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- THE EARL'S DOOM.

A LEGEND OF ST. NECTAN’S RELL.

Q. grip me, bands of the sturdy grip,
That have bled for me and mine,

.And deeply dip each loyal lip
In a mighty cup of wina.

My Iast stout enp ~—ay. mive eye Is bright,
Aond my heart beats full and free ;

Yet 1 know that the dawn of to-morrow’s light
Shall briny no light to me.”

Hark tothe notes that sink ond swell!

Hark to the toll of St. Nectan's bell!

* St Neetan's bell o the western towar—
The ringeriass, ropeless bell—

Selfswaved, it pealed in my oatal hour ;
Self-swaved, it hath tolled my knell

This windless eve, "twixt the light and Jdark,
Like & soul that parts in pain,

It moaned in mive ear, it grosped —0, bark,
Those iron sobs again !

Hark to the notes that sink and swell !

Hark to the toll ¢f St. Nectan’s bell 1™

They gripped his band with a standy grip,
hey gazed with miity eyuve,

And deep wasthe dip of each beanial lip
In the eatl's great cup of wine,

He beld it bigh, acd he draiped it dry,
Theo forward dreoped his head,

And. with nevera woni and pever a sigh,
He fell oo his face stone-dead.

Hark v the notes that sink and swell!

Hark to the toll of St. Nectan's beli !

ONE TOO MANY FOR HIM.

V.
" FOE EVER AND EVEK, DEAREST.”

¢ Madge, my darling !

She stands before him demurely, dressed in a
neat, sober, outdoor costume that becomes her
wonderfully.  Her eves look a little red as if
she had been weeping : but she gazes up at him
with quiet sssurance.

¢ Shall we walk, Mr. Darrell ¥' she says,
composedly. *‘ Down the avenue, if vou like."”

He follows her mechanieally, as she leads the
way to the front of the house, and then into the
drive in silence. His whole soul is on fire, and
the words that rise to his lips seerr tame and
inapt.

He loves her at this moment, he knows, des-
perately, blindly, as if life depended on it. Yet
there is a repose, a dignity about her, which lets
him feel that mattersare not now as they have
been between them.

They walk side by side, without speaking, a
few minutes. Then she sayvs, with the faintest
possible tremor in her low tonmes, ‘1 think,
Mr. Darrell, if you wish to say anything, it had
better be undersiood first on what ground we
meet agsin.  We can never be quite strangers
to each other; vet bygones must be bygones.
We must meet as if for the first, and most pro-
bably for the last, time. Is thisagreed 1"

As she glances mp, the evening sunlight is
streaming in broad bands throngh the arching
foliage overhead, and touches his pale, quiver-
ing features ruddily. His lips are tightly com-
pressed, and there is a wild light deep in his blue
eves.

““Let us go from here,” he savs, thickly,
without looking at her.  *“I have something to
hear that means life or death for me. I can't
stay here, where everybody may watch us.”

She makes no reply. They pass from the
drive, across an open, sunlit glade, and into the
red woodlands.

Here Mr. Turnbull’s barbarian ingenuity can.
not leave its mark—at least, it has not been able
to do sn so far. What he threatens with this

nd old timber, which he seems to view only
in the light of a small gold mine, will take time.
They wander on together. Presently Archer
pauses before a hoary monarch of the woodl,
throned on a grassy knoll.

¢ Shall we sit here t” he says.
not fear taking cold ¥

She seats herself, and leans back against the
noble tree-trunk. On the soft turf beside her
he lies, and the minutes go silently Ly. Thelong
ted lines steal more slantingly betweeu the
branches ; then fade ont, The world grows
colder, more husihed, aud like a soothing spell
the twilight stillness comes upon them —

“ You will

** Solemn and silent everywhere !
Natore with folded hands atood there,
Kueeling at her evening prayer |”

Archer rouses himself. Madge will not speak,
it seems. He must.

* Madge, I have been very foolish. Will you
forgive me 1

It is better to go to the point at onee. This
suspense is fearful.

1 do not think I have anything to forgive,
Mr. Darrell,” she says, very softly. “ If | have,
itis loug since forgiven."

“Don't play with me, Madge. 1have sufl.
ered fearfully for this felly. Will you—ean
you——ll

“ Stay, Mr. Darrell! [ said bygones must
be bygones. It is impossible T can listen
to— "

* Never, Madge !” heinterrupts, passionately.
‘1 won't hear it ! Your heart does not speak
there, unless—unless you have ceased to love
me. Is this, then, 50 1’

‘¢ Please listen to me & minute. I think you
forget when you speak of your sofferings for
what you term your ‘ folly,’ that there may have
been other sufferings, may have endured as
wmruch, or even more, | believe they say women
are more liable to that sort of thing than men,
And pow that my wound has perhaps healed

over, why should you ruthlessly lay it bare again
to no purpose " .

+ Oh, Madge, if you wiil but listen—if you
will but be your old self, it shall be to some pur-
pase. I love you more now—ah ! more than 1
can tell. 1 can only curse myself for a brute for
baving braised your gentle, winning, true little
heartas I did !~ It would serve me right il you
had forgotten me—if you hated me! But I
have had bitter experience.  You must see how
I have been through the fire. 1 never Q,leadod
in those other days like this—so humbly, so
abjectly ; not for love, even !”

She sits with her face bent low, so that he
cannot see it where he lies. But he kuows by
the tremnlous movement of the little hands that
she is affected.

“ 1o you—have you found this out, Mr. Dar-
rell, since you have learned that I am not the
wealthy woman you thought me?’ she asks,
with a kind of half-sob.

“Xo, Madge ! 1f 1 had met you sooner as 1
meet vou now, I could not have restrained my-
self. “Honestly, [ am glad to hear the property
is not yours in one way, though serry in an-
other.  But what does it matter? 1am rich,
my love—so rich ! It's like a fairy story or a
chapter of miracles. My father's cousin—whom
we were talking of on that fatal Sunday—-is dead,
and has left me twenty thousand pounds. Madge
darling, it's all yours: and Um yours, if you
will have me.  Say you will, Madge !

He is kneeling beside her, and clasps her little
white bands in his own. He bends over to get
3 peep at the downcast face, which she still
keeps from him.

t For—for how lung " she asks, in a voice
in which tears and archness are struggling for
mastery.

* For ever and ever, dearest !”  Being held at
bay still.

“ But you are a rich man, and 1 am a poor
woman ; and—and I could never marry & rich
husband. What would the world—-—

“ My saucy, dear love ' and he folds her in
his arms.  *¢Oh, Madge, yvou have given me
new life !

She says nothing to this lover-like assurance.
Now that her restraint is thrown to the winds,
the tears keep coming up faster and faster, until
they wellover.  She luys the dainty little head
down on his shoulder, and lets them have their
wav. And so they sit, while the twilight
deepens, and the sturs come out and take sly
peepsat them Letween the leaves from the dark-
blue vault abeve. Witk one hand she smooths
the dark, wavy hair fondly, and murmurs of
love and constancy that ought to be as eternal
as the twinkling glitter above them.

Presently she whispers from his shoulder,
half-archly, ¢ And you will not grumble again,
Archie, if I should become a rich woman -if 1
should succeed to a fortune !

“ XNever! Long before that event happens
we shall be married, 1 hope.  And, Msdge, can
we not marry soon—very soon?! Why not next
month ! 1 have already given notice to leave
the Academy.”

“ You forget, dear, Mr. Turnbull may-———"

¢ Oh, these Turnbulls again ! What does it
all mean, love? 1 was never more thunder.
struck than when I heard about this fresh will.
Is it genuine ! Has it been properly attested,
or can my suspicions be correct ! Have they
been defrauding you ™

“ You had better ask Mr. Turnbull, Archie,”
with ber low, musical langh. ‘I shounld have
thought you were glad enoagh to be rid of the
property on any terms.”’

301 am ; but not for a man like Taurpbull
to come with a rigmarole story, and desecrate a
glorious old place like this. Upon my honour.
Madge, 1 think the rmatter ought to be legally
investigated, to see if the will is genuine.”

“* Hadn't you better wait tili we are married,
Archie?” she asks, with a slight touch of
humour.

He replies with a laugh and a kiss, to which
she makes uo objection.

“ Buat, Madge, how i3 it you are here?
Surely you don’t wish to stay with them

¢ Archje, I have been so miserable since—
sinee—you mustn't ask questions, sir !'—that 1
have cared for nothing but to keep out of the
world's way. 3o | have stayed here, and bhave
done as I was told to dn.”’

“ My darling,” he whispers, tenderly, ** how
could I'?  But you shall leave here at once—to-
morrow-—and go somewhere where you will be
quite comfortable.'

“Where can | go to, Archie?! | have no
friends 1 can stay with till we are married.”

* Mrs. Aadley has been a kind friend to yon,”
he rejoins, after n moment's thougt., ** If ]
called op her, and told her how matters were,
would she not maike you welcome, love 7

““Yes, I'm sure sbhe would. But, do yon
know, Archie, now 1 think aboutit, I fancy Mr.
Turnbull has some reason for keeping me here.
He has not pressed e to atay, simply beecaose {
have not wanted to go ; but he looks after me
very sbarply. | wonder he hasu't been to see
where 1 am before thin.  He has padlocked the
gates, you know, ani keeps the keys himself.”

‘¢ So I found, to my surprise.”

‘“ And il he does wish to keep me, it will bea
diflicult to get away.”

“ Not in the least. 1'd come and demand
you, and make him give you up, or know the
reason why,” exclaims Archer, feeling very
fierce. ‘‘ You're your own mistress.”

*“ But that miggl make a scene ; and | would
rather not have that.  He was very good to me

after Jpoor mamma died.”
““Yes ; and it's wonderful to me how he has

altered. 1 uever saw wealth spoil a man so
quickly. It doesn’t scem to have maie him up-
pish so much as vuigar. Ican’t understand it.”

At thisinstant, the soft silence of the stmmer
night is disturbed by a hoarse bellow, ** P'eggy,
Peggy " followed by a further roar, of which
the only distinguishable word is * Jupiter !’

*There he is ! exclaims Madge, starting
from her lover's arm. ‘1 must run back to
tho house, Archie, and you meet him and tell
him ! have gone in.  You can't get out except
with this key.”

« Nonsense !" mutters Archie, wrathfully.
¢ Come with me, love, and confront him. i
pretty soon let kim know that he can't interfere
with my property !

** But I'm not your property yet, Archie!”
she whispers, clinging to his arm as they walk
towanis the avenue. ** Mr. Turnbull may say
he has the greatest right to me at present.  Be-
sides, | could not leave here to-niﬁht; and if
you and he were to quarrel, it wounld be viry
unpleasant for me afterwards.” ,

“\Well, then, little love, I shall come here to-
morrow to arrange about—-"" .

*“No, Archie ; don'tcome! 1t might excite
Mr. Turnbull's suspicion. Write to me by post,
and disguise your hand as much like a woman's
as you can.  He hasn’t stopped my lettors as
yet, thank goodness!"’

““And if 1 devise a scheme for getting you
away without braving Mr. Turnbull's rage, you
will come, Madge ¥

1 will, dear Archie; that is, if it doesn’t
mean scaling Lmrk railings, or any adventurss
of that sort. See ; thore he is, rushing up and
down the avenue like & madman® 1 must go,
love !

He takes hier in his arms while they yet lin-
ger in the shadow of the dark woodlands, and
tisses her agnin and again, and then she darts
away lightly in the direction of the house.

Archer stands watching her for a moment,
and then joins Mr. Turnbull. He finds that
worthy man not looking so amiable as usual,
having succeeded in roaring himsell pearly voice.
less.

“ Well, youug man,” he demands, huskily ;
““do you call this respectable conduct, keepin
young woman out in a wood till this hour of the
night ! A precious fine job for me to have to go
tearing about the place tearing after her, hy
Jupiter !

** I'm sorry you troubled yourself, Mr. Turn-
bull, says Archer, carelesly. ** Mixs Grey has
gone in some little time.”

“ Sorry, are you! Then, by Jupiter! you
may meve off the premises, and you needn’t
trouble yourself to move on to them again this
side of Christmas !"”

Mr. Turnbull ia in a towering passion, and
might aay more if he could find any more
breath to say it with. As it is, Archer puts a
strong curb on his own temper for Madge's sake,
and walks down the avenue without a word of
retort, which only seems to make the ex-con.
tractor, who follows, more farions. He flings
open theside-gate, and slams it behind Archer,
with a series of wild grunts, the only means left
him of expressing his wrath,

“Mr. Turubull's time will come,” solilo.
quizes Archer, when he is on the Hambiledon
high-road again. ‘“I'm sure there’s some vil-
liany going on there "

But for all that, the young lover stepsialong
with a very much lighter heart than when he
cam= that way some hours ago.

Vi.

Ding-dong ! ding-dong! ding.dong*

Three days bave elapsed, aud the hour is ten
p-m., when Mr. Turnbull’s owa original *“ front
gate bell”” booms out this tremendous peal on
the darkness and the stillness of the night,

Three vigorous tugs has Archer Darrell given
to the bell handle to Yroduce this result.

¢ Aha 1" he chuckles to himself. ** 1 hope
old Turnbull has just settled down cosily with
his slippers and bis pipe. IVl serve the old
rascal-—— Hullo ! it's started these horses !”

The sounds of a horse stampede came through
the darkness from further down the road.
Nothing can be seer.  Archer steps out into the
middle of the road, and in 2 minute all is quiet
again. He gives a faint whistle, which is re.
spouded to by a cauntions, ** All right !

“ A confounded nuisance il those brutes hal
bolted I"* he mutters, as he gors up to the side.
gote again, and peers through the bara. *' Not
a light to be scen.  If old Turnbull has taken it
into his head to go to bed early, | shall have to
ﬁlve him another dose of bell. Madge is sure to

ave received my letter. She's ready and wait-
iu;lz to follow him, I'll wager. The trick will be
to lure the wily old rogue out hera. Once through
this gate, and she’ll have time enough to stip ont.
Ha! those aro his footsteps! No mistaking
them. Nowforit 1’

Archer crouches down a few yarda from the
gate in the ditch which akirts the park palings,
and which is fortunately dry. l{om Yxe com-
mences preliminaries by pr.oducing an intense
prolonged groan.

' That ought to work him, if he has & spark
of human fecling,” comments Archer, pri.
vately. - : :

e ronews the groan rather more loudly as
the footateps reach the gate.

** Who the deuce is there ?* comes Mr, Turn.
bunll’s voice, in a tone of great aggravation,
through the bam.

A more dire and prolonged groan is produced
for Mr. Turnbull’s especial benefit,

** By Jupiter 1 this is ‘orrible ! continuea

it

Mr. Turnbull.  ** How many of youare there?
Can't any of you speak 1” )

Ho pauses for a roply, but receives only
groans.

“’Orrible ! It gels worse nnd worse ! At
one's own front gate, too!"  And poor M
Turnbull groans 1n sympathy. ¢ Somebody has
been set on and killed ! Jupiter ¢ iF T g oy
1 shall be nceused of it,  1'd better go back.”

As this brilliant thought strikes him, the
groans are suddenly reduced in volume and
quality.

* Well, Idon't know ! He's either gettin
worse or better, 1 think I'll wait. If [ coyl
only sce something.”

There is a pause.  Mr. Turnbull i evide
trying to satisfy curiosity through the bapy - but
as the ditch is nearly flush with the gatc: and
the darkness prevails extensivelr, his efforts are
not crowned with success. ) )

‘! Dear we, it seems nearly all over. [ think
I'H—Tll veuture out.  There’s only one, that's
clear, and looking can’t hurt.” )

Thereupon Archer hears the padlock shot
baok, and the gate cresk on its iron hinges ;
then Mr. Turnbull emerges cautiously. ’

Archer gives a very faint moan, and crouches
down closer.  Mr. Turnbnil, after gazing fur-
tivelylround, advances along by the diteh.

At this moment something takes place which
would astonish Archer considerably if if it were
not that he is so out of night that he can sen
nothing.

A dark-rabed, fairy figure glides almost nojsa.
lessly through the gate into the road.

That this should be so is the dearest wish of
Archer’s hieart.  But how saggered he would
be if he could only pereeive Mr. Turnbull silent.
Iy blowing huge Kisses 1o thix pretty figure
which stands an instant to retury then i'itl;
interest, and then hits away down the road in
the direction of Hambleton.  Archer, 20 sn.
curely cogeealed in his ditel, loses all this hy.
play. :

© U wonder,” pants My Turnball, ina very
disconcerted tane, *“ wherever the —-the party
who graaned can be b Very strange, but there's
no sign of- by Jupiter, I--1 peee it 1"

A sharp, sudden whistle, Jike a signal, rings
out at thaut instant from further along the
road.

Mr. Turnbull is creeping carefully towards
where he can dimly discern the ontline of
Archer’s basR in the ditch, when that young
practical juker springs up with 2 loud burst of
exultirg laughter, and bounds off in the dark.
ness the same way that the Jarkly-robed figure
has taken. '

Again would Archer be sorely puzzled if he
could be a witness of Mr, Turntwll’sdemeanour.
That worthy man, instead of being alarmed or
sarprised, crams as much of his handkerchief
into hix mouth as he cau, and goes stamping
about in an immoderate Iaughing fit, )

**Ho, ho ! This beats play-acting, by Jupi.
ter M he gaaps, as he hears carriagze wheels mll.
ing away in the distance.  ““If this isn't the
very funuiest Job 1 ever had in haod in all my
born days © "Pan my hononr, 1 must tell the
missifa and the young 'uus ! Hao, ho, ho "

* Quite safe, my datling ! whispers Archer,
springing into the vekhicle, which rattles away
towaris Hambleton. Y

No answer s necesaary as she nesties to him--
behinid the driver, of conrse —-and he bends and
kissex her.

* Faney that obl curmudgeon to.morrow ¥
he laughs, trinmphantly.  * Dido't [ take him
in nicely I gnve anvthing to see his counte.
nance when he finds it owr, mv fove '

Madge juins him in his laugh right merrily,
and Archer rejoiees to find hor in such capital
spirits.

They arrive in Hambleton, and Mr. and Mrs.
Audley make Malge very welcome, While with
them beforr shie has been dear to them, and they
treat her now with almoat parental kinduess. :

L] . . » [ -

ntly

A month later thelwedding takes place inthe
principal church in Hombleton. It is a very
Joyous affair.  Madge is given away by Mr.
Audley, the Misses Audley are the bridesmaida,
and the sun «hines brightly, as it ought to do,
on such a beautiful bride. ~ Archer, of courss, is
in an ecstacy of deligh®.

Nothing hax bren seen or heard of Mr. Turn-
bull fluriug this time.  Madge has extracted a
promise from Archer not to interfers with the
present possexsor of  Aspern Court until after
they have bean married awhil .

Archer wishes to buy and furnish a house be-
fore they are married ; but Madgs suddenty de-
velops ynch fastidious taste that, though they
look at every emypty dwelling-place near Ham-
bleton, «he will not be satisficd with any, and
the month «dips away, sud nothing is done.

So it is areanged that when they come hack
from tho honeymoon they shall stay at the Aud-
ley’s large house until they make up their minds
wliere to anttle down.

Archer doesn't exactly relish the plan, but it
seemn.to suit Madge perfectly.

Vi,
* AM 1 FORGIVEN, ARCHIR T

** Now, then, Archie, for our visit to Aspern
Court and ita master ! exclaimed pretty Mrs.
Darrell, six weeks after their marriage.

* You scem very anxious to beard the Hon in
hia den, my love.'

“Rt wiﬁ be snch fun,” she returns, gaily.
“ Do yon know, Archiv, I'm not sure that |
sla'u't buve to appease the lion with a kiss 1 1




