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THE HEARTHSTONE

DId she seream 2 DI she fa)l 2

There was scarcely any change in her fuce, ns
she ralsed her eyesto his; perhnps fora mo-
went the colour fuded from her fuce, and left on
it u denth-like pallor,

Bot this mizht have been muey,
the effeet of tho gus.

She met his gaze steadily enough, and he
looked nt her fixedly, wondering, as he did so,
where they could have met before, If ever.

Never, he thought; for in vain he racked his
memory to reeall her features,

No, they could not have met before ; he could
nevesr have torgotten so beautiful a tiace, hid he
scen it,

He begged the honour of ber haud for the
next danee, und il almost seemed to bim that
ste munifested o certain amount of cagerness to
aceept the favitetion, aithough it was certatn
that she could stand in ho luek of partners, hid
she requiraed one.

Hetween the tigures of the danee he took the
vpportunlty of asking whether she had recovered
trom her late indisposition,

=1 am much better,” she replied, with a
smile, 1 hope that yon have ehanged your
determination of guitting the nelghbourhood ©°

« No; happlly the business which 1 supposed
wattld have taken me away has been otherwise
arranged.”

 Then we may hope for the pleasure of i visit
from you. T know not how to apologize as it
in, lor all the inconvenicnce you have sutlered
upon my geeount.”

ANy Inconvenicenee, hul there been any,
wonld have been long ago forgotten in the pleas
sure of this meetlog.”

The words were somewlitt formal and com-
mon-place, but the tone In which they were ut.
tered was one of such evident admtration, that
she drew back with o deep cerimson flush sus-
fusing her cheeks.

She radsed her eyes to his with aslight frown,
but he myet thedr gaze, and they drooped again
hencath his,

» She s afradd of e, he thought o himsels,
with one of lils swevtest smiles, ¢ Audif | only
could tind the Key to her s she's very
beautiful!  Poor little Pluvbe i

Never could Perey Hardwicke have shown Lo
sreiter wdvantage than he did that nighi--
never ind Lie so tried his cnergles to be enter-
tainiog.

L was not long belore he contrived to remley
himself n general fuvourite, aipotgst the tadles
at lenst; thoagh throughout the evening, how-
ever he might be engaged, hls gaze never tor
mauny maments together wandered from (he
ohleet upon which it was conceutrated—the jale
atd beautiful face of Kleanor Jerrohd,

PPerhaps she felt its influence, although she
never turned towards him: perhaps shie had
some other reason for wishing to leave the
seene of her triumph,

She took wn opportunity of quietly approach.
ing her husboed, ad whispertag in his ear:

« My darling,” hu cried, reproachtully, ¢+ how
neglectful of e vot to ask you before! Or
colrne you must be wearied to death. 1 will go
b unee aud glve orders about the carringe.”

Mr, Jertohl's partners were inconsolable when
they heand that she was going awuay,

Sasoon, ton! they sald.  Could she not pos-
sibly walt for anuther danee—for a very little
one?

* You must not be so long before you honour
me ngaln,'” sald the Colonel, as he led Mrs, Jor-
rold down stuirs.

The other gentlemen crowded round to see her
depart.

The carriage was walting without.

But 0 disturbance suddenly arose—the sound
of voires In au nngry discussion,-

In the midst of the survants was seen a
drunken-lovking, dissipated fellow, in o horsey
style of dross, who was remonstrating agninst
thelr rough treatment of him,

« Hands ofI''™ he cried. ¢ What do you take
me for 9"

¢ For nu goul,” one ol the servants answered
Jeeriugly; * else we shouldu't have cnught you
where we did.”

¢ Hands off, 1 say, or 1 shall spoil some of you
or your spiendid livery !”

The Colonel, leaving the lndy for a while In a
place of security, advanced into the passnge to
ascerinin the cnuse of the dlsturbance.  Atslght
of him, the servants fell back and allowed bim
10 puss,

Atthe same time they loosened their hold of
the man, who, shaking himself after the fushion
of a Newfoundland dog, glared angrily at his lute
ussallants.

s« What is the meaning of this?” asked the
Colonel.

« I found the man hanging about the Juwn,”
suld one of the gamekecpers, * Ho sald he
knew you, sir, and I brought him intothe house
before taking any steps respecting him.”

The Colonel looked at him attentively for a
moment, and then sald, “1 have never seen
you before. What do you want 2

# If 1 don't. know youw,” retorted the man, + 1
Kuow one of your guests. * [ am no thief—ask
Mrs. Jerrold if I am.”

s Ask whom ?”” inquired the Culonel in sur-
price.

The stranger, rolling a few steps backward
with a kind of movement which was half swag-
ger, half staggor, pointed to where Mrs, Jerrold
was standing,

As he did go, she shrank back as though she
would have avolded him,

lier fuce, nt this moment, was deadly white,
and she trembled so violently that she could
scarcely stand

¢« That's her?' snid the vagabond. « The
Captain's lady, I mean. She knows meand 1
know her. Don't you, Mrs. Jerrold "

« Come, come, there’s enough of this!” eried
the Colonel, angrily. ¢ It anybody knows uny-
thing of you, I should think the knowledge can
searcely be to your credit. I have no time
to tulkk to you now; keep him safe, my men,
until I give you further orders.”

Tho men advanced to lny hold of the intruder,
but with a florco gesture e waved them off,

“ Don't dare to lay a finger upon me,” he
cried. s‘or you will rue it.  I'm no thief, I say,
and I'm as respectable as any of you.”

“4 Why are you found lurking anbout my
grounds, then ? asked tho Colonel.

# I was doing no harm."

# What were you dolng 2

# That's my business,” retorted the man, sul-
lenly.

« In any case, it will be my business to keep
you In custody until I have made s few Inquiries
about you.'

s Keep me {n custody 9

s Ay; and if you turn out the sort of charac-
ter 1 strongly suspect, a month in the county
gaol will probably——"

# You'd lock me up, would you?” cried the
other, In drunken fury. ¢ Its more than you
dare. Lock me up, indeed! I’]]tell you whol
am ; tell you who others are, for thut matter—
I'1l tell you !

Eleanor had stood in one spot during this
sceno us though her feet had been rooted to the
ground.

Some of the gentlemen would have led hor
upstairs again, Several spoko to her. One
oflered hiz arm, but she took no notice of the
movament—made no reply—seemed not to
comprehend the meaning of the words address—
od to her.

11 might be

At this momeunt, however, whon the drunken
trespasser’s words seemed to promise some re-
velatlon, she sprang  suddenly  forward, and
nude ns though she would have rushed down
fnto the hall below und arrested the hatfuttered
words.,

But ere she eottld carry Into eflvot this futen-
tlon, If such she hud, a hand clusped her wrist.

She looked round quickly, expuecting to see
her husbiid by her side.

It was Perey Hardwicke.

The crowd around were all engerly interested
in the seene enactivg below, though the exact
wenning did not elearly reach thelr comprohon-
sion,

Noone at the moment was puying any utton.
tion to Mrs. Jerrold,  Nouone saw this move-
meat of Hardwicke's, nor the look of surprise
amd terror which passed over the woman's
beautiful ficce as he bent over her and whispered
i o low tone in her ear,

sAre you mad? he whisperod, 4 Would
you beteay yourself?  Leave it to me,”

S What do you menn ?” she asked, in ehoking
neeents, seareely articulnte,

s Leave iLall to me. 1 will secure his rolonse.
Your nume shatl not come Into question,”

o But—Dbut why do you?”

o I have my reasous for befriending you. 1
will tell you all to.morrow nlght—in the flelds
where 1 met you with him. 1 will wait where
1 met you, just by the stile.”

She looked ot him withastaring fuce, scurcely
seeming to comprebend,

» Wil you come ' be askaed,

o Yes, yesi” xhe replied in a low toue, full of
decep concentrated angulsh. s § will come., But
Ko now nnd get him away.  Let bUlm sny no-
thing—tor heaven's sake, let him say nothlug!”

CHAPTER XV,
THE APPOLNTMENT.

In spite of hisloudassertions of respectability,
My, Slider (for such, of course, was the nume of
the drunken intruder) would have run a very
wreat visk of belng consigned to durance vile,
with but little cerammony, had not Percy Hard-
wicke rome to his rescue,

In & few well-chosen words bhe explained
uway all that appenred suspiclous in Mr, S1i-
der's eonduct.

Tuking the Colonel un one side, he expinined
that SHder was stopping ut the sume inn; and
that he was @ respeetable man In his way, and
worth # sood deal of money, but rather eecen-
trie uid perhaps a trifle cracked.

The Colonel, readiiy aceepting fthis expluna-
tion, set Slider at lberty, and Hardwicke huving
whispered in his ear an appointment for that
night at the ins, turned round to look after
Eleanor.

During the explanation, howover, she had de-
scomled the stairs, and had been helped into
her earrluge.

Tle was only just ln time to hear the rumble
of ity wheels as it disappeared 1nte the distance,
¢ Never mind,” said he to himself, 1s be re-
traced his steps to the drawing-room above.
* Weo shall meet again, I think, and she 1s in
my power.”

It was s late hour in the night, or ruther an
carly bour in the morning, when the smillng
gentewan rang the bell at bls Inn, on bis re-
turn from Colonel Wycherley’s house.

A very sleepy loots was making bolieve to
sit up for him, but had fallen so often heud first
into the lighted candle as to have vecasioned g,
partial baldness ; having a vory singular eflfect,
somewhat as though he had been shaved for o
priest in the wrong place. -
* as Mr. Slider comein 2" asked Hurdwicke.
« Ever 80 long ago, sir,”

4 Is he gone to bed ™

* No, sir, he's sltting up : though how ho can
keop awake at this bour caps me! Shatl 1 give
you your candle, sir??

¢ No, thank you; I light it when I want jt.”
' Are you goiug 1o bed, sir?” asked the Doots,
with o long face.

* You need not walt up, friend, in any cuse.
Here's half o soverelgn tor your trouble. Lenve
me, and I'll come to hed when I'm ready.
Where's Mr. Slider o

o Ju that room, sir,”

s Brop—what are you going to do”

s To tell him you have come in, sir,”

+ Did he sany you were to do o

 Yes, sir”

s+ Then don’t !
him myself.”

The ¢ boots ” stared us hard as his sleepy cyes

would allow, und slowly retreatad to his dormi-
fory. .
But Hurdwicke did not stir from the spot
wlicre he had been standing when the man left,
him until he was certatn that he could nct with-
out molestation,

‘Then, having listened for u moment, e drew
from his breast-pocket a tiny pisto), the londing
of which he carefully examined.

Replacing it in his pocket with a quiet smile,
he cuutionsly turned the hundlo of the door.

He hand expacted to tind Slider seated by the
tfire; and as he ralsed hls oyes, that he would
have met his fucu standing there at the open
door, with a background of pltehy darkness—a
sensutional effect the value of which he, as a
consummate actor, could fully estimate.

Such, however, was not the cuse.  Slider was
sitting by the fire in an arm-chalr, but he was
fust asleep, and breathing heavily. ‘The fire
burnt low, and the light burnt dimly,

Hardwlcke very cuutiously closed the door
behind him, und advanced towards the sleopor
with & eat-like tread.

Stooping over him, then, he set to work to
rifle his pockets.

One after another, with the dexterity of a
professtonal, Percy Hardwicke invaded all tho
receptaclos which Mr, Slider’'s apparel afforded
for his private property, but without discovering
any thing at all caleulated to throw a light upon
the mystery of his life,

At length Hardwicke was nlmost tempted to
glve the search up us hopeless, when u thought
occurred to him,

¢ Porhaps he hus u pocket in the lining of his
walstcoat,”

Very cuutlously and stealthily he plled bis
ingors nbout thoe pocket of the sleeping man.

Tho pocket was whore he had suspectod,

Thero also, sure enough, were some papers.
Hardwicke drew them forth, and seating him-
s0lf by the tuble, begen dellbarutely to read the
contents,

Whon he had finished, Slider was still st
agleep, and he put them away very quietly into
his pocket—not into Slider's pocket, of course,
but bisown,

He perused them as though uncertain whe-
ther or not he should disturb the sleeper.

Upon second thoughts, he dotermined that he
would not. He therefore very cautiously open-
ed the room door, and crept up to his bedroom,
the door of which he locked and bolted with
more than his usual care,

Before he went to bed, he looked under the
pillow, and found a small note, folded into a
shape which was wonderfully Ingenlous and
elaborate.

This note containod a poor little, simplo vil-
lage girl's heart, for all that it was written in

Good night to you. I will tell

very bad grammar, and most shumefully spelt.

Mr., Perey Hardwicke yawned as he read it,
and yawned afterwards.  1Ie did not kiss it, ns
she would have kissed the lottor ho had condes—
cended to write to her,

ITe burnt It ju the eandle, and wong to bed.

¢ 1 should run uway with hor to-morrow,”
snld Mr. Tlardwicke, 1f 1 had not wn rppolnt.
ment with the other one. 1 wonder which s
best? 1 eannot run away with both, I suppose.
How awfulty sleepy 1 nm.”

And so he went to bed, and to sleep, and
smiled as sweetly and o innocently in his
dreamns as though ho had been an angel,

. LN a . [ ] L] .

The rain fell heavily throughout the day pre-
ceding thut upon which the event vecurred that
we deseribod above—a long, dall, luaetive day
was it, in which, nevertheless, there was some
movement of deep import Lo somo of the char-
acters moving in this story.

Throughout the lengthy hours com posing the
mornlng and afternoon that Perey Hardwicke
drenmed nway in listless indolenee in the par-
tour of Lhe Mtiie tun, Jabez Rourke’s ugly face
nilght have been seen peeping out at intervals
from the tup-room window, round the door-posts,
into (e Inner passage, peering from the skittle-
g:‘ound, flattening his nose ugalnsg the window
glass,

Peeplug and prying, peering and spying, in
all holes and corners, the two objects of his es.
plonage belng ever the sume—the smillng gen-
lﬂemun, and pretty "ha-be, the belle of the vil-
age.

As tavltight gathered around the lttle villnge
the rain eeased, and PPerey Hnrdwickeo strolled
out to the door, to tnke un observation of the
weuther,

‘While thus employed, his eye fell upon the
village blacksmith,

¢ Come here, my friend,” said he, in u patron-
izing tone; and Jabez approached in his usunl
shambling, clumsy fashion.

“ What a monster it 15,” sald Perey Hard-
wicke, hal=~ndmiringly. « Come here, I want
to speak to you,”

“What can I do for vou, slr? asked the
blacksmith,

¢ Iwum golng to entrust you with an extremely
delicate office, my dirty-faced friend,” sald
Hardwicke. ¢ You shall assist me in an elope-
ment. Let us tnke & walk and talk over the
business quictly.”

They walked up the village street, Derey
Hurdwicke smiling us he talked.

The blacksmnith’s face was averted, but wore
a deeply attentive expression.  When they
parted this gave way to one of savage and vin-
dictive hate, which swas biorrible to look upon;
and as Jabez Rourke strode forward townrds his
forge, the children he met in his path crept
timidly nway, avoiding him as they would n
wild beust,

[ o be continued.]

THE BRIDE'S STORY.

When I was but a country lass, now ffteen yoars

ago,

Ilived wfxcrq flowed the Overprock, through mea-

) dows wide and low;

There first, when skies were bending blue and blos-
soma blowing free,

Isaw the ragged little hny who went to school with

e.

His homespun cont was frayed and worn, with
.. batches covered o'er,

Hlis hr‘l_t—nh, such o hat as that was never seen be-
ore,

The bi""?.}‘*".‘,l g;u-ls, whon ho first eame, they shouted
5057 gloe,

And jne.:i%d the ragged little boy who went to school

ith me.

Lis fathor was a laboring mian, and mino was highly

orn ;

Our poople held both him and his in groat contempt
and scorn—

They said 1 should nut stoop to own » playmate such

as he
The brlghi-uyc:l. raggod little hoy who went to
sdhool with me.

Yet spite of all tho sneers around from children
etter dressed,
My heart went out to meot that heart that beat
.. within his hreast ;

His logk was fond, his vaice was low, and strango ns
it may bo,

I'loved tho little raggod boy who went to school with
me.

For years they had forgotten him. but when again we
ret,
His Jooks. his voioe, his gentle ways remained in
memory yot;
They anw alone the man of mark, but I could only

se0
The bright-eyod ragged little boy who went toschool
with me.

He had romembered me, it seamed, 53 L romembered

1]
Nor tinie 'noy honors, in his mind the cherished past
. could dim!
Young love had grown to older love, aud so, to-day,

you soe, .
I wed the little ragged boy that went to school with
mo.

[Rro18TRREDfin accordance with the Copyright Act
of 1868.1

IN AF¥TER-YEARS;
OR

FROM DEATH TO LIFE.

BY MRS, ALEXANDER ROHS.

CHAPTER XXXIII,

To Mrs., Lindsay the recovery of her son
had opened up » new life, The old haggard
look, which made people fancy at times that
she was the mother of Margaret, and not her
sister, had given place to a healthy bloom in
the open air life she led with thoe boy, whose
favoritc companion she soon became, This
was well.  Agnes was now so fearful of again
losing him that she could not bear him to be
a moment from her sight, even during the
night rising to go into the room where he
slept with his nurse, that sho might sec he was
thore sufe,  All her trouble and anxicty scem-
ed to be centered in the fear she had lest he
should again be stolen from her.

Agnes had no idea that the money which
they had been possussed of at the time of her
husband's departure from the Isle of Wight
was gono, She hud so long buen accustomed
to leave everything to Margaret that she had
no knowledgo of whut was nceded for their
houschold expenses, and Margarct, dreading
the cffect which a knowledge of the truth
would have on her mind, had always led her
to think there was cnough and to upare.

Margaret toiled on, scarcely giving herself
time for slecp ; from dawn till dark sho was
occupied either in mnkin% designs or pun_ting
those she had by hor, The moncy obtaine
by the sale of her pearls was all gone, und it

took nearly cvery moment of daylight employ-

cd in steady labour with her pencil or paint
brush to cnable her to support s fumily that
now numbered six persons, ,

The girl was becoming weak and weary, In
Southampton, although she had bard work
teaching, nn(i it was sometimes dissgrecable
work too, yet at n certuln hour it was «done,
and then sho could go to sce and comfort in
her sweet, loving way, those who were poorer
than herself. On Saturday she could take
Agnes to the woods in the vicinity of the town,
where, attended by Adum, if the wenther was
fine, they would pass the whole day, change of
scone und air giving her health and fresh
spirits for renewed labour.

But now ceascless tofl was imperative, She
had still the God-given Subbath, which, if He
had not given us, we would not give to our-
selves; but on their return from church she
was too weary to walk with Agnes and little
Willie, and, lying down on the sofn, she would
read, or, with oyes fised on the little white
ceiling above her hend, dream of o time never
to come agnin, of thusu she would never more
see.

Margaret bad sct herself too hard o task for
poor human nature—to toil unremittingly with
& broken spirit, memories that would not sleep.
The girl grew paler and weaker day hy day.
How often she longed to lay down the brush
and pencil with which she toiled on through
the weary day and go into the mossy woods,
and hiding herself there, to sleep sonudly and
come back again never,

Adam had been gone three weeks, How
long those scemed. She was the old man's
darling, and he would come iuto the apart-
ment where she rat duy by day bent over her
work, bringing her o branch of evergreen, &
few ferns, o little flower which, sheltered in
some green, sunny nook, hnd vseaped the fate
ofits race, These were little things, but she
missed them.

Agnes had gone out for a long ramble with
her son, the bright sunny morning, the crisp,
frosty ground, the life-giving clear air, all in-
viting the sons of toil as well as the man of
leisure to go abroad, and under the broud blue
sky praisc Him who pave them this green
carth to dwell upon,

Margaret nccompanicd her sister and Willic
to the dvor of the cottuge, und stood looking
wistfully after them as their forms grew dim
in tho distanco. An almost irresistible desire
to go also and spend @ few hours in the lanes
under the fir trees made her go to look how
much money she had still left, and o reckon
if she could furnish the order she was busy
with in time if she spent that day in the open
air,

Alas, two guineas were all that remained of
her little hourd.  She must not lose an hour.
She must endeavour, if possible, to finish the
drawings she was busy with, so that next duy
they could be sent to London.,  The bovkseller
never failed to send the money immediately
on receiving the drawings,

She seated herself, and, taking up her pencil,
prepured to begin her task,  For the first time
the thinness of the almost transparent hand,
laid on the paper to keep it steady, struck her,
und this, toguther with the weakness she had
been conscious of for u Iong time buck, sent a
chill to her heart as she thought: « What
would become of them all if I were away 79

She rose hastily, and, goiug 4 tie wirror,
saw there an almost marble white face, large
weary cyus, framed by long undulating waves
of shadud pale brown hair, which fell in shin-
ing folds adown lier neck.

The last time she remembered going to the
mirror that she might sce if her face was like
the face it used to be in the old time, was the
day she met Ernest De Vere's eye, so full of
pleased surprise, love and admiation, as he
passed throogh London in triumph. Then
she blushed to sce that ber fuce had gained in
beauty ; now a pule shaduw met her gaze.

From the dressing-case in front of Ler mirror
she took a crushed and faded white rose.  The
dead fiower made her feel like a weed,  She
pressed it to her lips and brow. Its faded,
scentless petals were full of thorns, and mad.:
her heart bleed,

She was far away in a deep thicket, the
purple bloom of the lilne, the laburnum with
its golden hair touching her check as she
pussed under their shade, a thrush out on the
beech tree singing its vesper song to the slow-
ly dying day, the fragrance came from the
apple-blossom as it shed its petals in a white
and crimson shower on the daisies at her feet,
und over the housc-tops and through the
crowded streots of London the sweet chime of
the church bells enm : floating in the air, and
the shimmering light of the moonbeams fell
around her like a silver ruin,

Two large drops fell on the faded rose.
“He may watch and wait there in the hush of
the sweet spring night, but it will never again
be for my step or the gleam of my white gar-
ment.”

The dead rose was Inid away in the little
drawer so long its own in the dressing—case,
and poor Margavcet, with her white face and
tronsparent hands, sat down again to her daily
toil.

CHAPTER XXXTV,

Lady Hamilton stood on the balcony of old
Inchdrewer, looking towurds the spire of the
mausoleum where her son and daughter lay,
The moon and stars were high in the henvens,
throwing the long shadows of thu pine trees
athwart the path,

Lady Hamilton raised her clasped hands and
streaming eyes to heaven as she said in solemn
accents, % Praise to Him who hath shortened
the days of trinl; the curse of Haddou hath
passed away.”

That night Lady Hamilton left Inchdrewer
by the mail for London, tmvelling almost day
and night that she might join Colonel Lindsay
and unite her efforts with his for the recovery
of her grandchildren,

Colonel Lindsey had long before consulted
one of the first lawycrs in London on the sub-
jeet, he, in his torn, communicating with other
men of business in all parts of England, 'The
advertisements which hnd for months appear-
ed in all the lending city, as well as the pro-
vincial papers, were fruitful of annoyance and
trouble, but naught else,

A letter from Liverpool informed Colonol
Lindsay that by sending twenty pounds to the
writer he would be informed of the where-
abouts of the ladies he sought for, and all
other particulars he wished to know concern-
ing them: .

Colonel Lindsay went to Liverpool at once,
to find a Catchem-like man sitting in a dicty

booking-office, who demanded the twenty
pounds bufore e woult put on his hat to ac-
company his client, as he chose to denominate
Colonel Lindsay.

The moucy was cheerfully paid, and Jawyer
wsod client procecded to o densely-populated
part of the city, whoss strects and high dirly
smoked brick houses made Arthur Lindsay
shudder us he thought of the dire poverty
which must have foreed Agues and Margaret
Juninghume to live in such houses, in such o
neighbourhood,

‘Then, after climbing three sets of stairease,
he was introduced into s suite of two FOUINSK,
occupied by two sisters named Annwand Marin
Cumbermers, who Liad the appearance of being
much superior to the place they lived in, and
supported themselves by staymaking.

Poor thingy, they were the duughters of a
Yorkshire clergyman, who died and left his
fumily to fight the buttle of life nlone, and had
buoyed themselves up with the hope that
some relntive had lefl money to which they
were the heirs,

Colonel Lindsay, sore at heart himself, sym-
pathized perhaps the more with those wha
suflered also, and looking on these old ladies
toiling for bread in a garret, wsharp pang stung
his heart as he thought how those dear ones
he sought for must have suffered these long
years, when, as ho was now aware, that the
miserable pittance he left with them was
gone.

With characteristic generosity, he insisted
on leaving twenty pounds with the youngest
and most nccessible of the ladies, whose eye
and trembling lip thanked him as words could
never have done,

Another episode : A letter, rather pompously
and patronizingly written, came from South-
nmpton, signed by Amos Porter, and desiring
the person interested in Miss Margaret Cune
inghame (if this was one of the ladies he
sought) to comu to Southamptou, where, at
Led's Villa, he would obtain the information
wanted.

In due time Colonel Lindsay presented hin-
self at Lee's Villa, a very pretentious looking
vlace, the house u tremendous affair when
viewed in comparison with the small pivee of
gronnd surrounding it, whien last, however,
was made the must of, not an available space:
heing left without flower, or shrub, or fruit
tree. He learned from the Jarvey who drove
him there that the proprictor was a brewer
who had made what be considered quite a for-
tune, und was now lnunching into polite socicty
with his wifo and daughters,

Colonel Lindsny was shown into n hand-
somely furnished drawing-room, where in a
few minutes he was joined by a stout gentle-
man wearing two gold rings, sold studs and
sleeve-buttons, and an immeuscly thick gold
watch chuin, to which were attached a bunch
of seals. A lady accompanied him, moust
claborntely got-up in  wine-coloured satin,
which swept the floor, and jewellery which a
Moorish princess might have envied her the
possession of,

% Mr., Porter, 1 presume,” said Colonel Lind-
say. “1 came in reply to your letter promis-
ing me information of Miss Cnninghame.”

#1850, 50, exactly s0; you are the person who
wants to know about Miss Cuninghume,”
spoken in n half-pompouns style, as if the as-
sumption cost him an effort, & Sit down, sir.
This is Mrs, Porter, sir.”

Colonel Lindsey bowed to the lady, who
scemed to be perfectly conscious of her own
importance,

“ Yes, sir” continued Mr. Amos Porter,
« Miss Cuninghame was our Matilda’s gover-
ness for over u year, sir, and gave perfeet satis-
faction, sir; we were well pleased with her,
sir, and we paid her well, sir. It was not fur
thut we parted with her, siry—no.”

# No,” broke in Mrs. Purter; who feared Mr,
Amos might, with his usual indiscretion, sprak
of the reports wnich had been told him in con-
fidence by one of the Queen's Chuplains (wlins
Catchem), who was introduced to her by Mrs,
Guttlesoup, with whotn the Queen’s Chaplain
boarded in Southampton for the benclit of his
henlth ; # no, indeed, it was not because she
did not teach well, but Mntilda has n most
wonderful talent for all sorts of music. When
she comes 'ome from a ball, a fresco or any-
thing like that, she can pluy all the tunes on
her finger ends, and so you see she knew as
much by the end of the year as Miss Cuning-
hame did herself, and the Reverend Josinh
Dobblenuse, one of the Queen’s Chaplains, who
is a particular friend of ours, recommended
Miss Senora Duputty, an Italinn huly, that
we're very well plesed with.”

#Cnn you tell me where Miss Cuninghome
lives now 7"

“No indecd, that we can't.  Mr, Dobblenose
wanted to koow after they left Southampton,
and he could not find out.”

#She made a good penny of her teaching
here,” said Mr. Amos very pompously, «She
wouldn't take a penny less than half « crown
for every lesson, and a pretty smart sum it
cune to by the end of the year, Besides the
sheet musie, which we bought ourselves, 1
paid lLier thirty pounds sterling more for her
work."”

# You're perhaps going to engage her for
your own girls ? said Mrs, Porter, who began
to think that the stranger was somewhat more
gentlemanly-looking thun even the Queen's
Chaplain,

“ No,” replied Colonel Lindsay, ns he rose to
take his leave, “I am Miss Cuninghame’s Uro-
thor-in-law.”

Opening his pocket-book, he took from
thence a Bank of England note for thirly
pounds, and, writing his nume on a blank
card, Inid both on the tuble, saying: « This
money will repay your servant for the trouble
he had in showing me in, the card i for your-
self. Good morning.”

The worthy Mr, Amos Porter and his Ind
were perfectly amazed when, lifting the eard,
they read, “Sir Arthur Lindsay, Haddon Castle,”
and lifting up the present for the servant,
found thut it exactly amounted to the sum
Miss Cuninghame had received for their talent-
ed darling’s music lessons,

Colonel Lindsay roturned to London only to
rencw the same round of searching and disap-
pointment which hiad been his lot since his re-
turn from abroad.

His anxioty was fully equalled by that of
Lady Hamilton, to whom it scemed an impos-
sibility to rest one hour in the house, driving
about to every house in the vicinity of Duke
Streot, where they had last been traced to, in
hopes that in their country home, which she
fancied might be within a few miles of Lon-

don, they might still deal with the same tradey-




