THE BANKER'S GRANDCHILDREN

<My dear boy,” Leigh said, ‘“do not let
us speak or think of the past now. You
have atoped by fully confessing, the
while you were nearly certain that, for
the mao whom you supposed to be your
arapdfather, to know you guilty of gam-
bling with one of London's wildest yoang
scapegraces, would be almost cerlain to
-result {n calling down oo you his deepest
anger.”’

Ernest broke iu pleasantly. )

‘‘Yes, Jarv, let us think no more about
disagreeable things, or of shutting your-
self up to perish of dalluess in that great
rambling old house of yours away in
Kent; and dou’t descant upon our mag-
nanimity, but come back to Maplewood,
and let us all be happy,” he said, cheer-
fally.

Jarvis suppressed a dreary little sigh.
To the knowledgze of the world, there
was no dishonour at.ached Lo his pame;

I

“Not a word. my boy, not a word of
that,”” the banker exclaimed, pressing
the young man's hand agaia; $*hut [ see
yoa're looking weary, aud Ernestis wait-
ing to go with yon to vour old room.
There, take him along, FErnest.”

He turned then to kiss his grand.
daughter, and shake his son’s hand.

“And what of Mrs. Wilioughhy 7—
where is she ®” he Inquired, as Frnest
and Jarvis disappeared.

‘[ have mauy things to tell you which,
as Glepcora remarked. -vill take som:
time to relate,” sai-l Leigh: “ let us go
to the library.”

“But not uutil you are rested and have
had some refrestunent, Leigh,’’ the old
gentleman said.

“I am-not tired vor as famished as Miss
Willoughby has been declaring herselt
during the last two hours of our journey :
and my miod is struggling under so pro-

and, if he waa not the rich banker's?digious a load that I am anxious to re-

grandson, he helieved now that tae
woman who had usurped another’s place,

»

lieve it at once,” said Leigh.
They went-to the library accordiagly :

for the greed of wealth was not, as he at and Leigh Chessom informed his father
first—as well as others -believed his of Agatha Willoughby's death, and the
mother. . . singular circumstances therewith con-

But a sweet girlish face was ever ris- nected. :
The banker’s astouishment and per-

ing before his sightless eyes; anud Birdie-
Wylde’s sweet voice was ever souunding plexity may be miore easily imagined than
in his ears.- If he was not a penniless described.
outcast, he thought bitterly, he was blind  ““Am I really to understand that Mrs.
—a mere helpless mole. It would be Willoughby's children have been deceiv-
madness for him to dream of loviog Lady ed into believing that she is not their
Bozenthal’s bright, beautiful daughter, mother?” he asked,half in bewilderment.
henceforth. : ‘“/Really and traly. dear father,” Leigh
It was nightfall, after & somewhat told him.. “Itis a painfully complicated
tedious journey, when our party reached affair.”
Maplewood. . i He drew a document from his pocket
Mr. Chessom met them with some book.
surprise; and Glencora, as she was pass-  ‘“Here is the confession which, with
jag up the stair case paused to exclaim:  her dying treath, Mrs. Willoughby
“I don’t wonder that you look aston- affirmed to be a true one; and her last
ished, to behold ws here again, my dear act was to sign to it a [fictitious name
Mr.Chessom—she ecould not to say grand | which she positively. asserted to be her
" papa—but the most astonishing things' reslname.”
have bappened. It will take a whole'  ‘ Aed inhcr last moments then, Mrs.
week,  I’'m sure, for your son to explain Willougbby deliberately perjured herself.
all that occured in just oue day. Come, Leigh, ought you have permitted it 2"’
_ Artimese. Gracious! how dreadfully’ “I did so sorely against my will,”
" jaded I feel,”” and the young lady went Leigh answered. ‘‘At first, like your-
on to her dressing room. “self, I was horritled ; but her wild, appeal-
« My poor boy.’how sorry I am for' inglook,inher passionale entreaty,forced
this misfortune which has befallen you,”’ ; me to accede, partly from pity, and main-
Mr. Chessom sa‘d, clasping Jarvis Wil-!ly from fear lest, if I refused, a sudden
loughby warmly by the hand. iand violent death might be the result.
«“And so you are as generously for-|But I row sincercly regret my weak-
giving as your grandson, Mr, Chessom | ness.”
1t is more—much more—than I deserve! Mabel—for she was stil! called so, old
or hoped for,” Jarvis said humbly. | Mr. Chessom deglari '» that he should




