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Christopher Abbot eagerly took the paper, tore
off its wrapper and turned to the summary; then a
deep groan escaped hîs lips, and he covered his
face with his hands. ''he Squire sprang up and
looked at the p>aper, which had fluttered from the
old man's nerveless grasp.

"Outbreak in India."
" Mutiny and massacre at Meerut. Capture of

Delhi by the mutineers. Massacre of Europeans."
The headings were sensational and startling

enough. Details necessarily of the most meagre
description. Nothng but the bare facts were
stated, but they were suggestive of a thousand pos-
sibilities and horrors.

"I Don't give way, Mr. A bbot," said the Squire,
kindly, and he laid his hand on the old maîi's
shoulder in sympathy. " Don't give up hope all
at once. It is not at all likely that all the English
have lost their lives. I an certain the next tele-
grams will be more reassuring. 'Tlie first are
always unnecessarily alarming."

I confess I haven't much hope, Squire; and
when I think of my little girl, I can't bear it. She
never icad a care at Pine Edge, no preparation for
such things as these."

S\Vnen she became a soldier's wife she accepted
all the hazards, Mr. Abbot," said the Squire.
l We must not lose heart. See, I am not hope-
less, thoughi my brother is as dear to me as your
daughter is to you. Our interests are equal, and
we must strengthen each other."

A slight sigh escaped William Ayre's lips as he
uttered the l.îst words ; and Abbot understood
what that sigh implied. 'Ihere were none within
these walls šave himself who took a kindly and
real interest in tle young soldier.

"I'n an old man, Mr. Ayre, and I have all an
,)ld man's impatience," said the farmer, impulsively
"Don't think I'n reflecting on anything, sir. It
was a proud day for me when I gave Rachel to
the Captain. He was worthy of ber, ahd that's a
deal for me to say ; but you're a fiather yourself,
and you know what a father's feelings are."

"Yes, yes. I am not less concerned than you
about my poor, dear sister," said the Squire, in his
delicate considerate way. "I have a great many
cares, Abbot, and I confess they are weighing on
me. Look at me. You have not seen me for
some weeks. How do you think I am looking ?"

"Not well, sir. It would be a sin for me to say
aught else," said the farmer, with a catch in his
voice.

"I am not well," answered the Squire languidly,
and shaded his eyes for a moment with his hand.
Then suddenly lie looked straight at the old man,
with a faint, melancholy smile. "In fact, Abbot, I
am a dying man."

"Oh, I hope not. For God's sake don't say it's
so bad as that !" exclaimed Christopher Abbot,
with sudden passion. "It's impossible that we can
lose you."

'.It is inevitable, Abbot. I've had them all at
me, and their verdict is unanimous. If 1 live
through the summer, which is not likely, if the
weather continues as it is, the autumn winds will
cut me off. It has been a frightful struggle, old
friend. Life is sweet to us all, and I wanted to
live. But, through the mercy of God I have learned
my lesson, and can say, 'It is well.'"

"Oh, Mr. Ayre, this is worse news than the In-
dian revolt," cried Christopher Abbot, and be was
perfectly sincere in his words. "Can nothing be
done ?"

The Squire shook his head.
"Nothing. They wanted me to go abroad for

the spring, and I believed it might have prolonged
my life for a few weeks. But I had so much to do,
and I was afraid I might never come back to Stud-
leigh."

He turned his eyes towards the wide window
which commanded a magnficent prospect; one of
the loveliest in that lovely shire. Christopher
Abbot understood, ay and shared the painful
yearning expressed in that long look. William
Ayre's hold in life, witb ils many sweet ties, had
been difficult to lose. The struggle had cost bim
more than any dreamed.

"Does ber ladysbip know ?"
"I think she does. I have not spoken directly

to her yet. There are things in this life, Abbot,
which require all a strong man's strength, but I
must gather up my courage soon. Well, we can
only wait for further news, which I believe will be
more reassuring. Try not to anticipate the worst."

"I will try. You aie a lesson to me, sir, old as
I am. I did not think I should have lived to see
such a sorrow come upon Studleigh."

"Ay, the old place has seen many changes.
There will be a long regency. My son, poor little
chap, will not be able to fill my shoes for many
years. But Gillot is a wise and faithful friend.
The place will be safe in his care. Are you in a
hurry this morning ?"

"No, I have nothing to do at Pine Edge, but
wander up and down watching the slow growth of
the corn, and tormenting myself about Rachel,"
said the old man, with a dismal smile.

"Sit down, then. We may not have such an op-
portunity for long. I have other things to speak
to you about. I've been setting my house in order
-a man's duty in health, but doubly so when
health leaves him. I have not forgotten little
Clement Ayre."

"There was no need, sir. Al I have will go to
Rachel's boy," said the old man, with a quick touch
of pride which made the Squire smile.

"I know that; but my brother's son required
some recognition from his father's kindred," he
said, pointedly. "I have left Stonecroft in trust
for him. It will behiswhen he is one-and-twenty."

Cnristopher Abbot looked perplexed, and hesi-
tated before he spoke.

"There was no need--though I cannot but say it
is generous. But, but " A sensitive flush
mounted to the old man's brow ; "Lady Emily might
justly feel aggrieved. The Croft is too big a slice
to take from one cousin to give to another."

"If my son gives a faithful account of his stew-
ardship at Studleigh, he will do very well," re-
plied the Squire. "You are a little hard on my
wife, Abbot," he added with a smile. "She is not
devoid ofhuman feelings, though she did not ap-
prove of the marriage, which has doubly cemented
the old friendship between you and me."

"No, no, sir, I did not mean to imply any such
thing," said the old man hastily. "Lady Emiily
had a perfect right to her opinion, and I never
thought the less of her for it."

"Well, I tell you those things so that you may
know the confidence I have in you, and, Abbot, it
is my desire that you shall take your place as a re-
lative at my funeral, I-"

"Oh, Mr. Ayre, I can't listen," cried the old
man, starting to his feet. "I won't listen, you can't
leave us. You'll see me out yet. I'm seventy-
two, and you are not half my age. I can't bear to
hear you speak like that-"

"It is true though, Abbot," said the Squire with
a sad sweet smile. "And that is my desire, which
you will not forget. I shall leave my instructions
in writing so that they will be carried out. Good-
bye just now, and keep up your heart about the
exiles in India. I shall write to a friend at the
War Office this morning, and get him to send me
the latest and fullest particulars. I hope l'Il live
to see them both in England yet, and to hold my
Anglo-Indian nephew in my arms."

They shook hands in silence, but the old man's
eyes were dim as he looked into the noble face of
the Squire. He tried to utter something ol what
was in his heart, but words failed him, and with
another fervent grip he hurriedly left the room. As
he stepped from the stairs to the hall, the break-
fast room door opened, and Lady Emily appeared
leading her little boy by the hand. She looked
very lovely in her white morning gown, and the
flowers in her belt were not fresher than the deli-
cate bloorn on her face. She coloured slightly
with surprise at the sight of the farmer; and, re-
turning his bow with a slight inclination of her
haughty head, withdraw into the roorn until he had
passed out of the hall. Christopher Abbot, how-
ever, was too much engrossed witb other thoughts
1o pay any beed to the scant courtesy shown to
him by the Squire's wife. When she beard the
hall door close, she took the child upstairs to bis
nurse, and promnising that be should see bis father
in a little, went alone to the Squire's dressing-room.

"I see Abbot has been here, William," she said

in her quiet, cool way. "I hope he did not inter-

fere with your breakfast ? Have you eaten any
thing."

"No, but I have drunk all the cofiee, and taken

the half of an egg, so don't scold, Emily," he said,

with the serenest of smiles. "How lovely you are.

It is as good as a walk out of doors to see yOur
freshness."

She smiled at the pretty compliment, and laid
ber fair hands with a caressing touch on his head.
But her tender moods did not last long. ?"9she

"What did Abbott want so early, William
asked, presently.

" News from India. There it is in the Times.

I suspect the worst bas hardly been told."
" Is there any disturbance ?"
She took up the paper quickly, and ran her eyes

over the paragraphs.
" Delhi in the hands ot the mutineers !Why

Geoffrey must have come to griet." ige
" I confess I am more concerned for bis w

and child than for him, Emily. We dare nOt try

to imagine their circumstances."
" But, surely, a few mutineers can soon be COn

quered by British soldiers ?"
" Yes; but where are the British soldiers, Ei

I don't suppose there are a hundred, ali td,
Delhi at this moment."

"I hope for your sake, dear, that he will be safe,
she said, with unusual gentleness. i

I hope so ; but it will be an unequal strife 11g

was writing to Grantly when you came il, atest.
for more particulars. He will know the s
Emily, I'm sorry for poor old Abbot. Geoffrey

wife was all he had." ' o
" He need not have been so eager for ber t ble

to India, then," she replied, with a percepth
hardening of ber voice. " He must accePt
consequences now." , broW

A slight shadow flitted across the Squires r)le
"Emily, will you allow your prejudice t ser's

you all your life ? Will you never give a
hand to Geoffrey's wife ?"

" Never."
She answered calmly, and without hesitation'

and with no change in face or voice. lookili
" Not even for my sake ?" he pleaded, 1 d

at ber with eyes which ought to have conquervd
" What is the good of opening up that tec

question to-day, William ?" she asked, with a 1that

of petulance. "I thought it was buried, anduty t o

we should have no more of it. I have mYIt mot
my kindred and my position, Williami.
always be wrong to set a bad precedent. vours to

" Emily, I shall not have many more fav.ih re,
ask. Do not let the brief span of life whCet, o

mains to me be embittered by this estrage0eo
he said. earnestly. "I ask vou to write t0

sister, as a dying request." heaviní
" Oh, you are cruel !" she cried, with fro

bosom and proudly quivering lip and turninlg

him she left the room.

(To be Contnued.)

The Sun Never Sets on the aritieh
Empire. the

This assertion is literally true, as anyone Who taefor

trouble to trace the sun's course round the earth cared V

himiself. The possessions of Great Britain are scatte .t1i

so large an area of the world's surface that not onl' shi

fact that the sun never sets upon them, but it slwayder
ing upon a very large extent of land which lies Ube
sway of the British flag. One-eighth of the habi th of the

recognises Queen Victoria as its ruler, and one. Obile

entire population of the world is under her dolTinî Oe. co-
not less than a third of the entire trade of the globe

ried on by Great Britain and her possessions.

" M R. PENNY," said the editor, gently, bat

fear the lime has corne to sever the relations whicho rhYei
long existed between us. I have allowed yO ttwhee
' pain ' with ' again ' and ' door ' with 'nmoor, bUt ' and
go so far as to try to make a rhyme of 'peaC che4
aches' you go rather too far. You will find you

the counting-house."
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