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structions to cross to Kingston, if he sees causo
to do g0

it Yes, yes. Go on.”

¢ And you must offer a fair reward.”

« flow much?? )

« Well, gir, would you think a couple of hun-
dred to much ?”

« [ will make it n conplo of thousand.”

« Beavo!” cried Greatorex. * For two thou-
rand pounds these detective fellows would find
you the bones of Adam and Eve.”

 Suy you sv? Then it sball be five thousand.
Mr. Keckwitch, I autloriso you to offera reward
of fivo thousand pounds in my name.”

The bead clerk bowed down before Saxon as
if he had beena demi-god, and said that it should
bo dono forthwith,

“ I'll go myxelf with the fellow who takes the
Paris job,” gaid Mr. Greatorex. ] shall enjoy
the excitement of tue thing; and you, Trefalden,
had better go to Liverpool.”

Saxon shook his head.

« No,” ho said, * my Geld shall be London.”

CHAPTER LXXXV. S8AXON TAKES HIS OWN COURSE.

« Maybe there's & woman in the case.”

Those~words caused Saxon to fling himself
heast and soul into the pursuit. They roased all
the will and cnergy tbat were in him. It was
but & random guess of Mr. Keckwitch’s, after
all ; but it did what the loss of twvo millions of
woney had failedto do. + | ‘

Tho more he thought of it, the more probable
—the more terribly probable—it scemed. So
voung, so lovely, so fresh to the world as Helen
Rividre was, what more likely thanthat William
Trefalden should desire to have her for his own ?
What more likely than that she, being so poor
and so fricndless, should accept him? She
would be certain to do so, if ouly for her mother’s
sake. For Saxon did not now believo that Mrs.
Riviéro was dead. As be had once trusted his
cousin with an jinfinite trust, he now rcgarded
his ¢very word and deed with unbounded suspi-
cion. He neither believed that Mrs. Rivicre
was dead, nor that Helen was gono to Florence,
nor that aoy statement that William Trefalden
had ever made to him at any time was other than
deliberately and blackly false.

Granting, howerer, that Mrs. Rividro might
be no more—and it was, after all, sofficiently
likely to be true—rrould not thé lonely gitlcling
to whoever was nearest and kindest to ber at the
time? And then Saxon remembeted how gen-
tlemanly, bow gracions, how persuasive his
cousin could bo ; bow sweet his smile was, how
pleasant and low his voice? )

Poor ‘Helen ! Poor, pretty, trastfol, gentle
Helend What & fato for ber! It made his
heart ache 4nd his blood boil, and brought to
the surfacoall that was tenderest and manliest
in his nature only to think of it,

Within fife minntes after hd had announced
his decision, the threc.men parted at tho door of
William Trefalden’s office.  Each went his sepa-
rate way—Feckwitch o engage tho detectives,
Grestorex to make arcangements for his tempo-
rary gasenco, and Saxon to pursae hisbwn quest
according to his own plan.

Ho went straight <o Brudencli-terrace, Cawm-
berwell, and inquired for Miss Rividre.

The belligerént maid-servant reconnoitred
through a couplo of inches of open doorway
beforo Teplying.

« Miss ‘Rivers don't live bere now,” sho said,
sharply.

Ttig, however, was only what Saxon had ex-
pected to hear, - ' AP

% Can you oblige mec, then,” he daid, « with
her preseat address °

¢ No,- Yesu't? ° ’

% But surely Miss Rimére must bave 1eft an
address when ghe removedicom hiere?

% There was an address 1eft,” replied the ginl ;
“ but it ain't right, 30 it's of no use to any onc.”

s How do yon inow thsat it is not right ¥

Becauseits boen, tried, of course.  But I can't
stand here =il day. N

Anil the gitl inado a8 if she was about 0 shut
the doorin Saxon’s facs ; but, seeing his fingers
ou theic way to his wsisfcoat-pocket,’ releatod.
He placed g sovercign in her baad. - ¢ .

« T want to know all {hat you can.tell me on
this subject,” ho said. .

Shie looked at thd coin and at bim, and shook
her head supic fously.

 What' this for 7" she said.

“For your information. I would not mind
what I gave to any one who could put mo in the
way of finding where those ladics are gone.”

“But T can't tell you what T dow't know”

“That's true, but you may as well tell me all
you do.” -

The git), still looking at him somewhat doubt~
fully, invited bim to step insido the pnssage.

#] can sliow you the card,” she 8aid; “but I
know it's of no use. Thert was a gentleman bere
the other day—hc came from a grest London
shop, and would have put pounds and ponuds of
paioting in Miss Rivers's way—and though he
wrote it ail down exact, ho couldn’t find the
place.” '

And with this sho plunged into the littlecmpty
front parlour, and brought out & card on which
were pencilled, in William Trefalden's own band,
the following words:

Mrs, Rividre,
Braufort Villa, St. John's Wood.

Saxon almost started on secing his cousin's
well-known hand, .
& 1Who wrote this?"” be asked, quickly.
“It wns Mr. Forysth that wrote it, after the

1 ladies wero in the 2ab.

“Mc. Forsyth 7" he repeated.

Aud then tho gir), grown suddenly communi-
cative, weat on to say that Mr. Forsyth was a
rich gentleman who, having known “ Mr, Rivers”
a great many years ago, bad songhtdhe ladies
out, paid enormous prices for Alr. Rivers's pic-
tures, and induced 3rs. and Miss Rivers toretnove
to » pleasanter part of Londen. Even in this
matter he took all the troubleoff their bands, and
they never so much as saw their new lodgings
before he camo to take them there. There never
was such a kind, thoughtful, pleasant gentle-
man, to Le suro! As for tho address, Mrs. Rivers
never thought of it till just at the last moment,
and then Mr. Forsyth wrote it out as be stood in
the passage—ihe ladics being already in the iy,
and ready to drivo off. :

# And that is all you kuow abont it 7% asked
Saxup, still turniog the card over and over.

% Bvery word” -

«] supposo I may keep the card 27

%0l ycs, if you like; but you'll find there’s no
sach place” .

“Did Mrs, Riviére scem to be much worse
before she left hero?”

% No. WWe thought she was better, and so did
Miss Rivers.® :

Saxon turned reluctantly towards the door.

“Tlaok you,” ho said. #Iwish you conld ha:
told me mord.” ' ‘

] sappose you arc a fricnd of the family?”»
said tho girl, inquisitively.

Saxon nodded. :

#You—you can't tell me, I suppose, wheth

T mnen??

“Forsyth1” .

“ Ay—swhether Mr. Forsyth was engaged to
Miss Rividre?” gaid he, with somo hesitation,

Sho screwed her mouth up, and jerked her
head expressively.

“They weren't when theylefthere,” shoreplied;
;‘ but”anybody could sce how it would be beforo

ong. iy

Then, seeing the trouble in the young man's
face, shs added quickly:

# Qa his side, you know.  He worshipped the
ground Miss Rivers walked upon; dut I don’t
belicvo she cared a brass farthing for him»

To which Saxon only replicd by thanking her
again, and then turned despondingly away.

Ho wonld go to 8t, John's Wood ; but he felt
befurchand that it would be useless, It'was to
be expected that William Trefalden wonld give
a falsoaddress. 1t was, of course, a part of his
plan to do so. : :

-1d tho midst of thesoveflections, just sashohad
reached the farther cod of the terrace, the girl
came running sfter him.

-4 Sir, 5ir,7 . sho said, broathlessly, # I'vé jupt
thought of Dostor-Fisher. He was Mrs. Rivers’s

doctor, and helll bo suro to know where they
went? e 4

% God bless you for that thonght, :my girl1”
said Saxon. # Whero does he live?” .

. #1 don't know; but its somowhers about
Camberwell.  You'll bo sure to find him.? -

“ Yés, yos—casily.” And again Saxon dipped
his fingers into bis waistcoat-pocket. DBut the
girl shouk her head.

s Lord love youl” said she, I don't want
any more of your money—youw'soe given me to~
much already I” '

And with this she laughed, and.run asway.

Saxon .jumped back ittd his cab, and desired
o l;c driven to the first chemist's shop on 4hw
road: Co- . . T

“For tho chemists,” muttered he to himself us
he ratiled along, “ure sure to know all about
the doctors.”

CUAPTER LXXXVI. DOCTOR FISTLR.

Doctor Fisher dwelt in a big, stucco-fronted,
many-windowed house, with gates and a portien
—a strictly professional:looking bouse that stoud
back from the rdad, as if with » sutky sense of
its own superiority to the humbler dwellings
round about—a house before ‘whose grim portals
no organ-boy would presume to linger, and no
Punch to sct up his temporary stage. A’solemui-
looking scrvant in a £ad-coloured livery opened
the door, and ushered Saxon to the physician’s
preseace. . . Co ’

Dr. Fisher was & massive man, with an im-
portant manner, and a deep rolling voice like the
pedal pipes of an o_r%m. . He received bis visitor
courtcously, begged bim {0 be seated, and rephed
clearly and readily to all Saxon’s inquirics. 3rs.
Riviére was indeed dead. She died about a fort-
night before, and was baried in Norwood cewne-
tery. TheRiviéres had removed from Camberwell
about two, or it might be nearly three, months
previous to this catastrophe, , During the. first
six or cight wecks of her sojourn.at Sydeaharn,
Mrs. Riviare had gained strength, and was go far
improved as to bo on the point of undertaking n
voyage to Madeim, when she unfortunately took
that cold which resulted in her death. De. Flisher
did not attend Mrs, Risiére’sfuneral. Hebelieved
that Miss Riviéro'add Mr. Forsyth wero the only
mourners. Ho had never bad the pleasurc of
meeting Mr. Forsyth, but he had heard both Mrs.
and Miss Riviéro mako frequent rofercaca to,hiw,
as a friend to whom they werc bound by many
tics of gratitude and regard. Misd Ripiére, ho
believed, was well. Ho had called upon herin
the morning of tho day followidg that on ¥hich
her mother was buried; but not sincé. Her pre-
sent address was Beulah Villa, Sydenbam. Ho
regretted that be had no fiirther inforfaation to
offer; protested that ho was eatirely at bia visi-
tor’s service; and wished him a gracious “good
morning? ", L -

Ushered out agaiu.by the solemn lacquey,
Saxon pushed on at once to Sydenbam.

Beulah Villa proved to be onc of a serics of
semi-detached houses in & gaiet side-road over-
looking somo fields, about half ‘s mile from the
Crystal Palace, His cab had nosoonerpolledup,
however, before the gate, than an ominops card
in the dining-room window prgpared him, fora
fresh disappointment. . |, .

Miss Rivicre had Jeft nestly a, wock ago.

“Sho weat away, sir, the sccond day after ker
poor ma's funcral? éxplained the good woman of
tho house, & cheery, kindly, good-humoured-look-
ing body, with floury bands snd a-white apron.
#Sho couldn't-abidw the place, pretty deas, aftes
what bad bappened.” .

“If you wilt ba 80 kind as to oblige me with
Miss Rivicre's present addross e—

«Weli, sir, I'm sor7y to say that is just what
I cannot do” interrupted tho landlady, ¢ Miss
Riviéro didn’t know it herself<wnot to e’ certain
sbout it P R

“ But surcly something musthave been gaid—
something by which one’ could form séme idex,”
said Saxon. “Do you thing.-sho .was going
abroad P e s e

'd“ g)h dear no, sir.  Sho was going 1o the sca.
side. o §
% You aro gure of that7* ™
% Yes, sit—positive®  °
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