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now. Ho needed excitment; and any cause for
which thero wag work to bo dono and danger to bo
oucountered, would have beon welcome to him.

In the meanwhilo, Saxon, sittiug in tho oppo-
sito corner, hnd his own troubles to think about.
Ho wasuotat all satisfied with himself, in thofirst
place, for thoe part he was playing towards his
cousin, Ho could not divest himself of the idea
that ho was doing somecthing “sly;” and that
ides wasiutolerable tokim. Inthosccond place,
ho was not quite comfortablo with regard to Miss
Colonna, Ho had not began exactly to question
hiwself about the naturo of his admiration for
ber, or even to speculato upon tho probablo
results of that aimiration; but he had become
suddenly aware of the extent of her power, and
was startled at finding to what lengths ho might
be carricd by his desire to plcase her. William
Trefalden bad said that sho was capable of ask-
ing him to tako the command of & troop; buta
vaguo consciousness of how Olimpia was capable
of agking him to do a great deal more than that,
bad dawned by this time upoa Saxon's appreben-
sion.

And then, besides all this, be could not help
thinking of bis adventure in the mausoloum, and
of the strango interview that hohad iuvoluntarily
witnessed between Lady Castletowers aund Miss
Riviore. Thegirl'ssorrowful young face haunted
tim. He wanted to help her; and he wanted
advico as to the best way of belping her.  Above
all, ho wanted to penctrats tho mystery of her
claim on Lady Castletowers. Ho would have
given anything to have been ablo to talk these
things over with the Earl; but that, after what
be bkad heard, was, of course, impossible. So he
pondered and puzzled, and at last made vp his
mind that he could consult his cousin on the
subject whilo ho was up in town,

Thus, absorbed each in his own thoaghts, the
two men sped on, fuce to face, without exchanglag
a gyllable. Tleymight probably have continued
their journey in silenco to tho end, if, somewhero
about half way between Sedgebrook station and
Waterloo Bridge, Saxon had not chanced to look
up, and find his companion’s ¢yes fixed gloomily
upon him,

 Well,” gaid he, with a surprised laugh, “why
do you look at mein thatporteatous way 7 What
have 1 dono ?”

“t Nothing particularly useful that I am aware
of, my dear fellow,” roplicd the dragoon. “The
yuestion is, not what you kave done, bat what
you may do. I was wondering whether you
wmean to follow my example 27

¢ Ju what respect 79

“Ta respect of Italy, of conrse. Aro you in-
tending to join Garibaldi’s army 7°

* No—that is, I have not thought about it,”
replicd Saxon.  “Is Castlctowers going 7

¢ I should think not. Iis mother would never
consent to it

“Lf ho went, T would go,” said Saxop, after o
moment’s pause. “ Thero's camp-lifo to sec, 1
supposo; and fighting to be dono?”

“ Fighting, ye3; but as to tLo camp lifs, I can
tell you nothing about that. I fancy the work
out there will be rough enough for soms time to
come.”

¢I ghouldn't mind bow roagh it was,” said
Saxon, his imagination warmiosg rapidly to this
new idex.

“ How would you liko to march a whole day
without food, sleep on tho bare ground in a
soaking rain, with only s knapssck uader your
hesd, and get up at dawn to fight a battle before
breakfast 7 asked Vanﬁan.

s 1 ghould like it no better than otaers, I daro
ssy,” laughed the young man; “but 1 shoulda't
mwind trying it. I wish Castletowers could go.
Wo've been planning to mako a tour together by-
and-by; but a Sicilian campaign would be a
hundred tirnes better?

“1f ho wero a8 freo as yoursel, Castletowers
W -1d be off with mo to-morvow morning,” said
Vsughan; and then his brow darkened again as
bo remembersd how not only 8axon, whe a bo
suspected of admiring Olimpis Colonna, bat the
Barl, of whoso admiration ho had no donbs
whatever, would hoth remain behind, freo to
woo or win her, if they could, when ho was far
away.

It was not o pleasant reflection, and at that
moment tho rejected lover folt that bohated them
both, cordlally.

“ Which routo do you take ?" asked Saxon, all
urconscious of what was passing in his com-
panion’s mind. -

“The most direct, of conrso,~Dover, Calais,
and Marse:lles. 1 shall bo in Genoa by oight or
nino o’clock on Sunday evening.”

% And I at Castletowors.”

“ How is that?” said Vaughan, sharply; I
thought you said your ti no was up yesterday ?”

“So it was; but Oastletowers has inslsted
that I shall prolong my visit by another week,
and so I go back thi, ovening. How wo shall
miss you at dinnert”

But to this civility the Major responded only
by a growl.

CHAPTER XLVS. WILLIAM TREPALDEN EXPLAINS
THR THSORY OF LEGAL PICTIONS.

Signor Nazzari was a tall, spare, spider-like
Italisn, who cxercised the calling of a gtock and
sharo broker, and rented o tiny offico under a
dark arch in tho midst of that carious web of
passages known a3 Austin Friars. Ho had been
prepared for Saxon's visit, by a note from Colon-
na, aud met hita in o tremor of voluble servility,
punctuating his conversation with bows, an
all but prostrating himself in tho dust of his
office. Flics were not plentiful in Signor Naz-
zari's web, and sach a golden Sy as Suxon was
not meshed every day.

It was surprising what a ghort time the tran-
saction took. Coloana might well say nothin
was3 casler., First of all they went to the Ban
of Eagland, whero Saxon signed his namo ina
great book, after which they returned to Aastin
Friarg, and waited while Sigoor Nazaart weat
somewhere to fetch the money; and then he came
back with a pocket-book full of bsnk-notes
secured aroond bis neck by a steel chainw-and
tho thing was done.

Thereupon Major Vanghan solemly tore up
Saxoun’s chequein the stockbroker's prusenco, and
received tho value th~reof in crisp new Bank of
England paper.

¢ And now, Trefalden,” said he, © fare you well
till wo meet in Italy.?

“Pso not made up my mind yet, remember,”
replied Saxop, smiling.

& Mako it up at once, and go with me in the
morning.”

¢ No, no; that ig out of the question.”

“ Well, at all events, don'tputit off till the fun
is all over. If you come, como while therc’s
something to be done”

¢ Trust mo for that,” rplied Saxon, with a
somewhat heightened coloar. ¢ 1 won't share the
fca.sgng if I haven't shared the fighting. Good
by:a‘.('}ood-byc."

And with this, baving traversed together the
mazes of Austin Friars and emerged upon the
great space in front of the Exchange, they shook
hands, and parted,

Saxon turned his face westward, and went
down Chespside on foot—ho was going to Chan-
cery-lane, bat bo was in no burry to reach his
destination. Ho walked slowly, paused every
now and then to look in & shop window, and
took s turn round St. Paul's. Ho protended to
himself that ho went in to glance at Nelson's
monament ; but he had secn Nelson’s monument
twico before, and ho knew in his heart that bo
cared very littlo about it. At length inexorabls
fato brought him to his cousin's door; so he
went up thoe dingy stairs, feeling very guilty, and
boping not to find tho lawyer at bome. On the
first landing ho met Mr. Ecckwitch with his hat
on. It waazjustono o'clock,and that respectable
man was going to his dinrer.

s Mr. Trefslden ig eogaged, siv, with a client,”
said tho bead clerk, to Saroa's immenso relicf.

#Qb, then you cansay that I called, if you
plesse,” replied ke, turning about with grest

alacrity.

4Bat I think tbe gentleman will bo going
dircetly, sir, if yon wouldn't mind taking a seat
in tho offico,” added Mr. Keckwitch.

# T—perhsps I had bettor try to coms by-and-

7 said Saxop, reluctantly.

“As you pease, sir, but 'm confident ynu
wouldn't have to wait fivo minutes.”

8o Saxon resigned bimsolf to circumstances,
and waited.

The clerks were all gono to dinner, with the
excoption of Gorkin tho red-headed, whom Saxon
surprised in tho act of balancing a tobacco-pipe
upon his chin,

“Pray don't disturb yourself,” laughed he, as
Gorkin, overwhelmed with corfusion, lifted the
lid of tho desk and disappeared behind it as if hio
had been shot.  “Ihould like to see you do
that again.”

Tho boy emerged cautiously, till his eyes just
clearcd the lid, but he made no reply.

“Jt must bo difficult,” added Saxon, good
naturedly, trying to put him at his ease.

« It ain't so difficult as standing on your
head to drink a pint of porter,” said the boy,
mysteriously.

“ Why no—I should suppose not. Canyoudo
that also ?”

‘The boy nodded.

“1 can put balf-a-crown in my mouth, and
bring it out of my ears in small change,” said
he. “If I'd half-a~crown handy, I'd show you
the trick.”

Saxon's fingers were instantly in his waistcoat-
pocket, and tho Lalf-crown would have changed
owaers ou tho spot, but for the sudden opening
of William Trefalden's prirato door.

“Then you will write to me, if you please,”
said a deep voico; but the owner of the voice,
who seemed to be holding tho door on the other
side, remained out of sight.

“You may expect to hear from me, Mr.
Behrens, the day afler to-morrow,” ccplied tho
lawyer.

% And Lord Castletowers quite understands
that the mortgage must bo forcclosed on the
tenth of next month 77

“J have informed bim so.”

t Must, Mr. Trefalden. Remember that. Iean
allow no grace. Twenty thousand of the money
will have to go direct to tho Worcestershire
agent, a3 you know; and the odd fivo will be
waated for repairs, building, and so forth. It's
imperative—<quite imperative.”

“I am fully aware of your nccessity for the
money, Mr, Behrens,” was the reply, uttered in
William Trefalden’s quictest tons; and I have
duly impressed that fact upon his lordship. I
havo no doubt that you will be promptly paid.”

“Well, I hope 8o, for his sske. Good mom-
ing, Mr. Trefalden

% Guod morring.”

And with this Mr. Behrens came out into tho
office, followed by tho lawyer, wwho almost started
at tho sight of his cousin.

“YTou here, Saxon!” bo said, haviog seen his
client to tho top of the stairs. 1 thought you
were at Castletowers?

It would have taken n keener observer than
Sazon to discover that the wish was father to
Mr. Trefalden's thought; but thers could be no
doubt of the relationship.

“Well, so I am, in ono sense,” replied tho
young man. “I'm only in town for the day.”

“And what brings you to town only for tho
dsy? Nothing wrong, I hopo T

“OR, no—npotbing at all. I—thatis you——”

And Saxon, unpractised in tho art of equivo-
cation, floundered helplessly about in scarch of a
reason that should bo true, and yesnot the truth.

“You want to consult me about something, 1
suppose,” eaid the lawyer, observant of his per
plexity. ¢ Come into my room, and tell mo all
about it.?

So they went into the private room, and Wil-
liam Trefslden closed tho donble doors.

& first of all, Saxon,” ssid he, laying his hand
impressively on the young wsan’s sboulder, “1
must ask you o question. You saw that client
of mine just now, and yoz heard him allnde to
certain matters of business as be weat ont 7°

#1 did,” replied Saxon; “sud I wassorry—->

“ (no moment, if yoa pleass, Yo heard him
mention the namo of Lord Castlelowers 2

“YCS.”

% Then I must roquest you, on no account, to
mention that circumstanco to tho Barl. It is a



