—how 1 cut him with hard, cold
lovky, and froze him with bitter words.
And he stood 30 calm und stern, hearing
every word / said, and did nothing—not
even strike me—said pot s word when he
should have felled we to the ground for
daring te spesk :0 to him—my darling !
my god! "And now you tell e ho i
dead—dead, and I, sinful wreteh, aw
left to live. Ok, Rod ! Rod! pray God,
if you are near Him, to let me die snd
come to you, Dead! dead!” Pouring out
the words in quick, apasmodic crics,
ever dwelling on thesad refruin, ¢ I loved
him 0. Dead ! dead ! she at last fell,
before they could catch her, full length
upon the floor—her white bands cleached
above her hea-, like a womun martyr
of'old.

CHAPTER XL.
SIR ARTHUR THUSSINOTON.

whispered I

1 should say that something besides poor | ful voice, ¢ yoa have heard of Roderick.

Sir Harry's sudden and dreadful death | Good God ! man, speak out; don’t you

bad occusioned it.’ lsce this is worse than ali? What have
Her fuaber looked up curiously. {you heard 2 oo

* Whit do you mean, Ida 7" he ssid.  Arthur hid his face in his hands, and

[ don't knnw, papa,” she said, leaving‘in a Jow, broken toice, that dcccivcd|

ber chair and knecling beside his, so that : them all—eave onc»—said—.-

she oculd len her face agaiasthis beart.] ¢ T have. poor lioderick (ah! that
« I don't know, but as I have aat)word ¢ poor,’ it belongs to the Jead)

watching ber fuco I have scon flash over i sailed in the ¢ Annie,’ for Meibourne.

it an expression of sudden montal pain | The ¢ Annic’ was wrecked, and—and all

and agony. totally distioet frem her | hands were lost 17

bodily suffering, and with it 2 look of Sir Robert tottered tnd groaned;

‘Revonge 18 sweot.”

¢Tho wezkest goes to the wall”

* Though this may boyplay to you, "is death
to me.”*

Leaving the sorrowing family at the

will pow call him, walked quickly
through the avenue in the direction of
the Hall, his head lowered upon his
breast, and his hauds folded behind him.
Every step he took, and every stick and
stonc his cyes rested on, he kept repeating
to himsclf, were his.  His ! Three duys
had passed since the discovery of the
wreck of the * Annie,”” and the sudden
shock had been succceded by a dead
utmbness, born of his great joy, that had
whitened his fuee and threatened to uu-
seat his reason. He was fevensh and ili,
confused and bewildered; but ho could
not wait another day {uT a certain re-
veuge, the picture of which he had becn
painting in his mind’s eye for three Jong
daya.

He would have liked, nay, he thirsted,
to proclaim his title apd weaith to all
the world a. once—that momeut—but he
dared not.

Appeacances must bo attended to.
Lady Mary lay ill, and though he carad
nothing for the cffect the news of her
son's death might have on her, he dreaded
the censure of the world on his he-riless
ness, and, most of all, feared to create a
further bad opinion on 1da Valor's mind.

For there the man's hope was fixed.
Evea the new glory of bhis wealth and
titie paled before his love for the woman

Lady Edith shrank and cowered into] who he felt mistrusted irim,

Vale, Sir Arthur Thussiugton, as we|

Yet he
tioped, even npainet hope, thue the HHall
—his Hall—might have for i1ts mistresy,
Roderick's tover—benutiful {da Valor.
But though he determined to bridle his
impaticnee for o fow days longer, he
could not resist the savage joy of dis-
comforting the steward,

Se, passing up the silent avenue, ho
tried to devise some plan by which he
could ouxt Startel from lus position, with-
lout compromising his  character of
s enerosity. The door was opened by the
old servant, who grected him respectfully,

.V and to whom Arthur nodded sraciously,

replying to his cuquities, *Thauk you,
very well, Jumes.’

« Ludy dury, 1 hope, is better ; is she
well enough for e to rec her o7

*1 think so, sir,” said the man, 1}
will gound eea,” and he opened the draw-
ing-room door to show Arthur in, but
Arthur said, quietly—

1 will go into the library,” and
walking across the hall, he eutered the
old room. James looked surprised st the
unusual tone, and turned off to ingnire if
Lady Mary was well envugh to sce him.
Meanwhile Arthur had walked to the
table, and commenced turning over one
or two of the papers Iying on it. They
were mostly accounts and business letters,
some of them in rtel's handwiiting,
and othersin Sir Harry s,

As he handled them one by ope, a
sardonic smile upon i~ face. us cye fell
upon a do:ument, headed, ¢ Isnac Levy's
account against Roderick,’ which, it will
be remembered. was paid and receipted,
and he loid his band upon it, but before
he hud searcely opencd it, the door
opened, and he put dnwp that, which,
if he had sern. would have been 2 power-
ful weapon in his hands in future years,
and Started entered. A look of savage
hutred crussed his fuce, as he saw the
tall fioure standing by the tuble, and
advaacing in his crooked way, he sail—

“(Good morning, Mr. Thussington,
glud 1o see you've honored the Hall
again; do you intend making a long stay ?”

Arthur Thussington wal¥ed to the
fireplace and stood before the fire, the
keen, glittering little eyes of the steward
followts.g him,

* Have you come from Lady Mary?
said Asthur Thussingtoo.

*No, Mr. Thuesington,” replied Star.
tel; ‘but I met Jumes and brought ber
Indyship's message ; sheisnot well enough.
%o seo you.’

“Is that the truth, or 2 lie?" said
Arthur Thussington, lewning his armns
in an casy attitude on the mantel-shelf.

The steward’s face whitened with
passion, and he said between bis clenched
teeth, with an evil smile—

People in glass houses should’nt
throw stones, JMr. Thusungton >

Arthur ‘thussington quictly, without
moving his position, reached the bell-rope,
and as James entered, said in a tone of
command——

*Mr. Startel tells me, James, that
Lady .Mary is too uawell to see me; is
that the truth ?”

The man stared first at bim, and
then at the mocking fxce of the steward.

s Js that the troth ¥ repeated Arthur.

¢ Yex, 8ir,” said James.

“ Thank you,” ssid Arthur; then
turning towards the steward, ho uaid, in
a measured tone—

“ When 1 was here last, Mr, Startel,
in addition to refosing me the Leys of
the various papers of the late Sir Harry,
you volunteered the information that you
had been 1in my uncle’s scrvioe for a
great number of years."

The man stood astounded and specch.
less , sharp-witted ~8 be was, he had not
a glimmering of the real state of the
case, and could pot understand the
altered tone and waoner of tho wan
whow he bad slways seen so plizat and
humble.
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