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8ilontly, as if it had been a mpoml procos-

slon, they moved en, and as Margaret enterod
the sltting-room adjoining the kitchen, where a
oouch offared itself on which to place that holp-
less burden, Mrs. Stukely nolselessly turned off
in the direction of the upper rooms.

Her thoughts In a maddening whirl, beset
with n strange foar of thne stern, durk-browed
soldier such ax she ‘had rarely felt before, she
stood for a moment with clwsped hands and a
look of ulter despair on her haurd, grim fea-
tures. .

Wik it worth while,” she nsked hersolf, *to
try fiight? It might be. Her disguise was
ready, and she could husten from Tremalne
Court ncruss the flelds, taking a short, conceal-
ed cut through the woods, and aucceed, perhups,
in reaching and leaving the statlon unobserved.
Her platt had been already dellberately formed,
decided on, it only remained for her to carry it
ouL" . -

Her mind thus mude up, she proceeded with
noiseless celority to execute hor project.

After investing herself In her disguise, she
opened her burean and drew thence a erpacltons
pocket-nook, tlled with bank notes, ad a small
chamols skin bug, in which shio had secreted all
the jewels xomo time previous, with u view to
flight. At that moment the door opened, and
Chrlstopher Stukely appeared on the threshold
With the bound of a tiger he sprang towwnrds
her, nnd strove to wrench bng and pocket-hook
from her grrep.  Flereely she struggled to re-
tatn them, for without money what beeame of
her planx for tiight ?  The ticket-of-leave nman,
however, who was troubled with no dainty
sceruples or delicacy, wrenched and twilsted her
hands as if he intended pulling the very jJolnts
asunder, till finully, when they were all brulsed
and blecding, hie suceeeded In possesstng hime-
self of the objects they held with so tight o
zrasm.

“What were you about doing with these, you
wild-cat "' he questioned with a terrible impre-
ciation, ¢ About making away with them, I'd
wager.  Well, they're anfe here, any how,'" and
he pushed them down into his capacious
ymeket.

«#What have you got in that bag there ?” and
he soaatehed at her travelllng satchel, which
stoutl ot i chalr at haond, and dragged it open
by main force. ¢ More plunder, I'll be bound,
Ab, you're n deap oue!” he multered, with a
look of Intense malevolence, as his glance rest-
ed on the blue spectacles and brown vell, whose
purport he comprehended at once. “So you
were making off with yourself, were you, my
Indy? Well, I'll watch you bettor for the
future, I vow. Not for love of you, you may
sawear, bul that it's my will and pleasure to
Kaep you to wait on me. Bee,” and he tore the
vell to shreds and crushed tho spectacles be-
neath his heavy boot. “You'll have to fit up
your bug unew before taking your intended
start.”

The woman wntched him in sullen endur-
ance. She knew by his blood-shot eyes and
thick utternnce that he was in a mood when re-
slstance would probably be little better than

madncess. Ah, she was caught In tolls from
which she snw no chance of deliverance. Even
if sho escuped the souffold to whichh that stern,
merciless Colonel Atberton would surcly scek
to consign her unless Lilllan Tremalne, by a
specles of mirnele, was restored to life and
healtl, 6hio could not escape thie companionshlip
of the loathing and hated rufllan whoae tname
she bore. Pussively she procesded to take off'
bonnet and mantle, turning a heedless ear wll
the while to the monking taunts and glbes with
whieh hor companion continued Lo apustrophize
her. The chill breath of despalr was creeping
over her heart, and, under its absorbing influ-
ence, hupe, ovurage and energy were fiust dying
out, but no token of her mental suffering ap-
peared beyond the gray shade that gradually
uverspread cheek and Up.

# Get some breakfast for me, curse you!" he
as length snid, as he turned to leave the room.
¢« I'll take 4 half~hour’s smoke on the griuas out-
side, and let it be rendy, hot on the table, when
1 come In, or It will be worde for you."”

A strange sinlster smile wreathod the wo-
man's lips, but she made no reply.

(T o be continued.)

RULES FOR RAILROAD TRAVBLLERS.

BY ¢ GRIS"

Always attend to checking yourself, If you
feel liko swenring at the baggago-muster, check
yoursell, If you haven't a trunk full of clenn
clothes to check, you at least should be adequate
to check-shirt,

When you vacate your seat for a moment,
leave n plug hat in the seat. SBome one willcome
along nnd sit down on it, thereby preventing
your hat from being stolen.

Have just the change ready for the conductor.
Any couductor who properly understands his
duty to himself and fumlly had rather have thc
chango thun a ticket. I$ bas beon declded by
law that a conductor {8 not obliged to make
change, although that is often all he can muke.

Passchgers cannot lay over for another train
without making arrungemonts with the con-
ductor. If a man has been on a ¢ train’ for a
week or 50, no oconductor should allow him to
lay over for another on any account.

Ladies without escort in travelling should be
very particular with whom they become uc-
quainted. They needu't be 0 particular with
those with whom they are unacquainted.

Keep your head and arms inslde the car win.
dows, if you would keop your head and “carry
arme”

Never talk loudly whilo the train Is In mo-
tion. It hurte your lungs and discongurts the
cnginecr.

No gentleman will occupy more than one
sant at i tline, unless be be twins.

A gentleman should not spit tobaceo Juice In
the cars where there are ludies. Ho cun lot it
drive out of the car window while the train lsat
a station, If the platform {s crowded.

Always show your ticket wheuever the con-
ductor asks for it. 1f you get out of humor about
{1, don't show Iit. .

. Never smoke in a car where there are Indies.
Get the conductor to turs the ladies out before
lghting your clgars.

Never use profane language in the oart Go
out on the platiform. Profunity is nover thrown
away Ob a brakeman.

If you cannot sleep yourself do not disturd
the # gleepers.”

Look out for pickpockets’ Plokpookets arc
never in the car, you kuow, ho you have to look
out for them.

Pruvide yourself with sleoplng-berths before
starting. Nocareful man wlll start ona journey
without a good supply of sleeping-berths. [N.
B, Those put up in fiat bottles are the best, as
they arc oasily carried in tho pocket.]

Always be at the milroad station ingood time
to take the train. Better be an hour too early
than a minute too lafe, unless you ars on your
way to be hung.

&% learn from a nots lately rend before the Paris
Axdemy of Seiences, that the uso of morphisin
inati ith ebloroform is believed by some
standing to lesson the danger
paniss the f

GROWING OLD.

BY MAX.

Across tho streot upon the window panes,
1 see the splondour of the dying sun;

0’or hail tho vurth his mstchless glory wanes,
The day will soon be done.

The day that nover can roturn to mo,
Liko all iny yours that lis o far bohind ¢

I reom ns vno upon n groat cnlin voa
Bornw by a steady wind.

I seom Lo hoar tho voicos un the shore
Grow fujuter us the vessal snily along ;

And now 1 listen. but I hour no more
Than the sea’s grent song.

Life's coonn nover was so calin as now,

I'his ponce roquites mo lor n thousand ills;
0 joy! to keep my look out at the prow,

.i:‘or tho oternal hills.

O Fame! O Love! O Work of bygono yonrs!
1 would not enre again to renp nud tuil,

With fevored britin and somotimes blinding toars,
To shnro the wine and oil.

Tho’ work ix blessod, and tho' love is sweot,
Yot »till thoro is u timo to be at rost

To folil the hutnds amd place the woury foet,
And this to me scems best.

My bayhond’s frienids have drifted from mx right,
t imay bo thuy nre nearer home then I;
Or Innded safo to hail with doep delight
The mooting in tho sky.

{ had within the past o happy dream,
Hut love is wino awain on earth no more ;
Her skiff weut with the carront of the strean,
And she hath gono betoro.

M{ ghip goes smoothly on tho great onlm saa,

My duy star settoth in a flood of gold ;

The seenes of carth aro fading fust from me
For I um growing old.

[iteoisTRRED In accordanco with the Copyright Act
of 1868.

TO THE BITTER END.

By Miss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S SEORES,’ ETO.

CHAPIER XXXVIII.—(Continued.)

Clevedon lawn at Leat of gong was a protty
sight. There were all the clemncnts of an agree-
able picture—balmy summer weather, snow-
white tents, many coloured flags fluttering
gaily in the sunshine, u erowd of happy people,
an ntmosphere of cnt{ug nod drinking, and for
a background the fine old red-brick house, its
stone mullions and cornices, and quaint pin-
nacles standing out in sharp relief against a
sky that was bluer than the skics that canopy
an English scene are wont tobe.  But fair as
the scene might be without, perhaps the hun-
gry villagers crowding into the tents thought
the scene within much pleasanter, What could
be more picturcsque than thuse ponderous sgir-
loins; those Gargantuan rounds, with appro-
priate embellishment of horse-radish and fur-
sley j—those dainty fowls—fowls even for the
commonnlty—those golden-crusted pies, with
pigeons’ feet turned meekly upward, as in mute
protest agninst their barbarous murder, pies
whose very odour from afar off was to distrac-
tion savoury ; that delieate pigling, slain un-
timely ; those forcquarters of adolescent sheep,
which were still Ly courtesy lamb ; those
plump young grese, forcdoomed to die before
their legitimnte hour? What contrast of colour
could Lo more delightful than that presented
by the mellow Indian-red and burnt-sienna
hues of the ment aud poultry against the cool
tender greens of the sulads, the golden yolks of
eggs in rings of virgin white, the paler gold of
the gigantic French loaves, baked on purpose
for the festival, from which a man might cut a
quarter of a yard or so without making any
gerious difference in the bulk of the whole ?

At one end of the tent, aud conveniently
near the chairman’s elbow, there was a small
colony of beer-barrels, and a stack of winesand
spirits, as neatly arranged and as amply pro-
vided as in the lazaret of an East Indiamuan,
Over these it was Mr, larcross's duty W pre-
side, asxisted by the under butler.

He found himself seated in his place pre-
sently, amidst a tremendous shufling of feet

and serovping of benches, nnd whispering, ond
subdued tittering, and the guests arranged
themuelves, under the alldirecting eyo of the
Colonel, who had appointed himself comman-
der-in-chicf or genernlissimo of all the tablea,
#Silence, if you please, ladies and gentle-
men ! silence for grace I he ronred in stento-
rian uccents, which might have made his for-
tune as o toustmaster ; whereat a very mild-
looking gentleman, with a white cravat and
long straight hair, whom Mr. Huarcross had not
observed before, rose at the other end of the
tent, and invoked a blessing upon the banguet,
which was ualinost as long as his hair, Di-
rectly it was over there arose a gencral gasp,
as of relief, and then o tremendous clattering
of knives nnd forks.

The Colonel walked round the tent, calling
attentiou to the different viands,

“There's a magnificent sirloin  yonder,
mu'am, rousted to o turn,” he said confidentially
ton ponderous matron ; ¢ I should recommend
you a plate of that. And if you, my love, have
any taste for roanst goose,” he went on to a
blushing damsel next but one, % there's as fino
a bird as ever was hatched just before you.
‘Which gentleman on this side of the table will
undertake to cut up a goose 7"  And so on,and
80 on, with variations, continued tho Colonel,
till he had made the round of one tent and shot
off to do his duty iu the other,

Mr. Harcross, in a much more subdued man-
ner, made himself agreeable to the company.
He saw that all glusses were duly filled with
sparkling ale, or the more sustaining porter ;
he administered sherry to the fairer sex, an
kept an cye even on distant dinners, The rural
population proving unequal to the manipula-
tion of carving-knives and forks, he sent forone
Jjoint after another, and demolished them with
a quiet dexterity which, to these wondering
rustics, appeared a specics of legerdemain. He
did more carving in half an hour than he ever
remoembered to have accomplished in his life
before, since his lot had fallen in the days of
vicar'aus carving, and he contrived to keep up
a running flirtation all the time with the young
lady scated on his left hand. He had an old
woman in a black bonnet on his right, the most
ancient female in Kingsbury parish, who was

adminlstration o

reputod to have used the first mangle ever

seen in those parts, and to have beon the last
person to ride pillion.

This hounourable matron being stone deaf,
the attentions of Mr. Harcross were necessarily
confined to a careful provision for her creature
comforts. He supplied her with tender breasts
of chicken and the crumbiert pieces of bread
he could obtain, nnd devoutly hoped thot she
would mumble her shnre of the feast without
choking herself,  Haoving performed these
charitable oflices, he was free to devote his con-
versutional powers to hig left-hand neighbour,
who wax young and handsome, and was, wore-
over, the very youug person he had scen en-
gaged ia a flivtation with Weston Vallory.

MNr. Harcross was in that mood in which o
man is reuly for any immediate amuscment,
however puerile, that may serve to divert his
mind from painful memories — forany oxcite-
ment, however vulgar, which may help to
numb the slow agony of remorss, ‘There was
no pleasure to him in talking shallow nonsense
with this low-born beauty, but the ruttle r.md
the laughter and the wine made up some kind
of relief. e tovk n good denl moze wine thun
he wus nceustoned to take at that time of day ;
he talked miorciben he was in the habit of
talking, until ke shone out in a gentlemnnly
way ab the cight-o'clock dinner ; and tl!c talk
and the wine together kept him from thinking
of Richard Redmnayne. He did uot glance
round thie table with fearful cyes, dreading to
sce that fatal unkuown figure appear, Banquo-
like, amidst the revellers,  Thut most unwel-
come discovery which he had made by means of
Mr. Holby the fmrmer had left only an unde-
fined sense of discomfort—a feuling that there
was trouble near.

Miss Boud, in the menn time, was very well
plenscd with her position and surroundings. In
the first place, it was a grand thing for her to
be in the pest of honour, next the gentlemon-
steward, to which pluce shie had drifted in the
general ¢onlsion, while more timid maidens
huug buck cpon the arms of kindred or lovers,
waiting to be pushed into their sents ; and in
the sccowd place, it was o pleasant thing to
have disappointed Weston Vallory, who had
expressed his desire that she should sit nexe
him in the zent with the red tlags ; and lastly,
it was o still more delightful thing to inspirc
jealonsy and gloom in the breast of her faith-
ful Joseph Flood, who bad been released from
his duties in time for the banquet, and who sat
divided frora his Detrothed by half-e-dozen
banqueters, glaring at her savagely, in silent
indignation nt her coquetry.

«This is the fine gentleman from London
that she talked nboniy,” he suid to himself ;and
in his estimation Mr. Harcross suffered for all
the sins of Weston Vallory. I reckon she’ll
scarcely open her lips to me all the afternoon,
ns long as she enn get him to talk to."

Biss Bond was consvious of her lover's bale-
ful glunees, amd improved the oceasion, bring—
ing all her fuscinutions to bear upon Mr. Har-
cross, The rustic funst would have been o slow
business without this amusement. Therc was
o great deal of talk, and still more laughter, in-
extinguishuble laughter, at the feeblest and
most thremdbare jokes, ‘The conversation was
that of people whe scemed to have no memory
of the pant.no sopsidegation for the futurn. o
people existing /s ontirely in the present hour
as if they had-been boviue creatures without
cousciousness of yesterday. Theirlittle jokes,
their friendly facetiousness had a mochanical
air,and seemed almost as wooden us the clum.
sy furmiture of their cotlages, handed down
from gencration {o gencration.

Mr. Harcrosse's previous expericnee of this
eluss hul been entirely confined to the witness-
box ; but he found that ns in the witness-box,
so were they insocinl life.  “ And yet I sup-
pose there are tine characters, or the material
for fine charucters, amoug them,” he thought
in one of the paases of his dirtation, as he
ocontemplated the curious faces — some stolid
and oxpressionless, some solemn and impor-
tant, some grinuing with & wooden grin, « I
suppose there is the snme proportion of intel-
lect amongst @ given number of these puople
as among the same number of mep bred at
Westwinster and Oxford, if one could pene-
trate the outer husk, make due allowance for
the differences of hubits and culture, and get
at the kernel within,  Ur is the whole thing a
question of Blood, and mankind subject to the
same laws which govern the development of
racchorse ? 1 wond'r how many dormnnt
Bunyansand Burnses there may be in such an
assembly s this.”

He hwd not much time foridle conjectures at
this stage of the eutertainument, for th- tousts
followed oue another fust and furiously.

The loyul and ceremonial toasts, © Sir Fran-
cis Clevedor, Lady Clevedon. and Miss Cleve—
don,” « Colonel Davenant” ¢ John Wort,” the
steward, ¢ Mr. Holby,” the oldest and most im-
portant tenant, who had condescended to take
a scat at this inferior table, when his munk en-
titled himn to the best place at the superior
board—aull these and sundry other tousts were
proposed in diservet and approprinte Ianguage
by Hubert Harcross, with much seerot weari-
ness of spirit ; and after every toast there was
o long lumbering speech from some one in
acknowledyement  thereof. Mr. larcross
thought these people wonld never have done
cating and drinking, that this health-proposing
and thanks-returning would never come to an
end It was only half-past three when all was
over, and heciune out of the tent amidst the
crowd with Jaue Bond by his side, but it
scemed to him as if the business had lasted o
duay and a night.

"The locnl band had brayed itself breathless,
and had rotired to refresh itself in one of the
tents ; und now the Land from London bLegan
toscrape its fiddles, and tighten the strings of
its violoncello, and juggle mysteriously with
little brass screws in its cornets, preparatory to
perfonning the newest dance music for the rest
of the afternoon.

“ You must keep the last waltz for me,” said
Mr. Harcross, vasting himself on the grnws at
the feet of Miss 1lond, who had seated horsclf
on a bench under the trees, ¢ I feel as if I
should nut Le cqual to anything before that,
What & relicf it is to get into the open air and
smcll the pine trees after the atmosphere of
that tent ! I felt the thermometer rising as it
must have done in the Black Hole.”

“ I don't kuow how to waltz,” replied Miss
Bond, casting down her cycs. ¢ Father has
always sot his face against dancing; bLut I
know the Lancurs and the Caledoniaus. I
learnt the figures out of a book.”

“ Then we'll dance the Lancers,” Mr. Has-
cross said with a yawn, % though itis tho most
idiotic performance ever devised for the abnse-

ment of mankind. What would Dog-ribs or

Rocky Mountain Indians think of us, if thoy
saw us dencing the Lancers ? I believe the
Dog-ribs have a dance of their own, by the
way, a dance of amity, which is performed
when frionds mecet aftor long severance, and
which lasts two days at a stretch — a dunce
which, I take it, must be something of the Lan-
cer or Caledonian species.”

He closed his eyes, and slumbered for a few
minutes peacefully, ns he hnd often slept in
Inw-courts and committee-rooms, while the
band from London played a good Lonest coun-
try dance. He had no very precise idea of the
dutles of his stoward-ship, or what moro wight
be required of him. He might be wanted to
dance with the oldest woman of the party, or
the youngest, or the prottiest, -or tho uglicst ;
but he was not inclined to give himself any
farther trouble, and if Colonel Davenant had
any new task to impose upon him, he would
have to come and find him. There was a
soothing sensation in the touch of that soft
warm turf, in the odoriferous Lreathing of the
pine trees, stirred gently by a light summer
wind. He thought of that other holiday after-
noon at Clevedon, and & vision of Grace Red-
muayne rose before him in her pale youuyg benuty,
O God, if he could have opened hiseyes to find
himsclfat her feet ! He thought of those two
mouraful lines which Southey quotes in the
Doctor :

¢ Qh. if in after lifo we could but gathor
‘Cho very rofuso of our youthful hours I’

CHAPTER XXXIX,
90U ART THE MAN.Y

At three o'clock the gentry went to luncheon
in the grent dining-room. Thoy had been ur-
riving from one o'clock upwards, and had spent

part of the lawn, gazing from a respectful dis-
tance at the happy rustics very much as they
might have done at animals in cages, 1t iy
possible that this amusement, even whoen eked
out by conversation and croquet, and enlivened
by the straius of the lounl band, muy have
somewhat palled upon the county familics, and
that the siguoal for the patrician banquet was
a welcome relief.  However this might Le, the
spirits of 8ir Francis Clevedon's friends rose
perceptibly in the banquet-hall.  Iucipient tlir-
tations, which had only budded fecbly on thie
lawa, burat into full blossom under the infln-
ence of sparkling wines, and that delightfully
bewildering concert of voices produced by
threc-and-twenty different tére~a-tétes all going
on at once. Georgie was emincutly happy as
she sat opposite her ndored Fraucis, at this
theirfirst large party, for she felt that the féte
was a success, and the eye of the county was
upon them.

All the windows were open, and the checring
from the tents on the lawn mingled not un-
pleasautly with the merry confusion of voices
within. Is was a nice thing o know that thosc
poor creatures who were.not in socicty were for
once cnjoying themselves.

¢« How strange it must seem to them to taxte
champagne!” said the pretty Mise Stalmnn to
her latest admirer; ¢ I wonder if_they are
afraid it will go off and blow th m up, like gun-
powder.”

« Don't know, I'm shaw,” replied the gentle-
man: “butl should imagine they were havdly
up to it. They'll take it for a superior kind of
beer. Coampagne is a question of cducation,
you see, Ther are people who believe impli-
city in any wine that'll blow a cork out of a
bottle.t

It was nearly three o'clock when Mr. Red-
mayne presented his card of admission at the
south lodge, guarded to-day Ly an official from
the Tunbridge police-office, who gave him a
secoudary ticket, printed on pink tissue paper,
whict was to admit him to the tcuants' mar-
quee.”

“« You'd better look sharp, sir,” said this offi-
cinl in a fri-ndly tone; ¢the tenants' dinner
was to begin at three o'clock puunctual,”

1 didn’t mean to dine,” Richard answored du-
biously ; *“I only came to look about a lit-
tle.”

#Not go in to dinner, Mr. Redmayne I ox-
claimed the policeman, who knew the master
of Brierwood by sight ; ¢ and it's to be as finca
dinner as cver was eaten.  Sure to goodnuss,
you'd never be so foolish I

Ar. Bedmayne gave bitn o nod and went on,
pledging himself {o nothing. He thought he
could stroll about on the outskirte of the crowd,
and sce ns much of the festival as he cared to
wce, without joining in any of the festivitics,
But when he came to the Iawn where the re-
velry was held, he found himself pounced upon
by the ubiquitous Colonel, who was marshall-
ing tho tenants to their pinccs, aud who seized
upon his pink-paper ticket and examined it
cagerly.

“No. 53," he exclaimed ; “the seats are all
numbered, #If you'll follow those ladies and
gentlemen, sir, into that tent, Keep your
ticket, the stewards are inside. Go on, sir, if
you please.” And not caring to remoustrate,
Richard Redmayne went the way Fate drifted
him, ond found himself presently sented ntthe
board between two strangers, cheered by that
inspiring melody, ¢ The Roust Beef of Old En-
gland.”

The dinner in the tenants' marquee did not
differ materially from the humbler banquet of
the villagers. The viands were of a more epi-
curcan character : there were savoury jellies,
and raised pics, and lobster salads, as a relief
to the rounds and sirloins, and there were no
such vulgarities as goose or sucking-pig. There
were tartlets and cheese-cakes, and creams and
blancmangces, and glowing pyramids of hot-
house grapes and wall-fruit, for the feminine
banqueters, and there were sparkling winesand
bottled ales in abundance. There was the same
crescendo of multitudinous voices, and the
Jokes, though somewhat more refined than the
humour of the villagers, had the same rustic
flavour, .

Richard Redmayne bad of late found it casier
to drink than to cat ; sohe did scanty justice
to sirloin or savoury pie, but made up the de.
ficiency by a considerable consumption of cham-
pagne, a wine he had learnt to drlnk in his
gold-digging days, when the lucky digger was
wont to # shout”—that is to say, pay the shot
—for the refreshment of his comrades. He sat
in moody silence, amidst all that talk and
It;ughter, and drank and thought of his trou-
bles.

They had been brought sbharply homo to him
by the presence of John Wort, who sat at the
bottom of the table, while Colonel Daveunant
took tho chair at the top. He had not spoken

to the steward since that night in his office,

the interval in sauntering anbout the upper -

and the sight of him set him thinking of his
wrongs with renewed bitterness.

% He knew the man,” ho said to himself,

“ He brought him to my house. But for him
my little girl might be with me to-day.”

It was a bittor thought, not to be drowned in
the vintage of Perri -ror Moet. The mian went
on drinking, uncheercd by- the wine, growing
gloomier, rather as ho drank,

The toasts hnd not yot bugun. Sir Francis
wus to bid his guosts welcome before that ce~
remony was entered upon, "It was about Linlf-
past four, when there was a little buzz and
movoement at the entrance of the'marquee, and
a great many people stood up, as if a wonarch
had appeared among them,

Richinrd Redmayne. looked up listlessly
cnough, not haviag the keen poreonal interest
of th : tenants, to whowm this man’s favour was
to be as the sun itsolf, diffusing light and heat,
He looked up and saw a tall wlim young mun
coming slowly along on the opposite side of
the tably, stopping to speak to one, aud to shake
lmmh:; with another, and rendy with o plensant
greeting for all ; a darkly haudsome fuce, smil-
ing kindly, while all the assumbly steod at
gaze. :

After that one carcless upward glance, Rich-
urd Redmayne sat staring at the new-commer,
motionless, may almost breathless, ns o man
of stone.  Had not thuse very lineaments been
bitten into the tablet of his wind with the cor-
roding acid of hate? The fuce was a face
which he had seen in mauy of his dreawms of
late, ‘The face of o mun with whom he had
grapplud, hand to hund and foei to foot, in many
i vistonary struggle — a countenance he had
hardly hoped to look upon in the flesh 1t was
the very face which he had pored upon so of—
ten, in thut foolish toy, hisdead girl's locket.
He had the thing in his breast to-duy, fastened
to his wateh ribbon.

% What | wus ke the man?” he said to him—
sclf at Inst, drawing a long slow breath,

Was tiis the man—=8ir Fraucis Clevedon ?
In that sudden light of conviction, Richard
Redmayne began to wonder that he had never
guessed as much as this : the man who came
tv Bricrwood, recommended and guarnuted by
Join Wort ; the mau who had free access to
Clevedon, and whom Wart had scemed anxious
in every respect to oblige, He remeombered that
stormy interview in the little oftice at Kings-
bury, and John Wort's endeavour to shicld the
delinquent.  Yes, the murder was out This
hero of the hour, upon whom all the world was
smiling, was the destroyer of his child.

The savaye thirst for vengeance which took
possession of him on this discovery was tem-
pered by no restrulning influence. For yemis
pust all his thoughts and dreams and desires
had t nded to one deadly end, Whatever re-
ligious sentiments he bad cherished in  his
youth — and very few young men with inno-
cent surroundings are frreligions — had been
withered by this «oul-blasting gricf. Nor had
his Austruling expericnce been without an evil
effect upon his churacter, It had made o -
turally carelegs disposition reckless to lowless-
ness. Of all the consequences which might
tread upon the hecls of any d spernte net of
his he took no heed. He reasoned no more
AN T wgo mdght Do reimsoned ;b avs
ing, us e thought, found his enemy, his whole
being was governed by but one consideration,
as to the mode and manner of that settlemoent
which must come between them.

He sat in his place and meditated this ques-
tion, while Bir Fruncis Clevedon made his way
round the table, It was a somewhat protra-ted
juurney, for the Baronet had sometbiug parti-
culnr to say to agrent many of his tenants : he
had set his henrt upon holding a betwr placo
in their estimation than his father had held,
on being something more to them than an ab-
sorbent of rents. He talked to the matrons,
and complimcented the daughters ; and had o
goud denl to say about harvest and hopping, and
the coming season of field sports, to the fathers
aud sons, What a herd of sycophants those
prople seemud to Richard Redmuyne's jaun-
diced soul as they paid their honest homage to
the proprietor of their homesteads, and what o
hl_\'pocrit.c the squire who received their wor-
ship !

%Does he mean to break the hearts ofany of
their daughters 7' he thought, as he saw the
matrons smiling up at him, the maidensdown-
cast and blushing,

Sir Francis was close behind him prescntly,
and paused for n moment to glunce at that one
sullen figure which did not move as he pussed
—only for n moment, there wore 80 many to
spenk to. The man's potations had been a tritle
too deep, perhnps.

‘The man_drank deeper before the bunqu- t
was over. He went on drinking i his gloomy
silent way, during that lengthy ceremoninl of
tonst-proposing. Sir Francis had stood at the
end of the tabie by John Wort, and mude a
cheery little speech to sut them going, and then
had slipped away, reaving the Colonel, who
loved all mannor o speechification, in his
glory. How hehammcred at the toasts, heap-
ing every hyperbolical virtue upon the head
of his sulject l-—that honourable, noble-hearted,
worthy English furmer, Mr. A., whom they all
knew and csteemed, and whom it was a
proud thing to know, and un impossible thinyg
not to estvem, and who, &c, &o,

¢ As soma tall cliff that lifts its awlul form,
Swolls from tho valo, and midwayloavas tho storm ;
Though round ita broast the rolling cloudu aro

ﬂxroud. .
Eternal sunshino settles on its hoad."”

wlmt- little gushes of sentiment welled from
the kindly Colonel's lips ; what scraps of poe-
trv more or less appropriate, but always ap-
plauded to the echo; what swelling adjectives
rolled off his fluent tongu: ; and how the cham-
pagne corks flew, and the honest brown sherry
—=n sound sustaining wine—ehrank in the de-
canters !

Richard Redmayno sat it all out, though the
talk and langhter, the cheering llt,d jollyg-good-
fellowing, made lium more than a mere Babel
sound in his cars. He sat on, not caring to
d.mw people’s attention upon him by an un-
timely doparture ; sat on drinking brandy-and-
water, and having no more followship with
the feastera than if he had been the skull atan
Egyptian banquet, : '

At least the revelry, or this o of the ro—
velry, was over, and the tenants Ieft their tent.
Dancing had been in full progress for some
time among the humblor guosts, and the wide
Jawnin the evening sunlight presented a protty
picture of village -festivity ; tho music of an
old-fashioned country: dance was soundin
gaily, a long line of figures thrending the noedle
—the women in bright-colourcd gowns and .

ribbous, the men with gaudy neckerchiefs and . (i




