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his temperament, and it gratified his ambition.
flo knew that he inspired tho lodging-house
tosown with confidence, nnd tho parochial autho-
rities with csteem. fho pew-opener curtseyed
to him, aud the churchwardens nodded to him
affbly in tho strect. In short, Pentonville re-
garded him ns a thovoughly respectable man.

Scareddy Jess wmethodical was the other—the
professioml—half of this respectable man's ea-
veer,  He wus punctunlity itself, aud hung his
hat up in Willtum Trefalden’s oflice every moru-
ing at mne, with asmuch exactitude as the clock
anpognesd the hour. At one, he repaired to an
cating-house in High Holburn, where hie had
dincd ut the sawe cost, and from the sume dishes
for the last two-and-twenty years. Don Quix-
ote's diet before bie tuuk to knight-crrantry was
not more monvtonous; but instead of the ¢ pi-
gevn extraordmary on Sundays,” Mr, Keekwiteh
dined on that day at his landlady's table, and
stipulated fur pudding. At two, he resumed his
seat at the office desk ; and, when there was no
particular pressure of work, went howe to hiscat
and his violoncello at half-past-six. At certain
seasuns, however, Mr. Keckwitch and his fellow-
clerks wero almosthabitwatly detained foranhour
or an hour and ¢ halfovertime, and thereby grew
the richer; for William Trefalden voas a pros-
perous iman, and paid his Iabourers fairly.

Sa suber, so steady, so plodding was the head
clerk’s duly round of occupation. lHe fattened
upon it, and grew asthmatic as the years went
by. Noone would have dreamed, to look into
his dull eyes and stolid face, that he could be
other than the vericst wmachine thateverdrove s
quill, but he was notbwg of the kind. e was
an invaluable clerk; and William  Trefulden
knew his worth precizery. His head was as clear
as his voice was hushy; his memory was pro-
digious; and for all merely technical purposes,
he was as good a lawyer as Trefalden himself
He ehtertained certam views, howerer, with
regard to his own field of action, which by no
means accorded with those of his employer. e
liked to know cverything ; and he couceived that
1t was his right, as Mir. Trefalden’s head clerk,
to establish a general supervision of the whole
of that gentleman’s professiounl and private
affairs.  He also deeroed it to be in some sort
his duty to find out that which waswithheld from
him, and regarded every reservationas a person-
al affront. That Mr. Trefalden should keep
certain papers for his own reading ; should an-
swer certain letters with his own hand; and
should sometimes remain in his private room for
long bours after bic and the others were dismis-
ed, preparing  unknown documents, and cven
holding conferences with strangers upon sub-
jects that never filtered through to the outer
oftice, were offences which it was not in Mr.
Reckwitcl's nature to forgive. Nor wero these
all the wrongs of which he had to complain. It
wgs Williim Trefalden’s pleasuro to kecp his
private life and his private affairs strictly to him-
s2lf.  No wman kncw whether he was married oc
single. No man knew how or where he lived.
His practice was large arnd increasing, and tho
proceeds ‘hereof were highly lucmtive. Mr.
Keckwitch had calealated them many atime, and
could give a shrewd guess at the amount of his
master's annual income. But what did he do
with tbis money? How did he invest it? Did
heinvest itat all? Was itlent out at usurious
interest, in quartersnot tobe named indiscreetly ?
or launclied inspecnlations that would not bear
the lightofday ? or gambled away at thetables
of some secret hell in the purlicus of the Hay-
market or Leicester-square?  Or was the lawyer
nmero vulgar miser, after all, hoardivg his gold
in the eracks and crevices of some ruinous old
house, the address of which ho guarded as jeal-
ously as if it were the key to his wealth ?

Hero was the mystery of mysteries; here was
the heart of William Trefalden’s secret; hero was
the one thing which Abel Keckwitch's whole
soul was bent on discovering.

Possessed by that innate curiosity which acted
as the leaven to his phlegmatic temperament, the
hiead clerk bad for years pondervd over this
mystery ; lain in wait for it; scented round it
from all sides; and, in a certain dogged way, re-
seoted it.  But sinco that evening of the second
of March, he bad fired upon it with a vindictive

tenacity as deadly as the coil of the boa. Ho
saw, or believed lio saw, in this thing, a weapon
wherewith to chastise the man who had dased to
fird him out, and eni' hitn spy; and upon this
ono object he concentrated the wholo force of his
slugzish but powerful will, For Abel Keck-
witch was & hater after Byron’s own heart, and
luved to nurse his wrath, and brood overit, and
keep it warm. e never passed that doorway
in Chancery-lane without rebearsing the whule
seene in his mind,  He remembered eveary insult-
ing word that Willinm Trefalden had hurled at
him in those threo or four moments. IHe still
flt the iron blow, the breathless shock, the burn-
ing scnse of rage nnd humiliation.  These things
rankled day by day in the respectable bosomn of
Abel Keckwiteh, and were cach day further and
father frum being forgiven and forgotien.

Tl 2 sceret, however, remained as dark as ever.
He had fancied once or twice of lato that hie was
on the vergo of some discovery ; but he had each
time found himsclf misted by bis suspicions, and
as far off as ever from the goal.

Hope deferred, and wrath long  cherished,
began at length to tell upon Mr, Keckiwitch's
health aud spirits. Uo beeame morose and ab-
stracted, e gave up practising the violoncello.
o 1ust his appetite fur the aiurnal meats of
Iligh Holborn, and his relish for the leaders that
ke was wont to devour with bis chicese; and he
furgat to take notice of bhis cat. Ilis landlady
and his fellow-clerks saw and marvelled at the
change; and the soul of the one-cved waiter
who received Mr. Keckwitelt's daily obolus, was
perplex-d with him; but none dared to question
him.  They observed him from afar off) as the
Greeks looked upon Achilles sitting sullealy
beside his ships, and canvassed his mood ¢ with
bated breath and whispering humbleness.”

This went on for weeks; and then, all at once,
the tide turned, and Mr. Keckwitch became him-
seif again. A bright idea had occurred to him,
by the light of which be distinetly saw the path
to success onening out bLefore him.  He only
woopdcred that he bad not thought of it sooncr.

CHAPTER XXIV., AT TUE WATERLOO-BLRIVGE

8TATION.

Saxon Trefalden was in buoyant spirits that
aflernoon as he wandered to and fro among the
intricate platforms of the Waterloo-bridge sta-
tion, and watched the coming aud going of the
trains. IHec had plenty of time; fur he was a
very inexperienced trave'ler, and, in his anxiety
to be punctual, bad come bLalf an hour too soon.
But bis mind was full of pleasant thoughts, and
ho enjoyed the lifo and bustlo of the place with
as much zest as if the whole scene were a comedy
played for his amusement.

He was very bappy. Ie thought, as he went
strolling up and down, that he hadscarcely ever
felt 5o happy in his life.

In tho fisst place, he had that day received a
letter from Pastor Martin—a long, loving, pious
letter, filled with sweet homo news, and benevo-
Ient projects about good things tobe done in the
valley of Domleschg. The remittance which bo
had despatehed the very day after he drew his
first cheque, had been distribated among the poor
of tho neighbouring perishes; the organ that he
tiad sent out a fortnight sinco had arrived, and
tho workmen wero busy with it daily: the
farm-buildings at Rotzberg were being repaired,
and the threomeadows down by tho river-side,
that had been so long for sale, were now bought
in Saxon’s name, and added to thelittle demesne.
The pigeons, oo, had ¢ new-pigeon-tiouse; and
tho spotted cow had calved; and tho thrushes
that built last year in tho great laurel down at
the cnd of the garden, hadagein mede their nest
in the branches of the samo tree. Theso were
trifles; but to Saxon, who loved bis far-away
hoine, his nativo valley, andall the surroundings
of his boyhood with the passionato cathusiasm
of a mountaineer, they wero trifles infinitely pre-
cious and delightful. And besides all this, the
1ctter ended with a tender blessing that had
rested upon his heart ever sineo he read it, and
scemed to hallow all the sunshine of the April

William Trefulden had, it i3 true,affirmed thar
tho hours of Greatorex and Greatorex were num
bered, and that Saxon’s fifty-uine thousand
could only internose a brief delay between the
bankers and their ruin; but Laurence Greatorex,
with the crisp bank-notes in bis hand, had as-
sured him that thissum, by renewing their credit
and tiding them over tho present emergeney,
was certain salvation to the tirm.  Tuking it on
the whole, this matter of the cheque lind been
sufficiently disagreeable. Ithad shown the ban-
ker's disposition fiom an unfavourable point of
view, and to withdraw from even a part of his
rash promise had been a source of humiliation to
Saxon. Perhaps, too, theyonng mat couid not
holp liking lis fricnd somewhat less than before ;
and this is at all tines a painful fecling. Him-
self one of nature’s own geatlemen, he shrank
iustinctively from all that was coarse and mer-
conary; and he could not shut his cyes to the
fact that Greatorex had shown himself to be
both. However, it had ended pleasantly,  Sax-
on hiad saved his friend, and the banker had not
only overwhelined him with professions of grati-
tude, but given him aproper acknowledgment
for tho moncy, so that William Trefalden’s pro-
missery note (which Saxon knew he should ne-
ver have produced, though he had lost every
peany by the omission) was happily not needed
afterall.

And in the thied place, he was going into the
country fora week or ten dayz.  That was the
last and best of alll  After six weeks of feverish
London life—six long, dazzling, breathless, won-
derful weeks—he felt his heart leapatthe thonght
of the free, fresh air, and open sky. e longed
to heup and out again at grey dawn, with a gun
on his shoulderand adogat his heels. Helonged
to feel the turf under his et ; and, above aly, to
practice the art of horsemanship in some more
favourable locality than the yard of the riding-
school, or the crowded tnanege of Rotten Row.
To this end, he had & couple of thorough-breds
and @ groom with him, and had just scen the
animals safely disposed of in a horse-box, ready
10 join tho train us soon as it was backed into
the station.

So Saxon wag in great spirits, and went round
and about, looking at the book-stalls and the
hesrying passengers, und thinking whata charm-
ing thing it was to have youth, riches, friends,
and all tho world of books and art before onc!
Thero were, in truth, & great many half-formed
projects fluating about his brain just now-—vaguo
picturcs of & yachting tourin the Mediterrancan;
visions of Rome, and Naples, and the isles of
Greece; glimpses of the Nile, and the Pyramids,
and cven of tbe white domes of Jerusalem.  For
somo of theso schemes Lord Castletowers waa
aaswerable; but let the foreground be what it
might, the familiar snow-peaks of the Rhaotian
Alps closed in tho distance of every wondrous
lanscapo that Saxon's vivid imagisation bodicd
forth. o had nothoughtof wanderinginto Italy
without first revisiting the valley of Domlesebg =
and still less did be cver dream of making his
permanent home away from that still, primitive,
untrodden nlace. But he had projects about
that also0, and meant some day to build a beauti-
ful commodious chiteau (not so large, but much
more beautiful than Count Planta’s), and to
rebuild the church, and throw a new bridge over
tho Rbine, erect model cottages, and make cvery
onc happy around him.

# Well, what is it 7" saidan sathoritative voice.
# Anything the matter??

Saxon was looking at the red and gold backs
of a long row of Tmveller's Guides on o book-
stand close by, and the voice broke in abruptly
on the pleasant reveric which their titles had
suggested. Mo turned, and saw a lady, a mil-
way guard, and & burly-looking official with a
pen behind his car, standing at the door of an
cmpty second-class carriage of the up-trin which
had discharged its freight of passengers three or
four minutes ago.

The gnard touched his cap.

“ Lady's lost bier ticket, sir,” hic replicd, witha
knowing twinkle of the cye.

# 1 koow 1 hed it whken tho train stopped at

day.

Thep, in tho sccond place, he had that mom- .
ing enjoyed the supremo luwxury of doing good.

Weybridge,” said tho lads. ¢ I took it out from
my purse, because X thought the guard was going
to azk to seo it”



