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WHAT I 8AW. WrERE the fabd Ties black aid alimy,
—_— ‘Whoze the Walors swoop along, RV ESTRAEIET  H&ES  INEEg

<42 I paler thoa ir my wont, oy wilo P
Let mo lay your Foed an my breaat,
“There is quict trath in your dark-brown oyas,

In tho cyes that I}, vo best,

You oan terino your arms about my ndck,
And beliors mo all your own,

While J tell the catss of my whitenod ckeok
To you, my wifs, alono.

Thoro is sunshioe on the crowded strest,
Axnd the day is saporbly fair;

There ars beastifal women in jowels and gold,
Wandering grandly there,

Thero are blooded toams, that spura thoe stones:
Tosing their heads to tho wind;

Cerriagos covarod with pomp amd glare,
Cushioned aad satin.lined,

Thezo was ono I marked for tho silken skino
O! its proudly atepping bays,

Till sho who sat in its cusbioned depths
Broko fall on my startling gaze.

It was Mxdaline—sho whom I Joved so well—
Draw thysolf nearer to mo—

WEen I was a boy, and aho was & bele,
And I was strazgo to thoe.

Sbo would lot me bold her smooth whils band
Till I shiverod with passionato dread;

Sho woald pross her ssowy havds in wmine,
Whilo I hold her boautifal head,

Yot * whilo * held her hand to my breast,
Jaust whero yoar owa now lics.

Twint your arms closor abont my nock
And Jook mo fall in tho cyes.

Sho #aid that sho loved mo better thex life,
Buat ah ! uo botter than gold—

Yoa havo heard tho story a thousaad times,
It is very, vary old

She cannot wipe from her memory
Ozo siczle passionat. vow;

Sho caanot blot ono baraing word—
Docs sho thisk to do so now ?

Does sho ever think of the wronderfal love
Tast held her abovs the skieat

Dosz her frozon heart givo no Tesponso
Frox its tissno of liviog lies ¢

Tos! I watched Yot eyes as thoy met my ovDp
Lot check was far paler than wie.

I had boantiful titze, o8 sho dashad along,
‘To compare her beanty with thine,

Sho will nover forpet that antomd day
Whon sho kissod my cold, olewched band,
when my trembling pasting was crombled awsy
Iz » moment at her command.
1 had tarrible thoaughts that antams day,
Ax 15t00d by tho waves of tho sea ;
Bzt oh | how dxply I ¢hank her now
For the words she zpoke to me !

Loy sour hezd closo Lo my beating breast
Madaline married for gold.

Doyou focd |y boart, how warm it is ¢
Rndaline’s beart is vold.”

The Jook I gavo hee that antcmn day
Haes frozen its vecy vein;

Mzdaling nover will know what it is
To Joro o= bo leved agais,*

Now yoa roay know, iy own swist wile,
The rezeon my check grow pale,

I bayo Yooked oa tho torzibls gulf L havopassed
\\?«qb&;po_m ho blaat of tho gale.

Uadaline—abo kas jawels add gold,
Aadd}k': ofa m‘hno R

| Thsvgzyscl, & batlay Fact,

A ¥z, @y wiler Jo=.

eh Se=s

* Fallitics frotd on wdiskizgs,
Black girgivispe of & cosatkro,
otiog aboat ig ;ocids ot reslised,

th'm'!ho wheffmen, stout aad gricty,
Heavo and baal mith maoy a eong—

) Heaving atill
~asg. With a will
Every otxcingdray to ll;

Havuling, with 4 Jangh and shout,
Bales 6l-wondroas size about;
Streinipg to thoponderous weight
Of tho good ahip‘s wealthy frefght.

Whera the wind and lwcllin.g river
Rolls i one perpetual rhyma,
Where the gracious winds daliver
Glorious things from overy climo—
Staffs to wear,
Spices sare,
Lioin heaps or scent tho air—
Where the merchast, foll of gold,
Welcomes home tho seamen bold,
\Where cack hoart, its lovo confessod,
Clasps tho loved one to tho breast,

Wkoro the soft-vaiced lzad-broczo ever
Humsits tune by mast and shrond,
Whero thoe rongh-toagned meastor nover

Ceases crying to the crowd—

“ Witk a haal,
Lubbess all,

Stretch yonr mascles to the fall "

Whero tho never-csasing flow,

Man abore, £nd weres beloer,

Night and day pours on and off,

Mingliog at the c:ty wharf.

Thoro the vagrart boy is standing
With a ghastly, frightened air;
While s2ch loanger ia demanding
What ho sc0s to mako him stare.
Still hiseres
Grow in sizo
Aun bis stammcring spoock ho tries;
And his finger points below,
Wharo tho waters ¢bb and Sow,
Still hue lips give forth no sound
But u hoarsely whu ered * Drowned ™

THE OLD TREE,

TWATE not 80 xadly in tho w.nd,
Thoa old and leaflcts Treo !

Nor sob that Sammer never more
Cau bozaty bring to thoo,

That bat a dessiativa thez
Mast stazd apon tho Jea.

Tas inspiratioza of tho Spring
Lozg years wero at thy heart;

Thoa gav'st, through many a sammesspase,
Gr2nd images to Ast;

0!d Treo ! thon acteet glorionsly
Within tho world thy part.

Thea kigh =0t 32k & mosrafal disge
Totif thy voico must bo

Like antbezms, let tho undortons
Bo breathed sxaltingly ;

Por thive was not a wasted life,
AUegnifocst O1d Tres !

'Msa.whito-baindm: 3f ¢hon hast domy
Bravely in Ml tky part,

It trre homaaity has mado
Ita m33s in thy bears,

#n grial 35 gezror slast?

O stz2d beaids the grand D12 Treo,
A graing onlte dim,

Searred trunk, LIt beavely op
Ty last, bet feeslors Mymn

Eigh sostipeia befery whoow o momrbatero y Po Ghoa bast ocbly dooy thy pars—

Dok toemblo Liko & gallty thaxg surpsited.

Wiat mero oo chaatn P

Say why aboaldst thon at Doath's 03ld wind j

¢HAPTER XXXV.
8IR HARRY STARTS FOR THE BOURNE
WHENCN O TRAVELLER RETURNS.
*¢ Conxcionco makos cowards of us all”—

Heamlet.
“There is a reaper, whosoe uamo is Desth,

Zad #ith bis s1okle keeo
Ho rezps the bearded grain at o breath

And tho flewors that grow betweon.

Ooo night, whea the hail beat against
the darkened window of the chamber, the
moster of Edrecowbe rose from his chair,
j where be bad been sitting ap, and strode
’mth. tottering steps to the bell-pull, re-

treating to the Jow chair agsin imme-
j Ciately, 2nd sitting uneasily over the fire
 like a sick, death-stricken savoge.

The door opened gently, and Lady

Mary entered, her pale fice uncasy with
l apprehension ; but Sir Harry, not looking
round, and supposiog it to be the old
valet who waited on him, growled io a
broken voice—
! v Saungers, gend Startel here,’ and
i bent lower still ower the fire.
i Lady Mary stole into the reom, and
{laid her tremubling hand on his shuking
| shoulder, B

“ Are you worse to-night, Sir Harry 2"
| she munmured, in her soft, gentle voice.
i He started, and turned his wrinkled
;face round® with a hurried gesture of
; surprise—ahwost fear—avd answeored,
i querulousty—
| “Oh! is it you—Mary? Worse—L
worse ? No; what should make me
worse 7 Cannot a man scod for his
steward without being worse? I want
| Startel 1"

I wiil sead him, replied Lady
; Mary, sadly, stopping a moment to bend
yJlower oser hiw, aod whispering, ex.reat.
;ingly, * Caooot I do anything for you,
i Str Harry ? Will you not let e stay?’
! * Do anything for me 1" he ropeated,
,drowing away Trom her teuch with a
jthudder, which she maw that he tried to
yrepress. + No mo, doa't slop, you—
you wo:iTy, annoy me—fidget. Go, go—
my—my dear—and send Startel.  \Why
ths devil doesn’t he come I

Lady Mary, with a sad sich, left the
room, and scading for Startd), %ld b
that Sir Harry waated to sec him.

In a f-w minutes the slick-faced man
of basiness entered the room.

“Oh! you bero, ch? spaslad Sur
Harry, torning his harassod face towards
him with a suspicions Jook:

* Yes, my lord, I beard that—'

I waoted to see yoao,” broke in Sir
Hoarry, pointing to a chair opposits his
own: *ldo. Bring e the books” |

Startel vose, n:§ lifted thres hage
bocks o3 to the table beside the low
3{6& and Six Harry  immedis*'y
<sodles, which W hes eyes suddealy grew

to bis fect, and, Tooking av wne,

BARONET, OR BUTCHETR?

A ROMAXNCE OF THE DAY.

Contisyued,

dim, and seemed to burn fecbly, with
an impatient gesture, bent over the
written pages, and, following the figure?
with & trembling finger, commenced add-
ing the columns.

 Shall T check the amount, your lord-
ship?” said the steward, watchiog the
totterivg fizure and bright, eager eyes
with a vicious look.

“ No, no,” answered Sir Harry cages-
Iy. ¢ Don't talk, you throw mo out.
1've been reckoning up this account, and
I moke you fifty pounds short—skost
¢h, do you hear ?

4 The acconnt is right, I think your
lordship will find,’ retorted Startel some-
what sulkily, his face twitching for =
moment with an uneasy expression, but
assuming tie same set enile the moment
aftorsrards,

© T that's what 1 ean't do,” replied
Sir Harry, querclously .

" commenced Startel.

* Hold your tongue ; how can [ reckon
jif you jubber ?” interrupted Sir Harry,
i bending lower over the book. ¢ Ten and
 five are 6fteen, 2nd five are twenty, and
—ch? whut's this?'

“ What'n what 2 asked the stesard,
rising slowly, koowing by the figures the
item the old man meant.

i Whar's what! you pig—vhy this—
i this 2" and he pointed his shaky finger to
ytheitem for a farming account for iy
. povnds, as paid by the steward.

] « That's Newell's bl for sced, Sir
"Harry " said Startel ehibly; <1 paid st
; Jesterday morning, and have got the ro-
s o¢ipt amang the papers on the file, Jthiok
jyou will find.’ L
1 * Where 12 it 2" show it we,’ said Siv
i Burry, faciug him, with his hand doubled
; up upon ths opca bouk, and his greateyes
fized suspiciously upop the small slieek
fizore and shifting orbs of the steward,.
who turned to z table and commeneed
cxamininyg some papers upon a file.

« Hem,” be saxi, weditatively, aod
looking up ta the ceiling, * it ix not hero,.
! Shat did T go with it, | wonder.’

i *“Well, buvo you found it 7" asked Sir
Harry, in a sharp voiee,nos haviog heard
his soliloquy. .

“ No, 1 have mislaid it; T bad it this
morning—-""

“You lic!” shricked the old man,
raisiog his fist and striking the open
1book. * You lie, o thiof? the zccosnt
was paid «hroo weeks ago and charged
for!”

+ No, it wssat,” comwmenced Starte,
tarming palo, thea livid, as the baroaet.
gprang towards him, sod seiring him by
the thveat, dsshed him up aguinst the
matble chimeey piete. | .

“ You gave mo the Ha " bo bissed,
“you villun! you thief! Iy the fifty

adds ®as paid, aud you knowit® Yoo

v boca robbing me al! along ' I tarned

ul
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my son out of doors becauzo ho imade
away with the mcuey —the money chat
waa to be his own ovoo day—and do you
think I'll let you, you dirty spawn of
Satan, you pillferiog adder, rob me liko
this with impunity, and give me the lie!
DY burn you!" and with his fice Jit up
with a madman’s passion, he scized the
uahapp{ wretch and had noarly raised
him iu his arms, preparatory to throwing
him in the fire that blazed within the
hugo grute, when a rudden tremor came
over him, bis jaw fell, his arms swung to
his sides powerless, and he fell all along
the ground seascleas. :

Startel, slinost as lifeless as bismaster,
sprang to to tho bell, and woke the echoes
of the housc with its clanging.

In a moment the room wasy filled with
domesatics, Lady Mary breakivg through
them, and rushing with terrificd speed to
tho still form doubled up before the fire.

« Qh! Stzrtel, what bss happened 77
she sobbed, with trembling fingers feeling
that life remaived in the still form.

«J—1Idon't know,” stammsered Startel,
biting his white lips to colur them- ¢ Sir
Harry has had a fit—he ruched at e in
aparoxysm, and—"

The shrunkea form of the master of
Kdgecombe was carricd to the bed. A
doctor was sent for, and Lady Mary,
dismissing the servacte, sat, with tearful
oyes and frightencd heart, watching the
husband she loved, and whom she be-
lieved, until the last few months, had
luved ber.

The room seemed unnaturally quiet
ana still after the sudden clanging of the
bell, and the firelight fell in flickering
stresks upon the white, wan face of the

“ The money, you lying thief! you
rob—ber '—you—tho moncy——e.wl’xgh!
for two——fur my two boys, Guy and Rod
—Guy the heir—and—jyou thief—
Nelly. Who says Nelly is—astarving ?
~—you lio—she and the—boy —cared for
—Died—starving! Oh! Nil—Nell !
—Guy—the money—"" then uttering a
fearful yell which formed the one word
“ Nell” nt its close, Sir Harry Edgecombe,
of Fdgecombo Hall, fetl upon his back,
dead; aod when they broke open the
door they found the swooned body of his
good and faithful wife, tho gentle Lady
Mary, lying across it.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
A DEED OF BLOGD.

o Murdor most foul, as fn the L .5t it is,
Jot this most foul, strange, and ucosiunral”
—Hamlet,

Click, click, click, rang the horses’
Loofs across the waste, as Cuthbert Hawk
and Guy galloped swiftly along in the
morning air.

They hsd becn in the employment of|
the Dutch settler three weeks now, and!
the feeling of dislike with which Cuth. |
bert had at frst regarded the lfe they
were leading had somewhat worn off. |

It was difficult to feel low-spirited and;
down-hearted in such bright, beautiful,
weather, and gulloping at express speed
across country on a swift blood, that re
sponded to every click of the tongue and |
caress of the whip. |

Besides which, his compunion icft!
him ro time for silent, gloomy medita-
tions, for Guy, who had once been most

‘uciturn aod reserved, ouw cxerted him-

suddsnly forward, ¢Tuke care, or you'll
break your neck, if you are not careful.
Zary isn't tho animal to stand a touch
evon.'

Cuthbert laughed shortly. ¢ Don’t
fear,” ho said ¢! have ridden s pasticr
temper than Zary's. I dont think 1
bave put you in possession of that little
incident of tny life—I mean the riding of
a black dragoon horse, called the De.il,
round the barrack yard.’

“ No,” replied Guy, with suppressed
esgerness, ‘ At Jeast, 1 dop’t remember
your doing so,’ he added, in a would-be
carsless tone,

*Thero was a black, savage beast—
not a beast either, for ke carried me well
afterwards, when he became my own—
belongivg to Captain Leonox. A man
offered to bet me I wouldn't ride this
horse round the yard. and I took him.
It was 2 ficry amimal they called Devil,
and no one thought 7 could do anything
with it. but,” and here his face darkened,
as it always did when.ver ho mentioned
his own home, ¢ they dido't know that
thero wash’t a horse for twenty wiles
rounrd Edgecombe that could beat mnc.
I rode him round—twice or thrice, I
think —and 8o woan the bet, but Igota
foll across the gate. and nscar on my

head, which I ain assured I shall carry

with me till Zdic.”

Guy looked up eagerly, then lowered
his eyes, and pulred up bis horse-

** A scar on the back of your head?’
be said, ¢ I never noticed it.’'

* No; [ supposc not,” said Cuthbert,
indifferently.

1 am rather a good hand at curing
wounds and scratches of that sort,” con-

here's the laut verse;' and riding up
close, ho commenced in a low koy, close
to Cuthbert's car, und with his syes
flashiog with a strange light, that grew
brighter as tho last words swelled out
joudly—

*O’or hill, through dale,

Rang tho hordeman’s wall,

No flosh to his bones, no oyes to his head,

A skeloton ridor, dry and dead!"”

« Horriblo " said Cutbbert with a
shudder; ‘ why do you sing it? I have
novor ceased to shudder at it from the
first time I heard that scoundrel, Long
Beo, chant it, the night be killed Rough
Will dowan at the Dutchman’s.”

*Hah{ hohl hah!” laughed QGuy,
¢ Nonsense, it's agoed song enough, man ;
you're down in the mouth, or you'd cn-
oy it.'

« I hate it,"” said Cathbert.

“Then we won't siog it retorted
Guy; acd they rode on in silence, through
forest and over plain, uotil they reached
a little rocky pass, in a coruer of which n
rude wooden but had been erccted.

“At last1” said Cuthbert, flinging

hirself from his horse.

Guy followed his example, and com-
meced unfastening the door, by letting
an iren bar fall from across it,

The hut ‘aas erected for the use of
{ the herdsmen when the scattering of the
jcattl, compelied them to ride that way,
iand Cuthbert and Guy, haviog lost the

trail for o tiume. and it being near pight-
i fall, had determined to remaiz there tho
night.
: It was Guy's proposal that they should
1do so, and at first Cuthbert hesitated,
; mishiny to ride on further, but Guy sud-

stricken man. .sclf to the utmost to bring out the man  tinued Guy. ¢ Pull up 2 minute and let | denly grew eager and pressing, for some

‘The elock ticked upon the mantel | to whom he was daily Jinked, and lost no’
piece ac slewly, soit feemed to the watch- | upportunity of cncouraging him to spesk
ing woman, a8 if the moments were hours, ; of his early life; indeed, he showed the’
and she felt her heart grow cold as thie | greatest rympathy with Cuthbert Hawk!
thought of the still form springing into for his misfortunes, and would listen for |
mad life before the doctor came, crossed hours together, as they rode through,
ber mind. Trembling in every limb,!rich pastures or thick woods, with his’
she could not take her eyes off the dis-'eyes fixed upon his horse’s neck. listen-
torted fuce, and Ler heart gave adeap of {ing intently to cvery word the beir to:
relief when she beard footsteps—~the Edgecombe spoke coucerning bis past
doctor coming along the distant corrider. ! life. '
But >ir Harry sceried to hear themtoo,; A sudden change scemed to bave
fer, stretching out his haod with a sud- | come over the my-tericus being who had
deancss thut startled the blood from hcr] linked himself to the homeless prodizal. |
face, he worked his niouth as if he meant, He appeared to have svddeoly taken'
to speak. She bent down and caught hold of some scheme, 30d t0 be prosecuting |
the words, breathed paipfully— *it with migat and maia. ‘

“ Mary—IJ--want to—speak aloge.

. . Everv peculiarity in speech, manner
Kecp—them—distant—Lkeep—them—a- e Fprect manner,

aod bearing of Cutbbert Hawk—and he

me see this cut.’

- Curiog ? it's long ago ; there is only
a scar at the back of the head, which
vou can fecl with your finger.”

“ Never mind : pull up a minute, will
sou 7" said Guy, und lie Jaid his hand
upon the oridle of Cnthbert's horse.

Cuthbert laughed.

“ You’ve some straoge whims,” he
said. ¢ This is wasting time, and the
cattle have pot a2 good start.’ But he
lifted his hat, and Guy passed his finger
along the back of bis head.

“1It's a big sear,” he suid thought-
fully, * more like a blow thac a cut.’

« So thedoctor remarked, I remember,”

vou'll ride on.’

,reason that Cuthbert could not divine,
,and he at last reluctantly consented.

! Tosilence they set about removing tho
jsaddles from their tired horses, and
: kindling a fire joside the hut. Each had
| brought soma provisions, but while Guy
{carcfully spread his upon the stump
rof a tree that served for a tuble, Cuth-
{bert threw his saddle-bags upon the
ground, and returned to his horse, which
the carefully groomed, and addressing a
. few pleasant words to it, which tho an-
iumal scamed thoroughly to understand,
the kd hun under the shelter of the side
“af the hut, and returned to lean against

 the door, and gaze, with folded arms at

1said Cuthbert ; * and now you hase §n- | the sky, now nearly dark with the clouds
‘ished your surgical inspection, perhaps ! of night.

*  Through the apen door came the voice

way ;" znd he locxed with piteous co-
sreaty towards the door.

Nerviug herself as only a lovirg, pa-
tient woman can, the gentle, worrowing
wifc hastened ta the door and locked it
then camie and stood beside his bed.

had ovany- ~he studied closely, allowing
0o aingie promivently habitual expression
i to escape,

Once or swice Cuthbert had caught
his dark, browless cye fixed upon his face
with a curious scrutinizing lizht in them

« All right,” raid Guy; then, as he of Guy, singing a herdsman’s song—not
urged Iis horse forward, he said, as if 1 the one wiich so moved Cuthbert, but
the thought had just struck him: ¢ By checey air with a ringing chorus. Qat-
the way, who was the fellow who madc ' side, the wail of 2 night-bird and the
the bet with you ?° rrustle of the underwood ar sonre animal

“Eh? Oh, 1don't remember. Stop,istole through. Everywhere an air of

Sir Harry was sitting up.  His face that moved him uneasily, but Guy's, though, I da. It was a man nawmed Lewis, ;grand solitude, that Glted the spinit of

wan changed to one of eagerness and imanner had changed for the better, and

anxiety, and as his wife came close, ke ! never for a moment, let Cuthbert be,

seized her arm, and looking stil) in{o the{mnody or sileot as he would, did the
far-away distance, wherc only his delirions | spirits of his strange companion flag.

¢yes cou!d. pesctrate, he wuttered in 8] <« Y5 not this glorious 7 cried Guy,
aick. excited voice—

a cornet.’

“Ah!" mid Guy, ‘couldn’t have
borne you much love to tempt you to
ride a vicious beast such as the horse you
describe,” and although he had spoken

“ Nelly! Neliy! don’t cry! 1 won't.

waving his whip round kis bead, and decidedly, he looked up interrogatively.

whistliog to the hame,

leave you ! no, never, 1_8“'03"“—-1 BWEar,  « Yen" said Cuthbert, alo urging his
it—the boy shall be heir to Edgecombe! !unwcaricd steed. ¢ Glorious; it r}:dg the
Not marricd! Who says we're not mar- ' blyod galloping throsgh onc's veins like a
ried! Iicszdcs——what—u tat docs 1t mat| herby racer. No air 6o keen and bealth-
ter? 1"— then came 3 pause, bro»:cr_: 2%} giving. no atmosphere o bright af .his,
intervals with an unintelligible chattering, | ?should say, and yet—'

the white-faced wife at his side growing|  Apd he broke off his sentence sbraptly
stopelike in her apony, esch word pierciag. ¢ ack: ¢ How far do you thiok they've
her car and heart like stecl, bat Listeniog . cp 2° meaning the cattle they were hant-
with motionless 2ud intense attention. | fog in.

Saddenly the livid facechanged again,, ** Avother ten miles,” s:id Guy; ‘ and
xnd the thin, quivening voice broke ont!thank a merciful providence for it, for
0a0e more, this time with 2 remorse ia | withoat the long runs life would ecarcely
its tone that rounded hike the last cry of . be worth the living, ¢h 7'

& departiog spirit. ~ Nelly—the bog—! *No,” Cuthbert asscated, moodily;
the boy—Guy ! Guy, my boy—my first- | ‘the loog raas 20d memory belp ooe
bora. He shall be heir to Edgocombe, | through. Here'a the track again. Qh!
Neliy—I sweart.”  Then clutchiog atjoh Ieb ! and he stroked his borae on the
the air with thio, mad fisgers, his eyes|neck.

starting from his head, and tbe foam| & Whew!" mrttered Gay, =s the
oozing frum his lips, he shiickod— 1animal, o gray, spirited mare, dashed

!

* No,” maid Cuthbert. tired of the
sabject, for it resived old memories too
unpleasantly to be attractive. ¢ No, Lewis
and I never got on well together, he
wasn't very popular, and 1 bado't a very
high opinion of him; but come, for
heaven's sake, put some spirit into it, we
shall not reach the hut till night&ll?
and he put spara to his horse, and dashed
into the road through the forest. Guy
burst into 2 guttural chant peculiar to
his class, which commenced first in
low key, and gradualiy swelled into a
loud, savage war-soog, and, urging oo
his horue, followed at 2 mad galiop.

Cuthbert, on 2 little way ahead.
thrilled unpleaszatly st the sound of the
rough chant, and, looking round, im-
paticotly, crind out—

* For heaven's sake, man, cease that
barzible song, it chills me to the marrow 17

*Hah) hab!"” Jaughed Gay. « Well,

-
«

| the wanderer with 2 s2d, moody fecling,
jon which the jolting song, floating out
{into the air, jarred discordantly.

! “You are merry to-night,” he said,
turning his head.

“Aselaye!” said Guy, bresking Lis
song in two to answer, and looking up at
him with a strange smile.

¢ Men should sing at their work, they
say, and 1 have work to do to night I

“ Work " repeated Cuthbert, care-
Jesaly ; * 1 had thougbt we had finished
for to-day.’

Gay leaped to his feet—he had been
kneeling down beside the fire.

“ Bread, meat, salt; pepper— dlack as
guopowder, and twice as strong—a soup-
=0a of brandy—all here but water—aow
for the lake;” and b¢ caught ap the
drinking-basia.

*Let me get the water,”' said Cath-
bert, holding out his basd for the cup,

¢ No, bo, %’ll go," replied Guy.

. “ Not 50, let me,” sid Cuthbert, sdd-
ing, with 2 smile, < It i3 only fair that I
shoald do something; you have set the
table, opened my bags, 20d the rest of it.
Give mo the cop.’
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" Well, if you will, you will,” said Guy.
¢ Mind tho path, it's steep, and the licht'a
almost gone. Fur Qod's sake bs careful I'
he exclaimed, so enrnestly that Cuthbert
looked at him in amazement.

¢ You look astonished at my anxiety !"
cried Guy, going up to him and layiog
his hand ou his shoulder, his eyes fixed
on Cuthbert's, with a cold light in them
that Cuthbert had nover seen before.
¢ Do you kuow I wouldn’t have you fall
and break your neck down the ravine
there for a thousand pounds !’

Cuthbert took up the cup; ¢ You are
in a surange hwwor to-night,’ he said, * I
<annot moko yeu out,’ and thep walked
away for the water.

Guy watch:d Fim as he strode away
towards the iake, and as ho did so huy
face darkered and worked, as if his soul
were being wrung with some fierce
emotion. His dark cyes flashed with a
glauce of hatred, and his teeth clenched

* Ayel ave! now for supper,” re-
peated Guy. * Here's some imutton,
and here’s soms bread, and here’s some
braudy—royal fare, ¢ch?’

 Too royal for such vagabounds ns
i us,” said Cuthibert, with a lhalf smile.
|« Not s0,” replied Ry, looking up
fat him;*who shail say mutton aud
‘brnndy are oo good meat aud drink
for my Lord of Kdgecombe?'

! Cuthbert started, and looked up
curiously. Ie had never heard Guy
speak liko this before.

*“My Lord of Edgecombe!” con-
tinued Guy, suatchiug up the flusk, nnd
raising it above his head; *what &
'graud old tiiie, what a royal-souuding
‘nume! aud to think that / am sitting
"opposite such a mighty persounge! My
‘lord, 1 drink to you,” nnd bowing with
“a sardonic smile, ho lifted the flask to
"his lips and drank deeply.
Cuthbert’s face darkened.

‘ You

Cuthbert ruse to his fect, a scarlet
flush upon bis chieck.

“ You have been drinking,” ho ex-
claimed, significantly poatieg to tho
flask.

“ As sober as yourself,” retorted Guy,
pot moving an tuch, * Where's the of-
fence ? At tho idea of takiug a couple of
the old Datchman's bays? why, man, a
dozen horses shouldn't stick in your
throat: a hundred wouldn't stick io
mine !’

Cuthbert eyed him indignantly but his
voice was calw and cold.

* You ask me to steal my master’s
horse!”” he eaid. * Well, you have kept
'the musk on well. Now I know you for

‘what you are. You have saved wy life:

. wore than once, and have been my com-
panion for mnany months. I owe you
much ; but—Ah, well | how should you
uvderstand 2 he brohe off to mutter,

** I understand as well as you!" hissed

!

; 8 3lit inits shirt, the otbor bendiug ovor
it with a razor in its hand

The dead mun’s fuce is livid aod set,
and has no eyebrows

‘I ho faca of the figure beuding over it
is white nnd stern, hairless even to the
lip, and likewise browless. ‘I'he tiwo faoes
arecx ctly alike, it would be difficult for
the woman who bore Roderick Edge
combe. wero she stynding in the doorway,
to choose from the two her son.

Still shining softly and peacefully, the
moon pours down her fight upon the
living fizure as it cmerges fr m the hat
—>till with hardened fuce and sct lips—
and mounts the horse tied on the other
side of the hat.

The clothes the figure wears, and the
| horse it wmovnts, aro those of Roderick
| k.dccombe, but their owaer lies stiff and
bleeding within the hut.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

with supprossed passion. ¢ There he gues!”, ! !
he muttered, folding his arms and leaning | 8¢€mn 10 forget,” he said, gravely, ¢ that
against the door-post, his hairless brows [ be,.f,'gcd you to help me to forget that
lowered menacingly.  <There he gocs, fact. . .
Roderick Edgecombe, heir to Kdgecombe  ** But I can’t ” eaid Guy, bending
Hall and Edgecombe money. A foul | forward, aud speaking in a whisper,
with sixty thousand a-year, wandering ' £ can’t’ I think of it every moment of
abuut an Australiso cattlerun. And the day. I ’

here an I—Ais elder brother —by right,! ¢ What is the matter with you!” ex-
by Goud’s natural right, the hiir to all, daied Cuthbert, rising, with a ook
dogging his fuotsteps, an outeast, a thief, of astonishmeut.

a felon, a—bah! what matters it? I~ ¢ Nothiug ! replied Guy, in o differ-
shrink at the word —tarn quailing at the | ent and calmer tone, * nuthing, say I've
name, but do I turo guailing and milk- been at this tov much " and he touched
sop at the decu ® No, my mother's— the flask lizhtly ; * say—oh, say auy-
my wronged, injured :mother's—uiyiog'thing you like. but cut—you dou't cat ”
story is ringingz in my care and when 1 |

Guy, leaping to his feet, and steiding up,
to the upright fizure of Cuthbert. <1l
understand as well as you!' he repeated. |
* You! Lord of Edgecombe,and I—|
Guy, the nameless outcast There is a:
difference. eh? A difference, Roderick  So many were the nights on which
Edygerombe, oelieve me, and that mukes{ Bertie Lennox lay unconscious. that the
it nu strange thing for me to steal a horse | roses faded trom the cheek of the beauti-
any you to refure to doso! You thivk, ful girl who had constituted herself---.
that I—T, Guy—the thief and felon, by her owu appuintment....chief and only
can’t understand these fine shades of |nurse, ard the cyes that never looked
feehng ! You——curse you!" he hissed,;upon the flushed fuce and tossing form
his fuce close to the still, fixed one.upon the bed withuut growing lovingly
opposite him ; * you look at me! Youwistful, grew anxious.

lovk! Jook! look! Itell you. Do you| Tom, who regarded his waster zs the
see much difference 10 the two fuces?, first geotleman of Fngland und the great-
In vur eyes—in our mouths—ia ouc est hero that ever lived, began to doubt

* NURSE GRACE."
*“With footfalls light as angol’s,
And Zephys- broathing touch,
From Jdenth sho sustched ber loved one.”

rewmember how she loved and was be-
trayed, lived and was starved, and died,
T fecl iny heart turned to ~tuie, and wy
arm nerved to do anythuyz, 8o that it
bringa harm to the soo of the woman
who took her place—to .he man who
stands between me and mine V'

As he muttered the last savage words
beneath his breath, his face giew white,
aag bis eyes lit up ferociously,

For a moment he was silent, then his

head dropped on his bosom with a shud.-,

der, a3 he continued, * * Murder, most

foul and unnatvrsl!’ Bsh!l am turning[

a woman, but. my God, how the words
ring in my ears! Murder—no ! Justice!
They rob mo of wy right. beeause the
world and its unjust laws are stronger;
I seize thy moment when the world's
laws are powerless to reach wme, aod
snatch fram them that which is, by
Nature's law, nlready mine ! But—but!
—wiy dido't I let him die with the old
trapper?  Curse bim T let him live to
templ me !’

‘Theu he fell to pacing up and down

before the door, still with his arms
folded, and his eyes bent upon the
ground. ¢ So like! so like! It's fate
who docs the wrong, if there be wrong,
by giving us the likeress, aud throwing
him across my path. Fate! But there
is no such thing as chence. What is to
be will be. and what hasbeen was to
be! Yet, O God! how can | bring it
about? If ho would but give me cause
to strike him down! 1f I could but
get into the devilish rage 7 have never
felt since—" here he paused aud shouk
his bead, as if he would throw the
agonizing thought of the pasti—of a
time when a woman's love moved him,
and a woman's voice turned him— from
Lis brain. Then the sound of Cathbert’s
{ootsteps was heard coming slowly up
the glen, and, composing his face, the
illegitimate son of Sir Harry Edge-
combe stepped into the hut, and bent
over the fire.

* Have I been loag 7 said Cuthbert.
* 1f 0, pnt it down to the water, for it
looked so tempting that [ must needs
bathe my face. Here is some trom the
very top of tho rill, and now for sup-
per,’ and he threw lumself down beside
she fire

Cuthbert pushed the mestaway from
hi
tcake.

L Guy watched him tor a2 moment,
reating fast and voraciously himself, and
.at every mouthful raising the brandy
to his lips. Tt scemed as if he were
jtrying to nerve himself for some deed.
| Suddenly he said—

. * You dor’t seem to get aav fonder
"of this hife 2"

Cuthbert shook his head.

“I'm afraid I'm but a miserable
companion,” he said; *for, though I
'don’t whine much, yvet I don’t bark,
|and 1t's poor socicty a dumb man is.”

** Moody, taciturn, morose—should
I be far wrong in saying you are un-
happy ?”

“On the contrary, you would be
quite right. 1 do not complain, I have
nothing to complain of, least of all to
vou, who have been a fricnd indecd,
"because a friend in nend; but——=Tush!
i Why should I analyze my feclings on
purpose to bore you. You watch me
100 closcly, are too regardful of ny
feelings, my friend  Let me indulge
imy silent whim aud gloomy bearing to
ithe top of my bent. 1t ix too late to
"chauge it.  Now for to-morrow ; which
way do you think the cattle have taken !”

“ Tired of this lifc, ck? So am 4,”
said Guy, takiug no notice of the ques
tion, and leanii g his chir. on his hand,
tso that his eyes werc on £ level with
' the face of the other

* Look ye here;
leave it

* With all my heart,” assented Cuth-
bert. wearily. 1 tell you, as1 told you
before. that my futurc is yours, or any
iman's who likes to take 1it. Go where

you mil. Do what youlike.’

* It ia casily done,” s3id Guy, thought-
 fully, still eyeing the moody face with cat-
hike attention. ¢ We can't be many days
inow {iom nae of the towns, or, at least,
'the diggings. Why not? We hawe
“horzes.”

Cuthbert looked up.

'

supposc we

m, and touk up & piece of wheaten

hearts ! You taunt me ! I tell you, Rnd-
cerick Edgecombe, that your futher was
a greater scoundrel, a mmore damuoable
villsin thanJ am !’

Cuthbert flushed a hot crimson, and
sprang ut him.

¢ Silenco!” he cried sternly. ‘1 owe
you much, but I cannot, will oot hear
you blacken my father withuut telling
you you lie !’

Guy's eager hands were round bis
throat in a second, and clasped in a mad
cmbracc. the two m HiN afler swaj’ing
for a moment like & huge tree bent by
the wind, fell to the ground, with Guy'a
white fuce gleaming above the stariled one
of the heir to Edgecombe.

“ You---are mad.” gasped, Cuthbert,
strugzling to rise.

¢ No.---not wad- -save with joy 1”
hissed Guy, pressing his hand heavier
uscross his throat. * Roderick Edgecombe,
I have waited moonths and menths for
this. I hateyou! I have vowed to——'

“ What *" gagped the fallen man.

¢ To kil you !" hissed the white lips,
and the cry scemed to be takeo up by
the waving treces and to be echoed
throughoui the wild solitude, as ii a
willion throats had screamed it instead
of onc.

“Kill mel"” ropeated Cuthbert, with
a michty cffort regaining his feet, angd
dctermined to sell his life dearly.

* Age, kil you!” screamed Guy
warviog his long, shining blade in the air.

body swung together for one cffort. He
must overpower thismadman, he thought.
at onc blow.

Catching up his rifle, which 12y beside
him. he hurled it with all his force at
the distorted face, bt Guy scemed
possessed of the quickness of 2 demon,
for he stooned and avoided the missile,

fupon the silence. and Roderick Fdge-
icombe felt the steel penetrate his flesh.
* * ® * A *

|

; An hour aficrwards the rays of the

Cuthbert’s cyes flashed fire, anG nis:

ard the next instant a yel broke out

; Miss Grace's humanity, and wasgradaally
;instilling into hiwself the belief that the
ybeautiful wowman who scarcely cver Jeit
his master’s side was an angel in soft,
| noiseless merino.

Mrs. Wilson came often—somctimes
jaccompanied by the squire--but they
rwere both puzzled and over-uwed by
Grace's calm self-posscssion ; and beyond
gentle daily remomtrances for the first
week, said nothing cgainst their davghter
turning sick nurse to a dragoon captain.
I doubt, indeed, if things wouid have
been altered very much if they had

At last the ceascless watching was re
warded, for, one cveaing, as Tom was
sitting at the table pouring out some
milk-and-watery compound. Grace, who
was standing at the bedside, with her
eyes fixed, us usual, wictfully upon the
sick man’s face. ooticed a sudden change
come over the wrinkled brow. The
| puzzled, pained expression took sudden
!ﬁight, and left the face calm and peaccful.

For a moment, although the doctor had
! warned her of the change, she thought he
! was worse, and her heart scemed to stand
stili; but, recovering hersclf, she whis-

pered, ¢ Tom,” and bent down closer
tover the captain.

Tom stole up—ofcourse with & ereak
of the boots, the manner of men i a sick-
room—and looked at his master.

« Js—isheworse, Tom 7" asked Grace,

i
!

|

! tremblingly, a fearful anxiety upon her
LR}

 face.

' Tom shook his bead, a gesture ho bed
got pretty well  perfect by constant
practice.

«] dunno, miss.  An? sure an?® I'il go
ifor the dhoctor 2" and he started off to
i the surgeon’s.

Dr. Rawbourne hurried back with
him, nod smiied reassuringly when be
saw the alteration in the face of his
paticnt.

« [t's the crisis, my dear young lady,”
“he said, cheerfully. ¢ Heis asleep at last;
=«hen he awakes hewill be 2oascious, and
aircady on theroad to recovery. And I'm
quite sure that the first thing he docs

“ Yes, Van Qester’s, our cmployer's, : Australian moon poured through the, when hie is in his right senses, will be to
he <ad. .apen door of the salitary hut, 2n.d upon  pour out his gratitude to the lady who
y * Well" retorted Guy, * what matters two figares - onc Iying stark and motion. | has—-yes, madam- - saved lanlife!” wnd,
1t whoae they anc, »0 that we have them ? less upon the groand, with a pocl of blood , astemished at his sudden cloguerce, the
Horx stealwg ) at its side, and a red stream 1ssuing from | worthy young Mars-Medico fiushed do:-
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peraely, and  then blew  his nose -
audibly

Grace looked up with a flush that wateh. Tom, s sharply,” he said, wearily; « /il

| .
: promiced to procure some omployment.
* Yon sheuldn't have sent him away,

Not for uno instant did the thought
loccur to him that something might have
happened to the shap, for the very mag.

180 he buys and sclls in Sir Robert's
pame.’
“ Indecd,” said Bertie, with a slight

ed and outdid s, and. laymz hee hand o down to Pileher, in the ity and ok |appearance of interest.
on his arm eagerly, said exaitedly, im- him to make room fur the lad.  Driver  © Yes,” said Mr. Pilcher, <7 dont

vitude of such good fortune prevented
him from thinkieyg of it, and ho sut down
for two or three weeks, consumed with

pleringly.--

Do yeu think 1've done him sy
good, tahing eure of him ? I keow you
will suy s, but da you think <o 2

there after you hnso been to Mr. |quite underatzod the arrangewents, but

Wilson's !
* Very good, yer honor: bu* won'tit |
be too much for you, us one muy say 71

“ You've saved his lite, my dear young | Lemewber, it*s the first dhay yer honor !

lady,” suid the surzeon, curtly
who heseechas goue the pace, as we call it
fike Captain Lennax, finds (ta hard uat-
ter to pull through such u tever, as, rest

© A wan  has been out!” I

* ANl right, Tom, my pgood fellow,”
(said Bertie, languidly, * we won’ gverdo
fit. Confound it, [ can’t bo ton weak to

"ho certainly has the commuad of a wler-
ably largze sum of Sir Roberi’s money.

e has bought and shippe? zevera)
theusand pounds’ worth of goods to a
forcign market, and,” here Mr. Pilcher
lowered lus voice, und bent forward con-

inpatience, aud not knowing what to do
next.

In the sudden turn affairs had taken,
he was so sbsorbed that he nozlected the
web bz was weaving round the fortuues
of Sir Robezt, uud, cousequently, was

fideutinlly,  Ae hasn’ eneured them.' (DL aware of the suddey turn in the
Bertie savk into the chair uwain. {4ffairs of the Wheal Bang Mining shares

assured, behae now pulled through Yen, | drive down into the e.ty: busides, the Tagether with the old dislike which had | Which Wr. Pilouier, by the judicious use

you have saved his Iite

[poor devid is anxions alont hisboy. '

'sprung up atresh at the mention of the [of 8 large sum of money, had brought

*Then T deserve a fittle reward 2 shej When the carriage drew up at the door g name, tiere came a by fecling of | #bout ; and, believing that all way going

eaid, cagerly.

of the house which the Wilsons had taken,

I distrust, and lus mind was filled with o | W ll—or, rather, budly—bhe gave him-

The deetor nodded. with a puazled | Bertie saw, with a sudden twinge of pain, | thousand forcbodings, though for whom i#¢lf for the time to the feverish watehing

look.

“ X will take it,” she said. ¢ Promise | wte after, Tom catne to the carriage door

me, doctor, that you will never tell hun
or any une that [ have ever been in this
vonar, and T Sherll be more than repaid
for any ittle touble— *

Here <he brake off, andd turned aside,

Trouble! Had it not been the sweet-
est joy her young life had known ?

“The doctor promised, of courte, and
ecjoininz Tow to cuetully wuard the
secret, Grace watched the thin face as
long us she dared, and then stole home.
So that shen Captuin Len~ox awoke, he
found his fuithtul servant, Yo, by the
bedside, aud when, further on, he became
sufficicntly in possession of by senes to
discover that he had been lying there three
wocks, be presscd Tow's haud, #ud, in
accents that trembled, tor the first time
to his life, stammered out his gratitude
to his supposed wurse, thereby putting
Tom to 50 much misery and impaticnce,
that he felt jaclived to cry, and would
bave given three years' salary to be able
to tell the fucts of the case.

A week afterwards, us ‘fom was dress-
iog him for his Grvt ride since his illness,
he said, ae calmiy as possibie—

“Ints of people called, I suppose,
Tow? Give me the vinegar,”

4 Yea, «ir, lots ; most of the sergeants,
and all the captains. I was obliged to
¢ell Captuin Derry as the doctor had or-
dered no cuc to sce yer, and that it was
torturing to death tocall so often, as you
may sy, sor, lord save us, and he was
hare three times a-duy askin’ for ye, aud
ence or twice swore at me hard and fast,
Bocos { wouldn’t let hiw iu, the blaggu:d
—1 beg yer pardon, crptain.”

¢t Poor Derry,' muttered Bertie. * You
seot word that | was better.’

«Sure and 1 did, sir. and michtily
delighied he was to hear it, for he gave
the bhny half a sovereign. ™

* Auy ore else, Tom ?” said Bertie,
flushing slightly.

“ W—-ell,”" hesitated Tom. * there was
the squire, and madam, and of courss,
Miss Grace, Guod bless her heart—shure!
They come every day, =or, to ask afther
you, and muightier sorried they were

-¢ Miss Grace came, did you say, Tom !

repoated Bertie, *is she louking well 2

* Well, not so hale and hearty as she
mizht, God bless her” replied Tom.
¢ Shure and there's more of the lily than
tho rase about her, but she'll pick up, sor,
sho'll pick up.’

Bertie looked troubled.

* When the brougiam comes round,
drive to thesguire's firat, Tom, will you 2™
he said, then falling back languildy, he
asked 1f there were any others.

** Another buskel, if yo plase, but uo
ono of any particularconsequence. There
was the man who worrited your honor's
loife out of its moind, to get a place in

tha aty for hin bhoy. He called every

day, and said 1t was 3 matier of loife and
death,” he repeated. ¢ He didn't care a
bramy image for your honor's liife and
death. But J ¢hink I’ve packed him off,
shure, for good.,

It was some mag, pretty well down in
tho worid, for whose son Bertic had

that the blinds were closed, and, x wio-
to ray that the family had retuened to
| Ireland only two days before.

| Bectic merely bted Ins eyebrows, but
Ithe pang of pun was as intense us the
ntan suffers who starts and winees.

* Irewnd ' he said, quictly; *drive,
then, to the city, Tom.’

Bertie leaned back with that pung
of disappointinent which every mau feels
whrn he cxpects to see the wouun he
toves, snd tnds her not; and the bitter
reflection —¢ If it had been poor Rod who
hal been scedy, she would have died
rather bou start for Ireland withoat
seeing him. Somebody says ther’s n divinity
that - shudes our ends. rough hew them
us we will.' Confound it! [ nust be
rouzh hewing mine to some extent, or'
the shaping can’t be going on very satus.
fuctorily.”

Aud he felt very wiserable and weak i
as the carriuge rolled on,
How was he to know that the waman he
was thinking of was feeling just as mis |
erable, becan e she had not dared ‘o see!
him,les her tell-tale face should proclain |
the love that had grown into a passion !
duriey the days she had sat watching his !
face?

“ Mr. Pilcher’s. sir,” said Tom, a

S
the carriage stopped, and Bertie, alight-

“ Good worning, ir,” said dMr. Pil.
cher, coming torward, as usual, with his |
bauds passing over one another showly.

*“Good morning, Mr. Pilcher,” aaid ;
Bertie, dropping into a chair languidly ; |
and, without percration, he commenced i

and for what he onuld nat say, rand  witing for news of  the man that

« Hasn't ensured them’ he said; istood between him and sixty thousand
“that i a very rirky thing, i3 it not ?” a year. ]

“AWell, it is, very," said Mr. Pileher. | (e worning, as he sat at breakfast

« And he is trading with Sir Robert |10 bis silent chambers, with his eyes tixed

i Valor's uoney, you say ¥ aaid Bertie. |“W“ the fire and his thoughts !Ju-y with

Mr. Puloher confined himsolt to nodding | s plots and schemes, his eye full upon a

his head and elevating his eyebrows, il“lc of old papers, and half i hupes that
L Phere w.s 2 minute’s silence. { be aight for a time distract his thuughts,
Bertie folt assure as thathe was Fillingihc threw them on the table amd com-
there, that something was wrong, and Ins | menved turning them over, resding alise
old stoical, cui bono creed was fishting jhere and a line there.
against the impulse to see farther into]  As he did so, his eye caught, in oue of
the matter. ¢ What the deuce,’ he asked fdwm. a kst of lost vessels, aud with the
himself, * has this tu do with we? I Sir ;jeaf rnised in his hand to turn over, ho
‘Roosert chooses to play fool to Arthur |read, heading the dread catzlogue, the
Thussington s knave, why should I wter- | name ** Aunie,”

Sere?* But his trus, pood-satured heart |
'got the better of his fulse philosophy, s
usaal, and, Jeoking up, he snd -

"¢ Let ug go into your private room for
a few minutes.”

¢ Certainly,” said Mr. Pileher, and he|
Poor man? 'led the way into his sanctuw sanctorua. | August, 18—, wrecked, apd all hands

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

TOO GREAT A JOY.
*“This sudden geod doth tmove mo more
Than helf n hundred too fumiliar alls."
Arthur Thussivgton’s spy lost 0o tim€
in communicating with his moster; so
that almost before tae village of Kdee-

iz, cutered the office. “combe had recovered from the shock of

the news of Sir Harry Hdgecombe's
death, Arthur Thussiugton was dashing

jdown by express.

At the Hall, however, Ida, who was
staying with her aunt, Lady Mary, re- |
fused o see him, and Startel, the steward. |

bis errand by asking the shippivg agent insulted him by declining, most ecm- !
to make room for th- lad he wasinterest- | phatically, to pive up the keys, which Sir!
¢d in. He had known Mr. Pilcher for Robert had asked Arthur Thussington |

His heart gave a sudden leup, end his
eyes closed. He dared not hope. 'Fhere
were hundreds of “ Annies;” this could
not— could not—be the right oue.

i He looked again.
‘¢ ¢ Aunie,” bound for Meclbourne,

lost.”

With & cry of suffocation he leaped

from his chair, to fall, face dowa-
wards, upon the paper.
Oue hour—1wo hours passed before
lhe moved ; then, when he did =o, his
lfucczl was hueless and set, and his lips
i

The sudden shock had nearly killed
bim.

1l went to tho cupboard, nud, with
trembling hanods, poured out some
brandy into u tumbler, spilliog it over
ythe floor.

He felt stunned avd bewildercd.

He dared not cveu yet attempt to
grasp the stupendous fact that he was
Lord of Edgecombe! Lord of Edge-

some yeary, and had employed him in

vorious business matters ; indecd, besides

his solicitor, he was the only
business he konew sufficiently
favor of.

., Well, we are rather full in the offiec
now.” said Mr. Pilcher: ¢ but still { will
make room for him.’

i ¢ Thauks,” said Bertie,

ikind.'

+Oh, don’t mention it, sar,"’ aaid Me.

“Pilcher, “ 1 am ondy glad to be aof any

service to you, heve you been ill, you

are looking so extremely uawell.’

*“Yes," said Bertie, ¢ I have been oa
my back a httle while, but have pulled
round now.’

* May 1 sugzest a run in the count
said e, Pilcher.

“1 have not long returncd from
Hampshire.”

 Hampshire 2 said Mr. Pilcher.
tOh, ses, 1 remember, [ beard you were
staying at Sir Robert Valor's.’

“ Did you ?"" saia Bertie, carclessly
*Whom from? not caring a bit, and
wishing himself back in the carriage.

* Mr. Arthur Thussington,” sad Mr.
Pilcher.

* Oh, dv. you do busincss with hamn ?”
said B rtie

“ Weli, yey and 0o, was the reply.
*He was transacting business for his
uocle, Sir Robert Valor, atleast I suppose

toasl a

‘you sre very

y

rth combe? Sir Arthur Thugsington ! Sir
to bring over to the Vale. 'Arthur Thussingron! Tke words rang
+ Maddened by the steward's insult and |in his cars, beat at the doors of his

man “r:IJa Valor's cold refusal to see him, 'licart, and swam before his eyes in

P Arthur Thussington returned to the . blood red capitals! Standing before the
"Vale, and mastering his passion as best !fire, he saw them glittering amongst the
“he couid, told Sir Robert whai had'red coals; garing vacamly a1 the
'passed at the Hall, and hinting that 'shadowed patt of the room, he saw
I'Startel had been playing the scoundrel !them starting from the dimness. In
!wiah‘ the estate, hurried back to town to , the fading of the cinders, i the sough
smeditate upon fresh placs not, however, of the wind, in the chirping of the
, before be had payed a visit to the post- London sparrows on the window-sil,
,master and re-bribed him to intercept he heard ihe refrain that was gradually
,any letters that might arrive, and admon |« nding  bhim mad  with Juy—that
+ishiog his Ispy n lflm h“l”:'gcm“; fr(;»h uumbed him with its intensity.
wigtance.  linwedietely he got London i S der . -
llu.f;.\ct about tracing the fogzsttps of the! . Lord of ,}‘d"zco(;:;b“,!. b;r. Ar;hur
Ilost heir, and filed with a apinit of un- - ”‘"5""3‘0“;‘ ff" lc‘il) s ¢;<,:c
lrc~t, that at one moment tormented hup ' blatehed. A Aear had stricken 12
.heart cold. The newspaper was old;
rthe ship might have beeo found ! Rod-

with tho hope that Roderick was dead,
ick Edgccombe maght still be living.

and at another maddened him by 2 faucy
wcture of the lost wan turning up and ; ¢3¢

e R up ‘ He scized lus bat and dashed dowa
the stairs,

snatching the title and estats which he
alinost fancicd he bad got 1romw his graep, ! e ) I
he hunted night and day for some clue| Diive to Lloyds’, for your life!
he said, hoarsely, Jumping into a cab,
o1 that was passiug at the momert, and

to the wanderer.

At last ho found one. Amnongst th . 8
shippiog list at Lloyds’ he found Rod- tthon croushed dow= e the back, with
erick Edgecombe’s” name entered s i hiv vauls at tus teeth, and his cyes fixed
passenger in the brig “ Annic,” bound {hke whips upon the glandered boree.
for Mclbourne, Arrivud at Lioyds', his old calmucss

Jnstantly he inserted an advertisoment | somewhat returned, sod with a less
in a small ‘Melbourne paper, through the lhesty step he stole, still awittly, bat
agent in Londoo, and telegraphed down |uoisclewly, up the hail, and wetting
to the Valo the news of his discovery. his lips with feverish tougue, bein
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quired of the clerk iff we ¢ Anuie."Isurpriso and te-ror, ag one has when
reported lost with ull hunds on board, \ hearing some harrowing, tey rible yews,”
had been heurd of, or any of the erew’ ¢ I understand you,” snid uiir Robert,
or passengers picked up, I'slowly, looking nt tho firo witis shuded

‘Tho muu referred to a huge volume, ! eyes.
which hud struck terror to mauy al ¢ [don't,” snid Lady Edith, juno-
widow std orphan’s heart, aud, in tones’ cently. ¢ 1 wish Roderick were at home ;
that scemed to the waddened man I believe his presence would do more
cruolly iudifferent, replied, that uneither ! towards poor Mary's recovery than uny.
the ship nor the living souls on board | thing elso.’
of her hud been heard of, “So do I suid Sir Robert, with a

Al perished sir, every mon of sigh, his hand stroking the fuir head
thew.” "whose face was now hidden ngeinst his

. breast.

“ What can have kept him  from
| writing, Eeannot think,” continued Lady
EZdith; *he was always so fond of his
, mother, and so considerate and thought.
. . - - . ! ful of Aer, at least.
That though his fuults wero great and wany, | The eirls fuce shrank closer.

Ho that loved thee well is dend { WThat is just what has kcpt him

The fuwily at the Vale seated in the | from writing,’, said Sir Robert, thought.
drawing-room. Diuner had been aver fully. *Poor Lady Mary was always
au hour, aud  Sir Bobert was sitting in | made unhappy with Kir Harry, through
his cisy chair, with lis eyes fxed sowe freak of his; and when he went, 1
thonghtfully upon the cials, thinking of judged from his lovk—the old Edge-
many things past aud preseut; wnd, combelook—that we shiuld henr nothing
judging from his prase fuce thinking wore of him untit Sir Harry died”
sadly  Oppoesite him sat Lady Edah,! ¢ And now Sir Harry is dead,” said
sercne as cver, now that the storm Lady Edith, ¢surdy he will wiite or
of sotrow had swept by, work- come home, unless—-'

CHAPTER XXXIX.
DEAD!

“ Aye, that's ull that can be saul-

ing the cverlasting wool wurk; and!
standing apart, by the window, look-
ing somewhat pale, but ethereally
beautiful in her black dress, was Ida.
She had ouly rettened  two duyx before
from vur-ing Lady Mary, who still lay
silent and stricken down upon the siek '
bed at Edgecombe, and had left hor;
purpose nnly ut the distinct command !
of the doctor, who prevailed upon!
her to toke at least a little rest, if vuly |
to cuable her to resume her loviag care. '

With her soft face resting upon her
white hand, and her eyes fixed dreamily |
apon the durk night, her thoughts were
sadly tricing the events of the pist.,
How sweet the opening of her hife had
been-—huw promising the proxpect !
health, wealth, a circle of loving friends |
and relations, aod the heart of the man
whose imasze still remained enshrined
in hers, set in a trame of' thorns, :

Now where was he? And how sadly
the circle had broken! Her life, once 20
fuir and bright, scemed now as cheer-
less and joyless as the night she wasl
gazinyg on. . E

 lda, my darling, why do you not |
come to the fire?” said Lady Edith.
¢ You must be frozca out there in the
cold.’ 1

« No, mamma,” said Ids, but stil]|
complying with her request, and setting |
herself at her side.

“ How pile you look, Ida!™ said her
father, #8 she did so, louking at her with
affectionate eyes. ¢ You are a good gir!,
but you must nut overdo it at the Hull.’
How did Parker say Lady Mary was
this morning #°

*¢ 8tiil the same,” said 1da. ¢ Do you
krow, papa, although I do not fear any-
thing very dangerous now for poor Lady
Mary, / - afraid she will never be well
agaiv, She scems to huve received a very
severe <hock, a shock— and vhe paused -
here, theughtfully.

“ A shock-—what, my dear?” wid!
Lady Edith. )

« ] gear ely koow,” said 1da. ¢If 1|
wero asked to state my opinion of the!
mainspring of dear Lady Mary’s illncss, |

Fortunately for the hidden face, the
dooropuined, and the servant annouuced.
¢ Mr. Thussington .’

Sir Robert rose to mect bim, and
started back, with his outstreched arm
fallen to his side; with astonishment.

“Good God! Arthur, are you ili?”
he cxclaimed, while Lady Edith and
Ida gazed with speechless alarm at his
white, hollow fuce and pale lips.

He came forward, and clutthing Sir
Robert’s hand for a mowment, sunk into
a chair. The ladies he did not seem to
have seen.

dir Robert went up to him aud laid
his hund upon kis shoulder.

© My poor fellow, you are ill.”

Arthur shook his head.

“Then—then you have bad news!”
and he fultered and walked to the fire-
place, resting his head for 2 moment on
his hund. ‘Ihen he said, without mneriug,

¢ 2dith, take Ida away.”

Lady Edith. cver obedient, took Ida’s
hand, which had grown stone cold, and
tried to draw her towurds her, but the
girl would not move.

“ Come, Ida, iy darling,
Lady Edith, sadly.

For a moment sho withdrew her cyes
slowly from the bent figure of Arthur
T hussington, then walked to her fatner’s
side and caught the edge of his coat at
the breast.

« Father,” she said, in slow, distioct
tones, * I will stay.’

He put his arm round her.

« Better go, my darling,” he said.

She shook her hesd, and he perhaps
knew instnctively that all resistance
would be uscless. . .

Lady Edith sonk into her chair again,
and waited, with a frightened faco.

« Now, Arthur, what is it ?”" sid Sir
Robert, in an unurturally resigned tonc.
¢ Has the mine goue ?

Arthur looked up with a puozzled
exXpression.

+ No!" he said, hearscly.

Sir Robert breathed a sigh of relief,
but suddenly paled and trembled.

«t Then—then,” he s«id, in a low, fear |

the obair, but the figure of the girt
romained stone-like from hend to fuet.
Turning her oves on him, sheopeued her
lips, as it" with pain, und uttered the
words—

“ You lie !”

He turned his face townrus her, with
a Jook that told her he spoke the truth ,
and, in an instant, sho sprong towards
him, and clutched his arm, crying iv a
voice of agony: * Not dead | not deud !
Anything clse, but not dead ! A thousand
wiles away, wounded, ill dying! but net
dead! Oh, God, not dead !”
He shook lua hend, and hid kis eyes;
und she fell into her futher's arms, wail-
ing; *And 7 loved him so0 ! Iloved
him g0’
‘Then, staring, with burning, tearless
eyes, she started from Sir Robert’s armns,
und threw up ber own, wildly.
‘ Hix blood ba upon your heads! You
drove him from home! You killed him!
What had he ever done to merit death ?
Why did God let him die, when I loved
him so, and there were s0 many wicked
men to kil? Rod—my Rod—was al
ways good toali, even to me. who treated
hiw rocruelly! Dewd! dead ! dead! and
I scorned him and hurt him with hard
words! e, the noblest, zentlest mon
that cver woman loved, Oh! God has
punished me for my pride—punished me
fearfully. You don’t know all—none of
you—how 1 cut him with hard, cold
lovky, and froze him with bitter words.
And he stood 30 calm und stern, hearing
every word / said, and did nothing—not
even strike me—said pot s word when he
should have felled we to the ground for
daring te spesk :0 to him—my darling !
my god! "And now you tell e ho i
dead—dead, and I, sinful wreteh, aw
left to live. Ok, Rod ! Rod! pray God,
if you are near Him, to let me die snd
come to you, Dead! dead!” Pouring out
the words in quick, apasmodic crics,
ever dwelling on thesad refruin, ¢ I loved
him 0. Dead ! dead ! she at last fell,
before they could catch her, full length
upon the floor—her white bands cleached
above her hea-, like a womun martyr
of'old.

CHAPTER XL.
SIR ARTHUR THUSSINOTON.

whispered I

1 should say that something besides poor | ful voice, ¢ yoa have heard of Roderick.

Sir Harry's sudden and dreadful death | Good God ! man, speak out; don’t you

bad occusioned it.’ lsce this is worse than ali? What have
Her fuaber looked up curiously. {you heard 2 oo

* Whit do you mean, Ida 7" he ssid.  Arthur hid his face in his hands, and

[ don't knnw, papa,” she said, leaving‘in a Jow, broken toice, that dcccivcd|

ber chair and knecling beside his, so that : them all—eave onc»—said—.-

she oculd len her face agaiasthis beart.] ¢ T have. poor lioderick (ah! that
« I don't know, but as I have aat)word ¢ poor,’ it belongs to the Jead)

watching ber fuco I have scon flash over i sailed in the ¢ Annie,’ for Meibourne.

it an expression of sudden montal pain | The ¢ Annic’ was wrecked, and—and all

and agony. totally distioet frem her | hands were lost 17

bodily suffering, and with it 2 look of Sir Robert tottered tnd groaned;

‘Revonge 18 sweot.”

¢Tho wezkest goes to the wall”

* Though this may boyplay to you, "is death
to me.”*

Leaving the sorrowing family at the

will pow call him, walked quickly
through the avenue in the direction of
the Hall, his head lowered upon his
breast, and his hauds folded behind him.
Every step he took, and every stick and
stonc his cyes rested on, he kept repeating
to himsclf, were his.  His ! Three duys
had passed since the discovery of the
wreck of the * Annie,”” and the sudden
shock had been succceded by a dead
utmbness, born of his great joy, that had
whitened his fuee and threatened to uu-
seat his reason. He was fevensh and ili,
confused and bewildered; but ho could
not wait another day {uT a certain re-
veuge, the picture of which he had becn
painting in his mind’s eye for three Jong
daya.

He would have liked, nay, he thirsted,
to proclaim his title apd weaith to all
the world a. once—that momeut—but he
dared not.

Appeacances must bo attended to.
Lady Mary lay ill, and though he carad
nothing for the cffect the news of her
son's death might have on her, he dreaded
the censure of the world on his he-riless
ness, and, most of all, feared to create a
further bad opinion on 1da Valor's mind.

For there the man's hope was fixed.
Evea the new glory of bhis wealth and
titie paled before his love for the woman

Lady Edith shrank and cowered into] who he felt mistrusted irim,

Vale, Sir Arthur Thussiugton, as we|

Yet he
tioped, even npainet hope, thue the HHall
—his Hall—might have for i1ts mistresy,
Roderick's tover—benutiful {da Valor.
But though he determined to bridle his
impaticnee for o fow days longer, he
could not resist the savage joy of dis-
comforting the steward,

Se, passing up the silent avenue, ho
tried to devise some plan by which he
could ouxt Startel from lus position, with-
lout compromising his  character of
s enerosity. The door was opened by the
old servant, who grected him respectfully,

.V and to whom Arthur nodded sraciously,

replying to his cuquities, *Thauk you,
very well, Jumes.’

« Ludy dury, 1 hope, is better ; is she
well enough for e to rec her o7

*1 think so, sir,” said the man, 1}
will gound eea,” and he opened the draw-
ing-room door to show Arthur in, but
Arthur said, quietly—

1 will go into the library,” and
walking across the hall, he eutered the
old room. James looked surprised st the
unusual tone, and turned off to ingnire if
Lady Mary was well envugh to sce him.
Meanwhile Arthur had walked to the
table, and commenced turning over one
or two of the papers Iying on it. They
were mostly accounts and business letters,
some of them in rtel's handwiiting,
and othersin Sir Harry s,

As he handled them one by ope, a
sardonic smile upon i~ face. us cye fell
upon a do:ument, headed, ¢ Isnac Levy's
account against Roderick,’ which, it will
be remembered. was paid and receipted,
and he loid his band upon it, but before
he hud searcely opencd it, the door
opened, and he put dnwp that, which,
if he had sern. would have been 2 power-
ful weapon in his hands in future years,
and Started entered. A look of savage
hutred crussed his fuce, as he saw the
tall fioure standing by the tuble, and
advaacing in his crooked way, he sail—

“(Good morning, Mr. Thussington,
glud 1o see you've honored the Hall
again; do you intend making a long stay ?”

Arthur Thussington wal¥ed to the
fireplace and stood before the fire, the
keen, glittering little eyes of the steward
followts.g him,

* Have you come from Lady Mary?
said Asthur Thussingtoo.

*No, Mr. Thuesington,” replied Star.
tel; ‘but I met Jumes and brought ber
Indyship's message ; sheisnot well enough.
%o seo you.’

“Is that the truth, or 2 lie?" said
Arthur Thussington, lewning his armns
in an casy attitude on the mantel-shelf.

The steward’s face whitened with
passion, and he said between bis clenched
teeth, with an evil smile—

People in glass houses should’nt
throw stones, JMr. Thusungton >

Arthur ‘thussington quictly, without
moving his position, reached the bell-rope,
and as James entered, said in a tone of
command——

*Mr. Startel tells me, James, that
Lady .Mary is too uawell to see me; is
that the truth ?”

The man stared first at bim, and
then at the mocking fxce of the steward.

s Js that the troth ¥ repeated Arthur.

¢ Yex, 8ir,” said James.

“ Thank you,” ssid Arthur; then
turning towards the steward, ho uaid, in
a measured tone—

“ When 1 was here last, Mr, Startel,
in addition to refosing me the Leys of
the various papers of the late Sir Harry,
you volunteered the information that you
had been 1in my uncle’s scrvioe for a
great number of years."

The man stood astounded and specch.
less , sharp-witted ~8 be was, he had not
a glimmering of the real state of the
case, and could pot understand the
altered tone and waoner of tho wan
whow he bad slways seen so plizat and
humble.

r
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* Have the goodness to tell me how
moany years yon have been in Sir
Horry's service ?”

Stirtel strugeled for breoth.

* By what right, ¥r. Thussinuton,”
he hissed.* Do you ask these questions ?°

* We will winve thet for the present,”
aaid Arthur * Please anewer my question '

For o moment the steward remained
siient ; then he «atd, with . sneer—

I don’t see how 1t ean coneern you,
Mr. Thussington, but, af you nust
know, xay over forty years.”

© A zood und fithtal ser—over forty
yoars,” sd Arthur Thussit zton : * and
during the whole of that time you have
kept the books und munaged the money
matters of the estates?”

o 1 have,” was the reply.

> Then [ request vou,” said Avthar
Thussmgton, * 0 prodace all the books
and papers relating o the ectate during
thut te m of vears, and deliver them to
me.’

Start+l clutehed the table,

* Deliver them to you!" he said,
¢ youw are mad

¢ You will deliver them to me, that,
I may ~end them to u Lowndon & -count-
ant, and af T und that you bave, us )
suspeet, any  diserepancies in your
account, rest assured 1 will hold you
accountable tor them.”

Breathless, livid, and bursting wilh‘
pu~~ton, SMartel hobbled up to him.

s You are mad " he hissed; * how
dire vou come aud domineer at the
Hall? Give you my papers! Give you,
my  keys! Be accountable to you !
Pabaw ! 1 tell you you are mad to try|
and play the master here. I ask you:!
again, by what right you ciaim these "

Arthur Thussington 2ank casily iuto
the chair, and croszed his legs.

* By the right every man has of de-
manding his cwn.”

Startel staggered, and clutched at
the maatel-piece for support.

« 1lis own—yours:" he exclumed,
in alow hiss; * it iz not yours, it ia Sir
Roderick Edgecombe's.”

« My cousin, Mr. Roderick Edge-
comle,” said Arthur, slowly, pausisg’
and cyeing the distorted face with
fiendish enjoyment, ¢ is dead.’

* You lie!" abnost shricked
quiverivg lips: * you fie '

* You must mederate your language,
or I nust scfuse to talk any further
with you, and must teach you respect
by flinging you out of donrs,” said
Arthur, his ‘oice for oue momest
losing 1ts calmness.

- You fling me out of doors !’ said
Start-l, ¢ it's & vile plot—z plot.  You
arc an impostor Nir Roderick Edge-
combe is not dead.’

** You will be sorry to heer,” said
Arthar, rising and standing before the
irc in his old position, * that Mr.
Roderick Edgecombe is iudced dead;
he was drowned in the © Annie,’ which
sailec for Mclbourne in August last.

the

Startel stood staring at him with
bowildered eves for onc moment. then
stageered towards the table, and drop-
ping into a chair, leaned his head upon
his hands

Arthur Thussington  stood looking
at him with cyes that devourcd overy
cxpression and attitude eagerly. Sud-
denly the huddied form started up

* The proofs—the proofs,” he asked,
huskily.

< I Jo not recognize your right to ask
for them,’ snid Arthur: ¢ but as you are
2 old servant of the family, I will show
them to you. *There is an official
sccount of the loas of the ship, and the
nacews ry documents drawn up by the
solicitors, acknowicging my right to the
title and esiates of FEdgecombe.” and -he
laid opea upon the table a number of
papers.

The old man

seized them with

shaking hands, and with ulinost blinded
ayey examined them.

Then, biting Lis lips, he turned
round and tried to speak, but could not,
and inxtead turned again te the table,
und  with un absent air commenced
collecting the seattered accounta,

Arthur held up hiv hiand.

* Leave those papers alove,' he said ;
¢ I think it better, perhaps, under the

"circamstavces, that they shonld be

collected nud exnmined by my solicitor.”

Startel turned round tharply, and
with a wolfish zcowl hobbled up to Lim.

* Sir Arthur Tussington,you have not
zot it all your own way yet, though vou
think you have; as / told voa, f have
been over forty years ie the service
and the secrets hark ye, the zecrets
of Sir Harry—a d I kuow something
that vou'd give your fog-liead to learn ;
1 know something that—but no matter,
I am going. 1 won't wait to be turned
out of the place where I have spent my
life and lenrned my seerets—my scerets,
mind ye ; and 1 wara you, if you try to
touch me, ' turn and bite

Aud halt clutehing, balf shaking his
fist, he hobble! from the room pausing
at the door, ‘0 cast a ualignant glare
upon the trinvmphant face of the new
waster of Edgecombe.

CHAPTER XLI.
LLCY.
**‘Ihiere ary the playersa ”

Before the moon had paled in the
fuce of the riving sun, aud left the
heavens sanquished and outshone, the
solitude of the wanxte nroiud the dreary
hut, rendered ten thousand times more
dreary by itx awful, silent tenant, was
disturbed and awakened by the distant
hum of human voices and the regular
tread of u number of horses, aud the

“rattle of wheels.

Had the closed eves of the still,
silent figure had sny sight io them, and
been looking out to the enst, they
would have seen a lengthy caravau, the
human members of which were strag-
gling along beside, behind, or in frout
of it, in irregular procedure

It was approaching at a slow pace;
and consisted of three huse square-look-
ing buldings, very similar to the show
cars of the Eoghab fairs, but of a larger
size; two or three smnull mivisture
dwelling-houses on wheels, aud a line
of horses of good breed and in capital
condition, some of them ridden by
strong  well-built countrymen, others
plodding impatiently behind the string
of atrange-looking vehicles

In front of the whole two figures
were walking—man and woman; and
as they plodded on. ir the step rcquired
only by persoas accustomed to much
pedestrian  exercise, they exchanged
remarks, looking back occasionally, or
forward towards the destination which
they could oot as yet see.

** Where are we, Mark ™ asked the
woman, looking ~ound at the waste

¢ 'Pon my soul, Lucy, /doun’t know,”
said the mnen, with a theatrical shrug
of the shonlders, ndding, as he struck
aa attitude, and waved his hand with a
domestic flourish above his head—

¢ My foot is mof upon my native
heath, and my name is not Mac—
gree—gor '

" ‘The womaun smiled a amile, that with
all its swectness had stmethiog sad and
subducd in it.

< Don"t be absurd, Mark, but answer
my question. How many days are we
off Melbourne?”

s Seven, about—" replied Mark
Douglas, after a moment's reflection
¢ seven, §oshoudd say, althe' w's only
aucss wark. Formy part, I don't very
murh eare if 1t's serveaty, for I'ma b
sick of work, aud should be glad of 2
change.”

The woman smiled agaiu.

“Work? Mark, You dont kuow
what it is. Playing Macheth and George
Barnwell four nights c-woek, and clown
the other two, isu't work, man  Now,
if you dug .t the ficlds for twelve hours
a-duy, or drove & team of oxen for nine,
or—or—anything of that sort, I could
sympathize with you ; but when you—
the pet of Gordoun's Actiug Troupe,
who never soil your hands, except to
count the takings —complain of over-
work, I ouly smile.”

The man laughed good-humoredly,
replying, with an affectation of pique—

*Oh'! so you dou't eall conching a
gung of blockheads into * Mercutios’ and
* Poloniuses,” Charles his Friend and
Randolf the Innleeper, building up a
stage, painting the scenery, writing the
Lill, dressiug the entire company, and
touting for special patronage, praise-
worthy and laboricus  work, «¢b,
madamn ?”

* No, I dou't,” replicd the woman,
smiling more doterminedly than ever;
¢ because you dou’t do it as work, you
do it for smmusement. You know if vou
hadn't the bleckheads, as vou calt them,
to drill, the scenery to point, ned the
dresses to touck up, you would be the
unhappiest moral alive ; now, wouldn't,
you? and she Inid h.r haud upon lus
arm.

*Well, perhaps [ should,” he =said,
with a light laugae and & sigh * Por-
theps T shonld. 1 am not unhappy,
i Luey ; fur from it, indeed I only want:
' oune thing'—here his voice faltered, and!
I'he Jaid his finger upon her arm lightly
i—*ouly one thing to make
I happiest man ahive’

She huug her head, aud her eyes
filied sadly

* Let us go back, or wait for them.”
she snid, in a low voice. * Gordon will
wonder where we havo gone—see, they
are out of sight.’

He dropped his head, and turned
from he=.

*¢ You vever will let me speak, Lucy,”
he said.

¢ Never, desr, dear, Mar')” the
woman replied, in her turo touching his
larm. * Never, dear Mark. for it pains
inot only te, but you. Why will you
iharp vpon the string that has broken
long ago? Why will ycu ask for that
which I bave no longer to give

¢t 1 don't ask you to love me, Lucy,”
he cried, his cyes wet and glistening,
and hiz manly voice trembling. 1
ouly want you to give me the right to
protect and watch over »ou! I will be
satisfied with loving you, and will not
expeet you to give me all your heart,
if you caunot. Oh, Lucy— " he stopped
suddenly, as she turned aud <hook her
head.

¢t Is it alwayxto be so—always the
squne answer 7" he said bitterly.

¢ Always, dear Mark.” she said,
laying her haod upon his shoulder.

“ Why? why 7 he asked.

« Mark, would you love me if you
thouzht me dishonest xznd dishonor-
able?” she asked, leoking up into his
face with a grave earnestocas.

“You cannot be,” he sad, sadiy,
but decidedly.

“ You are right, Mark,” she said;
¢but T should be if I gave you my
hand witLout mny heart. 1 catnot give
you that, for I gave it to him who left
me one winter's dawn and took it with
him. God help bim and me ! but I can-
wottake it back.'

« You will never forget him, the man
who left you to—'(starve and die!’
he had atmost 2a1d an has bitteroess, but
{ hia love stopped kim.)

i *Never. sheand; and there fell a

me the:

man, whose gray huir hinted at many
{eurs. though lis youthful bearing and

cen bluo eyes denied them, approached,
smackiog his whip, and crying in a
clear but theatrical voice—

¢Ar! ar! iy children in the wood.
[ thought that ye were lost | Remember,
whithersoever yo flee—-Gordon follow-
cth after yo.'

Mark Dougles lnughed, us he alwaya
did, &t his old friend and mwaoager's
jokes nud tales, eud said—

* Don’t be afre i, you won't lose your
walking gentleman nod leading lady jo a
hurry—uatii there's a rival house, any
way. We're going sery slow, aro we
not?

* Very,” snid Jos Gordon, well
kuown in England aud Australin as a
fust goer, not ouly in matters theatrienl,
but in affairs of the heart. * Sjow
cattle, but the women are tired, and
the children want 1o sleep—which they
can’t if they are jolted.’

Then looking round he smncked
his whip ugain, and cried to the strag.
glers.  Whereupon a couple of pretty
girls aod two rather lusty-lvohing men
wmended their pace. *Seven days to
Melbourne, Mon(mori:ucy, 1emember,”
he suid to the first. ¢ No more Ingging,
Reyuold«: wake that old cob up; and
teil Jackson to hurry on,” and, udding
to the girls a piece of nlvice, to the
effect that they had better retire to rest
—meaning the eligible family mansion
on wheels behind—he started on—with
sixty summers on his shouiders—as
steadily ns it'he had rot seen twenty.

The woman addressed to as Lucy
joined the two girls, and, calling them
respectively as Adelaide awd  Mary,
entered the last van with them to follow
the advice of the mavager, wiule Mark
Douglas strode oz at the side, talking
of the prospects of the dramatic season
which they were to open at the town
they were approaching.

“Yes, 1 think we're all right," the
elder mau was sayicg.  The theatre,’
jerking his whip in the direction of the
huge boxes, *is in prime coudition,
and the sceuery’s all first rate. As for
the cast, there's you for the heavy
business and the broad cowmic; Lucy
for the pathetic aod leading lady;
nothing better could be wished for.
Adeluide does the chambermaid and
secoud bit very nicely, and Mary and
the rest are uscful. Reyvolds is very
clever with the Mercutio and lead up,
and so is Mountmorency. As for the
others they ain’t much use. except for
crowds and processions, and pow and
then the tipsy servant dodge. Alto-
gcther, we master preity strong, ch,
Mark?”

*Yes,” replied the younger man;
*very decent company. Not uil that
could be wished for, though. Lucy is
your strong card. Poor girl she's lost
in these wilds here. She should be in
Eungland—in Loudon—to do her credat.’

¢ Humph! I dou’t know so wmuch
about that,) seaid Gordon. * Mind,
Lucy s a fine actress—she'a a gening—
but they dou't particularly mind a
genius in London. Mark. I've seen
mapny a Mrs. Siddoos and Macready
die of hunger, miad you.’

¢ Aye, aye, that’s true,’ assented the
other, sadly. Perhaps youre right.
Rut 10 go on. I'm vot so sare about my
being such a good card. I'm about
played out.”

¢ Nonsense, ' interrupted the maunger
warmly.

* Yes, but I am,' rejoined Mark.
“They re pretty well tired of me,I think,
They ve scen my ace too often. Besides
which, I'm not up to the wmark, Gordon.
Ah, you may shake your head; bus J
lnow I'm not. I'm sery good—iery

jsilence upon them both until the carn-
vuu reached them, and a hale, hearty

passable—at your Bar- clls aud your
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overy-day sensation characters, where
a shrag and a claptrap will got the
rouuds; buc in the heavy lines—the
Hamlot—ah, Gordon, it we could get
a good, mind, [ say n good—Romieo,
& good Humlet, Macboth, and Claude
Meluotto, well you'd make your for-
tunc and your last jouruey pretty
quickiy *

¢ You're right, Mark,’ ho said ; * but
tho real Haralots and Romeos aro scarce
nowadays, and I'm satisfied with you,
who, with all your modesty—which, by
the living Jingo, sir! I believe is half
mock / make & very passablc one.’

+1 know better'—commenced the
actor, but suddenly broke off to
oxclaim—

¢ By Jove,look, Gurdon! ‘There's
hut. Who the devil would have expected
to fiud & human beiag in this deserted
wilderness?’

* You haven't found one,” retorted
the other. ¢ It's only an empty hut built
for tho cattle runuers. See, there's no
smoke.’

¢ No,’ said Mark, and they passed ou.
Suddeoly he stopped, and, looking
curiously at Gordon, said, in a half-
apologetic tone, as if ashamed of his
weakness—

¢ I ay, old fellow, I'm possessed with
a straoge impulse to go and look at
hat old place behind, I caut under-
stand the feeling, or why the devil |
should have it, but I'm dashed if I do
not seem as if' 1 must go.’

The manager laughed.

* Nousense, man,’ he said. ¢ You'll
be tired coough before we pull up,
withont ruunning after fuucies.”

* Fauey or no fancy,” I must go re-
plied the actor * You go oun, dout
wait for me," and leapiog mito the bush,
he ran towards the hut.

Scarcely ten minutes had passed—
just time cnough for the living, robust
fisure to huve reached tho stiil one
lyiug on the threshold of the solitary
buildivg——when a loud, startled cry of
horror ranz through the woods, and
instantly the troop of wen were dash-
ing o the spot whence it came.

CHAPTER XLIIL
THE DISCOVERY IN THE WOOD.

' A lovo that took an carly root,
And had an carly doom. —Hsavey.

Bursting through the bush, the men
camec upon the hut, at the door of which
Mark Douglas was beuding over some-
thing.

« Good heaven !’ exclaimed Gordon,
as, followeld by the others, he saw the
still, blood-stained form. *¢ What have
you got there, Mark? Is he dead

* Don’t koow,” rcpued the actor;

*4if he isa'l, he i vers nearly. Here, . band av

”

Mountmorency,” he added, looking up
at the good-looking fellow, who was
noted for his rough knowledge of
medicine, ¢ you are the best hand for
this Come here.”

Montmorency bent down, and rais ]
the i.cad gently, thenscrutinizing the
still, stained face with critical eyes,
gaid, suddeuly, * Lend me a knife,
some one.”

Mark hauvded him ¢ long-bladed
kpife, and Montmorency opening the
blade. beld it closo to the mouth of the
prostrate fignre.

The biade was dimmed slightly.

* He's alive, and that's sbout all,”
seid Morumorancy,

¢ Thaok Heavea I” muttered Gordun.
¢t Here, Starbury, leod o hand. Moat-
morency, yon tell them what to do;
hiow to lift him, acd 80 on. Mark—"
but Mark had already gone.

Directly he had heard the man was
alive, he looked round to see that there
wero coongh mee to move him, and
then ran off towards the caravan.

I

Roching the end van, he tapped at
the littlo painted door, und, in response
to, ** Whose's thero?” said—

‘““Luey,itis I Dress quickly, and
come out, will you?”

In a few minutes the door oponed,
and the womau stood upon thie steps,
looking down upon him.

“ What is the matter, Mark?" she
said.

** A great deal, Lucy,” he answered,
holding out his hand to help her down.
“I waot you to help us, but you cau-
not do it uuless you are cool and ealm.
Will you be so?”

She smiled confidently, then sadly,

“1 nave had n long experisuce of
f‘cs'l’raiul," she suid, quictly ; * what is
it?"

*“Comeo to me,” he said **An
accident—" he paused at the word,
which he koew was o false on—* at
least, there has been some foul play,
and a mau lies, dead or dying, in the
hut you sce there.”

She paled « little, but said only
‘* Let us hurry,” and quickened her
steps.

Soon they came upon the silent group,
and Mark, pushing Starbury gently
aside, revealed the fizure lying on two
or three coats spread on the ground.

Lucy beut dowu to look at the face,
but her eyes had uo soouner rested on it
thao she uttered a piercing shriek. and
started back

Mark, favcying that its ghastly ap-
pearance had horrified her, hastly
stepped in front of it, as if to shut it
Irom her gaze, but she pushed him
aside with afeverish, trembling eager-
u:ss, and looked agaiu.

This time the agonized expression of
her face gave place to a puzzled oue,
aud after looking carnestly at the face
for the space of & minute, she rose
silently, aud covered her eyes with her
hands.

Something more thau the sight of
blood had moved her thus. Some
strocger emotion than horror had
wrung her heart and paralysed her
limbs.  What was it? In the dim
deylight, the group of lookers-on did
not sec the sudden, strange light that
iit up her eyes at sight of the death-like
facc, and ijsoked fer no other reason
for her emotion than the bare facts.

Then suddenly, and evideatly witha
great cffort, for her voice was dry aud
strained, she said—

“ Bring me some water in ouc of
your cups. Mark, have you any
brandy ¥

*¢ Here is some,” said Gordou, poiot-
ing to a fizure running through the
wood ; ** 1 sent for it.”

She took the flask from the man's
d put it to the pale ligs, the
men noticng that her eyes quivered,
and her own lips trembled, as she did
0.

Then, when the water was brought
in the cup, she washed the blood away
frem the face, and turning to Mark,
who wassilently kindling a fire,whisper-
¢d to him to scnd the vest away.

« Ho maust not be moved,” said
Moatmorency. ¢ Better get sowe rugs
and blankets down from the van; I'll
go and fetch them,” aod taking the
rest with him, he watked quickly off.

Mark and Lucy wore alene with the
motionless form.

With (=nder fingers the woman undid
the clotted clothes, and shudderingly
displsyed the gaping wound the stecl
had inade.

¢« Good God !" she exclaimed, ¢ what
fiecnd can have done it? This s no
chance blow. It meant murder—
murder, and nothing cise.”

Trembiingly the woman wipod the
blood away, and hound the wound up,
then she vaiscd the head wpoo hor lap

and moistened the lips again, Murk! “ Do you uonderstaad me whea [

watching with an iutense interest, nn,‘

intonse, indeed, that he bad not cast a

glupce at the girl’s faco until she held'

out the linen bandage for him to moist-’
en ; aud then, as he caught sight of it!
—all drawn aud livid as if with some
physical puin—and suw the eyos lit up|
with a horror and dread totally distinct
from his, lie startel with coucern

¢ Lucy, this isuo work for you!”,
he oxclaimed. “ You are frightened. .
Go, and leave him to me; [ can do!
what's necessary.” :

She tried to speak, but could not,’
but shook her head. }

Sceing all persuasion trug useless, he'!
tursed aside and moistened the band-
ago ; us ho did so, his oyes fell upon af
small leather kuife-casze. He picked!
it up, and, taking it to the firelight, |
rend the word *¢ Guy,” printed on it in
read letters ; and, holding it out to her |
said—

¢ Here is something I have just
found; peilaps thut may help—"

Before he could finish she had suatch-,
ed the case from hishand, and, readiag |
the name with a suppressed shudder,
hid it in her bosom, clutching his arm
as soon as she had done 8o with « grasp
of cntreaty.

He looked up iu'astonishment, the
baudage in hix hand

s« Mark I <he whispered, hoarsely,
her voice discordant and harsh : ¢ Mark,
where did you find this?”

ile pointed sileutly to the apot beside
the fire where he had picked it up.

She Fid her face in her hands and
shuddered.

¢ Do—do—you think it belongs to
him?” she whispered brokenly, drop-
ping her cyes to the figure in her lap.

He shook his head.

¢ N—o0,” he whispered back; “I
should think not—more likely to the
devil who has done it.”

She stretched over aud laid her fing-
ers—icely cold—upon his lips.

“ Hush ! hush! For Heaver's sake
hush?” she said  ** Mark.—you said.
you lovcd me—you—oh, Ged !—Mark,
swear you will not tell a )iving soul
you found this kni—"

“ Why ?” he asked. almost forgetting
the presencve of the wounded man iu his
astonishment ot ner manuer and words.

“ Swear, swear !” she repeated, her
face working with a mixture of fear
and hiorror—*¢ gweay !”

s ] swear!” he suid, alimost mechan-
ically.

She threw up her hands before he-
face, ahd fell to rockizx herself, the man
staring at her in amazement  Bat the
next moment, as the steps of the meo
with the bluvkets and rugs were heard,
she seemed to recover herself, and with
a face calin—though still deadly pale
even to the lips—she dircefed them
were to lay the clothes, and helped to
place the wounded man apou them.

Then the two—Luey aod Mark, sat
down and watched the man, esery now
and thea stirring the red wood fire, the
girl moistening the white lips with the
braedy, and oever taking her eyes—
still wild with the same look of horrified
dread—from the still face.

The caravan had halted at the bend
of the rond, and the men were standing
nnd sitting about in groups, talking
quictly of the discovery and hazarding
copjcctures &3 1o the nssassia.

ScAdenly, the girl saw the lips move
and the eyeclids qu er, and the next
instant, bending down, caught the
words—** Ida—Guy !”

With a supprossed eagernoss, sho
turned to Mark, and told him to hurry
off for somo braudy, ard ruse, after ho
had gone, to close the door.

Returniog to the sick man, sho koelt

speak ?”

Hiy eylids opened and shut in reply.

A sudden light flushed over her fuce,
and o look of determination shoue on
her lips, as she continued—

“* Do not speak & word—not « word,
if you value your life!”

From the moment in which the cord
of life rung faintly out in the wounded
maw’s whisper, uutil ho gained streugth
coough to rise aud look at the strange
caravan, where it sood cucamped
amongst the trees, the wom an called
“ Lucy” kept strict watch and ward
over him.

No one had been permived 1o sce
him alone, and every word he had
spoken to the good, simple-hearted men,
who had looked in at all hours of the
day to ask how he was, or to stand at
his impromptu bed-vide, was listcued to
auxiously aud jealously by his nurse.

When he had grined strength enough
to be moved, they had chauged his
rough suit of bush clothes for some soft
linen ones, Lucy having urged the et-
change with somewhat unuecessary
anxiety, and taking possession of the
discarded blood-stained suit.

Mark, who gave them into her hunds,
aoticed the strange eagerness with
which she grasped them, repressing a
shudder as her hauds ~amein contact
whth the stiff blood stains, aud said—

* What are you going to do with
thew, Lucy? They ought to be kept,
I think; who kuows?—sonie small
thing about them might lead to the
aiscovery of the ruffian who nearly
killed him.”

She looked up with a suddeu twitch

of the wouth, and balt uncousciou-ly
put the bundle a little way behind
*No, no; I will take them,” she
said, with a farced culm,
¢ Verv well” he said. ¢ I'm afraid
it’'s not much use keepiug thew in this
outlandish place,’ and he left the hat.
The same night s¢he stole through
the darkoess into the wood. and with
white, fearful face, tied the iell-tale
clothes rouud a piece of rock, and flung
the buadle with « shudder into the lake,
making her way back into the hut,
trembling like a leaf, and looking about
her as if she feared some evil thing.
So that when the wounded mau was
sufficiently recovered to take an interest
in thiogs living and breathing, and
after asking a few questions with a
dazed look, said abruptly. with & sharp
lock upon his thinned face—

* Where are the clothes in which 1
was fouzd?’

The girl said, with a cool indiffer-
ence--
¢ Somewhere about. I 100k charge
of them, but they were so spoilt that |
am afraid they have beea thrown away.*

To be Continued.

The difference between a tale-
bearer and sealing-wax is, that
sealing-wax burns to keep a secret
and the tale-bearer burns to tell
one.

If a lady in & red closk were to
crosg u field in which was a goat,
what wonderful {ransformation
would probably take place? The
goat would turn to but-ter and the
lady into a scarlet runmer.

A gentleman who . recently
travelled over s certain railroad,
which it wight excite jerlousy to
mention by name, declared his
upinion that it is the safest rcad .
in the country, as the superintend- ,
ent keeps a boy running ahead of
the trains to keep off the calves

dowp, and whispored i frozen syilebles.

and sheep !
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COMMERCIAE COLEEG R

WELSHl & O'WEN'S Building, 0" 00n Street, Charlottetown. :
EATON, ¥RAZEE &, REAGH, Proprietors.

o———

Designed to BAve e Yonng Men for Business.

GOR-KLEPING in all its Brarches, poth by Singlo and Double Entry, and Collateral Subjects,

in bt;hﬁfszg] ‘txt;?i‘;%ltl: and practici ly o wplied, by means of u complete course of Actun) Business, engaged

&a¥* Particalar atteation giv oy, ¢, Buading, Arithmetic, Business Correspondence, Spelling, &c. S&8

Having obtained the necessary Instrumonts,
TBL’ f6RAPHY WILL BE TAUGHT HEREAFTRR, IN ADDITION
’f‘x‘zﬁ@e O‘éher Bgﬁ’cf." s5. Baton & Frozee's ARITHMETIC (revised edition,) Eaton & Frazee's BOOK-
EPING and Q‘A NXS to ncoompany the same, constantly on hend—a libernl discount to the "trade.
&3 HOURS—9', o " 46 12, noon ; and from 2 to 4; and 7} to 93, p. m.
Circulars contai aing full particclars will be sent free to any address, on application to

T. B. REAGH, Principar.
Charlotteto or May 15, 1875.

"] A PROCLAMATION!1

————

BY, arder of the Directors of the Union
2u k of P. E Ialand, tho subscziber will N\

sell
9 ona Gquara. on Wedndoser, 10 soy of| DROADWAY.

’— BROADWAY.
ano pext, at 11 o'clock, 2.m., Fivoe Hundred W
Bineen of,Ton Pounds cochy o comoneyof ) BLOADWAY. /M\ BROADWAY.

tho Unioa Bank of P. Es [sland—to bo offered
in lots of Five Sharcs cach, 28 provided by tho
Act of Incorporation, Tho premiuvm orad-

T el b el b b eaig aren: sloog | N ENTLEMEN : —Be it known to the Inbabitants of Prince

O tng o November ot p i paatore the Epwarp Iszaxo, that the
said Bank 1n Chariottetown.
Datsd at Charlottetown, 6th Mgblgls)- FEW YHRE CLOTHING BXPORIUK, BRCADWAY,
Auctionesr. Still exists, and is this Season prepared to furnish

May 15, 1875. &l day of sale.
MONTREAL & ACADIAN All Kinds of Clothing Cheap.

tixmmzn, this is the TENTH TIME that I have addressed you,
i respecting the advantage you all receive by
' patroniz.ng my

i
i

SS¥erern 98 wnsComMetases:  ELOTHING SHMPORITM,

S.S.Valetta, 813 tons, Com.Anderson,

S.S.Roma, 813 tors, Com.Desjardires, And would inform you, that I am better prepared this Season,

Tho above Steamships will form a to give you the

WEEKLY LINE| SRORGET GRE SRV G00Be,
BETITREN
Hontreal, Shedlac, Cuariotte-]  AND THE MOST FASHIONABLE GARMENTS,
town and Plctou, And the Handsomest FITTING Clothing on the Island. My Stock of
Learsg Montreal Thuraday in cach week .
&7 Sor Freight or Passago spply.to g i
e FURNISHING GOODS
Charlottctown. Are all of the Latest and Most Improved Styles.
DAVID SHAW, Esa, |y unts, APS, COLLARS, HECKTIES, BLOVES, BRAGES,
May 15, 1875, £ill 1t Nov. FAHCY SHIRTS, WHITE SHIRTS & UNDERGLOTHING, &0,

AUCTIGN SALES! !Are the Latest and Best in CHARLOTTETOWN. Just have 2 Look
! at them, and You will buy. My

HE Sobacriber has largo and commodions ' are of all colors, shades and tesx- :
e sitriionctot GVEFCOBS tores, mado up Fashionsblo. 11y JRCKELS

dispuso of at best terms, snd mako prompt re- are really beautiful.
tarns for. Sales of Farnitare, Land Sales,
e, solicited, My Pants are Cof In Magnificent Style, Sultable for the Season,

Rershanta wishing to work off anseasonablo
Rgoods, wo will assist you. Send them along
to the Auction Rooms sad we el cenvert And Cheap. They were all very good before, but they
them into cash, o Helipse evarything now. My Srocx of

WAM. D. STEWART,

Quoca Bteoot, May 15, 18751 "™ |Cloths, Beavers, Doeskins, Buckskins,

[ Devions, Bedford Cords, Tweed Trowserings,
ITALIAN WABEHUHSE Diagonals, Ohecks, Diamond Worsteds, &c., &c.
QUEEN' STREET. Surpass in Neatness and Durability any STOCK ever brought into
?Eé!l 8. 8. Prince Edward, froxa Chulottemg. hGive us a Call b:fore purchasing
RSZOW, , i .
E&'inestgg}g Scotch Uhsz. S, ewhere ¢an swut you s .
Fivest 014 Jamaica RUM,
Wasrsated the best, extant. D. H. MACKINNON,

ey

£ Passangers takou from the Steambdoats
or Rallway Station to any part of the City, for
25 cents, rach,

ROOKLIN HOUSE,

53 KENT STRERT,
SIMION D, FRASER,

. Bropriotor.
£ Permanent and Transiont Boarders so.
oommodated at reasonablo rates,

Ch'tosrn, May 15, 1875,

FRESHOLD FARM,
ON LOT 44.
EeC O B, 653 0 X B33,

- T . o,
HE subeoniber offers for Sale all $he o,
T titls'and intorvat in tho Farm latoly osvx.:
ed by Johu Kickbawm, situate on Townskip No.
Forty-four, at tho head of Soaris River, coa3.
sisi.ng of Fifty acres,  Tho said form fs con.
Venlehﬂi{ sitanto to Schuo! House, Grist aad
Saw Mills, and is wortbm attention of
thoso who require a nico . Title good
and terms casy.

Wu. D. STEWART.
Ch'tawn, May 15, 1875, ]

FOR Lﬁmms "
BESI' KID GLUVES ENOWN

ROULLONS
Fist Choice Seamless Josephine

KD GLOVES,

SINGLE BUTTON, $1.00.
DOUBLE BUTTON, $1.10,
FRENCH PERRON, Kid Gloves.

ROBERT ORR & CO.
Ch'town, Oct. 15, 1674. i

MACEACHERN & CO.

i !AVE jost roceived from Lonlon, Liver.
pool, Glaxgow, and clsewhere, their
usuul Spring supphies of first-class

Wines, Lignors and Groceries,

which thoy offcr at tho lowest prices.

Etalian Warehounse.

June 1, 1875, I

Hew Goods,

JuST RECEIVED.

100 chests ‘TEA, very choice,
20 bags RICE,
25 casea STARCH,
20 do. PICKLES,
10 bha. do.
25 cascs TABLE SALT, in bottles,
10 do. PEPPER,
10 kegs WEHITING,
20 kogs P. SODA,
5 cescy GINGER,
5 do. CRBAM TARTAR,
10 bags NUTS,
2 kogs YUTTY,"
10 bbls. CURRANTS,
50 doz. BROOMS,
100 doz. BUCKETS,
2 cascs BLACK LEAD, .
2 do. MUSTAED,’ ses b .
100 bozes BOAP 4n ¥, 3, 8E 8'Crown; :
25 casea faney dltto; ' L M
10 pune bc:‘t.'Cien!ngnosv HOL&S&B& e
500 baga Liverpood SATT, te1.3t 04 27 (HE
u . Hagsr, Belihs, &3 1 balvu vitn ¢y

A

MACEACHERN & Co. |No. 21 Broadway, Charlottetown, P. B, Island.
Hay 15, 1875.~1m. May 15, 187541

'W. D. STEWART.
town, Jooe L,1675. 7T U Im

oo hesot Poacal v d otlis



