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moment thig thing had cost her was remembered
now and avonged.

But tho moment deow nigh when this wondous
steength of Joan's was to leave her as it had
come-—suddenly. Her eye began to giaze, her
hand to strike at random.

Even if this had not been perecived by the
crowd at the door, it washardly likely all could
resist tho temptation to bielp ad such fascinating
work. Justas Joan's hand grew unsteady, n
powerfal young fellow who liad once felt the
barber's hieavy hand and had uot forgotten its
weight, toro up a loose paving-stone at the
door, and, rushieg in, foll upon the remains of
poor Arkdale’s hand and brain Inbour of so many
weary years with a fury that lcft it nothing bat
a heap of rubbish ou the floor.

No sooner wag this brave deed finished thea
the word was passed from mouth to mouth that
Arkdalo was coming, There wasa fresh yell of
triumph as the crowd jostled each other, and
rushed to tho arca stops and pourcd into the
streot. I
The tidings of the destruction of the model was

speedily passed on to those who hiad bern too fur| .

off to hear and seo what ad taken pla .¢ within
the threshold of the inventor's door,

The increasing roar of voices kept Joan still
inspired & moment or two with their joy and
their exultation. Presently she heard Humphrey's
firm foot leaping down the steps, anl her heart
seemed to stand still. Her yellow hair was still
borne wido on eitherside oftier by the wiud ; her
face was paling slowly from the crimson flush of
passion to the hue of death ; her hand, holding
the instrutuent of destruction, hung powerless by
her side. She tried to grasp the child, but felt
him slipping from her. Her eyes were staring
fixedly at tho doorway,

The well-known face came beforo her, and
looked at her with eager and térder eyes.

& My wife ! thank Mercy you are safe.”

He took the child from her, actually setting
h!i]s foot on tho raius of his model without noticing
them,

This tender anxicty for her, and forgetfulness
ofeverything else, increaced for Joan the gnguish
of tho moment.

As he stuoped to kiss her & sound between a
sob and & Yaugh came from her white lips, and
she pointed down-with ono hard twhilo she lifted
the otlier to Her eyes, aud bid them.

Arkdals looked on the ground, and saw tho
rubbish fyithout reécognising more than enough
to pive him an uncasy thought, and send kis
quick glance darting about the room. His glance
returaed to the broken mass at his feet, and a
flash of recogunition came into his eyes.

« Hnl”

He staggered back with tho sharpest cry of
pain Josn had cver heard from & man, and sank
dowd on the doorstep, pressing Dick fast in his
amos and staring at his mangled treasure with
brows drawn upward and forchead full of lines,

Dick caressed him in childish terror at his
strangs looks, and soon Homphrey began to
return his caresses, sighing heavily, and kissing
him and pressing him'to kis breast.

1t'wagwarse thin gall to Joan to seé him sit
hugging bigboy in silencs, and his staring oyes
filling slowly writh tears, tho first sho had ever
seea‘there. - ot

Ay, Dick,”‘said "he, ’hoz}rse]y, strotching out
a band that $hook as with palsy,  thera tis, my
1ad, all dust'snd ashes! "Thy forluno~—fitfor a
prince, boy—fit for a piince—dust and ashes!
Thy mother's home—our Horng, 'where wo were
tomake upto her for all she has suffered and
wanted in this—ah, such & place, lad, thed'st
never Scon the liké—thers ’tis, Dick. dustand
ashes? * ‘Het:cartfage, hibr find friends<my lords
sod'my Jadieg2bhe'd-have shined amongst b,
Dick, no'fear o: that—her' servants, Her charity
money, that wag' £ b4 spent like waleron the
poor folk she loves, thers—there, sill dustand
ashes! The means of gloricus progperity thy
dad was-to lepvohis conntry, all dust and-ashes”

Joan had vowed down to his fect, with her
forchrad to theBtonts. ot ’

# Ay, "tisa heavy blow for thee, my poor lass,”
said he, stroking ber head' geatly, ¢ bat heavier
than thou knowest,”

Now Jenkyns, who, whilo struggling to forco
his way through the crowded area, bad scen all
that had been done, camo in at this minute, and
sceing Joan at her husband’s feet, and Arkdales
hand on her hair, the simple 'prentico supposed
that all was known and'mado up between the
two. It was therefore with the greatest surprise
and borror that he saw his waster suddenly start
to his feet, in & paroxysm of rage, crying—

* Oh, "twas liko striking at & human life, May
tho acoursed hrnd did it ba held out in vain for
charity’s mite! May it be held out in vain for
another hand to grasp it at tho hour of death!
Lay—"

 Iist, master ; hold your tongue,” cried Jen-
Kyns, rushing at hum as if he would seize him by
the throat. ¢ D'ye kuow who you are cursing ?”

“ Would [ did,” groaned his wnaster, stoopiug
to raise Jonn—¢ would to heaven I did{"

“ Then you shall know. 'Tis her—your wife "

CHAPTER CXV.—DPART OF A LETTER FROM UG-
PHREY ARKDALE TQ JIIS BROTIER PAUL,

And in this way, Paul, we lived for
wmany weeks, she speaking to me no more than
if she were my servaut, and U taking my meals
feom her in silence, without so much as lookwng
at her faco. When she did things to please me [
feigned to take no notice ; but L assure thee, Paal,
a favourite dish eaten in this way was often like
to choke Zie,  J began my model partly because
I bad wmany exceltent-new ideas, one of which 1
have told you ut the beginning of this letter, and
partly to show my wife she had gained but ht-
tle by her wicked act. Ilabourcd Lard, and with
effect, but being much pinched for means, spite
of the most careful bousewifery on Joan's part
that was ever known, I made sut slow progress.
As I could not make up my mind t tell thee of
the blow Ihad received, I could not ask theo for
money, after so much generosity as you have
alrendy shown me.

One day, in the old coffec-biggin where I put
by all thespare coins I can for my model, I found
a bright gold guinea, My leart leaped at the
sight ; but, on getting cool again, Ibegan to ask
myself how it came there, I took it to Jenkyns,
and asked him concerning it, and, says he.
% Thee'rt such a beavy sleoper; but if thee could'st
cast an ey in this room by four in the moraing,
thec'ud perhaps getan inkling a2 to whero that
came from.” [did a3 he said, and what, think
you, I saw 2—my wife at her whéel, spinning as
for dear life. The Jight did me no good, Paul ;
I was savago that she should have any hand in
the thing sho bad ruined before. So, inthe course
of that day, T went, as by accident, to the biggin,
and tekiog a few coppers I had put.n, turned the
guinca out on the table before her, bidding her
find another place to kcep ker money in.  Well,
my boy, I grew poorer and soorer. She used
ber precious guinea, poor soul--unknown to me,
she thought—to buy us food. Atlastcamo nows
that gavo me mhore hope than I bad cver knowan

bafore., Mr.——, 2 great manufacturer of Notting- |

ham—I told you he camo once and saw my other
model—sent g very particular message Lo me by
the landlord of the * Red Lion” Inn, where all
the quality go when they como here. He wanted
to havo the pledsure of an wmterview with me at
breakfast the next morning, if I would favour
Lim with my ¢otpany, at the & Red Lion,”at ten
o'clock. What could I do but sénd my best re-
spects, and say I would come? Butob, Paul, I
was sudh & ragged beggar to go to breakfast
with & gantléman. I can scarcely tell you what
I suffored all day thinking of it. - Tho more Jen-
kyns and I talked it over, the more nccessity
thero seemed for going iu clothes somowhat gon-
tleman-like, and the less probability of being
ablo to do aught of the kind. I should tell you
that my wife weut outalittlo before ncon, telling
Jenkyns sho was going €oste a gossip ofbers at
{ho other end of tho town ; and that, should she
not be dack by the dinner-hour, hoand his master
wero not to wait for het, Shoe wasnot back then,
nor at tho supper-hour, and I was much surprised
to hear that tho carrier bad scen her at—,
which, you know, i3 full tca.umiles from hero.
After supper I went to old Speers, the tailor, to
mako a last appeal to himabout letting mo bave

the suit ho had mado for mo beforo the destruc-
tion of my model, Ho wag obstinaté as a pig,
and Jaughed at me into the bargain, declaring
hio had got rid of them, which [ did not belicve,
as Jenkyns had scen them at his shop that very
morning,

I went home, and found that Joan had return-
ed. She waslooking pale and fagged. T supposed
she had been spending an odi shilling or two of
lier own earning at-—, for sho had on a new
cap, such us the wives wear here, covering all
the hair. [ asked her no questions, nnd went to
hed with o heavy heart,

Thoe next morning 1 awoke late, and turned
with a groar to the chair where [ had laid wmy
ragged clothes,

Lad, I thought I was yet asleep and a-dream-
ing, and rubbed my eyes again and again, Gl
made sure they saw the same for all the rubbing.
Ay rags were gone, and thero lay on the chair
the very suit I had ordered ofold Speers, as neat
a browa cotton shag as ever you saw in country
or town,

I shouted to Jenkyns, who camo running in
pretty quickly, not having had his inquisitive
cye and car fur from the keyhole, I'd warrant, at
that minute. The rogue pretended to be a5 much
bewildered as myself, but I soon found out he
knew more of tho mystery thar he acknowledged,
and at last [ got it all from him, bit by bit. My
wife had been to——, and sotd her hair to Prit-
cbards for seven pounds ten, on purpose to gat
those clothes for me. Paul, what possessed me
I know not, but I could not Joso such anr oppcr-
tunity for making hor suffer. I puton my old
things. [ took tho others back to old Speers,
and forced him to roturn me tho money. I did
tho same with the shoes and the bat, came back
with the whole sum, for she had .pentevery fac-
thing on me.

Sho was sitting busy at her wheel, which she
stopped as T went up toher.

# Jonn,” said I, « here i3 your money; I have
nothing to do with it, and Irequest that you do
not again meddle'in my affaics.” And I put the
money in her hand, and turned.

A little cry cameo after me,

# Humphrey I”

I turued sullenly. She was standing up with
the money in her hand,

“ You'd never be so cruel as this,” she said,
1=th the tears running down her face. ¢ I walked
twenty mile, Humphrey, to got it.

#1havesnid,” answered {and wentaway tokeep
my appointment. Yon will see by whatl have
told you in the cnclosed paper of our interview,
thatit was my good fortune to meet witha traly
honest and generous rich man, who was not parti-
cularly horrified when requested to look a'littlo
further than his own nose—in the way of inven-
tion [ mean. The new crank and comb he thinks—
But I forgot; I have told you about that on the
back of the drawiug which [ sead, Show it to Sir
R. C., if you think it wises0 to do. On the wholo
\ would rather you did not. That day you were
deterrmned 1o muke good the old saying, Paul,
that ¢ Fortuno makes fortune,” for on getting
home I found thy good news, lad, for which I
thank thee, and money, for which 1 shall givo
theo no thanks fur o year or two, bat which,
non¢ thaless, doth como tomelikerainin drought.
I told Juan nothing of my tulk with Mr.———, or
gf your letter, but she soon heard all from Jen-

yos. . '

I took more rooms in thc samo house, and
kept my v ork carcfully und osteatatiously lock-
cd up 1n & chamber by itseif, | .

Joan became paler and thinner day -by
day, yet my heart remaioed hard as stone to her.,

 Master is & brate, to treat thee 80 I heard
blunt Jenkyns say to her one day. Ho often
said as much to my face.

¢« Hush, Jenkyns,” she samd; ¢ ho is ono of
thoso who ars slow to take offence, and, oace
offended slow to forgive.”

Ono morning she came and stood beforo msin
tho shop, with o sort ofquict courago and detez-
mipation that made mo angry, I should tell you
she bad had news that morning through the old
furmer, Luke Bristow, that her father had:died
at Philadelphis, and teft her four bundred pounds



