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" Well, if you will, you will,” said Guy.
¢ Mind tho path, it's steep, and the licht'a
almost gone. Fur Qod's sake bs careful I'
he exclaimed, so enrnestly that Cuthbert
looked at him in amazement.

¢ You look astonished at my anxiety !"
cried Guy, going up to him and layiog
his hand ou his shoulder, his eyes fixed
on Cuthbert's, with a cold light in them
that Cuthbert had nover seen before.
¢ Do you kuow I wouldn’t have you fall
and break your neck down the ravine
there for a thousand pounds !’

Cuthbert took up the cup; ¢ You are
in a surange hwwor to-night,’ he said, * I
<annot moko yeu out,’ and thep walked
away for the water.

Guy watch:d Fim as he strode away
towards the iake, and as ho did so huy
face darkered and worked, as if his soul
were being wrung with some fierce
emotion. His dark cyes flashed with a
glauce of hatred, and his teeth clenched

* Ayel ave! now for supper,” re-
peated Guy. * Here's some imutton,
and here’s soms bread, and here’s some
braudy—royal fare, ¢ch?’

 Too royal for such vagabounds ns
i us,” said Cuthibert, with a lhalf smile.
|« Not s0,” replied Ry, looking up
fat him;*who shail say mutton aud
‘brnndy are oo good meat aud drink
for my Lord of Kdgecombe?'

! Cuthbert started, and looked up
curiously. Ie had never heard Guy
speak liko this before.

*“My Lord of Edgecombe!” con-
tinued Guy, suatchiug up the flusk, nnd
raising it above his head; *what &
'graud old tiiie, what a royal-souuding
‘nume! aud to think that / am sitting
"opposite such a mighty persounge! My
‘lord, 1 drink to you,” nnd bowing with
“a sardonic smile, ho lifted the flask to
"his lips and drank deeply.
Cuthbert’s face darkened.

‘ You

Cuthbert ruse to his fect, a scarlet
flush upon bis chieck.

“ You have been drinking,” ho ex-
claimed, significantly poatieg to tho
flask.

“ As sober as yourself,” retorted Guy,
pot moving an tuch, * Where's the of-
fence ? At tho idea of takiug a couple of
the old Datchman's bays? why, man, a
dozen horses shouldn't stick in your
throat: a hundred wouldn't stick io
mine !’

Cuthbert eyed him indignantly but his
voice was calw and cold.

* You ask me to steal my master’s
horse!”” he eaid. * Well, you have kept
'the musk on well. Now I know you for

‘what you are. You have saved wy life:

. wore than once, and have been my com-
panion for mnany months. I owe you
much ; but—Ah, well | how should you
uvderstand 2 he brohe off to mutter,

** I understand as well as you!" hissed

!

; 8 3lit inits shirt, the otbor bendiug ovor
it with a razor in its hand

The dead mun’s fuce is livid aod set,
and has no eyebrows

‘I ho faca of the figure beuding over it
is white nnd stern, hairless even to the
lip, and likewise browless. ‘I'he tiwo faoes
arecx ctly alike, it would be difficult for
the woman who bore Roderick Edge
combe. wero she stynding in the doorway,
to choose from the two her son.

Still shining softly and peacefully, the
moon pours down her fight upon the
living fizure as it cmerges fr m the hat
—>till with hardened fuce and sct lips—
and mounts the horse tied on the other
side of the hat.

The clothes the figure wears, and the
| horse it wmovnts, aro those of Roderick
| k.dccombe, but their owaer lies stiff and
bleeding within the hut.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

with supprossed passion. ¢ There he gues!”, ! !
he muttered, folding his arms and leaning | 8¢€mn 10 forget,” he said, gravely, ¢ that
against the door-post, his hairless brows [ be,.f,'gcd you to help me to forget that
lowered menacingly.  <There he gocs, fact. . .
Roderick Edgecombe, heir to Kdgecombe  ** But I can’t ” eaid Guy, bending
Hall and Edgecombe money. A foul | forward, aud speaking in a whisper,
with sixty thousand a-year, wandering ' £ can’t’ I think of it every moment of
abuut an Australiso cattlerun. And the day. I ’

here an I—Ais elder brother —by right,! ¢ What is the matter with you!” ex-
by Goud’s natural right, the hiir to all, daied Cuthbert, rising, with a ook
dogging his fuotsteps, an outeast, a thief, of astonishmeut.

a felon, a—bah! what matters it? I~ ¢ Nothiug ! replied Guy, in o differ-
shrink at the word —tarn quailing at the | ent and calmer tone, * nuthing, say I've
name, but do I turo guailing and milk- been at this tov much " and he touched
sop at the decu ® No, my mother's— the flask lizhtly ; * say—oh, say auy-
my wronged, injured :mother's—uiyiog'thing you like. but cut—you dou't cat ”
story is ringingz in my care and when 1 |

Guy, leaping to his feet, and steiding up,
to the upright fizure of Cuthbert. <1l
understand as well as you!' he repeated. |
* You! Lord of Edgecombe,and I—|
Guy, the nameless outcast There is a:
difference. eh? A difference, Roderick  So many were the nights on which
Edygerombe, oelieve me, and that mukes{ Bertie Lennox lay unconscious. that the
it nu strange thing for me to steal a horse | roses faded trom the cheek of the beauti-
any you to refure to doso! You thivk, ful girl who had constituted herself---.
that I—T, Guy—the thief and felon, by her owu appuintment....chief and only
can’t understand these fine shades of |nurse, ard the cyes that never looked
feehng ! You——curse you!" he hissed,;upon the flushed fuce and tossing form
his fuce close to the still, fixed one.upon the bed withuut growing lovingly
opposite him ; * you look at me! Youwistful, grew anxious.

lovk! Jook! look! Itell you. Do you| Tom, who regarded his waster zs the
see much difference 10 the two fuces?, first geotleman of Fngland und the great-
In vur eyes—in our mouths—ia ouc est hero that ever lived, began to doubt

* NURSE GRACE."
*“With footfalls light as angol’s,
And Zephys- broathing touch,
From Jdenth sho sustched ber loved one.”

rewmember how she loved and was be-
trayed, lived and was starved, and died,
T fecl iny heart turned to ~tuie, and wy
arm nerved to do anythuyz, 8o that it
bringa harm to the soo of the woman
who took her place—to .he man who
stands between me and mine V'

As he muttered the last savage words
beneath his breath, his face giew white,
aag bis eyes lit up ferociously,

For a moment he was silent, then his

head dropped on his bosom with a shud.-,

der, a3 he continued, * * Murder, most

foul and unnatvrsl!’ Bsh!l am turning[

a woman, but. my God, how the words
ring in my ears! Murder—no ! Justice!
They rob mo of wy right. beeause the
world and its unjust laws are stronger;
I seize thy moment when the world's
laws are powerless to reach wme, aod
snatch fram them that which is, by
Nature's law, nlready mine ! But—but!
—wiy dido't I let him die with the old
trapper?  Curse bim T let him live to
templ me !’

‘Theu he fell to pacing up and down

before the door, still with his arms
folded, and his eyes bent upon the
ground. ¢ So like! so like! It's fate
who docs the wrong, if there be wrong,
by giving us the likeress, aud throwing
him across my path. Fate! But there
is no such thing as chence. What is to
be will be. and what hasbeen was to
be! Yet, O God! how can | bring it
about? If ho would but give me cause
to strike him down! 1f I could but
get into the devilish rage 7 have never
felt since—" here he paused aud shouk
his bead, as if he would throw the
agonizing thought of the pasti—of a
time when a woman's love moved him,
and a woman's voice turned him— from
Lis brain. Then the sound of Cathbert’s
{ootsteps was heard coming slowly up
the glen, and, composing his face, the
illegitimate son of Sir Harry Edge-
combe stepped into the hut, and bent
over the fire.

* Have I been loag 7 said Cuthbert.
* 1f 0, pnt it down to the water, for it
looked so tempting that [ must needs
bathe my face. Here is some trom the
very top of tho rill, and now for sup-
per,’ and he threw lumself down beside
she fire

Cuthbert pushed the mestaway from
hi
tcake.

L Guy watched him tor a2 moment,
reating fast and voraciously himself, and
.at every mouthful raising the brandy
to his lips. Tt scemed as if he were
jtrying to nerve himself for some deed.
| Suddenly he said—

. * You dor’t seem to get aav fonder
"of this hife 2"

Cuthbert shook his head.

“I'm afraid I'm but a miserable
companion,” he said; *for, though I
'don’t whine much, yvet I don’t bark,
|and 1t's poor socicty a dumb man is.”

** Moody, taciturn, morose—should
I be far wrong in saying you are un-
happy ?”

“On the contrary, you would be
quite right. 1 do not complain, I have
nothing to complain of, least of all to
vou, who have been a fricnd indecd,
"because a friend in nend; but——=Tush!
i Why should I analyze my feclings on
purpose to bore you. You watch me
100 closcly, are too regardful of ny
feelings, my friend  Let me indulge
imy silent whim aud gloomy bearing to
ithe top of my bent. 1t ix too late to
"chauge it.  Now for to-morrow ; which
way do you think the cattle have taken !”

“ Tired of this lifc, ck? So am 4,”
said Guy, takiug no notice of the ques
tion, and leanii g his chir. on his hand,
tso that his eyes werc on £ level with
' the face of the other

* Look ye here;
leave it

* With all my heart,” assented Cuth-
bert. wearily. 1 tell you, as1 told you
before. that my futurc is yours, or any
iman's who likes to take 1it. Go where

you mil. Do what youlike.’

* It ia casily done,” s3id Guy, thought-
 fully, still eyeing the moody face with cat-
hike attention. ¢ We can't be many days
inow {iom nae of the towns, or, at least,
'the diggings. Why not? We hawe
“horzes.”

Cuthbert looked up.

'

supposc we

m, and touk up & piece of wheaten

hearts ! You taunt me ! I tell you, Rnd-
cerick Edgecombe, that your futher was
a greater scoundrel, a mmore damuoable
villsin thanJ am !’

Cuthbert flushed a hot crimson, and
sprang ut him.

¢ Silenco!” he cried sternly. ‘1 owe
you much, but I cannot, will oot hear
you blacken my father withuut telling
you you lie !’

Guy's eager hands were round bis
throat in a second, and clasped in a mad
cmbracc. the two m HiN afler swaj’ing
for a moment like & huge tree bent by
the wind, fell to the ground, with Guy'a
white fuce gleaming above the stariled one
of the heir to Edgecombe.

“ You---are mad.” gasped, Cuthbert,
strugzling to rise.

¢ No.---not wad- -save with joy 1”
hissed Guy, pressing his hand heavier
uscross his throat. * Roderick Edgecombe,
I have waited moonths and menths for
this. I hateyou! I have vowed to——'

“ What *" gagped the fallen man.

¢ To kil you !" hissed the white lips,
and the cry scemed to be takeo up by
the waving treces and to be echoed
throughoui the wild solitude, as ii a
willion throats had screamed it instead
of onc.

“Kill mel"” ropeated Cuthbert, with
a michty cffort regaining his feet, angd
dctermined to sell his life dearly.

* Age, kil you!” screamed Guy
warviog his long, shining blade in the air.

body swung together for one cffort. He
must overpower thismadman, he thought.
at onc blow.

Catching up his rifle, which 12y beside
him. he hurled it with all his force at
the distorted face, bt Guy scemed
possessed of the quickness of 2 demon,
for he stooned and avoided the missile,

fupon the silence. and Roderick Fdge-
icombe felt the steel penetrate his flesh.
* * ® * A *

|

; An hour aficrwards the rays of the

Cuthbert’s cyes flashed fire, anG nis:

ard the next instant a yel broke out

; Miss Grace's humanity, and wasgradaally
;instilling into hiwself the belief that the
ybeautiful wowman who scarcely cver Jeit
his master’s side was an angel in soft,
| noiseless merino.

Mrs. Wilson came often—somctimes
jaccompanied by the squire--but they
rwere both puzzled and over-uwed by
Grace's calm self-posscssion ; and beyond
gentle daily remomtrances for the first
week, said nothing cgainst their davghter
turning sick nurse to a dragoon captain.
I doubt, indeed, if things wouid have
been altered very much if they had

At last the ceascless watching was re
warded, for, one cveaing, as Tom was
sitting at the table pouring out some
milk-and-watery compound. Grace, who
was standing at the bedside, with her
eyes fixed, us usual, wictfully upon the
sick man’s face. ooticed a sudden change
come over the wrinkled brow. The
| puzzled, pained expression took sudden
!ﬁight, and left the face calm and peaccful.

For a moment, although the doctor had
! warned her of the change, she thought he
! was worse, and her heart scemed to stand
stili; but, recovering hersclf, she whis-

pered, ¢ Tom,” and bent down closer
tover the captain.

Tom stole up—ofcourse with & ereak
of the boots, the manner of men i a sick-
room—and looked at his master.

« Js—isheworse, Tom 7" asked Grace,

i
!

|

! tremblingly, a fearful anxiety upon her
LR}

 face.

' Tom shook his bead, a gesture ho bed
got pretty well  perfect by constant
practice.

«] dunno, miss.  An? sure an?® I'il go
ifor the dhoctor 2" and he started off to
i the surgeon’s.

Dr. Rawbourne hurried back with
him, nod smiied reassuringly when be
saw the alteration in the face of his
paticnt.

« [t's the crisis, my dear young lady,”
“he said, cheerfully. ¢ Heis asleep at last;
=«hen he awakes hewill be 2oascious, and
aircady on theroad to recovery. And I'm
quite sure that the first thing he docs

“ Yes, Van Qester’s, our cmployer's, : Australian moon poured through the, when hie is in his right senses, will be to
he <ad. .apen door of the salitary hut, 2n.d upon  pour out his gratitude to the lady who
y * Well" retorted Guy, * what matters two figares - onc Iying stark and motion. | has—-yes, madam- - saved lanlife!” wnd,
1t whoae they anc, »0 that we have them ? less upon the groand, with a pocl of blood , astemished at his sudden cloguerce, the
Horx stealwg ) at its side, and a red stream 1ssuing from | worthy young Mars-Medico fiushed do:-




