
were twa men, and they %wet evidently in
search of sorte ane or sumething. A
miometnt later they were joined hy a third

p)ersan, whose helted and cioaked sbadow
)>n the church wali showed hini to be the

village paliceman, a lceen-eyed ftilow, who
did double duty in that bis beat extended
front Hiltan ta Withington. They could
have but anc object,-hinself. Weil, tbey
sbauld find bim, after a turne, wben tbey
bad gane tbraugb the church, fools that
tbey were ta suppose hîm capable af fle~-
îng ta sucb a sanctuary !Ves, tbey shauld
find him, and ha, ha! find hum in such
sort as ta give thern troubled dreams in
after years. He would do il at ance, for
he was an aid man and be dud flot know
bow long his present mood,-the mood
triurnphant, as somne whoun the world,
Lefore the terrars af bell were stronger
than the dread af dishonor, termed heraes
deemed it, -wauld last. But how ? Alas !
bawever straitened the conditions that

awful question dues flot 0, unanswered
long. The smallest t hread, a rush, a littie
water in a spoon, each of these may serve
wben the Adversary stands at the elbow,
and what tenenient is frailer than the
house of life when l)eath knocks at the
door ?

And they found hîrn. Face downward
on the pile of rubbish now hideously en-
sanguined with the purple stream frorn his
neck, smid the wreck of the house where
Harriet Bates had passed the last few
months of ber life, an hour laer they
found him. Guess as they rnight respect-
ing his mystery and the extent of his
carnplicity in the plot that hadi driven the
true heir of the Ardernes from the house
oif bis fathers, speculate as they might on
the strange story toid hy the landlord of
the Crooked Billet, the voice that could
have toid them ail tbey wished ta bear
was stilled for ever.

Abel Pilgrini was dead.

CHAPTER XXXV.

MAY DAY in St. Meva, Ilrnilk and creami
day b ere and tbrnugbaut Cornwall, framt
the extremity of Lyonesse ta the banks af
Tamar. The strong doors, studded with
caunterfeit s1 ikeheads, of the gathic
scboolhouse are closed, no huinming as af
swarming becs is heard tbrough the lat-
ticed windows, the playgraund is empty.
How it rnay be in after years, when stroi-
îng artist and Cockney journalist, ever an
the alert for fresh waods and pastures new,
shaîl bave discovered St. Meva, and the
i rry-builder,-in deference ta the behests
o' gracers' wives desiraus ai passing their
sumnaers at a sale distance frorn the sound
ai Bow bells,-shali bave rattied up cer-
tain architectural nightrnares ycleped vil-
las, it skills nat too curiously ta iluquire,
but just naw the first ai May ia stili a
holiday, perbaps the bappiest and best
hetween January and Christmas. Graups
of children, saine witb baskets, athers
with csip, saucer, and plate dexterousiy
swung in napkin or bandkerchiei, bave

betaken thernseives ta favanite places up
the coombe or in Badrugan woads, and
there, gaily decked and adarned with
wreaths af sycamore leaves and crawns ni
fragrant hawtborn, they spread tbe ricb
claîted crearn upon burt, saffran cake, and
whalesome cottage bread wbile singing in
chorus their tirne-hanored declaratian of
independence:

Oh, the First of May
Is a happy, happy day!
If they wan't give a holiday
We'll ail run away."

Lower down than the schaalhouse, at
the very foot of Vicarage Hill, across the
raad, it begins ta loak as thaugh a happy
May Day had corne far sorne who are not
children. The big, and saath ta say ugly,
lead-colored doors which make the town-
side entrance ta the churchyard are wide
open, an arch of bright blossoms witb the
letters G and A pendent in a haap of
myrtle spans the patbway befare the porch,
wbiie the churcb itself, where the Easter
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