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same spawn He had l)('l‘,ll~ remiss, lmt wm.xlzl
now compel thosu'whmn his negleet Lad in-
sured to pay off his arrenrs ! A nost orthodox
conclusion} but it did me little harm +itdid
not mnke me think lzmt God was unjust, for
wy uncle, not’ Mr. F orest, Wi my type of
Christian, - The harm it did was of unather
sort—and to Charley, not to e,

of course, while under the hauds of the
exventioner, 1 could not observe whnt was
going o arotnd me. When 1 .ln';:uu touwike
from the shsorption of my pain and indigna-
tion, 1 found myself in my Footn I had been
ordered thither, and bad mechnaically obeyed,
1 was vnmy bed, storing st the door, st which
I had become aware of a gentle tapping.

eome in D osaid; and Chialey—whao,
althongh it was bis roovm ez wneh as mine,
pever entered when he thoaght Twas there
without knoecking at the «lnurf—.uppnur.-ql, with
the face of o desd pua Sore s 1 owas, |
jmnpml . . )

WPl Prute hins not been thrashing yon,
Charley 1 eried, dna wrath that gove me
the sl!:vu;zlh of a gizot.  With that terrible
bruise above his tesple from Home's fist, none
vat u devil could have dared to lny hands
upon him!

< No, Wilfrid © he answered; fne such
honont $or me! T am disgrneed for ever!”

{te hid his wan fuce in his thin hands,

“What dooven mean, Chiaddey” T oenid,
Yo caniiot have tald me n Bt
cNe, Wiltrid, Bat it deesn’t matter now,

[ don’t care for myself any more

- Then, Chatdey, whist Lo vou done 7

Yo are always so Kind, Witfrid ' he re-
parned, with o hojedessness which  seemed
;li:”\l\ﬁt“'L(‘!I‘X:]"‘:sv

dhartey,” T oandd, <8 you don't ol me
what hias happened—.?

i H.\pin-lu'd C he cried, St Flasn’t that mman
teenr lasking nt vorr fike o dog, and 120000
at him, amd 3T L couldn’t fight, betng s
maikshop, tivn bite and kick susd sende b, and
(ke miv share of {67
awony, vir D haed Bt chamer mmin ! Bt
frelaody ever bas urore thean one ol 1 this
werld,  He sy ditan me now when he hikes
et vare”

Seharkey . Cliarles
ool as My Porest A s b thine s
abantt Ghod, wheen vong know nathing of L 7
Hoeosney be
wr shondd B

< Dot Mr, Forest isa o lerovman™

oAt el was the God of Abribiam Lefore

ey

r’}-«'!l

Tooried s & vearve as
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el a Gosd, ntter wadl asa v

there was a eloravinug o tuke 00 faanee
0 erbed s for b owiae Badf mnd with the
nety wha bued thos wonnded wy Charfey o f
st eontent with yon, Charley Your arne my
best and andy febend That s all nonsopes
nbout gtracking Forsst, What conbl vou v
done, von know 7—Don't R siohrnd Lish

U might have tuken my share Wit vou”
sabd Charley, and aeain boreied Bis fxee in bis
hiandds

Seme, Charley 7 1 sald, and at the mee
wment a fresh wave of manhodd swept throtigh
v sout; coven and T will take oup shooe to-
sethier a hundred times vet, 1 have done my
port pew s vores will conne next,” ’

sohut o think of not <haring your Jixgrace,
Wilfrid 1™

Chisgeaee U aaied,
© where was that?”

“You've been bmten,” liv sadd,

SHvery stripe was a Ladge of honour, 1
sadd cofur Tavither deserved it uor s red ont

i

PRI

drawing myself (EETN

natit, 1 feed no disgomen”

Vell, Ive st the hononr” said
Charley (0 byt that's nothing, o you have it
But not te shnre your diveres woaid have
beengean, And s all ane o for §otheaehe
1twas disgrace aud T did ot share it
conand for ever, Wilieid

" NuRsense !

(F

Puma

He evir wave you s change,

L uever thought of striking ok © how <bould
e ¥

1 will e vouor slave, Wilfrid?
good, and T am «o unworthy,”

He pul his arms rees Vme, Taid his head on
my shaulder, and sobhed, 1 L3d what iere |
ceuld to comfort Eim, and geadnally he grew
caln, At length b whispered in my enr—

*After all, Witfrid, U do believe T wag hor-
rersiruck, and {t woort cowardice pure sl
sinple”

ST haven't a doutit of i 1 said,
Yo more than ever,” '

*Oh, Wilfrid b I shiould have gone mad by
this time but for vou, Wil you he my friend
whatever happens 2—Even if 1 shonld b a
cowant after al} 27

“ludeed Towill, Charley,. —What do you
thivk Forest will do noxt 7

We resolved nofl to o down until wo were
fent fors and then to be porfectly gquiet, net
speaking tn any one unless we were spoken
‘f‘; and at dinner we enrried ont our resolns
tion,

When bed-time came, we went ag usual to
make our bow to Mr, Forest,

“Cumbermede,” he said, sternly, ¢ yon
sleep in No. & until further orders.” )

S Very wall, st T osaid,. and - went, - but
Hngered long enough to hear the fate of
Charley
i‘- Hewme,” said Mr, Forest,  you go to No,
30
That wax our room.
“Hume," 1 said, having lingered on the

Yoy five vo

1 love

Oh, God ! e eried, in®
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stairs-until he appenred, # you don't bear me a
gradge, do you ??

“ It was my fanlt,” said Home,
right to pitch into you. Only you're such a
cool beggur!  But, by Jove, T didn't think
Forest would have been so unfair, °If yon for-
give me, 'l forgive you”

1 hadn't stood up to you, 1 couldn’t,™ 1
returned, ¢ knew T hadn't a changw,
sides T hadn't any breakfast,”

1 was a brute,” said Home.

“Oh, 1 don’t mind for myself; but there's
Osborne ! T wonder you could hit Aim.”

“ He shouldo't bave jawed me,” said Home.

# Bat you did first”

We had renchied the door of the room which
had been Home's nod was now to bemine, and
went in together,

“Didu't you, now 7 1 insisted,

CWell, 1 disty | eonfess 1 did,
viry plucky of bimn !

“°Tell him that, Home " T said, ¢ For Gol's
sake tell him  that, [t will comfort him,
Your must be kind to him, Home,  We're not
s0 bad as Forest takes us for.”

“Lowill," said Home,

And be kept hix word.

We were never allowed to share the same
room again, and school was not what it had
been to vither of us,

Within a few weeks, Charley’s futher, to our
commman dismay, suddenly appeared, and the
next morning took him away,  Whiat he said
to Chatley, I do net know.,  He did not take
the Jeast notice of me and [ believe would
have preventod Ciarley (romn saying good-bye
toope, But just as shey were poing, Charley
Fedt his father's abde, and ciane up to me with

“1 had no

e

And it was

8 tarh on his feee and o dash in bhis eye that”

minde him ook more hasdsome than T had
ever seet him, und shook hands with me) suy-
fryg—

GOlUs il riwhit—isn'n i, Wiltesd 27

ol all vighit, Chiaades, cotre what will,™ |
Afpeawoepe il

s Geasdbve then, Willeid ™

S Geod bye, Charfey ™

ASTS EITIR Y p;\rlv-d.

T do not care toosay one wond apore about
thie shnd i continued there for another
yoeur and s badf 0 Partdy i mdsery, pactly in
crnwing vawerness atter Knowledge, 1T wave
wvselD oty stipdies with mere dilicenee,
Mr Fooot e to b pleased withy me, and
1 have o donst plumed bimsei? on the vizor.
s teasires by which he had nipped the bod
ofmy Sdelity  Forony part T drew no nearer
to hitn, for T oconld nest respect or trust him
afte v his dngustice. T did my work for its own
Lok, unintiuosead by any desive to please
hiva. i reowas in fuct no true relation be-
fween s any o,

U evmmnicosted nothing of whut had hap-
petied 1o my noele, beoause Mr, Forest's cus-
toan was fo vemd every letter before it left the
boegwse, Bat 1 bonged o the day when Trould
tell the whole stary to the preat, simple-
hearted wman

CHAVFTER NXIII
ANLY A LINK,

Brerone my return to Fugland, I found that
fothiarity with the subis and sonnds of o
wane wareiticent aatyee, had remaoved my
past Hife toa wreat distanee,  What had in-
tereated iy chiibdbond had strangely dwindted,
yet gathered o new intepest feom its e otd
wad forsaken look  So much did my past wear
te me now the ook of something read in a
story, that 1 oam hesnted with & daubt
whether T omay not have communivitted too
much of this appeannee to my description of
it althonzh L Eave kept as triae s my revals
Toctions wonkbd ennble me. The ontlines must
vrec 16 the colonring be uureal, it is
Treciaise of the hase which hangs abour the
iemoties of the time,

The revistting of old scenes is ke walking
into a manrolenm, Keerything is a monu-
mint of somcthing dead and gone. For we
die daily. Happy those whe daily come to
Hfe as woll?

I returned with a clear conscience, for not
enly had T as yet escaped coreuption, but for
the greater part of the time nt least 1 had
worked well, T Mr. Forest's letter which |
carvied to wy unele contained any hint in-
tended to v disadvantage, it certainly €efl
demd on his mind ; tor he treated me with &
coasideration and  respect  which  at
charmed and humbled me,

i fully expected that new at least he wonld
tell me the hiztory of the wateh and the
rward 3 even yet Dwas disappointed. But 1
donbt whether indeed he conld hdve given me
any particulars. Onednay as we were walking
teycother  over the fields, T told him  the
whole story of the losa of the weapon at Mold-
warp Hall.  Up to the time of my leaving for
Switzerland 1 had shrunk from any reterence
to the subject, so painfal was it to me, and so
convinced wag T that his sympathy would be
contined to wcompassionate smile and & fow
words” of condolence. - Bot glancing at his
face now and then as T told the tale, T.dis-
coverad more of interest in the play of his
features than' I had expected ; and when he
learned that it was absolutely gone from me,

b

o

allee

Chis tace Sushed with what secemed anger. For

some moments after I had ﬁnislu-d, he was
silent. At length he said ;

“ 1t is a strange story, Wilfrid, my boy.
There must be some explanation of it, how-
ever.”

" He then questioned me about Mr. Close, for

suspicion pointed in his direction, I was in
great hopes he would follow my narrative
with what he knew of the sword, but he was
still silent, and T could not question him, for
1 bad lopg euspected that its history had to
do with the sceret which he wanted me to
keep from myseclf.

The very day of my arrival, 1 went up to
my grandmothoer’s room, which I found just
s she had left it. There stood ber casy chiair,
there her bed) there the ol burean, The
room looked far less inysterious now that she

vas not there; but it looked painfuily de-
serted.  One thing alone was still as it were
enveloped in its ancient atmosphere—the
burean. 1 tried to open it—with some trem-
bling, 1 confexs ; but only the drawers below
were unlocked, and in them I found nothing
but garments of old fashioned stuffs, which I
dared not tonch,

3nt the day of childish romance way over,
and life itself was too strong and fresh toallow
me to brood on the past fer more than an oc-
casional half-hour, My thoughts were full of
Gxfard, whither my uncle had resolved I
should go: and [ worked hard i prepara-
tion.”

“ 1 bave not much money o gpare, my boy,”
bBe said; @ but } have insured my e for s
sum snflicient to provide for your aunt, if she
shonld survive me; and after her death it
will come to vou. Of conrse the old house
and the park, which have been iu the fumily
for more vears than I can tell, witl be vours
#t my denth, A good part of the firm was
anest ours ton, but not for these many years.
[ could not reecommend you to keep on the
farm; but 1 confess 1 shonld be =orey if you
were to part with our own dittle place, adthourh
1 do not doubt vou might get s wood sam for
it fram Sir Giles, to whose park it would be a
ebesirable addition, ] believe at one time the
vetusal to part with our poor litthe cineyvand of
Nabioth was cause of great olence, even of
open dewnd between the groat fawmily ot the
Hall and the yeomen who were vonr ances-
tor=: bt poor men may be as o unwitling as
rich to break one strand of the cord that binads
them to the past. But of conrse when yon
cotne into the property, vouw
it with your own”

“You don't think, uncle, T would sefl
ouse, or the field it stauds in, for all the
Moldwarp estate? I too have my shars of
pride in the family, althoush ax yet | know
nothing of {ts history”

< Surely, Wilirid, the fecling for one’s own
peopl who Lave gone before is not necessariiy
pride ™

It doest’t much matter what vou eall ir,
nnele

Hado s von see

this

“Yes, it does, my boy,  Either youcall it
by the right name or by the wrome name,  If
vour feeling de pride, then I am not objecting
to the name, but the thing, If vour fecling
is not pride, why call & good thing by s bad
name 7 But to return te onr subject : my
hope: 15 that if 1 give you a good vdueation,
you will make your own way. You might,
vor know, let the park, as we eal! it fur n
term of vears™

1 shouldn’t 'mind letting the park,”
swererl ¢ for a lttle while : but netldng
should ever make me let the dear ald hoense,
What shoulid 1 do if I wanted it to dic in 7

The old man smiled, cvidentds nat il
plea-ed O What do you say to the bar 7 he
askoad,

L owould rather not,” 1 answered.

< Would von prefer the vhurch ?
eyeing me o litthe donbtfolly,

“ N0 certainly, uocle,” U answered, 01
should want to bhe surer of & good many
things before 1 darved teach them to other
people.” )

I an-

b sk,

o am glad of that, my boy., The fear did
cross my mind for i moment that you might
be induced to take to the church as a profes-
sion, which scems to me the worst Kind of
intidelite, A the wl thwes rather would 1
have voun doubtful about what is to me the
highest truta than regavding it with the ia-
difterence of those who see in it only the
praspect of a social position and livelihood,
Have yon sny plan of your own 97

<1 have “heard,” . 1 answered circuitously,
«that many barristers have to support them-
selves by literary work, for years before their
own profession begin to show them favour. - 1
shonld prefer going in for the writing at
once,”

Tt mast he a hard struggle eitherway,™ he
replied 5 bt 1 should not leave you withiout
something to fall back upon. Tell me what
makes you think you could be an autlior,”

w1 am afraid it is presumptoous™ | oan-
swered, ¢ but as often as 1 think of what 1 am
todo, that is the first thing that ocenrs to me.
I suppose,” 1 added, lnughing, - that "the fac
vour with - which ‘my school:fellows at Mr.
Blder's used to receive my stories is to blame
for it. I used to tell them by the hour
towether.”

wWell, " snid my unele, ¢ that proves at
leust that it you had anvthing to say, you
might be able to xay it but I am afraid. it

proves nothing more.” :

« Nothing more, I admit,
it to account for the notion.”

“ T quitc understand you, my boy. Mean-
time, the best thing in any case will be
Oxfod. T will do what I can to make it an
easier life for you than I fonnd it.”

Having heard nothing of Charley Osborne
since he left Me. Forest's, [ went one day, very
soon after my return, to cell on Mr. Elder,
partly in the hope of learning something about
him. T found Mrs. Elder unchanged, but
could not help fancying a differcnee in Mr.
Flder's behaviour, which, after finding 1 could
draw nothing from him concerning Charley, I
attributed to Mr. Osborne's evil report, and
returned foiled and vexed. I told my uncle,
with some circumstance, the whole story ; ex-
plaining how, although unable to combat the
doubts whick oceasioned Charley’s unbappi-
ness, Iohad yvet always hung to the side of
believing.,

“You did right to do no more, my boy,”
said my uncle ; “anid it is clear you have been
misunderstood—and  ill-used  besides.  But
every wrong will be ket right some day.”

My aunt showed me: now far more considera-
tion—1I do not say—than she had felt before.
A curious kind of respect mingled with her
Kindness, which seemned a slighter form of the
observanes with which she  constantly re-
garded my uncle, )

My study was pretty hard and continuous,
I had no tutor to direct me or take: any of the
responsibility off me,

I walked to the Hall one morning, to see
Mrs, Wilson.  She was kind, but more stiff
even than before. From her T learned two
things of interest,  The first, which beyond
musure deliphted me, was that Chacley was
at Oxford—had been there for a year, The
second was that Clara was at schoaol in Lon-
dor Mr=. Wilson shint her mouth very primly
after answering iy question concerning her:
ansd T went wo further in that direction. 1
took mo tronbie to ask ber concecning the
relationship of which My Couingham  had
spoken. T koew alrcady from my unele that
itowas e fact, but Mrs, Wilson did not beliave
in such s manner as 1o render me inelined to
broach the sabjeet. I she wished it to re-
main A secret trom me, she shonbl be allowed
to imagine it sach,

I.only mentioned

( T be contivined )
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LILLYMERE.

CHAPTER XXXIV.—Continued.

“ Whem, then, did yon aim to save, in
striking aside the deadly weapon 27
“Toby, my father's poor clerk.”

 Not Lilivmere ?”

HAud you, gallant sir, give me a life in
every syllabte of those jprecious words. No,
1¢ ) not now were four thoisand miles too far
to come to be exalted to thisx unexpected, in-
expressible jov !t But, it was not Simon Lud
I rade inte the fight to savel”

Hix response, if then furmed in thought
was not spoken. The red flash of a cannon
frem o new position in the night ceombat,
chamed a4 moment on the blask face of the
seraggy forest. The thash seon followed by the
roar. A streak of thin fieree light curving as
a bow in the sky descended, vrushing branches
in weirdiv whezzing terocity : then exploding ;
tesring np xtones; scsttering fire and iron
splinters in the bush thickets,

Ther had come a mile of the distance, and
were viding easy, the escort twenty yards be-
hind. Seeing other flashes, and other shells
coming, the Captain called to the escort to
halt, whesl about, and to Agnes to turn, and
give her steed the rein,

At speed the party rode to cuinp: but ss
they approached saw live shells falling The
teut they had lately left was on fire nd the
prizoner gone,

Hearing the Redbolt trumpets, and voice of
Tass Cass, they rode 1u the lurid light to over-
take the mounted troop, now ont in pursnit of
El Alencand the Guerilla sconts accompanying
him. - 8o the telegraph told nine hundred
miles away, as you lately saw,

CHAPTER XXXV
AUNK BY THE SCOURGE OF THE OCRAN, TRE
CORSAIR SHIP KL ABRA.

Prreacing into darkness pursuing the Gueril-
las, the Redbolie rode acress a plain, five
miles, on tracks welleknown. in the day, but
bazardous then, "At toot of & gently sloping
sminence they halted and took possession of
the deserted Brner Clyne homestead, there to
awsit daylight.

Tha cantain, silent and deeply thoughtful,
had given the lead ‘to his lientenant, and



