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peraely, and  then blew  his nose -
audibly

Grace looked up with a flush that wateh. Tom, s sharply,” he said, wearily; « /il

| .
: promiced to procure some omployment.
* Yon sheuldn't have sent him away,

Not for uno instant did the thought
loccur to him that something might have
happened to the shap, for the very mag.

180 he buys and sclls in Sir Robert's
pame.’
“ Indecd,” said Bertie, with a slight

ed and outdid s, and. laymz hee hand o down to Pileher, in the ity and ok |appearance of interest.
on his arm eagerly, said exaitedly, im- him to make room fur the lad.  Driver  © Yes,” said Mr. Pilcher, <7 dont

vitude of such good fortune prevented
him from thinkieyg of it, and ho sut down
for two or three weeks, consumed with

pleringly.--

Do yeu think 1've done him sy
good, tahing eure of him ? I keow you
will suy s, but da you think <o 2

there after you hnso been to Mr. |quite underatzod the arrangewents, but

Wilson's !
* Very good, yer honor: bu* won'tit |
be too much for you, us one muy say 71

“ You've saved his lite, my dear young | Lemewber, it*s the first dhay yer honor !

lady,” suid the surzeon, curtly
who heseechas goue the pace, as we call it
fike Captain Lennax, finds (ta hard uat-
ter to pull through such u tever, as, rest

© A wan  has been out!” I

* ANl right, Tom, my pgood fellow,”
(said Bertie, languidly, * we won’ gverdo
fit. Confound it, [ can’t bo ton weak to

"ho certainly has the commuad of a wler-
ably largze sum of Sir Roberi’s money.

e has bought and shippe? zevera)
theusand pounds’ worth of goods to a
forcign market, and,” here Mr. Pilcher
lowered lus voice, und bent forward con-

inpatience, aud not knowing what to do
next.

In the sudden turn affairs had taken,
he was so sbsorbed that he nozlected the
web bz was weaving round the fortuues
of Sir Robezt, uud, cousequently, was

fideutinlly,  Ae hasn’ eneured them.' (DL aware of the suddey turn in the
Bertie savk into the chair uwain. {4ffairs of the Wheal Bang Mining shares

assured, behae now pulled through Yen, | drive down into the e.ty: busides, the Tagether with the old dislike which had | Which Wr. Pilouier, by the judicious use

you have saved his Iite

[poor devid is anxions alont hisboy. '

'sprung up atresh at the mention of the [of 8 large sum of money, had brought

*Then T deserve a fittle reward 2 shej When the carriage drew up at the door g name, tiere came a by fecling of | #bout ; and, believing that all way going

eaid, cagerly.

of the house which the Wilsons had taken,

I distrust, and lus mind was filled with o | W ll—or, rather, budly—bhe gave him-

The deetor nodded. with a puazled | Bertie saw, with a sudden twinge of pain, | thousand forcbodings, though for whom i#¢lf for the time to the feverish watehing

look.

“ X will take it,” she said. ¢ Promise | wte after, Tom catne to the carriage door

me, doctor, that you will never tell hun
or any une that [ have ever been in this
vonar, and T Sherll be more than repaid
for any ittle touble— *

Here <he brake off, andd turned aside,

Trouble! Had it not been the sweet-
est joy her young life had known ?

“The doctor promised, of courte, and
ecjoininz Tow to cuetully wuard the
secret, Grace watched the thin face as
long us she dared, and then stole home.
So that shen Captuin Len~ox awoke, he
found his fuithtul servant, Yo, by the
bedside, aud when, further on, he became
sufficicntly in possession of by senes to
discover that he had been lying there three
wocks, be presscd Tow's haud, #ud, in
accents that trembled, tor the first time
to his life, stammered out his gratitude
to his supposed wurse, thereby putting
Tom to 50 much misery and impaticnce,
that he felt jaclived to cry, and would
bave given three years' salary to be able
to tell the fucts of the case.

A week afterwards, us ‘fom was dress-
iog him for his Grvt ride since his illness,
he said, ae calmiy as possibie—

“Ints of people called, I suppose,
Tow? Give me the vinegar,”

4 Yea, «ir, lots ; most of the sergeants,
and all the captains. I was obliged to
¢ell Captuin Derry as the doctor had or-
dered no cuc to sce yer, and that it was
torturing to death tocall so often, as you
may sy, sor, lord save us, and he was
hare three times a-duy askin’ for ye, aud
ence or twice swore at me hard and fast,
Bocos { wouldn’t let hiw iu, the blaggu:d
—1 beg yer pardon, crptain.”

¢t Poor Derry,' muttered Bertie. * You
seot word that | was better.’

«Sure and 1 did, sir. and michtily
delighied he was to hear it, for he gave
the bhny half a sovereign. ™

* Auy ore else, Tom ?” said Bertie,
flushing slightly.

“ W—-ell,”" hesitated Tom. * there was
the squire, and madam, and of courss,
Miss Grace, Guod bless her heart—shure!
They come every day, =or, to ask afther
you, and muightier sorried they were

-¢ Miss Grace came, did you say, Tom !

repoated Bertie, *is she louking well 2

* Well, not so hale and hearty as she
mizht, God bless her” replied Tom.
¢ Shure and there's more of the lily than
tho rase about her, but she'll pick up, sor,
sho'll pick up.’

Bertie looked troubled.

* When the brougiam comes round,
drive to thesguire's firat, Tom, will you 2™
he said, then falling back languildy, he
asked 1f there were any others.

** Another buskel, if yo plase, but uo
ono of any particularconsequence. There
was the man who worrited your honor's
loife out of its moind, to get a place in

tha aty for hin bhoy. He called every

day, and said 1t was 3 matier of loife and
death,” he repeated. ¢ He didn't care a
bramy image for your honor's liife and
death. But J ¢hink I’ve packed him off,
shure, for good.,

It was some mag, pretty well down in
tho worid, for whose son Bertic had

that the blinds were closed, and, x wio-
to ray that the family had retuened to
| Ireland only two days before.

| Bectic merely bted Ins eyebrows, but
Ithe pang of pun was as intense us the
ntan suffers who starts and winees.

* Irewnd ' he said, quictly; *drive,
then, to the city, Tom.’

Bertie leaned back with that pung
of disappointinent which every mau feels
whrn he cxpects to see the wouun he
toves, snd tnds her not; and the bitter
reflection —¢ If it had been poor Rod who
hal been scedy, she would have died
rather bou start for Ireland withoat
seeing him. Somebody says ther’s n divinity
that - shudes our ends. rough hew them
us we will.' Confound it! [ nust be
rouzh hewing mine to some extent, or'
the shaping can’t be going on very satus.
fuctorily.”

Aud he felt very wiserable and weak i
as the carriuge rolled on,
How was he to know that the waman he
was thinking of was feeling just as mis |
erable, becan e she had not dared ‘o see!
him,les her tell-tale face should proclain |
the love that had grown into a passion !
duriey the days she had sat watching his !
face?

“ Mr. Pilcher’s. sir,” said Tom, a

S
the carriage stopped, and Bertie, alight-

“ Good worning, ir,” said dMr. Pil.
cher, coming torward, as usual, with his |
bauds passing over one another showly.

*“Good morning, Mr. Pilcher,” aaid ;
Bertie, dropping into a chair languidly ; |
and, without percration, he commenced i

and for what he onuld nat say, rand  witing for news of  the man that

« Hasn't ensured them’ he said; istood between him and sixty thousand
“that i a very rirky thing, i3 it not ?” a year. ]

“AWell, it is, very," said Mr. Pileher. | (e worning, as he sat at breakfast

« And he is trading with Sir Robert |10 bis silent chambers, with his eyes tixed

i Valor's uoney, you say ¥ aaid Bertie. |“W“ the fire and his thoughts !Ju-y with

Mr. Puloher confined himsolt to nodding | s plots and schemes, his eye full upon a

his head and elevating his eyebrows, il“lc of old papers, and half i hupes that
L Phere w.s 2 minute’s silence. { be aight for a time distract his thuughts,
Bertie folt assure as thathe was Fillingihc threw them on the table amd com-
there, that something was wrong, and Ins | menved turning them over, resding alise
old stoical, cui bono creed was fishting jhere and a line there.
against the impulse to see farther into]  As he did so, his eye caught, in oue of
the matter. ¢ What the deuce,’ he asked fdwm. a kst of lost vessels, aud with the
himself, * has this tu do with we? I Sir ;jeaf rnised in his hand to turn over, ho
‘Roosert chooses to play fool to Arthur |read, heading the dread catzlogue, the
Thussington s knave, why should I wter- | name ** Aunie,”

Sere?* But his trus, pood-satured heart |
'got the better of his fulse philosophy, s
usaal, and, Jeoking up, he snd -

"¢ Let ug go into your private room for
a few minutes.”

¢ Certainly,” said Mr. Pileher, and he|
Poor man? 'led the way into his sanctuw sanctorua. | August, 18—, wrecked, apd all hands

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

TOO GREAT A JOY.
*“This sudden geod doth tmove mo more
Than helf n hundred too fumiliar alls."
Arthur Thussivgton’s spy lost 0o tim€
in communicating with his moster; so
that almost before tae village of Kdee-

iz, cutered the office. “combe had recovered from the shock of

the news of Sir Harry Hdgecombe's
death, Arthur Thussiugton was dashing

jdown by express.

At the Hall, however, Ida, who was
staying with her aunt, Lady Mary, re- |
fused o see him, and Startel, the steward. |

bis errand by asking the shippivg agent insulted him by declining, most ecm- !
to make room for th- lad he wasinterest- | phatically, to pive up the keys, which Sir!
¢d in. He had known Mr. Pilcher for Robert had asked Arthur Thussington |

His heart gave a sudden leup, end his
eyes closed. He dared not hope. 'Fhere
were hundreds of “ Annies;” this could
not— could not—be the right oue.

i He looked again.
‘¢ ¢ Aunie,” bound for Meclbourne,

lost.”

With & cry of suffocation he leaped

from his chair, to fall, face dowa-
wards, upon the paper.
Oue hour—1wo hours passed before
lhe moved ; then, when he did =o, his
lfucczl was hueless and set, and his lips
i

The sudden shock had nearly killed
bim.

1l went to tho cupboard, nud, with
trembling hanods, poured out some
brandy into u tumbler, spilliog it over
ythe floor.

He felt stunned avd bewildercd.

He dared not cveu yet attempt to
grasp the stupendous fact that he was
Lord of Edgecombe! Lord of Edge-

some yeary, and had employed him in

vorious business matters ; indecd, besides

his solicitor, he was the only
business he konew sufficiently
favor of.

., Well, we are rather full in the offiec
now.” said Mr. Pilcher: ¢ but still { will
make room for him.’

i ¢ Thauks,” said Bertie,

ikind.'

+Oh, don’t mention it, sar,"’ aaid Me.

“Pilcher, “ 1 am ondy glad to be aof any

service to you, heve you been ill, you

are looking so extremely uawell.’

*“Yes," said Bertie, ¢ I have been oa
my back a httle while, but have pulled
round now.’

* May 1 sugzest a run in the count
said e, Pilcher.

“1 have not long returncd from
Hampshire.”

 Hampshire 2 said Mr. Pilcher.
tOh, ses, 1 remember, [ beard you were
staying at Sir Robert Valor's.’

“ Did you ?"" saia Bertie, carclessly
*Whom from? not caring a bit, and
wishing himself back in the carriage.

* Mr. Arthur Thussington,” sad Mr.
Pilcher.

* Oh, dv. you do busincss with hamn ?”
said B rtie

“ Weli, yey and 0o, was the reply.
*He was transacting business for his
uocle, Sir Robert Valor, atleast I suppose

toasl a

‘you sre very

y

rth combe? Sir Arthur Thugsington ! Sir
to bring over to the Vale. 'Arthur Thussingron! Tke words rang
+ Maddened by the steward's insult and |in his cars, beat at the doors of his

man “r:IJa Valor's cold refusal to see him, 'licart, and swam before his eyes in

P Arthur Thussington returned to the . blood red capitals! Standing before the
"Vale, and mastering his passion as best !fire, he saw them glittering amongst the
“he couid, told Sir Robert whai had'red coals; garing vacamly a1 the
'passed at the Hall, and hinting that 'shadowed patt of the room, he saw
I'Startel had been playing the scoundrel !them starting from the dimness. In
!wiah‘ the estate, hurried back to town to , the fading of the cinders, i the sough
smeditate upon fresh placs not, however, of the wind, in the chirping of the
, before be had payed a visit to the post- London sparrows on the window-sil,
,master and re-bribed him to intercept he heard ihe refrain that was gradually
,any letters that might arrive, and admon |« nding  bhim mad  with Juy—that
+ishiog his Ispy n lflm h“l”:'gcm“; fr(;»h uumbed him with its intensity.
wigtance.  linwedietely he got London i S der . -
llu.f;.\ct about tracing the fogzsttps of the! . Lord of ,}‘d"zco(;:;b“,!. b;r. Ar;hur
Ilost heir, and filed with a apinit of un- - ”‘"5""3‘0“;‘ ff" lc‘il) s ¢;<,:c
lrc~t, that at one moment tormented hup ' blatehed. A Aear had stricken 12
.heart cold. The newspaper was old;
rthe ship might have beeo found ! Rod-

with tho hope that Roderick was dead,
ick Edgccombe maght still be living.

and at another maddened him by 2 faucy
wcture of the lost wan turning up and ; ¢3¢

e R up ‘ He scized lus bat and dashed dowa
the stairs,

snatching the title and estats which he
alinost fancicd he bad got 1romw his graep, ! e ) I
he hunted night and day for some clue| Diive to Lloyds’, for your life!
he said, hoarsely, Jumping into a cab,
o1 that was passiug at the momert, and

to the wanderer.

At last ho found one. Amnongst th . 8
shippiog list at Lloyds’ he found Rod- tthon croushed dow= e the back, with
erick Edgecombe’s” name entered s i hiv vauls at tus teeth, and his cyes fixed
passenger in the brig “ Annic,” bound {hke whips upon the glandered boree.
for Mclbourne, Arrivud at Lioyds', his old calmucss

Jnstantly he inserted an advertisoment | somewhat returned, sod with a less
in a small ‘Melbourne paper, through the lhesty step he stole, still awittly, bat
agent in Londoo, and telegraphed down |uoisclewly, up the hail, and wetting
to the Valo the news of his discovery. his lips with feverish tougue, bein




