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_tervor I caused you,” said Atherstone; ‘I
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into the gloomy little building. It was so

——

saw you come in, and was aware also that | never-dying problem of the true

dark that, ooming from the dazzling sun- {ou did not perceive me, and I was afraid | evil ; to adjust the balance of

shine, she could at first distinguish nothing,
exoept that the floor was encumbered with
rubbish and a few large stones, on one of
which she sat down, thankful to rest at | little shriek of diemay."”

last. After a little time her eyes grew ao

were, in fact, the actual rock, joined to
massive stone masonry, which formed the
remaining portions. It was very lofty,
extending up the whole height of the tower,
so that the roof was lost in impenetrable
shadows, and there was no window and no
furniture that she ocould perceive. One
striking objeot only met her eye, because
it happened to be exactly opposite the
leam of light admitted by the narrow
oor ; it was a huge roughly-executed orose,
hewn out of the livicg rock, and standing
forward in bold relief against the indistinet
background. Una gazed at it with great
interest, thinking how before that awful
aymbol the poor ?onely penitent of the old
legend, night and day, poured out his an-
ish of remorse, and wondering if ever in
this wor'd he found peace. But while she
looked on it long and steadily, a sudden
terror shook her whole frame from head to
foot, made her very heart seem to
cease its beating, for it A%peued to her
that she saw standing by the side of that
oross, a tall dark figure, perfectly motion-
less, but with gleaming eyes fixed upon
her, from amidst the shadows. For a mo-
ment she tried to persuade herself that it
was & delusion, but as she forced herself to
look again the apparition only grew more
distinet, and completely overmastered by a
superstitions fear, her counrage failed her
altogether ; she gave a siifled shriek, and
starting up, rushed to the door, stumbling
as she did so over a stone, so tkat she was
thrown violently forward, and would have
fallen, had not the figure which had so
terrified her darted towards her and caught
her in his arme.

« Miss Dysart, I am so griaved to have
alarmed you ; there is nothing to fear.”

8till terrilied and bewildered, she strug-
gled in his grasp, exclaiming, *“ Who—what
are you?'.

“ Humphrey Atherstone; do you not
know me 2" '

She looked for a moment into his face,
on which the sunshine from the door at
which they now stood was shining, and
when she met the dark mournful eyes,

entle and softened now as they gazed into

geu, she ceased to siruggle and drew a
long breath of relief. - But the reaction was
too sudden, and she still trembled so
violently that she was fain fo lean against
him $o avoid sinking to the ground. His
powerful arm held her fast, as he looked
down tenderly into the young fair face,
now blanched to the very lipe. - But soon,
with a heavy sigh, he moved, asif he dared
not remain in that position another mo-
ment.

“ Will you not sit down ?” hesaid; “I
oan find you a seat inside.”

%Oh ! don’t take me back in there,” she
said, shuddering. * Let me stay in the
sunshine ; I am better now,” and she raised
herself from his arms and stood apright.

“ 'Wait one moment,” he said, and going
into the tower, he brought out a seat for
her, which he placed in such a position
that she oculd lean back against the rock.
¢ You can rest bere in tolerable comfort, I
think,” he s2id, and she thanked him with
a smile as she rat down, while he stood
beside her supporting his tall frame against
the doorwasy. * Now, let me beg your
pardon a thousand times for the needless

oross, I thought——"
seemed unwilling to finish her sentence.

said, gravely.
“You will langh at me if I tell you.”

to laugh,” he anéwered.

asked Una.

closer connection be
need imply.”

‘T should hope you are not so unhappy
a8 he is said to have been ?” said Una,
softly.
“] never committed a murder certainly,”
said Atherstone, in a voice so harsh that
Una was quite startled.
“ Did he, your ancestor, do so ?” she
asked.
““ Yes—at least so the legend goes—he
was & Cain, and slew his brother. He was
the younger son, and he wanted the Abbey
and the good lands of Atherstone to be his
own, 8o that he might win with them the
woman he loved, as well as a place of
honour in the country. 8o he killed the
rightful éwsaassor and took them to him-
self.” aving said this mnoch, Atherstone
turned away as if unable to proceed.

een us than that faot

CHAPTER IX.

There was silence for a few minutes,
then Atherstone faced Una again with his
usual calm. ‘Do you wish to hear more
of my ancestor’s life ?”” he asked.

“QOcly this,” said Una; *tell me if he
truly repented.”

‘Yes, he repented, for his crime brought
nothing but evil days upon him ; althou
in those old, lawless times, when deeds of
violence were frequent, he escaped the
judicial punishment he so well deserved,
and was allowed to live. The woman for
whom he committed the orime refused to
tonch his blood stained hand. She left
him, and passed her life in praying for
him ; and when even in loveless solitude he
sought to reign as lord of Atherstone, his
equals in the land all combined to disown
and shun him; no man would speak to
him, no woman would smile on him, and
they say that his brother’s face, pallid in
death, was ever before him. So at last
remorse seized him, and it was like a worm
gnawing at his heart. Then he built this
tower and carved out the cross from the
rock, and spent the rest of his life prostrate
before it. He was found there dead at
last, and is buried where he lay, for the
remeins of a murderer could not rest in
oonsecrated ground.”

“ What a dreadful Listorr,” said Una;
“I almost wender that you can bear to
oome here, Mr. A'Lerstone. I came my-
self from mere cuciotity ; but I think if I
had known all about the tower, I should
not have ventured to visit it.”

“T come here continually,” said Ather-
stone, gloomily. ¢‘It is the place where
best I can wrestle with the inexorable dif-

“I was very silly, and I am quite | a hideous wrong.”
oustomed to the partial light, whioh was | ashamed ; but the truth is, I was 80 com

admitted only through the open doorway,
and she could ascertain that she was in a
small ooctagon room, the walls of which

pletely convirced when I first came in that | wistful compassion. ¢ Yon speak in rig
there was no living being there but myself, | dles, Mr. Atherstone. I 'auppqu on d.
that when I saw & dark figure beside the | not wish that I should understan :

She paused and | you eay. But I fear there is one fag

* What did you think, Miss Dysart ?"’ he | too well ; your life is ver

should startle you if Ispoke too suddenly. | wrong, in cases which do not lo:ixgh:o“d
I was just thinking how best to make my | touched by any known laws, and to be
presence known, when you gave that sad [ to myself whether my own

Prove

founded on immaculate righteon‘;::i:o:,:

. Una looked up to him with g

lance of
what
t oon.

comprehend
y unhappy, I am

neoted with you which I can

sure.”
He fixed his ‘eyes keenly on her fae,

‘ This is the lagt place where I am likely | *“ Miss Dysart, will you tell me what you

have heard concerning me? It seems an

‘I thought then,” she said, in alow tone, | odd question, but I beg you not to refuse
“ that it was the spirit of Fulke Atherstone.” | to answer it. 'What have you been told of

Not a word did Humphrey speak for a | my history, past and present ”
few minutes ; then he said, * It ?:stnnge, y g h

indeed, that you should have connected | quainted wi

him and me in this manner in your mind.” | cumstances of your uncle's death; and of
‘“ He was your ancestor, was he not ?"” | the present——"

“Of the ﬁ&_at,, I bhave been made -
th all that is known of the eir.

she stopped and hesitated.
“Pray go on,” he eaid entreatingly,

‘ Doubtless ; but I often think, there is a | bending down to her with anxious eyes,

“ Of the present,” she eaid in a low voies, -
“I have heard that you have firmly re.
solved to lead always the solitary life you
are living now; that you will never allow
any human tie to break its loneliness,"
‘“ Yes, you have rightly heard,” he said,
“but my will has no share in suis harsh
decree ; it is & doom laid upon me, Miss
Dysart, since you know that in this respeet
I am shut out from the common humansity,
it will not, I trust, offend you if I say, that
I never understood the extent of the saeri-
fice I am compelled to make till I saw, the
other day, how your sweet presence made
sunshine in my gloomy old home, and
taught me what life might be for happier
men.” '
She bent down her head and made no
answer, and after a few minutes’ silence,
he said, more ealmly, “ What do you think
of a life in which the chief element hno’t'
love., but hatred—hatred felt and returned ?
“Oh! it must be terrible,” she said;
“ but surely it never ean be right to hate ?
* Not even to hate evil?”
« Mr. Atherstone,” she said, with & win-
ning franknese, * you do not wish me to
‘penetrate the mystery of your life, and
therefore it is impossible I can rightly
comment upon it ; only of this be very sure
—1T feel deeply for you in the evident suf-
fering whieh it entails upon you. 1 wish 1
oould think you would one day be happier
than you are now.” dall
«Oan I ever be happy when e 8
vooable sentence has been passed, 'hi&t :
gshuts e out from all human love; whioh
condemns me to drag on }hrough my hm :
less daye, a solilary, childless man,
none on earth to care whether I live of
die 2" % 3
“ Bat you may have friends,” she said,
with s tender earnestness; “do let theé
thought comfort you : even though yoi::
deprived of nearer ties, you may e
much sympathy and joy in ltjh::onn L
Her voioce was so full of the =
passion she felt for him, that the mdon
man was greatly moved. He ltoopod“d' ‘
and gently took her hand. “ Those e
sound very consoling, spoken by ﬁm ,“o
may L oou:;i_yon among the Iri

romise me ?" o
’ “ Indeed you may, now. and always, .'.‘lb‘
exolaimed. But as she raised _hc:“l o
brown eyes to his face, 88 if to o
promise with her eloquent look, and o
the world of feeling that lay bohipd'iﬁ ol
he falt his very heart sink ilownml o
spair, and he new as he never had .
before of what he was bereft.

(To be continued.)

ficulty of my life—where I try to solve the



