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DO AS “EAR RIGHT AS YOU CAN.

The world stretchos widoly bofare you,
A tield fr your museles and brain ;

And the uls may often flont o'er you,
Anlds e tempests and rain,

Be fenr storms wh ch o'ertako you-—
v v tarough | fo like a man~—

Gecd fort e will never fursnkoe you,
If vou do as near right us vou onn.

Remcember the will to do rightly,
AU vl will the evileonfonnd
Live duily L tlint nightly
Your » peancersd and sound.

Aml lite v

Taongh foes darkest geandul may ukped,
LAnd sirive wita their shrowdost of taot
I. wr fatie, never hood,

[DNEN  amd honextly net 3
An k ol tho Ruler of heaven

T v your fair nnme ns a mag,
A thut you n=k w3l bo given,

Al
It you dvax near rizht us you can.

[ReGisTERED 10 accordanco with the Copyright Aot
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- TO THE BITTER END.

By Miss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ‘LADY AUDLEY'S SECRETY,’ ETC.

CHAPTER XLIL—(Continued.)

% Curlous, Mr, icdmayne! Don't say curious;
it wax dreadful, e must have dropped down
dead instanteously, T heard eay; and no one
knows who did it—whether it was poachers or
Jradousy s for he lid beea talking to that bold
yorrtye hussy Boud's dagg ter all the afternoon,
and she's gt a'most a5 many gwecthearts as
she hins dingers and toes,  And his poor wife
they satid went down like o stone when they
cirri d hiw up to the terrace, where she was
stiunding with the rest of the company.”

AN, poor sonl,” said Richard thoughtfully ;
“I'nysorey for her, Yes, 'mosorry for Laudy
Clevedon,”

4 Lady Clevedon ¥ eehoed Mrs, Bush ; % yes,
itdo come Linrd njpon her too, of course, A
vin s, aned o foeral, and all; and all her vie
sitors about her; and 8ir Francis’s bicthdoay
ton”

“ilis bisthiday: y x" said Mr. Redmayne,
with a sheat kingl; 1 don't suppose when he
made such a fuss about his birthday he reck-
vned it was to I his lust . ?

“4ior, r. Redmayne! how can you say so?
Why should it be his lasi? 1 suppose you
nah as s the Inst time he'll be likely togive
us al} such  treat, after it's winding-up with
his triend's hieing murdered.”

“wlhs groend mordere (! 'What do yoy mean ?
It was siz Fraucis Clevedon who was shot last
nighat ’

48ir Frmneis Clevedon! Lord a-mercy on us,
Mi. Hadwayne, what can have put such a hor-
rid notion into your head? I'm sure I never
said anything about 8ir Francis, The Lord
forbid I

# Not Sir Franeis ? Why, you must be mad,
wonan ! It was Sir Franeis|?

* You wmust be loxing your poor dear senses,
Mr. Redmayue,” said Mrs. Bush, in a soothing
tone, being always inclined to believe that her
employer had, in Austealion parlance, #a shin-
ule ~short.” ¢ 1 never said a syllable about Sir
Friuucis, It was a friend of his that was killed
—a gentleman from London—-a Mr. Arsome-
thing—1 kuow his name beging with a haitch.”

Ricird  Redmayne walked slowly away,
spueehless,  Was he renlly mad to-day, or had
hie bee ol fast nigght, bis senses distranght,
lix eyes beholdiug things that wero not?  So
surely as he was o living man he bad seen the
face in the winiature turned towards him in
the broad moonlight, the same face, line for
line, hardly 1. ss distinetly seen than in the full
glure of duy.

Haul he been the victim of some hideous de-
lnsion, Lol his brain been bemused by stroug
drink, wh n he fived that fatal gun, and had be
slain an innocent man in his madness ?  Such
a catastrophe scemed to him too horrible for
possibility. Yet Francis Clevedon lived, Grace
renained unavenged, and he was an assassin.

%] won't trust that woman's word,” he said
to hims=eIf; after a long pause; # it’s more likely
her brain's muddled tuis morning than that I
didn’t know what I was doing last night. I'll
ook into the business myself.”

He lost no time in scetting about this per-
sonal investigation, but watked off at once by
the ficld path towards Clevedon., Yet before
he had gone fur he changed his mind, remem-
hering that Kingsbury was much nearer, and
that hie might hear all be wanted to hear in
that villuge. .

He could see that the place was astiv with
sonte unusuil excitement before he had crossed
the commen, Ticre was a much larger group
of idlers at the door of the Coach and Horses
than the customary knot of gossips. A couple
of chuise-carls were halting before the trough
between the two tall elms opposite the inn j a
man on horsebnek was standing before Mr,
Wort's garden-gate. Richard Redmayne walked
straight across to this gate, not caring for tho
indirect information to be gained from village
gossips when he might interrogate the steward
himself.

"]y Mr. Wort indoors?" he asked the man
on horseback, who had a semi-official air, Mr,
Redmayne smiled grimly to himself ag he
thought that this man might belong to the
constabulary, and be on the look-out for the
assassin, . .

# T don't mind swinging for the man who
killed my daughter,” he thought; *but it would
be hard lines to be hung for a blunder.”

“Yes, Mr. Wort’s in his office’ but there's a
gentleman with him, and he's busy,” the man
unsworcd, without looking to the right or the
loft, ) a o

« ] cau't help that,” sald Mr, Redmayne; 4 I
must see him.” C ’

He went into the littlo shed of an office
which he had not entered sinc: that night of
his first coming home whon he had sald hard
things to tho steward, He went in coolly
enough, and found John Wort in_close confe-
rence with o grave-lvoking middle-aged
-who had the bearing of a soldier in plain clothes,
-and who was the chief of the Tunbridge polioe-
stution.

1] cun't speak to any one mow,” Mr, Wort
said hurriedly ; aud then recognising the new-

comer with & start, © What, Redmayne, is it

morniug?"

“] want to know what has happened at
Clevedon,  Everybialy  wecins  to have gone
cruzy. 1 cun't get a struighvanswer anywhere,”

“1 should thiuk everyliody must kuow what
has happened within tw. nty mile of Kingsbury ;
there's been talk cnough,  There was a beutal
munder in Clevedon Park Iast nig t, Richard
Rod
1 Jeas bappened "

“ But who was the man ? eried Richard <a-
vagely ; “that’s what 1 waul to know! Cau’t
you give me his nuue?’

“ Ulis mune wias Hargross,” Mr, Wort an.
swered gravely, “And pow I dow't suppose
you are mueh wiser than you were befor., for
he was a stranger down here®

& Harcross—llareross)”  Richard Redmnayne
repered, with a stupetied Jook, @ They told
m it was Sir I'rancis Clevadon was shot last
night,”

“«Then they must have been elean daft, who-
everth y were” exe'nimed the stewmt -
tioutly ; ¢and now perhaps you'll leave mo
alone with this g-nilanan; fur we've got some
business to settle botween us”

Richard Redmayne walked out of the oftice
without a word, It wonld profit him nothing
to axk any farther questions, e had slain the
wrong man ; that was horribly certain, He had
burdened his soul with a useless erime; dyed
his hands in the bloud of o fellow-vreature who
had never injured him. e hardly kaew where
to go, or what to do with himself, after leaving
John Wort's oflice, Iis whole life scemed a
series of blunders, I he hivd taken his daughter
to Australin with him ns she had so pitecously
entreatud him to do, he might have had her for
Lis comtfort and.delight to-day ; if he had never
r turned from his second voyage, he would have
at Ieast eseaped this unnecessary crime.  Now,
for the fivst titae, he felt himself a murderer.
He took the high road to Coovedon, tramping
along the dusty way in the morning sunshine,
unconscions of fitisne,  He wanted to know
some thing more, he hardly knew what, only
to b tore an - more certin of his own folly,
Tothink that his senses had sv befoolded him !
Sir Francis Cievedon lived ani triumphed,
Iz hed perhaps in his soul at the thought of
this ceregious blunder, and an innveent man
lay dead, slain untimely Ly his wicked hand,
At the south ledge he found Joshua Bond,
the girdener, two or thre- other out-of door
servants, und o knot of accidental idlers, dis-
cussing the eatastrophe,  Jane Bend was lying
upstairs in her bedrovin ina high fever, induced
by the horror of the previous night.

@ Amd may it be a chustening and a blessing
to her,” said the gurdencr, »a warning to re-
pent, and turn from the paths of foolishness
# Do you suspect anybody of having a hand
in it? axked nn clderly mun, proprictor of the
shop at Hubbleford.

« There was but one hand ju it, Mr, 1 rkis”
veplied the gardeucr solemuly— the hand that
drew the trigg . I don’t deny that T have my
own thoughts upon th: subject, Mr. Perkis;
but I tell tuom to no man. "Time will show.”
“Is he to be buried down Liere? inquired
the curious Perkis.

“No. He's to be taken up to London to-
nigzht, to be buried in his wite’s family vauit
at Kensal-green.”

“That's a pity,” said Perkis. ¢ There'd have
been half the county to follow, if they'd buried
hinm ot Kingsbury., Murders in London are as
plentifu as blackberries, judging from the Sun-
dny papers.
puid him there”

They went on {o discuss the probable issue

of the coroner's inquest, which was to fake

place at two o'clock thut day—~—the nature of
the death-wonnd, and the weapon that had in-

flicted it, about which puints th re were divers

opinions, no exact knowledge having yet pe-

netrated to the world outside Clevedon Hall,

Richard Redmayne stood by und listened, bat

said nothing, except when e was appenled to

by Mz, Perkis or the gardener, who addressed

themselves to him ocensionally as a point of

politenuss.

“"The police arc on the right tract, you may

depend upon it,” snid Perkis; ¢ you alwuys see

that in the newspupers.  The police arcoun the

tract ; and although nothing is known for cuer-

ting, they hopes soon to be able to put (heir

hand upon the right party, being in possession

of hinformation which they don’t feel thejr-

sclves at liberty to devulge. That's what they

always tells you in the papers; and depend

upon it, Mr. Boud, the polic - are ou the tract

in thie ¢ase. Do you think it was a gun or a

pistol that it was done with "

#Captain Hardwood’s groom was down here

before breakfast oxercising that skittish mare

of his master's, and he told me the doctors had

extracted half-a-dozen swan-shot; so it must
havo been a gun, and it must have been done
by some one that didn't plan it beforchand. No
man would load his gun with swan-shot to
commit a murder.”

¢ There's no knowing, Mr. Bond,” replied
Perkis, with a suggestive air. *Tho worst a
man is, the more artfuller he goes about his
wickedness. The swan-shot may have becu
meant to throw parties off the scout. But what
1 can't make out is the motive. There never
was a crime without a motive.”

# Unless it was done by a madman,” snid the
gardener, “This murder scoms like & mad-
man's murder, to my mind.”

« Don't say that, Mr. Boad ; that's what I call
flying in the face of the lawofthe land. A man
has only got to do something more atrociouser
than the common run, and he gets put down
for a lunatic.”

Richard Redmayne stood among them for a
little while, listcning idly, and then moved
towards the park, intending to revisit theseene
of lust night's tragedy ; but at this poiut the
gardener stopped him,

«I beg your pardon, Mr. Redmayne,” ho said
—* of course you're not a strunger—but I've
had strict orders from the police, and I'm
obliged to act by them. Nobudy is to go into
the park to-day.” .

« Why not 7"

- 4] don't know the why or ths whereforo;
butit'sthe polico that give the order, and we're
all bound to-abide by it.”

# Of courso. It doesn't matter; I'm not cu-
rious about the business. But if a@y ono wus
suspected, or taken to prison, or anything of
that kind, I should like to know, You might
gend some ons down to Bricrwood and lot me
know.” °

word if anything happens.”
A lud camo up at thismoment, bursting with

self-iimportanco—the rapture of possessing

you? What the devil Lring, yon here l»hih'l

wnyne; o nnn shot Jike a rabbit; that's ;

He won't get 8o much honour !

«Vory well, Mr. Redmayne; I'll send you

"formation as yei unshared by these village.

worthies, The men recognized him by his

(aspeet - 1e benrer of tidings,

. "% W, Jim, any more nows 7

| #1 should think there were” repliel the
' youth, swelling ns he spoke, ¢« They've been
and fouud the gun as it was done with.”

“Ah ! said Mr, Bond, # they've found the
| gun, have they 7 Then the rest is casy work,
They’ll soon find the mun that fired it.”?

! He watched Richurd Redinnyne meditatively
fas he walked away from the gates and along
; the white high-rond,

i “Strange that he should take such an inter-
est in the business as to waunt a special message
sent him, isn't it 7” he remarked.

‘% Yes, it is, Bond,” replied Mr. Perkis ; ¢ but
since he come home from Australia there ain't
a stranger man going than Rick Redmayuc,
It's that Dlessed gold out yonder ns turns their
braing, that's my belief. It ain't natural that
; & nn should dig gold out of the earth, just as
{ il it was mangold-wurzel, and if o man goes
ugaingt  nature, he must expect to puy the
penndty of his opposition.?

% True” cjacalated Mr, Bond.  ©In the
swead of his brow-—that's what the Scripiure
suys s there’s nothing abont gold-digging and
hundred-weight nuggets there,”

CHAPTER XLIIIL,

4 YES, DROTHER, CURSE WITH ME THAT BALEFUL
unr?

Auawful gloom and silence, as of the grave

itself, had fallen upon Clevedon 1Iall, No
merry click of billiard-balls, no little gushes of
silvery luughter, no bass accompaniment of
masculine voices, blending with and sustaining
the sweet fuminine trebles; no dashing per-
formance of Chupin gnd Schulofl on the grand
piano in the drawing-room; no melodious
tinkling of waltzes on the smaller pianos in
upper  chambers  conseerated  to  the fairer
guests ; no tlatter of silken draperies in halls
and on staircises ; noue of that pleasing bustle
which pervades n house full of guests; only
dusky rvooms, from which the sunlight was
scrupulously banished—only glovm aad silence
amd horror and despair,
The majority of Lady Clevedon's visitors had
alrendy taken to themsclves wings, and de-
parted by the earliest morning trains, leiving
scared maids and unwilling valets to bring
their belongings after them,  Who could care
to linger on o scene that had Leen defiled by
the red hand of murder 2 "T'he line old Eliza-
bethan mansion, smiling in the clear morning
light across a broad sweep of dewy lnwn, secin-
ed to those departing guests like a monstrous
charnel-house, behind whese stately walls there
lurked all the unutterable horrors of the grave.
‘The visitors fled as soon as possible after day-
break, leaving cpistles grateful and sympn-
thetic for the host or hostuss as the case might
-be, feeling sure that, at sueh n time, dear Lady
Clevedon would rather be alone, and so on, and
50 0N, :

“ Fyrad, you gee, if a fellow stopped, he might
find himsplf ageused ofy the murder,” said Cap-
tain  Hardwood c:’uli&‘cmiull y td the fidus
Achates of thivmonrt: 1 think | shall Took
out for kome German Spa, where the extradition
treaty doesn’s hold rood, or chiarter n two hun.
dred ton yacht and do the Svuth Sen Islands.
['m told there's no end of fun to be had in the
Pa itic.”

The levedon servants had Dbeen swift to
clear away all trees of the festival that had

me to s evil an ending,  Faded garlands

J been whisked into chaox, gay draperics and
decorations gathered up intw bundles and car-
ried away, and the rooms looked grand and
solemn in their dusky emptiness.  ‘I'he mur.
dered man  lay upsairs in the bedehamber
whivh he had ovcupied as a guest, and a bed
had been hastily put up for his wife in the
dressing—room adjolning.  Here she sat alone
—an awful slatue-like figure, with a fuce as
white as t at hidden face in the next room—
sat with hands locked on her kace, and fixed
eyes looking into space.

Lady Clevedon had oftered to bear her com-
pany through that distmanl night and in that
dreary hopeless nootutrde—had even implored
permission to sit with her, standing outside the
door, and plending with tears, ¢ Dear Mrs, Har-
cross, do let me be with you., I won't speak, I
won't worry you; only let me sit by your side.”
Augusta only shook her head and motioned
dumbly to hermaid to answer for her, Tallion,
the maid, she suticred to be with her, as she
wonld have suffered a dog—a creature whose
presence or absence could make no ditference,

S ¢ had seen him laid upon his bed at mid-
night; had stood quictly by while the surgeons
examined his wounds; had refused to be bun-
ished from that death-chamber with so stern a
resolution, that they had been obliged to suc-
cumb and let her stay ; and when all wasdone,
she wandered to and fro between the rooms,
or sut silent ns sho was sitting now, like hu-
manity transformed into marble. How fondly
how entirely she had loved him! She hmi
known always that he was very dear to her,
but not till now huad she estimated the full
force of her passion. She had lived her own
life—had choseu for hersclf an existence of
dressing and visiting and receiving, had made
her public and official career the all-absurbing
business of her life—~and yet she had loved this
man with all her heart aud soul,  Only she
had kopt her affection under lock und key, ina
cold cantioun spirit; she had feared to trust
him with the whole sum of her love, any more
than she trusted him with her fortune; she
had kept her heart sottled upon herself, as it
were, for her own separate use and mainten-
ance. It was cnougls for him to know that she
had condvscended to become his wife, that he
wns not obnoxious to her. The passion, the
depth, the ardor of her love she held in re-

sorve,

She thought of all this now that he was dead
and knew that she had chieated him, and had
cheated herself even more utterly—chented
herself of the love she might have won had
she been generous cnough to confess her own
fondnuss, less intent upon receiving her own
due, Icss anxious to measure her tenderness by
his affection, und even thon to give him some-
what short measure. He was dead; and it
scomed to her now as ifhe had made up the sum
of her existence, as if this one figure, of which
at the best she had seen very little, bad filled
her world ; thut the dressing nnd visiting had
been the merost formul, the petty filling-up
of ompty spaces in her life, all subservient to
her lova for him aud her pride in him,  She
knew now how fondly she had built on his
future—the distinction he was to win for her,

in- | the pinuacle thuy were 10 veeupy side by side

in days to come. TIe was gone,and the future
was o blunk.  # What am I without him?” she
arked herself pitcously. Her youth and wenlth
and beauty gounted as nothing now that he
WK 10 more, .

His loss was in itself o calamity so over-
whelming that, in this first stage of her grief
at least, sho thought little of the muwnner in
which lio had died.” The one fact that he was
taken from her filled her miud to the exclusion
of every other consideration, How was sh+ to
live without him ? That was the all-absorb-
ing queslion,  Accustomed from bLubyhood to
consider hersclf the beginning and end of eren-
ation—or, at lenst, of 50 much of creation ns at
all concerned her — ghe thought now of this
awful event only as it affccted her own inter-
e¢sts and her own feclings. She thought—yes,
even in this first day of her widowhoodl,
while she sat speuchless, the very type and
imnge of despnir—she thought of the house in
Mastodon-crescent, and how uscless its splin-
dours would be to her henceforward. Could
she bring the lights of the legal world, the
stars and celebritivs of the town, to that luxn-
rious mansion 7 Could ske give dinuers that
should be tulked about, or niake her cordon bleu
an aid to her ascent of Fortune's lndder? Alas,
no, the light was extinguished, She was only
arich widow, whom the world — suying per-
chance some few adventurous spirits in need of
rich wives—would surcly hasten to forget. It
had been a plensanat thing to fancy Hubert Har-
cross only an nttendant upon her steps, best
known as the husband of the  handsome Miss
Vallory ; but in this awful hour of enlighten-
ment, 1t dawned upon her that it was she who
lad been the satellite.,

The preparation of the bud in the dressing-
room had been lost labour, Not onee during
that dismal night did Mrs, arcross lic down,
although Tullion implored her to try to 1est a
little—to sleep, if pussible,

“Don't worry me!” she exclaimed impa-
tiently, with hot duy lips that would searcely
shape the words, T am not very likely to
sleep for months to come.?

At noon on the duy after the murder, Sir
Francis came to beg for a brief interview,
There was o tiny boudoir opening out of the
dressing-room, & mere slip of a rovwn, which
had once been an oratory, but was now fur-
nished with a couple of tapestricd arm-chairs,
& writing-tuble in the window, and a dainty
little Lookcase. Sir Francis begged that he
might sce Mrs. Harcross for a few minutes in
this room. After some carrying to and fro of
messages by Tallion, and after at first posi-
tively refusing to see any one, she cousented
with a weary air, and rose to go to the room
where Sir FFrancts was waiting for her.

“ Youwll put on a fresh morning dress, won't
you, ma'am?" gasped ‘Tullion, aghast at the
idea of her mistress appearing in  tumbled
muslin and crushed valenciennes, even at this
Juncture; but Mrs, Harcross put her aside im-
putiently, and went into the boudoir, a ghost-
like figure, inlimp white robes, with loose hair
falling on her shoulders.

Sir Francig was standing by the open win-
dow, darkencd hy closed Venetinn shutfers,

tempered with shadow,

“ My dear Mrs, Harcross,)” he said gently,
#we are all so sorry for you, I have no words
to express what we feel ; and words are so idle
at such a time,  But I thought it best, cven at
the risk of puining you, to plead for tuls inter-
view, There are some things that must be
spoken about and that crnnot be spoken of too
soon.”

“ 0 God!” she cried, looking at him fixedly,
with despairing cyes, # you are so like him 1”

“Good heavens!” thought Sir Francis,
# what @ dolt I wus to forget the likeness! 1
ought not to have come near her yet awhile,”

e placed a chair for her by the open win-
dow.

« Let my likencss to your lost hnsband con-
stitute a claim upon your fricudship,” T snid,
‘and trust in my carnest desire, my determi-
nation, to see justice done upon his assassin,
L want you to help us in this, if you can. Yon
may be able to furnish some clue to this most
mysterfous erime,  Had your husband any
eneiny ? Do you know of auy onc he can have
oftended—any one desperate enough to du such
a deed 77

% No,” she answered, “I know of no onc
whom he had ever injured. I never heard
that he had an enemy. But I know that he
had o dislike to coming to this place, and 1
made bim come.”

4 He had a dislike to coming here 77

« He objected strongly, and had good reasons
for his objection, though I cannot tell them to
you, ie had trusted me in the first in-
stance, if he had only told me the (ruth at
once, we should not huve come. But I Lrought
him here against his will—brought him to
meet his death.”

Sir Francis looked at her wonderingly,
half-inclined to think her mind was wander-
ing.

“You can give me no clue, then, dear Mrs.
Harcross 7 he asked gently,

# None.”

#Then we must work on without your help.
The police bave been busy since daybrewk ;
they have communicated with the stations all
along the line, and any suspicious-looking per-
son will be stopped. We have telegraphed to
Scotland-yard for a couple of detectives, and 1
have telegraphed to Ryde for Ar. Vallory, I
thought you would like to have your father
with you at such a time,’

“ My father can do no good here,” said Au-
gusta listlessly ; and then she went on with a
sudden intensity of tone and manner, “ Yes,
you must find out who murdered hin, It is
your duty,”

« My dear Mrs. Harcross, I fecl that most
deeply, My friend and my guest has been
foully murdered within half a mile of my
house, within the boundary-wall of my home.
Do you think that I can do less than feel my-
self bound to sec him avenged 7

Augusts Harcross smiled—a strange bitter
smile,

::l You have good rcason to feel that,” sho
snid.

There was a short silence, It was so im-
possible to say anything of a consolatory na-
ture—a death so sudden, so awful—g man
stricken down by an unscen hand in the very
flower and pride of his life—there sceemed no
room for comfort. The common phrases, the
pious banalities with which friends try to be-
guile the mournor, would have been worse
than idle here, As well might the consoler
have approached Calphurnia while her dead

Ceosar still lay bundled in his bloody mantle
, the base of the statue us scek to murmur

throwgh which the summer light stole softly, {

soothing gentonees to this lonely woman whom
sudden doom hnd widowed.

“1t is very hard to be obligrd to speak of
this, Mrs, Harcross,” began Sir Francis, hesi-
tating a little, although he had come prepared
to spenk of this very thing ; #but there is the
question of the funcral to be decided, and -
that promptly. Where would you wish your
husband to be burfed 27

She gave a little cry of angnish, and covered
her fuce with her hands; but after a fow min-
utes replied very calmly,

. “1n our family vault at Kensal-green ; there
is no other place. My mother is buried there,
I hope to be buried there myself.?

“1I¢ has no family grave of his own—with
his pcople, I mean—whera he would have
wishI::d t,:o lie ? Sir Francis inquired.

(1 \ AR

“And you wonld not like him to be buried
at Kingsbury, where the Clevedons, excopt my
fathier, are all buried 7

% O no, no.”

% Thut will do, dear.Mrs. Harcross. I need
torment yon with no further questions. Mr.
Vallory~—your cousin  Weston, I mean—has
been most indefutigable ; and I know you will
trust him and me with all minor details.”

He lingered to say o few words in praise of
the dead man, tonching gently on his social
wnd prolvssional value, and the manner in
which his loss would be felt, and then begged
most enrnestly that Georgic might come to sit
with the mourner,

“ You know you have always been fond of
hery" he said, “and she is devoted to you, and
is really mude quite miscerable by your refusal
to sce her 1 do not say that she would com-
fort you, but her compuny would be better
tlun this awful solitude. Or if you would
come to her room—that would Dbe better
still.”

#You ure very good; but I'd rather be
wlone—I'd rather bo with him.” This with a
piteous glance towards the darkened chamber
where the duewl luy,

¢ But, dear Mrs. Harcross, you would be so
much better away from these rooms, There
will be people coming by and by—the coroner
und others—people who must come. Pray be
perstided.”?

% No,” she answered doggedly ; ¢ nothing can
malic bis denth seem worse to me than it does
uow, I would rather stay.”

Sir Francis pleaded still farther, but in vain,
and finally left her, full of pity, and painfully
impressed with the futility of all endeavour to
console,

He wenl away, and in the corridor met
Georgie, whom he had scarcely seen since yes-
terday's luncicon,  He had been up all night
in conference with the police and other local
nuthorities; or talking over the details of the
night's tragedy with Captain Hardwood and
two or three others who had congregated in the
smoking—room, averse to the solitude of their
own chunbers,

“Poor Ilarcross! the last kind of fellow
you'd have expected to go off in that way,”
said the Captain, as if Mr. Harcross had dicd of
apuplexy,

“ Haves you seen her ?” asked Georgie ;. gnon -

Anguasta,

“ PPoor soult O Francis, it is so drendful for
ber, and itis doubly dreadful to me” "They
were standing in the morning-room, where
they had gone while Sir Francis was tolling
hisx story, the room in which she had waited
for her husband vainly yesterday evening,
longing for that explanation which had not
yet come.

& My darling,” suid Sir Francis tenderly, « I
know it is @ hard trial for you; but how much
hader it inust be for herl”

& 0 Fracis, it it ind been you!”  That was
a position which he was hardly able to imagine,
so he only shrugged his shoulders with a
melancholy air, ¢ And it might have been
you,' his wifc went on, 4 it might have been
you,"

%« Well, I really don’t see how I could have
been the vietimy, my dear. There must have
been some motive, you know, however inade-
quitle.  Poor Harcress must have done some- -
thieg to proveke the scoundrel’s animosity —
some man he had unwittingly ruined perhaps
Ly winning a law suit against him. There are
fullows capuble of brooding upon an imaginary
wrong of that kind till they lash themsclves
into mudness.”

“ What if he were the viotim of an ersor,
Franeis?  What if the murderer mistook him
for you

¢ Alistook him for me, Georgic? What are
you deeaming about? Why should anybody
want fo murder me 7

“ Huve you never done anything to provoke
any oue's hate, Frank—years ago, when you
were more reckless, perhaps, than you are
now ? Is there no secret of your pust life that
occurs to you with alarm at such a time as
this? lave you nothing to fear, nothing to re-
gret? You bave said sometimes that you have
told me all tho history of your life; but was
there not one page you kept hidden, one sad
dishonourable passage that you could not bear
moe to know? O my dearest, be truthful to
me! Nothing that you have done in the
no sin of the past or of the present, could les-
sen my love for you. Tell me the truth,
Frank, cven now, late as it is}”

« Upon my word of honour, Georgie, I don't
in the faintest degree understand the drift of
all this. I have told you everything about
myself. I have never kept a seoret from you,
cither great or small,”

«T'hen you have never provoked the hatred
of Richard Redmmayne? You were never at
Bricrwood 7"

# Where is Brierwood? I don't oven know
that.” :

# O Frank, your faco looks so true, and yet
it was your fhee in the locket that man showed
me; the face of his daughter’s lover.?

«What locket? what daughter? Really,
Georgie, it is really too bad to bewilder me in
this way.” .

« Mr, Redmayne accuses you of having rue
away with his daughter, and he showvod me &
locket with your miniature.” o

# Accuses moe of runnlt_z% away with his
daughter! And whon, pray 1*

¢ Iive years ago.” .

¢« And from . Bricrwood in Kent, I suppose.
When you ought to know that I was never in
Kent at all till [ came home last year, and
never had a mininture painted before the one
that was done for you.. Upon my honour,
Uceorgie, our domestic lifo is not likely to be
vory pleasant, if you avoe going to apring this
kind of mino undor my foet occasionally.”

(Z2'0 be oontinued.) .

which Sir Francis deseribed his interviow with~—" "




