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st clover-lookIng’ man,  Attracted by tuoupright wall
of forchead, which literally overbalanced tho propor
tions of Iis face, they scarcely obscured tho delicacy
ofliis othor features, The clear patlor of his complexion,
tho subtile monlding of his moutl and chin, wero alto-
guther disregarded by those superficinl observors.
Lven hin oyes, large, brown, luminous as they were,
o=t much of their splendour beneath that superincum.
bent weight of brow. His age was thirty-cight; but
he looked older. 1138 hiair was thick nnd dark, and
eprinkled lightly here and thero with silver. Though
slender he was particularly well made—so well made,
that it seermed impossiblo to him 10 move ungracefully.
i+ hauds were whito and supple; his voico Jow; his
manner gravoe and polished. A very keen and prue-
tiscd eye might, perhaps, have detected a singularsub.
current ot nervous excitabalhity Leneath that gravity
and pulish-=a nervous excitability which it had been
the busines of W ilhaw Trefatden’swholelife toconquer
aml conceal, and which none of those around him wero
Lavatersenoughtodiscover. The ice ofastudicd reserve
had effectually crusted over that tire.  His own clerks,
who raw lam daiy for threo hundred and thirtcen
dreary days in every deear, year, had no more notion
wf their emplay ers uaier ife than tho veriest strangersy
who brashied past him along the narrow footway ot
Chaucery-lane.  They saw Lt only as others saw him,
‘They thought of lnm only as othiers thought of hiwm.
They knew that ho had a profound and extensive
huonled ze of lus prefesgion, antronwill, ani aain-
exhiaastible reserve of cnergzv.  They Knew that
he woull a1t chased to Iis desk for twelve and
fourteen honrs at a time, when thero was urgent busi-
ues to be done.  They knew that hinwore a shabby
cnat, lunched every day on a couple of dry biscuits,
e ko friends, accepted noinvitations, and kKept his
praate adiiress adead seeret, even from hisheadclerk.
To thein Le was a grase, plodding, careful, cleverman,
somew hiat parsumonious asto his expenditare, provok.
ingly reticent asto lus private lhabits, and evidently
boat an the accumutation of riches. They were about
as carpet o thesr ! as the lave of cardi-
aals which clected Popo Sixtus the Fifth for ne other
merits than lus supposed aze and infirmitics,

Lot in anxious thonght, William Trefalden fat at
his doak, in the same attitude, titl dusk camo on, and
1helsmps wore lishted in the thoroughfare below. Once
or twice lie sizhtd, or stirred uncacily; but his cyes
never wandered from their fixed stare, and his head
wasnever lifted from his hands.  Atlength hoscemed
to come to a sudden resolution. He arose, rang tho
bell, erumnpled up the memorandum which he had
wrilten according to Mr. Dehren’s instructions, and
flung it into the five.

Tho dvor opened, and a red-headed clerk made his
appearance.

* Letiny office Iamp bo brought,*’ said Mr Trefalden,
s and ask Mr. Keckiwitel to step this way.”

Thie clerk vanishied, and was succeeded by Mr. Reck-
witch, who came in with the light in his hand.

** I'ut the shado over it, heckwiteh,” exclaimned Mr,
Trefalden, impaticntly, as tho glare fell full upon his
face. *It's cnough to Llind onet*

Thehead clerk obeyed slowly, looking athisemployer
all the while from beneaths bis eyelashies,

* You seut for me, sir?"* ho asked, huskily,

o wasashortfat, pallid man,with no moreneck than
2 Schicdam bottle, His cyes wero small and almost
colourless. J1is cars had hield #0 many generations of
pens that they stood out from hislicad Iike the handles
of a classic vase: and his voico was always husky.

“Yes. Do you kuow where to lay your kand upon
that ald copy of my great-grandfather's will?"

“Jacodb Trefalden of DBasinghall-street, seventeen
hundred and sixty?*

Mr. Trefalden nodded.

The head clerk took the subject into placid consider
ation and drammed thoughtfully with his fat fingers,
upon the most prominent portion of Lis walstcaas.

* Well, sir,” he admitied, afier a brief pause, 1
won't say that I may not Leadblo to find it

** Do sgo, if yon pleace. Whoisin the office?”’

** Oaly Mr. Gorkin.”

** DesireGorkin to run act and feich me aContinen.
2] Bradshaw.”

Mr. Keckwiteh retired; despatehied tho red-headed
clerk: ok dawn 2 ducty deed-box from a atil) dustier
comer cupboard; brought forth the old yellow parch-
went for which Wis employer hiad just inquired, ana
slipped the s2me within the 1id of his desk. Harvlog
done thie, hio 200k the armfal of moaldy deeds from
another sheif of the same copboard, and Jittered them

all about the deskand floor, Justas ho had completed
theso arcangoments, Gorkin returned, breathless, with
tho volumo in his hand, and Mr. Keckwitch took itin.

# Aud tho copy?” eaid Mr, Trefalden, without lifting
Bis eyes from an old book of maps over which bo was
bending.

* 1 am lookl=g for it, sir,’’ replicd the head clerk.

* Very good:”’

¢ Gorkinay go, I suppose, sir? It's morethan half
past dves

¢ Of course; and you too, when youhave found the
deed.”

My, Keckwiteh retired again, released tho grateful
Gorkin, placed himself at his desk, and proceeded with
much deliberations to read tho will.

*Whnt'a at tho bottom of it?* mattered e, pre-
sently, as hie paused withone fat inger on tho opening
gentence. ¢ What's wrong? Something. I hicard it
in hisvoice, I sawit in his face. And ho knewl
should sce ¢, too, when he called out about the shade.
What is it2 What's hopeering into thoso about? Wy
doces lie want this copy ? 1o never asked for it before.
There ain’t n farthing coming to him, 1 know. I've
read it beforo.  But Il read it again for all that. A
masn can never kuow too much of hisemployer'sprivate
afrirs. Not much chanco of learning a great deal of
Lis cither. Countounded privato hie keeps “emn.”

11e read on alittlo further, and then paused agatn,

** Why did he send for that Contineutal Bradshaw?”
he questioned to umself, < Why can I zo, too,when
thero's plenty to be duno here, and o kuows it? ko
wantsme gono-why? Whero's be goin‘himacif? What's
e up to? Abel Keekwitels, Abel Kecknitch, my best
of fricuds Keep your right eye open!”

And with this apostropho he returned to the deed,
and proceeded twith it sedulously,

¢ Weil, Keekwiteh,' cried Jr. Trefalden, from the
inner room, ** have you found tho copy 7"

« Not yet, gir,” replied the trusty fellow, who swas
then rather more than halfuay through it. ¢ But I've
turned out a boxful of old parchments, 2ud I think
shall be suro——"" '

* Enough. Louk closcly for it, and bring itassoon
as it turns up.”’

o It will tum up,” murmured Mr. Jeckwiteh, ** as
soon as I havo finished it.”

Atd g0 it did, about five minotes after, when Al
Reckwiteh wado Ins appearanco with it at his mas-
ter's door,

*TFound? That's right!" exclaimed the lawyer, put
ting out his hand cagerly.

** J won't besure, sir, till Fou've looked atit,” replied
the head clerk, with becoming modesty.

JMr. Trefalden's fingers closed on the document, but
his eres flashed keenly juto the Justreiess orbs of MMr.
Abe! Keckwitelh, and rested there a moment before
thiey reverted fnto tho cndorscment.

“ Humph!" said he, in a elightly altered tone.
* Yes—it's quite right, thank you. Good night.”

* Good night, sir.”

Alr. Trefaldenlooked after him snspicionsly, andcon-
tinued to do g0, cven when the door liad been closed
batween them,

“The man's false,” sald he. ¢ Norne but spleshave
20 little curidsity. I shonldn't wonder if he's read
every line.”

Then he ro<e, locked the door, trimmed tho lamp,
distniseed tho subiect from his thoughts, and began to
read the will.  A» he read, Lis browdarkened, and his
Lip grew siern. I'resently hio pushied the doed aside,
and jotted down row after row of cyphicrs on & pirce
ofblotting paper.  Then hic went back to thodeed, ard
hack sgain to the cypliers, and every moment the frown
settled deeper and deeper on hie brow,  Sach acom.
plex tratn of hopes and doubts, epecalations and eale
criations as wero traversing tho mazes of that baxy
Lrain! Sometimes ho pondened in ailence. Some-
times he mustered through his teeth; but fo Inaudibly,
that had there even been a listener at tho door (as
perhaps thero was), thatdistener woald not havo been
assliable the wiser,

He took up a little almanac printed on a card, and
cast up the weeks between tho fourth of Marchand tho
thied of April.  Thero wero not quito five. Not quite
five weeks to the expiration ot this long, long centary,
during which Jacodb Trefalden's half million had been
accumulating, interest upon {nterest—doring which
whole generations hiad been born, and lived, and had
pasted amay? Good llcavens! to whatasom it had
grown, It ladamonnted now to nino million five han-
dred and 6fy-two thomsand four hundred and odd

pounds! YWords—rmere words! His bralo refused to

realizo them. 1o might as woll iave tried to realize
tho distanco botwreen tho sun and the cartl, And this
glgantic boquest was to bo divided botween a chiarity
andan helr. 3alft Even tho lalfbaflled him., Even
tho hnlf scomed too vast to couvey any tangible tdea (¢
his mind, Even tho half amounted to four million
roven hundred and seventy-six thourand two hundred
and odd pounds,  FPshiaw} beth were eo inconcejvable
that thic one produced no more effect upon his inmu.gie
uation than tho other,

Ho tovk up his pen, and mado rapid calculation.
Supposing it wero taken /s an income at fivo percent?
Ha! one could grasp that, at all cvents. It would pro-
duco about two hundred and thirty.cight thousand
pounds ayear. Two hundred and thirty-cight thou.
sand & year! Asplendid revenue, truly; yet less than
the fncome enjoyed by many an English nobleman; and
nuotone penpy more than might bo very casily and plea-
eantly epent by even a poor desil of an attorney like
himself!

It mizht havo been his owa that princely heritago—
nay, would have been, but for the cursed accident of
Lirth! It might have been his; and now to whom
would it fall? 7o a stranger—an aliecn—probably to
an uncultivated boor, ignurant of the very lauguage of
his forefathers! O, the Litter injustico ofit! Had
not he at least as fatr a right to this wealth?  Did not
he stand precigely in the samo degreo of relationslup
10 tho giver of it? By what law of natural justico was
the descendant of the eldestson to rer el fn superfluity,
while he, the descendant of tho youngest, stood oun tho
brink of ruin? lad it eren been left for division
between the survivors, both inight have been rich; but
NOW——

He rose, pale and agitated, aosd paced restlessiy
about the room.

But nortr, wad it not evident that this beir was his
bomn foe and despoiler, and ad he not the right to
bate him? Was not tho haud of tie desperato wan
sgalost all men, even from the very besiunine? but
was it not first raiscd 2zainst those who havo wronged
him the decpest? William Trefaiden was aa desperato
man. Had ho not appropriated that tweunty-fivo
thousand pounds paid over to him by Lord Castle-
towers tiwo years 830, for tho liquidation of the mort-
gage, and did not rin and discovery stare him in tho
face? Having hazarded nameandsafety oa ope terrible
dio known only to bitasclf, sbould ho now bhesitate to
declare war upon Lis encty, who was the posscssor of
millions?

o smiled a strange smilo of power and defianco,
and ran his finger along the black {ues on the map.
From Dover to Calais—from Calals, by train to Basle
—Baslo to Zurich—~Zurich to Chur. At Chur thomall,
ways terminate. It could not bo far beyond Char wherp
theso emigrant Trefaldens diwwelt. 1t svould take him
threo days to get there, perhaps threo and 8 haif—-pere
haps four. Ic would start to-morrovw.

His decision onco taken, William Trefalden becamo
in 2 moment cool and methodical as ever. Al trace
of excitement vanished from hisface, asa breath clears
from tho surface of 8 mirror. Ie thrust the Bradahaw
in liis pocket, ecribbled a hasty note to his head clerk,
carcfully burncd the cyphered blotting-paper in tho
flamo of thelamp, snd watched it expire among the
dead ashes in the fireplace; Jocked dis desk; tried the
fastenings of tho safe; glanced ot tho clock, aud pre-
parcd to be gone.

« A quarter to seven already ' exclaimed he, asho
unlocked thodoor. *I shall bo too Iate to-night?”’

o had gpoken aloud, believing himself alone, but
stopped at the sight of Mr. Kecky .teh, busily writing.

*You here, Keckwiteh ! hiesald, frowning. **Jtold
you you might go.”*

« You did, sir,” replied tho seribe, placidly; **dut
{here was Heywood snd Bennett'sdeed of partaership
tobe dratwn up, so Xwould not takeadvantaze of your
Tindncss.”

Trefalden Uit hisdip.

¥ had Just writtea o line to yor,” ho ssid, ** to et
you know that I am going ont oftown for a fortnight.
Forward all lctters marked private.””

**Where to, sic?*

# You will find theaddress hero.”

And Mr. Trefalden toseed the noto down mnon the
clerk’s desk, and tarncd towarda tho door.

* Glad you'ro going to allow yourselfa lttle pleasuro
for once, sir,” observed Ar. Reckwitch, without the
fintest gleam of surpriso or curiosity on his impassive
countenznce. ‘*Begging pardon for the liberty.”

iz cmployer hesitated for an jnstant before repry

ing.



