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Cuarrer VII, (Continued).—Tie ANGEL A MESSENGER.

No he had not.  For more than 2 month—a whole long month—he had
Lkept away from the Red Gruange . and there had been no sign from him
that he knew of her existence. The tremutons gladness of his voice, which
he songht to hide bat could not, took nothing {rem the questioning and
doubt ir her face as she a; <wered him—

[ have not a moment to loze. I must go.”

“Gal! gowhere?”

' There is trouble at home, Mr. Selturne.”

But Ralph did net move. Troubleat home seemcd bat a distaut, indefi-
piteidea.  What had it to do with him that it sheuld cheat him ont of
this briel’ moment which Lelonged to him ?  Surely it ought to belongto
hitn—one little moment after o whole month of starved, beaten dowa long-
ing. It was the last time ; he would never see her again.

*W'.at trouble 2 Will you trust me with it, as you would if I were you
brother in reality 2 Will you let mo help you if [ can ?”

He stcod there waiting for the auswer, with a vague chill beginning to
gettle over his burst of run-hine.  Richard Dundley was ill —one of  his
old seizures—she was going for the doctor.

*“ And such a night--+0 fnte -was there no one to send but you ?"

Hester shrank a little from the vehemence of his manner, so unlike his
ustial calinness. .

b * The boys are at school. No, Mr Selturne, there was no one to send
ut wme.”’

He woved out of the path, but not to say good-bye and let her pass on
ret.
¥ Let me go, Hester.  Let me do as nuch as that for —your father.”

Hester's face brightened with a palpable expression of relief, She
would b ahle to turn back at onee,and he would be quicker over the errand
than she should be.

¢ Bat you I'" stild Ralph. ¢t Those bleak, lonely ficlds, and thequarry I’

A swile answered him.  She had not erossed them =0 often to begin
fearing now.

Tam poing Iester.”” He bent down with a desperate effort after
ealmnss.  He wanted to tell her they two mu-t meet no more; bnt
heeould not. ¢ | had something to say to yon— a miserable th’nz to
tell vou—hut this is not thetime; I ewonot doit. Gool:bye, Hoster.
God bless vou, and help me !

Out of ull the tronbled whit! of his thioun rhte, as the lamps flew past him
on his crrand, that one idea of help wa the ouly thing to cling to. Ho




