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ÉhseSe packed up ber boxes, not

-W .,iOt..t * i*-atuêid sacer from
Xi 0 SSWImtôld her- that she4went .eu t richû, than she came," and
a!r ç "I t#t jàY should g o by car-
; ,, crt tro~ he z 'Fleetwood

to ~r~y> i>~X acïrttin day.
t eôésh absÔlutely left the

~laee Sbe W.,ad rrangéd ta ,sieep two
u* tst the bouse of Janpe Carl ax,

an oid fiend of bers wbo lived in theI
"'e' bamigt of Fleetwood, and who
tieated 'Margaret> ilrnost as if she
weiie a kinswoman of her own. She
Was 'rathèr- startled to find that
Nicholas had dismissed Sally the maid

:the day before.
."But you will be left without- a

servant in the. house, Nicholas,", she
said.

"! don't want womenfolk--m
aftswered ber, morôsely. "There is
Bill Barley can corne ini and clean up,
and I shahl cook my own food. As
1 told you before, 1 arn going to seli
the whiole place as soon as 1 can find
anyone to take it off my hands. 1
arn closing tonight."

"I arn very sorry," said Margaret,
almost under ber breath; but Nîchol-
as' look of sour incredulity made ber
resolve to say no more. "Good-bye,
Nichdlas," she said, turning.towards
him as she heft the house with some
of ber smaller possessions gatbered in
one band. "You will shake hands
with me before 1 go?"

"No," he said, stepping back and
putting his hands in his pockets. "I
'e.on't; but l'il take a kiss, if you like
to give me one."
- Margaret besitated. She had given
hîrn a kiss many times before, in thedays when they had looked upon each
other aq brother and sister; but she
was little inclined to show such fa-
rniliarity now. Still, she was eaving,
and it was for the last time, and she
Liad loved bis father and mother well,
-o, after a moment's besîtation, she
said: "I will kiss you good-bye if you
like, Nicholas," and turned ber face
flpwards for the parting salute.

But she was sorry afterwards that
Ehe had done so, for Nicholas threw
his arms around ber, and kissed ber
repeatedhy, then alrnost tbrew ber
from him, and, turning away, said in
a harsh voice: "Go, go, I tell you. I
have seen the last of you in this
bouse. It will be a very different
î lace when we meet again."

She could flot tell what he meant,
and she was only anxious to get
away. She actuahly ran from the old
bouse wbere she had once been so
happy and was glad wben she left it
far behind ber, and felt convinced that
Nicholas was flot following ber. The
clasp of bis arms and tbe touch of bis
lips on ber cheek seerned to ber like
some terrible nightmare, and she
shuddered at the very thougbt of ever
entering her old borne again.

As soon as Margaret bad left tbe
bouse, Nicholas closed the door and
locked it. She bad gone out from a
side entrance, from wbichi a passage
led to the bar-parlor and private sit-
ting-room. Nicholas proceeded to
hock aIl the doors wbicb communicat-
ed with the bar-parlor, so that, al-
though the inn door itself stood open
%vith an inviting air, there was no
ptossbility that any unwary visitor
should stray beyond the precincts of
the bar itself. He had sent Sally
zway, and bad dismissed one or two
men wbo generally hung about the
b'tck premises, although tliis fact
Mlargaret did flot know. And be bad

given out that he should close the
bouse that evening, and neyer open
ît. agaîn. As be expected, this an-
nouincement brougbt a number of old
customiers that afternoon and even-
irg. But very few of thern staved
long, seeîng that there was notbing in
the landlord's sut hy face to induce
illei to relinaîiand the swe et-voiced
Margaret n~as absent. As the after-i
noon went ilîcir nihers grew very
thin, and N icli-las h t<h lei,ýire tinue 1
to eniploy bîhi tuf i a rat lier mldd
picce of work, I -lie\V hiiîîii 1
frum the back prec'e aic-. ii t i. or
kcgs and casks, w\hI ,l ).IlleI

in the sitting-roonu nj , ii
ther portions of the 1 1, i

scant attention to the il
wl'iro came in during tlin n

lea in t eniIoC' 1n- hu 1))I

man, who wa s algo under notice, and
was to go back ýà'--is family that
night.

"But what are you going to do with
yourself, Nicholas?" one of the mon
asked bim. "You bean't going to live
bore ail by yerself, be 'e?"

"No fear," said Nicholas. "Iarn
going up to London, either by the
nîght train, or early tomorrow. morn-
ing. The lawyers in Burley will look
after the bouse for me until it is
sold."

"Have 'e heerd of a customer for
it? asked the old man.

"Yes, and a' very good one," said
Nicholas, drily. "Oh, I amrnfot go-
ing to 'seli it at a loss, you needn't
fear that."

Ho was glad when tbey were al
-one and ho could return to bis work,
ffough it was of a curiouis kind. He

was heaping shavings and flimsy rags
into some of the rooms and after a
tirne he began to soak them- with
petroleum, of wbich ho seomed to
bave laid in a stock; but be shut the
iront door when ho ventured on this
piece of work. A knock aroused bim,
and made him swear irritably to him-,
self.

"Close on eleven o'clock. 1 sban't
open," ho said. But the knock was
repeated, together with a houd shout,
suggestive of nautical ideas.

"Sbip aboy! Heave-bo, Nick! Are
you there, old chap?" Nicholas
stood for a moment, silent and trernb-
ling, with the great drops of perspir-
ation standing upon bis brow.

"It's Harry Medlicott," ho mutter-
ed to hiinself. '«l know his voioe."b
Thon ho went down, carefully lock-
ing the doors bebind bim as be wen.
It was a dark, rainy night, and there
stood Medlicott bimself, in nondes-
cript and sornewhat ragged attire,
but with a face as brigbt and jovial as
over.

"Nick hirnself, I declare!" he ejacu-
lated. "How goes it, -old boy? I arn
a shipwrecked inan, handed without
any of my tbîngs or a penny in n-y
pocket. Corne, you migbt put me uip
for a nigbt, so that I can make my-
self look a bit more respectable be--
fcre i go down to the village."

"We are closing" said Nicholas,
heavily. "I amn seUling the business.
The place is shut up."

"iBut you can find a corner for me,
can't you?" said Harry. Then bis face
cbanged a little. "Is anytbing wrong?
How's Mrs. Hallard-and Margaret?"

"MY motber's dead," said Nicholas,
rather grirnlY.- "Margaret's gone
away." His eyes glittered curiously
as be beld the candle aloft, and Har-
îy, altbojugh a simple sou], wondered
at the peculiar ligbt in those dark
ùrbs. "Corne' in," said Nicholas, sud-
denly cbanging bis tone. "There's no
place in the sitting-roorns. Tbey're
Ail full with rubbish and packages;
Lut if you Winl corne straigbt upstairs,'wilh put you in my own room-my
own bed, if you like, for the matter
cf that, and fetch you some supper
fromn the larder. Wilh that do?''
,"Splendidly," said' Harry, slapping
hm on the shoulder. "I wondered

Ilow you wouild receive an old friend,
ii be came back to you in rags, Nick.
-Wrell, I will remember ail my life that
you bave done me this good tuirn."

But he did not see the pale and evil
look wbicb flitted over the face of
Nicholas Haliard as these words were
said.

"Corne upstairs," said Nicholas,
srnoothly. -1 wilh show you the way.
My room's quite near the top of thle
bouse; but there is a good fire, and
1 was going to have a meal there my-
Felf. 1 will fetch up the ham and the
cold beef, and I daresay you would
like a bottle of beer, or sometbing
stronger, maybe."

So they suipped together, mcrrily
enough, uintil at last Harry, profess'-
ing hinmself tîred out, flung himself
tupon the bed to sleep, and Nicholas
hegan to remJove the pintes and dish-
es from the roomi. Before he hlad
finiqhed this operation Harry was fast
asleep. Nicholas caine and looked at
ifin as he l~.

"T 'oldn't' ha-ýe planned it hetter,"
lie said to Ihinself. "Nothing short of
,iu eairthquaike wouild wake hirn after
-11,1t 1 put in hiis heer. Sleep soundly
JL1 finc e lwYou wvil never ak
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again." And with these words he
turned on his heel and leit the room,
locking the door securely behind himn
Then h e went downstairs, and re-
sumed the work upon which he had
been engaged before -the arrivai of
Harry Medlicott.

"Tire! Fire! The old inn's alight1t"
was the cry that echoed through the
long vil4age street in the early hours
of the Sunday morning, and it wai
these words which roused Margaret
lrom sleep in the room where shç
lay with ber friend, jane Carfax. Ini
a very few minutes thcy arose and
had donned their clothes and weîv
out in the open air forming part of
the crowd of villagers who had been
awakened from their slumbers b y the
alarming cry of "Fire!" The "Fleet-
wood Arms" stood at some distance
from the village itself, and in rather
a lonely spot. It might have been
burning for hours before anyone dis-
covered that it wgs on lire; and, al-
though tbe river ran close by, there
were no lire engines or appliances of
any kind to enable people to make
any 'Sût futile efforts to extinguish
the flames.

"Where's Nicholas ?" somebod
cried out. "Was Nicholas insideF
No, for there was Nicholas himself,
wringing his hands and looking- up
with an expression of despair at the
cracking wind'ows and wreaths of
smoke and flame.

"'It's, ruin, ruin, I teillyou it is," ho
cried aloud. 1 had only time to get
out of the house sale, and I have left
everything behind."

"What a mercy that you were out
of the house," said Jane, in a low
tone to her frîend. "I suppose ný-
body else was left?"

"Nobody, 1 think," said Margaret.
"Ah! the dear old inn that 1 was 50
fond of. We shall neyer see it again."

Suddenly a cry went up. "There's
a face at one of the windows! Seet
at the very top there's someone
shouting, and trying to get out!" And
then there was a lower cry, which
was alrnost like a sob:, "It's Harry
Medlicott, or bis ghost!"

Nicholas stopped wringing his
hands and stared tupwards; but be did
not speak a word. His face was
blancbed to a bue as ghastly as that
of the dead. "le cannot escape," he
muttered to himself. "Surely he can-
flot escape."

There seemed, indeed, no hope for
the young man. For the windows be-
neath him were belching forth great
volumes of fire, and from the glow
ini the roomn behind him it was plain
that the flames had already reached
that storey. But even while they
looked-all, indeed, except Margaret,
who had fallen to the ground in some-
thing like a swoon of agony and fear
-tiey saw the young man perform a
f eat of agility and daring such as they
had flot ventured to anticipate. Ho
opened the xindow, and stood upon
the sîlI; then stepping forth, placed
bis foot warily upon a narrow parapzt
which ran round that storey of' the
building. Witb slow, stealtby steps
he made bis way along the wall. His
training as a sailor made bimi tread
securely where others would flot have
fotind a foothold, uîitil he came to the
angle of the bouse where the parapet
endcd, and it seemed as though be
could go no further. To drop would
be mere suicide, and the clouds of
smoke were becoming so dense that,
for a mioment or twvo, bis figure was
cornpletely concealed. Then a sudden
shout went up fromn the crowd - a
shoult of exultation and amaze. Ho
had fotind, it seemed, an old water-
pipe, wbich ran down the side of the
Wall at tlat angle-evidently he had
rememhered it from the days of bis
boyhood-and, although he ran a con-
siderable risk, seeing that the metal
,%,as dangerotisly sc t from the heat of
the flames, he managed to slide down
it as only a sailor or an athiete could
do-. The last final leap into safety
%výs an easy one, and he found him-
self unhurt in the centre of the crowd,
while a prayer of thanksgiving wentt p from thie hearts f almost aIl who

va tch cd.
Buit fot frorn the heart of Nicholas


