“Ay,” assented Dan, with an approv-
ing nod. “This place and this life fsn't
suited to the likes of her. It's all very
well for people like us as have been
used to roughing it, but she's a lady.
all of us know. Yes, persuade 'em to
go right back to England Mr. Fen-
'On.”

Fenton nodded, and seemed lost in
thought for a moment ; then he said:

*“What gang is this you expect to-
anight, Dan ?”

“The old gang,” he replied ; “the one
there has been so much talk about the
one that’s led by that harum-scarum
Young Englishman.” .

“Englishman ? Is he known, then ?"
asked Fenton, hurriedly.

Dan shook his head.

*No one knows his name or anything
about him. They say he’s anything
but a bad sort. and that he keeps his
fellows in order as well as he can.
‘At any rate, your life’'s safe unless you
shoot first. And he won’t have a finger
laid on the women. They say that
he’s a gentleman by birth, and that it's
mere deviltry, and@ not for the sake
¢f money, that he's joined the band.
But there's no time to lose. They may
be here in an hour. Bring the doctor
and Miss Grahame up to my place—
What's that ?* he broke off to inquire,
with a startled stare at one of the
opals which had rolled into the fire-
light that streamed upon the floor.

Fenton picked it up and turned it
over in his hand.

“Something of Miss Grahame's,” he
replied, coolly, as he put it on the man-
tel-shelf ; “a bead, I expect.”

“Looked Nke a precious stone,” said
Dan. “But go anad tell the doctor. Fen-
ton. They can come at once ; there's
nothing but their clothes to leave, I'm
assured, and the rangers won't care for
them. I'm afraid the poor old doctor
has found this a bad place.”

“Yes, indeed I" sar@ Fenton, with a
shrug of his shoulders, as he went into
the next room.

The doctor was eitting staring at the
fire-with a strange lonk on his face. All
the triumphant exultation had van-
ished, and in its place was a dull, des-
pairing despondency. He seemed quite
unconscious of Constance’s presence,
and scarcely looked up as Fenton en-
tered.

“Is he better ? asked Fenton in a
low voine.

Constance shook her head without re-
moving her anxious gaze from the old
man's changea face.

"¢“I—1 do not know. He seems so
strange. He—he scarcely seems to know
me. Father,” and she drew him closer
to her, “Mr. Fenton is here—speak to
him.”

“Dan js In the next room, sir,” said
Fenton. ‘“We must go up to his place—"

Constance turned her head.

“Don’t alarm him,” whispered Fen-
ton. “The rangers are out, and Dan
has come to take us up to his farm.”
Then aloud: “Will you come at once,
please, doctor; for Miss Grahame's
sake 7

To their infinite surprise the old@ man
rose slowly.

“Yes,” he muttered in a dull, heavy
voice. “Let us go. I am sick and weary
of th:in place, sick with disappointment
and Lope deferred. To-night I thought
I was near the great discovery, but it

slipped from me, Fenton ; yes, at the -

very moment. I have given up all hope
now. Let us go. I am ready.. Let us
get back to England. There, at least,
my child will be among her kind ; let
us take her from this wild place, unfit
for a delicate girl, a lady.”

Constance’s heart semed to stand still,
and she looked from the old man to
Fenton, :

“Oh, what is the matter with him.
He speaks as if he had falil

“Failed ! Yes I" The old man caught
at the word with a bitter laugh and
sigh.

Fenton's face went from red to white
as a hundred thoughts fiashed through '
his acute brain,

‘“He—he is overexcited,” he said. “Or

€ise he has deceived himself—and us.” '

“But. the gems—I saw them !" said
Constance.

Fenton shook his head.

“We must take him away at once,”
he said. “Wrap his cloak round him. I
will get his hat. Take him with Dan.”

Constance led the old man out. He
went unresistingly, and Fénton remain-
ed behind.

With a rapid movement he swept the
Ppieces of rock from the table, and thrust
them into his pooket. Then he extin-
guished the  fire, flung chemicals
through the window, and' yed as
well as he could all traces of the doe-
tor's work.

A cloak and hat of Constance lay
cr a chair, and he snatched them up
and hurried toward tnhe door.

At the same moment his quick ears
caught the sound of the tramp of
horses, and he sprang !omrd wlth a
warning cry of—

“The door!™ : ! Vi

Dan leaped to I!.jut u,:u muh.

The door opened; and“in an instant,
as it seemed, the was ful] of mcn.
They were all booted and spurred, and

e of them were

the

1kKe

wioe t upon the

ter, but in the full, musi
man of refinement, the self-

tones we assoclate with a gentleman.
*] had no idea we were intruding upotf
a lady. Is a man named Dan here ?'

“I am Dan,” said the farmer, sullen-
iy.

The ranxer turned to him.

“Geod. We called at your taun for
somne hay—and got it. But your wife
was alarmed and thinks that you have
come to harm at our hands. Go home
ad reassure her.”

Dar did not move,

“f my wife is all right I don’t leave

\ yeu.

this lady.” he said, stoutly.

The ranger's lips smiled.

«“That was well said,” he replied.
“13ut this lady has no.cause for fear.
You were going out, madame "

“This lady and her father were going
to Melbourne with the escort,” said Fen-
ton. ;

The ranger looked grave.

“I am afraid we have caused“her
som. inconvenience,” he said. We
qet the escort on the road. It is now ou
its way back to Walla—on foot. W2
have ‘he horses and waggon outside.
""hey tried to interfere with us, or we
should not have interfered with them.
But there is no harm done. They have
lost their horses and learned a lesson :
t..at is all”

There was a rioment's silence ; thcn
L« said, addressing Constanoe :

“Were you particularly anxious to
start to-night, madame ?”

Constance made no reply, but the doc-
tor's voice answered :

““Yes, yes. Let us go.”

“You shall,” said the ranger. He turn-
ed, utterly disregarding the revolvers
which Fenton and Dan still held, and
suoke a few words to the men nearest
him.,

Then he said: “The waggon and
horses are at your disposal, sir; it is
the least we can do to make amendq
for the inconvenience we have caused
you by our rough intrusion.”

Fenton and Dan conferred tngether
fcr a moment or two ; then Fenton said
in a low voice to Constance:

“You will go ?”

“Yag,” she motioned with her lips
rather tr an said.

“Go and get what things you require,”
ke said in the same low voice. *They
will not hurt us. This man—their lead-
er—I ‘have heard of him; he can be
trusted.”

Constance drew his cloak round her
father, and went into the inner room.
Ske came out again in a few minutes
with a small bundle. It contained some
spare clothing, and represented, with
the exception of what money the doc-
tor had upon him, all their wealth.

“We are ready,” she said, simply.

The ranger beckoned to his men.

“Make the waggon comfortable,” he
said,

They took up the soft thick rug from
yfore the fire, the chair and one or two
other of the few articles of furniture,
and placed them in the waggon, and
the leader of the band assisted them
with his own hands.

Then he opened the door and bowed
to Constance.

“Do not be alarmed,” he said, quietly.
“You are safe—I think safer—than with
an escort of diggers.”

Constance, with her father on her arm,
went out into the night. The waggon,
with a fine team of horses, stood at the
door. The ranger held out his hand to
assist her, but she shrunk back.

He bit his lip, but, without a word,
helped the doctor in, and arranged a
rug for him.

“Good night,’ he said. ‘“You have a
safe if not a pleasant journey hefore
Go on; I will overtake you,"” he
said to the driver.

He stood watching the waggon as it
lumbered away into the starry night for
a moment, then he went back to the hut.

Fenton and Dan stood talking an-
xiously.

“I beg your pardon.” said the ranger,
looking at Fenton. “You would have
| tikea to ride with the lady? I will give
| you a horse. Are you ready? Can you
give my men a drink?”

Fenton shook his head, and the ranger
laughed.

“No? No matter; they can wait. Come
along, then. You, Mr. Dan. go home
and calm your wife, Come, sir,” he
added to Fenton, who shonk hands with
Dan as he left. “You have everything
you want, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Fenton, quietly. He had
lived long enough in this lawless place
to know that in quiet acquiscence lay
i the only safety. *“I am quite ready.”
| “Nothing in there?” asked the ranger,

As he spoke one of the men went to-
ward the door.

“Stop, sir!”' he exclaimed, sternly.
“Not a thing shall be touched.”

Fenton smiled.

“There’'s nothing to take; we are
poor,” he s2id, shrugging hla shoulders.,
*‘See for yourself.”

The ranger pushed op.n the door, and
looked in.

“What is all this?” he said, in a puz-
zled voice.

“My friend was a scientific man and
fond of expériments,” said Fenton, care-
lessly.

““Oh, indeed,” said the ranger from
' the room, and he took up omne or two
. Slasses, and retorts, curiously: “Science

in the backwoods; thlt'a sometmng
1 HQW!"

He came out a moment or tvo after-

ward with a pipe in his mouth, and a
plece of paper screwed up in hig hands.

“So he is a scientific man, is he? And
the lady—she is his daughter?”

‘“Yes,” said Fenton.

“And you?" he asked. *“Who are you’
Her brother—huubnd?"

*“No,” said Fenton, sullenly.

The ranger's eyes rested ‘'upon him.

through the mukwlth a.keen muny
“No! But wish to be?"
“I am engaged to lcr"um Mton.

“I should like to- hahc. ltmm"q

“Yon shall,” said
w nmr«
m it into his
up the tongs.&: nton.
| heard the muttered remark,
S s
"m:m.'% said nnd-ih 3"&7‘

’*hll *iot

 beside m"&"h W

the rdinary squat-
barsh guttural of ‘::;% accents.of |
poueued

he exclaimed. “It is all mine! All =

. as it will sometimes, had
all e cards of ctrcumsunoc in Raw-
son Fenton's favor. g

He dismount=d, led the horse—he had
even got a horse throwsu in—to a sghed
at the back of the hut, and then went
inside, Throwing some logs on the fire,
he flung himself down on the bare
L ground to think, and not to sleep, worn
out as he was by fatigue and excite-
ment. His hand struck some liglit ob-
ject, and it rolled along the floor. He
thought it was one of the opals for the
moment,and felt for it.But it was not one
of the gems in search of which Doctor
Grahame had lost his reason; it was 2
ring.

Fenton bheld it to the blaze and looked
at it. He had never seen it before. It
was a man's signet ring, with a strange
crest—though most crests are singular—
a broken lance with an eagle perched on
the fracture. It was not the doctor's
crest; Fenton had never seen him wear
a ring; could scarcely believe in the pos-
sibility of his possessing one. Whose
cculd it be?' Had one of the bushran-
gers dropped it? That was the only
explanation. He folded the ring neatly
in the formula he had taken from Dr.
Grthame’s pocket, and, overcome,
stretched himself full length and slept.
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And now to England!

CHAPTER IIL

Twelve months. later a young lady
stepped from the train at Berrington
Station. She was alone, and dressed in
plain mourning, and there was that in-
describable look in her face which
spcaks so eloquently and unmistakably
of a heavy sorrow, lived through, yet not
forgotten.
A porter came up, and, after a glance
at the beautiful face, touched his hat
and asked, respectfully, though she had
alighted from a third-class carriage :—
“Any luggage, miss?"” .
“A small portmanteau,” replied Con-
stance; and at the sound of her voice,
so low and sweet, the man touched his
cap agtin.
Constance looked round the station.
“Can you tell ‘me the way to Brake-
speare Castle?” she said.
*“Well, miss, it's threc miles or near,”
replied the porter. *“You'll take a fiy?”
As he spoke, .1 carriage dashed into the
station yard, and, almost ‘before it had

| stopped, the door was flung open and

a little boy ran out, and, heedless of the
footman, who called to him in respect-
ful remonstrance, ran through the gate-
way on to the platform.

He was a child of seven or eight, with
a pretty face, round which long auburn
curls hung in profusion, falling in a
shower of silken splendor upon his vel-
vet tunie.

Constance was losing herself in girl-
like admiration of the beauty and grace
ef the little fellow, when he ran up teo
her. and, sweeping off his cap, said: -

“Oh, please, are you Miss Graha:ne?"

“Yes, I am Miss Grahame,” s2id Con-
stance.

His face lighted up with a smile, and
he held out.a tiny hand, but drew it
back and whipped off his glove.

“I beg your pardon. There—I'm always
forgetting. I'm so glad you have come.
I've come to meet you. Grandma would:
have come too, but she has one of her
headaches.”

Constance tonk the little hand, and
bent down and kissed the biright face.

“It was very Kkind of you to mect me,
Lord Lancebrook.” she said.

“Oh. not a bit. James,” and he turned
to the footman and porter, who stocd
like statues, “see to Miss Grahame's lug-
gage.Come alon<,”and with a little air of
childish importance, which was delight-
fully frank and easy, he led the way to
the carriage, holding out his hand to
acsist her in, as if he were at least ten
Yyears older.

“‘I'm a’raid you are very tired,” he
said. ‘“Would you like the window up or
down? Down? 8So do I. T like to look
out and see things. You must be tired!
But we shan’t he leng; I told Williams
to drive quickly.”™

“T am not tired,” said Constance, smil-
ing down at him from the fulness of her
heart, for the child’s frank welcome had
touched lier. “I am used to taking long
journeyrs, and this, from London to
Buckinghamshire, does not seem so far.”

“Yes, T know; I heard grandma say
that you had come from abroad. Right
across the sea. IIc¢ 7 I should like to
have been with you!”

*“1 wish you had,” said Constance.

“Do you?" Ho looked at her with his
large, thoughtful, and yet perfectly
bright eyes. “Well, I do wish I had. I
like you. 1Is that rude? Do you mind
my saying it?”

“Not in the least,”
stance,

“Thank you,” he said, gravely. “I'm
always making mistakes, graudma suys,
and you must correct mg," =

“If that was a mistake it was a \'ery
pretty one,” ‘sai@d Constanee, ‘smilingly.

He thought over ‘this for'e momeht
then nodded. .

“1 vnderstand. T hope you'll like me.
Miss Brownjohn didn’t; she sald'I was
P uoub&some chlld and I’ afrai@ I’

am. i
. “ang

responded 'Con-

“I hope not,” said (m
who was Miss Brownjohn?” ~ °

] 2 veas—" . He pulled himself up. *T
meen, she wuntherdl!atﬂéuble. Sﬁe
wasn’t like ‘you, youut;md beau!

“She was my Tdst goverfiess; she was'|

‘_“ “emm}

“Yes, it was very—trying,”
ship remarked gagely, “You sees if he.
had been dead, I should have been the
marquis ; but I'm glad to ll! he's a-,
uve'il 1

“You: didn't want to be mu'quls,
then 7" sald Constance with a smile,

“Well, no,” he replied, thoughtfully,
“I'm afraid marquises always have the
gout, and they have g lot on their minde.
I've heard grandpa say that he wished
he’d been born a laborer like Hodgson
who sweeps the drive. So I'm very
glad Uncle Wolfe is alive, HIis name is
Wolfegang, but grandma always calls
kim Wolfe. But you mustn’t talk about
him to her more than you can help, be-
cause it makes her ery ; at least, she
doesn’t cfy exactly, but you can see that
she's trying hard not to. It's very pain-
ful for a mother to lose her son for o
many years.”

Constance nodded aympthetlcally.and
was trying to think of some way to stop
these family confidences without
wounding the little fellow’s feelings,
when he went on in tbe same childish
fashion.

“I wish he would come back, then
grandma wouldn’t cry any more,"”

“Is the marquis not at the caslte,
then ?” said Constance, in her sur-
prise.

“No ; we don't know where he is just
now; gmndma had a letter some months
ago from some place abroad, but it said
nothing of his coming home. You see
he was always'’—he loweéred his volee
and looked up at her solemnly—'‘very
wild { Grandpa and he quarreled very
badly, and he—I mean Uncle Wolfe, of
course—went off like—like a shot! Oh,
here we are. Look, that's the castle !”
and’ he pointed to a huge castellated
pile which rose majestically above the
trees on a height to their left.

“It's a very large place,” said Con-
stance, drinking in the beauty of the
scene ; the long road winding between

o 13‘;, " i t‘m tl i T
nay B4 Fnae hh% " But the maid catern ‘and

. revealed a smaller room furnished in

rows of stately elms, amid which a
brook ren purling and breaking inta
foaming little casades, “‘and very, very
beautiful !’

“I'm glad you like it,”” said Lord |
Lanoebrook. T Hke it too. I don't think |
any place I've seen half so pretty as
Erakespeare,and I've been about a great
deal, ton,” he added with a touch of
pride. 1 went to London once. I
wonder Uncle Wolfe can stop away
from such a nice place, especially as it's
his own. I think it's very bad taste,
don’'t you, Miss Grahame 7~

“I don't think I've any right to offer
an opinion, Arol,” said Constance.

“Here we are !” he exclaimed, as the
carriage passed under a tall and stately
arch of ivy-clad masonry, and drew up
at the entrance to the castle,

A footman opened the door, and Lord
Lancebrook sprung out and offered his
hand to Constance. A reverend-look-
ing cld man with white hair and a be-
nevolent countenance eame down the
wide steps and bowed.

““Miss Grahame 7"’ ;

“All right, Belford, I'll take Miss Gra-
Lame to grandma,” broke in Leord
Lancebreok!

“Very good, my lord,” said the butler.

“Come on,"” said the boy, and he clasp-
ed Constance’s hand and led her up the
sieps and into the hall,

It was a huge hall, and seemed. with
its  great stained-glass windows, ar-
mor,and tattered flags hanging from the
roof, more like a cathedral than a por-
tion of a modern dwelling-house. A
footman in a dark and sombre livery

; circumstances,” said Lady Ruth, biting

opened a door, and, still holding her
hand, her little guide drew. her into a
smail but riehly decorated room.

The light was subdued by curtains
of rose-pink silk and lace, and for a mo-
ment or two Constance was rather daz- ‘
ed ; then she saw an old lady with!
snowy hair, and dressed in plain black |
alailk rise from a «www chuir and approach

1T,

“Here's Miss Crahame, grandma !
exclaimed Lord Lancebrook, his clear,
child’s voice rlnglnz out in the stiil
room.

The Countess of Brakespeare held out }

her hand—it was as white as the mus-
lin handkerchief across her shoulders—
and looked into Constance's face ; and
as she did so her hand closed on the
girl's fingers with a warm and gracious
pressure,
- “I am very glad to gee you, Miss Gra~
hame,” she sald, in so low a voice that
it seemed aB if pitched to harmonize
with the repose and quietude -of the -
reom.’ *“You have had a long journey.
I hope my lMMttle chatter-box 'has not
niade you more’ weary 7’ and she put
her arm round his neck.

* “Have 1 7 T never thought of that I ?,m, %

said, Lord Lancebrook, remorsefully,
and he took the white withered hand !

and pressed it against his cheek peni-

tently, -
“No, hdeod ntd Constance. "“We
are great friends already, I hope.”
**Yes, I lke her. Isn't she beautiful.
grandma ?'.sald Lord Lancebrook in a

- confidential but perfectly audible whb- :

‘per-in the marchionesg's ear.

“The 01d lady smiled, - + . o7 | made

"Amhmmcmnte.

genuine one,” she said gently to 4\-
‘stdnce, "Aﬂn«rmwall‘uto.wx
Arol] “gear child

T8

I'll take her up."‘wd hls londs
like -

! girT must have suffered terribly out

—uuu

intended
mnco@ the
blinds, and then opening another door,

Yhite as a bedroom. Constance’s port-
‘manteau stood on a settee, and it re-
quired at least that conclusive evidence
to convince her that some mistake had
not been made,

#Here you are,” sald Lord Lance-
brook ; “I hope you like your rooms.
Come to the window,” and he dragged
her there. “You can see the great lake
in the park ; that’s it shining there like
gold. 1It's ever so big, and there's a
boat. I fish there sometimes, when
George—that’s my groom—has: time to
80 with me ; but,” with a sigh, “he's
always busy. You'll come, perhaps, in-
stead of him 7

“Your lordship should leave Miss
Grahame now, I think,” said the maid.

Lord Lancebrook sighed.

“Well, I suppose-I must,” he said.
“But you won't be long. Will you give

me a kiss ? But perhaps you wouid

rather not.”

Constance bent down, and the boy put
his arms round her neck and pressed his
lips to her soft red ones.

“I never kiessed Miss Brownjohn,” he

8aid ; “I didn't’like to. But then you
don’'t take snuff,” and with a skip and
@ jump he ran out eof the room. .
. The lady addressed as Cousin Rue
went down the stairs and into the
drawing-room, where the marchioness
was sittihg in the dim light, a book ly-
ing face downward on her lap.

“I’ve just seen the new governess,”
she sald, seating herself near the old
lady and commencing some .crewel
work, which she executed with a char-
acteristic rapidity.

“Yes,” said the marchloness ; “we are
very fortunate, I think. She has a
sweet face, and is, I am sure, a lady
and amiable.”

“Y—es,” assented Lady Ruth: *“I
scarcely noticed her.” Not a detail of
Constance’'s appearance or dress hai
eseaped her sharp eyes. °‘“‘Oh, yes, she
looks a lady ; but so do most peopic
nondays. It's 80 easy, isn’t it 7

“I' don’t know,” replied the March-
foness, gently ;: “I see so little of the
world. But I am sure there can be no
mistaking Miss Grahame's rightful
claim to the title, poor girl.”

*“ Ah, yes ; gshe lost her father lately,
didn’t she ? You never told me all the

her silk and fixing her brilliant eyes
upon the old lady’s placid face.

“Did I not. I thought I had. Yes,
she lost her father a few months ago.
He was a doctor, a .clentlnc man, who
went abroad.”

“ And took this gir]l with him ?" in-
quired Lady Ruth.

“Yes. But they were returning to
England when he was taken {1l at some
place and died. The poor gentleman
was out of his mind some time before.”

* How did you come to hear of her:
thrugh the Armsteads, wasn't it 7**

‘“ Yes ; they saw her, or came to know
something of her, abroad ; indeed, she
came over in the same ship with them.”

‘ And that's all they know about her,
Hem !’ rema.rked Lady Ruth witn soft
rapidity,

“Isn’t that enouch 7" inquired Lady
Brakespeare, with a placid smile. “You
are always so—I don’t like to say suspi-
cious, dear Ruth—I will say cantious.*

* One can’'t be too—1’ll say suspicious,
if you like—In these days. I know more
of the world than you do, ang I know it's
necessary to be cautious.”

* 1 don’t wish to know more,” gaid the
old lady plaintively, and with a littie
=igh. *‘ As regards this poor girl, I am
sure there is no need for-suspicion or
even caution. Lady Armstead was quite
eatisfied.”

“Lady Armstead is always satisfied
with all her protegees,” retorted Lady
+ Ruth, snipping her silk sharply.

*“ And =0 is Arol,” sald Lady Brake-
speare with a smile. * He han taken to
her with wonderful promptness.”

* Arol has all the Brakespeare appre-
clation for a pretty. face” sai@ Lady
Ruth, .

‘“ And she s more than pretty,”
marked the old lady.-

‘“ Yes ; too pretty not to have had ad-
ventures of some sort,” said Lady Ruth.

“Lady Armstead said that the poer

there. I forget the name of the place
where they were, but it was guite rough
and wild ; and so delicate and refined a
ginl must have

Castoria.

« Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
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good effect upon their children.”
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This is just the season of the year to buy some oi’
inbotham’s pure Dalmation Insect Powder and

banish the vermin which is so often found on both

Then

buy ‘some sulphur- from Higinbotham and feed

some to every animal you have about the place.
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| LIN'DSA. Y -
s 'Oppqsx!é Kennedy, Davxt & Son’s Lumber Yard.
; !‘M Suh. Doors, Blinds, Moddmga. Turnings, etc., etc.
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Clll‘ and. mspect vmrk and: get prices before ' elsewhere.
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