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“1 am quite suro he would rather you
stayed here, and I alvo, Lllinee”
She vbeyed him, but she was uneasy with
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«THE EBENTIDOTE#®
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wsed his name.  Now I am going “to heg
once more—for my daughtor—for Ellinor
Stop this thing from becoming publie ; save

SOPHE HOST HAD FALITN FOSWARD IN His oo ™

forchoding, espreinlly when Sir Avthur did
not return, and longed to sco the L <t of
her guests, that she might Lo free.

In the lLibrary Iny the master of TFir-
holtt,  He bad shrunk in this last hour
He was more wizened @ his hands and feet
teem d deawing themselves up into clothen
that had suddenly grown loose and bng:y:
his face was livil, even to the lipe. He
Lay with his eyes closed.

Sir Arthur Peyton was walking up and
down in the room, limping still from the
gont, his face working; he was in a
terriblo pagsion.

“You own to it—that this man's story
ix true; that you have plotted to brims
disgrace upon an honourable louse; added

crime to crime, the taint of it to fal}
upon thoe children of my son?”

The shrivellel figure on the couclh
trembled,

“ I believed that it would never  be-

come hnown. I did jt for her.”

* Kunown or not hnown. the disgrace was
there—the d——disgrace!  Good God !
how can I tell what Guy will do! The
exposure alone——"

“Must that exposure come ?” said Mr.
Rawdon, faintly.

“Come? who i8 to prevent it?” «aid
the man of title. “The scandal will half
kil Lady Peyton. To be sure I have
stopped  that——JAwerican's nouth
the prestnt.  No onc but he and my-elf
know for certain.”

A faint tinge of colour was coming back
to Mr. Rawdon’s face. He reached a cor-
dint thet was upon a table near, aml
drank it.  Then he stood upright. There
was o touch of diznity in his bent figure
his thin hands were folded quictly, his
feet shuffled no more.

“Six Arthur, whea I forged that cheque
my wile was dying, and I bad no money
—none. I had begged five pounds from
the father of the man who dined at my
table to-day, and he refused it; then [

for

hier from knowing. It will be hotter for
sotn toa s and I—I will go fo-night. 1
cangot stay here. I will write to ler—
telbig: hee that the aove of the old rov-
fng life is upon me—what you will. 1
lonz. | know it.  The at-

caneot live

tack I hnd to-nighy was from tho heart.”
“And my son ?”

“Tell him if you think it right; do as
you like. Send him abroad. I wilt
tell Ellinor slic must wait for my retarn,
but let jt fall upon her gradually—gent-
1y ; do not break her heart.”

‘faere was something in the absolute sim-
pleity of the men’s pleading that touched
S v Arvthur's heart—nottenn unkindly ono;
al:o th  plan proposed secoemed tho best
for them all.

He did not know that Matthow Raw-
don louked to the possibility that, with his
rcli-efficement, his crimo wight bo for-
given—to his little girl; that he hoped
much from Guy's stremgth and Sir Are
thur's neod ‘of that £300,000.

Nir Arthur hositated.  “I think,” he
<1, slowly, at last, “it wil' be the bhest
plnn”

“You consent, then? You can assure
this man's silence——""

Me.—Mr.- ~

“1 consent. And as for

vos, T ean wilence hin”
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COPHE SHRIVELLED HIGURE ON THE COUUH T REMBIER”

When . Iength Ellmor was nd of lher
cuests, she went to scek her father. She
found that he had gone to his room, and
that the door was locked.

e answered bawk to her inquivies that
he was Dbetter—anxious to sleep: she
might o to bed without fear, Khe
went bach to Guy, who was waiting in

the drawing room. He declined a
seat in  his  mother's carriage and

weant to ride home. Eilinor slipped her

arms about hisn cck—

“Guy, what is tho matter to-night?
Something has happened, or is going to
happen.  What is it ?”

He gathered her in his arms, crushing
the chiffous of her yellow gown-

** Nothing Lut your own nervous fear,
sweetheart.”

* Guy, we have never talked much about
our love. Tell me now how much you love
me.’

*An idle question, Nell. I love you,

dear.  If you were alone, and poor—"
“And  dishonoured—say dishonoured,
Guy.™

e paused a moment, then waid quietlp
—“And dlishonoured, Nell—outwardly; in
your own pure lieart you never could bo



