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% Yes, and weleome to snch a chanco of stice
cesr ak you have,” ndided the master of Brook-
dule, ax his cousin went out  «No, my donr
Everanl, yon may be the faithfullest of friends,
and the maost affectlonuie of consing, but 1 wotrld
rather give to Laurence Druston if ho had but
a two-roomed coltage, than to you if you had
all Brovkdule.”

CITAPTER V,
REJROTED,

It wns evident to the Inmates at Broolkdale
that there was Hitle or ne affection waated hee
tween Mpe, Grantley and lauarence Dmyton,
The lntter Impertnrbable gentleman di sot le¢
the fuet disturb him in the leust; netther did he
pay the slighitest attention to the clulm upon
Julia, which her coustn took pninsg to make
mafest nfter the interview with Fugene,

s He has sieh o hold on Teeaple, on acconnt
of sonme sentimental friewdship or other, thut he
Ix sinmiply Intolernbie,” Evernrd sald to the Hon,
Allan Cuthurn, wha hnving been made to feel
something Bke meneal inferfority on one or two
gccnsiong, took pusrt with Everard. «[U'san an-
fuir thing fur 2 man to ecome lnto o house anlt
intecfere with an engagement Must everyune
kuows ot,”

o Wouldn't stanst it If I woere you,” sald the
Hord Allan; ¢ wouldn't on my word

s Flaw would yoar net 27

s How?  Why, you see, tell hlm of it,” salt
Mo Colburn, unt quite pereeiving o definite
tourse of avtion; o say that 1t unfkir trom one
gentloman to another, amil—<""

The subjeet of their conversation stndking
quictly fn, sent the Haon, Allan’s idens to flight,
nadd oceasloned an ewkwaasl pattse,

Do nob let me interrupt you,” observed
Drayton, biandly,

& We woere Just saying how very tull London
nrast bu abiont this time,” suld the Hon, Allan,
] sippuse You know o great maby peeple In
Londou, Mr. Drayton ?”

s Yes; my circle of acquaiintatices Is tolerubly
cextensive,”

s Never met you anywhere that I remen:.
ber”

[t ix searcely likely that you should have
met me, Mr. Colburn. 1, in eommon with
most, of my brethren, keep os muach as possdble
out of tne churnnad eirele which 18 peeatiarly
yours, There nre, ditiicult ax you may thul it
to Lelieve, several btudred of us who actunlly
cantrlve to exist without soeiety, as thie term s
understund, My Lomdon cirele does not touch
Belgravia or Mayfalr, and nelther of my elubs
I {n Pal Mall, yet 1 manngs to live withwut be-
ing thorougi:iy miserahle,”

s Mr. Prayton's views are rather democeatle,”
Grantley ohkerved. I enn assuve you, Colburn,
he has no keen sdmiration of your set. 1t is his
privilege, as a writer In the papers, o show you
what you are not, snd make you hamentably
nware of your natural delicieneles.”

«Wa have o way of tnking men and things at
thetr proper vinhie,” saud the journulist, easiiy,
« Qurs {s hardly-enrned experlence, and we
profit by it."”

s« That Is to snv, you stndy manners frem a
professionil point of view. | suppose, Mr. Deny.
ton, yon prefer the conpnny of artistic and it.
erary men to gentlomoen,”

The Inst word waus not spoken without heslia.
tion, but Grantley's bitterness wotild not ket him
keep it In, although  he uttered it with a tear
that the delbernto insobence would bring upon
him a torm of rcevgnrion for which ho was not
prepared.

« 1 prefer the company of moen of charnster in
its double sense—that 18 to say, men of honour
anad brain—to the comnpuny of gentlemen, as you
understand the word, Mr, Grantley.

¢« And they sny n man can be judged by the
company he keops.”

¢ An Inconscquent rvemark nt the present
moment—I{liogienl always as most proverbs
are. For Instance, {f you saw st honourable
man in company with n rasonl, which one would
yon judge the other by '

« I"ermiit mo to take it #s an entgma, and give
it up?”

#Well, you watld senrcely Judge tho msenl to
be an honourable inan beeauke you saw him n
company with one; nor coukl you, by the saine
mile, fairly condemn the man of honour for huv-
ing n raxkenl on his arm. Men do not slways
know their friends, and raseals have an inge-
nlous way of pleking up profitable acgunin-
tances.”

Gransley thought it advisable to change the
topic. It was growing warm, and he recolleoted
shat Laurenee Drayton, as a London man, was
probably scquainted with varlous members of
the civil service.

«I shall do no goeld while you are here,” ho
reflected, “and I may faft even with Julln
through you; and if I do, so mueh the worse for
her and you, nud Eugene, whom you have so
strongly in control.”

Ho had that presentiment of fajlure when,
thanks to his sister’s eare, ho saw Jutia alone
late one evening, He had not taken mmedinte
advantage of Eugene's permission, but waited,
Hice a diplomatist, till he comd lead wp to a n-
vournble opportunity’.

And he thought the time had come now, En-
genc was awny on a visit to lanlkin, the resl-
dence of Mr. Wyatt, to whose daughter he was
partly engngod.

Laurence was nt work in his study, writing
hard nt his long neglected book, aml Mamguret
had claimed tho HMon. Allan Colburn for her
own,

Thoy were out for n ramblo over the hills,
and Miss Grantley was careful to keep hor gom-
punton at a distance, which gave her brether
avery chance.

Everard paused with his cousin on a heilght
overlooking the sen, and steod in silence for
some moments looking into the distance, ax If
his thoughts wero very far away. He took a
very tender tone of sentimont whon he spoko.

“Do you llke to stand here, Julla, watching
the stately ships out there with such an alr of
mystery abont them? They always wear an
air of myxtery to me; they secm to possess a
slient knowledgo of the far-off, unknown lands
they have been to—tho souls they have on
board.”

He wasx uttering very worn-out cemmon-
phiee, but it sounded sympathetle to the young
girl.

«.And ! have snch thoughts of what I might
do if I Lind the conrage to tear mpyself away
tram here,” he went on, I envy the brave
fellows who can trust themaselves to that mighty
sen, leave home and friends behind them, and
toll for those they love—onvy and wondor at
them, yet I need not, for they have the grand
incentive.”

She looked at him with gravo surprise—tbis
tender tone was new and strange.

«They have the knowledge of being loved,
prayed for, waited for, and I seem such a poor,
purpascloss wretch—I have seen nothing, douo
nothing, but suftered myself to drift inton belp-
less and dependent condition here. 1 envy your
brother's frieud, Julin. @

3y brother's fricnd !

«Mr. Drayton. The man has travelled,
. worked, mado himsolf n certaln sort of name,
which gives him seif-respect, and then—you
love him " ’

of Lauronce—he is ns denr to me as my own
brother.,”

« And is he dear to you in no other sense 7'

@ vernrd

o If yun knew how much depended on tho
answer you would not be angry. . Oh, Julln? {f
you knew how jeslously, how tenderly, I bhavo
watched your growth to womanhood, fearing
thiit some one would come to take my swees
ecousin from me before cven she knew how pas-
stonately I leved her. Julla—-"

1Ie would have put his arm round hor walist,
but sho drow back in proud astonishment,

«You had better take mo home, Everard.
Margaret and Mr. Colburn seem to have lost
ns”

nAnswer me before we go,” ho pleaded.
aTry to love me, Julln. Say that you will!
You wonkl if you could; but think whet 1 have
suffered during these lust few duys, since at-
othier—a strangor—bas come between . Say
that you wint

Her whole keart said ¢ No!” He was not o
fnvourite, though he was hor cousin, and when
he spoke, there rose distinetly before her the
furm and faec—the Kimd, thoughtul tnce—of her
girlhood’s  hero, Luurence Drayton. It was
more than sisterly atfeotion which made her
tirn townnls Rrooledalo with a elluging wish to
be with him, and away from Everard,

“Take 1ne home, please,” sho sald, quictly.
« [ did not expeet this from you, Everand.”

“ Are you so pltiless?” ho said, bitterly. « Do
you know what agony there is In o mun’s re-
Jooted Jove, Miss Temple—the prin of a hope
driven buck without mercy? You are very
youny to have learned your lesson so well.”

« am very, very sorry )

« Kurely, Julla, i€ I wadt—"

«w Do ot ask nie,” she sald, pitcousdy,
never, never ean be.”

s Is 1t beenuse I am so poor ?”

Dueeply as the question pailned her, she met b
bravely, $She pitied him, becanse she belloved
e was sineere, amd almost nsked horself whe-
ther o wonld not be her duty to sacrifico her
own fncllnation for his snke; but a glance into
the future—such & future as it would be with
him-—made her recoil with a heart-shudder.

«1f you were master of all these broad Innds,”
she snld, indienting the wide space round-hor
home, it wonld make no difference to meo,
Cousin Everard—Just ag, if I loved you as you
want me to, it wonld mako no difierence to mo
3 you wero ono of those poor fishermen down
yoder. And now tnke me home.”

He bowed, nndd gave her his arm, accopting
Ins desting with & blended air of chivalry and
murtyrdom which touohed hier.

« 1 you lenow what this means to me ?” he
asked, lowly, # Can yoo understand how much
depended on your reply, whon I tell you I am
going to leave Brookdnlie 7"

« [,envo Brookduale !

& Yex,” he said, with a resigned sigh, « T hnd
often thought ofdoinz so. Mine has boen a
1ife of lunectivity hore, Julla; but I was loth to
tear myself anway while I thought you cared for
me, nnd while Ithought I was, perhaps, of some
use to lkugene. But thero {s onoe now (o il my
place with both of you, and Ishall not bo missed
very much.”

«I shall bo sorry if you go, Everard, and
through me. Burely woe ean goonin the old way,
as If this ovening had never becn

e shook his hend moodily.

"]t

Ho looked at her fixedly for & moment, dell.
borating whether or not to take her into hls
confldence; and afiera patse, he sald—

« You must remain here, Margaret, to help
meo while I am away. [ had bettor not say too
much Just yet. Fugene does not seem Inclined
to make me so mueh hir friend, nor to bo so lUi-
beral as formerly. Perlinps it wondd bo difierent
if Clarence Temple were to return, or his son, {f
he loft one, and I think ho did.*

ssAnd {f he dld?”

s He might be grateful to me if I found him
and restored him to his Inheritance,” said Ever-
ard.  «ffe is somewhere In the world, I am
sure, amd [ do not feel as I I shall do my duty
unless 1 nssist him to his own., My sonsc of
duty would not be so leen, perhinps, if Eugene
were mare tractable; but he Is not s0 grateful
as he might bo, considering what I bhave done
tor him,”

Mawaret Grantley withdrew her guze from
him, and her cinsped hands dropped (n front of
her with o heavy eigh. Gloomy, remorsetal re-
solublon was in her dark gray eycs as sho left
the room with her heud bowed low,

(To be continued.)
D e L ]
SATURDAY NIGILT.

Placing the littlo hats all in 0 row.

Rondy for chureh on the morrow. you know,
Washimg woo faces and little binek fistw,
Gecting thein rendy and fit to Lo kissod :
Putting thom into clean garwonts and white
This i whut mothers are doing to-night.

Spying out holes in tho litho worn hose,

uying by shoes that aro wotn through the taes,
Lunking v'er gnrments so faded and thin—
Who but o mathor knows whero to begin?
Changing r button to tnake it look richt—
That is what mothers are doing to-night.

Calling the little ones all 'round her chair,
Honring them lisp forth their soft evening prayer,
Tolling them stories uf Jesux of old,

0vos to gather the lambs to s fold ;
Watching thuoy liston with childish dolight—
That is whai mothors ure doing to-night.

Peering 0 softly ta tako a last peep,

Aftor tho little ones all aro asleop ;

Auxious to know it thio children are wnrm,
Tuoking tho blanket round each little form ;
Riesing onch little faco, resy and bright—
That is what mothors are doing to-night.

Knoeling down gently hosido thoe whito bed,
Powl{ and meekiy she bows down her head,
Proging as only & mother can pray,

Qod guide and koep them from going astray.®

[(Rrora»erep in accordance with the Copyright Act
of 1368.]

IN AFTER-YEARS;
OR, ‘
FROM DEATH TO LIFE.

BY Mus, ALIK»\HPIR ROSE8.

S I :
—

Oﬂ('APTER XI.

« It might be ensy for you, Julin. To me it
would be impossible, I hope I have my share
of moral courage; but it does not tanke me to
the Spartan extent of being daily with the one
1 love, and recelving from her less than the
kindness she glves to a stranger, Iam nota
hero, I suppose, I am only & man, with o man's
sensitiveness on those polnts that touch a man
most deeply.”?

Julln reproached herself for her own obduracy
on the homeward walk, but ceuld not alter her
decision, Reasoning on the subject, she found
muoch in Mr, Grantley's favour. ¥e was hand-
some to the point of bolng distinguished-look.
Ing; was brilliant in the small tidngs that mako
life graceful, and gifted to & rare degree with
the rger gifts which bring fame and position,
Renson sald that much for him—told her to res-
peet and admire him—and then instinet step-
ping in, showed her how very far her heart was
from him.

They were nearly home before they saw Mar-
garet anad the Hon. Allan Colburn. Misy Grant-
ley exchanged a glance with her brothor, and
received one In reply which made her dark
brows lower ominously. Her llp curled slightly
at himn, She elther set n high value on o man's
power of mastory, ot a small value on woman’s
powor of resistance, for it seemed pitiful to her
that Everard should have falled to win a girl
like Julin,

s You played the truant, my dear Julln,” she
said, playfuily.

But her cousin did not reply: She hadcaught
the exchange of ganees, and 1t suggested even
to her unsuspiclons minad that they had not lost
eanch nther entirely by accldent,

Laurence Drayton was still at work, and Mes
Temple was left to her own devices, with Mr.
Colburn as an alternative. She preferred her
own dovices, slender as they were, and was
eareful to avold Everard for the remainder of
the evening.

That gentleman had no desire to face hig sis-
ter; but she touched him on the arm as ho was
golng up stnirs. He followed her, with rathor n
shamefaced air of submission, into one of the
side rooms leading from tho hall,

s« Ilnve you failed ?" she asked, ¢ ButIsee
you have. I thought you had more skill, more
courage, than to be bafited by a girl.”

« A girl 18 harder to deal with than a'woman,”
ho sald, gloomily. «A girl is tho most henrtless
crenture on the face of this fair earth, excopt
where sho sots her fancy. I }mve falléd with
ner, Margaret; but that dnes’ notlmean utter
fallure.” T

w1t means the loss of Brookdale, Everard—
the return to thoe old drudgory on your port, at
least, for you cannot &tay hero long.” .

11t is not my . intention’ to stay,” said Mr,
Geantley, ealmly. &I bave other yvork In band,
and I will not remain hero a’ moment lengor
than is necessary. That fellow “will 'know all
that has taken placo before te-morrow is over,
and it would not bo pleasant to bave him smtl-
Ing over my dafoat.”

« How dld sho treat you

«Very much as any other givl would, undor
tho circumstanses, You are ‘all more or less
allko in thoso things. When I wans pathetio sho
pitied me; when I wasreproachfalsho was mag-
‘nanlmously silent. It is wonderfl hew placld-
ly magnanimeus & woman cfin be when sho
does not mean to let o man have hie way.”

is * What are you going to do now "

«To look aftcr our interests,' be said, smiing
with his lipsshut. « W have o very uncertain
tenuro here, Margaret. Master Eugene defied
‘me openly the other day. I had to sk hiscon-
sent Lo speak to Julla, and he gave it in ‘a very
cool manhner; and he begins to think himseit
‘competont to manago his ownaflirs, withsome
1iiile help from Mr. Drayton.”

«DId you hint at——="

#«Qh, yos, nnd ha told me quletly ho was con-
sldering whether it would not be better to tell
his friend everyihing, and take his advice. X
had to restralrf him, by asking him whether it
woutld be wise for Juiin's sake.”

« Yes,” suid Julin, softly; I am very fond

“Woll, then, what _wul you do "

Since the day on which the girls escaped by
a hair-brondth falling into Sir Richard's clatches
on board the « Skeelly Skipper,” they had been
almost prisonors in Mrs. Cox's lodging house.

They had such an innate horror of their
grandfather that no wacrifice scemed too grent
if they eould thereby avoid the risk of again
being subject to his power, perhaps to be
brought to Scotland and again a second time
doomed to the most painful of all deaths, shut
up in the north tower; or, worse still, linger
out a long, woary existence, to end probably in
death by starvation within the iron cage, that
once scen had become to both almost a daily
horror, which, bound by the promise made to
their father, they dared not disclose.

From the day of their visit to the ship they
had only once ventured abroad, and then, al-
though their faces wero veiled by double orape
veils and their figures wmpped up in large
shawls, so that not a lineament of cither could
be recognized they were miscrable with fear,
drending cvery footfull they heard behin
would bring Sir Richard with his fierco cyes
and wicked mocking voico.

Adam was at his wits’end, Tho brave old
man did not fear Sir Richard for himself, but
he did for the children, who were dearer to
him than all clse in tho world.

The confinement they were swbject to in
their avoidaneo of Sir Richard was enough of
itself to kill them, in the opinion of one who
had spent his life in the open air among the
hills of Scotland.

He had cxbausted every conceivable way by
which he could find out Lady Hamiltons re-
sidence that had occurred to himself or to any
other ho had consulted on the subject, and as
o last resource he wrote to bhis nephew Long-
man, requesting him to go himself to Inch-
drewer and find out Lady Hamilton’'s address
frem the housckeeper there.

Pending the arrival of Longman’s answer to
his letter, he spent his timo in wandering about
among the Squares and family maonsions of
the West-cnd, cxamining door-plates, and
making such inquiries of male servants whem
he was fortunato cnough to mect and knew by
their dress to be house servants, wiich he hoped
woudd lead to the object he sought.

It was on his return from ono of these fruit-
less crmnds that the unfortunate rencontre |
with Sir Richard and Catchem tosk place, |

Adam wns accustemed to return by five .
o'eleck ‘cach ovening 50 as to put down the i
dinner cloth and wait on the table for the |
young ladics. )

On the ovening in guestionthe old eracked
clock told five, six, seven, and yet Adom came .
not.

The dinner was gerved by Susan fn the best '
way sho could, but those she waited on were
too anxious for the safety of the old servant to !
swallow a single mouthful. By eight o'clock :
their anxicty had deepened into dread, and in }
order to comfort them Mrs. Cox proposed to .
send her son in seareh of the old man. )

Master Georgo Cox, lawyer's clerk and poet,
was a good-natured fellow. and hated to secany |
one in trouble, most of all women, and more
particulatly thoso young Indies, ono of whom °
ho had made up his mind to marry, and accord- i
ingly ho determined that it would not bo his |
fault {f boforo ten o’clock he had not discovered |
and brought home Adam, as he expressed it,
« to dry the tears and pour congolation intothe
sorrow-laden souls of the twin sistors of the
Lake-washed mountains.” i

He had taken upon himself more than it
scemed probable he could possibly accomplish,
"He went to the booksellers' shops, fruit shops,
in short, everywhere ho knew Adam to be in |

the babit of going, or that it was at all likely ,

he would have been, with uniform want of suc-
cess, tho same answer was returned every-
wherc ;—noone had seen the old man that day.

An n last resource ho hetook himself to the
policcmen stationed on the varions beats from
Holborn to the Stinnd, and at last hit on the
very man who had aided in the capture of the
old man.

& A grim looking strong tiko old man, deessed
in coarse gray clothes, with a Righland cap and
thunderers of shocs ornnmenied with silver
buckles 7 said the policemnn interrogatively,
putting a question in answer to the one wade
to himself by Mr. George.

# Yes, exactly,” replied the Intter, delighted
to havo at last found one who hnd at last sesn
the one he sought.  “ When did you sco him
Inst 2"

« Just before tea time. Is he any friend of
yourg ??

Something in the expression of the man's
face &s he spoko warned George that his answer
must be a carcful one,

# No, he is no friend of mine, but I promised
one who wishes to sec him to try and find him
ont to-might.”

“ Well, replicd the psliceman, to whom
Catchem had forgotten to pay the stipulaved
priee for his assistanee, and whose former cx-
pericnee of that worthy assured him thab his
right to suoh in full wonld be qavstioned on
the plea that the lawyer hud himself saptured
his man, and saw in the present an epportunity
of repaying guile by guile inletting the friends
of the old man know into whose hunuds he had
fullen, ¢TI am afraid you won't sve him to-
night, but I saw him tfalen into a eab by
Catchem, the lawyer in Cecil street, nnd another
geutlemun, and he didn't seem at all willing to

n

“ Do you know where they drove to?”

¢ No,” replied the conscientious guardian of
the public rights, Ilc was afraid to sny more,
Catchuom knew too much of his own anteve-
dents, and might make his present situation too
hot for bhim. * Idon't; thoy drove to the west;
thats all I know.”

That was what he did not know. They had
driven in an opposite dircction.

Georgo turned his face homewards with more
hope of ultimately finding Adem than he ex-
pected to have been able to indulgo in an hour
befora.

The gentleman who went with Adam
and Catchem wes, he had no doubt, the tall,
grey-haired man who ecame to the office every
day, and who he had Lieard, while listening at
the keyhole, speaking of Agnes and Margaret
Cuninghame ; and he wiscly determined to tell
all ho knew about Adam and the tall grey-
haired gentleman’ to the twins, promising to
obtain more information as to wheve Adam had
been taken to, perhapr to-morrew, but certainly
in the course of a few days.

How thet information was to be obtained,
merely by listening at tho sanctum door, his
ear placed in Uthe-elosest proximity to the key-
hole, he wisely kept to himself.

. He did not reach the paternal mansion until
eleven o'clock, As be let himself in with his
latch-key ho saw that all was quiet and dark-
ness in the ground flat and basement, his pru-
dent mother having turned off the gans in the
hall previous to going upstairs, as she said to
Susan, ¢ to try and comfort those poor loncly
things.”

Susan having been to their aprrtments to
mend the fires and sweep the hearths, returned
to her mistress with the information ¢ that the
young ladies were crying Hke to break their
henrts.”

Mr. George rightly guessed where his mothoer
was, and making the best of his way to the first
floor parlour front, now the pcoulinr property
of the twins, he slowly opencd the door and
admitted himsclf, saying as he cntered:

# I've found him.”

¢« Oh, Adam, where have you bLeen?” ox-
olaimed both girls in ono breath, as they rushed
past Mr, George into tho dark passage, whore
they expected to find the old man. They snw
by tho light strenming from the open door of
their own parlour, that he was neither in pass-
age or stairense, and they now turned to Mr.
George, their white faces upturned to his, heg-
ging for an explanation.

« I snid I found him,” was the hasty reply of
tho half-frightened Ind, as he looked at the
swollen cyes aud white faces of the girls, « I
know who he’s with, and I daresay I'll bring
him to-morrow, if you'll only have paticnce.
I'N teN you about it, mother; you'll understand
about the London police bettor than them
young ladies.”

« Yes, my son,” was the plensed reply of his
mother to the compliment to her sagacity and
wisdom implied in his request that shu would
hear his story.

t The police,oh! he's in prison,  Sir Rich-
ard has put him into prison because he cannot
find us,” said Margaret, with clasped hands and
streaming cyes, ¢ he will die of cold.”

« No, ho's 1o suoh thing ns in prison, and if
he was he wouldn’t dio of cold there. Do you
suppose they haven't fires in the prison? The
young man said this in a tono whieh showed
the impationce ho folt at not being allowed to
teH what he had been deing in their service all
the evening, and having thus secured himself a
hearing, he related to his mother, not in tho
most concise manner overy inquiry he had
made, every answer given, where and by whem,
Mrs. Cox uttering nn ovcasional # Ob, dear,
dear, did you though?” as an interjectiona
remark indicativo of her feelings as sympathy
or astonishment at his paticnco and bravery in
continuing his searoh so far from hemo and so
late into the night swayed her.

When at last tho girls undoerstood that afl
the information summed itself up in what tho

| policeman had said they wero ready agein to

give themselves to despair in the thought that
they had scen Adam for the last time. ‘
Mrs. Cox and her son did the best they could
to comfort them, the latterassuring his hearers
that tho old greyhaired gontleman with whom
Adam now was, spent several hours cvery day
in his master’s office and that at no distant pe-
riod he would bring them word where their
servant could be found,
. The cracked clock struck onc as the poet
having added tho last two lines to a now verso
of his long poem, stood pulling on his nighteap
at tha square foot of looking glass hanging
above his study table as he called it to Susan,
whon it was necessary to warn her not to in.
terfere with his papors.
" Tho cap strings were ticd below his chin, the
tassel hung becomingly to ono side, ho was al-
ways an ardent admirer of his own imuty, and
the hours of cxertion pnssed in the open air had
given a huo to his comploxion which made it

just then peculiarly attractive, ho smiled a
pleased smile, but ils mood was conten:plative
and sober, his mind was oceupied in a retros-
pective review of his feelings and the resolu-
tion they induced him to adoptof forsaking his
alleginnee to Maria ‘'heresn Hopkins, and mar-
rying one of the twin sisters,

“ What a fix I wonld have been in with one
of them weeping pale faced things * he men-
tally exclaimed, # kicking up such nrowabout
an old scotch fool, and never once thanking me
for all the the tvouble I took, and me scarcely
eating anything at my ten in my hurry to
oblige them ; « Yes” sail he aloud as he
thought of what might have been the conse—
quence of his over zeal in their cause # and if
it war'nt for the little snnck of something mo-
ther lrought up to her room to give mo after
Ieane in, I would have gone to bed hungry

onough ;"

« "ghorc's a difforencein dudee,” continuved ho
ns ho thought of how differently Marin T'heresn
would have behaved undee the circnmstunces,
« The st time T was in Farringdon steeet, she
insisted on my partaking of stewed oysters and
vhops biefore I left the bhouse, not that 1 care
for such things, not I, not at all, but it shews
atteution, and tells you that you are an objeet
of vonsideration.”

# § have made an eseape that's all,” he gave
a sigh of rclief as he theew himsolf into his
eane seated arm ehalr and pushed it o little
back 50 as to enable hiin to soe at his ense the
attractive pioture presented to him in the mir-
ror, the contemplation theroof speedily restored
him to his good hunonr ; his eye now fell from
the miror to the M. 8. (as he delighted to call
all the scribbling he perpetrated) of his long
poem and lifting up the paper he read in so-
lesman aceents with knitted brow and waving
hand the eftusion of the past hour.

« Pale Margnret by her father's tomb
or fuir hurd o'er the sealpture bonding.
ha evening atar. the twilight gloom
New gracos to her sweet fuco londing.”

Having read it several timez over he laid it
down with a perfectly satisficd air suying as his
eyes again sought the mirror.

& That's just ns gootl poetry as there is any
use for, no wonder I always got the prize for
poetry at school Mr. Thompson used to say he
would pit me agninst any boy in Farringdon
within for verse ; so he might, I'll go and see
Marin Theresa to morrow, she will have cause
one day soon to be prend of her poet lover, and
one goorl thing she doesn't know a thing about
the twin sisters, she wont suspect thut T've been
ronming ; and yet I must not forsnke the twins
in their present distress, no.

“ I'l bid imper vious passion post,
And nct u brothor's pari.”

That will be the best thing for all parties,
I'll find out old Adam for them and anything
else they wish to know that's botween Catchem
anud tho old un, perhaps I'll bo able to henr
something of that Lady Hamilton that Adam
used to go hunting abort day and night after,
if I do, 1 daresny she'll find somo good mateh
for the one I was to have married and that'tl
be as well for her, and suit me and Maria The-
resa better ; and now it's all settled I'N go to
bed.”

“# Golly " exclaimed Mr. George as the
cracked clock chimed two o'clock, putting out
higtongue and winking to tho waH, “ wouldn’t
mother read the riot act if she knew I had been
writing to two in thc morning”

The poor girlsin the first front parlour spent
the night in alternately weeping and praying
for the delivery of their faithful servant from
the hands of their Grandfuather ; oceasionnally
a step would disturb the usually quict precints
of the Inn as some one of the other inhabit-
ants who abroad later than usual was return—
ing to his home, and then both girls would run
down the stairease and listen at the door, un-
til the footstep passed and the opening of o
door higher up in the court told them it was
not the feotstep they so longed for, that had
disturbed the quict night.

Townrds the dawn, Agnes who had been 11
from headache during the previous day Iny
down upon the couch in the little partour and
her sistor sitting by her, at last snw the henvy
oyelids fall and every sense and sorrow forgot~
ten in happy sleep.

This was what Margaret had been wishing for
all the restless night, and going into her bed-
room she returned with n shawl, with which
she carefully covered her sister, and throwing
open the window turned her face up to the
grey patchof sky above the court.

Day was dawning and the plan she had been
revolving in her own mind for the past few
hours was speedily put in force, she dressed hor-
self in a crape veil and Inrge shawl, and care.
fully shutting the parlour shutters so that fa-
voured by dnrkness her sister's sleop might be
more profound, she softly desceaded the stair-
case and without disturbing the sleeping in-
mates left the house and wna out on the deserted
and silent street in scarch of Adam,

She knew not which directivn to take, ne
onc was stirring in the grey light of the early
morn, and she stood for a few minutesafter en-
tering into Hotborn ata loss as to how shoe was
to proceed ;

A stray dog passed, n poor mnimed thing
Hmping along, she thoight of old Cwsur, (the
same who had been the only living thing to
welcome Sir Richard when he came back to
his own house,) even he was o wowt of compa-
nion amid the wilderness of grimy soot blacked
brick houses towering on cither side of the
narrow street, and tho decayed vegetables and
other offal of various kindswhich strowed the
pavement, cach in it’'s turn according to what
was sold in the shop from where the debrig had
been swept the previons night, and now await-
ed tho scavenger to be taken away.

¢ Crosar, Crosar,” snid the speaking in a sub-
dued voice as if she feared the bricks and stones
around her had cars, and some of them would
statt up to claim the dog and reprove her for
making up to him, but uo onc Leard except
Cmsar himself, aud ho poor brute unaccus-
tomed to kindly tones, conld not believe at
firat tho words wero mcant for him, but when
the name was repeated which happened to be
his own ho at once crossed the atrect wagging
his tail as if ho had found a long lost friend.

Margarot stooped down and patted his rough
shaggy cont.

“Poor thing,” sald she, ¢ perhaps you are ns
loncly as myseif in this groat ugly street, shew
mo the way I will take to find Adam.”

Sl{o stood up, looking in the dog’s face ns if
waiting for a reply, ho wagged his tail nnd
walking on followed by Margarut led the way
through one street and then another, until
whun men began to stir aud carts laden with




