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E Then old childish, superstitious beliefs rose to
B3 touble him with supernatural fears, It was
B o ful enough to contemplate hisbody buried at
B adnight, ut the meetieg of four cross roads,
B with 1 stuke driven through it.  But what was
f{bat to the further iden that his ghost wonld
i ver have to haant the place, unable to regain
W he <hadow of its eatthly tcuement; unable,
N derelore, to appear Lefore the great Redeomer of
B ihe world, nmong hosts of other wmiserable and
l wicned spitits, coming to ask for mercy ! Such
B was the sort of story Paul remembered to have
B ecn once told by his dear mother about smme

R .aiade . and while he Inughed at the fancy, in
§ he nten~e Litterness of his spicit, it not the less

rended to paralyse his action.

Ledetched a Bible from bis trunk, and legan,
with 2 steange and peculine eagerness, to handle
it. He did not at first opeu it, but held it back
dowunard, its leaves upwards, pressed close by
tag hauds on each side, while he gazed intemtly
on the hullow gilt half-circle they thus present-
ol a3 1t e expected something to issue from
wen,

I must nund,” he murmured to himself; *“ not
w It the shghtest inclination of my fingers
determmue ut what part it shall open, beginning,

wddle, ur end ; and when open, my cye must
tllw colentally, and rest unmoving, upon the
wie and only sentenco they first see.

»Itis a toolish trick, but I will try 1t.”

The Bible opened, aud the ficst words he had
BErC—

* Thou shalt do no murder "

And then Paul began a kind of contention
with lnmselfas to whether he had not evaded
Uy & conscious juggle the neighbouring words—

* Thou shall not steal 1

It was that—he was sure of it, that he had
Wen intended to sce ; and if so, that was the
exact warning be desired 2nd Jovked for. He
adn tintend o steal, ‘The

But he had stolen.
logic was irresistible that he mnght steal again,
uuless ———

At that moment voices called out for him
from below.

Paul besitated no longer. He drew with
rpid, impulsive, trembling, buat wilful fingers
ibe fatal phinl forth, and drained it to the last
drop.

* I—=J——wasn't afraid to die,” he murmured, a
mieute or so afterwards, as he began to feel
sick nud dizzy, and was obliged to walk unstead-
iy across the floor to his bed, and sit down.,

“ What was it 1 read? ¢ Taou shalt do no
murder”  Geprge Barnwell again, 1 suppose.
Nu! Oh, God, I sec it now, 1tis] who am the
wurderer of myself! Mercy ! mercy !

He dropped back fainting upon the bed, and
iben, when he revived a litile, he heard voices
singing iu bis ears, and his eyes again opencd,
and he saw, among o.hers, figures that he could
wt distinguish, a horror-stricken bat most
lorely face, Christina’s, and then the rest was
sence—darhness—obliviou,

CHAPTER XLI, PATL'S VISITOR.

The wereer came that morning into Loodon
in decidedly a bad temper, Aud as it was Paul
who was chiefly the author of this state of
feeling, it was not unnatural that he should
iclive to let the full weight of his displeasure
fall on that arch though young criminal,

But there was probably something more than
aoger in the mercer’s thoughts when he deter-
mined 1a his owp mwind to bring Christina with
bim to London on this particular day, and let
ber see Pyul's bumiliation o being returned to
the duties of the shop.

Christina did not see that, however, though
the was destined to see sowething far more
srios  Paal's sensitive fears and Lis quick
e saticipated, a3 we.lave seen, her cowing,
and sent Liim away, fiying Lke & madman to lus
garret,

“Where's Paul?”’ demanded tbo knight, as
beentered tho shop, Chrigtina leaniog on his
: amm, and looking very pale,

Nobody kuow. Iie hud been there not a mi-
nate ago,
, . e was souglt for, but as nobody thought he
.;‘ -

-ed on sceing bim, alive or dead.
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would go to his bedroom at that hour, nobody
followed him to the right place.

The mercer Jooked puzzled ; ho went to bis
room, and sat down to his books.

In o minute he got up, and looking, Christina
thought, very steangely, went out.

Sho heard him ascend the stairs, and her
heart misgave her as to what might Le guing
te happen.

She listened as well as sho could, while keep-
ing herself free from observation, to those heavy,
monotonous steps, ascending liko a destiny, so
it struck her, to influence Paul for the future—
pechaps futally,  Unable any longer to resist
the temptation to follow, and being accustomed
to romm at her pleasure through some of the
upper rooms, she followed those heavy sounding
steps till they reached the threshold of Paul's
gurret, aud she reached the lauding below,

Christina tried to resist the terrible thought
that oppressed her—the idea of some great im-
pending calamitv—by reminding herself how
kind in substantials her father was, and how
foolish Paul would be to make too much of a
few angry words, even if accompanied by a few
angry acts, when suddenly she stood, lips wide
apart, her limbs paralysed, her whole attitude
tike that of one of the heroines of a Greek tra-
gedy at the moment of discovery of a stupendous
ciime or horror.

What had she heard ?

Merely a sort of gasping exclumation from her
father, but which sounded Jike—

« Good God, Paul I

Then an instant after the mercer came to the
stair-head, and shouted—

¢ Help! Help! Fetch the doctor! Paul is ill
—dying! Run, all of you, for the nearest sur-
geon !

Christiun by this ime found her power return
to her, and she glided up the stairs whiter than
the whitewash on the walls—glided past the
mercer, who stared at ber in helpless surprise—
glided into the room—saw Paul lying there, a
picture not much uonlike that whbich a maun of
genius in our own time bas produced of Chatter-
ton ; and then the words sprang to her lips,
and escaped before she thought of their mean-
ing—

“Obh, Paul! Panl! dear Paull” and she
threw herself, with a cry of anguish, down by
the side of his couch, knecling and rubbing his
hands in passiounats emotion, to try to bring back
warmth and life, both of which Lud apparently
fled.

That sight brought the mercer to his senges,

* Christina,” he said, sternly, fecling sternness
was kindness just now, ¢ go dowa-stairs,
will sce to him., T will not leave him till he is
restored: Ho is not dead. Christina, guard
yoursélf. Let not others hear what 1 have now
heard.”

Christind’looked at him in a helpless sort of
way, as if trying to remember whatshe bad said,
and & glight passing tinge of colour came into
her face, and then she was as pale as before, and
she murmured—

# Fatber—I—pitied Paul—no morc!” And
then she obeyed lum, and weunt down-stairs.
Aad there, in cruel suspense, she bad to wait
hour after hour, while medical men came and
went, and came back again, and while she could
hear all sorts of whispers passing about, ¢ He
is dead!” « No, he still lives!” and so on, and
still there came no satisfaction for her, one way
or the other,

But at last the mercer came down, looking
very sad and jaded, and said—

 Well, Teena, we've saved the young rascal,
at all events.”

And Christina said not a word in teply.

Before that evening closed Paul was again
siing up in bed, cunsuvus, though weak alrmost
as an.* unbarn babe,” as the nurse said of him.

Heo was sitfing up for a gpecial reason, There
was & visitor waiting to see him, one who insist-
Tho stranger
was admitted.

Paul no sooner saw him than he uttered a cry
of joy and shawme, .and flung himscll dowan on
his face to the pillow, B

The visitor sat down somewhat heavily in the
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rushi-bottumed chair by Paal's bed, and looking
at Paul and shaking his head, said gontly—

“ By the niass, lnd, "twere better for thee and
me had I kept thee scraping chins at Bolton.”

Then he sat still, holding Paul's slight hand
in one of his, while the other he lnid over his
cyes, as though the light, which was rather dim
than otherwise in Paul's garret, dazzled him.

I could scenpe ronds now,” blubbered Paul,
presently. ¢« God bless you. Humpliey! God
bless you for coming

* Why, as to .hai, lad, there is some credit to
me, for I have left a very charming woman,
who is about to become my wife” This caused
Paul to 1ift up his fevered, dishevelled head, and
look in his brother's face.

Humphrey gave him a significant nod.  Panl
smiled, and tuld himself he would hear the
meaning of this another time.

As Paul slowly recovered strength, his brother
explained to him that it was Daniel Sterne who
had written to warn him (Humphrey) of Paal's
unsatisfuctory state. Where was that personage
now?

Paul did not know. But the mention of his
name, and the recollection of his knowledge ot
what Paul had done, and of Paul's full confes-
sion to him, natarally drove Paul into a similar
confession to Humphrey, which was at first hard
to make, but which wasinevitable, it only to
e.:c(})lain this last and terrible incident, the sui-
cide.

Humplirey was shocked—iwas angry—was a
little bitter. He could not telpit. And having
told his mind, ke Lecame kind, thoughful, and
comforting.

“ Well, come, Paul, I am truiy indebted to
our friend Daniel Sterne for having brought me
here—in the very nick of tima to save you.
That is, if you want to be saved. Have you
got to the end, the bottons, the very bottom of this
perilous slope down which you have been sliding
at a precious pace? Have you?’

“ 1 think so! T hope so !

¢ Say it shall be so, Paul. Don't talk non-
sense.  Nothing sickens me more than to hear
& yovuag, healthy, clever, cncrgetic fellow like
you take it into his head that he is benceforth a
sort of moral paralytic—wants to be honest,
wants to work, wants to do all sorts of good
things, bat really can't be sure whether he can
or nu! For shame, for shame, Paal! Up and
at 'em, all these cowardly enemies of yours—
fear and shame, and love of indulgence! You
indulged in pleasure yesterday, to-day you
indulge in grief. My boy, the true indulgence
for you is sume good, hupeful, manly work 1"

# Ah, Humphrey—hopeful work ! That would
be sweet to me !”

* If youare ready I'll find it for you.”

“ When ?°

 Now, this very instant of time.”

¢ Are you serivus ? Do you mean you have
really something iu your mind that——"

¢ That will make a manof yuu again ? Judge
for yourself. Lean back on your pillow ; don’t
try your little strength. Yon'll have to lic hero
many days, i spite of all I'm going to say.
Mind that, fur I expect, when I bave spoken,
you'll be proposing to get up at once and go
about it!?

Paul smiled a little at that, and dropped back,
grafefully, thinking to himself—

¢ Ah, yes, he is strong! If avybody can do
the thing for me it will be he.” And then he
listened, with ecager and growing interest, tobis
brother's speech.

“ Paul,” he began, “ you know I Lave my cye
upon the cotton manufacture as the foundation
of a magnificent future for me and for Enfland.
Why did Tunot, then, put you into connedtion
with it in fome way or other ? Because I don't
thivk it wisc to baye too many cggs,in ono
basket. WhbatI did for Fou, was to put you in
conneetion with snother mapufacture, just as
important as cotton—that of sk '

** But I have nothing to ¢o with the slik ma-
nufacture,” said Panl, faintly and wanderingly.

“ Haven't you? We'll sco nbout that. Your
master is & partner in the silk mill ‘at Derby,
and it's about that 1 want to talk ) you. Mind,
Pau, this is no new ides, but onc 1 havo been



