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CHAPTER IX.—Continued.

To certain generous, deep-toned natures,
the sentiment of compassion can become
pn influence more powerful than love, or
wmbilion, or even the intense human desire
for personal bappiness. To women, espec-
ially, the suffering of one towards whom
their sympathies have been strongly drawn
out is intolerable, and when their tendency
to hero worship is roused, along with a
restless rebellion against the pain they
cinnot reach, it is well-nigh inevitable that
a power is thereby established over iheir
heart and soul ard life itself, from which
they never more are free while thought
and feeling last.

So at least it was with Una Dysart; a
very tyranny of pity held her in its grasp
as she stood an hour later on the threshold
of her home, and let her hand rest for a
moment in that of Humphrey Atherstone
while he took his leave of her. Bui min-
gled with her aching regret for the darken-
iog of his life, by the baleful shadows she
dimly perceived, but in nowise understood,
was & sense of strong admiration for the
sacrifice of himself to some high theory of

‘ honour or rectitude, which she believed,

P from what he said, to have been the cause

‘ of all that was strange and unusual in his

mode of existenee. Litile enough did the

young girl know of the complicated diffi-

oulties that beset even the most white-

robed souls, when they seek to walk with

their garments spotless through the tor-

tuous paths of this bewildering world ; but

her own pure instincts taught her that

thore is nothing upon earth more noble

than the man who flings away life and its

hopes like dross, that he may keep unal-

{ yed the fine gold of truth and justice ;

and she believed she had discerned that

this was the case with Humphrey Ather-

3 % stone, although she was aware that she

3" bhadas yet obtained but a glimpse of the

“  singularly intricate web of trials and per-

plexities which seemed to surround him on
every side.

The{ had come down togother from the
«Hagles’ Nest” after that strange meeting,
when during a moment Una had thought
she saw the vision of a soul in pain, for
whom the days of expiation were too surely
gone, and found instead that it was a liv-
ing, breathing man who stcod before her,
on whom the burden of the flesh still lay,
with a'l its marvellous contradictions of
miserable weakness and glorious strength.
It was searcely a matter of choice that he
should go with her when she starled to re-
tarn home, for the descent by the steep and
rocky path was much more dangerous than
even the ascent had been, difficult asshe

Pwhen at last they
T to the heath-clad
walked on together
morning air, tafking al-
p freedom of old acquaint-
¥ strength of a tacit compact
orth they were fo be special

ttle Una, in her naive inexperi-
thought that nothing could be much
» charming tharto have a confidential
ndship with a man who never intended
parry, especially if he happened to
* posgess such great qualities as those with

whieh ghe invested Humphrey Atherstone,
and had the additional merit of being un-
happy, for it was so very pleasant to com-
fort ‘people who were unfortunate; and
under these felicitous ciroumstances, she

could be as kind to him as she pleased,
without the least risk of his mistaking her;
and she could give him her confidenee, gnd
benefit by the hard-healed wisdom axd
freedom from petiiness of all kinds, by
which she honestly believed men were dis-
tinguished from the weaker vessels among
whom ghe herself was numbered. 8o she

-turned to him with a trust and sympatby

which gave exquisite pleacure ‘to the world-

worn man, and roused in him a response of |

a somewhat stronger nature than she at all

suspected.
Of couree they exchanged confidences as
to the past. It was as easy as it was de- |

lightful for Humphrey Atherstone {o look
through and through the transparent, sunny

life of nineteen years, which was all that |

pure-hearted Una had yet tasted of buman

experience ; bul it was a very different |

matter when she turned her eyes, clear and
unclouded as they were, on the veiled ex-
istence, whose hidden struggles had made
him what he now was. He could epeak to
her of his youthful days, when the world
and its Joys were as free to him as to any
one on éarth ; of his exploits at school and
college, and of the period after his return
home, when he made the old Abbey one of
the gayest centres of the county soociety,
and he was himself foremost in all the ﬁe{d,
sports for which Northangleshire was
famed; but when he came to ths point
where the grave of Maurice Atherstone
seemed to lie across his path in life, and
out off that which was past from all that
was to come, his lips became locked im an
impenetrable silence, from which she
learned indeed, better than words ecould
have told her, that out of that grave had
arisen the dark, inexplicable mists through
which he was now stumbling on, like a
man who has lost his way, and knows not
whether the course he has taken will lead
him to safety or destruction. But she
oould read no further than this one fact in
the riddle of his history. Very bitterly he
spcke to her, however, of the suspicions
which-had fallen upon bim, even while he
offered no explanation of the change in
himself which had eaused them, and it was
for this especially that Una longed to com-
fort him as they stood on the doorstep of
her home, scarcely conseious how unwill-
in§ they were to separate.

t was, perhaps, fortunate that an inter-
ruption came. The old l‘)gtler suddenly
appeared, ushering out A
somewhat to Una’s surprise, as it seemed
an early hour for a visitor. He shook
hands with her, merely saying he had

‘called to see her father on business; and

then, as he went down the steps, Ather-
stone gave a quick pressure to her hand,
and followed him at onee, with a bitter ex-
ﬁreasion of self-scorn om his silent lips as

e felt the pain it cansed him to leave her.

CHAPTER X.

* Rather an unexpected meefing, Mr.
Athersione,” said the outspokem Squire
Northoote with his genial laugh, as they
walked down the avenue fogether. I
dare say you did not look to Zind me at
Vale House eo early, and I certainly did
not anticipate seeing you as a young lady's
escort at this time in the morning.”

* An aecidental encouater,” said Ather-
stone, so grimly that Mr. Northecote hur-
riedly changed ths subject, and plunged
into explanations as to his own proceed-
ings, which had he paused for reflection he
world probalily have withhkeld.

“%:lonel Dysart asked me to come and
advise him about his will, which he wishes
to draw up in the course of the next few
days, while Mr. Cunliffe is with him.”

“ Who is Mr. Canliffe 2"

‘A Australian judge, who came gver in
the same ship with him from the Cape. It

Northooto,q
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" seems Dysart has some p ‘opasby ir
lia, which he has never t?eu?, anydlﬁeA&‘h“:;
| this man oan advise him as to the prover
testamentary disposal of it, 80 he has agked
:, hxr: :‘o oomﬁ and visit him for a fow dg
| and he wishes me to be on i
| utors.” L © of his ez
“ Is Oolonel Dysart feeling ill, th
makgxng these przpurations ?5 s
“ Not worse than usual, I imagine: bnt'
he tells me he has some malad;gl:m
likely to carry him off suddenly, thougli he
| may live for years yet. Of course, his
anxiety is about his danghter, to whom he
wishes to recure this property.”
‘ What would become of herif he disd "
‘‘ She has some relations on the mother's
side to whom ehe could go, I belieye
| though she has never made aoqluinimn'
with them. But Dysart naturally ex
' she will marry and Lave a home of her
own ; and I should think there could beno
doubt that she will,.for she is an uneom.
| monly pretty, attractive girl,” added the
gquire, glavcing at his friend. But when
| Mr. Atherstone spoke again it was to ask,
| with much apparent solicitude for M.
| Northeote's comfort, how he came to beon
{ foot at such a distance from his home.
| *“My horee ocast a shoe, and the
| teok him to the blacksmith’s; but here he
| is bringing him to meet me. I say, Athei:
| stone,” he oontinued, after he was mounted
| and ready to start,  the Dysarts are com-
| ing to dine with us the day after to-morrow,
and they bring their guest with them ; will
you join us? .I faney this Canliffe is &
shrewd old fellow, well worth knowing."
For a moment Atherstone stood irreso-
lute, with a frown on his face, &8 if he
were in a rort of angry perplexity ; then,
with an impatient stamp of his foot on the
und, he turned impulsively to: Mr
ortheote and said, ** I will come with the
greatest pleasure, Mr. Northooté. 'Whatis
your hour ?—seven ? Thank you; I shall
not fail to appear;” and therewith the men
shook hands and parted.
“ Bless me!” exclaimed Mr. Northoole -
to himself as he trotted away, * whal on
earth will Mrs. Northoote say? she has
such a horror of Atherstone n
and I never dreamt he would come, What
me to ask him ?—old habi, I
sup Well, the deed is done, and can-
not be undone. I must do the best X.can .
with her ;" and thus philosophically mi
 up his mind to endurance, the oppres
squire trotted on to his doom. £ a8
Never in all her life had Una l:wui
8o restless as she did daring the BN
of this day. It might have been suppossd
that after her fa
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ustodi;rm;bnt instead of that, if
attempted to sit still for five minubes,
impatient little feet seemed to carry her off
in 'Kﬂo of herself. From room to room
she flifted like an unquiet spirit, torm
her father by her efforts to make him leave
the papers with whioh he was ooccupied
then making wild proposals to go and
Mr. Cunliffe at the station, to which plan
Oolonel Dysart strongly objected; sud
finally, in spite of the heavy raia whieh
had quenched the brightness of the morn-
| ing, and made it seem to her more like &
| sunny, far-off dream than a reality, she de-
| termined to go and. visit Lilith Oriohton,
| whom she had not seen since the b
matoh a few days previously.
Una had often thought with great won-
der and distress of the strange state of suf- .
fering in whioh she had found the reetor
gister, by the river-side, on that oocasion ;
but after the few words already :
whioh Lilith had spoken when first taken .
by surprise, she had said nothing W
could explain the seemingly non
pain she was inflicting both on herself and
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