her joy and
been blighted.

hopes for the future would have

And why? oly hecuuse fenning wguinst
Inmp.post, chewing a plece ot straw reftectively,

was e diety, disreputable-looking  vagabond,
whose long malted hair was surmounted by an
old, greasy, butterad white hat, cocked at a
wondertal angle over his loft ear,

Flennor did aot ook from the window: but

yet thoere the figure stood tn that persistent sord
of attltude which seoms tosay, » 'mowatting
fur some one, and here T menn to stay till they
come,”

Every now and then the disreputable loung
ridsed his eyes inguiringly to Madame Mantiln's
shop; but It waus not till Blespor left the portal
that he'shifted his position,

No sooner, however, had she started with the
bundle of sillke §n bher hand than he teft his post
and followed her step by step down Bubylon
NStreet.

As Lo s slie continted in the great thorougle-

tare lie Rept well behind ber but no socner did

she fuen Intoa narrow, unfrequentel street than
he quickened his paee, overtook her, and lald
his hand on her shoulder,

sOlleanore

She turned quiekly round, and fo her surprise
leet fuldl the bundle which she carried,

s You her she eried.
me out?”

« By chuney, my pretyy one.

Yot iy mney

how ent up I was on nding the goose that hdd .
s had lown away; .

me sueh benutifnl golden o
and i you ean faney that, you may hnaglhhe

the pleastre was to e todiseover my birdin
v

Babylon Street this atternoon

s What §s it your want 2 asked Eleanor with .

a shwlder,

none,”
o Nonsense ™

SIS the fret,”

#Well, woney or money's worrth—i
whicl, Whiat have you got in that pare.

o Lettve it nlone: I is not mine™

sCome, conne FElernor! You wouldi't be
wubig Into o eraek shop like Mrs, Mantillads and '
coming out with i large pareel undess you hae
plenty of tuottey,.  Don’t try to gammon me!”
And Mre, Slider spoke as if he were beityg baadly |
useld,

Fleanor told bim her stury: how she was
strugeling to earn o living: told himm that she
hid but a few shillings lett, and that, but forthe
eraploynment she had obtatned from Madame |
MantLillu she lght have starved.

Slider, however, was not particularly interest- !
ed in the narration.

111% countennnee fetl when he discovered that |
he must no longer look upon Eleanor as an ut- |
fudling source for momwy,  As to his own shave !
I the matter, he thowght nothing or it

s But you suy yYou have a little money left 2
suid Nlider, his conntenanee hrightening up as
he spoke.

“Very little”

1le mechanieally stretehed out his palm to.
wards Eleanor.

«You would nul tiake my last sixpence, surea-
1y 7 she nsked, .

For that matter, Mr, Slider would have had
1o compunction in taking the lust sixpence from
anybody, but he thought it more prudent to
hide thls sentiment.

“You have work, and can enru more,” he
safd, In o whining tone.

Without another word, Eleanor emptied the
contents of her slender purse into his hand,

IFor sume moments he wilked by ler side in
silence.

« Where do you lve " he asked, abruptly.

Eleanor hesitated, debating in her own mind
whether she should neguaint hiny with her pre-
sen: address ; but he sattled the polnt by saylnag,
«QOh, you don't remewmber the name of the
street, perhaps, Well, us I'm au ldle man about
town, I’'ll walk with you, and then there cun't
be any mistnke. Wil you tuke my arm ?”

Elennor shrunk away from him, but he con-
tinued to walk by herside till she eutered Little
Flittup Street, Thon she turned, and spoke to
him.

wlt is well,” sald she, bitterly, *that you
siould see to what I am reduced. This is where
Ilive. You may judge whether it is ltkely that
I am I n position now to supply you with mo-
ney. I havedone much for you—have suflfered
much for you—nnd have never received a word

« How did you lind .

don't’

" day, snd as Klennor walked fdong the puvenient,
'+ she could not but notice the contrast presented
{ there ut ten In the morning and three (n the nf-
! ternonn.
i nrly ns i was, however, there wasa customenr
Cin Mawtatne Mantlll’s shop when Eleanor en-
tered.
i She wasaplain littie maddle-aged wotnan, con-
sidernbly below the avernge height, with o sharp
| ubrupt manncer of speaklng, which might have
o prejudiced one agrinst her, but for tho merry,
wonn] -natured sparkle in her eyes.

Eleanor procesled to the furthier end of the
shop to transact her business, bul she distinetly
heard the lady ask, « Who Is that young puer-
ron "

« 1 don't kuow, I'm sure, my lady,” said the
attendant, thus addressed, honouring Flennor
with n supercilious stare.

« IBless my heart, you don’t know
tind out, I supposes”™

The attendant shouk hoer yellow curls disdaln-
fully, and whispereda quoestion tn the ear orfone
of her fetlows,

sNhe s o Mrs, Vane,”

Fle:xtnor, not wishing to be traeed, had given
this, er nother’s malden nime, on belng asked.

@ Mrs, Vae——eh 9

»# Yes, my lady.”

o What brings her here
, e+sShe has brought buck some work with
{ which she was entrusted.” .

s bt e 1

»Itist for sale, my Jady, it his bean done
to opder.”

s Did 1 say ILwas for sale? Let me see it !

Fleanor's work was handed to the old Indy,
who examined 3t very closely.

» IUs good—very good I” she sald, But she's
nv more o regulnr needlewoman than I am.”

“ What makes you think that, my Indy

“What regular needlowoman would have
tiaken all thls trouble.  How long has she been
worklng at 11?2

s She had the stutt’ given her yesterday, my

You can

iy

“Then it's a erying shame; she must have
hween working acit all through the ulgist Mrs,
Ve !

Eleanor was. as yot, so little aceustomed to
her new name, that she fulled to reply to this
summons; indeed, not
riepented, did she start from hor reverie.

s Mrs Vane,” sadd the old tady, + 1 sthould
like to have a few minutes’ conversation with
you.”

S With pleasure,” said  Eloanor, grucefully in-

. ellning her head.

s Not here—not here! Come to ny house
aboutl mid-day to-morrow.” So suying, sho put

Into Eleanor’s hand a thick, substantial eard, '

upon which was lnseribed lu equally substantial
lettors, « Lady Joyee;” and then in charactors

¢ somewhnt more minute, ¢ Park Lane.”

Eleanor took the card, and her ladyship left
the shop, entered a plain, but well-appoluted
broughum, and was driven ofl at a rapld pace.

With a vague feeling of hope that good milght

come olit of the chance acquaintance ship,
Elennor returned to Little Fittup Street.

The next day she weont to Park Lane at the
uppuinted time, and was shown luto o hand-
somely-furnished room, there to awalt the com-
ing of Ludy Joyce.

She had not long to wait.

“Mrs. Vane,” suld her lndyship, on entering,
< I'm glad to see you're punctunl—sit down.”

she did as sho was told In silence,

#Mrs. Vane, have you any objection to tell
me the story of your life 2"

Eleanor had a very great objectlon, and stam-
mered and stuttered paluafully In trying to tind
some courteous reuson for refusing the request.

“You would rather not. I thought so. My
only object In asking was, that my suspiclons
might be contirmed.”

“ Your suspjcions, my lady 9"

# Yes—do not be alnrmoed ! 1 do not seek to
pry tnto famlly matters.”

*sCan I be of any service to your ludyship ?**

“Yes I”

“ In what way 2"

s I want & companion,—wlill you take the si-
tuation? I think it is a tolerably zood one, for
I have been pesterod with applteants, but thelr
vapours and fine airs disgusted me. You took
my fancy the mmoment [ saw you.”

¢ But your ladyship knows nothing of me—of
my character—of my antecedents,”

I will run every chance of thut,
u pretty face, and an honest one.”

You have

of thunks. Remember, you huve now recelved
the lust turthing from me that you will ever re- .
coive., D not expeet help fromm me; do not ¢
speak o me,  If you had a partiele of noble, :
maunly feellng left in you, you coull not have !
acted s yout have done,  But all the past ks for- |
given; but, for (he future, we must bo ns strnng-
ers Lo tich other.”

RBeforn the astonnded stider uad time toreply,
Eleanor had entered the
door.

For about Ladf an hour he vemadned outshde,
uncertuin how he should aet,

Al the endof that time the door agnin openad,

and SHder stepped forward to accost Eleunor § ;

but it was not she who ererged fromm the house,
it was A U7,

Now Mr. Slider had a wholesume drend of po-
Necmen ; and nho svoner did he see who it was
than he (to borrow a word from our Americin
neighbours) ¢ skeduddied ; and the recollection
of that gentlemian in blue did more to keep him
awary f1omn the nelghbourhoml of Little Fitoap
Streel. than the wornds of Fleanor Jerrold,

CHAPTER XVIIL
PHE GouD FORTUNE WIHICH REFELL
JERROLD,

ELEANOR

Eleatior, afiter gettiug rid of her persecutor,
made her way to her own room, only stopplng
for i moment on her way to tell the poliee-
man's wife of her goud fortune in having ob-
tidned some work.

In the qulet of her own spartment sho set to
work resolutely upon the siik; but after all she
round Lo her hand it was but slow work, She
had never butore had to raee with her needle
agalnst time for & living; amd it soon became
appuront to her that it would be ulmnost Impos-
sible for her to finlsh the job in time, upon
which depended her future emmployment.

Gradunlly daylight wancd, but. Eleanor only
paused for n moment 10 light n candte, and then
resumed hier needle.

Evening pussed, amt night enine; but still the
busy hands moved hither and thither uver the
smooth sk, and still the lustrous vyes followed
the puttern with ense.

Next morning, at six o'clock, the pollecman's
wife knocked nt Elernor's door, but recelived no
unswer.

After u pause, she entered the rooin.

There, sented 1n o chadr, but worn out with
mtigue, was Elennor Jerrold, [u her lwmnd she
held the work which she had Anlshed trium-
phantly, but her strengtly had been exhatusted,
and even hefore she was able to put it away,
sleep hatl overtuken her,

Thg little woman withdrew holselessly, bat it
wus hot long before Eleanor awoke, nnd ten
v'cloek suw ber on her way to Bubylon Strect,
carrying the work comploted, nenily wrapped
under her arnt,

Bubylon Street belngan arlstoerutic thorough-

|
i
house and closed the

{
t
U Buate—
)
|

s« 13at T know nothing of the dutles I should be
expected to perform 2

* Bless the ehild! you ean talk, ean’t you?”

s Yes, my lady "

# Read aloud 7**

s Yes, my Ly

SWell, T know you ciub work with
you could play some musieal Instrument 2"

< Very lttle, my lady.”

«There, T snid so!” replied Ludy Joyce, tri-
b um phantly,— yor'll do well enough !

s Sl and nonsense, my dear, I never listen
to buts, I['1ta not mad, though my kind friemds
and relatlons say I am. [ only speuk what I
think, and that Is qtite enongh to stampine s
a lunatle.”

s Then my lndy, I am to understnnd——2

s You're to understand exactly what I tell
you, that I want a companion, aud you're to
ke the situntion.  Where hnave you been liv.
lng on

o Littke Fittup Street, my lady.”

+ What number?"*

« Mixty-four.”

things, nnd be rendy when I eall for you, at tive
v'clock.”

completely bewildered.

Lady Joyeo had made such o sudden attnck
upon her, that she had had no thme o reflect,
Now that she ciupe to think the wmatter over
quictly, she was not altogether so woll plonsed
as she might buve buon.

She had never been accustomed to fll & sub-
ordinate position, and she doubted whether
she would be able to get on with Lidy Joyce;
but after all, it would be better-than working
night und duy for Madam Mantilla.

Flennor returned to Little Fittup Street, und
related her gool fortuue to her lirst [ondon
friend—the policeman’s wife—und she packed
up the very few urticles she possessed, and
wuited putiently till the well-uppotuted brough.
am of Lady Joyce dashed up to the door, bring-
ing all the inhabitants of the street te toelr
windows Lo stare at it,

A Leavy, panderous footman duscended, and
knockod so long and so loud, thut the door wus
oponed while he still held the knoekor, by
which means he very nenrly mensured his sn-
blime length In the little pussuge.

Eleanor camue out and got into the broughautn,
tho footman mounted to bis poreh, Lady. Joyeo
guvo tho direetlon, ¢ home,” the horses’ hiends
were turhed westwards, aml EFleanor and her
patron were driven rapidly through the erowded
street In the direction of Park Lane,

Having scon our heroiuc on her way to her
new home, It would be us w. 1l tu glve a short
nt of the trie ludy, who had taken so
great o fancy to her,

Lady Joyce was the widow of un oflicer, who

fure, dues not comanenee business 11N inte in the

hned hean kKulghted on necount of his services In

til 1t had been twice |

your |
i needle, nnd I dare say, if the truth were known,

 Well Lthen, you go home, now, pitek up your :

Eloanor bowed her head, and loft the room, i

! !
i

India, from which place he returned with halfun
Illver, a blacik servant, and one of the worst
3 tempers Lmaglnabile,

His wife put up with 1t all, went about with

him nost dutifully to Bath and Cheltenham,
Jand finally. when he dicd—leaving goodness
only kuows how many laes of rupees——gave him
as hnndsome u faneral as money could procure,
nud wore the sleepest mournlng for o whole

twelvemonth, .

At the end of that time, however, she cumao
out agaudn nto tho world, and withont mixingin
its raore uproarious gadeties, managed to lend a
very comfortable nnd plensunt life.

Or course, she had many opportunitles of
again ohanginyg hor name, (whut lidy with un.
told wealth, would not ) but she declined to
avall hersell ofany of the offers shie recelved.

Such was Lndy Joyew's history,

Kleanor entered the magniticont house In
Park Lane by hor side, and wus at once shown
to a comfortable room, handsomely farnished,
which, slie wus told wits hencetorth Lo be hiers
and there, while waiting for the dinner bell to
ring, she seated herselfIn a luxurious casy chalr,
aml allowed her thoughts free course.

Though her husbid had trosted her badly,
sho was forced to contess that her conduet wus
suspicions,

How could she ever hope to clear lherself in
his eyes ¢

At dinner Eleanor was parfeetly astounded
by the quantliy ot phiate displayed on the slde-
board,

# Do you keep all that valuawble property in
the house, Lady Joyee ? she asked.

“Yeg, chlld, Why naot ¢

I should be so afralt of its being stolen.”

¢ QOh, no. The butler locks {t up every
night.”’

Then the conversation dropped, and the sub-
Ject wus forgotten, but the words were to be
subsequently recalled as proofs ot erime agalnst
the untortunate Elennor Jerrold,

{ T'v be continued.)

Al EVENING TIME.
‘Thoe old nest swings ou the leatluss tree,
Tho rod sun sots in the wost @

I think that Iike two brown birds are we,
Left lust in the empty nest,

Al the young ones are afar and awuy,
Euch sings with his chosen mato :
Twilight is closing onr lightatome dny.
Though the erimson lush lasts Wnte.

*Tis & trembling step enmesz down the path
You could erst so lightly troad 3

Chiunged is our thonght ot the grave uld earth
That is keeping in trust our doad,

O, cotaely fuve, that [ knew so fuir!
soft cheuks. that aroe sunken now.

[ love the gray in your tuded hair,
The lines on your thoughttul brow, «

"The past grows o book to underatand,
Tho futuro has gifts to bring,

As I sit by the fire and hold your hand,
And finger tho worn gold ring.

Mi' own true wifo, who is denrer now

For all that the yonrs rosign—

For the timid love, for tho spoken vow.
For the home that was yours and mine

IFor hopus wo shared, and for tears wo shed.
Forcomfort in dayso’orenst ;

For thu truat that wo hold to nioct our dead
When the shades of life are past.

Griefs that are over loft us o gift,
They lit ug n lamp of light ; A
Soon shall God’s sunshine cloar through the lift.
And there shall bo nu more night.

Cloxe tu my sido. dour wife that I love,
With your thin band fast in mino ;
Sowill we wait for tha light above,

i
i
|
|
I
]
i
|
{ Till the morniog star shalt shinv,
|

{RxorsTerenlin accordance with the Copyright Act
of 1868.1

IN AFTER-YEARS;
OR

FROM DEATH TO LIFE.

BY MRH. ALKXANDER ROdS.

CHAPTER XXXV,

Did Lord ranstoun cease to think of Ern-
test De Vere's love? no, not for an hour,

' Phe part of Regent Street where he bad last
I seen her had to him become sacred ground,
{ where somcehow he funcied I would one day
. see her again,

. There was the very door step she stood on,
i he had marked it well, a silk mercer's shop on
! one side, on the other n buokseller s,

I He bethought him of & buok he wunted

| It was given him by a clerk wnd while he
!

{

took money from his purse to pay for it, the
master of the shop shewed him some drawings
he was sending away.

# Arve they not beautifully done 2

Lord Cranstoun's heart beat high, he knew
|thc design, a Calivlily and searlet geranium,
i with its green and brown leal) the free sketeh,
| the toucly, he could not be mistaken.

# Where did you gut that drawing? As he
| askedd the question he pot his card on the
I eounter.

T'he boukscller lifted the card and read,
' Lord Cranstoun. % It was painted for me by n
! young lady who gives me ull her work,”

# Does she live in London?”

“ No, not now."”

. % Do you know her unme?

“ Yes, my Lord, Miss Fargnhurson.”

The nue fell like death upon his heart ; he
locked on the drawing again; impossible, he
could not be mistaken, ¥ Have you any others
donue by the sune arctist 7"

A bunch of purple lilacs with golden Inbuc-
nums, the back ground an old wall, was put
into his hands, it was his own design!

# Are these for salo?

“ No, my Lord, when the artist is known |
can get nny price I please to usk for these, I
sold several by thesuine artist, { am sorry now
that I have done s0.”

41 wish to have all you have got, I will give
any price you plense to ask.”

¢ Where shall I send them my Lord, to Buys-
water "

@ Yes, will yon give mo the address of the
urtist 7"

Phe man demurred suying he did not know
if the youug lady would like him to do so, she
evidently belonged to tho upper class of socie-
ty ; he would offer iuny drawings he might re-
ceive from her in future to his Lordship before
shewing them to unother.

 You mistake, it is not the drawings, it is
the artist and her family { wish to find out; if
[ amn right sndehese drnwings have been paint

¢d by the one I believe them to Le, she lives
with a sister whose husbaud was for many
yenrs supposed to be dewd ; he returned howne
Iast spring, found bis family had removed from
their old lome, snd he bas been unable to
traee them sinee”

«The young lady lives in Eaton Sutton, my
Lord.”

«Thank you, good morning.”

Next morning a stranger arrived in Eaton
Suttun Yy the mail coach,

“ Do yon know a lndy of the name of Far-
quharson who lives here?” said he to the land-
lord of the Star and Garter, where the mail
stopped.

# Yew, t widow lady with uson and duughter 2
No, those | seek are two sisters.”

“ There are no such people in KEaton Suttou,
I kuow cvery one in the village, Miss Far-
quharson the daughter is often here, about
every wmonth she sends o pareel to London, and
she otten receives parcels ; lovk there, the lady
with the little boy is Mrs. Farqubarson, and
the boy is her son.”

Lord Cranstoun felt sick at heart,

* Wont you have brenktast, sir?”

# Yow,"

He drank a cup of tea, but the disappoint-
ment wis tou great, it made him feel as it he
wonld never desire to cat again,”

“1 will wo and scee the young lady at all
cvents,” soliloguized he, © it will do no harm
to tell her 1 admire her drawings, perhaps it
may do gouod, I xhall tell her what I paid for
those | bought yesterduy.”

He walked to the door, ¥ Will you direct me
to Mrs. Ifarquh-rson’s house 7

# Yes, sir, straight down the street, o large
white cottag- with u garden in front and a
holly hedge; it is the only onc in the street
with a holly hedge.”

The cottage was soon found with its white
painted wally, its green holly hedge gay with
scarlet berries, the celm morning supshine ly-
ing over all.

The cottage door was open, Marguret had
left it xo when she came in after secing her
sister and Willic go down the street half an
hour ago, the air was so sweet she thought it a
pity to shut it out.

Lord Cranstoun tapped, no answer; he tapped
again a second time no answer ; he steppedinto
the little hall and tapped at the room door,
this time gently, no answer again,—he pushed
the door very slightly, it opened ;—within ten
fret of where he stood sat his lost love bending
overu table casel, her ek towards him, her

windows : i hand was placed on her shoulder,
# Margaret, dear Margaret

The touch on her shoulder, the voire that
called hier by her neme, reeanlled Margaret from
nday dream of youth and home, and Ernest
De Vere,~she could scarce believe her seuse of
feeling or hearing—could it be—yes, he was
there, beside her—touching her cheek, her
hands clasped in both of his—he was tulking
so clearly, yet so fast telling her that this was
the moment he had thought of every day for
the last ten years, it was for this, to be wear
her, to be able once again to ask her to be his
wife that he had borne cheerfully all the long
ten years of exile; it was this that nerved his
arm in the battle-field, that guve him paticnee
in the foreed murches over the parched sand,
under o burning sun ; this thot instilled new
vigor aud courage to press through the Indian
Jungle, where on every side he was Leset by
fear of the lurking rebul Sepoy or suvage ani-
mal ; the life of scarch and wandering he bad
spent since his return home, since the day
when the vision of beauty seen for a passing
moment met his gld eyes in her upturn d
glcu ; and now he had come to claim her as bis

wn,

Murgaret, poor Margaret; it was very swecet
for her sturved heart to bear all this, and to
know that she had never been forgotten for o
single hour; how gladly would she have died
cnfolded thus listening to all those precious
words, ere the henrt pains came which must

come; the bitter wind and sleet which she her-
self muxt Lring down to kill all her ved roses:
} how handsome he luoked in %is manhood, and
i how strong and good and trae each word he
| spoke ; she must tell him all, nought else wonld
- avail, but only this, confirmed by the renssur-
fance that no Angel’s promise of the longest,
wost blessed, most loving life eurth ever saw,
could turn her from her purpose,

She knew by the love she herself felt,—which
told hershie could sacrifice all for him—that her
in comparison to his, with his strong manhowd
and determination of soul, nlas! was only as
shadow is to sunshine; how gladly would she
have lnid down thix sterndauty, dushed it in the
sen and let the waves cover it ; buriul it deep,
deep in frozen Greenland with the snows of a

tempted before She well remembered what she
felt whon they parted In Lord Thrarnhill’s
conservatory; how hard it had been then, when
she nud never experienced the hopeless long-
ing, the hungey leart which the more she
wished to still ity craved with restless beating
for what must not be; and now that she had

an atmosphere filled with sweetness and per-
fume, her feet pressing the fresh primrose and
the rose-tipped daisies, overhend the balm trees
of Gilend, und of her own will, wrap around
her o wray misty shroud, nnd lie down ina
cold, dark rocky grave,

Shie rolensed hier hands from the foud clusp
which held them, and taking from her pocket
book the newspaper paragraph, which for the
past five yeurs she had kept there, suid with o
clear firm voice,

“ What you wish is impossible, I bear u nume
which would bring contempt und disgrace upon
yours; I love you ag I always doue, but it is
impossible I should ever be your bride ; were
I weak or wicked cnough to consent to bring

ment which our Great Father permits the evil
One to intlict, which would be too bad for me,”

she stopped, and placing the ucewspaper
paragraph in his hand, waited with clasped
hunds and hopuless heart to watch the effect
its perusnl would produce.

Nothing could alter hor resolution, it was
fixed as the laws of the Meds and Persinns,
she could never be Ernest De Vere's wife;
but she fancied that while he read that fatal
paper she could see in his face the feelings
with which he would think of her when the
course of their lives wore parted ; bis, touscend
the sunny flower-clad uplands, the pine crown.
e wountains towards the setting sun, Hers
in silence aid shatdow to run down to the sea,

He glanced nt the first words ; no change, not

n shudow on lip or brow——

face reflected in n mirror placed between the

tusk would be no eisy one, and thnt her love .

thousund years above it ; she had never been so |

passed through all this—she must rise out of

disgrace on your young life, there is no punish. :

* I have seen this before,” snid he, # 1 rvead it
ten years ago ; then 1 considered it the d-vice
of some one who wishied to mortity Sir Richard
Cuninghame, I knew he was most unpopular,
in short that hic wus & bad and consequently a
hated man, but the story was so evidently and
atrociously fulse, th .t it was not likely to have
even that effect; 1 do not know that 1 ever
thought of it ngain, until several yenrs after [
wis in Indin, wher one of my senior ofticers, a
man considerably older than myself, who hud
bren an old school nnd vollege chum of your
father's told me of the denth in life which Sir
Richard Cuninghame made your fther suffer:
your futher whom he would have fain mude
the waorld believe to bie his own son.”

While he was speaking, he had walked to
the fire-place and deliberately put the picee of
newspaper in the centre of a clear tire burning
in the grate; he now returned to his seat and
placed himself so as to look in Mavgaret's pale
facens he continued.

“[ then remembered the story of  Sir
Richard's captivity, and came to the conclu-
sion that as fnie us keeping him from leading
the besotied wicked life he formerly did, the
story was true ; nothing would have been mor.-
natural than that & boy of eighteen (the age
your father counted when Sir Lichard disap-
peared from his servants, no one else thonght
of him) yieldiog to an accident which placed
bratal futher in hix power, should shut a daor
on him ; which once shut no matter what de-
sire he had to again set the old villain free, he-
had voluntarily deprived himself of the power
to open.  Sir Richard Cuninghame is dead, the
duy previous his death he confessed to having
stolen your father in his infuncy.  Your futher
was Sir Willinm Hamilton's son ; you are Lady
Hamilton's grandehild,”

i Now for the third time, Margaret Hamilton,
will you be my bride ? 1 lewve my fate in the
hands of your grandmother without whos -
consent her last davghter cannot wed,  If sh.-
gives her consent you will wear this in lifean
death, if not, you will throw it in yonder fire:
it was made for you and another shall never
wear it,”

As he spoke he placed on Margaret’s tinger .«

cirelet of dimmnonds bought in India for ho
veurs before, worth thousands of pounds, th
Uargest center gem being of the size and shape
Pof n French beangthe others becoming gradualiy
less until they met and formed a complet
circle, the whole bluzing in the cottage rooma
, tetlecting shining green leal and searlet berry
vas they huang on the wall,
The revalsion from a tainted name to one of
: the highest und proudest in Scotland, in whos-
' veins tlowed the blood of Kings ; {rom a lonely
¢ nneared-for toiling life, to one hedged in by
I mother's cure; possessing and having a right
to receive the deep font luve of the one whos:
image had filied her heart in all those long
yeurs of absence, one whose miune was part of
the great history of the land ; all this was toe
much for Margaret, her heart beat in great wind
thrubs bencath each shock of which her fram.-
trembled, her eyelids closed on bher marble
chicek and blessed tears cre through the dik
eyelashes and full down like rain,

How long Lord Cranstoun and Margwet
Hamilton sat there or what they said the chio-
nicle telleth not, but full two hours after
light tap came to the roum dour, immedintey
the door opened us of itself and Adam entes ol
holding in his hund a bunch ol juniper with
its purple and green berries surrounded by v d
und pink heather which the unusunl mildness
of the seuson had spared ju blossomn us fresh s
if the wonth hand been October instead of Jan-
ary.

“ My service to you, Miss Margarct, my ser-
vice to you Master De Vere,” said Adam as e
approached to where they sat, and presented
his offering gathered on the Huddon braes ln-
fore he sturted on his hurried message, whiel
he was now aware wus a useless one

47 guthered these lowers on the braes abonn
" the Castle an keepit them fresh weel rolled u)
Dinwet moss; 1 kent ye would like these, Miss
! Margaret, they're frae the place ye used to
swing on in between the rowinn trees”

“Yes, 1 do fike them beeanse they were
¢ pulled there, und a thousand times better b
cenuse you pulled them, Adam; why did you
Feome home 50 suon? you look so well I see
! you hiwve enjoyed yourselt'; are your sister wud
Uher children all well " said  Margaret, as she
i pliced her white hand in Adan’s brown hard
tingers
U Yes, Miss Margaret, thanks e to His watne
they're all well amd doing well, and P'm g ing
* buck again to bide a month when I enny bt
iwhat do y u think, the Colonel was never
"drowned, he's come home and he came here in
1 the conch, him and Lady Hamilton, awd theyre
, waiting at the Star and Garter for me: to come
tand tell you for fear it will sturtle the Mistress
too much ; there's n heap o mair news ‘at yo'll
get when they come and they're no to come till
Clgo for them and Miss Margaret, Sir Rolert
was nie Sir Robert after all, but Lady Hamil-
t n's sou 'ut she lost, and his name is Sie Wil-
linm Hamilton, und her Lndyship put him into
o gran pew coflin an his aju nume ou o silver
plate, T dinun ken what made me 'at I did ua
find it allout Iong wgo; he was na one bit like
the erafty Cinninghames no more thau the Mis-
tress and you are, an ye'er no Cuniughutes
more than him; do ye mind when I used to sy
that the Mistress was liker Lady Hamilt:n
thun nnyoue else I ever saw ? and she was like
her father and her geandfather too when she
was (rightencd, and that was often enongh
ufter Sir Richard cnmne home.”

While the old man spoke Ludy Hamilton
entered, and in w moment was clasped in Mar.
geret's arms,
¢+ Close behind her  Ladyship camo
lenning on her husband's arm,
buunded iu exclniming :

“ Atty dear, Mamma and 1 have found Papa v

Agnes
while Willic

When the sweet Summer time camo round
again, th- re were great doiugs at old Inchdrower
prejuiring for the marringe of Lady Humnilton's
grand-daughter with Lord Cranstoun ; such a
fine trousseau had never been seen by the
county ladivs who came to scee und admiro;
[ sillk and lnee from France, fine linen from Ire—
j lund, gold and jewels from London,

The bride the brightest jowel, tho fairest
flower of ull ; and to please his old fricnd Lady
Hawilton, the Duke of Wellington came to
Scotlund to give uway the bride.

The cirele of diamonds Lord Crunstoun
brought from Indin and put on Margaret
Humilton's ﬁu"gur, Lady Cranstoun nover tock

THE END,
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