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CHAPTER II.
THE BeARER ov ILL Nxws,

The nexs morning, when the aky was quite
bine, and the alr full of the atrange, sad
swoetness which blows through the breath
of the waniog year, ajos Doyne found him
self ing slowly amerag the domains of
Ronden Court, A rich, falr coun —
the green pasture Jands, the broad felds of
yollow stubble, from which the ored
was gons 3 the wide park, whers the

oer atole through tho ferny undergrowth
beneath the old trees, or alaked their thimé
in the still waters of the lake, It wass
beautiful and atately home to which Sir
Alan Lesater h soon $o bring his falr
zo\mg bride, and with a bowed h.ad and &

eavy step Major Doyne down the
elm avenue that led to the house, on his
distasteful errand,

He had walked from the nearrat railway
station, having ¢ravelled direct from Gort-
mouth, without teliiog his family he means
to visit Midlandshire, He wished to see
Alan Loster alone, before any other human

being knew of the -tnnﬁo ent tLat had
ha yutmh{l.m o fol that this was
but just to Alan; Alan might be able

to throw some light on his eldest brother's
suppossd death, that sven wonld disprove

the dead soldier's atory.
And when he came/in ¢ of the courd—
s grand old house, standing on its broad

terraces, with the Qotober sun shining down
on the changing follage of the woods, on the
n lawns, and glowing flower beds—this
g;;:i suddealy grew stronger, It might be
some trick, some soheme, How kely
that the real owner of such a ﬂwo would
have hidden himself for years in the lowly
sition and humble garb in which this man
E:d lved and died !

This ides was so consoling $o Msjor Doyne,
that when he saw Lady Lester and her son
out on the terrace in frons of the houss, he
advanced to meet them without the same
lhﬂhkl? that he had felt when he firat ap-

roached Roden, Lady Lester was sitting

a Bath oh:l;. :;:él MAlui)mdlngnla
newspaper or slde, Major Doyne oo
m':h?mloobittmhothcrndmlhuhc
approached unseen, for a very tender affec-

on existed between the mother and her|ghat Ajan

son,

There was a atory atteched to these two
—=50 sad » story that it hed darkened Alan
Laeater’s youth with the shadow of an un.
ending regret. When he was between nine-
teen and twen

years of age, in the fiuxh of
his young and hap|

insisted n
:‘l{ha of
His fa

his mother out

o | Sl

"

her, She was hlal’@!pu{ Injured 3 both lege
broken, and for long is was feared tha
soms internal hurt which she had "recelved
wonld prove fatal, 2

Porhapa the agonized
boy were heard 3 perha
love which filled Lady r's hears made
her able to suppors, for his sake, the miser-
ablolen that ahe herolcally endured. Bus
her lifs was spared. She recovered, but she
was a oripple 3 her fine form bens, one leg
a little ahorter than the other ; but her face
mors beautiful still, 1% waa like the face of
an sngel, Alan sometimes thoughs, so full of

, tenderness, and %, immortallove,
38 Ewo loved each other before,
but after this dreadinl accident their love

inoreased thres-fold. But it blighted
Alac's youth, He hecame grave from gay
—a s serione man, while his moustache
was still \own,

Eleven years had
{aﬁr w;n{ ux;mv thi 4
ormed, o8 aud & pleasan
And as Major o;’u’l approaching fcot.
sbeps foll on his ears he looked up from his
newspaper witk a smile that made him
handsome,

Wby, Frank, old man 1" he sald, who-
ever expected to see you 1"

The two mexn shook hands warmly. They
were groat friends; they wers bound by

-one, tall, and well-
$ fa0e,

vazious sym and
tac, s Major Doyme w45 0o Lady. Lan
ss Major went u
ter’s Bath-ohalr, * They Qdn's expeot you
a$ Kingsford y I
¢ No, and they doa's me_there
? snawered Msjor Doyne. ‘Iocame

and gos to your half-an-hour ago—
1 thg:;ht Iwonld look you up firet, Alan,”

" D.l!ﬁhud to see you ; but come along
into the hcase, my mother will
I know ; you must want
and something to drink.”

Major Doyne smiled feshly. Somehow
the sight of Alan’s pleasant face had made
him feel unutterably sad, ¢ Good heavens,
was he about to stab this dear fellow,”
thought the smars little soldier, witha
foeling in his bright blue eyes. He:
his Sawny moustache 3 he looked no bed
saw semathing was wromg. ..

“Comse ulong, old fellow,” he pubbing
his arm thm;sh Msjor Doyne’s; And aa
the two turned and weat away together, in
his frank manner, Alah Lestsr aaked at onoce

it were thematter.” " .
?&'x{'fgf. is, Prank 9 bemid. “Is any-
ap 4 LR "

manhood, he had one thing

“I have come on o niosh” ’o‘. :
I or
-1 want

1= 4 Yeu 3 1 was dreadful, wam'sit? He
1 was a fine fellow—a fine,

man-—my mother was very fond of ’ﬁl
I‘%md“hhkomh

B ¢

‘Aud you mean % say,” ssid Alaa Lester,

R S &

ers of the poor |
t"‘:hyo fond mother's|

axcuse you, | ihis
o o,

. #Buk think what he

*4hat John Lester; my |1

brot?rr, dld no$ die three-and.twenty yoars
sgo

4 The man who died Xuterdn.y says not,
Bus read the letter—and you can judge.”
Th:hy went into the house together, and
Into the library, and then Alan zat down
and read the dead soldier's letter, while
Frank Doyne stared absently ous of she win.
dow, with scms very miserable feeling in
his hears, He did not like to glanoe round,
to watoh Alan’s changing looks, They were
both silent ; the clock on the mantel.piece
kept tlcking on—waa Alan never going to
speak, thoughs Doyne, with almost impa.
{lance, At he oounld bear It no longer ;
he looked around ard he saw Alan's face.
It was vemhlto: the letter Iay on the
table; Alan
Dsyne tumed round, he asked steadily,
though in achanged voloe :—
“And where is the ebony box, with his
watch and seal 1
“Tis " angwered Doyne,
found mong bie effectn, ot T 13 not
o uf nos open
lt:thokqg hers, $0,” And Doyze put
the Into Alan Lester’s oold hand, p
e (Alan Lester) then unloocked the
sbony box, and one after the other drew
out 1te contents, A handsome gold hun
watoh, with the crast engraved on
ddumld 0880 ; & heavy gold seal,
ol Totbie e Tk Faded, the paper try’
& r' ] p”r -
od with time, 4
Alan looked at each separately ss he toek
them out, and then after & moment's hesita.
tlon read the letber and sflently banded 1t 0

sinos then ; Alan | Doyne

Major Doyns in his turn read it—an
aagry, bitter letter from a proud father fon
som whom he conaldersd had .

ks o e Tl
m N

wers there, JMy other son, your “haif-
brother, must be now as & strangi?.fo you 3
I cannot have him oontaminated by your
base " €00

Major Doyns read $his, then looked
atthat * other son” and saw that Alan
on of
rushed into Doyne's m-f”'u he glanced at
his and the naxt moment he Jald his
'8 shoulder,

band on
“Alan,” Ko “no one knows this—no
J, it this man were your

%‘.:g?.“ ’?{ !‘ u“wanmz
oF § JOF JoATS ve
bis bhﬁ-rl%h’t{;’aig aow $hat he eg:d g
he any right to-Sialm 167 It you wish it
never need-be.known.*
T o’ %o understand yon, Frank,”
he wald, “of’oourse whatever
must both o8 ae men of honor—if Jokn, my
eldest brother, married and had a son, that
st Is sndoudbledly Sie owa:" of Rg:on."
ma 'y oun|
follow reared In & tavern & : yomme

4 : “That doss not douch the guestion—the

ne,

oW,

Alan--I would rather be sho¥ than ses your
hhusnﬁromy«!” :

¢ Thie letter leaves us no cholos, Frank,"
sald Alan Lester, now rising and Ia
hand on the open letter lylng on the sable ;
¢ however bitter i} is, we muat both do our
duty. Oar plain duty is te ses this woman
and her son—bto learn the ;whold atoryi X
believe this lutter bas been writben by m;
brother John, and no other—~who else coul
I have heard

“«g ]m- a8 might have got hold of

nn.'o“u- oss John was
murdersd ! Baut is one Mm

mﬁuhuhhura-donmlut
my father recsived from him before his su
posed W the handwritiog is the

this la a osctalaty

1ald it down, and as Frank | had

odu »]maid
"I s

make jof doubt and dresd,

“I counld say that,” said Alau Lester,
;:o’:nly; ‘‘stay here, I will neo it I oan go$

Hoe wen$ out of the room ay he spoke, and
wat away nearly halt-an-hour, It was nos
'y Eleaunt half-hour for ¥rank Doyne, and
his heart beat very fast when he heard
Alan’s returning footateps. Then Alam,

ve and pale, entered the room, oarry

his hand an open letier, and almost with-
ouk a word he laid i down on the table side-
by-side with the dead soldier's,

They both looked at the two lutters, and
then a$ each other, There was no longer
any doubs, Thesoldier who had died yes-
terday in the hospital at Gortmonth, was
the same man who, twenty- YoArs ago
penned the sad deapairing words of fare.
well to his atern father, The hand writlng
was the same, the signature the same-~the
same hand had written both,

Thissettles the questica of his identity,”
“élmu r, in a low volos, e

68, 1 104X 80, snswered D”"} *
deed, what else could he say ?

* And now we must learn if the marriige
is really a binding one—but no doubt it le—
my brother would tell no li.a,”

“ And-and--what will you do 1*

¢ There labutone th do, Frank—1It
fan " .-Jam of my mother
e olt':;m.” husky as be uttersd the

v a8 be o

name of Annette D, Por he had
dearly loved this ﬂ.rc ‘shough he had nevic
spoken of it for bis mother’ssake, He had
fancled she wounld not osre $o0_have another
Lady Lester at Rodens, ora rival in his love.
So he had resolutely ateeled his heart

Y and It was

Annette’s
Lady Lester herself who had mentioned

him. | $bo nublaol of hismarriage, One day Aunette

bad called at Roden, and sfter she was
whdyhﬁruﬂpdhgrmhhnddo.

kissod his choek,
1 thiok I have found out whetre my boy's
is,” she senderly.

¢ Hisheart is with his mother,” he an.
weted, with a blush and » smile.

“No. my dear,” sald Lady Lsster 3 ‘‘you
like Doyne, do younot! Aad wh
dm’t{ouukbe: ta.be your wife, Alan?
think T know_this toc-~you fancy I would
not like it? Indeed I woul

d, my dear—I
want 0 see you happy—to have yeur child.
rea clambering by :l’ knee,”

It was soon settled after this, and Lady
Loestar’s heart alons knew $he sacrifice ses
bhad made of her own feelings, for the sake
of her dear son, She liked othe
bus ake h

and ber

besn oonvhantly
grated of Iate by being thrown in coutact
with a coarse- od and worldly woman,

But she knew that Alan's heart was met
on Annette, snd she made no sign of her
dl,thnﬁptovd of her future daughter-in-law's

y. And Alan Lester did love Annette
with an extra t love, As he mentioned
her name to her brother—how this terrible

in his position woight, affecs her—the
orowd of emotions thas swept throuﬁmt.h:
man’s heart completely overpowered

¢ Annette would no ftue woman,”
broke in Major D&m, hotly, as Alan's volos
failed him, * if can change her.”

Alan made no auswsf ; he rose and wend
to the window, and stood there sileatly fir
few moments. Then, still with that painfal

in his voioe, he sald quletly:
- $Would you mind g to ] :l‘i
mother, Frank for a little while? They
fafoy  something is the mather if we shut
ourselves up any longer here—and I think
that yeu and I had better start for Plymouth
this afternoon—It is no good delaying it.
to my mother, I will joln you

in his heart.

Is had come so_saddenly, so suddenly!
As far ax he could see from his windew
the fair heritage which an hour ago he
00 securely ved to be his ewn., Awd
Annette—she rose before his memery as he
hdﬂntmhathmm -8 fa

ago

hite gown, re shut-

:l;ook.::du&’:mowonhomnn
and

syest smalles, would the
%00 fade away, ve his lite doubl;
desolate ? Alan ahivered with a chill
The pre-shadow of
coming {11 fell aa ioe upon his soul,

{TO BR CONTINURD,)



