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*Tao truce.”

* Your religion enjoins you to give alms; but how
1re you fo do this without mouncy?"’

“ Ouomay du goud warks without money,” sald
Saxon,

“Inaovery limited degice. Not oneetenth part as
ugany a3 it you had plenty of it. Did you never look
as thut side of fhe question, Sason?  Did you never
wizlt to be such for tho sabe of others?”

“Lam nut sure, but I do not think 1 ever did. I
was %o impressed with the Lelief that money was the
1ot of ull evil—r0r

s Paliaw? Things are good or @il, according to tho
uso wo take of them. A huito is but s knife, whether
in tho hand ¢f 2 surgeon or an aesassing yet the result
i comsidderably diflerent.  You must divest your mind
of theso fullzcies, Saxon. They are unworthy of you.'”

Saxon put his haud to kis brow uneasily.

* What you say sounds like the truth,” said ho;
* and yet—aud yet it is at variance with the precepts
upon which 1 have relicd all my life.”

* Veory posabily,** repited Mr, TrefuiZen, * Precepts,
however, are 0ad things to depend upon. They are
made of Todia-rubber, and will stretch to cover any
proposititn. Lot ur suppo:e, now, that you wero a
rich man——"*

*+ How absard I said Saaon, forcing agmile, ¢ What
{3 tho uso of it ?"*

“ We will see what snight have beon the use of it.
In tho first place, you would have had good instsuc.
tion, and hitve become an accomnplished musician. You
would havo enrichied yonder littlo church with a fino
organ, und perhaps have rebuilt tho church into tho
bargain.  You wonld have furaishied the poorsufferers
of Embs with a staff of doctors and nurses, and havo
eaved, perliaps, some scores of human lives. You
would have been able to surround your unclo with
comforts in his okl age. You could have gratificd
your desire of visiting Llome, Athens, and Jerusalem.
You could have lincd tho old chitcau from top to
bottom with Greek and Latin pocts, and have founded
a muscum of Etruscan antiquitics for your uncle's
perpetual delight.  Finally—""

e paused,  Saxon looked up.

¢ Well, consin,” said hie; * finally what?”

* Finally, rich men do not wear grey blouses and
Ieatier gaiters. I you had hadacoat like mino on
your back this morning, Saxon, Mademoiscile Colonna
would not have taken you for & common peasant, and
Signor Colouna would not have offered you money.”

Saxon sprang to his feet with an impaticnt gesture.

* Enough of would be, and might be!” exclaimed
he. ¢ Of what use are theso specolations? 1amuet
ricl, and T never shall be rich: so it is idle to think of
it

o At all cventy,” persisted Mr. Trefalden, “you
admit the desirablencess of wealth?””

«1-7 am not surc. I caunot relinquish an old
belief so Lastily.””

“ Not cven In favour of the truth?””

71 do not yct know that it is the truth, My mind
necds further evidence.”

«Of what, my son?" said a gentlo voice close
bekind Lisn.

W was thc pastor. These was a field.path across
thore very wcadows between Rotzberg and Reickienau,
and the pinctrunk where tho cousins had stzyed to
rest lay within a dozen yards of its course.

Kaxon uttered a Joyous exclamation.

*Thisls fortanate!” cricd he. “ You comeat the
right momeat, father, to judze our argument.”

* We wero talking of richics,” said Mr, Trefalden,
ristng, and grasping the old man's outstretched Land.
“ 3y voung kinsman hero preaches the languago of
an Arcadian, and declaims against tho precious metals
like asccon:d Timon. J, on the otherhiand, have been
tizing to convinee him that gold has a very bright
side, indeed, and may Le mado fo perform 2 good
many witc oflices.  What say you?"

The pactor looked distressed.

*Tlio question is 2 broad one,” said hic, **and there
n much truth on both ddesof it.  But we cannot dis
eussit now. I want to alk to you, cousin William.
thave bastened down fron. Rotzberg, feariug all the
time Yest 1 shiould miss you, Were you not going to
Glur?”

*We were going, andarcgoing, by-and by,’ replied
r. Trefalden.

* Can you £para mo half an hour ixioro you start?”

*Tho wholo day, If you please.””

* XNay, an hoar will Lo more than coough.  Saxon,
that wiich X have to say to our cousin is not for thy

cais.  Go up, my von, to Tuming, and inquire about
that Indiun corn-gced that fartner Retzechel promised
us last week,”

Saxon lvoked surprised; but prepured to bo gono
withouta word,

s Shall I come back hero afterwards?”* ho arked.

“No. It would be better to annit thy cowdn at the
Adler,”

Saxon coloured, and hesitated.

“ Cou'd I not wait ut the chapel?* raid he.

‘* Ay, at tho chapel, if thou wilt.”

So the young man waved a cheery farewell, and
started ot once upon his uncle’s crrand.  Looking
Lack prexently, at the turn of the path, o saw them
sitting on tho pinc-trenk, #ido by side, alrcady In
carnest conversation, Mo gaw Mr. Trefalden shako
hishead.,  Ho fancied there was some Lind of trouble
in (e ofd man’s attitude.  What could his unclo have
to say to ono whom, kinsman though ho wag, ho had
never seen till tho previous evening?  Why this
mystery about their conversation? It was very strange.
Saxon could not help feeling that he must bo himeclf
concerned, somehow or another, in the matter; and
this surmise added vaguely to bis.uncasiness,

CIAPTER XI. Ul AT TIL CRURCI.

‘Three hours later, Saxon was sitting alono Lefure
thic organ in tho little chapel on the kill.  One hand
supported his hicad, the otlicr rested listlessly upon the
heys. A tattered mass of Pulestrina’s lay open upon
the music-desk, Lut Saxon's eyes were turned towards
the Quor, and his thoughts were far away. Ho had
been playing, half an hour or ap hour ago, and had
fallen since then into a loug and anxious train of
thought. e had even forgottten tho littlo fair-hiaired
urchiin who acted for himas blower,and who had fal)-
cn fast asleep in the sunshine that stivamed throngh
the south window at the back of the organ.

It was a plain, whitewashed brown-raftered little
church, with a row of deal benehies on each sido of tho
aisle, aud a pulpit to mateh. On a long board sus-
pended from thio roofjust above the altar was painted,
in gaudy chiaracters of gold ana scarlet, & German
couplet, signifying * Where God is, thero is liberty.”
Thoe organ was of old dark oak, with cbony keys; and
on the top stoo a batiered angel with a2 broken trum-
pet. It wwas a place of primitive simplicity, and no
kind of architectural beauty. The beauty lay all with.
out, among the Alps and pine forests that showed liece
and there through open doors and windows,

It was more than au hour past mid-day when Saxon
Trefaldensat thus tefore tho organ, andhis cousin had
not yct como to claim his company. 1Ilis thoughts
wero busy, and his soul was disquicted within him.
Tho uncasiness that hio iad felt ont lcaving those two
to their solitary confcrenco had now increased ten-
fold. Why was ho cxcluded from it? Aund why
should liis uncle, whio had never, as ko believed, hid-
den a thought from him before, keep o sceret from
him now?

Then, what of this unknown kiusman, William Tre-
falden of London? Did Saxon really like him? The
qucstion was 2 difficult one. e scarcely knew how
to answer it, even 1o himself. He thouglit ho liked
his cousin. Nay, hio {clt suro—almost sure—that ho
liked kim. Not, perhiape, quite £0 well to-day as yos-
terday. \Was it that an indefinile sense of mistrust
mingled with tho liking? No, that was impossible.
11is goncrous nature revolted at the thought, Wasit
that William Trefalden’s opinjons were 50 new to him,
and went 20 far {o unsettlo his own preconccived no-
tions of good and ¢vil? Or was it that Lo was hitnself
somewhat out of humour with tho world this morning
—somewhat Jess contented than of old? Tho organ,
to Lo surce, had sounded more wheery and thin than
ever to-day, and his own playing had scemed clamsier
thanusual. Dcsides, that matler of tho twenly franes
was hard o forget. Well, well, hie certaloly liked his
cousin; and as for poverly, why hie must put ap with
it, and make tho Lest of it, as hils fatlicr and unclo had
dono beforo him. Then with regard o Olimpia Co-
lonna——1"shaw?! wero sbo fair a9 Helen, and patri-
oti¢c as Camilla, it would make no difftrenco to him.
Saxon flattered himself that ho was invalnerable,

At tuis point of his meditations, a shadow fell npon
tho threshold, and was followed by tlho substanee of
Willlam Trefalden.

I am asharacd, Saxon,” sald he, “ tokave kept you
waiting for mo so long. Your unclois gone home, and
1 supposc it istoo lato to think of Chur to-day. Is this
tho organ?”’

Saxon bent hishecad affirmatively.

50! a lumbering old bux of pipes, only fit for firu.
wood! What say you? will you present the parisa
with & now ono?”

“I hopo tho parish will not hava to wait tit I do
50, replicd Saxon, with a faint swsile.

“But 1 amaserions. Will you order one from Ge-
neva, or hava it brought all tho way from I’aris?”

« Cousin Willlam, what do you mcan?” faltered
Saxon, hig heart beginning to beat fister, ho know
1ot why.

Me. Prefalden 12id kis two hands on the young man’s
shoulders, and looking himsteadily in tho face, replicd :

“This is what I mean, Saxen. In threo or four
weeks?® timo you will bo a rich man—a very rich man
—ten times richer than Count )*lanta, orany nobleman *
here.””

* Je—rich~richcr than—1 do not undorstand you?'
said Saxon, brokeul,.

3t is tho absolute truth.”

* But my unclo ==

“1lo knowsit. 1lle has huown it since before you
wero born Ue has desired me to tell you all tho
story of your inlicritauce.”

Saxon put his haud to his forchead, and turncd his
face away.

*“Not just yet—not here,” ho said, in an agitated
voice. * I—Iam sotaken by surpriso~alinost territied.
1¥ill you leave mo for a few minutes? I will come out
to you presently in 1he churchyard.”

« Oh, certainly,” repliet Mr. Trefulden, amld turned
towards the door. Saxon sprang after him, and grasp.
cd him by the arm,

“ One moment,” exclitimed he, pointing to a little
stone tablet lot into the church wall about hulf way
Vetween tho organ and the porch.  * Did Ze know,
too?”

Tho tablet bore the name of Saxun Trefalden and
dato of his death.

“ Your fathcr and your unclo both kuew it," replicd
Mr. Trefalden, gravely.  *This fortune would have
been his now, instead of yours, if hie iad lived to claim
iLlI

Saxon turncd away with a ddeep sob, and his cousin
went out into tho sunshine,

Left alone in tholittlo silent church, the young than
covered his faco with his haudy, and burst into tears.

+God help ot wurmured he. * What<hall 1 do?
1 am 80 young, €0 ignorant, €0 unfit to bear this bur-
den. God help mic, and guide me to uze these richies
rightly!”

And thicn Jio knr it down beside tho little organ, and
prayed.

CHAYTER X1, ON TIE TERRACE AT CASTLETOWERS,

A broad gravelled terraco lying due cast and west,
with vases of massive terra-cotta full of glossy evers
greens placed at regular intervals along tho verge of
tho broad parapet. A amighty old Elizabethan man-
sion of warm red brick, standing back in a deep anglo
of shade, with all its tog t gables, carved tel
cons, and gilded vanes glittering to tho morming aun.
A foreground of undulating park traversed by a voisy
rivulet, and rich in old gnarled caks planted at the
timo of tho Restoration. A distance of Liuc hillear.
purplo common, relicved here and thero by stretches
of fir plantation jutting out into the hazy hcath-land,
like wooded promontorics cioping to thosea. Onithe
terrace, a peacock with all s gorzeous plumage dis-
played; alady feeding him from her own white band;
and two gentlemen standing by. The time the second
day of April, lnlmy, sunny, redelent of e violet and
tho thorn. The county, Surrcy. Tho place, Castle-
towers.

« How you flatter that bird, Mademoiselie Colonual™
£ald onc of the gentlemen s 2 {all, soldierly man, with
deep mbresscar across bis Ieft temple, and some few
grey hairs silvering his thick moustachio aud beard.
«¢ I{is disposition wasalways a perfect balanco between
vanity and il nature, but since your advent, the brute
hias becomo morc insaflesablo than ever. Take came!
1 nover sco your hand o near his beak without a shiud.
der

“Fear nothing ou my account, Major Vaughan,”
replied tholady; “and pray do not Le urjast to Sar
danspalus. 1o Is quite an altered bird; and as gentle
as n dove—with me.”

*You do well to add that clause, my dear Jady, for
wo oIl can bearwitness to the way in which his ma-
Jasty *takes it out’ I viciousness when yon aronot by.
o fiew at Goloaro not an Liour ago, down by the five
osks yonder; and I balieve, 3If I hiad not chianced to Lo
witlin hail, and if tho smare were not {bo most sclf
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