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CHAPTER IX.

EW NOIITFIAM is not a very
large place, and boasts of but
one biotel, to whichi Hope ruade
li2S er way the evcning of lier

arrivaI. In reply to bier inquiries
she beard that the Land Company gen-
tlemnen-tbree of them-had been there,
but had lcft early tbat morning for lRed-
rock.

' Do yoii know if they intend to ruale any
stay at Redrock ?' asked Hope of the burly
landiord.

'I1 tbink 1 beard themn say tbey were to
pusir on first tbing next morning,' was the
discouraging rcply.

.Must Hope journey on again only to find
lierseif a day behind ber truant husbaud ?

lu vain she tried to find an early train
that xnighit be ruade use of on the ruorrow.
Every train in the day, but one, was slow,
fearfully slow. Wben she openly bemoaned
thîs fact, the laudiord cbeerfally told ber
that she would be glad cf any sort of train
by-and-by, for at lledrock the uine endcd.
Strange to say, tbe troubled Iady's brow
cýiared on hearing this.

At hledrock the first pcrson Hope sawv
Io~ nging on thec platforin was the yoUngrer
p.tuer 0in tbe Lard Company, a ruanoof
about four and thirty, by name Saunders.

She wvent up to Min at once~, this was no
tirne for beating about the bushi.

'Mlkr. Sauinders, is my husband here ? 'she
Said.

Hie startcd, thien lauglied rather foolishily.
011, 31rs. \\Testall, is thiat you ? Iiow you

startled me. 1 thouglit yon were in Aueck-
land.'

,''\ill you tell mue wvhere I can find my
husbandP asked. Hope, forcing berself to
speak quictly.

'\N'ell, there it is,' said NIr. Saunders.
Thiats the question. Mlhere is lie, eh?'
lie sccmcd uncorufortable. Hope's heart

beat wildly. Could 1hey-could they al-
ready have made awvay with ber busband for
the sake of his gold ? She feit berself turn-
in- pale witli apprehension.

'Mr. Saunders saw it; lie was not alto-
gether a brute.

' There, Mrs. Westall, don't faint; it isn't
so bad as that. Here, Wilks,' he' said,
calling to bis partner, who now, greatly to
bis relief, appeared in siglit, 'here's ïMrs.
Westall asking after bier husband.'

4And she niay asic,' returned the other
speculator rougbly. He t'as the xmost bar-
dened and most unscrupulous of the pair.
' A shabby trick he's played us, and I don't
care who knows it. Worming out ill the
secrets of the company, and then bolting
'with tbem. A thing a man should swing


