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BY HESHA STRETTON.

CHAITER VL—THE OLD BANK.

About the same hout that Roland Sefton set off undes
shel*=t of old Marlowe’s waﬁgon to attempt his escape, Mr,
Clificdd, the senior partner in the firm, reached Riversbor-
ough by the last tmin from Londoa. It was too late for
alm to intrude on the houschold of his young partner, and
he :gcnx the night st a hotel.

The old bank at Riversberough had been flourishing for
the last hundred years. It had the power of issuing its own
notes ; and unuf Iately these notes, tearing the familiar
names of Clifford and Sefton, had Leen preferred by the
counlr{ people arvund tu thuse of the Bank of England at.
self, For nubudy knew who were the managers of the
Bank of England ; while one of the Seftons, elther father or
son, could be seen at nn{nlli:::c fur the last fifty years. On
ordinary days there were but few customen to be seen in us
handsome office, and a single clerk might easily have trans.
acted all the business. But on market-days and fait-days
the place was crowded by lolid-voiced, red-faced country
geatlemen, and by awkward and burly farmers, froms the
moment its doors were opened until they were closed at the
last stroke of four soundiog fiom the church clock near at
hand. The strong soom of the Old Bank was filled full with
chests containing valuable securiues and heislooms, belong-
ing to most of the county famulies sn the neighbourhood.

Fot the last twenty years Mi. Chffurd had left (he man-

emeat of the baok enturely to the eidet Sefton, and upon
his death to his son, who was already a parntner. He K:d
lived abruad, and had not wisied Englaad fur more than
ten years. There was a report, somewhat more circumstan-
tial than a tumoui, but the tuthof which none but the elder
Sefton had ever known, that M:. Chiffurd, offended by hus
only son, had let him die of absulote starvation in Paris.
Added :o this rumuut was a vague stury of sume came com-

mitted by the younger Ciifford, which his father would not
overlook or forgive. That he was a ha:d man, austere 10
utter pitilessness, everybody averred.  No trassgressor need
look tu him for pandun.

When Roland Seliun had laid his haads apon the puvate
personal scuurities belonging to his seniot pactner, 1t was
with no idea that he would escape the most rigorous prose-
cution, should his procecdings ever come to the hight. Buat
it was with the fixed cunvictivn that M. Chfford woald
never retusn to England, o1 certainly not to Riversborough,
where thas haid report had been circulated and partly ac-
cepted coacerning him. The very bonds he had dealt with,
first borrow.ng moaey upon them,and at Jast seliing them, had
been bequeathed to him in M:. Chifford’s will, of which he
way himself she executor. e had, as he persuaded himself,
only forestalled the possession of them. Buta Jetter be had
received from M:. Cliffurd, informing him that he was on
his way home, with the purpose of thoroughly tavestigaung
the affairs of the bank, ha:ipc}allcn “like & thunderbolt upon
bim, and upon Acton, ihrough whose agency he had man.
aged to dispose of the securities without arousing any
suspicion.

tly the next moming Mr. Clifford arrived at the bank,
and heard (0 his great sarpnse thas his partocr had stated for
London, and had Leen away the day befuse; possibly,
Madame Scfiun svggested wich sume anzicty, in the ho
of meeting him therte. No doubt he wounld be back easly,
for it was the day of the May fair, when there wasalways an
anasual st’t of busiaess,  Mi. Clifford ook his place in the
vacant bank parlour, and waited somewhat grimly for the
arrival of the head claik, Acton.

There was a nut aupleasant excitement among the clerhs,
as they whispered to cach other on arrival that old Clifford
was come and Roland Sefton was still absent. Bul this ex-
citeraent deepened into agitaticn and wisgiving as the hour
for opening the bank drew near and Acton did not artive.
Such a circumstance had never occurred befure, for Acton
had made himsell unpopular with those beneath him by ex-

cting devolion equal to his own to the interests of the

. When ten o’clock wasclose at hand a clerk ran round
10 Acton's lodgings , but before he conld return a breath-
Jess messenges rushed into the bank as the doors were
thrown open, with the tidings that the head clerk had been
found by his landlady lying dead in his bed.

More quickly than if the town crics had been seat round
the streets with his bell to annoance the news, it was known
that Roland Sefton was missing and the managing clerk
had committed suicide. The populace from all the country
round was flocking into the town ior the fair, thees-fourths
of whom did business with the Old Bank. No wondezthat
a panic took possession of them. In an hour’s ume the
tranquil street was thronged with a dense mass of town's-
people and country-people, numbers of whom were fighting
their way to the bank as if for dear life. There was not
room within for the crowds who struggled to get to the
counters and present their checks and bank-notes, and de-
mand iostant settlement of their accounts. In vain Mi,
Clifford assured them there was no feac of the firm being an-
able to meet its liabilitics. In cases like these the panic
cannot be allayed by words.

As lung as ibe faods held oot he checks and nutes were

id over the counter; but this could not goon. Mz, Clif-
ﬁ:d himself was in the daik as to the state of affairs, and
did not heow how bis aedit stoud.  Soun altes audday Jbe
fonds were eatausted, aod &ab ihe aimust difhcalty the
baok was Jdeared and the dwors dused.  Bat the crowd did
not dispersc ; rathes it grew denser as the news spread hike
wildfire that the Old Baok had stopped !

It was at the moment that the Lank doors were closed
that Phebe tuined into Whitefriars Road.  She had taken
a train from Upchuorch, Icaning het father to return home
alone with the empty waggon. Tt wasastranpe sight which
mey hei.  The wsvany quict surect was thionged from cnd o
cad, and ihe bavbic of many voices made an sourds indis.

i her feet were arrested.

tinct, Even on the outskitts of the crowd there were men,
some pale and some red with anxiety, strugpliog with elbows
and shoulders to make theit way through to the Lank, in the
vain ho‘pe that {t would not Le too late. A mong\g-\mm,
robust farmer fainted quietly away beside her, likea delicate
woman, when he heard that the doors were shut; and his
wile and son, who wers following him, bore him out of the
crush as well as they could. Phebe, pressing gently for-
ward, and gliding in wherever a chance movement gave her
an opporttunity, at last reached the archway at the stde of
the house, and rapped urgently for admutance. A scated.
looking man.servant, who opened the door with the chain
upon it, let her in as soon s3 he recognized who ehe was.

“It's & fearsome day,” he said; *‘master’s away, gone
nobody knows where; and old Acton’s polsoned himself,
Nobody dare tell Mrs, Sefton; but Madame knows. She is
in the dining-room, Miss Marlowe,”

Phebe found hes, as she had done the day before, sitting
in the oriel window ; but the usually placid-looking little
woman was 1na state of ncrvous sgitation.  Assoon as she
caught sight of Phebe’s puuful face she ran to her, and
clisping er 1n her arms, burst into & passion of teats and
sobs,

* My son 1" she cned; ** what can have become of him,
Phebe? Where can he be gene? 1t he would only come
home, all these ple would be sausfied, and goaway.
They don't knowﬁ. Clifford, but they know Roland ; heis
so popular. ‘The servants say the bank 1s broken; what
does that mean, Phebe ? And poot Acton! They say he
is Jead—he did kill limself by poison. Is it not truc,
Phebe?  Tell me it is not true 1V

But Phebe could say nothing to comfont ker 3 she knew
better than anyone else the whole truth of the calamity.
But she held the weeping hitle woman 1n her strong {onng
:]nm, and there was something consoling 1n her loving

asp.

** And where are the children 2" she asked, after 2 while,

“I sent them to play n the f:xrden.“ answered Ma-
dame ; **their owxn little plots are far away, out of sight of
the dreadful strect.  YWhat good 1s 1t that they shonld know
all this trouble ?*

“* No guud at ali,” repied Phebe,
Sefton?™

** Alas, my Phebe 1 she exclaimed, * whodaretelt her?
Not me; no, no} She 1s shut upin her little chamber,
and she furgets ail the world—her chilaren even, anad Ro-
land himself. I ssas of she went away into another life,
fat away frum ours; and when she comes home agamn she s
like one in & dream.  Will you dare to tell her 2"

“ Yes, I will go," she said.

Yet with very sivw and teluctant steps Phebe climbed the
stairease, pansing lung at the window midway, which over-
lvoked the wide and sunny land:cape 1n the distance, and
the garden just below, She watched the children busy at
theis Iittle plots of gruund, uuerly unconscious of the utter
ruin hat had befallen them. How lovely and how happy
they looked! She coald have cnied out aloud, 2 Liter and
lamentable ery.  But a3 yet she must not yield tothe flood
of her own guief; she must keep it back unul she was at
home again, 10 her solitary home, where nobody could hear
her sobs and cnies.  Just now she must think for, and com-
fort, if comfort were possible, these others, who stocd even
neaces than she did to the sin and the sinner. Gathensg up
her courage, she quickened her footsteps and ran burriedly
op the remaining steps.

But at the drawing-soom doos, which was parntly open,
Wiihin, standing behind the rose-
wlonred cuitaios, stoud the wll, slender figure o1 Felicia,
with her clear and culuutless face catching a delicace tush
from the tint of the hangings thai concealed her trom the
suect. She was Juuking duwn un the cruwd beiow, with
the perplexity of a foreigner gazing on some unfamiliar
scene in A staange land.  There was a hallsaule playing
about hes lips, but her whole attention was so absorbed by
the speetacle bereaik hes that she did nut see or heat Phebe
antil she was standing beside hez, looking down also oa the
excited crowd.

¢ Phebe ! .he exclaimed, ** You here again? Thes you
can tell me, arz the good ple of Riversburuugh gone
mad? or is it possible there isan election guing on, of which
1 have heard nothing? Nothing Iess than an clection coald
rouse them to such 2 pitch of excitement.”

“ Have you heard nothing of whai they sap?” asked

hebe.

**And where 13 Mrs.

¢ There is such a Babel,” she answered; *“of course I
hear my husband's name. It would be just like Lim if he
got himself elected member for Riversbuioagh without tell.
ing me anything about it till it was over. He loves sur-
prises ; and I—why, I hate to be surprised.”

¢t But be is gone!* xid Phebe.

** Yes, he told me he was going to Lundon,” she went
on; “but if it 15 oo election scene, what 15 1t, Phebe?
Why ase all the people gathered here in such excitement2®

¢*Shall I tell you plainly 2" asked Phebe, looking steaciiy
into Felicita's dark, inscrutable eyes.

“*Tell me the simple truth,” she replied, somewhat
haughtily ; **if any human being can tell it

*Then the bank Lasstopped payment,” answered Phebe.
¢ Poct Mi. Acton has been found dead in bed this morning ;
and M;. Scfton ts gone away, nobody kanows where. It us
the May fait to-day, and all the people are comiag in from
the country. There's been a run oa the bank till they are
forced to stop pagment. That ts what briags the ciowd
here.*’

F clicita dropped the curtaun which she had been holding
back with her band, and stepped back a pace o two from
ihe winduw. Bot hes face scascely changed, she iustened
clmly and collectedly, as of Phebe was speaking of some
persons she hardly knew. . .

* My busband will come back immediatelp,” she wid.
**Is not Mz. Clifford there 2™

** Yes,” saud Phebe.

¢ Are you telling me all2 ™ asked Felicita.

¢ No,” she answered; **Mr. Clifford says he has been
sobbed,  Sccuntics worth acarly ten thousand pounds are
mussing. e most have found 1t oat already.”

1¥Who does he suspect " she asked
** he does not dare suspect iny husband ?

Phebe replied only by a mute gesture. She had never
had a iy secret 1o conceal before, and she did not see that
she haa hetrayed herself by the wordsshe had uttered. The
deep glocm on her bright young face struck Felicita for the
first time, .

** Do you thiok it was Roland?” she asked.

Again the same dumb, hopeless gesture answered the
question,  Phebe could not bring her lips to shape a word
of accusation against him. It was agony to her to feel her
idol disgraced and cast down from his high pedestal; yet
she had not learned any way of concealing or mistepresent-
ing the truth,

* You know he did it?" said Felicita.

‘: Yes, [ know it," she whispered.

For a minute or two Felicita stood with her white hands
resting on Phebe's shoulders, gazing into her mournful face
with keen, questioning eves. Then, with & rapid Qush of
cnmson, betraying a strong and painful heast-throb, which
suffused her face for an instant and left it paler than before,
she pressed her lips on the girl's sunburat forehead.

** Tell nobody else,” she murmured; **keep the secret
for hus sake and mine,”

Before Phebe could reply she turned away, and witha
;lend{‘. unfaltering step, weat back to her study and locked

ersell 10,

ﬂzuin fmperiously 3

CHAPTER VII —AN INTERRUPTED DAY-DREAN,

Felicita’s study was so quiet a room, quite remote from
the street, that 1t was almost & wonder the noise of the
ciowd usd reached her.  But this momiog there had been a
ples ant tumult of excitement 1n her own bran, which had
prevented her from falling into an absorbed reverie, such as
she usually indulged in, and rendered her pecaliarly suseepti-
ble to outwatd snflucnces. Al her senses bad teen awake
to-day.
On her desk lay the two volumes of a new book, hand-
somcly got up, with pages yet uncut, as it had come irom
the publishers, A dozen times she hed looked at the
tule-page as of unable (o convince herselt of the reality, and
read her own name—Feliata Riversdale Sefton. it was
the fisst time ber vame as 2o author bad been published,
though for the last thiee years she bad from time to time
wiitten anonymously for magaznes. This was her own
buuk , thought wut, wriuten, revised, and completed 1o her
chosen solitude and secrecy. No one knew of st possibly
Roland suspected something, but he hzd not ventured to
make any iuquiries, and she had no reason to believe that
he even suspecied its exustence. It was simply altogether
het uwn, no othe:r mind bad any part or share in st.

There was somcthing Jike rapture in her delight. The
book was a good book—she was sure of it. She had not
succeeded i meking 1t as perlect as her ideal, but she had
not signally failed. It did tn a fair degree represent her in-
most thoughts aud fancies. Yet she could not feel quite
sure that the two volumes were real, and the letter from the
publisher, a friendly and pleasant letter enough, seemed ne-
cessary to vouch for them. She read and re-read st. The
little room scemed 100 small and close forher,  She opened
the window to let 1n the white dayhight, undisguised by the
faint, green tint of the glass, and she leaned owt to bieathe
the fresh, sweet air of the spring morning.  Life was very
pleasurable to her to-day.

There were golden gleams, too, upon the, future. She
would no lunge: be the vaknown wife of a couatry banker,
@mownng 0 A nauow sphere, which was aitogether painful to
her i its provincaal philisunism, It was 4 sphere 10 which
she had descended in girhsh sgnorance. Her uncle, Lord
Ruve:sdale, had been wilung o let his ponuonless niece ma
this prosperous young banker, who was madly in love wit
het, and a Litile geotle pressute had beea brought to beat on
the gitl of cighteen, who had been placed by Ler father's
death in a punition of dependence.  Since thea a smounlder-
ing fire of ambition and of disszusfaction with her lot had
been lurking unsuspected under het cold and self-absorbed
manner.

But her thuughts (aieed with more tendeiness than asual
toward her husband, She had aroused.-in him-also a rest-
less spitit of ambition, thoughin him it was for her sake, not
for his own. ke wished to restore her, if possible, to the

osition she had sacrificed for hum, and Felicita knew ut.
fl’er heart, beating faster with her snccess, was soffened to-
ward hum ; and tears suffused her dark eyes for an instant
as she thought of his astonishment and exultation.

The childien wese at play in the garden below her, and
thetr mesty voices greeted her eat pleasantly.  The one hu.
man baing who really dwelt in her inmost heart was her boy
Felix, her first-born child. Hilda was an ununecessary sup.
plement to the page of bet maternal love, But for Fehx
she dreamed day-dieams of extravagant aspiration ; no lot
on carth secmed too high or too good for him. He wasa
handsome boy, the very image of ber father, the late Lord
Riversdale, and now as she gazed down on him, her cyes
slightly dewed with tears, he looked up to ber window. She
kissed her hand to him, and the boy waved his little cap to-
ward her with alnost passionate gesticulations of delight.
Felix would be a preat mzan some day ; this book of hers
was a stoae 0 the loundauvn of his fame &s weil as of her
own.

It was upon this :nodd of exultation, 2 rare mood for
Fchaua, that the cry and toa fiom the street had broken.
With a hail-smilc at herself, the thought flashed across her
mind that it was hike a showt of appsause and admuirauon,
such as aught gicet Felix some day, whea he had prosed
himuseif a leadet ol men.  Bul it arsusad her dormant ca-
siusug, and she had cundescended to be drawn by at to the
window of the drawing.room overlook.ng Whitefriars Rozd,
in order to ascertain its cause.  The crowd filling the street
was deeply in carnest, and the aim of those who were fight-
ang their way through it was plainly the bank offices in the
floor below her.  The sole 1dea that occurred to ber—for she
was utterly ignorast of her husband’s businsss—~was that
WLie unexpecicd ciisis n the boreagh had wnisen, and its
geopis were coming to Roland Sefton as theis Jeading towns.



