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TRANGE romours had
gt aotod, - e was only
teat nostrauge  fanatio,
armcd with the power of
frenzy, had teen going
abont ghiranguing  half
amunsed audionees to the
eft ‘ot that John Heton
bagd veen tnil ¥ of aboutd
& dogen foloniegg but that--no doubt Mr
Sharpe best knew how--&n article had ap
posred in & speotal  edition of the Askness
Advertiver calling upon Sir John Heron,
Raronet of Marchgrave, to deny publicly
that he had ever gone by ano! hor name.
Groat is tho powor of print: and even those
who set down the oralor as a linatie suffer-
ing from an scu e paraxysm of election ffvor
folt nneomfortabie dowtbt e as (o the possibik
itp of o much xanoke without at least & modi-
cum of fire. O coursy, arybody in the
world migit now and then A1 1 1t convenient
fo take an il pe-nlinost an s body, that is to
sy for the mors sgootien of such ocon=
voniencs in the case of o0 & imnactliate &8
8ir John Heron, was s ciivatent to
brething on & moere vty solvenoy of &
WOMAR'S ook name. -
“Rﬂnll;{l think you hed better take them
&t their word ! urged his. friends “Go oud
of the Heil Baloony, wnd tell the scoundrels
they le.”
“imm with a nw!nm!:f' suswered Sir
hin, smiling geimly; ‘ ‘no.
‘o“'l‘;'ﬂn himt “u atoh, then,” said an alder
@&y, “He's ipoiing to & bresch of the
e, .
p.",(m thelr heade be it " said Str Jobn. “Tf
Be provokes my good [t onds too far—well,
{ should be sorry to see dragoons in Merch-
@ave; but & troop o vesterday from

Retohestor to Adkness Junction, and ~oan be
Kere in twonty minutes, if need be”
“What & man you are, Sir John!
think of everything—everything in
world.”
* * Ak e e W o o

“What the devil's the meaning of this,
Sharps?" asked Deayoot Morland, pointing
6 the articls in the Advertiser. ‘‘And what
the dovil asain do you mean by putting me
&t the head of an army of wolvest How
much do you pay your special mndinin &
d.,'n

“Heron shun't win without & fight of some
gort; and if we oan only get bim to read the
Riot Act, and call out the militavy, he'll
h&ve the devil topay. He won't be the bet<
ter for riding into the House on & dragoon. .

And as for the article, Mr. Morland—=
throw mud ; some’ll stick somehow.”

“T'm not going to have anything of this sort

of thing, Sharpe. [ oune to  fight hard--to
fight anvhow, if yon pleass  But there are
beunds to anyhow.”

The Asknes lambe had begun to underc
stand the reason of their preferonce Marche«
grave, and they gave the mad orFator choeer
aftor choer ae ho chrieked out his catalogue
of crimoes like & prophet m & rage, and, shaks
ing his flet towards Chapter Lane, asked how
anyone who callnd themsolvas men coukd let
& mon-tor like that wallow in his ilkgotten
millions while honest  Koglishmen, like those
before him, were doomed to grinding toil,

SH < on've not got votes,” seid be, you've
got better. | never heard that William Tell
had & vote; but he made hg country free,
He woulkdn't bow to & hat; but you--you
eringe down to + monster’s okl boots, and
lek them; perhape gor think you can lick
them clean of blood, and mud, &nd slime,
But you can't: gou only meake them filthier
st

“Morland (aF ever!” rosved the lambe.

But &t the wof | the flock, more loud then
fnerous, wis suddeuly inofeased by & rush
hike & flood tids throngh & rfocky channel;
that sent it recling. Not even Marchgrave
euld keep ite tompor for ever when Jobn
Heton was being called all the namesin the
Newgate Calenvine.  WheniGe the rush cfme,
of how ite blue-ribboned atoms combined in
one, nobody cottkd ever tell—such things are
bevond telling.  Me. Sharps might account
for hig lambe from Askness, and how much
sooretaervios monesy they cost Jie clients;
but thig was an honest ruch, s if an  slectrie

. éurrent had dacted through the City, and
inspirecd it with ratitude and loysity.

dohn Heron's heart, beavy with secret ane
xioty (hough it wes, might well swell high
with | fide &, coming o' upon the baleony
of an npper room in the Gu ldhall where he
was thon engaged in municipal business, he
gaw how impossible it was from holding
bueit his fellowscitigens from Fesouting an ine
cult to hi< neme.  Tile wie bottsr than the
honof that was ‘o be done him to-morrow
by bishopeand peers. That would be but
the outwand recogrition of what he was and
what he had dons fof his 6:tg, and therefore
for hig cowtry.  Mewber—mayor—baronet;
ol peefage in due time; what were all thees

" together compsred with onie 6f  thess honest
blows doglt for plain doli Heron, of Chape
ter Lane!

And he hed thought of giving np the
battle, of exiling himeeil; and burying his
very nme out of sight with nobody but &
tinid gifl to make & world forF him out of &
hermitage.  Bvon in the midet of the pride
with whith he gaded down upon the tumuls,
he was aehamed of Baving besn so wesl,
even for an hour. Thet ke, John Heron, of
Marchgrave, <hould even for & moment have
let himsoli teel the bond sleve of & W yndhsn
Sneil—have trembled be ofe & Deagoot Mor
land--have condescended to  violence on
Btephenn Rayt Looking down upon fhe
frivadiy mob, and steuding in & little knot of
etannch ffiends, ho haif loved, haif feared,
find  all hononrel hima, HKie epivit fose:
hi¢ hewrt beat joyfally: he felt himeelf &
king indoed—a King of M. . . . And
6ven &b this Moment, ®hen he af last (it his
full strength, he &w the ma-te of the world
towering ottt from the Doces of the futurs
evén ROW he Feiligisd mimestf for the salte of
hie grogt aiti, wherein sell was as

Sdomt QGudl” exoletmed an alderman; &
the fueh sifged paet  “Look &t Shat,
“thote'll be mitchief done”

f ses," eaid Johw Heron=siot
fioment throngh & miet that
and owed hint to 666
thinge for away. But he
found with & emitle of grine
fieed, | fhisk, gentiemen, t6
there the lie now®

But the lambe, though
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CHArES, &LLW e v e v ubs  breas and
give for a moment ice e L sh square be«
fore the onset of the Arabs, recovered and
chowed A (ront &« gallant as if one man there
jnow what o was being gallont for. And
fuen the blows be 9t cin gouearaos gtk alie
od 1neve akd o e CroTva

The ofawor WOs prai
Orators sc.donn do he
ju by the lunbs, who e fruapeler oe wad
cocote s aud, £ ot tvo m fgo DI atid

w0y chows, W L M Q0% kA Ui oWl
m\n\;-n:\. (e CLOSt i pEVEe 8 clejon wita
flowing haae waved (& s and cottgacd
and sei i, L Wi sot i i before he
was mid 10 v e de a0 ol bacths had pose
coaced DI e ouLn ol jaspitag &
revolution 1unt was 1o shraad over e land

while John Heron saw a v.sion of peacs,

weaith and weitare, bo ¥ COR08, waere

Joun Heron saw (e mia s of el csantnen,

he saw the poles of the qut lotine, It was &
¢t bat' le for & countey wowi,,

Without & plan of Marcograve, it is casy
to perceive that the wvalcony on which S.r
Johan stood was ou one e of the Higo
Streot ; tuat Moriand ' commiiive room was
on the other: & d that the narow urmng
into Chapter La »"QML\* opposite the areh-
way ledding to the cos) was Letween the
twvo, on the same side as the Guidbail~atl
hese being on the wwne sde of the market
erose,  Thus Morlaud had aamost, though not
quite, a8 good & view of the strllg:lx‘ as hig
opponeni: and the sight put bun in & rage.
He was leaning as iar aghe conid streteh vut
of the window. 4

“Pm hanged if the town isn't being given
over to sack and pillage!” he exclaimed, all
his coolness gone, ‘it’s infamone=and
there's no place one can get at to speak to
theur. I mus. do semething, (hough. Here,
one of you fellows, give me my hat— Pmesorry
it'e & new one, but it must take its chance

» -

o e affray.
was hemined

il

st o t

“You'd better not o out, Mr Morland,”
gl his friend the geooer. ‘“I'ne Heronites
R tear you limo from Land.”

“Well, 0 long a8 theyv 'l leave enough of
me to got to the Mayor, here goes, Why,
this i< & 1ot, M. Sinsg aud there’s the Mayor
in full sight, and not even uying to say &
WO o’

But before he had fairly withdrawn his
heudl, orash went a pane of class just over his

car, and & round paving-stone smeshed au
inkstand under Mr. Sim's noss. At the same
moment, the lambs were pushed back by
sheer weight snd number, so that presently
Morland's committeeroom itself, with it's
flannting soarlet posters, would be at the
morey of the mob of Rlues, which hed al
ren iy thrown its first stone.
AMorland might as we!l have thrown him-
golt mto Niagars. Alt he could do was to
propare himself for & harangue as soot as the
ehemy was under his windows, when he
shidderod with dismay. -
“lUood Qed. if there isn't She ¥ he exelaim=
«l, pointing to the corner of Chapter Lane,
rotnd which the centre of the tunult sesthed
and surged.
But nobody heard him.
There wae no time for mutusl surprise
(were either any longer capable of if), much
lese for mutual explanation, when Marion
and Cynthia met one another at the corner
of Chapter Lane. Not that, under the ofre
comstances, ther was any occasion for sur«
prise.
Strange to say, however, it wae Marfow
who was at least ontwardly calm, though
miserably pale, it was the Lady Superintet-
dent who wase wrinsing her hands,
CARd T hurriod baek from town,” she be«
gan volubly." “thivnking te a1 him s . quiet
and convoricd-and it was all low conning §
the Horrible Wretch has escaped but of the
vory ho:pital—lovk at him! Oh my dear,
never have auything to do with a Geniusif
there wasn't another man in the wor dj
they're all aliko- all ! and aftor ali 've been
fo that- <Thing ! Do you kaow what he's
doing, Marion Farnes<d Do you hear?
There wore no sholtoring sh ps in Chapter
Lane botweon tue corner and the Bank where
Marion had ones more failsd to find Jobn
Tuey conld only shrink back from
the riot till it might pass by, and enable them
to esoape from the strests altogether, while
Cynthia's tongue never pas d
“You know best what your iather's up to
here, Marion. From what | make out, he's
up to robbing a Bank belonging to Sir John
OTOR- ="
“What® exclaimed Marion, aghaste
““where thos: Lo visits, b, of hers to
Chapter L < e andeciphiciing wheels ia
& plant”
“Don't be afeaid, Sir John's a friend of
mine—or going to be; and 'm reformed and
converted; but by—-— No;not by anything,
but reformed or not, if 1 spilt on old pals,
may [ be--never mind what may [ be
Stephen’s in with the gang, that cle o ande==
&nd—but of course you know, being one of
the gang yourself<—— Take a hint; that’s
all. . Marion Furnese: tell Adam &t
once to make himself scacee; ite al. blown!”
“Cynthin, for oncs in my life let me Koow
what 8 mething means!’
“Ah! Come furthor back; we chall get
hurt if we stay here-—-!"
“No. Not a step till I nnderstand.”
Yl Pve gono through thiws to spoil &ll
my pluck; tiongh [ always kuew you had
most pluck, if | had most brains, « « « §
68"t geot at Stephen-- wouldn't [, that's alit”
“Do you mefin,”  Gsket Marion, ae quietly
as if the battle were far away, “tnat my fath-
or-that Adam Furness i€ being pursued for
gotne new orimet”
“For all of them, Marion: don'c ask me
how | know it<==Therv'e no time to loss, and
I mustn't ik in such things now, being &
Lady Matron; but 8ir John Heron has signed
& warrent againet Adam Furness, and he's
been traced o Adkholm-=you know & Doctor
Snell,  That man has eplif, as cure as Fm &
living wornan. Fow can Adam have beon
fool enotigh to put faith in such & mant Pve
donie Kim out of some of his blood-money,
though-<that't one comfort, FHe knows
Adam; he knows Heron. Who could heve
put Heron up to the warrans, but het Do you
trast Snell ¢ 2
“Traet Him ¢
AN [ thought T was right, Marfonfe—
There are plaii=clothes men from Scotland
Yard in the town this very minute. 1 kaow
gs«m:tm: m'tm detective in the umlry
i ot up to, W it liie Fig may
one of n{:\ got out af Askholm Junction
nna‘ the othiors cAme of. . « . Oh! Marion
=Ran!
A mere furious charge swept past the cor-
ner, and made the girle cower etill
back, clinging together. But run they
not, for Cyathie was apparontly losing her
limbe 6« well a8 her head, aud Marion folt
lierself taraing o stone
Crach! 16 wans shower of paving-stoues
againet Morland's windows; the wores alm,
ed demolishing thoss of the neighboring
howwses, without distineting of color.
Blae blood wae up, and bent
Cham
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are here—in the own?’

“Yeu. Isheat A coolm®®
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“Here theni"

«f do-'t kaow.”

«You can't warn him? Oh, Marion! He
may be taken in & minute—he may be taken
now! Aud we may be k led!”

“Yes,” said Marion, dreamily. “1 know
poteing; i can do nothing, Killed! Somuch
the better for us all.’

“Oh=[o0k, Marion! Leok—thorel’

Marion, by tarce of habit, raised Lue glasses
whicn, doubtless, doprive i o r of auny cialn
to tie ra. & of hot ol aady looking, na ac=
ally saw flrst the must strixiaz 20j ST |
1t was a striking one, iviead, vy for toe
sake of colour. Far up thes . b yond he
Gaildball, was & blazs of g . aud stasly
advauci. g slowly, wita & 1aiav clash and the
sharp clink of flilt against wo

“Halt!” she hesrd auvove the uproar,

But—* Not t.eve,” cried Cyuthia in a
whisper; “tuccel”

Marion turaed to whers Cynthia pointed
e There siood Adam Furness on the bal-
‘eony of the Guildaall; with coustables below,
and dragoons hard oy.

Was 1ifwoo iaie. O conld he still be warned
of daunger?

The b dy of the crowd having passed by to
wreck Morlahd’s headquariersshe darted out,
not to save her lover’ sinurderer, but to be irue
to her trust and to keop her vow. As father
she no longe thought of hira: baisue did not
think, she ran.

Cynthia clutched at her; but she pulled
herselt free, and made for the projecting

poreh of the Guildhail. Bup the rearmost of
the crowd had become aware of the dragoons;
struggling lamus were sustaining single com- |
bats: and Marion’s red ribbon gave an aim to
srmed creatures madiened and drunken with
rage and vietory.

| tune wEich your mofher saved from his

' more to you than he is to me—even less, to

In that state, frenziod and threatened. the
stragglers of &« mob know meither courage, |
por reason or shame.

“She's golug for the soldiers!” That was
Courage.
“She's going to shoot John!” That was

“Yah! Stoue the Morlandite devil!”
That was Shame.

The stones fell like hail. Marian ran like
adeer. Which would do their work first?
Would she reach that corner of safety—
Would she reach it in time; could she reach
it alive !

.CHAPTER XXVIIL
OUT OF THE WORLD AND BACK,

IT was strange, but Mar.

jon, asshe ran with all the

speed she could towards the

Guildhall through the storm

of wones, felt no bodily

fesr. The only terror s'e@

felt was lest she should te

too late to warn him who

was showing himself so

< > openly, that he was in im-

minent danger. Even thoughts could form

themselves in her mind—-by broken flashes,

it is true, but more like actual thoughts than

when she had, in solitude, set hersel! deliber<
ately to find & clue to her life’s maze.

But it was no mere flash it, was &
stendy, hard burden that Cynthia
had given her fo carry through the
fusilade. The murderer of her lover
was now plotting & plunder, the ruin, for
sught she could tell, of her dead lover's best
and deavest friend. She had to save her
father not merely from arrcst, but from

orime—or if she could not save him. at least
enable him fo save himself, if it weie not too
Iate: Marion was blind and deaf to the crowd;
she ran, but solely for haste; she never mov-
ed her head tosvoid a stone. Not for a
moment did she fosl that shy her mother’s
daughter, the timidest and daintiest of girls
only too gensitive to touch a shudow, was
being hun‘ed throush the strecis as if she
had been a wounded cav,

Suddenly, thougi she never exwed to be
aware of the tall figure on the Guilthall
balcony, sl else becamo a dream, and the
shouting around ner b cane as the roarof &
distant sea. Hor feet no longer felt the
ground-=—=whe her she vus runuing or truly
fiying, she no longer kinnw,  Sue folt herself
grasped around the waist: and strugzling to
free herself, felt that her stiegiin was gone.
For one wild instant <he fnncied herself in
the arme of Guy; and o named his name.
And then she knew no more.

And she bhad indeed passed through the
Valley of the Suadow. It must beso; for she
woke in that other world where, she had
been taught, we meot those who hiave passed
through the valiey before us fo part from
them never acain.

Certainly it did not jook very much like &
chamber beyond the stars, unless rooms also
have their apotheoses, wud very ordinary
rooms sometimes,

But it was certainly somewhere in that
other world. Sne looked round for her
mother; but no doubt she would come pre-
gently to welcome her daughter home. But,
mesnwhile thore, of course, was Guy—to
give her welcome the first of all.  She was
glad that he was the first on whom she
opened her eyes, Neither tlood nor madness
could part them now, thess three. She held
out her hand with a brighter smile as the
tears came into her eyes,

oI am glad " said she, ae if were all the
most natural of meetings in any world,

*Marion "

Yes—it was the voice; but the tone was no
oslm, starry welcome. 1t was wild at once
with earthly joy, with passion, with anger,
with bowilderment—with a thousand things.
He took her hand, and presed it almost
flercely to-his lips, which burned like fire,
while she gased into his eyes without even
g0 much as simple wondor; like a ehild wak-
ing from & dream.

“What & way to find you—what & place—
what & timme !

“Yes; it was CGuy=but how changed !
How hie must have beun waiting and huanger-
ing for ber till she came—had she done right,
after all, in Joving him so much as to be
blind to the greasness for his love of hert He
jooked as if he had been starving ia slow’
fover instend of dying vy violence, by looked
go pale ‘and worn: and his eyes seemed to
gnss through ber's into some haunting vision
far away. Suddenly she started, with &
little ory. A strowm of tood was trickling
from his hwir.

Could it be that the Murdered carry their
wounds with them to ery for Veugeance even
above the silont music of the stars?

No=that ¢ Wkl never be !

“Guy!” sho eried; “[ am not desd! It s

¥

4
And, ol the relief, whon she kunew horseif,
without rememboring that i€ must be for
thie last time, to beclasped iw his living arme
kisves 3
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| to bim—warn him—from me.

| face itall again—weak as [ am.

“Guy! You remewmber our last good bye?
:Yon said good=bye to her wver she is
deuu, Guy.”

“GoodGod! . . .. A
with uim, your father, alone! You are with
pimstil. ¢ Parline, how siall we ever tell
one ancther what uas happened—iow shall
we ever beZint”

“You bave been ses'
jotter——"

“Your letter? Yonunever
Smnce your nu ther wis @ .0
ence, ! never heard oty @ o ainu il . . .
Scekins for you! 1§ bave oy nehin but
soek fory ‘:x.. \ ! fhave
Wuy do you say i o’ vour
Nothing v wve fo Lien mm
you t:il [ha: £ you, o divd ealking ——

"l'l")'. Yol wHit =W SR ! something——
on your coaer

“Anyihing ~exenni 1ol ~e 0 azain,

“Do nothing (o awun uy f Laer? {If!lp
him- h'is in leriibicd. uow what
yon think of him- mother
thought of hin-

For a niement Guy oo
changed inder d
“But you nave
That ‘senouh £

WPor . tps—-b s Lae only,
shall eve
Marchgiave; and 1t is
I

“Yes, ' said Guy a littie gionniy.
here, a:.d it is known,  Bat wiat bas he been
toyout Your father! it was about him I
have your mot!:er’s last words tome. [ believe
he hounded her to ger d ati: he has used his
infernal power over you for the sake of a for-

nd you have becn

s we—in spite of my

ent e a worl,

» from the Clar-

‘ona?
letter?

to seek
»

9w

: u;;,' war
ed hrd and stern:
asket mo - to—help him.
taa last thing 1

is here, in
that he is

ask vou, . Gay! H»

LKl OWND

“Ha is

clutches at the cost of bher honour; he is no

you. Lethim trouble you and the world no
more.”

“Your word! Oh Guy! don’t be cruelto
me now! Asyou know he is in danger, go
1 was hurry-
ing to him when—oh! don’t let me have gone
through all--all that—in vain!”

Holdin: his band, she for the first time
realized what ic had boen to face that raging
mob-—that storm of stone.

“But Guy, if you cannot help him, I will
If he is lost

for want of & word of mine, I shall go mad—
before my time? Oh, do one more thing for
my sake—— Hark{"

The outer roar which had fallen intos
partial lull, rose up again with tenfold rage.

She led him to the window. At that mo-
ment the uproar d, as bareheaded, and
with an officer in uniform at his side, the
Mayor of M-rehgrave, hitherto &n inactive
spectator of ...e disorder which wasin truth
bis own glory and a lesson to rebels, raised

bis right arm, and spoke to the people ina
slow, strong voice that a'l couid hear.

“Fellow-vitizens,” said h« *I understand

your anger at the infamous attempt that has
been made to interfere with your free elec-
tion of your own member—an attempt to
violate the rights of the people by preventing
a free poll. Do notdamage your legitimate
victory, gained at the polling booths, by vio-
lJence towards the vanqui<bhed. I bold in my
band a paper—here it is—whichsiows that
you have already gained a great constitution-
al victory. The returning-officer will in due
time announce to you by how much more
than two thousand majority Draycot Mor-
land will be sent back to London. Do not
give me the sbame and s rrow of reading the
Riot Act to my friends. [ am proud of your
anger: of your peaceful triumph i shall be a
bundred timos more proud. Give three big
cheers for Marchgrave, and go bome,”

Then went up a mig!ity cheer.

“That is he!” cried Marion.

“Adam Furness ——— Where!” asked
Guy.

“*He— who is speaking to the people

*‘God in Heaven! Tha s Joun Heron!”

CHAPTER XXIX.
TWO AND TWO MAKE FOUR

. HERFE, it was as well to
read .\skness a bit of les-
son.” said Johm Heron,
leaviny the balcony.
*O{ course I shall make
grod all damage. Hark!
What's that noise?”

And he must have been
deaf indeed, if he did not
bear a great groan for

Morland, and a greater cheor forHeron.

“A gentleman, your worship, Sir John, to
see you on business,” mystoriously whispered
the usher of the Guildhall.

“Always something? Who is it, Dixon?

“Well, siv— Your Worship—FHe was
very particular not to name no names. But
between you and [, your Worzship — Mr.
Guy Derwent, from foreign parts; so I took
the liberty of showing him into your Wor-
ship's Worshipful private room.

In the moment of his Lrlunph, & film seem
to pass over his eyes and his brain. Guy
Derwent, whom he bad supposed engaged on
& wildgoose chase beginuing at Moscow and
endiug in the mines of Siveria—the friend
whom hé thought he had for ever removed
from his way! Yet, aficrail, why sbould he
fear! He went slowly to his private room,
#0 as to think the whole situyation out, inch
by inch, One of two things must have  hap-
pened. Either Guy Derwent had succeeded
in dispo ing of the fals roubis to the Tartar
Khan—in which ca<e there was nothing to
fear; or Guy had been dolected and escaped
=in which ease he must conirive to disclaim
all respensibility to the trausaction. It was
awkward; but it was impossible to decide
upon any course until he saw how the land
lay. If only the confouunded young fellow
bad not turned up agaio on this day of all
days! But theu that is always so. People
fovariably turn up on the wroang day—if
they turn up at all.

“Guy!” he exclaimed, holding out both
bands, “where in the world have you been?
Why bave you nevor written-—never tele-

even! Have you negotiated the

artar Josu? Have you found your sweet-

heart?! Have you— Bat where—whon—

Bow—why Anyhow, welcome home! And
of oll days, welcome home to-dayl”

l::‘ hal:'l out hoth his hands,

ysinstead of touching them,
Bis hande by his side, and his eyes opon%

”

“Marion Furnoss,” sail he, “bids me warn
=Hher father--that—" -

He raised hiseyes, and he saw before him,
in the place of the stroug man,
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warTant—in Marchgrave Gaildhall”™

The ecldness of his words seemed to break |

& spell.

“I have nothing to say,” said John Herom,
Jetting hisarms fall feebly, and in a hoarse
and holiow voice that not even Guy could
yee gaise. ‘I am not going to defend myself
i I had to chiovss lLetween you and
Marchgrave. And ii you and I were
toseiher where T coyld kill you—yes, even
you, so as to keep my secrot safe, I should
bave to chuosa Mareaorave still. . .

® 3 ing todo.”

o e pober of your own child—a man
wouid make nis° own daughter aa
im-s; nothing, even, to
a scruple, without
i, who worshipped
to iiis vwn wroag; noth-
o' oone of whoan I koow, and believe
L kuow of you. What pity, even,
pave for you, who have left me no
norial mang”
Tuen why—"

i3 cause Marion—it is

y

couip.iee in his erin
vake who, withour

vth or trust in @
v [ warn sou!
et Yaloaty

s W4 Lol all,

:¢" asked John Heron

errdy hK

e e

“&1s the daughter of Judus bound to be a
traitor too? No! She risked her life to
warn you, under your very eyes. g
“Thank God for that!. R A man
who prides himself on his p’ay likes to know
how he loses. You sav you have brought the
police apon me, No: you eould mot have
even seen her, till—"

“No; it is not my doing that the police
have traced Adam Furue-s td Askholm—to
Marchgrave. Itis your own. . XeN;
you have the right to xnow bhow. When
you, to prevent your dauzhier’s comirg %o
Marchgravae, and recosvizng her mother’s
enemy in John Heron, hid me from her, and
her from me, and seat moe abroad, as I see
now, to find the end of my journey in the
Siberian mine: i

“Derwent. -1 swear to——

“You gav> yourcelf the chance of it, any-
how. When you did all this, you did not
reckon on my falling into another of your
traps, or on my coniang out alive to tell the
tale. Ob, 1 follow.d every letter of my in-
structions. I was reccived at Mr. Ward's by
a foreigner in a red beard—no doubt you
know the man—"

“Ay—and he knows me! I see; he kept
you tiil the plice came——"

“At any rate he kept me—to arrange for
the delivery of the bullion, or for some such
reason—any Low [ was takien into an upper
room—" :

“The damned villain ! eried John Heron;
“T do see-—he m+a1t 1o bring us all uuder his
hand together—"

“And I should have thougzht it strange but
for one still stranver thing—a picture of
Marion. Heaven knows how, but the strange-
pess of the place, my luss of her, the impres-
sion [ hal ef her father, all assured me that
she hait been there—mizht be there, oven
then. I was alone. Suldenly I heard the
poi @ of a con’ us «l stru zzle; two men rushed
past me in the half iizht—one, be with the
red Leard, ieil. \viat b:came of the other I
don't know; [ received a blow as I passed
that blinded and madider ed me: Ifollowed,
reeling down rome dark stairs. I heard Mar-
ion's voice, as surely as | had seen her pic-
ture. When all was over, | was &
prisoner—"

“Of the police 1"

“No--alcae: in a room that was locked and
barr cade*: in pitch dikass; sprained,
launed, wounded; undersianding n< thing of
what bad happened; trapped, for aught J
knew, to be murdered ; not knowing even the
day or the hour——"

**Good God -truy ! . . . You are alive ?

“Yes;and sune, . . M.racies siill seem
to happeu now. and then. I fouand candle
light; I found food—not m:ch, but enoughto
keepa iever going. Men dou’t easily starve,
I've heard, in fever. How long [ lay in that
dungeon [ kn w not t) this hour; how Ilay
there, I shall never know. All that while I
never heard a voice or a footiall, unless of
ra:s; and [ was far too weak to break a door.

But no more of that* I was found

»

»

at last

“By whom?

“A man and a woman—a Mrs. Stephen
and Doctor Snell, VYou know him.”

“Sneil? . . . Then—Guy; five minutes
ago I was going to startle Marchgrave,” he
said, with a sirange smi e, “by going into
the next room and blowing out my brains—
as [ can’t very weil blow out yours. Bat I ,ve
got somebody to live for still; anl thatis
Wyndnam Suell. And, by God, [ willl , .

. Where's Marion?”

“She issafe—now.” '

“Derwent—I know how I look in your eyes;
but not worse than Adam Furness has always
Jooked in Jobm Heron’s. And if you knew
what it means to give up what I am giving
up this day, I should say this—think what
you will of me, but, for Marchgrave's sake,
forget that there has ever been an Adam
Furness—imagine him dead and buried. And
80 he is; for if that last trick had been” won
I should have buried him with my own
hands. Why shoud Marchgrave lose it%s
future because——But I won’t trouble you
to say ‘No,’ as I suppose you would, not
having dreamed my dream. Who knows
that Adam Furness is Joan Her on, besides
Marion, and you, and—=Snell?”

“Not a soul!”

“Then I know what to do—yes, even now.,
I must save my skin for the sake of—Snell.
« . . Where's Marion?”

Of course, the Doctor was as innocent of
treachery as a newborn child; but it was his
invariable destiny to be treated unjustly. It
is & terrible misfortune for an hone st man to
look like a knave. F.- his part. Adam Fur-
ness looked so little lise a knave that even
now Guy Derwent himsolf was beginning
to feel a ouch of the old mastery return.
Who can shatter an idol w'thout a pang?

“T have said she is safe,” said he, the more
coldly and sternly for having lei himself be
moved.

“Oh, youneedn’t be afraid! She isa good
girl. I only wich I bad known her soouer.
You may hear every word I want to say to
her, if you please. I suppose I have a right to
say good-byeas weil as you?’

Lt o

“Well, I don’t suppose you want to marry
& coiner's daughter—my daughter, I should
think, Jeast of all,” he said, with an air of
bitter scorn.

“Nothing, and least of all her father, can
come between meand Marion Heroun.”

“I remember—you aiways knew she was s
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