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of which helonge«l to liiin, was (U'sitUmI again. Tliore wjts a
<iuicker rush out of it than into it. It staiuls t'.uMv now, more
lonely tlian Kmpirc t.'ity—its derricks and machinery rusting

and (iropping to pieces, the houses empty and neglected, the

hand relapsing into its old condition of bog and marsh. l!ut

(J dead J leek will n«'.ver see it again.

He kept away from Twickenham during this wiiiding-up

and settlement of affairs. It was a week later when, his mind
at rest and his con.science clear of hills and douhts, because
now there v/as n(»thing more to lo.se, In* called at the house
where he had spent so many hap|)y hours.

Mrs. L'Kstrange received him. Slu' was troubled in K»ok,

and the traces of tears w<'re on her face.

" It is a mostonfortumite time," (iileadsaid sympathetically :

"a most onfortunat'' ne."

"Blow after bio., Mr. liock," Agatha sobbed. ".Stroke

upon stroke."

"That is so, nnfdam. They've got the knife well in, this

time, and when they give it a twist we're bound to cry out.

\ ou've thought me .selfish, 1 know, not to in(|uire before."

" No, Mr. Beck ; no. It is only too kiiul of you to think of

us in your own overwhelming disast«'r. 1 have never sjx-nt si'

wretched a week. Poor l^awrence has litorally not a penny

left, excej)t what he gets from the sale of his horses, pictures,

and things. Captain Ladd.s is the .same ; IMiillis has no loiigc!

a faithing and now. () dear. (') dear, I am going to lo.se li<i

altogether."
•• Bui when .she marries Mr. Duufiuenpie vou will .see her

ofi^vj."

" No, no. Haven't they told you I .lack has got almost

nothing—only ten thousand pouiKls altogether ; and they have

made up their miiids to emigrate. They are going to Virginia,

where .lack will buy a small estate."

"Is that 80 '( " said (Jilead meditatively.
" Lawrence says that he and Captain Ladds will go away

together somewhere; j)erhaps back to i'impire City."

"And you will i)e left alone- you, Mrs. L' Estrange -all

alone in this country, and ruined. It mustn't be. " He
stiaightened himself up, and looked round the room. " It

mu«t not be, Mr.s. 1/ Estrange. You know me partly—that iw.


