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tako any responsibility as to tho children, whose
interests I and my lato wifo attended tu far bot
ter than could be demanded of us. You will, no
doubt, receivo n commubication from Scotland
from partics who, asI understand, mean to ¢laim
the children ; but I knaw no particulars, and you
must not any further look to mo. Mrs, Joha-
ston considers that I have been very ill paid for
tho troublo I bave taken, and which my former
wift's family Jed mo to jucur. Tho address that
you had hetter write to in S iland is, Mr. A.
Burke, Deacon Maclacklan’s Loud, near Coat
Bridge, Glasgow.—Yours,
J. Jomxsron.”

The remittance which gencrally came about a
fortnight or three wecks after the usual quarter
day was not sent; and, small and inadequato as
it was, its being withlield, oven for a time, in-
creased the pressuro on tho fast failing resources
of Mr, Hlope, It was incumbent on him to tell
Norry, at all events, the purport of the letter.
Hutberto a delicacy as todwelling on details that
might bo felt as humiliating to tho children, or
laudatory of the kindness of thoso who had of
late years protected them, had kept both Mr.
Hope and Marian from referring to the past.
Both had also repressed any romaatic thoughts,
such ag isolated children sometimes cncourage.
This latter had not been difficult. The orpbans
were 80 kindly cared for, that they craved for no
other home relations. A haunting memory of o
dwelling where strifeand blows, dirt and drink bad
Leen their portion, still troubled their deeams, and
made the name of Caunada hateful to them—ay,
even o sce it on the map gave them a cold chill,
and revived recollections of neglect and suffer-
ing. Littlo Mysie bore on her fect the scars and
scams of frost as indelibly as if they bad been
baras; and sho knew that before shewas brought
over to England by Mrs. Hope, she was for
months a belpless cripple.  So all that past was
allowed to bo shut away in the distance. An
ocean rolled between it and tho present—an
ocean that in no sease did the children wish to
€ross,

When, therefore, Mr. Hope cailed Norry into
{he little room or book closet that opened out of
Lis bedroow, and was dignificd with the name
of study, and put the letter ho Led recefved into
the Loy's hand, there was rather o sense of indig-
nant alarm than curiosity as he read it,

“ Trouble!” cried tho boy, laying down tho
letter—< responsibility!  Wo lave not him to
thank that we are alive. If tho man in Scotland
is like Johnston, I shall not care to know him.”

“But if he has a claum—the right of a blood
relation 7

¢ He surcly gavo up any such claim when ho
let us go to Canada with these Johustons.”

“T don’t think you gid go with them, I rather
belicve, though I am not clear about it, you were
brought out by people called Burke, and left
with the Jobnstons.?

“ Yeg sir; but if so, we were left vncared for.
I can recollcet bow it was with mo and poor
Mysie, who was crippled, when Mamma Hope
rescucd us. Why, futher, I remewber hearing
yoa say onco that you could have got us pro-
tected by the law, and that Johnston’sfear of the
indignation of his ucighbours enabled you to get
and keep possession of us.”

# True, my boy ; but you are aware that the
sum allowed must have come from some one in-
terested in you ; and small as it is, its payments
at regular intervalsshows thatit is seat from peo-
ple not unaccustomed to arrange money transac-
tions. I am rather glad of the address of these
Scottish people. It removes a fear that has har-
rasscd me of late, as to whether Jobnston bas
teld his correspondents wheie you are.”

“TWhat did itmatter to them? ” said the youth
gloomily,

41t mattered tome. X could be in noscnse
an accomplice in keeping any one, who had a
right to know, in iguoranco of your wheren-
Louts. Besides, those who have given the litle
Lelp hitherto, might afford you more aid.”?

% { would rathier work, sir, for mysclf.”

% Yes ; but there’s Mysio.”

“1 may be able to take care of my sister.”

% Yes, if you aro put in away to do so?

¢ Docs no ono work out a way 2”

4¢Doubtless somodo. By God'shelp, all things
aro possible. DBut it's not the way fo succeed in
life to begin by wilfully casting off aid that one
may have n rightto,  Your parcnts would notbe
eatirely without kindred.”

“1If they wero honest folk, thats ecnough.
HNaven't Theard you quoto Robert Nichols' lines 7

#¢ ¢ X ask not of his Hingage.

X ask not of his naine;

JIf manlincs bo in Lis heart
Ho noble birth may cletm.’ ?

* Ab, Norry 1 that's more poctic than beraldic.”

& But it’s true, sic”

“d Nevertheless, my boy, I shall write to Scot-
land.” .

CHAPTER XI. TUB PAOKMAN.

« Something welrd, not good to sge,
Has to my threshold como;
A raven on a blighted treo,
Is cruaking near mwy howme."” ANox, ,

Whilo these matters were occupying the at-
tention of the Iensington bouschold, the Aust-
wicke woods were putting on their full autumnal
splendonr, and the little fairy, whoso coming had
drawn into & tangle the frail thread of her Aunt
Honor’s intentions, was cnjoying their sylvan
beauty liko & wood nymph. Thus doy by day
passed, and found the lady of the Chace undecided
as to her course, and therefore at tiries uncom-
fortable,

A state of doubt, with a restless conscience, is
trying, yet tho days sped fast enough; for what
loncly life could resist tho charmof havinga
companion who conbined all that was winning
in the grace of childhu~d with all that was fasci~
nating  in tho intedigence of riper years?
Whetber the stately Miss Honoria was won to the
woods by the little creature whom sho loved, and
gratificd by sllowing her to sénd presents of gu-
perabundant game, and who in her turn tripped
daily at her aunt’s side, uttering in the sweetest
voice the pretticst fancies about the country
sights and sounds, which sgho enjoy.d with the
keenest zest—so that it was her errand to sce
the tints ono day, or to watch the sunset
another, or to gather ferns on & third-—always
the staid lady of forty-five found htrself allured
forth by the little dryad. And at cvening, when
tho logs were put on the old-fashioned hearths
that no modern fire-grato in any room in tho old
Hall bad been permitted todisplace, and * True,”
as her aunt called her, was making the length-
ening nigbts pleasant with her bird-liko warb-
lings, or even more musical poctic readin
time sped on; and the northern journey, for
which the portmanteau bad been packed, was
moro distant than ever from becoming a reality.

Perhaps, when people are undecided exactly as
to what course to take, they arc glad of an in-
terruption that postpones the necessity for action.

To resort £ writing, a3 a substituto for more
active effort, had more than once occurred to
Miss Austwicke; for when she retired to her
chamber, then her unfulfilled promise troubled
ber, and every night saw a rcsolution formed
that cvery moming dissipated,

Several times had Gertrude as' *d her aunt
about the uncle wwhom she bad ncver seen, and
whosg death scemed, to her young imagination,
so sad.

t To land only to dic! To come howe only to
fiad a grave!" was her comnient, that would no
doubt bave been enlarged o2, but ber fine tact
told her it was distasteful to ber aunt. Iow-
ever, as Gertrnde was a great letter-wriler, ghe
sent pages of feelings and fancics on tho subject
to ber parents, who, if they read her epistles—
which is doubtful—were moro likely 10 be
amused than affected; certainly Mrs. Basil mado
no pretence to great kindred sympathies, Sho
regulated the degres of her cmotion as a well-
bred person should, and resented, asa culpable
eceentricity, Cnpmfn Austwicke coming uncx-
pectedly from India. Still, neither parent chieck-
ed ¢ the child,” ag they called ber, for writiog as
she did. # True was a clover creature, and, with
pen or tongue, wonld have her say.” Moreover,
thoy quite approved her having gono to the
Chace, Some idea that Miss Austwicko might
be induced to ask for Gertrude cn permancnce

bad octmred to the young lady’s mamma, who

was far moro Interestod about her three great
comely boys then her tiny daughter, pretty and
clover as she waa. Al the lovo that Mrs, Basil
had ever felt for her fominine offspring hiad been
concentrated on a sister, threo years the junior
of Gertrade, who inherited so completely the
features of the maternal ancestry—was a Dunoon
in complexion, growth, high cheek-bones includ-
ed—thnt, while sho lived, lit4o Truo Lad been
quito cast into the shade. But the mother’s idol
was brol-en, while a3 yet unblemished by the
influcnce ¢ * favouritism. A baby boy, the third
8on, camo soon after to soothe tho mothér;
and ag thig, tho youngest, was now seven years
old, Gertrude had a certain consideration, as the
only danghter of the family, nono but her
mother rolaining auy unpleasant recollections
in connection with the child, It was not likely
Mrs, Basil Austwicke could entirely forget that
tho autumn which first gavo little Qertrude to
her arms had been a time of such danger to her
own health that she had been obliged, by her
physician's advice, to resort to a m.ilder climate.
and had wintered in Madeira, taking her eldest
boy with her, and leaving ber baby, Gertrudo,
in tho chargo ‘of an old and valued Scottish
nurse—a circumstance to which some observers,
and it may bo tho child herself, attributed »
certain kind of indefinite coldness felt, rather
than outwardly shown, between danghter and
mother. Nothing wounld have shocked Gertrude
more than any comment on this coldness—she
shut out the thought from her mind; but tho
very effort that sho made, when at home for the
holidays, to win her mother’s approval, and the
long, entbusiastic letters sho wrote when away
from them, difftred from the sweet, unconscious
trust of undoubting filial Iove,

: On tho same October evening that Mr. Hopo
was pondering tho future with apprehension for
others more than himself, the echoes of Aust-
wicke Chaco were resounding to the measured
tread of a man carrying a pack. Howas a thin,
bronzed, clderly man, with whatis commonly
called a ¢ wizened face.” His scanty, ash-colour-
ed hair, flecked with grey, that blew about
freely, was the only thing thatlooked free about
that countensnce, for his features were al}
pinched together, as if to cconomiso space ; and
tho puckered gkin round his mouth and eyes,
which drew them up to tho smallest compass,
seemed meant {o impose caution in the one case,
and to increase keeuncss in the other; though,
as the small, peerlng eyes were a3 restless ng
they were furtive, and the man had a habit of
passing tho back of his hand across his lips when
ho was speaking, it was not easy to get & view
of these features. The voice, like the man’s skin,
was dry and hard; and from his vrown legg-
ings and rusty fustian garb to the summit of
his wrinkled forehead, tho words that best indi-
cated his look were those by which he was often
called, “ Old Leathery.?

As this personnge camo down the wooded
glade that Ied to the open Chace, he saw before
him two Iadies—the elder sauntering lcisurely,
the younger flitting about among tho heathery
knolls, and, making little runs and clreuits, trip-
ping back again, with head aside like a bird,
The man stepped behind a large tree, put down
his pack, and laying the back of one hand across
bis screwed-up mouth, arched the other over his
sharp eyes, and scanned them unobserved. Ho
lingered a whilo a3 tho ladies, whom our readers
recoguise for Miss Austwicke and little True,
quickened their paco homeward. They walked
so completely along tho setting sunbeams’ track,
that hie could trace their figures darkly flecking
the brightness until they entered the grounds of
the Hall; and then, shouldering bis pack, ho
started off at a quick pace by a short eut, and
went to the bac's 8 itrance round by the stables,
and thence acriss a yard to the door of tho
gervants' hall. *

A believer in the Eastern superstition of the
Evil Eyc, might havo been pardoned for a feel-
ing of fear, if he had seen this ‘man’s stealthy
approach, his wily cot all around, and then
the gatbering up of his puckered visage into an
obsequious cer, as ho soflly lifted tho latch.
What but evil could such a vigltor bring ?

o de continved,



