THE HEARTHSTONE.

‘N

NO MORTGAGE ON THE FARM.

BY JOUN B. YATER.

Mary let's kill the fatted onlf and ocolebrate the day,
For the drondful wortgagoon the farm at last ia
wipod nway : .

X lmm:_nulll'-t the papors with me — thoy are right as

rightean bo,—
Lot us l‘r;_ugh and ’ling togothor, for tho dear old farm
18 frov.

Don’tJnlll the Yankoos celebrate the fourth day of

uly.

Booause 'twns then that freedom’ssunlit up their
Nation’s sky ?

Why shouldn’t wethon colobrato, and this day nc’or

rgat
Whero iy there any freedom liko beiog out of dobt ?

I’vo rison mnny mornings an hour beforo the sun,
And night has overtakon mo bofors the tnsk wns

done ;

When wonr& with my Iabors,’twas this thought that
nerved my arm,

Each day of toil will help to pay tho mortgage on the
arin.

And, Mary, you havo done your part in rowing to tho

shore,

By toking oggs and buttor to the littlo village storo ;

You d;d not spend tho mounoy in drossing up for
show

But sang 'from mom till ovoning in your faded
oalico.

And Bossie, our swoot daughtor—God bless her lov-
ing honrt ;
That lud thn::rgéu her for u wifo must bo by nature

amart—

Bho’s gono without a piano, hor lonoly hours to
chnrm

To hnfvo a hand in paying off the mortgago on the
aru.

I'll build a littlo coltago aoon, to make your heart

£0j0ico ;

DI’ll buy a good ninno to go with Bessio’s voice.

You shall not make your buttor with that up-and-
down concern,

For l'lll‘go this very day und buy the fincst patont
churan.

Lay by your faded ealico nnd gowith mo to town. .
d got yoursolf und Bossic a now and shinin:
Rown,
Low pricos for our produce need not give us now

alarm
Bpruce up n titlo, Mury, there's no mortgugo on the
furm1

‘Whilo our hoarts are now so joyful, lot us, Mary, not

orgo

To thank our God in hoaven for being out of debt ;

For llo gavo tho rain and sunshine, and put streugth
iuto my arm,

And lengthenod out the days to gee no mortgege on
tho furm. —Fitchburg Nentinel.

[{REGISTERED 1n accordanco with the Copyright Aot
of 1868.]

TO THE BITTER END.

By Miss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ° LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET, ETC.

OHAPTER XLIII,—(Continved.)

For some minutes after this Sir Franeis
Clevedon was inclined to be angry, and Geor-
gie bad to be apologetic, and to assure her
husband that she had never doubted him, no,
not even for a moment ; only—only she had
been very unhappy, and that dreadful man had
scemed 0 positive, and to have such strong
grounds for his accusation, and the miniature
was the very image of her darling Frank.

# 1t may have been poor Harcross's picture,”
suggested Sir I'rancis.

4 0O no, it was much too handsome, and much
too young.”

¢ But it was painted when he was five ycars
younger, you sce, Georgie, and it may have
been a flattoring likeness then.”

%It may,” said Georgie doubtfully. #But it
was your face, looking at me with dreamy
gruy eyes, O Frank, think what I must bave
suffered.”

% Then you must have doubted me, Georgie,
and that was a crime,—matrimonial high-trea-
son. But for heaven's sake, tell me ull about
this man Redmayne, and his accusation. The
cluc to this murder may be in that.”

%[ know that ho was dreadfully angry,” an-
swered Georgie, #and that he seemed desper-
ate, like a man who could do anything.”

Questioned closely by her husband, Georgic
described the scene in the library, repeating as
faithfully as she could cvery word that had
been spoken by Richard Redmayne.

«This would fairly account for Harcross's
objection to como here,” thought Sir Frncis.

He kissed his wifo, and gave hera free par-
don for that offence which he bad called matri-
monial high-treason. .

#But don't do it again, Georgie. Yonmight
talkee up some other delusion, and I might not
be able to prove an alibi quite so casily. And
now I must go and talk to Vallory about this
busincss, and perhapa to Mr. Rufnell the con-
stable.”

#Q Francis, will they bang that poor far
mer

“Inevitably, I should imagine, if he shot
Harcross.”

“But he had been 8o badly treated—his
daughter tempted away from him.”

“Granted, my dear; but the law docs not
recognise the shooting of seducers.”

« 0 Francis, I should be 80 sorry if that poor
man wero hung. I felt for him so deeply when
ho told me his story, even though he was ac-
cusing you.”

« I am sorry for him too, Georgie, It is a
bad business altogether. But I have only one
daty in this matter, and that is to sec my guest
avenged.”

Ho went down to his study, a solidly~for-
nished business-like apartment in an obscure
portion of the house, abutting on the offices—
a room in which he was wont to receive Mr.
Wort, and which had now been made the
head-quarters of the committes of investiga-
tion—a room in which they could coms freely
at any moment. Bir Francis found Weston
there, in thoughtful solitude, emoking a cigar
by the open window, which, as it looked
only upon the stable-yard, had not been dark-

ened,

To him Bir Francis repeated the conversa-
tion reported by Georgie, particulars which
wore not new to that gentleman,

#Yes” said Weston, throwing away the end
of his cigor, after he had smoked it out with a
meditative aspect, 4 yes,” he repeated with ex-
ceeding deliberation, I don't think there's
zoom for a doubt. Redmayne’s the man.?

«But do you suppose there was any truth in
his notion about his daughter 2 s

¢t Unquestionably. Haroross bad spent &

summer at Brlerwood—just five years ago—aund
was uncemmonly shy upon the subject—never
would talk of it, or even toll the name of the
place till it was dragged out of him I fult
very surc there was something ; but I did not
know it was anything 8o serious as this.”

Mr. Rufaell the constable came in while
thoy wore talking, with an important air, as of
o man whose geniuu had copea with stupen-
dous difficultios, and emerged victorious from
the strngglo,

®I thiuk wo'vo got a clue, Rufnell,” said Sir
Francis gravely.

# Havo yon, sir 7” uaid the constable, with a
saturnine smile. © Very likely, sir; but I've
got tho man.”

# What, you've found out—-"

#I've got him, sir; leastways, I'vo got his
gun, which is pretty much the same thing.
The man is Joseph Hlood, your groom; and
we've got as neat a chain of circumstantinl
evidenco agen him as was ever luid before a
jury.?

—

CHAPTER XLIV.
“ GOMB INNOCKENTS 'SCATR NOT THW THUNRDERBOLT.”

Richard Redmayne went home with that in-
nocent blood upon his hcad, a miscrable man.
Tho burden of his crime had sat lightly
enough upon his conscience so long as he be-
licved that he had slain his daughtors false
lover. Indeed, in his judgment the act had
been no crime, only a just and reasonable re-
vengo,

But to have murdered & man who had never
injured hitn—to have shed innocent Llood!
That was different, and the burden of this futal
unnecessary deed weighed him down fo the
ground,

He went home to Brierwood, but not to rest.
Thero was a nameless horror in the place—a
horror of stillness and narrowness and airless-
ness. The familiac rooms seemed no wider
than a prison cell—in the garden there was
neither air nor freedom, only a sultry heat
that stifled him. The sound of Mrs. Bushs
voice droning some ancient ditty, with a
quavering turn at the end of each line, jurred
upon his nerves to excruciation. He was in
that state of mind in which a man can hardly
support his own cxistence—in which his most
natural fmpulse is to blow out his brains.
Richard Redmayne had thought of this munner
of escape from a present that was iutoleruble
into an unknown future. He had gone up
stairs to his roomn and had handled his pistols ;
had stood for a fuw moments irresolnte with
one of them in his hand, looking down the
barrel, and thinking how swift a settlement
that might make of all his perplexitics. Yot
after that brief deliberation he put the revol-
vers back into their places.

“I must see the end of this business,” hy
said to himself. # It would be a cowardly
thing to turn my back upon it

Had it not been for this thought—had it not
been for the apprehension that some innocent
man wight be chiarged with his crime—how
gludly would he have fled from that narrow
world to the wide pastures and brond blue
lakes of his beloved Gippsland ; to that newer
wilder life beyond the fern-tree scrub, among the
watersof many rivers winding down from breezy
mountaiv-tops, to that fresh untrodden world,
where be could wander with his gun from sun-
rise to sunsct shouting wild duck or bandicoot
—where he had the freedom und the power of
a savage king! For all the days of his life
until now he had loved this Kentish homestead
with an abiding aftection—had preferred it
above all other scenes, however glorious in
their wilder beauty; but to-day his heart sicken-
cd at sight of the narrow fields, the patch of
fertile landscape shut in Ly woods and hills
that seomeud to be within his arm's length. To-
day he was seized with a wild yearning for
that other home beyond the southern sea.

#0 God, why could T not wait?” he asked
himself. # Why could I not wait to be sure
of my man? My wrongs had kept so long,
that they might have kept o little longer, Was
there any fear that my hatred would grow cold ?
Aud to fire like that—at random—in thedark |
Yct I could swear that it was his face I saw—
it was a trick that the devil played upon me,
perhaps. And I might bave drunk more than
usunl yesterdoy—I daresuy I did. My brain
was on fire after I had seen him, and I may
have drunk a good deal withoutthinking what
I was doing. Yot, my senscs were clearcnough
when I fired that gun, and I can swear that it
was his face I saw in the moonlight.”

He was not a superstitious man—was indeed
too unlearned for much superstition. But he
had heard country folks talk of witcheraft, and
began to think he had been the dupe of somo
diabolical influence, 80 very certain was he that
the face in the miniature was the face of the
man ho had slain,

He walked up and down by the broad flower-
border where tho roses were still blooming—
tho roses she had loved and enred for—not
slim aristocratic standardys, but broad spreading
bushes or veritable trees straggling upward in
unkempt profusion, There were many of them
older than himself, bushes from which his
young wifo had gathiered nosegays for the Sab-
bath-day adornment of the best parlour ; old-
fashioned cabbage and maiden’s blush and
white and red moss roses, no Gloire ds D{jon,
or Malmaison, or Lady Banks, or later fashion-
ablo products of the Horticulturist's art.

He paced to and fro in an agony of doubt
and expectation. It was long past two, and
the inquest at Clevedon was on, if not ovor.
What would be the result? An open verdiet,
perhaps—Dy fomo porson or persons unknown |
In that cage what should ho do? Consider his
own safety, his own inclination, and start at
onco for Brisbane? How if he chose that scl.
fish course, the natural course tfor guilt; and
how if, when he was gone, circumstances should
s0 shape themselves as to weave a halter for
the neck of an innocent man? A luckless
wretch might be suspected, tried, and hung be.
tore he could hear of it yonder.

“No,” he said to himself resolutely; #I'm
not such a scoundrel as that! Il stand to my
guns. So long as thore’s no mistake made, I'll
hold my tongue. But if an innocent man should
be in danger, I'll give myself up.”

Ho thought of the result of that act. It
would be a hard thing to die a shameful death
before the eyos of the people who had known
him, and respected and liked him, from a boy;
to bring the name of Redmayne, the good ol
name, for whose redemption from the atain of
debt and difficulty he had worked so hard out
yonder ; to bring that time.honoured name un-
der 6o deep a disgraco, that no future gonera-
tions of honest Redmaynes could ever wash the

foul blot away. To stand confessed beforo the
world as a midnight assassin, a wretch who
had not evon given his foo a chance of defend-
fog himself, a purposeless sheddor of blood,
whose crime bore a doublo odium for having
been a blunder! He fancied himself hooted
upon the xcaffold, and jerked into eternity
amidst tho exceration of his fellow-men. Ho
funcied whatJim and Mex, Jim would say when
the hideous news carie to them, and a vision
of that fair humo wh.uh he was uever to sce
again, and of all the things that he might have
done thero in years to come, arose before him.
T'hose futurs unknown yoars sovmed strungely
aweet to him now that he had forfeited the
right to live them.

He had caten nothing sinen yesterday, but
be did not get through these dismal hours of
suspense withont an oceasional # nobbler,” A
slow fuver devoured him, and his dry lips
aceded to bu moistened now and then, although
the spirit which be drank raw to-day did not
exorcise a cooling influence upon his system.
In wain did Mrs. Bush urge him to pick a bit
of a snvoury roasted spure-rib of pork with
sage-and-onions, which she had prepared ns an
approprinte dinner for a sultry suminer's duy ;
#gomethink light and tasty,” as she remarked,
when recommending it to her employer, # Do-
ey try and cat a bit, now, Mr. Redmayno,” gho
pleaded., #1It don't do nobody any good drink-
ing raw spirits on n hempty stomick. A glass
of brandy's not bhalf the harm if yer inkides
lined with good victuals. But to go on pouring
that burnin’ stuff on yer cmptiness is regilar
sooicide. Thore's no cull for you to Lu upset
by this here murder; and when your spirits
have had o turn like that, you seem to want
something substantial to settle theme.”

Mr. Redmayne declined the spare—rib, how-
cver, nay, would not even sit down, or mnke
any pretence of cating his dinner,  He precd
the garden, listened to the striking of the dis-
tant church-clock, and waited tor tidings of the
inquest. Somcbody would surely bring the
news hie longed for, and yet dreaded,

Somebody did. At half-pust five Mrs. Bush’s
goudman cine home to his tean, 0 cool ed pis-
toral meal of bread-and-batter and green-stutl]
which he took in the bickest of back kitchens,
among Mrs, Bush'’s pails and mops and brooms
and black=lead brushes; that indastrious mia-
tron holding her principnl Kkitchen, with its
snow-white hearthstoned flags and shining
range, & chamber fur too sucred for the defile-
ment of daily mels, and prefecring to eat and
drink as it were on the outskirts of Brierwood,
Very quict was Mr. Bush's usual return from his
afternoon labour, nay, indeed, somewhat furtive
and snenking of aspect was Br. Bush in o ge-
neral way, as of a man who had never solved
the mystery of his own existence, and felt him-
sclf more or less n mistike or superifuous ntom
in the schemeo of creation.  To-dny, however,
he approached the back kitchen with 1 victo.
rious air, full to the brim and overflowing with
startling informnation, and, unduly clated by
the sense of his abnormal comlition, no longer
u man to be enrtly told to eat his ten and look
shurp about it, as Mrs. dush wauted to clean
herself, and wasn't going to have her back kit-
chen cluttered up with ten-thiugs all the cven.
ing; a man to be deferred to rather, ns the pos-
sossor of u treasure which it was in his power
to impart or withold,

#Well I'” he began, with a pompeons nir, seat-
ing himself at the narrow window table beside
the window ledge, where the blucking-brushes
lived, und whence came a pungent odour of
Day and Martin diluted with vinegar,

#Well, what 7" cried Mrs. Bush sharply, as
she howed the big loaf with a broad Kitchen
knife. ¢ Lord, how the man do stare! Don’t
sit with yonr mouth open like a searccrow.
What's the matwr now ?”

« 0, well” growled Mr. Bush, #if you don’t
wnaut to hear nothink, 1 don't want to talk.
There's no call to take me up short like thay,
ag if you was a going to saap my nose ofl”

“ It ain't bandsome cnough to tempt folks
snapping at it,” the matron replied contemp-
tuously ; “yon lovk as big und putfed out axn
Christmas turkey this aftertoou. 1 supposs
you've bheen loitering about Clevedon way in-
stead of doing your work, and have beard
somcthink more about the murder,”

#I haven't been loitering nowheres ; but I
may have heard sowmethink for all that,” re-
turned the outraged Bush, with a wounded air.

“#1f you've got unything to say, suy it cx-
claimed Mrs. Bush, with supreme disgust; -« if
there's anything in this mortial world as 1
hate, it's shilly-shally.”

# Well,” said Mr. Bush solewmnly, with his
mouth half-full of bread-and-butter, and a Cos
lettuco in his right hand poised over the salt-
collar ; ¢ the inquis is over ; and as I comealong
the rord home, who should come up along of
me but Sam Grinway, and says he, « Well,
Bush, have you heard this hers about the in—
quis ?” and says I, # No, S8amuel ; is the inquis
over 7 and says he, ¥ Yes, and I bin up by the
west lodge and heerd all about it. They've
bronght in a verdick again Juseph Flood, Sir
Fenancis's groom, and they've took him ; and it
was all along of Bond's daughter us be was
Jjealous of, and she'd been earryin’ on shamful
with this hero Mr. Ackwright, which was a
swell from London ; and Joscph went proling
about after durk with his gun—and tovk and
shot him I"?

# A bold-faced huasy I” cricd Mrs. Bush in—
dignantly. “I allus said she was no good,
flaunting and flaring with her sturched print
frocks and neck-ribbons, in spito of her futher
being as pious a Primitive Mcthody as you'd find
between hero and  Maidstone. Why, it's her
that ought to be hung, if there was any right
or reason in the law of the land, and not the
young man asdid it.?

Mr. Bush chumped his green-stuff meditative-
1y, and responded to this proposition only by a
dubious shake of his head, ‘This tracing of
criminal acts back to their first causcs was an
advanced idea which he hardly saw his way

to.

# Joseph Flood did it,” he said, ¢ and Joseph
Flood must swing for it. ‘The gal may ha'
been flightly, I won't say as she wan't, but gals;
they've as good a right to that saying as b'ys
has to be b'ys.”

« Hah I” exclaimed Mrs. Bush, with sup-
pressed contempt,  if a gal happens to be ~oed-.
looking, every fool in the parish will steud up
for her. Lord a-mercy, Mr. Redmayne, what
& turn you did give me, to be sure I”

This cjaculation was evoked by tho appari-
tion of Richard Redmayne looking in at the
open lattice. Ho had come to the window in
timo to hear the news about Joseph Flood.

«Ts Flood in prison ?” he asked, with an
ashen face which struck terror to the soul of
Mis. Bush.

# Yeon, sir; the'vo put him {a Klngnbury!

lock-up, if Samucl Grinway speaks the truth,
and I never knowed Sumuel to tell a falso-
hood.*

Mr. Redmayne waited to hear no more, but
walked away from the window, went into the
house to refresh himself with a final nobbler,
and then set his face towards Kingabury. No
innocent mnn should lo in duranca for his
sin.

= Lor, Bush I” cried the matron in a fecblo
voice, as ifr-ndy to sink swooning on tho ikck-
kitchen bricks ; # did yon ever see any one so
igwhly prlo as mnstor was, when he looked in
at that winder 7 IfJoseph Flood had been his
own xon, he coulan’t have lovk more took
aback ¥

OHAPTER XLV,
 BY THE SAME MADNMSS RTILL MADN BLIND.”

Richard Redmayne skirted tho flalds once
more by the familiar track, beholding the free
and happy barley with indiffurcnt eyes, all his
agricultuml instincts in nbeyance, with no room
forany other thought in his mind than that
he was going straight to his death,  Not once
did the stemly course of his thoughts swerve
from that direct lino ; not onco did ho spocu-
late on remote possibilities of ¢ apo from the
law’s worst penalty.  Ho wns going to give
himself up W justice ; ho was guing straight to
his denth,

Strange how his thoughts fled yonder, even
in this dire hour, over the width of half the
world, to that other Iand whero the skies are
brigliter and bluer, and tho very air has an in-
luence which makes men glad, O fuic Gipps-
land, never more should be wander on her
plenty~yiclding plaing, or climb her mighty
mnountains ; never moro should he shoot wild
duck on her inlund seas, or follow the winding
river from its upland water-shed, or spend mil-
ventarous nights huuting for strayed sheep ; or
sleep away the suminer noontide in the deep
shde of n fern-tree gully, while his weary
beasts enjoyed their spell closs by 5 or short.
Liobble his horses under the moon on that 1i-
bernl half-mile margin of pasture which the
syuntter’s gencrous rile allows to Lhe travellers
cattle.  All that bright free openanir life was
lost to him ; and it scemed to bim now, in this
sudden darkness which he deemed the shadow
of a swilt advancing doom ~it secmed to him
now that he might have been happy at Bulrush
Meads even without Gracey—with a lessened
happiness, of course, but still with a heartfelt
apprecintion of that hunnteous lnnd, and ull it
could yicld him,

By one hasty mistaken act he had cut him-
self off for ever from these things, 1t would
have been sad even, dying pescefally on his
bed at Brierwaood, to consider that he should
see that n w world no more.  llow much
harder, then, to fuce the horror of anignomini-
ous doom ; to know himself the destroyer of
that gt old name which he would have given
his life to uphold | And while suffering all this
loss, to know that he left his duughtee's temp.
ter trivimphaat, his daughter's carly death un-.
avenged.  That wasthe sharpust sting of all.

He wnlked slowly, and lingered now and
then on his way, sitling down to smoko his
pipe, and think over his positlon. o was
scarcely in a sitontion in which a man would
cure to hasten his steps, The sun was going
down ; the ripe corn melted into o soa of gold
where the edge of the uplands met tho wes-
tern sky. 1t was n very beautiful world, on a
small seale — o Luby-world that had never ate
tained to the vigour and grandeur of munhood,
but had kept its infantine graces and childish
dimples and smiles.

He lonked at the peaceful seene fondly, with
mournful loving cyes.  How hard he hind la-
boured that he might keep Brierwood and his
own goud name ! And now both were gong——
his mmne rendered for ever excecrable, his estate
contiscated ns the property of a felon,

It was growing dusk ashe crossed Kingsbury
cominon, [ had waited for thit, not wishing
to fice the light of day when he should leave
John Wort's cottage, like Eugene Aram, ¢ with
gyves upon his wrists.”

Very peseeful was the aspect of Kingabury
this calin summer evening. The unwonted
bustle and excitement of the morning had
worn iwself out. There may have becn a few
more gossips that the nightly couclave in the
tap-room of the Cosch and Horses, but that waa
all. A murder is an appalling event in the
records of i country villnge ; but people cannot
stund still to talk about it for over; there
must come & period of exhnustion.

Richard Redmayne went straight to the little
office tacked on to Mr. Wort's dwelling, lifted
the lntch, and went in. e had a notion that the
steward would be at work hero to-night , but
the oftice was empty—a disinal chamber to look
upon in the dusk, with its nnpninted match-
board walls, against one of which hung a di-
lapidated map of the Clevedon property, much
scored nbout with a red pencil, its ink-splashed
deal desk, and battered oflice stools.  Theso
shabby surroundings had the true business fin-
vour, to Johm Wort's mind. He conld not have
worked in n room with casy-chnirs and a Tur-
key carpet, like Sir Francis Clevedon's study.
His business faculties would havo been stulti-
fied by a morocco and maahogany desk on which
hie could not splash his ink froely.

Mr. Worl's housekeeper heard the door open
and shut, and looked into the offico from = door
communicating with tho kitchen.

#Is your mastcrat home

«No, sir. He's been at Clovedon alt day—not
been home for a bit of dinner, even, But I
expect him at any minuto.”

# I'11 wait, thon,” Richard answered shortly.
« You don't mind my pipe, I suppose ?”

This weas alwost a superfluous question, sinco
the office rocked with stale tobag o.

#0 dcar, no, sir. Mastor's a rare one to
smoke.”

The housckeeper retived, and Richard took
out hin binck ned cutty-pipo. He smiled grim-
ly as he filled it. How long would he be al-
lowed this constant comforter? Wou.d they
let him smoke in prison ?

Ho filled and refilled his plpe, and sat emok.
ing on as the shudows duepencd, till the
wooden wall opposits to him was veiled in
darkness. The woman peeped in and asked if
he would like a light, but he answered in the
negative, He would rather sit in the dark, he
said.

By and by the moon began to climb the
heavenly zone, and the first glimmer of her
silvery light sent & shudder through Richard
Redmayne's frame. That soft fatal radianco
brought back the horror of last night. .

«Tho moon'salways beenmixed up with witoh.

cmft,? hothought ; “and there was something
worse than witcheraft in last night's business.
I'm not such a fool as to take onv man for ano-
ther in a light that I counld have read my Bible
by, if the devil haduw't blinded me? |

It was past nino o’clock and brond moonlight
whasi John Wort came home.  I[e came in at
the office door, his habitual practice, as ho had
generally letters or memeoranda of some kind to
depositin his desk before he conld settle down
comfortably to his evening menl § kometimes
oven a letter or two to writo for the night post,
or for hand delivery to some defanlting tenunt.
He enme in to-night with o very weary air, nnd
recoiled  with o start ut sight of the seatod
figure, ha!f in moonlight, halfin shadow,

“ What's the mntter now 7" he said sharply,
not tecognising his visitor,

“4 A good deal,” auswered Richard
mayne,

“ Kedmayne! Why, what brings youn here
again to-nixht? I thought you'd ent moe®

“I'd good reason to do that, John Wort, for
it was your lios that brought misery aml death
upon my poor chill.”

“ My lios | What do you uean by thal?”
asked tho steward quictly.

Ho was not going to put himself in a passion
with Richand Redmayne, a man whom ho liked
——whomho pitiecd with all his heart.

# What do you mean by enlling mo n liar,
}lirck'l I never told youa fulschood in my

ifo."

# What ?  Not when you hrought your mas-
tor to my house, under a falso namoe

# My master } - Why, man alive, what mad-
Hoss is this 7"

# Your master, who had a faney for coming
to our neighbourhood on the sly, and stealing
alook at hix own extate, like n prince in dis-
guise; or like nsneak and a line, as ho is by
nature, and s ho proved himsell’ by his acta,
*I'was you who bromght him to Brierwood, Juhn
Wort; ‘twins you who licd about him to my
sister~in=luw.  She would never have opened
my doors Lo a strunger but fur your recom-
mendation.”

“ My mnster! My mnsterat Bricewood i*

 Your master, Sir I'raneis Clevedon ”

“ Now, look here, Rick Redmayne,” eried
Mr. Wort, folding his arms npon the desk, and
facing the farmer steadily in the moonlight,
¢ ke an end of this mudness at onee and for
ever,  Sir Francis was never in Kent, to my
knowledge, until ha cnme honws Lo take possus-
ston of his extale just & yewr wgo”

Richard Redmayne laughed aloud—a seorn-
ful strittent lough, .

“ What, yourll faee it ont, will yon? e
never came o Bricrwoad ? - You never brought
him there, and planted him on my foolish,
maoney<gribbing sister-inclaw as M. Walgrey ?
Sir Fruncis Clevedon and your Me. Walgry aro
not ot and the same 27

& Ax there is n (fold above me, they are not. ®
answored Mr. Wort, firmly. «Hnbert Walgrave
lies dead at Clevedon 1all, e clinnged
his name to Harcross when he married an
heiress,

Richard Redmayno startod to his foet.

HWhat1” he eried, © is that the teath ? Ts
it this man’s likeness Ive got hore in my
waistcont pocket, the mininture that was sent
to my girl?  Why, it the image of Sir Pran-
cig Clevedon! Do you menn to tell me that
men—strangers—ceould be so much alike ay
that ; as much like each other as twin bro—
thers 7

& There was a striking likeness between Sic
Francis and Mr, Walgrve, though not such o
close rosemblanvo as you mnlku out”

“ G-talight and let me show you the mini-
ature,” answered Richard Redmayne.

Phe steward struck n lucifer, and lighted an
oil lamp that hunyg over his desk.  Mr. Red-
mayne put the open locket into Lis hand with-
out a word.

« Yeu," suid John Worl, Inoking nt it gravely,
# This is & pocirail of Hubert Walgeave ; very
much {lattered, T grant, md making him pretiy
near ten years younger than he looked of Iata
yenars ; but not by any means a bud likeness for
all that”

“ His portrait!” excluimed Riclnrd, with
suppressed exultation. ¢ L'he likenesg of the
mun who lies murdercd at Clevedon Hall 2?

“ Yes” answered the steward impatiently,
¢ Hlow many times twust I tell you the same
thing 7"

“Then God is just,” eried Richard  Iad-
mayne ; ¢ [ killed the right man 1"

&« You killed1” exclnimed Mr. Wort, aghnat,
staring at the furmer's trivmphant face with
unutterablo horror in his own,  You killed
him! Youn murderer! Rick Rednmyne, you
must be mad 1"

4 No, John, not mad—not mad now, or mad
then ; never saner than when 1 fived that shot.
Why, when I came homo from Qippsland I
meant to kill him.”

“ Forf}ud's sake, don't tefl mo that!  What,
you, Richard Redmnync—n mann we've all liked
and respected ; you that anybody in Kingshury
would have trusted, or stood by, through thick
and thin—you confess to o dasturdly murder 77

4 Not & dastardly murder. 1 tell you I meant
to have his life; was there nnything less that
would have wiped out the score between us
two? IfI'd asked him out to fight me—ay
gentlemen used to fight each other thirty years
ago—o you think be'd have done it, or listen-

Rd-

cd to me? I tell you there was no other way
of settling shat account. I was bound to kill
him.?

John Wort looked at him for soms minutes
in silent wonder, biting his nails doubtfully,
No one but a raging madman would have talk-
od liko this, surcly ; and yet this man was per-
foctly calm and collucted, and spoke with sn
air of conviction that was more strange than
tho fact of his guilt.

# Good God! Rick Redmayno,” ho exclaimed
at last, with a groan, “ what havo you done?”

« Killed the man who killed my daughter.
You call it murder ; I call it justice.”

# Why, you don't aven know that it was this
man poor Gracey went away with [

s Don't I? What, not when he sent her
his likeness? when he was the only onc thas
over had tho opportunity of so much as ten
minutes' walk with her 7 Why, this man lived
jn my housu above a month; he was the only
gontlcman my Grucoy kunew—d--n himl
Come, John Wort, you wure 8 good friend to
me in years gone by: speak tho truth like a
man. Have you any doubt that it was this
fellow who tempted my girl away 7"

u No)* roplied the stoward emphatically, 7
have not I"

And then after a panse he wont on,

(o be continued.)
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