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and infidelity. This letter reassured Arthur a
Hitle, and made Bim feel somewhat more ut his
case, hut still ho could not overcome entirely his
uneasiness with regard to Brydon, and the fear
was over before him that that that gentleman
was only playing with him ns u cat does with a
mouse, in order to prolong his torture and make
his ruin more complete.  Then the nnomalous
position in which Jesslo was placed was n con-
stunt misery to him; a wite in thie eyes of the
world, and about to Lreojoe 1 mother, and yet
not muarrled to . Again and agaln he tried
to tell her, and agata and ngndn his courage failed
him. Then he thought of wrlting to Mr, Lubbuek
explaining all, sl asking bl to return, or to
get My, Lownds to como to Montrenl to tanke
charge of the business, mud allow him, Arthur,
to take Jessie to Englamd, where he thought he
could leave her with less seandal than he could
do here,  But lie never wrote the letier; when
it eanie to the point of dolng so, he always put jt
offf and allowed hilmselr to drift on, trusting to
chan¢e to shield him from discovery and dls-
gmiaee before Mr Lubbuek’ return.

During these three months Mr, Brydon had
Leen praopricty Wtself,  Wondettul to relate, he
bad not exceeded s salary, had sborrowed *
notldug from Arthur, and had attended elosely
10 business,  He Hved guietly and indulsed In
o excesses—nt least none that were known—
excepl his perlodlenl sprees with Arthur, and
altogether behaved hlself exceedingly  well,
s sprecs grew less frequent, and he even at-
tempted (o disswle Arthur from his habits of
intemperunee, whici had now grown terribly
strong on him, and really did injluence iim n
Htlle; uat the habit had beeome too stroms, and
nothing hut the greatest effort of self~control
contld stop 1L now.  Mr, Brydon had beeome a
regular and frequent visltor at Mr, Lubbuck's,
and, singular to relate, appeared to have made
o tuvorable fiwesslon on Miss I'rank.  She did
not enll him a snob any more, but confessed
that although he was not very  retined
hie wus exceedingly pollte, wnd highly enter-
tnining and amusing., He was full of anee-
dotos amd storles, had read a good deal of
the light lterature of the day, and wis rather
un agrecable companion,  Me sympnthized
deeply with Frank fn her medienl studies, and
actually stidied medieine o little, em the sly, to
bie able to converse with her. e escorted hor
1o church every Sunday evening, und sang the
hymns in a very loud volee, very mauch out of
tune. To be sure, he used to go to a well<known
Freneh restaurnnt afterwards and Indulge In a
gamge of cuchre with any one who was not
aware of his extraordinary luck in holding
howers nid aces, and drink a good denl of
Drandy and water, ¢ to wash the taste out of
hix mouth,” as he called it; but nobody but
himself knew of that, and he passed as u very
quiet, respectible; steady young man,

Miss Frank had not assumed her liking for
Erydon at first; In fact, she quietly snubbed and
fiznored him forabont a month, but gradually she
had changed her manner towards him, and now
treated him politely, and indeed, sometimes
very kindly, as if e was an old friend. Mr.
Brydon ascribed this change to his own personal
powers and agreeable ‘manaer, and would have
buen greatly chagrined had ho known the real
cnuse of her nllered demennor towards him,
That penctrative young tudy had very quickly
discovered that there was somo private under-
standing between thattalkative young man and
her brother-in-law.  8he noticed thnt Brydon
exercised some sort of authority over Arthur;
she knew it was not that authiorlzed by old
fAAondshlp, for she wns convinced Arthur did
ot ronlly ko Brydon, and would have kicked
that Insinuating young gentleman out of the
houso had he dared to do so.  What then was
the secret that bound them together? That
there was aseercl of sumo kind Miss Frank was
curtaln, and as she had a natural antipathy to
mysterles, she resolved to ferret this one out.
she noticed that Arthur's habit of intemperance
had commenced only after hle acquaintance
with Brydon, and also that bls whole nature
scemed to have changed since hia intercourse
with that worthy., Frank had not more than
the average curlosity of women, but she felt
there was somgothing wrong about the secret
between Arthur and Brydon; she mistrusted
that glib individual, and determined to set her
woman's wit to work ngainst him, and in favor
of her brother-in-law, whom she really liked
and sineerely respected. This was the secret of
Mlss Frank's changed manner toward Mr. Bry-
don; but that gentleman, belng totally uncon-
sclous of 1t, prided himself on an casy conquest,
and alremdy felt that the hundred thousamnxl
dollars was secured to him,

Matters went on smoothly for three months,
when Mr. Brydon, led away by his scif-conceeit,
made trouble for himself by formally proposing
for her hand and hundred thousnnd dollars.

Frank was thoroughly astonished, and Mr,
Brydon had kissed her hand and attempted to
press her to his bosom before she had recovered
her presence of mind enough tosnatch her hand
away and tell him not to manke n fool of him-
self.

« Mr, Brydon,” she sald, ¢ yon have perfectly
astonished me. What could ever hisve put into
your head a notion that I ever cared for you. I
have treated you as Arthur's friend, but nothing
more, and any other construction you may have
put upon my conduet has been the result of
your own self.concolt. I trast you will never
recur to this subject again.,” She bowed haught-
ily and left the room.

Mr. Brydon in his turn was thoroughly aston-
ished. o had expected an easy victury, and
had suffered insteadd an ignominlous defeat. He
snw all his brilliant project of getting one hun-
dred thousand dollars vanlsh In a anoment, and
his disappointment was very bitter, 1Ile
appealed to Arthur to interfere, but this Arthur
peremptorily declined to do,

s I told you you would bave no chance with
Frank,” ho sald. Youhave tried and fulled, and
T do not intend to interfere. Besldes, Frank is
her own mistress, and what I could say would
probably have very little welght with her. You
must manage your own aftuirs without any
assistance from me.”

« Very well, my dear boy, I will try, and per-
haps I shall succced.”

Although Mr. Brydon tried to speak lightly,
he felt his disappointment keenly. He had
taken quite & little faney to Frank, and quite n
largo fancy to her prospective hundred thousand
dollars. In fact, the possession of that had be-
come quite a morbld fancy with him, and he
feltas if ho had actually been defrauded by
Frank out of what properly belonged to him,
1Ie was not & man, however, to bo defeated by
one rebufl, and he set himself to work to find
out o way to recover what lie considored his
lost fortune, and to a man of such great re-
sources for evil as he was, it did not take long
for bim {o devise a plan which he thought would
answer his purpose, His plan took an cplstol-
atory form, and again ho addressed himself to
his correspondent In the States. A few days
arnter he made his flrst application to Arthur for
mongy; he sald ho wanted two hundred and
fifty dollars for o few duys, when he would
return it. Arthur gove him the nioney, but
had no iden that it would ever be returead,
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It was now the early part of March and the
theatre bad been closed for several mounths,
when suddenly every dead wall in the ecity was
covered with fluming placards announclog in

glaring letters of immense sizo that Mdlle Sora-
phing, the great pantomimic and buriesque
actress would glve six periormances commcen-
elng on the following Monday In tho great sen.
sation dramiv of ¢ The French Spy.” Arthur
wis n great admirer of the drama and nlthe' ho
Jid not like plays of the I'rench Spy order ax o
general thing, stlll it was so long sinee he had
lind any opportunity of attending the theatre
thut hie determined to go.  1le, therefore, cn.
gged o hox for the opening night and asked
Jessle nnd Frank to neeompany hhm,  On the
evening of the performahee, however, Mlss
rank exeused herself on the plea of a hendaehe
and remained at home and Jessle and Arthar
went to the theatre together. The house was
crowded In every part nnd the picce proceeded
smoothly untll near the middlo of the first nct
when Mdlle Seraphine makes her entré as Jlenrt
St Almt o Freneh soldler.  $She wasa fine look-
fugg woman, conrse, but of great physical deve-
lopement, nmd hier handsome tight fitting uni-
form displnyed her ample figure to great ad-
vantinge., She cnane on with the easy self pos-
ression of an actress who feels assured thut she
will be well received by her audience, and she
wits Bot disappointed, ringlng plawdils greeted
her from every part of the audience wnd she
patxed near the eertre of the stage and, ralsing
her eap, bowed low 10 ackuowledgemeut of tho
complliment, As  the applause  subsided she
ralsed her head amd looled with o steady un-
flinehing gaze into the private box where Ar-
thur and Jessie snt.  One look at her sent every
drop of blood in Arthurs body chilling back to
his heart; he sad ke one suddenly turned to
stone, gazing with o fixed rigid look, and n
bLlunched terror-stricken counlenatice &ts ohe
swddenly spell-bound, nnd unable to remove his
¢yes from the young French soldicers.

ITusbhand and wife looked Into each other's
frees.

Mdlle Sernphine paused only for a second and
then with o scornful, bitter smile she barely
touched the brim of het eagy, bowed very slight-
1y and turning to the nctors went on with the
plece. No one hud noticed the aeting of this
sntadl deama,  not set down in the bills,"” and
all were npw too Intent on the bustuess of the
seene to pay any attention to the pullid, borror
stricken fice In the private box, watehing with
glaring, wild looking cyes every movement of
the voluptuous figure on whom the niteution of
ail was now eontered,  Even Jessle, did not no-
tlee the strange glimee exchianged by theactress
and Arthug, and it was not for some time that
she turncd to hilm 1o make some remark about
the play.ahd noticed his deadly paleness.

wArthur, darling, what is the matler; are
you 111 2 ghe said, laying her hand on his arm.

Ho started as she spoke and shrunk from her
touch as if it stung him.

#No, no,” he saiil In a loarse, pained volee,
« 1 am not very well; 1 want some frosh alr; I
will be back dircetly.” IXe rose hastily and
moved tow:trd the door of the box.

« Let us go home, darkng, if youarc not well ;
I don't care to stay.”

# No, no; you remain here, I will be back pro-
sently.” l1Ie staggered out like a drunken man
and had to support himself by the backs of the
sents as hio passed out to the entrance door.

Me did not return until she sccond net was
nearly completed, and Jessle saw with paly, by
his flushed face and unsteady manner, that he
had booen drinking heavily. Ie tonk hls seab
without n word, and sat sullenly looking at the
stage. Mdlle Seraphine noted his return and a
strange, hoard bitter sinlle hovered for a mo-
ment about her lips nnd then passed away., She
was Jurl, coming to one of lier most ellective
« poinis’ and she appearcd nerving herself fora
great effort.

It may bhe remembered by some of iny rea-
ders that one of the most dramatle situations in
the French Spy occurs In the second act when
the heroine, disguised as the Arnb boy Jhemet
shoots a burning arrow over the walls of Alglers
to the I'rench forees without. All actresses tuke
grent palns with this puart of the business and
execute it carefully ; and Mdlle Seraphine acted
tho pantomime with more spirit than she had
hitherto displayed. She afllxed the paper on
the arrow, lighted it at the old Sergeant's toreh,
ay is always done, and then advancing to the
footlights, fitted tho arrow lo the string, knell
for a moment onone knce, as If stlently engaged
in prayer, and reverently kissed the haft of the
arrow. But, instend of rising, golng to the back
of the stage and shooting the arrow off, as all ne-

tresses do, she simply turned on one slde faclng |

the box Arthur was in, and with a look of dead-
ly hatred on her fuce raiscd her bow, and aimed
the yoint of the arrow directly at Arthur's bead.

(7’0 be continued.)
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CHAPTER XIX.—~(Continucd.)

Within o month from this family confer-
ence, Mr. and Mrs, James and their two sons
departed with bag and baggage, after a fare-
well visit fiom the married daughter and her
bantliugs, who came from Chickficld to weep
and lament over this uprooting of her race from
the soil that had nourished it, The Chickficld
grocer eame to feteh his wife home, and gave

. utterance to ambitious and revolutionury views

of his own with reference to the great colony.
Hehad it in him, he avowed, to do great things
in a new country ; had idens nbout mixed teas
and the improvement of coflve, in conneetion
with ronsted beans ; to sny nothing of the ma-
nipulation of Dorsct butter, for which he had
a peculinr gift—only to be developed in a wider
sphere than Chickfield, where the prejudices
and narrow-mindedness of his customers stified
every aspirntion of genius,

They went, Rick Redmayne stood upon the
pier at Gravesend and saw the great ship
fude into a spuck on the Llue horizon, and felt
that on this side of the world he was now nlone
~—with his daughter,

The year had well-nigh come to an end be-
fore the yeoman's courmnge nnd confidence in
himself worc out ; but in the dreary December
days, after so many futile cfforts, s0 many false
hopes, he did at last begin to lose faith in his
own puwer to find his child or his child’s sc-
ducer, and to cast about him for help. From
thefirst he had kept his own counscl—telling
no onc his grief, asking no aid from sage ad-
viser by way of fricndship or profession, He
wanted to keep his daughter's secret inviolate
—his daughter's name from the breath of scan-
dnl. Noone but those of his own household
knew the address of his London lodging — a
darksome secoud floor in a street near the
Strand—or the nature of the business that de-
tained him in London, Ho had paid all his
dobits, and shaken hands with his creditors and

thanked them for their forbearance ; had scen

little more of his .Kingsbury fricnds or ac-
quaintance since lis return from Australin. So
far as it was possible lhie held himself aloof
from all who had ever known him. Finally,
however, after six months wasted in vain en-
deavours to discover some trace of his lost
daughter, the conviction came slowly home to
him that his own brave heart and strong arm
were not enough  for the work lie had to do.
He went to u solicitor—a man who had ar-
ranged some small business matters for him
ovensionally—and put a case hypothetically, as
if inthe interest of a friend.

A young woman was missing, hnd run away
from homo to be marricd, and had never been
heard of since. 'What steps should the father
tuke 7

Mr. Smoothey, the solicitor~—Smoothey and
Gubb, Gray's-inn-place—rubbed his chiu me-
ditatively. .

# How loug has the young woman becn mis-
sing 7" he asked,

¢ Thirteen monihs?

% A lonyg time, Your fricud should have goue
to work sooacr.”

“# My fricnd lias been at work for the last
six months.”

Mr. Smoothey looked at his client sharply
from under penihousclike pepper-and.sali~co-
loured eyebrows, aud suspected the real state
of the case.

“ What has he been doing duringthat time 27
Ite inquired,

# Looking for his daughter cverywhere : in
public places, churches, thentres, parks, streets,
ownibuses, shops, up and down, here and there,
from morning till night, till his body bas grown
as weary as his heart ; day after day, weck af-
ter week, month after month, without rest or
respite.

“ Pshaw " cried the lawyer impatiently,
# Your friend might live in one strect and his
doughter in the next for a twelvemonth, and
the two never come acroas each other. ‘I'he man
must be mad. To look for a girl in Londoen,
without any plan orsystem ; why, the prover-
binl nevdle in a bottle of hny must be an casy
find compared to that, Your friend must be
daft, Redmayne”

& He has had enough trouble to make him
80,”" tho furmer answered quictly.

¢ I'm heartily sorry for him. But to go to
work in that ad-captendum way, instead of get-
ting advice at the outsct1 In the first place,
how does he know that she isn't in New
York 7

 He has some reason to suppose that she is
in London. The man who is suspected of
tewpting her away is a man who lives inLon-
don”

& DBut bMces my soul, if yon—it your friend
knows the man who ran away with the girl,
he can surely find her by applying to the
man.”

“#The man who is suspected denics any know-
ledge of my daughter—" -

Richard Redmayne stopped suddenly, and
reddened to the temples.

& "The murder’s out,” he said. « It's my daugh-
ter who's missing, Mr. Smoothey. You'll
keep my secret, of coursc. I want to shield
her from slonder. by and by, when I take her
home.” : R

#I gucssed ag much before you'd said half-
a-dozen words about the business,” remarked
the lawycrin a friendly reassuring tone ; ¢ your
face was too earncst for a man who's tnlidug of
a friend’s atfairs. The more candid you ase with
me, the better I ean help you

On this Rick Redmnayne told his story, us
briefly as it could be told, while the lawyer lis-
tened, with a grave and not unsympathetic
countenance.

¢ Have.you any grounds for supposing that
there would be no marringe ; that this Mr.
Walgry would deceive your daughter 2" he
asked, when he had heard all,

% Only the fact of my daughter’s silence. If
—if all had been well, she would have hardly
left her father in doubt as to her fate, My poor
child knew how well I loved her. And then
aman who mennt toact honestly would scarcely
steal a girl away from her home like that.”

* ¢ The manner ofthe business, and the girl's
silence, look bad, I admit,” replied Mr. Smoo-
they. “ Heor letter stated that they were to be
matried in London, you say~—you might give
me a copy of that letter, by the way. Have you
made any attemptto discover whether such a
marriage took place 7

# How could I do that

« Advertise for information on the subjeet,
offering a reward to parishes clerks, registrars,
and suchlike.”

# What | and blazon my gisl's dishonour to
the world

Mr, Smoothey smiled cver so faintly at this
—as if the world at large were interested in
the fate of & Kentish ycoman’s daughter,

“ You could hardly advertise without mak-
ing the girl's namo publie, certainly,” he said ;
@ and that might do her misehief in the fu-
ture. ‘The writtcn word remains. Put an ad-
vertisement in to-morrow's Zimes about Tom,
Dick, or Harry,nnd the odds are five to one it
may crop up a8 cvidenceagainst Tom, Dick, or
Harry at the other end of the world forty ycars
hence.  Upon my word, Mr. Redmayne, I can't
see that you have any resource open to you ex-
cept to put yourself in the hauds ol one of these
private-inquiring people,”

4 My brother Jim did that, and no good came
out of it.”

« Never mind what your brother did. I
know aman who can help you, if any onc can;
as sharp a fellow s there is to bo found in Lon-
don, He served his articles with me, and prac-
tised a8 a solicitor for nine years in a small
town in tho Westof England ; took to drink-
ing, and wont altogether to the bad ; then came
up to London, and sct up us a private inquirer.
He drinks still, but has some method 1 his
madness, and can do more work in his own
particular line than any other man I ever mot
with., I'll have him here to meet you, if you
like, to-morrow morning, and we can talk the
business over together?

« 1 suppose I can’t do better than put my-
sclf in your hauds” Richard Redmayno said
gloomily. ¢I reckoned upon finding my girl
Lmyself ; but 'm sick at heart, I fecl as if a
few months more of this work would make ‘an
end of me.”

Mr. Smoothey suggested that fathérs and
daughturs are in the hands of Providence, aud
that things must not be looktd at in this man-
ner.

« What I? cried Rick, #do you want me to
think that my child and I are like two picces
upon a chessboard, to be moved this way
or that, with nopower of our own to shape our
lives? 1 tell you, man, I will fiud her, will

save her, will take her from’the villain whostole
her away from meo |

“ May God prosper your cndeavours, my
good friend 1" said the lawyer piously ; “but
that is hardly a Christian way of looking at the
question.”

“ I have never been a Cliristian since I came
home to Englund, and found my duughter mis-
sing”? answered Richard Redmayno,

e met Mr, Kendel, the private inquirer, at
Messrs, Simoothey and Gubb’s oftfice early next
morning, Mr, Kendel was a tall bony man of
about forty, with dark close.cut hair, a long red
nose, n conl-black ¢ye of fiery brightness, glit-
tering ns that of the Ancient Mariner, n clean-
shaven visage, a good black cout, nnd as res-
pectable an eppearnnco as could coexist with
the aforesiid red nose ; o clover-looking man,
in whose hands Richard Redmayne telt him-
self a very child,

Ho jotted down two or three memoranda in
a little black-bound notebook, and then snap-
ped the snap thereof with the aiv of u man who
saw his way to (he end of the businexs,

# 1f a marringe took place in Londan  shall
have the evidence of it in a week,” he s, & I
anywhere in England, T pledge myself to know
all about it within a fortnight.” And on this
the council broke up, Mr. Smoothey having
done nothing but take snuff and look inciiubly
wise during the consultation,

At the cud of o fortnight Mr. Kendel wrote
to Richard Redmayne, stating that to the best
of his belief no marriage between Miss Grace
Redmayne and any individual whatever
had beeu celebrated within the British domi-
nions since last November twelve-month, He
had put the business into good hands on the
Continent, and hoped shortly to be able to
spenk as definitely with regard to any foreign
marringe which might or might not have been
contracted, Inthe menn time he was hunting
for information about Mr. Walgry, but as yet
had not Leen able to gei on the track of any
person of that name answering to the descrip-
tion of the suspected party.,

Richard flung the letter from him in a rage.

% Iasy enough to tell mo what he can’t find
out,” he mutfered to himself moodily. © Jim
wis about right ; these fullows are no good.”

He left Mr, Kendel's letter unanswered, and
went on with his own unsystematic wander-
ings : now in the remotest purlicus of the
east, or in the haunts of sailors at Wapping and
Rateliff-highwuy ; now among half.deserted
western squares, whose denizens were spend-
ing their Christmas holidays at pleasant coun-
try houses. He sat in sparsely-tilled theatres,
indifferent to, nay hardly conscious of, what he
saw, but pecring into every dusky corner of the
house, with the faint hope of sceing the sweet
pale fnce o was looking for.

Christmas came and went., Richard Red-
mayno heard the joy-bells clamouring from
half a hundred London steeples, and that was
all, Christmas—O God, how well he remem-
bered Christmas at Brierwood a few years ngo,
Lis daughter'’s face radiant among the holly and
mistletoe, the simple pleasures and banquet-
ings, the quict home joys|

@ Shall we eversit beside that earth again 77
he wondered ; ¢ we together, my cirl and 127

-4 Bitter as this ignorancu of his child’s fute
had been to him, a bitterer knowledge was to
come. Unc blenk morning in January, about
five wecks after his introduction to Mr. Kendel,
the office-boy from Smoouthey and Gabb brought
himn a bricf note, requusting his tmmediate pre-
sence in Gray's-inn-place,

He followed promptly oun the beels of the
messenger, and  was shown straight Into Mr.,
Smoothey's office. The lawyer was standing
on his hearth-rug warming himself, with a
solemn aspeet,  Mr. Kendel was seated by the
table with a short file of ncewspapers before
him,

« You have got some news for me," Riehard
Redmnyne cried cagerly, going straight up to

the private inquirer.

% Do not be in n hurry, my dear Mr. Red-
mayne,” the lawyer said soothingly, « Fhere
is news : Kendel has made a discovery, s he
supposes ; but the fnct in question, if it does
concern you, is of the saddest nature, I am
bound to bi(i you prepare your mind for the
worst.”

# My God I" oried Richard Redmayne, « It
is the thing I have thought and dreamed of a
hundred times. My daughter has destroyed
herself ?

« Not so bad as that. Pray sit down ; calm.
yourself. We maybe mistuken.”

« The date is the same,” said Kendel gravely.
# Miss Redmayne left home on the 11th No-
vember.”

« Was your daughter a sufierer from heart-
discase, Mr. Redmayne 7"

« No——certainly not, to my knowledge. But
her mother died of it ; dropped down dead at
four-and-twenty years of age. \Why do you
Deat about the bush 2 Is my daughter dead 7

« \We have some reason to fear as much ; but
I repent we may be mistaken., The fact of the
two events oceurring on the sane date might
be a mere coincidence.  You had better rend
those paragraphs, Kendel.  Let Mr, Redmayne
know the worst.

Mr, Kendel turned  over the papers, rather
nervously, e was accustomed to be employced
in painful affairs ; but this scemed Lo him more
painful than the common run of {amily trou-
Dles, Richard Redmuyne's listening face, white
to thelips, told of no comimon agony.

« It appears,” he began in o quict business-
like way, ¢ that Miss Redmayne left her home
carly on the morning of the 11th November,
From that hour to this nothing has been heard
of her, Now, huving occasion some days ago
to look through a file of old newspapers in ro-
lation to another case I have on lhand, I came
upon tho notice of an inquest held ou a young
lady who died suddenly on that day—a young
Iady whose christian name was Graco, and
whose age was nincteen ; u young lady who
had arrived in the ncighbourhood of London
from the country, within an hour of her death,
Shall I read you the account of the inquest 27

“ ch'" .

The word came with a strange muffled spund
from dry white lips.

Mr, Kendel read first one paragraph, and then
two or three others, from different papers. One
was more diffuse than the rest, a small weekly
paper published at Highgate. ‘I'his gnve a de-
tailed account of the inquest—headed, # Sadaud
sudden Denth of a young Lady,”—and dwelt
ou the Leauty of the decensed with the peany-
a-liner’s flourish.”

# The man ealled himself Walsh,” Richard
Redmayne snid, at last, * and describes thogirl
us his sister.”

¢ e would be likely to suppress his real

name under such painful circumstances, and
to concenl his real relation with the young la~
dy. Mind, I don't suy that this poor girl must
nceds have been your daughter—coincidences
are common cnough in this life; but the chris-
tian name, the age, the date all ngree. Even
the initial is the same—Wulgry, Walsh, Come,
Mr. Redmayne, it isa hard thing to trace your
daughter's steps only to find the track broken
off short by ngrave ; but not so hard as to find
your child ax many « man has done, in some-
thiing worse than the gruve.”

This was quite & burst of sentiment for Mr’
Kendel ; but his heart, not ntterly dried up by
alcohol, was touched by the silent jgrief of the
yeoman, That despair, which betrayed itself
only by the ghustly change in the man’s face,
the altered sound of the maw's voice, was more
awful than any loud expression of sorrow,

“ Do you consider this clue worth following
up, Mr. Redimayne 7

“#Yes, I will follow it, and the murderer of
my child afteewards,” answered the yeoman.

He snt down at the tuble by Mr. Kendel's
side, and wrote the name of the coroncr uud
some particulars of the inquest in his pocket-
book. The private inquirer watched him cu-
riously, wondering a little at the firmness of
his haul as he wrote,

# Shall I follow up this affuir for you, Mr.
Redinayne 7 he asked,

% No, I'll dothat mysclf, If—if the girl who
dicd that day was my daughter, I am the likes
liest person to find it out ; but if I fuil, 1 can fall
ek upon your professional skill,  You shall
be paid your own price for what you have
done.”

“Thank you, sir. I wish with all my heart
I could have brought you pleasanter news.
Have you any photograph of your daughter, by
the way 2 That would help you 1o seitle the
question.”

4 Yes, I have her portrait,” answered Rich-
ard Redmayne, touching his breast.  He had
earried his daughter's picture in his breast—
pucket all throngh his Austrulinn wanderings ;
ouly a rustic photographer's image, a small
wistful face, which would hardly be taken for
the face of & benutiful woman, colour, life, ex-
pression so much that made the Leauty of the
original being wanting in thiz pnle reflection

It was settled, therefore, that Mr. Redmayne

should go to Highgute himself, hunt up the
coroner, and follow the clue aflurded by those
newspaper puraginphs as fur as it might lead
him.
B He went, found the coroner, and the doctor
who hiad Leen called in at Hillside Cottage,
when Grace Iny dead in herlover's arms, From
this latter he obtained a close description of the
dead girl—the fair oval fuce, small nose ami
mouth, a little mole just under the rounded
chin, the reddish-auburn hair.

Chere was no doubt it was his Grace. He
had tracked her to the end of her brief pilgrim-
age. All his drenms of the future were over ;
the fair home in which they were to have be-
gun a new life together,all the plansand hopes
which had buoyud him up during that weary
period of waiting, were done with now. Alas,
whatever life they two were to share lay be-
yond the stars! Upon earth his scarch had
cuded.

# Except for the man who murdered her,”
Rick Redmayne said to himself. # God grant
that I may live long c¢nough to be even with
him I?

Ho went to the house in which his darling
died. There had been more then one set of
tenants since that November duy ; but the cot-
tage was vacaut again, and a board advertising
the fact of its emptiness was up in the neat
little froant gurden: “lnquire of Mr. Selby,
bhouse-agent, Kentish Lown ; or within”

Richard Redmayne went in, saw the little
drawing-room where she had fallen, struck
with death ; fhe pretty bedchamber above
where they had lnid herin her last quict slum-
ber. He looked nt these things with an an-
guish beyond tears—beyond passion, or curses
even—although deep in his heart there was
gsomething bittercr than a curse against her be-
trayer.

& Perhaps that man Kendel was right,” he
said to himself, as he stood by the white-cur-
tained bed, on which he conld fancy her lying
in death's awful stillness with lier hands folded
on her breust ; ¢ perhaps it was better she
should die than live to be what that vil-
lain meant to make her. Thank God she never
was his mistress | thank God death came bet-
ween them | And yet to have had my girl again
—even & faded flower~—to have watched the pale
fice grow bright again; to have made n new
life for her in a new world—O God, how sweet
that would have been I

He thought of Bulrush Mcads ; those fertile
slopes and valleys, the silver water-courscs
and forest background-—all their glory gone
now, Thouglt of the placeas he had pictured
it from the first, with that central figure, the
child of his love. Without it what availed
those green pictures, those crystal strenms ?
what were they but a desert waste without
Grace ?

An old woman was taking care of the house,
an ancient beldame, with one shoulder higher
than the other.

i | helped 'em to lay hier out, poor dear I
she mnmbled, when Richard questioned her
about the young lady who had died suddenly

« Such a pretty creetur’, with lovely auburn
hair down to her waist. I never ses her alive,
though I was here when the gentleman took
the house.

“ You saw him, then ?” Richard cried ca-
gerly.

¢ I ghould think I did. I sor him after she

was dead. O, so gashly pale—paler than tho
corpsc a'most, and vo orful quiet, Ab, it was
a queer sct~out altogethor ! When he took the
house, it was for his young wife, he said ; when
the ingquiss comc, it was his sister, What-
cver she was, he was precious fond of her, I
was in the hiouse till u hour before they came,
helping the servants to finish tho cleanin’ an
suchlike ; and to sco the things as he'd sent
in—flowers and hothouse fruit, and partials of
all sorts ; birds, and a pinner that was a per-

was, he was rure and fond of her.”

¢ May the memory of her cling to him to his
dying day,” muttered Rick Redmayne, “ poison
his life, and blight him on his deathbed 1?
Thoe crono was too deaf to hear this smoth~
cred imprecation. She wont on mumbling about
the ¢ sweet young creetur

«t What was the man like ? Mr. Redmayne
asked her preseutly.

¢ Mr, Walsh 7°

i Yes, Mr. Walsh."

h

" Rnt‘xcr_a. handsome man. Tall and straight

“mr

?"

in that house a little more than a ycar ago,

feck pictur’ only to look at. Yes, whoevershe

T g




