- relmburse me.”

- a8 her satisfuction. at

THE HEARTHSTONE.

» was intensely painful to me, and already I bit-
terly regrotted the lll-judged act that had
brought it ahout. Greater sorrow was, however,
in store for me. Henry, my ecldest son, was
carrled off' by a sudden and vinlent iliness con-
tracted whilst out shooting over the moors, nnd
as he lefl no chlldren, Neville beenme the sole
direct hefr. Then, for the first time since
months past, 1 «poke of the necessity of his
mMArrying and perpetunting his ancient nnme
and race. Firmily but determinedly he an-
Awered, ¢« Thix subject you will ohlige me,
mother, by wuvoldlng now and heneeforth, for no
representations or prayers will move me.  In
all probability I will never marry, at least not
ualess I meet some wonun wio can tench me
to forget the past.”

How severely was 1 punished! If, as a
younger son, he could have marrled “<oll, how
much greater were his chances now, heir to one
of the finest estates In the county; but my Hps
weare seuled, and 1 was doomed to the mortifi-
eatiou of seelng advanees that secretly tlled me
with exultation repulsed or completely hynored
by he who wak thelr ohject Then came news
from abroad.  Gertrode Es had died in Swit-
zeviand of rapld decline, the result of o ne-
giected cold,  She had nlways seemed dullnnd
low-spirited since leaving Enginnd, added the
writer who communieated the inteitigence to
Mry. Cresswell, und had shown no interest in
sight-seclug nnd seenery thnt would hive been
go natural at her age.  For a duy and night
after the reception of this news, Neville, who
happened to be at Atherton Park at the mo-
m.nt, shut himself up in his room and suw nor
apoke to none, Then he briefly Informed me
he had determined on exchanging into a regi-
ment under Jmmedinte orders for Indin, and
would start as soon a8 possible, A dey or two
in London would be long enough to procure his
vutfit.

1t Ah, when that brief nnnouncement fell on
my enr, un anguished ery went up to lieuven
from ny tortured heart, asking Inwardly was
not my punishment gronter than my oflence;
but there wus that in my son’s determined,
grief-worn fuce, indieating that prayer or re-
mounstrance would prove alike vain.

« More than ten years did he dwell in that
terriblo country, passing through jungle nand
walarin fever, cholera, nud the fatd ycllow
fever, which deeimated our troops so frightfully
for a time, writing home at regular fntervals,
uffectionately enough, though without a shadow
of the loving fumliarity and frunk contidence of
olden days.

« Then came n broak in the correspondenco,
o long, long stlence, followed by a letter an-
nouncingthut he had been jIl o death, nnd was
recommended his natal air by physicians as his
o.ly chanee of recovery.  You may judge how
this news moved me; I, who had lived since
his departure in the most perfect seclusion, sor-
rowing with a bitterness that knew nor soften-
ing nor alleviation, It war at the thne of his
Jeparture 1 Inid aside the costly tollets I used to
wionr, and allowed the soeptre of my houschold
sovercignty to puss into the hunda of Mrs,
Fonnel, who has retained it ever since.

« Noville urrived, with shattered health,
prostrated spirits ; but what cannot n mother's
devotion accomplish? A joy, o luxury 1t was lo
wa to spend days and nights by his sick bed,
wiutching, tending him with a love whose luten-
sity almost terrified myself. ¥Flually he rallied,
Then, one quiet afterncon, when I was sliting
beslde him, his thin and shadowy hand clasped
in mine, we spoke of the long-scaled past.
With tears of angulsh and remorse 1 recounted
all, and tenderly he whispered : Lo

& & Dearest mother, what error would not have
been blotted out by the loving cares und sollel-
tudes with which you have surrounded my bed
of ~ickuess! Thoe past is forgotten, nnd we will
Ignore it as completoly us we have heretofore
dong. 1 haveonly ono request to make. Itls
thi L you will novor mention marringe. or im.
poriune me In any manner on the subject.’

& The prohibition was a painful one, for my
anxlety to seo him dettled in life was stranger
than ever, now that domesatic happlness and re-
Pow were s0 nocessary to him; whilst I was
growing poroeplibly weaker day by day. Uan-
hesitatingly, however, 1 promised compliance,
finding solace for that disappointment in the
periect aflection and ad that t forth
relzned between us.  Yes, Neville loves e now

us he did in the long past days of his boyhood,
befure his earnest, fervent nature had known
another love. Yet ob! how I mourn ju sack-
cloth and ashes for the false, mistaken pride
thit led me to stop in between him and bhappi-
nows; how I griave when I picture to myselfthe
lunoliness of this old place when 1 shall have
becn luld to rest, and be will drag on tho weary
tenor of & desolate, aimless life. You can under-
stnad now, Mlss Tremaine, why I long ko cagerly
thut your sister should be found, for hupo tells
mo that she has excited & deoper interest in my
son's hoart than any woman has ever donoslnce
Gertrade Ellis reilgned there supreme. 1 ro-
muomber well the ufternoon on which he entered
tho house with a brighter, more tnterested look
than I had seen him wear for muny a long day,
and asked me if 1 know a family of the nume
of Tremaine. Ofcournse, I answered in tho anirmne.
stive, iInforming him that there existed & dis-
tant relationship botween ourselves and them,
though soclal intercourso betweon the fnmilies
had almost ceased somo time previous to the
Jeath of Mrs. Tremaine. After that event, Mr,
Tremalue had gone on the Continent and ro-
slded thero for several years, but saince his roturn
bud lived In the strictust neclusion, 1 had nlso
to add, my doar Margaret, thul the presence of
tho odlous woman who ruled so tyrannically in
Tremalno Court rendered It impossible for us tv
make any aultempt st friendship with tho
dungliters of the houss, who wo knsw had at.
(alned the ago of womantood.

« e listoned attentively to all I had to tell,
mugh of which had been rotalied o me by Mr.
Fennel in ber gossipplng moods, und thean re-
counted how, and under what clrecumstances, he
lad made the ucquaintance of your sister Lil-
Uan, drawing o ocharming ploture of her perfect
patrician beauty, and of her rarely fascinating
manners and converse, Later, he usked me to
call at Tremaine OCourt, which I willingly did,
but we cuuld not obtain admittance. Then,
whon we heard of Mr. Tremaino’s deceuse, 1
wrote you the letter whioh has procured me the
huppiness, my doarouwt Margaret, of huving you
wilhi me, 8 bappiness, I hops, which may long
be mine. You will not be forced to such o

be &0, for if she s u sister to you, she would be
as a dnughter tome.  Ah! how Joyfally would
1 weleome her to this old pile as its mistress,
blessing, revercneing her as the preclous link
thint would bind my llollzed son agnin to life
and happiness. And now, my dear young friend,
that ] have reconnted to you this long eplsode
In iy Hfe. with ik past sorrows and present
hopes, I will kend you to rest, for you have n
Journey before you to-morrow thet will require
)l your strength.”

CHAPTER XVIIIL

AX RVENTFUL NIGHT AT TREMAINE COURT.

The following morning set in with # down-
pour of raln g0 heavy and steady that Mrx,
Atherton determinedly negatived the lden of
Margaret's intended journey, at least for that
day, much to the givl’s chagrin, as well as that
of Colonel Atherton, who secretly chafed at
every obstaele that retarded n senrch in which
his henrt was so deeply Interested.

In the afterncon, however, the watery clouds
cleared  off; and were replaced bx sunshine.
Mry. Atherton no longer opposed  her young
guest's  depariore; and us the latter stepped
into the phneton, In which the Colunel had nl-
ready placed clonk and abawl to gunrd agrinst
a possible retuen of the raln, carnest thowsh
sllent prayers went up from all hearts for her
RUCCUSS,

The early purt of the drive pussed sutisfae-
torily enough, but later, durk clouds comnicneed
to gather on the fur-oft horlzon, and just as the
carrtage turned into the narrow, lil-kept road
that led puast Tremaine Court, a loud penl of
thunder broke suddenly over their heads. An-
other and another clap followed in quick sue-
cesston, accompunied by blinding tlashes of
Hghtning.

The high etiled horses commenced to
plumge and rear with violence, und desplite the
skilful handling of the conchman, swerved to
the slde of the rond with sueh force that the
curringe came in contnet with the trunk of n
large tree, injuring the axle.  The mun sprang
out, and while he tightly held the terrified ani-
mals by the bridie, Margaret, pale and trem-
bling, stceeeded In alighting,

« You had best step Into Tremaine Court,
Mius,” he respectfually suggested. « The damage
is considernble, and It will take time to set all
things right ugain.”

« ] had rather not stop there, Watkins, but
proceed on foot, 1 possible.*!

s« Out of the question, Miss!  You couldn’t
walk so fur. This settles the matter,” he added,
as the dark clouds that now covered the whole
sky suddenly poured down thelr contents, «In-
deed, Miss, not ounly you must seek shelter
yonder, but myself and the cattle, too; for
Colonul Atherton’s awful pertickler about his
bhorses, and he'd be mnd at my letting them
stand for hours under w pelting storm like this.
Please walk on gulek, Mliss, or you'll be sonked
through; and I'l) follow on as soon as 1 get the
carringo shoved under shelter of them beeches,
and the apron up,"

Nothing but urgent necessity could buve
induced Margaret to re-enter her carly home
whilst Mrs, Stukely was still tts inmate, cspe-
clally as she had heard of Christopher Stukely’s
return, and with steps whose tardiness even the
pitiless pelting of tho storm could not induce her
to hasten, she procceded up the weed-grown,
neglected avenue leading to the house.

The housckeeper opened the door In person,
and the ic¢y coldness with which she recetved
her visitor was fiur from encournging, Margaret
found {t necossary to sustatn her coyrnge through
the ordeanl by mentally repeating' more than
once that sbo was in reslity owaer and mistress
of Tremuine Court, and that the woman who
listened with such repellant frighlity to her
gently worded request for shelter till the storm
pussed over remained in it only on sutfornnce.

s You'll have to step down to the kitchen to
dry yourself,” &he ungraclously remarked.
¢ Thero's no fire elsewhere.*”

Murgurct thanked her and took her way thi-
ther, followed by her unwilling hostess,

¢ That wet dress must come off you. Here,
put on this morning gown of mline,” and she
took o culico dress from & recess nnd handed 1t
to her. .
Margaret hesitated and glanced uneastl
around. ¢ Mr. Stukely might come in,” sho at
length anld.

With a dark frown the woman replied:

« You need not fear that, JIe lives princi-
pally at the Prince’s Feather, as {8 well known
to every one in Brompton,"

Thus ro-assured, the guest chunged her outer
garments and spread them to dry before the fire,
whilst her compunlon, becoming gradually
more reconciled to the position of things, and
remembering that on the whole it wus more
prudent to propitinte, atlenst to u certuin degree,
ber guest, procecded atter & 'while to prepare o
cup of les for the latter.

The couchman soon arrived, bearing Mar.
garet's shawl, which was ulso extended to dry,
and with & stern grimuness of aspect that jm-
pressed the sturdy retainer witl secret conster-
nation, Mrs, Stukely indicated to bim from the
door.step the part of the stables which still
remained inhabitable.

Aflter Margaret, with many apologies for the
trouble she was giving her, had partnken of the
light refreshment set before her, she rose and
wout tu tho window; but any hopes of speedy
departure that she might haveentertained were
put to flight by sightof the torrents of rain that
still poured down from a sky of lerden gluoin.

o 1t does not look llke changlng to falr,” was
Mrs. Stukely's remark. ¢ You had better step
{nto the sitting-room, us thut loutish servant
will probably be wanting todry himself In here,”
and the speuker looked ng much aggrioved as If
u curavan of travellers had suddenly thrust
thomselves upon her hospitality.

Sllently the young girl obeyed, and as she sat
down on the old dingy couch, co-oval with her
earllest recollections of Hfe, and looked around
ut objects fumillar to her forso many long years,
memories of the past thronged thickly upon
hor, dim, far-ofl' reminiscences of a time when
the curtalng were less fuded, the furniture less
dingy sand time-worn, and when a fair young
mother had occupied the high.backed cusy
chair between the windows; and she, a llsping
chilid, had sat on o low footstool at her foetl.
Then came memories far less plensant: recol-
lectiony of a gloomy childhood ; her father's nn-
loving wevority, Mrs. Stukely’s tyranny, and,

‘thing, howaver, by anything lke siLy, for
vur family lawyer, to whoin Neovillo nt vuce
entrusted your aflairy, taking your permission
‘fur such a step as granted, gives hopo thut you
wlit soon be mistress of an lncomo thut wlil rou-
der you perfecsly independent ot friend or rolu-
tive. The properiy left By your grandmother,
Mrs, O’Kalloras, %o your poor mother, though in
» wretohed eomdion, owiag to long years of ne-

- gleet and mismansgeraent, will in the end
' prove waluable. Meantime, you will permit me

to be your cashier, &8 you will soon bo avle to

t noftly expresaed her thanks, as well
Mareers A the brighter p'mspecw

opening before her, edding a passionate wish

:.4hat her sister, who had shared her duys! pro-

bation and suffering, might soon bo pd¥mitted

: .49 participate in the sunsbine thot hud s0 sud-
* gpsnly ilumined her path.

- w Yo, miy Marghrel, let ta pray that it may

eruclest thought of all, that of the unaccount-
abie disappearance of that boloved companlon,
of her fow plonsures snd muny sorrows, her
beautliful sistor.

Deeply pro-occupied, she searcely noted time’s
filght, and when the housekevper cutered the
room later, abruptly exclaimipg: ¢ Provoking,
horrible woather!'* she bocame consclous for Lthe
first time that twilight shadows were mingling
with the gloom cuused by fhe still heavily full-
ing rain.

« 1 guppose you'll have to paxs the night
hero 7’ exclunimed the matron, the nggrieved
look on her fuce inteusified.

« 1 feur I will,” replied Margaret, with uncon-
scious frankuess, 4 1 am sorry o give you ko
much trouble.”

« The trouble will not be much, Your bed-
room is still as you left it, bot 1 cannot promixe
you anything of the snmptuous fare and wecli-
tralned uttendnnoe to which you must Lnve

bheeome accustomed since your rosidence in
Atherton Iark.”

Margaret would not notice the sneer implied
in this speech, nnd merely answered that at
Athorton Park, as in Tremaine Court, she waited
on herself.

Mrs, Biukely then brought in lights, together
with ntray contalning a cup of the weakest pos-
sible tea nnd a piate of stnle bread and butter.

That astute diplomatist had no intentfon of
nducing her guest to prolong her-stay, or renew
hier visit by providing her with superfluousty
dainty fare.  Margaret dld her best, however,
to partake of the menrgre meal placed bofore
her, and then pleading o henducho—no imugin.
ary ailment, for that fecble frame sutfered from
overy vicissitude of weathicr or from any unusual
futigue, however slight—begged leave to retire
at once to her roum. First, however, she
hazurded an juquiry as to the fate of the conch-
man, and learned that supper had been glven
him In the Kkitchen, but that he had been in.
formed bis chances of n night’s rest Iny between
sleeping in clenn straw In the hay-loft, or re-
arning through rain and mire to Atherton
Park, as there were no spare beds in Tremaine
Court.

o And what did he say ?” interrogated Mar.
gnret, fenring thnt the horses so much prized by
Colonel Atherton might, in consquence of the
scant ceremony shown Ltheir ordinary protector,
he deprived, at lenst for that night, of his valu.
nble services,

o Just nothing. e stared at me llke an owl
for a futll minute without winking, and thenleft
the kitehen, having scarcely enten a morsel.”

Murgaret, thinking Watking would by thils
time have censed to wonder at her unwilling-
ness Lo test the hospliality of Tremaine Court,
wished her hostess good night and retreated.

How heavy her heart felt as she entered that
room, shared for so many years with herabsent
skster, and filled so often with her gay, Joyous
smile and the sunshine of her warm, girlish
love. PMlacing the candlestick on the uble, she
louked around, whilst large tenrs silently coursed
down her cheeks.  Fverything was unchanged,
and everythi. g spoke eloguently of the absent
Lilllan.  ‘The dainty buskets mnade of moss and
the cones of the pine trees, by herskilful tingers,
the ferns she had trunsplanted amd tended,
drooping now, it Is true, Lut not sufllelently
withered yet to be unsightly; her books, writing
and sewing lmplements.

lHow inexpressibly gloomy was that lnrge,
empty house, with its echoing passages and
hollow sounding tloors, its darkness and still-
nesy, peopled by thoughts and shadows of the
dend or those that were as such.

Drip, drip, patiered the rain, beating agnrinst
the casements outside, whilst ever and anon
the branches of the ouk growing on the terrace
beneath siruck agninst the panes, rustling, tap-
ping in o strange mysterlous manner, that
scemed nlmost like a buman entreaty for admit-
tance,

Margaret felt there would be little sleep for
her that night, for her delicate nervous orgnni-
zation had been sirnlned to wn uuusual degree
and her headjwas aching with painful intensity.

As her glanee rested on hier bed ready turned
down for use, an unaccountable feellng of aver-
slon took possession of hier, aud she resolved to
rest, for awhile at leaxst, In a low chalr beside
the window. Hour after hour passed on, bring-
ing no sounds suve the plashing of the rain, the
walllng of the wind, the restless murmuring of
the trees, and finally, mid that many volced
dirge, she fell asleep.  Then it seemed to her
that her father, in the ghostly hablliments of
the grave, stood before her, and whispering :
s Come with fm"r&u Lillian,” lald on her had
his own, which was cold with the marble cold-
ness of the grave. Utterlng a faint ery she
awoke. But what was this? The lce-chill
grasp still lay on hers, chilling the very marrow
in her bones with fenr. The candle was fllcker-
ing in the socket, und It suddenly emitied a
bright flash, revenling that she was perfectly
alone, and that one of the hands, whose crnmp-
ed position had arrested the circulntion of the
bloud, lay across the other, thus giving rise to
her painful dream.

Her heart still tumultuously throbbing, she
rosie to har feet ay her candle gave its last flush,
and looked from the window. The raln had
ceased, and the moon, wading through masses of
watery clouds, shone forth ever and anon with
a faint, glimmering light, most welcome to the
pale, fragile girl, that stood there alone in that
dark room, trembling with cold and nervous
agitation.

= Thank Gext!”
blesged lHpght.”

How little she foresaw that & few hours luter
she would repeat that exclumation of thanks-
giving with far greater cause and fervor. Then
us her thoughts reverted to her late dreain, she
passionately exelnimed

«Oh, would to heaven, father, that yon would
cone and lend me to my shiter! Even though
flesh and blood should quall, even though I
should die with terror in the attempt, still would
I follow. Lilifun, my darling, where are you
to-night 2"

Again the hot tears gushed forth, and shad-
dering s the cold, dump air, penetrating through
the lil-fitting window, struck upon her frame,
she drew hor shawl mare closely around her,
and removed her chinr 1o some distance from
the carement.

Suddenly o bright line of light showed itself
beneanth the dvor, ill-fitting llke the window.
\Who or what was it ?

Springing to her feet, sho softly unclosed it,
opening it only n sufficient width to permit of
her glenelng throngh the aperture.  The sight
that met her gnze was strange and alarming
enough,

sbe whispered, ¢ for that

(T'v be continued.)
)

FEMALE Boc1ervy.—Thackorny, in one of hin
Round-nbout Papers, suld ; * It is betler for you
to pass an ovenlng once or twicen weekin a
lndy’s drawing-room, even though the conversa-
tion s slow, and you know the girl's soug by
heart, than ina club, tavern, or pit of a theantre.
All amusernents of youth to which virtuous wo-
men are nol admitted, rely upon it, are dele-
terious in thelr nature. All men who avoid fe-
malo soclety have dull perceptions, and are stu-
pid, and hnve gross tastes, and revolt against
what s pure. " Your club swaggers, who are
sucking the butis of billinrd-cues all night, call
femnle soclety insipid. Poelry Is uninspiring to
a yokel ; beauly has no charms for a blind man;
music does not please & poor beast, who does not
know oneo tune from another; bui, as n true
cpicure is hardly ever tived of water, sauce, nnd
brown bread and hutter, I protest I can sit for u
whole night talking to o well-regulated, kindly
woman about ber girl Fanny, or her boy Frunk,
and lke the evening's entortuinment. One of
the groat benetits o man may derive from wo-—
man's society 18 that he is bound to be respect-
ful to hor. The babit is of groat good to your
morals, men, depend upon it. Our eduecntion
makes us tho most eminently selfish men in the
world. 'We fight for ourselves, wo push for our-
solves, we yuwn for ourselves, we lightour piprs
and say we won't gn out, we prefer oursclves
and our ease; and the greatest benefit that
cOmaes to u man from o womnan’s soclety is that
he has to think of somebody to whom heis
boun | to be conntutilly attontive and r

| t.”

WEARY OF LIFE.,

BY ANNIE KEELY.

{One of the olaij
tiful Snow.”}

#] am becomo miserable, and bowed down even
o th: ‘iind; 1 go sorrowiul all the day Jung. "—Psaline
iz v. 6.

ts to the authorship of * Boau-

Wonry of life and weary of sin,

The coascless atrife und worldly din,
Strupgling over to nct o part.

Vuiling iy soul and shrouding my heart,
Lating the world nnd longing to be
Alane. at rost, untrammeled and free,
Strugegling over in endloss strife—
Fathor in Hoaven, L'm weary of lifo.

Waoury of life that once was fair,

That procious gem. thatjewel rare;

Life. with its changing sunuy hours,

Ite golilon stniles and wealth of flowers;
Lifo of . y infant, childish years,

With its rippling smiles and sparkling tears;
Years that knew nought of anger nnd strifo—
Father iu Heaven, I'm wenry of hio.

Weary of life that onee was so0 bright,

With its raipbow hucs ol dazeling light,

The light of my grlhood’s carly duys,

With the gorzeous glure ol its noon-day blaze,
Ab! deeming my life but one ondloss duy,
Nor counting the hoars that passed_nway,
Hours with joy and plensure once rifo—

Yet, Father in Hoaven, I'm weary of lifo,

Wonry of life, its sin and its crime,

1ts poisonod (ur_c:lh und its noisome slime.
Oh, gint oh. crime ! how bitter Lu tuste
‘The tempting fruit of the desert wasto!
UATELY feuit 2o fuir and bright to the eyo

On the lips will tnde, and in ashes die,
Filling the heart with woe nnd strile,

‘Lill, Facher in lleaven, we wenry of life.

Woary of life_that has grown so dark,
Pining away in this prisoned ark,

Wenry, denr Lord, s the captive dove,
Longing to sonr to the light above,

Secking somo spot where my fout inny rest
From the doluge of sin in the human breast,
Battling ever in enre and strifo—

Father in Heaven, L' weary of life.

Wenry of life, shall one av lost,

Ha tempest-driven, so wildly toss'd,

Daro to weep ny a Magdulen wept.

When in lowly sorrow, a sinner she crept,

And kuelt at Thy fect in tenrs and sigha,

f\‘nd sought but & glauce fiom Thy suered oyos,
1!le glunee that dispolled all sin nud strife,
When ber heurt was weary and sick of life.

Weanry of life. but ah 1 in Thylove

1 louk tur a truer life above, y

That life tuad tanes uut aur prsses away,

The dawning sun of eternal day.

The morning that breaks o’er the tempest wave,

And shiues through the gloom of the yawning
RIuvo,

Cheering ns on through wooe and strife,

With the lusting Joys of u brighter life.

Weary of lifo, und weary of sin,

This ymr]dly\; strile und worldly din,

Looking in hope for the promixed Innd,
Watehing the veil on its golden striund,
Watching that veil so misty und bright,
Shrouding its shores from my yoarniog sight,
Watching the Hand that shall'send it away,
Giving me life and cudiess day.

—Morning Star. New Urleans.

(REGISTERED {0 accordance with the Copyright Act
of 1868.]

TO THE BITTER END.

By Miss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF !LADY AUDLEY'S SBECRET, X¥C.

CHAPTER XXXVII.—(Continued.)

If the day had been wet, if a chill gray sky
had lowered on Sir Francis Clevedon and all
his preparations for a festival, ifa drizuling in-
cessant rain had foreboded the extinction of
lumps and fireworks, Mr Redmayne might have
smoked his pipe by his desolate hearth in the
old farmhouse kitchen, and laughed scornfully
at the folly of his race, conjuring up a vision of
sodden gartaents and disappointed fuces, rain
oozing slowly from the canvas roofs, the gny
flag-bedecked tents transformed into gigantic
showcr-baths. But & misantrophe must have
been of a very sour temper who could escape
some touch of regret for his own lonely condi-
tion, some fuint yearning for sympathy with his
specier, some feeble ghust-like rencewal of old
feclings, in such a golden noontide, and amidst
s0 fair o landscape as that which lny around the
home of Richard Redmayne. Several times
had Mrs. Bush repented her remonstennces,
with every varicty of rustic eloquence and much
amplitude of speech, but to noeflect, Mr, Red-
muyne declared most decisively that he would
hanwve no share in that day’s rejoicings,

# A pretty figure I should cut amongst a
puck of fools dancing and capering,” he cried
contemptuously. # I should seem likea ghost
come from the grave”

& Perhaps you might, if you wentin that
shabby old shooting-jacket as you wear Sun.
daysand work-a—days, which is o disgruce toa
gentleman as well to do as youare,” replied the
plain-spoken Mrs, Bush, who scemed to think
that the inhabitants of the spirit world might
suffer from a want of zood clothing ; “ but not
if you dressed yourself in some of the things
you've got hoarded up in those two scea.chests
of yours, o' purpusce for the moths, one’ud
think, to see the way you let 'em lie there?”
Now, do smarten yourself up a bit, and trim
your whiskers, and all that, Mr, Redmuyne, and
don't be the ouly person within twenty miles
of Clevedon to hang back from going, 1t looks
so pinted. 1t looks almost ns if you'd commit-
ted o murder, or sometuink dreadful, and was
afenrd to fuce the light of day.”

This last, argument touched him a little, in-
different as he professed to beabout the world’s
estecem. It was not of himself he thought even,
in this, but of that dead girl who had made up
his world. Was he quite true to hur memory
in holding himself thus utterly aloof from his
kind ? Might he not by that very act have
given ocension for slnnders, which might never
have arisen but for that, or which, at any rate,
might have been crushed by his putting a bold
front on matters, and finding some anawer for
every question that could be nsked about his
lost girl ?

“ Good Goud I" he snid to himself, strangely
nffected Ly this rondom shot of Mrs. Bushe's,
# 1 may have mads people think that things
were worse than they really were, by my con-
duct.”

He brooded on this iden & good denl ; but it
was searcely this which influenced him on Sir
Francis Clevodon’s birthday, when, about an
hour and & half after the Bushes had departed,
radiant in their Sunday clothes, and witn faces
varnished by the application of strong yellow
soup, he suddenly made up his mind to follow
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them and slinre the pleasures of the day. They
could be uo pleasures to him, That was out of
the guestion.  But he would go among the
noise and rlot, and eating and drinking, and
holis his own with the merriest, and let the
world see that he was Rick Rudmuyne still, ns
Koud & mnn o8 he had been six yars ago, be-
fore he sailed neross the world to redeem his
fortunes,

Strange how Jonely the house seemed to him
that sumuner duy, when Mrs, Bueh and her
goodmun haul shut the door behind them, after
much seudding to und fro and up and down at
the last woment, iu quest of forgotten trifles, 1t
wits not that he had ever affected  Mrs. Bush's
compuny, or that he had ever found her any-
thing but av unmitigated bore, Yot no sooner
was she departed than he sorely missed the
clutter of her pattens, the cloop ofher pailx, the
nuise of her industrious broom sweeping nssi.
duously in passages where there hnt been no
footsteps to cnrry dirt  Drenry and empty b
yond ull mensur: scemed the old homertend,
which bud once been so blithe  11e went iu
and ont of the ruoims, withont purpose, into that
taberuacle of re-petability the b st parlonr,
where not s much as the posivion of a chair
had been sitered sinese his wedding dny ; where
the ¢rintz covers, which had bees fuded when
he peerad iuto the mystic chmnber womdering-
Iy, & baby in his mosher's arms, were ouly a
lll-tle paler and more feeble of tint to«day, No-
thiug coul't wear out in a room so scldo te-
munted ; it could only noulder impereentivly
with n gradunl deeay, like furniture in the seal-
¢d houses of some Java-buricd city,

To-day the pale presence of the dead, where-
by these rommns were always more or less
haunted, smote him with o keener anguish
than he could bear,  The empty house was in-
suppurtuble with that ghostly compnny,*

s And yet, if she could take o palpable form
and come baek aud smile upon me, God knows
thut I would weleowme her fondty, even though
1 knew she were dead,  Why cannot our dead
come baek to us sumetimes, if ouly for one
sweel solemn hour? 1s God so hard that e
will not leud them to us 9 Q, Grueey, to ave
you with me for ever 5o brief a span, to hear
from your own lips that henven is fuirand you
are happy among the angels, to telt you how 1
have missed you ! But there only comes the
dull shadow, the dreary thought ; no dear face,
no gentle loving eyes.”

Many and many a time he had satin the sun-
shine, in the woonlight, lost in u waking
dream, and wondering if Heaven wounld ever
vouchsafe him a vision, sue . ns men suw of
old, when angelic creatures and the spirits of
the dead scemsed nenrer this ewrth than they are
tu—duy. Many @ time he had wished that the
impulpable ir would thicken and shape itself
into the foris hie Joved ; bt the vision uever
cae.  The rooms were hane ted, but it was
with bitter thoughts ofthe past ; his sleep was
Lroken, but ouly with coufused patches of
dreaming, iu which the image of the beloved
dead was entangled in some web of foolishness
and bewilderment. Never had she appeared
to himas he would have her come, serene and
radiunt with the rudiance of u sond that wanders
down from heaven to comfurt an earthly
mourner

He went out into  the garden and smoked a
Lipe under the cedar, but here too the solitnde
which had been the babit of nhis life lately
seened strangely intensified to-day. It might
have been that sound ot distant juy-bells, ur the
kuowledge thut all the little world within a
twenty-mile moiuns wais making merry ko near
him. It would be dificult to define the cause,
but sscuse ot isolution crept into his mind, He
smouked a second pipe, and drank a tambler of
spirilsaaud-water, that perilons restorer to which
be hind oo frequent recourse of Iute 5 sat for
an hour or more under the low-spreading
brauches which searcely clenred his hend when
he stood upright, and hen could  endure
this oppression of silence and lonclinss no
luug‘cr, and resolved to go to the Clevedon fes-
tival,

1 needu't join their tomfoolery,” he said to
himself ; % [cun look on.”

He went up to his room, and dressed himself
in some of thuse clothes which had lain so long
idle in bis sea-chest.  Hewas a handsome man
even now, inspite of the gloomy lovk that hud
become his nuturnl expression ; u fine-lovking
mun still, in spite of his bent shoulders ; but
he was only the wreck of that wan he had been
befure his daughter's death : ouly the wreck of
that wan who swiled home from the distant
world, fortunute aud full of hope, cuming buck
to his only child,

The dinners for the cottagers, furm-servants,
gurdeners, gamekeepers, and small fry of ull
kinds was to begin at halt~pust one ; the din-
ner for the suporior tenantry, to which Mr,
Redmayne was bidden, st three o'clock, He
had plenty of time to walk to Clevedon Lefore
the bauquet began, if he cared to take his place
among the revellers, but he did not care about
the ceremony of dining. Mo meant only to
stroll about the park, tuke n distant view of
rejoicings, and walk home aguin in the twilight,
The Buses did not except to return till mid-
night, as the firoworks, which were the great
fenture of the entertainment, were only to be-
gin at ten ; but Richard Redmnyne haud no idea
of stayiny tostare at many.coloured sky-rockets
or showers of fulling stars, or catherine wheels,
or romau candles, !

He took the short cut to Cluvedon, the path
that skirted meadows and cornficlds, by those
tall hedgerows which had sheltered Grace and
her lover in the fatal summer that was gone.
Slowly and listlessly he went his way, stopping
to lenn agaiast a stile and smoke a meditative
pipe before his journey wus huif done ; linger-
ing to look at the ripened corn sometimer, with
the criticul eye of expericnee, but not with the
koen interext of posscssion., Bven if these
acres hiul still been “in haud,” it is doubtful
whether he would bave surveyed them with
lis old earnestness. The very key—stone of
hfc's. arch was gonc. He had no motive for
wishing to incrense his store ; hardly any mo-
tive for living, except that one undefined idea
of a day of reckoning to come sooner or later
betwixt him and his child's destroyer.

To-day, dawdling in the sunshine, amidst:
that peacefal landsenpe, going on such a pur-
poscless errand, bardly knowing why he went,
there was surcly nothing further from his
thoughts than that the day of reckoning had
come,

CHAPTER XXXVIII,
" OF ALL MEN KLSE 1 HAVE AVOIDED TUEB.”

Perhiaps, if o 1wan must throw his monoy away
somohow or other, which nppears to be nlmoust




