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EARTHSTONE.

I should like to tell yon on what it §s basod, I
know you hava plenty of imdnetivo eapneity,
and J want you to get it to work for me.”

s« Then I am at your service,” snld Ringers,
quietly, # I neced not sny—you know it nlrendy.””

f e Well, then, will you lot me glve yor a briel
réxumé of the incldents that led up to Bugenao's
disappearance,” sald Laurence, nnd ho did 0,
while the editor Hs:otual attentively,

He made somao Wtile eareful notes of the main
points, and secomed at the outset to conneet Mr,
Grantley with the mystery.

s I was thromgh  Fyerard Grantley, though
not at his sugeestion, then, that Kugene Temple
causud the search to be made tor Clarence Tem.
ple's son 2 he said.  «Mr. Grantley chose the
agouts, had the entire management, nnd what.
ever e did was aceepted by LKugene in good
falth 2,

s Unhappily It was so.”

s And =0, a5 4 matter of ecourse, i he chose to
be a villnin, he hnd the whole game in his
hanls,”

# Yes; Pugene has drifted into that ldle,
helpless way of 1rusting him ineverything—the
bablt became oo Strong to break.
after wking & maa into your contidence and
trust, deny him cither without showing a fuir
rensan,'”

¢ No" salld the editor; ¢ espectally when the
man fs, like Mr, drantley, eoal, resolute and
furssecing. e has Jiterally been master of
Brookdale from the st sounl | think youn are
right In supposing this to be o deeply.inid plot
of his to retaitdn so"

4“1 think so too, It i= c¢lear to me that he
hrought young hunversove
genulne nned Jegitimate s dhim g
the Invuluernile in onl il hee mighit have
him under his own immedinte observation at
all thmes, while he passed oft that younyg adven.
turer—the son of the aetross—as the real helr,
He never anticipnted the enntretemgs which took
pPlce when the hid was recognized by poor
Hawkins

s« Thut placed hime at bay,” said Ringers,
and you sssoctnte him with the peoor fellow’s
deattlyy, 1 shauld, tor, it 1T conld see {ts ptirpose,
There was no further seereey to be obtained, as
the man hand saded his syt

s [ lutve thonght of

that,” sall Laurence,

# Rome of the points must necessarity remain
1t mny have

ohscure til the whole is revealad,

My theory is that he has Kugene
pitfely lucked up sotnewhere,”

My, Ringers shook his he

¢ 10 would gerve no pury
ing satety, aml the man wh
would not hesitate al worse,”

Laurenee looked grave,

¢ | do notgive b ap,™ satd Mr Ringers, un-
willing to leave =o solemn an improession on his
fricnd, ¢ He may be sate and living, and that
letter may be gennlne.  Buat If that letter is not
gonuing, 1 fear that to look upon him as hildden
aw:ay and Hving is a delusion.”

[ shwoubl fear the sue it 1L were not for
this: Kverand Grantley iz fosd of his cousin,
He would not, | believe, injure a halr of his
hewl, except when driven toodlesperation”

s But where conll Fagene be hidden ? Thers
are no private msdhouses where he might he
pliced, ns hoe mbzht have hecu ity yoears ago,
He would not suhmit to o voluntary captivity,
and Grautley conld not kKeep him shut up with-
out the assistance of accumplices”

“ [ gnee heanl Graatley say,” satd Laarence,
o that It is easfer and sifer to hide a Hving per.
son than a dead vne, nnd he may have actd on
thit jdea. At all events, it was not Hugene who
went Lo the ueen's Jlotel; 1L is Lthat same
young man who hay been truined to take Lhe
place uf Edwurd Dunvers ‘Pemple. The entupon
his band, nl the slight resemblance he bore to
Bugene, provo U."

4 Then 1L must have been Fugene's cont he
wore 2"

« Ur one made exactly ltke it—its fuesiniile,
in fact, Urantley kuoew that, as soon as L heard
of Eugene's absency, I should begin to seek for
him, and he has tuken these steps to lulliny
suspicions,  Jle Knew it would be no use Lo nt.
tempt to deceive me with an incomplete im-
posture.  Theschicenie must be perfect—caarried
out, in every detadl, as if the nposter were the
real man. All that has taken place is, exactly
what 1 thought would take place, and I have
never let him sea I bave the remotest suspi-
clon,”

st Therein you have heen wise,  Lull himinto
a sense of security, and scem to be his friemd,
that you may the belter wateh him. Go tu
Brook:dale, shonkd you be invited,”

o ] aun invited, and J amgolug,  Ishall be In
tlie heurt of the ciemy’s camp there; and
amongst the many In complleity there must ho
a few Incautions moments, when something
wlill be done or said while they are ofl' their
guard, 1 cling to my bope that he is not dend;
but if he never reached London bridge, where
ean he be?”

# You must look for hlmm nearer home,” snid
Mr. Ringers, wr it was his substtute who
wrote that letter from Sout hampron, why shaukd
it not havo been his substitute who went up by
the tratn last Thursday ? If they would be 5o
cureful in polnts of detadl as to put his name in
the visitors’ buok at the hotel, why should they
not make use of his econt and the resemblancee,
and have a ltile conversation at the station, 10
deceive you nt the very oatset? I think, Dray-
ton, you must look for him nearer home,”

& By heaven ! snlid Laurenee, rlsing, ¢ that s
the very thought which | bave been struameling
to shiape; but te escuped me. 1 thank you for
ity Ringers.  You have touched the core of the
mystery, 1 will laok (or him nenrer home,”

Duaring Mr. Drapton’s absenee that day, Julin
amused herself ns best she might; bhut she was
duil in her lover's absenee, in spite of Mrs, Lu
and that Ludy's quazint atempt ot kindness,
IHer musie and her books eoull not sufllee to
Jkeep her from the demnon of ennvi the whole of
the day.

Towarlds evening she went Into the conserva-
tory. It was, thanks to Mr. PDrayton’s love of
hortlculture, better stocked, and built with more
tinish, than might have been expected at Chol-
sen. She was bending over o winter rose tree,
when the firm footstep of & man eame towards
the door, and to her surprlse Mr, Grantley en-
tered.

o Alone ! he salld. * You see T have returned,
Julin, Where Is My, Deayton ??

«Gone to Southampton,”

Evernrd’s countennnee changed, and his eyes
lowered with o strange smile, | 1t was Just woat
he haad expected and prepared for,

(T be continued.)

pearunes,

<o, rive himn no last-
cuuld du su much

1,

Tur MaristTvoM.—A late teavellor says that the
tarrible maelstram of the cunst of Norway has unac-
cvi.ntably dissppenred.  Thero is no such whirlpool,
and 1tis only wlien the tido, current and wind are
at lopgerhoads inthe nsrrow straits beiween Moskon-
tessor amd the isulated rook of Mosken that any agi-
tation is visible at all. 110 is thercfors of tho opinion
that some such phenomonon us thig, scen from the
ghore and exuggerated by the horror of tho boholder,
gave riso to all the marvellous legends of the maol-
strom, It ie snd to part with an old frieud, but renl-
Iy there ik no help forit,  Seieuce is inexorable, und
that mmguiicent old myth of the sen, that hae boen
swallowing ships in the school geogruphy for genern-
tions, sl o out of that trathful toxt hook ns
Seyliae sl Charelalix and a8 & good many other

You cannof, °

HEAVENWARD AND EARTIWARD.,

DY MAX.

The odonr of the rose went ur.
The clory of the sun cwine down;
At noon he kissed her tily fuee,
Whon uut a clousl presumed to frown §
he Inrk aseended to the skies, )
And sanc in llonven his swootest etrain 3
The summer winils descendoed low,
And brought tv curth his noteg ngain. ”

It may be nature’s music wakes
Withiin the houwrt n purer tov
1 know thut noon 1 knelt and prayed,
And litted wll my goul above.
Night eumoe—n million geldon stars
Waure clustered in earth’s royal erown
And in the peacelnl blessed ealin,
The answer to my priyer came down,

[(REGISTRRED in accordunco with the Copyright Act
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IN AFTER-YEARS;

OR,

FROM DEATIl TO LIFE.

ALEXANDER ROSS,

BY MRS,

CHAPTER XVI.—Continued.

Lady Morton sat with closed eyes for a few
minutes after her sister’s departure from the
room, thinking of the long ago, and of all the
Litter trinls that dear sister had suffered and
borne in silence nnd alone with such patience
amd fortitude 3 so unselfishly bearing her own
sorrows, and so willing to weep with those
who weep j—hier gallant young hasband lying
in an ocean urave ; her beautitul child, so full
of life and grace, to go from her sight one half
heur in all hiz infant loveliness; the next, to
search for him in wild affright for days and
weeks and months and  yeurs,—in vain, in
vain!

Ier Leantiful Margaret, the pride of all the
country round, the poor man's hope aud stay,
the glory and the darling of the old Castle
Lady Morton rose from her chair, and,
throwing open the window, sought for some
object which would change the current of
thoughts that were too painful to be dwelt
upon,

She saw, with pleasure, Ernest De Vere
coming up the path in the middle of the
Sipunre.

“ Dear boy,” snid she, almost aloud, “yon
always secem to come when most needed, 1
will tind it as hard to part with you as if you
were my own son. I can easily understand
what Isubel feels for thore beautiful twins by
that which I feel for you.”

As she turned from the open window her
cye fell on the pareel containing the hooks she
hiad purchased in the morning, and untying
the cord, she saw the newspaper folded over
the books, the black cross dirceting attention
to the article entitled :

& Sud r.posire in high life?

She lifted the paper, and, sitting down, read
an aceount of Sir Kichard Cuninghame's in-
arceration by his own son in an iron cage
under the roof of the enstern tower, above the
armonry of his Castle of H——n, for a period
of vighteen years ; of the suflerings he cimlured
in foasting and thirst, in cold and loucli-
ness ; of the grandehildren, A s and M——t
¢ hame, who were his jailors, making his
sutlerings the subject of their mockery, and,
for their amusement, poking him with long
poles, given them for the purpose by their
wicked father; of the time when the wicked
son, Sir R——rt O——lmine, died, and these
geutle-looking girls became his juilors, more
cruel a hundred fold than the son had been
of their leaving him almost to perish, and then
feedding him with raw potatoes, thrown one by
oune into the cage! of his eseape in the dark
midnight, his creeping in silence and in four
from hLis own Castle, and of his return, con-
fronting his girl-jailors and seeing their faces
pale beneath his well known glance ; their
tlight from his home, where they ever sgemed
in terror lest they should be made to expiate
their heincous crime by a residence in the iron
enge, so long the silent witness of their hard-
ness of heart ; and Iast of all, the marringe of
the cldest, A s, to Colon¢l L——y, of Her
Iajesty’s Gunrds.

Liady Morton read the parngraph over and
over with burning eyes and flattering heart.
It was the most horrible thing sho had ever
read or heard of, and she would at once have
denounced it asa base calwmny ; but, alas, her
memory brought her back to what she had
seen and heard in Haddon Castle, forcing upon
her strong conviction of its truth.

The resolute refusal of the girls to leave
their lonely, desolate home, until swldenly one
murning, without the subject being broached,
Agnes declared her inteution of golng to Inch-
drewer within the hour, then as anxions to be
gone as hefore she had been averse to it; the
strange scene she had seen the night of Sire
Richards arvival, when the sisters became
pale with fear at being told a visitor was ex-
preted, and when that visitor was announced
by Adam as one all others had believed an oe-
cupant of the tomb before thess girls were
burn, they evineed no surprise, only shrinking
under his glance as ono they had terrible eruse
to dread ; and, last of all the until now inex-
plicable words of Agnes :

«1 know too much of his evil deeds, The
last worils we heard our dear father speak were
words of warning, bidding us beware of this
awful man.” And again, I lonthed and
drended him before ever I saw his face, 1
could not let my eyes rest on his, were it to
muke me Queen of England.”

These words of hers were to Lady Morton’s
mind confirmation as strong of that appalling
newspaper story as if it had bLeen written in
thé Evangel.

She sut as if she were paralized, both in
mind and body. She dreaded spenking on the
subject to Lndy Hamilton, knowing, as she
did, how both these girls were beloved by her
sister 3 and yot she felt that if this story was
truth it mast be known some day. Was the
sltock the knowledge of it would ocension not
likely to be less felt now than at a time when
her aflection for them had become stronger,
whici it really was beecoming day by day ?

Ernest De Vere had a son’s license in enter-
ing Lady Mortou’s boudoir. As she sat thus
thinking what course she should pursue, the
click of the door-lock, a. firm step entering,

myths huve douy bofure.

told her he was in tue room. Sho welcomed

his entrance. Whether ahe spoke on the sub-
Jjeet to Lady Hamilton might be a matter of
considerntion ; with Ernest Do Vere it was
otherwise. He was standing on the erater of o
volcano, amid roses and lilies, sipping nectar
from one, the pure dew of heaven from the
other.  IIe must be aroused from his pleasant
dream, and the sooner the Letter, .

#Come, Krnest,” said her Ladyship, holding

out her hnnd, “I wish to have a long chat with
rou.”

y #I wm oll attention,” said the Ind, senting
himself near her. e was flashed from walk-
ing in the lovely autumn aftcrnoon, and as
Lady Morton looked on hix tall, graceful figure
and finely cut features, the large decp grey cye
and chiseled mouth, speaking in a langunge
understond by all, the pure mind, the true and
generous heart, from which the emotions giv-
ing chamcter to the handsome face emanated,
she sighed in her very heart of hearts ax she
thought what a mate he would have mado for
the Margaret Caninghsme of yesterday,

« [ am oppressed with trouble, Ernest, for
your sake as well as for what we must all feel
by the disclosure of circumstances L have just
lenrned; bat before I speak of it, I must put
some questions to you; you have yoursell
given me a right to spenk as 1 am going to
do.”

4 Dear Lady Morton, you cannot ask of me
the knowledge of anything concerning mysclf
which [ will withhold from you.”

«] need not ask you if you love beautiful
Margaret Cuninghame; I know you do.”

«§ do, most trnly.”

¢ Huave you told her so

#There is no need for telling her

¢ I'hen she dous not know it 77

& As well as she will when she is my wife”

¢ Ernest, she can never be your wife.”

ITe smilved, o merry, happy smile.

“[ donot fear that; Margaret Cuninghame
could no more marry another than [ conld.”
¢ JTow are you sure of that if you have never
talked to her on the subject 77
¢ Words are unnccessary to the knowledge
of such things. I do not like the form of
specch that takes, ¢ T love thee; I love thee)
Margaret knows more than my tongue could
ever tell of the love I bear hier. I, on my
purt, am satisfied that her heart is mine. At
the same time, I am aware that T nust ask her
to marry me, as well as ask Colonel Lindsay
to give her tome.  Theseare formalities which
must be gone through.”

# Krnest, rend this,” said Lady Morton, as
she handed to him the newspaper, marked as
ili: was to draw attention to the obnoxious ar-
ticle,

He took it from her hand without spenking,
read it once over, and then returned it without
making any remark,

Both sat looking at each other for severnl
moments without spesking. At last her Lady-
ship suid :

“That is a terrible revelation.”

“It is no revelation,” said the yonng man,
his cyes sparkling in their grey depths with a
light his listener had never scen in them le-
fore; it is simply false, and so banse is its
falschood as to be below contempt.  Wien
Margaret Cuninghnine is Marvgaret Do Vere, [
will tell her of it, and ask her if she knows
what it means; perhaps she may be able to
puint to tho calumniator, and thus enable me to
punish him. I will give myself a legnl right
to do so as soon as possible,”

“ My dear boy, you to not know what you
say, Alas, alas, it is but too true. We all
know that Sir Richard was for eighteen years
of his lifs gone no onc knows whither,  1lis
son said he was dead, but subsequent events
proved this to be untrue.  When Lady famil-
ton persided me to go to Haddon I found it
impossible to induce the two girls to accom-
pany me to Inchdrewer, although they secmed
to have little love for their own home as o
home, o restless anxicty being the chief ex-
pression ever on their faces,  All at once, one
morning when we were not talking of Inch-
drewer, and when I began to think I would
have to go without them, Mrs, Lindsay pro-
posed that they should pay their visit to Ly
Hamilton that forenoon, and when they come
they remnined many weeks, each day, on
Adam’s coming to see them, asking him if he
had not seen a stranger in the grounds—an
old man with a grey beard, When I returned
with them to Haddon, we were told that Mr,
Waddel, the lawyer in Aberdeen, had ordered
the carringe to bu sent to meet the night mail,
to bring o visitor to the Custle. When they
were told of this, both girls beeame so denthly
pale that T feared they would have fainted, nor
could they give their attention to anythiug
that was said during the evening.

« When at last the sound of carriage wheels
withount, and then a stranger’s voice was heard
in the hall, the emotion they both displayed
was painful to behold; 8o much so, that T was
on the point of asking them what canse they
had for such, what they had to drend, when
Adam announced ¢ Sir Richard Cuninghame,

# At fiest 1 faneied thers mnst be kome mis-
tuke, but on looking at the stately okl man, [
kn w he was a Caninghame, far more like the
old knightxs, whose pictures adorned the walls,
thaun ever Sir Robert or hix danghters were.

& Adam repeated the name a secoml time
e spoke, and I knew I was in the presence
of one whom we all believed to have Jain in
in his grave for elghteen yenrs, one who had
passed from death to life, Yot the presence
which acted like an eleetric shock on Arthur
Lindsny and myself produced not the slightest
cemotion of surprise in cither of these girls
Their countenances certainly showed great
dread of their grandfather, but evinced no
wonder at his resurrcction from the dend,
They reccived him us o guest they expectul,
bt feared and disliked in no ordinary degree,
He sut looking at them with n svarching eye,
us if he would read their vory souls; that he
kn-w who they were was beyvond donbt.  After
a few minutes’ close serutiny he turned his
face from them, a glance of hate in his vye I
shall never forget,  The two girls never once
looked in his face or spoke # word, ‘The con-
duct of themselves and  their grandinther fitled
me with astonishment then; itisall explained
now.

« [ left half an hour after Sir Richard’s re-
turn, and while arranging my dress for the
journey both girls entreated me to take them
with me to Inchdrewer; indeed, 1 had to resort
to argument to induce them to remain.

¢ [ tried to persuade them to endeavour to
give the Iove and afiection duc from gmnd-
children to 8 parent to Sir Richard, using
every argument which I thought likely to in-

flucnce them,  With Margaret 1 certainly suc.

ceeded in some mensuro; poor child, she
seemed willing to try and conciliato him atthe
expense of her own feclings; but Agnes used
words which now aro as strong agninst her as
proof of Holy Writ: ¢I know too much of his
evil deeds.  The last words we ever henrd our
dear father speak were words of warning, bid-
bing us beware of this awful man. T leathed
and dreaded him before ever I saw hix face; I
could not let my eyes rest on his were it to
make me Queen of England.!”

Lauly Morton stopped  She expected Ernest
De Vere to spenk, but he was silent,  Afwer a
few minutes sho suid, speaking interrogatively

“The knowledge of ull this makes you very
sad, BEroest

# Not in the least” replied he, in his usnal
manner ; “I look upon it as one of those cir-
cumstances which are constantly occurring,
which we cannot understand until we have the
key. I have not much curiosity npon the sub-
Jeet, as far as 1 mysclf am concerned ; it might,
for anything I care, remain one of the mysterics
of life for all time; but 1 see the cffect it has
upon your mind, and it is probable it may have
the same on others; for that reason, when T
have the right to do 80, I will tell Margaret of
thix false tale”

“ But, Krnest, you cannot marry Margarct
Cuninghame with o stain like that on her
name.  Alag, it is not unlikely that you may
one dny be the hewd of ene of the proudest
familics in England, one whose daughters have
ever been without reproach  As her Ladyship
spoke her lip trembled, and the unbidden tears

e to ber eyes,

Her son, Lord Cranstoun, born a British
Peer, with lands ap:d tenantry which had own-
ed his forefithers their Lords for elgh: hun-
dred years, n wenlth of gold almost fabulous,
and more, far more, what neither Inmls nor
gold could buy, one of God's noblemen, hud
been an invalid from his bicth, and Ernest De
Vere was next in the line of entail,

Ernest De Vere saw and knew well what
caused the emotion Lady Morton could not
suppress, and going up to her who was all the
mother he had ever known, he lifted her hand
to his lips in a loving, quict way, saying as he
did 50 :

“Dear Lady Morton, do you remember
General De Vere and his two sonx, and my own
young father? I haveno wish to become head
of the house, and cousin Charles is stronger
and heartier now than he has ever been in my
recollection”?

“ Dear boy, you are always ready with com-
fort ; yes, Charles both looks and fecls better
than he has done for years, but Sir James
Clarke has always warned me he would never
count hix thirticth birthday. [ have strong
consolation which many have not—he knows
in whom he hath believed, and that when he
lays down an carthly coronet, which must rust
and decay, the Lord whom he serves will give
unto him a crown cteroal in the Heavens. If
I ever reach the paradise of God, which,
through the blood of the Lord Christ, 1 hope
to win, I will surely mceet my darling son
there.”

Ernest De Vere had given his own young
heart to God. Ho knew that God Mimself
would com®.rt this mourning mothor in her
sorrowful anticipation of her noble son’s un-
timely end, and he hehd his peace.  He moved
as il he would go, but Lady Morton put up her
tand to stay his steps, and he sat down Ly her
side, turning over the lenves of a fine hiberninry
woich lay on the sofn,

After a puuse Lady Morton spoke, laying
her hand on the youth's shoulder, and looking
thoughtfully in bis face, she said ;

“ 1 qm sorty to see you so unwilling to give
up Margarct Cuninghame, but, dearest Fruest,
it must be, You cannot marry without Lord
(‘ranstoun's permission until you are twenty-
six ycars of age.  Such you know arc the terms
of your father's will; and that he never will
give his permission to this allisnce I am cer-
tain.”

«] cannot give her up, Lady Morton; I
would not now even if it cost me no pang to
do sn. Butas il is. the hope of oneday calling
Margaret Cuninghame by my asme is next to
my hopes of Heaven”

As he spoke Lady Morton's face was turned
towards his with a sad and serious nir.

% I Lhave mysclf {o blame for much of this”
suid shy “and [ fear Margaret Cuningliame
will fuel the parting a8 deeply as you do.  As
to your asking her to waitsix yenrs, it would be
ridicnlous as well as unjuat, and Arthnr Lind-
say wounld never consent to such a disndvan-
tageons arrangement.”

«There will be no need for asking permis-
sion ; there is no necessity for such an acrange-
ment. Margarct knows my faith in her to be
as strong as her own in me.  Wo may never
speak to cach other on the subject, but neithrer
will ever marry another, If I believed that
story it wonld be otherwise, but I know it to
he false ; ol no,” said he and as he pronounced
the word no, the expression of his face turned
to one of withering contempt, # it is not worthy
u sreond thought, it is simply impossible.

He stopped : Lady Morton had enough of
worldly wisdom to know that if his marringe
with Margarct Caninghame wns only to take
place at the end of six years, during which
time he was to be in Indin with his regiment,
and there wis to be no formnl engagement be-
tween them, inall probability it wonld never
{ake place at all ; she saw her advantage and
determined to follow it up by being silent and
seeming to acquiesce in the present proposition,
trnsting that his cadet ghip or some other In-
dinn appointment might be got for him imme-
dintcly, through Lady Hamilton'’s influonce
with the grent Duke, and hence he would be
obliged to go to Indin at once instead of going
{0 the continent with Colonel Lindsay’s party
s haud been proposed,

Brnest De Vere was wrapped in his own
train of thoughts as Lady Morton wasin hers:
he spoke more a8 if hoe were thinking aloud
than aught clse,

# Did you know Margaret Cuninghame as I
do, youn would sce how impossible it would be
for mie cver to resign the place I have in her
heart, We first met as you know in the dmw.
ing rooms of this hiouse, nmid n crowd of Court
bennties, yet to me her innocent face was per-
fect Lenuty, sha was the luveliest of the lovely
there. In the balcony of the greon drawing room
where I brought lier to enjoy the cool night
air, we stood lovking up into the starry skies ;
she spoke to me of that Great Power who
reigned over all ; He who controls alike the
heart of man, and the mighty waves of the
boundless ocean as withnn adamantine chain,
of Him who stands sublime, thoe cverlasting
rock who ruleth in the Heavens, unmoved

amid the flood of time, and charmed me as sho
spoke ; when I next saw her she knelt beside
the sick bed of hor old servant Adam, I saw
her as she knelt and hoard her words through
the window of his room which opens over the
flower beds—she knelt beside that old mau's bed
with all a daughter’ love—to me she seemed as
a plorious angel waiting to convey his soul to
the mansions of eternul rest ; the old man was
weak and low he uttered only a few words of
blessing on her whom he fittingly called tho
handmaid of the Lord, he blessed erand asked
of God to bless her too, yea und she shall bhe
blessed jtheu Iloved her ag 1 love her now in
Lier divine bLeauty, for I knew the heart that
warms her brenst was worthy of the shrine in
which it dwells.?

Tmmediately upon Ernest De Vere's depart-
ure Lady Morton sought her sister’s boudoir,
and at once shewing her the newspaper re-
prated all she herself had heard and seen while
at Haddon, dwelling partiqularly on the sudden
determination of Agnes to visit Inchdrewer @
which was now explained by the flight of the
old man having just then heen discovered.

Lady Hamilton was ol'n most undemonstrative
nature, but she shed sud tenrs over the startling
tale her sister told, That it was the truth she
had not the shadow of & doubt, she had seenall
she now heard, dimly as in a glass, wrapt in a
misty shrowd it is trae, yet cverything fore~
shwdowed but tun succly on thu night her
daughter died the captive whom she knew not
Iying in his dungeon, again leaving it and the
lIaw of retribution coming down in rain, in
lightniug and hail, on the heads of those yet un-
born girls,

Robert Cuninghame had not taken the warn-
ing she was sent to give, he had taught them
to walk in his own ways; to her Agnes and
Margaret Cuninghame abhorrent ax the crime
of which they stood accased was, were mora
siuncd aguinst than sinning, taght while mere
children to make merry in secing the poor cap-
tive leap in his enge, their hearts were dead-
ened to his suffering, twught too, by o father
whom they loved with an undying affection,
one whom even now they could not talk of
without emotion, a fither who in all else, ile-
served and hnd wou their purest love and best
estecn,

“ Poor Agnes, poor Margaret” wore the first
words she uttered in reply to Lady Morton.

# Isubel, T am surry for you, you loved these
girls so dearly ; it secems hacd they should be
taken from you,”

&1t is hard to bear, yet my chief concern is
for the poor girls, not for myself, T sce o long
siel future of silent swilering before them as
clearly as I ace the bright shidow of the win-
daw  punes which the sun is throwing on the
Hoor ; for mysclf 1 wn necustomed to disap-
puintient gud sorrov ; asa child | pever trei-
sured a ring dove to tove and pet, but it was
sure to dic; in my girthood, year after yenr when
the bed of roses, [ 2o loved were glowing in
all their frngrant beanty the biting cast wind
or the erael hail stort were sure to comne aned
beat my poor crushed roses to the carth ; and
in my carly womaniiood iy glorious boy, my
gutlant husbaud, the brave and beautiful, and
tast and worst of all becanse it was the last,
Margdaret Hunilton struck down in her young
bunuty. It is ever thus with all that is best on
this green earth since the bligit of sin cune to
marall happiness, the glory uf the garden, the
pine that crowns the rock, the pueest, best, il
loveliest nre nlways tiest togo; but thank God
it will not be always so, there is o land we hope
to win, where the river flows, the streams
whereof make glad the city ofour God, and by
that river side under the many cloured leaves
of the tree of lite, [ will yet walk and press
the hands and look into the eyes of those who
are waiting for me there, nnd then there will
be no more sorrow,”

As she pronounced the last word her cyes
took that devnmy tar ofl look they ever wore
when her thoughts carried her to the lone grave
she had never scen, far down under the wiuves
of the stormy ocean.

& lirnest De Vere must not be allowed to
continue his attention to Margaret” said Lady
Morton nnxious to attract Lady [Humilton's at-
tention from her own sorrow, and at the saine
time desirous of getting her aid in weaning her
son's heir from o conneetion which she now
considered would be disgrmee,?

% No,” replicd her sister, ¢ it cannot be, that
will be a bitter cup for poor Marmaret, whom [
love the best, aud it is possible she will have to
drain it to the dregs; alas, alas "

¢ But Braest, Isabel 7 he too will suffer
and the souner he is removed from Englund
the bettee.”

«Yes, lirnest, of courseas Lord Cranstoun’s
heir, his anciont name must not be mixed with
the shade of erime. L will speak to tho Duko
and through his intlnence he will be sent
abrond at oncw, he will soon forget all abont
Margaret ax he walks with another love aml
listens to the song of the lory under the broud
leaved piatm trees ; but she sitting alone on the
bare mountain side where the fieree north
wind blows amid the shadow and the rain an-
der the pine, will never forget him”

# Isnbel, will you tell Charles of this? I
would rather not do so myseli”

o T will,”?

| have made up my mind not to go abrowl.”

# It is best you shonkl not,”

¢ Poor Arthur Lindsny 1"

u#Jt is possible he mav never hear of this
terrible story, you say the paperis of old
date.”

Lady Morton looked at the date.

¢ Yes six mouths back, four days after Ar-
thur's marringe.”

¢ A Scottish paper T think yon said

« Yes,” said Lady Morton, looking again al
the paper lying in her lap, “The Rottenburg
1lerald.”

¢« The Rottenburg Ferald” Thow could they
have heard of the story there ? in such an ob-
seure little place and so far awny from Had-
don,”

# It is strango is it not 7

¢ It is, and that nothing should have been
said on the subject by the Aberdeen papers,
we conld not have missed seving it there”

¢ But lsabel, the Aberdusn papwrs  wonld
never have published such a story about the
Iaddon family.”

# You are probably right, yet I cannot un-
derstand why it should appenr only in ¢ The
Rottenburg Hernld,” in any of the leading pa-
pers wo would have seen. it. The Edinburg pa-
pers wonld not have any reasun for its non
publicntion,”

« Perhaps Sir Richard published it himsolfin
order to Injure his pramichildren whom he
hates, you remember young Cox told Charles




