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at he heard her not. Hia eye was fixed

.jion liis BOk., ni Carlyndcn led him |^<iy,

tittered and blecdin;^. ^or some ttrile he
controlled his emotion—at length a biirsl of
agonized leeling convuleed Iris iron frame, and
he exclaimed

—

"Tjte boy I adoted—who 1 vainly thought
possessed all the courage and honor ot his

ancestors !—the first of all my line who ever
disgraced their fathers' fame by treason such
as this I—The image of his sainted mother,
loo!—and must he die ?— so younj— so beau-
tiful ?— Heaven help me ! my brain is reeling !

How shall 1 sustain myselfunder this dreadful
blow ? And I had yearned to meet him again
—and 1 have met him—met him to see him die
by the hangman and the gibbet !—My God !

My son—my son !" and the stern old veteran,
no longer able to control his nature, hid his
face in his hands and groaned aloud. But it

was too late ; Cdrlynden had huiried him off

as Frances Mason fell to the sward, as pale
and motionless as if the angel of Death had
stricken her down forever.

Meanwhile ?• singular conversatior was
being held by two other characters engaged in

this scene—Ruggles and the half distracted
father of Frances.

The former, who had stood gazing on as Sir
Edward made the discovery which identified

tlie culprit as his son. closely scrutinized the

face of the hitter, and exclaitced, half aloud :

" Something wrong in all this ! that is net
Jordan, and it would be useless for me to make
Mason acquainted with the knowledge 1

possess until 1 can produce the real party in

person. I see how it will be," he thought, as

he heard Garlynden mutter th09« omii 3U3
word .. which 4»pajdictpd doath to >jang Sars-

field—" 1 see ftow it will be ; I shall have the

coast clear, and no one to interfere with my
plans. Both these fellows, young Sarsfield

and Carlynden, are evidently my rivals—and,

ifthey live, both have a thousand fol^ better

chance of success than 1 have. But the officer

will have this fellow they mistake for Jordan
put out of the way, I see that, and thus I shall

be rid ofhim : then I will accuse Carlynden of
his murder, and bring forward his servant to

prove the charge, and BO get him out of the

way. It is a daring project, though—but I

cannot fail ; his life, character, fortune arc in

my hands, and he dare not rofiise. I know
his crime, and he is aware ot it, and the hand
of Frances Mason mutt be mine as the reward
of my silence. Hitherto I've not brought
matters to a cloge because 1 never could lay

my hands on Jordan ; but now I think I can
give a good guess as to his whereabouts. It ii

as plain as noon day that Sir l^dward was
right when he suggested that it must have
been the strange vessel which bore down that

rescued her. J begin to sec through the
whole of it -this young fellow has captured
Jordan, and then through some romantic
whim has played his p»rt and enacted the
pirate for Miss Mason's special benefit, and
now, owing to his wound, he cannot e^p){iin

matters away It is devilish lucky Sir I.

ward has got (he notion into his head ti.

this young fellow is the real Jordan, otherwise
he would librrnte him, and thus leave him
Etill at liberty to jrosfcute his love suit. In
nil likelihood, then, Jordan is a prisoner in the
vessel this fellow commands, and should Ma-
son refuse, I can have terrible revenge by
revealini? everything to his son— so in either
case 1 shall b>) gainer—for if he refuses m6
his daughter with a large dowry, I will place
the son in possession of his fortune and claim
half the spoils as my reward."

'1 li'us soliloquizing, he advanced to where
the old merchant stood wrapt in moody medi-
tations, and gazing apathetically upon his

daughter's inanimate form.
•' Mr. Mason," said Ruggles, in a low tone,

" do you remember that night "

" Villain !" hissed the old man, trembling
like an aspen, " dare you allude to that again !

Have I notpinctiased your silence with nearly
half ni)' wealth ?"

" It is not enough for so terrible a secret,"

nnswerec' Kuorgles moodily—" nor do you yet

know the full e.xtent of my knowledge.''
*» Not enough !" groaned Mason, " and

whal more would you ha'e.'"
»* Your daughter's hnnd "

" My daughter's Li' " ?it yelled the

old man, growing pale witii passion, fear and
doubt

—

you !—vou !" he gosped, curling his

thin lip, " are you mad .'' Oun^hill serf! dare

you aspiro to such a price .'"'

" ' Dare 1 aspire ?' that is not the question,

it is—dare you refuse ?"

" Yes, dog ! -betray me if you will—do
your worst, yo„ .nust suffer with me, and we
will both die by the hangman ere Frances
Mason becomes ihe wife ofsuch an you."

^^ S he is like, as things go, to become the

wife of a most respectable personage— to wit,

the pirate yonder. Should that fellow escape

I would like '^ery much to see how you could
|

prevent her ^rom flying to his arms.
" Demon, it is useless to tempt mir^ -

1

not purchase my safety by sacr'-itMr

child. No ! the deed is done—hi .

accomplice, you dare not, for yoi r /

denounce me,"
' But the boy lives," said Haggles, sic..'!

watching the effects of his words. The old

man started— cl(»"'--"i his hands, and stood as

if struck speechlew. .vith astonishment.
" Liar !'" he cried, at length—" how know

you this .''"

' I have watched him step by step, cveri

since that night. 1 did not carry your orders]

into effect, but restored him to his mother-

who supported him in the most >- "^le manner|
till with.n a year since, 1 cau /<:oduce himij

now, ano' by imparting to him a i':M ,?le<?g<5 of

his birth and your unnatural crime, Hiiu youU
forever !"

"*Ha ! I fear you not now," cried Mason,
i^nrll; .ocovering himself— " since b« livei

what have 1 to '^i at from your developments

'True, hiR ckimc might involve me in n Ul
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