
1 think, Vane. It may be pleasant for ber the Brý%qhton9, Lady Ratherripe-to wh3m
to pose in the part of the heart-broken wife, she may appeal if sbe chosee'. There she M ül
bu r, it ca,.ý. hardly be agreeable for you.' have no one. She wili not go.'

5 sulky and atified impreca- Will she not says the bard, metallic
tion it like, grounà out between tones of the baronet. Abe we shall see

closeil teecýi, ï the answer. Miss Routh is You taunted me before with my impotence
an expt-i ý- -nouser, an4 knows how to torture in my own house-I could ùot compel the

her victiiii well. 1 woman Jemirn to, leave. 1 have banisÉed
4 Bu ù a hou t z à1s extravagant story-what 1 the maid; I ahall banialh the raistresse exact.-

of that, Vane ? ly how, and when, and where I please.
Miss Rý)uGh appears to have the ban ot î Meautime, tell Dorothy nothing of this ; I

conversation, in her own bande, and to un- dont want to, be maddened by ner questions
wind at her pleasure. and commenta. ýFor tàis Macdonald -- ý

, ýSomething muet be doney and at once. There is another break; they paes down
We may disbelieve itbut we cannot afford to under the willow& She who crouches under

ignore it. And others wül not if we do. the hedge, prone there on the wet grass,
Once let it get abroad, that you are not i makes no effort to, overhear. She has heard
really the rightful baronet--the rightful- ' enough- "'

She is i n terrupted. sullenly, angrily, by her 'I shall take high-handed measures with
companion him,-it à the voice of Vane Valentine on

1 do uot propose that is shall get abroikd,' the return walk ', There is a law to puniah
he says. scoandrela who conspire for purposes of ex.

&No? j3ut that is Macdonald'a purpose in 'l tortion and fraucL This Fartar-a clever,
coming nere. flow are vou to prevent it clear-headed rascal as 1 know him of old, a

-Your wife will see him- vagabond by profession-bàs addled his
,,My wife will not see him. She shall braina by ;eading up Roger Tichborne.
never see him. again. Greorge Valentine was drowned, beyond all

4Wjiat (Io you mean ?* -breatthlfflly. doubt. a score of years ago. Men don't rise
, Nothing that you need take that startled from. the dead after this fashion. except in

tone about,' sulkily, 'nothing but what I the last &ct of a Porte St. Martin relodrarna.
have a periéet right to do. 1 mean to, re- I don-t fear them, with My credulous fool of

move my wife out of his way-' a wife out of the way. If à got wind that
Yes ?' eagerly. How-where ? she believed, the story and was on their aide

To Flintbarrow. My mines wlll keep me -well, I eau hardly trust myself to sly
there, off and on, for months--yem if I like. î what 1 might do in such a case. At Flint.

What more natural,' grimly, -than that an ïï barrow she will be safe ; at Fântbarro w
adoring your-g wife wolild. wish to, remain there are no long-eared neighbours to, listen,

with her husband ? It is a dismal plaS; I no prying eyes to see. There she will be eadmit - all the more refflon Why she ShOuld perforce, as ailent as in ber cofân. And
enliven my enforced exile them The o-ld there, by ]Eleaven, she shall remain until siae

stone house is out of repaire but,,we can fur- swears to me to resign all complicity or be.
nish up two or three roolnS, and for twO lief in this plot-ay, though it should be un-

loving and lately uiaited hearts, what more îs til ber hair is gray
require-1 ? And I doubt if K Rene Mac- She will not go,' retorts the quietly reso.

donald'is beautiful Spaniabl, French, 1 alian 1 lute voice of Cami Il Routh; 'she wül eus.
-what is it ? ye8 will illuirnin the gloom. pect >our intentions, she will see your anger

of Flintbarrow for ber, though they were against ber in you± face -
twice as sharp as they are." 6 That she shall not ' ' griraly qhe ehaU
There is silence for a moment . they Pm suspect nothinZ It shaU be made a family

out of range in their slow walk, and the affai You wül all come dowu.' They passe
sweet song of the nightingale tins up the by A long moment, tnen returuing

pause. For I)olores-the world is going stePs and vOice8, ý- in thà way. I shail
round. the stars are reeling ; she catches une tinesse unýü I gçt her th;re,'with a
hold oie the hedge, but fails to hold her»H, laugh th&t Makes Camlill shiver. 1 1 shall
and half falis 9 had sinks, in a dark heap in doubt tàe story, of course, dechne to see
the dew-wet grass. Farrar's baaudor., refuse to, listen to, a

Il She will not go ; I tell Yclu she WM Dot word, scout the whole imposaible romance.
90.1 are the words of Camilla She hears n«t. Mmatime 1 must at once return to Cornwall,
-9 She has a great.deal, of 1-zent fOrm lad re- and lit in my deaire ihat you, and niy bister
solution, once arousedy and she f«ili4 aud and my wiie come down after me to sed the

dirilikes, and distruste ne alL Ilere ghe hm place. What cau be more natural ? aud oued
friends-Colonel Deerinz, the rectorys family, i zhere- '
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