ors were flun
empty garments
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CHAPTER XX.
FLOWN.

Tbe man whom Tun JBristow had employed
for the construction of the wardrobe which had
proved of so essential service to Lionel Dering,
was a cabinet maker named Paul W gley, who
keptasmall shoo in the ueighb jrliood of S->ven
Dials, L indon. It was tne very onscurity of this
man, bnd the pettiness ol his bus ne-s wh ch had
tempted Tom tj employ him. It wasnot prob-
able thata m™*n in his posit.on wou d asa any
im ertinent questions ae to the purpo-e for
whicu su hae range piece of workmanship was
intended, so long as Ne was paid ready money
for his job. Ana so far Tom was right. Wigley
maue the wardrobe according to instructions,
and trea ed the whole affairas though he w-re
in ihe habit of making articles oi furniture
with false backs to them every day in the week
But Tom’ firet mistake lay in thiuking that
such aman would be less likely than am ,re re-

utable and well to do tradesman to connect in

is own miud, as tw >links in a possible chai
the e cape of a prisoner from Duxley jail
with the fact of having tentto that very town
a wararobe so constructed that aman might be

hidden away in it with ease Tom’s
second mistake lay in letting Wigley
know the destination of the wardrobe. ‘Il

oughtto have had itsent to the railway btation
addressed simply to my order,” he said to niin-
self, “and afierwards, when it was entirely out
of Wigley’s hands, have re-addressed it mycelf to
Alder Cottage.”

Tom was quite aware that on bis pointhe had
committed an error of judgement ; buthe never
aporehenued that the slightest dauger could
spring t<.ere:rom.

Mr Wigley, after working very bard for six
days, generally devoted a portion of the seventh
to pos ing himself up in the news of the week
Ater a hearty dinner, it was his delight on a
Sunday afternoon to st at ease and enjoy Lis
newspaper and his pipe. He had taken great
interestin the escape of Lionel Dering, as detail-
ed in his favorite journal ;and week after week
he carefully culled whatever scraps of news he
could find, that bore the remotest ieference”to
that strange occurence. One day he came
across the following lines, which he read to his
wire.

“ Weunderstand that up to the presenttime
the police have oitained no clue to the where-
abouts of MrDering, the prisoner whuse ciever
escape from Duxley jail was duly chronicled iu
our columns a few weeks ago. It was thought
at one time that the right track had been hi
upon, but, when promptly followed up, it ended
in nothiug—or, rather, in the capture and deten-
tion of an iunocent person for several hours.
Solong atime has now e apsed since tue escape
that the chances of the prisoner being recap-
Bur%d would seem to be very problematical in

eed-

“ihope,with all my heart, that he’il set safe
away.” said Mrs Wigley. “What a strange thing
it was, Paul, that t at queer wardrobe which
you maue for a gentlemau a month ortwo since
should be for somebody in Duxley-the very
town where this Mr Derng broke out of
prison. Whata capital hiding place that would
make for him. Paul, dear! All the police in
Ehngland would never think ot looking for him
there ”

“You talk like a fool, Maria,” growled Mr
Wigley between the putfs at his pipe.

but however loolisuly Mrs Wigley might talk,
the idea originated by her was one which toos
such persistent h.Jd on her husband’s mind that,
three days late ,h« found himself at Dudley,
and teling the tale of the wardrobe in the
oitice of the superintendent of police. V-ry for-
tunately indeed it happened thaton this par-
ticular afternoon Mr Drayton was away on
business at a neighboiing town, aud that S r-
geant Tilley was acting as depu y in his stead.
Tiiley listene « to the man’s story with dismay.
He had pocaeted tha .six hundred pounds; anu
now ne f It almostas much interested in Mr
Dering getting away as Tom Bnsiow himself.
Wha<-was to bedone ? His first thought wa-
to pooh pooh Wigie/ and his story, aud to
pereuado the little cabinet maker to return to
town by the first up tram. But Wigley
was nota man to let himself be snuffed out m
that way, ani he quietly intimated that he
would awaittne return of Mr Drayton himself.
Then Tilley’s manner changed, and, while pro-
fessing to agree with him in everything, he ,er
suade . Willey to take his leave for a couple of
hours, by which time, he told him, Mr Draytun

would haye returned and woull be at liberty to
see him. X .
JSo sooner was Wig’ey gone than, leaving the

office n charge of a buboramate. Tiiley hastened
by back streets an<i unfrequeuted ways to Alder
Cottage. He asked for Edith and told her his
story nafew hurried words. His counsel was
that, at every risk, Mr Dering must be got away
from the cottage be ore s ven o™-lock that even-
ing,as there was no doubt that shortly afterthat
hour Mr Drayton might be expected to pay a
second domiciliary visit. He, Tilley, would take
care thattue policeman on duty on that partic-
ular beat snould be withdrawn for a couple oi
hours on one pretext or another, so that there
might be no fear of any interruption from him.
Then, after a last word of warning, he went.

As it fell out, Tom Bristow was at the cottage
at thd very time of Tilley’s visit. A council ot
war was immediately held. That Lionel m ist
leave the cottage, and at once, was the one im-
perative necessity. Had it been mid-wibter,
instead of summer, he could easily have stolen
away m the darkness, butat seven oclock on an
August evening everything is almost tiS cleaily
visible as atmid da.

However, go Lionel must; and the only
ques ion wa-»—whether bhould he go? Where
should he hide himeelf for a few hours ?—or till
the plan of action already decided upon by the
two friend- could be safely carried into effect ?

In this extremity, Tom’ thoughts seemed to
revert naturally to Jane Culpepper; m which
direction, inde«d, they had tiaveled very often of
late. Why not appeal to her! Why notask her
to shelter Lionel for a night or two at Pincote ?
He knew, without askiné;, that Mis*CuInep‘per
would be ready and glad to befriend Lionel at
ever%/ risk. .

A few mnutes past seven oclock, Tom Bris-
tow walked leisurely out through the front door
of Alder C t age. A minute or two later Lionel
Dering, dressed | ke a carpenter, with a paper
cap on Lis head and a basket of tools slung over
his le t shoulder, iwalked leisurely out through
the back door, aud keeping Tom well in view,
followed h m at a distance of thirty or lorty

yards. Avoiding as much as possiblethe main
thoroughfares of the litle town, Tom divei
through one back street »fter another, till after
several twist ngs and turnings, he reac? ed a
lonely lane le.ding into some ' fields
t*-rough which ran a footpath in the di-

rection of Pincote. Step for step, Lionel fol
lowed, smoking a short black pipe, aud having
the gaitand manner of a man who is pretty well
worn out with a iong day’s work. Through the
fields thev went ihus in sing e file, without de-
cre.sing the distance between each other
or bpeaking a word, till at length the path
brougbt them to the outskirts of a tiny wood at
one corner of the Picote estate. There was n-t
a soul to be seen, and the two men over eaping
the hedge, were so. n buried among the tangled
undergrowth of the plantation. Heie they held
a h -rried consultation, it would not do fur
Lionel toventure any nearer to Pincote till after
dark, and Tom had yet to cont ive some means
of seeing Miss ulpe per alone, and of explaining
to her the position of Lionel and himself. The
squire, when at home, genera ly dined between
six and seven, and the bestt me for seeing Jane
would be while her father was taking his post
prandial nap beiore he joined her in the drawing
room. So, leaving the wood, Tom went slowly
toward Pincote, wishing that the shades of even-
ing would deepen twice as fust asthev were doing
justthen ; while Lionel, left alone, clambered up
into the green recesses of a sturdy chestnut, and
there, safely hidden from any chance passers by,
awaited, with what patience was possible to him,
the signal which would announce to him the re
turn of hi* friend.

Once again Mr Drayton’simperative summons
echoed through Alder Cottage, but this time he
was exjected, aud had not to aitso longfor
admission. Asbefore, Martha Vince ad uitted
him and, as bef re Editu came out of the little
parlor at the first sound of his voice.

*1sthe la y within whom I baw when | was
heie lefore?” asked the supeiintendeut of
Maitha.

“Yes, | am here, as you see, Mr Drayton,” an
swered bdith. “ Towhat circumstance dolowe
the honor of a second visit from yeu ?”

“ Sony to have tocon ess it. ma’am, but the e
was one part of tbe house which we seem to
have quite overlooked when we were he e last.
You wou't perhaps, object to our having a look
atitno.v?”

“ My objections lam afra'd, would be of little
va «e. | have no option butto subu it.”

“1 must do my duty, you know, ma’am.
Ye-y disagreeable it is to do at times, | assure
you.”

“Doubtless, very. Martha, show these gentle-
men w atever partof the house they may wisb
to iee.” With these words, Edith went back
into the parlor, but this time she did notshut
the door. *

M Drayton *was followed into the house by
Wigley. the cab net maker aud the rear was
brougnt up by a coustab.e in plain cloth>-s.

“ Upstairs, if you please,” said the superintend-
ent oMartha. “ 1 um quite satisfiedwith the
downst irs part of the house.”

So upstairs the?/ ail tramped, and without
pausing, Drayten led the way into Edith’sdress-
ing room. Wigley’ first me tion of the wardrobe
ha broughtto hisrecollec ion the tactof there
being such a pi ce 01 furniture as the onede-
scribed in one of the upstairs rooms.

Now that the moment f > making the grand
discovery was at hand, it would have been diffi
cultto-ay whether the excitement of Drayton
or of Wigley was the moie intense. The latte»
was lured on by the prospect of the glitterin.
reward that would become his, if, through hi>
instr mentality, the esenped prisoner should be
r c-'ptured. Drayton was led on by a purely

rofe-sional ard ur, To su ceed, where the great
W hiffiusfrom Scotland Yard had fa led, even
though success were won by a fluke, and by no
brilliantstroke of his own genius, was in itself
somethingto e proud ©—something that woulo
bring hisnume promiuently beiore the notice of
his superiors

This is the article that 1've been speaking to
you about,” said Wigley, striking.the polished
suiface of the wardrobe "with hin open palm.

“Open it, MrWigley, if you please,” said the
superintendent. “ This is a very curious pi*-c<
of furniture indeed, and | should like tj examine
it thoioughly.”

So Wigley proceeded to open it slowly anc
lovingly, as a man having a aeep admiration foi
the work of his own hands. First the outei

g wide open, revealing a few
rooping drearily from the pegs.
But when Mr Wigley, with aso'emu finder twuch-
«d the secret spiing and thefabe back swung
slowly open on its s cret hinges, the three men
pressjd orward wi h Treating pulses and staling
ey-s feeling bu e that in auother moment the
great rize w uld be in theirgrasp

Drayton’s fingers closed instinctively on the
handcuffs in his pocket, while Martha Vince

ooked on Lorn vhe background with a cynical
smile.

The false back swung slowly open and revealed
the hiding place behind. Butit was emﬁty.

“ Flown I’said Wigley with a dijep sigh,all his
3olden visions vanibhing like the shadow of a

ream.

“ Sol I'most infernally sold !” exclaimed Dray-
«ton, his face a picture of blank discomfiture
“It’s no good waiting here any longer,” he added,
as he turned on his heel. “He’s gotclear away,
never fear.”

Downstairs the three men tramped, without
another word, and, marching out, banged the
frontaoor behind them with a forcethat made
every window in the liitle cottage rattle in its
frame.

“ Gone at last, thank Heaven " exclaimed
Edith, as the echo of the retreating footsteps
died awav. ‘ Ifonlylhad tidings thatmy ar-
iing iR safe, then I aim st think that 1should be
quite happy ” Unbidden tears were in her eyes
as she stood f <sra moment with clasped hands
and upturned face, while from her heart a sib-nt
prayer ofthankfulness winged its way on high.

Tom Bristow lingered about the grounds

till the dusky evening was deepening into night,
and the lamps in the drawing-room were aligh*
Then, with cautious footsteps, he stole nearer
the house, and at last found himself ensconced
behind a clump of holly, and close to one of the
three French windows which opened from the
irawing-room on to the lawn. The Venetians
were down, but between the interstices he _could
ebtain a clear view of the room and its inmates.
The inmates were only two iu number—Miss
Culpepper and auother young lady whom Tom
had never s-eu before Tligsquire, if at home,
had not left the dining room. How pretty Jane
looked as she sat there in the lamplight, in her
soft flowing dress of white and mauve, plying her
n*edle swift.y—for Jane’s fingers were rarely
unemployed “while her companion read to her
aoud! Hereverylook, her every gesture, went
directto Tom’ heart. He nras caught in the
toils at last—this cold, self- *illed, unimaginative
man f the world—aud he began to find that,
even for such as he, such bonds are not easily
b oken.

*rnis is either love or something very much
like it,”he whispered to himself. * 1 find that |
am just as great an ass as my fellow-men What
is itin this girl that fascinates me so strangely ?
-'he is not particularly clever, or handsome, or
witty, or accomplished. | have been in the
society of women who could outshine herin
every way ;and yet, tor me, she is the one woman
whom tne world holds—the one woman whom

| ever felt that | could love. It is easy
to talk ab >ut dying for a woman, and
not very difficult to do so, |I daresay The

grand test of love, as it seems to me, is to live
with a woman and to love her at the end of
twenty years as well as You loved heron your
wedding day. Now, of all the women I have
ever met, yonder faily isthe only one with wnom
| should care to try tne experiment. Her
fancy | could love as well at the end ©f a hun-
dred” years as of twenty; a id if y«t what the
charm consiststhat draws me to her—whence it
omes, and how she exercises it—I know no more
than the man int emooh.”

But Tom’s love reveries did not absorb him to
the extent of making him oblivious ot the par-
ticular object which had broughthim to Pincote
It was requisite that he should see Jane alone,
and nothing could be done s« Jong as Jane’s com-
panionwas in the room with her. Besides which
the Squire might come in at any moment, and
then nis last chance would he over. Should the
worst come to the worst, he was prepaied to go
boldly up otbe front door, knock*like any ordi-
nary isitor, and ask to see Miss Culpepperopenly
and boldly. But it was only as a last resource
that he would ado t a mea ure which, should it
come to the Squire’s ears could only lead to in-
%_uiry ;and ing iry onthe Squire’spart was what

om was particularly «.iehiul to avoid. Not
th it the old tun would not have been as
staunch as steel in such a case, and would have
done anything and everything to assist Lionel.
But, unfortunately, ho had a garrulou> tongue,
which could not always be trusted to keep a
secret—which olten betrayed secrets without
knowing that it had "done so and in a
matter so grave as the one iu which
he was now engaged, Tom was careful to avoi
the slightest unnecessary work | mvou d be far
better for eve yonethat the Squire should rest
iu hai py ignorance, till tbe future shou d b ing
its own proper time for revealing everything.

Whenever any particular question pressed
itself strongly on Tom’s mind for soiut on, he bad
ahabit of looking at it, not from one or two
points of view only, but from several; and it
nineteen ways out of a difficulty proved, from
one c-iuse or another, to be unavailable he gen-
erally found the twentieth to be the very mode
of egress for which he had been seeking ho it
was in the present case. After considerable
cudgelling of his brains, he hit on a simple ex-
pedient which seemed to him to be worta trying
but which mightor might not prove successiul
in the result.

On the occasion of Tom’s first visit to Pincote.
among other pieces played by Jane in the draw
ing room after dinner, was a plaintive
little waltz, enti‘led ‘Ve eza Moi,” which took
his fancy more than anything he hadjheard for a
1ngtime. Lateronin tne evening he had asked
Jane to play it again and for days afterward the
ai- clung to his memory, and seemed in some
strange way to mix itself up in his musings
whe ever he thought of Jane. As ifJane had
- me faint divination that sush was the case,
the nexttime Tom was at Pincote she played

the “waltz again—this time without being
asked ; and so on the third and last time
he spent an evening with her. It was
on this third occasion, as the final bars of the

waltz were dying away in slow breathed sweet-
ness, that the eyes of Tom and Jane metacross
the piano—met fora moment only ; but that
one moment sufficed to reveal a secret which as
yet, they had hardly ventured to whimper to
themselves. From that day forth, never so long
as they lived, could that simple Frenca melody
be forgotten y either of them.

Tom thought of Blondin, and determined to try
the effectof Vtnez a Moi in attracting Jane’s
attention. Only, as he happened to live in this
unroma itic ni eteeih century, and to be pos-
se sed neither ofa harp nor of skill to play
.-ne, there was nothingleft for him but to whistle
t

it.

Retirin% from the window a dozm yards or
more, butstill keeping well within the shelter of
the shrubbery, Tom accordingly began to “flute
the darkness” with nis low sw.€t note.” In other
words, he began to whistle Venez a Moi. At the
end of five minutes, whi h to him se med more
like an hour, the Venetians Were lifted, and some
one could be seen peering into the darkne s
there. A few quick strides carried Tom to the
window.

Although startled when the first notes of the
familiar air fell on her ear, Jane was notlong in
divninywho it was that was there Inventing
an errand for her companion which took that
young lady out *fthe room fora fewmiuut s,
she hurried to the window and looked out. A tan
fr m Tom, and the window was opened. Although
surprised to see him, »nd at being ,so summoned,

he frankly offered her hand

“When yov have heard my errand, Miss Cul-
Eepper, you will, I am sure, pardon the liberty |

ave taken,”sai Tom.

Her thoughts reverted in an instant to her
father buthe was snoring peacefully in the din-
ing ioom. “1 hope MrBristow, thatyou are the
bearer of no ill news,”bhe said with «impieear-
nestness.

“ My news is either good orbad, as people mai/
choose to take it,” answered Tom “ Miss Cu
pepper—my fiiend, Lionel Dering,ishiding with-
in ami’eofthis house.”

“Oh, Mr Bristow I" Hiswords took her breath
away. She turned giddy, and had to clutch at
the window to keep hers If from falling.

“The place where he has been hiding since his
escape from prison is safe no longer,”resumed
Tom. “Another hiding-place mu .t be found for
bim, and ato ce. In this gr. at, strait | have
ventured here to ask your assistance.”

“ And have made me your debtor for ever so
d ing,” said Jane, with fervour. “ My help is
yours in any way and every way thatyou can
make it usef J1.”

What | im here to ask you to do is, to give my
friend f -od an shelte f r three daysand nights,
by which time a plan, now in prepajgition, for
ge ting him away to some distant place, will be
ready to utinto operation”

“1 w 11 have my own rooms got ready for
Mr Dering without a moment’s delay,” said
Jan»1

“Pardon me,” said Tom. “butthe yerv kiod-
nese of your offer wouH defeat the object we
have mostin view. Deri g% safety depen son
the absolute secrecy which must enshroud this
night’s transactions. Wuat you have just sug-
gested could not be carried outwithoutexci ing
the suspicions of one or more of your ser.auis.
From suspicion to inquiry is only one ster,
ani fr-m inquiry to discovery is often only
another.” n

“ Vou are right, Mr Bristow. But you ar
notwithouta plan o yo “rown, | *m sure.”

‘What | would venture to suggest ist».is.” said
Tom : “ ihat Derng be looked up in one or
another of the disused und empty rooms of
which | kn >w the.e are several at Pincote No
dome tic must have access to the room while he
is there, nor even glean the faintest suspicion
that ihe room is occupied at ail. The secret of
the hiding place mujt be your secretand mine
absolutely. If I am asking too much, or more
than >ou can see your way to carry outwithout
tmperrilling the safety of my friend, you will tell
toe so franKly | am sure, and wiil aid me in
devising some other and more possible mode of
escape.”

*You 8re not asking too much, Mr Bristow. In
such a case you cannot ask too much. Your plan
is better than mine. This old house is big enough
to hide half-a-dozen people away in. Tnere is a
suite of four rooms inthe left wing, which rooms
have never been use i since mamma’s death, an-,
which are never ente ed by the servants except
for cleaning purposes, and then only by my
instruction . Those rooms [ place unreserved!>
at MrDering’s disposal. _There he will be per
fectly safe f*r us long a time as he mav choobe t

tay. | will wait on him myself. No one else
sha.ll go near him.”

‘o | felt sure that my appeal to you would not
be in va.n.”

“It will make mehappier than I can tell you, it
I may be allowed t >assis ,in however humble a
degiee, m helping Mr Dering to escape We all
liked him so much, and we were all bothoroughly
convinced ol hin inu >cenc-, that »hen the news
was brought next morning of how he nad gotout

«fta 1overni ht | could not help cr?/ing, | felt
so glad; aud | never saw papa so pleased aud
excited before. Since then, io has always been

my task at luncheon to run carefully throughthe !
m rning papers and see whether there was any
news of Mr Dering. From our hear 8 we wished
him God speed whe ever he mightbe ; and as
day pas>ed after day. and there came no new- of
his recuptu e, we <heered each other with the
hope that he had got saftly away to some far
distant land. And yet all thistime from what
ou say, he must have been hiding close at

and T’

“Y s, very clos4 at hand —within half a mile of
the prison f.oT whi hhe escaped”

“ And it was you who.heli ed him to escape !I”
eaid lane. “I know now that it could have been
no one butvou " She laid her fingers lightly on
his arm as sh- said these words, and looked up
full Into hiseyes. They both stood in the soft

ow of the lamplight close to the (-pen window,

nJane’s eyes aud iaee at thismoment there ww
an expression—an indefinable somethin%, end-r
and yet pathetic—that thrilled Torn as he had
never been thrilled before, and told bim, in lan-
uagde which could not be mistaken, that he was
ove

s Lionel Dering and | are friends.
my life.
his ?”

“1 wish that | had been born a man,”said Jane
inconsequently, with a little t-ign.

‘ Inordtr that you mi-lit have gone about the
world assisting piisoners to escape ?”

“No—in order «hat I might try t )win formy-
self such a fiiend as you are to MrDering, or as
Mr Dering is to you .”

“Butyour mission is a sweeter oneth-n that
?f friendship :you were sent into the world to
ove ”

“Thatis whatmen always say of women. But
to me, friendship always seems so much pur--r
and nobler than love. Love—as | have read and
heard—is so selfish and exacting, and ”

“J7ne, dear, whero are you ?”

Jane gave a etart, and Tom sank back into the
shade. “ Coming, dear, in one moment,” cried
June. Theu she whispered hurriedlv to Tom :
*Be here at half-past eleven to-night with Mr
Dering.” She gave him her lingers for amoment
and was gone.

For four days and four nights Lionel Dering
lay in hiding at Pine -te. Jane wai ed upon him
hers It, aud so carefully was the secret Keptthat
no one under that roof—inmace, guest or servant
-had the si ghtest su-picion of anything out of
the ordinary course.

Meanwhi% Tom Bl/istow had paid a flying
visit down into the wilds of Cumberland, among
wh ch, as incumbent of a tiny pari>h buried
among the hills, was settled” an old chum of
Lionel—George Granton by name. To him, at
Lionel’s request, Tom told everything and tnen
asked him whether he would take Der.ng as a
guestunder his roof for two or three months to
¢ me. Inthe warmestmanner possibl >Granton
agreed to do this, and Tom and he became fast
friends on the spot.

Two days later Lionel bade farewell to Pincote
and its youthful mistress, and set out on his
journey to the north. Tom and he started to-
getherone evening near midnight, and walked
across country oa little road side s ation som~
fifoeen miles away, on a line different fr >m that
which ran th ough Duxley. Here tney
were in time to catch the early parliamen

He saved
W hat could I doless thantry to save

tary train, and here the two friends bade
each other good-bye for a little while.
Lionel traveled under the name of the

Bev Horace Brown, and that was the name on
the one small portmanteau which form d his
solitary article of luggage. He had injured his
health by over-study, and he was »in? down in
tj Cumberland to récruit. He was clcsely shaven,
his complexion was dark, and his hair jet black
.Being some *hat weak-sighted, he wore a pair of
Iar%e blue spectacles. His hat, far from new,
rather broad in the brim, was set well back on
his head, giving him a simple countryfied ex-
presdon. ~He wore a white cravat, and a collar
that was rather 41 ﬁ and along cleric 3 coat
th t reached below his knees; whbiie his black
aid gloves were baQgy and too long in the fin-

ers. Inone hand he carried an alpacaum-

rella badly rolled wup, and in the other—the
weather being moist aud muddy—a pair of huge
goloshes, of which he seemed to take especial
care. Such,in outward semblance, was the Rev
Horace Brown.

At Crewe station hehad to alight waita quar-
ter of an hour, aud tuen change;into ano her
train. As he was slowly pacing the platform,
whom should he see coming towards him but
Kester St. George, who, on his side, waB waiting
tor tue express fo London. The two men passe
each other once, aud then again, for Li -n/1 was
dariug in the mnt er; butnotthe slightest look
of recognition fla hed into Kester’s eyes as
they rested for a moment on the lace of
the Rev tiorace Brown. A few minutes later
their different trains came up, and each wenthis
separate way.

Kester St George’s way was London wards,
tie drove stiaight to hie chimbers ; and, fter
dressing, btr lied out we”twar i, and presently
found himselfathis i.lub There weiea number
of men there whom he had not seen for some
time, who came up to him in ones and tw s and
sh'-ok hauds with hiu, and said, “ How are you,
old fellow? Glad to see you back:” or, “Ah,
here you are, dear boy Quite missed you for
ever so long,” and tnen passed on Kester’s
monosyllabic answers were anythiug but propi-
tiatory, and by and by he was left to eat his din-
ner in sulky solitude Truth to say. he was
fag.ed a *dworn, and was, in addition seriously
uneasy with regard to the etate of his health.
For the last two months he ha 1becntell nghim -
self day after day that he would consult his
physician, buthe hai not jet found courage to
do'bo. It was an ordeal from which he shrank as
a young girl might shrink at the sight of blood.
So long as he had not consulted his doctor, and
did not know the worst, he flattered himseli that
there could notbe anything very serious the
matter with him. “*Once get into those vam-
pires’hands,” he said, “andthey will often keep
a fellow ling ring on for ye rs.” So he went on
from day to day, and put off doi -g what he felt
iu hie seciet heart he oughtto have done previ
ousiy. ‘I believe it’s ne ther more nor less tnan
indigestion,” he would mutter to himself. “ I
believe thathalftheill that flesh is heirto,springs
from nothing butindigestion-”

He was sitting moodily over his claret, and the
club room was almost deserted, when who should
stome st pping dain ily in but Boulus, the well
known fashionable d ctor.

The evening was rather chilly and Dr Bolus
walked up t <the fire an 4 began to air his palms,
before sitting down to the evening paper. Glanc-
ing round, after a minute or two, he saw Kester
s tting alone no great distance away. “Evening
St Ge >rge. Revenons toujours, eh ?” he oaid with
anod and a smile.

Su George Tose languidly and cros®ed t wards
the fireplace “ Whynot tell Bolus ?” he said to
himself. “ Capital opportunity for getting his
opinion unprofessionally as between one friend
aud another. If anybody can put me on my pins
again, Bolus can.”

Between Kester St George and the fashionable
doctor there were not many points in common.
Their orbits of movement were dianetiically
opposed to each other, and, as a rule, were far
apart One oond of symoathy there wa«, how-
ever, between them; they were b~th splendid
whist players. At the club table they had sat
in opposition, or as partners, many atime and

ft, aud each respected the other’s prowess,
while thinking his ownstyle of play incompara-
bly superior.

Not seen you here for some time,” said the
Do tor, as Kester helu out his hand.

“Mo, | only gotback the other day from Baden
and Hamburg. Wentfor three mouths, butcame
back at the eud of six weeks. One gets weary of
the perpetual gltt.r aud frivolity of those
paces; at least| do. Beside” which, | wasa
little hipped—a little bit out of sorts, | suppose—
aud so | seemed naturally to gravitate towards
home again.”

“ Ot of sorts, eh ?” said Bolus, fixing him with
bis keen professional look. “What’s amiss
with you? Been punting too much, or backed
the favorite too heaviy fortne St Leger?” and
he took St George’s wrist between his thumb and
fintjer.

“'Nei her one nor the other,” said Kester.

with a little ho low laugh. “1seem to be get-
ting out of repair generally. Some little cog
or wheelinside won’t act properly, | suppose,

and bo the whole mach.ne is getting out of
ear.”

“Solong as we keep the mainspring right
there’s not much to be afraid of,” suid Boius
with his expansive professional smile, which
was as stereotyped and fictitious as professional
smiles, whether of ballet girls or doctors, always
are.

“Yourpu’seis certainly not what it ought to
be,”went on Bolus in his biry, graceful way, ap
thou,h he were imparting a piece of information
ofthe pleasantestkind; ‘ butthen how seldom
oue’s iulse iswhat it oughtto be. Do you ever
experience any little irregularity iu the action of
the heart?”

“Yes, fr quently. Somet;m6S it seems to stop
beating for a second or two.”

“ Yes—yes—just so” siid Bolus, soothingly.
“ And you find yourself getting out of breath
more quickly than you used to do, especia ly
wnen you walk a little faster than ordinary, or
have to climb a number of stairs ?”

“ff es, a little thing now a days puts me out of
puff.”

*Precisely so We are none of us so young as
we were twenty years ago. And you s >metime8
feel as if you wanted an extra pillow under your
nead atnight ?”

“ How the deuce do
ter, with a puzzled loo

Boluslaughed his little dry laugh, and began to
air his palms again.

*And you nave a troublesome little cough, and
now and then >our head aches without your bein
able to assign a cause why it snould do so ;an
frequently in the night you start up in your
Sieep from some feeling of agitation or alarm
—causeless, of course, but very real just fertile
moment ?”

*By jove, doctor, you read me like a book !”

“Did you think of going down to Do.icaster this
year ?” a ked Bolus, ae¢ he wheeled suddenly
round on Kester.

“ I certainly did think so.
Leger formany ye rs.

“Then | wouldn’t go if | were you.”

St George stared at him with a sort of sullen
surpris-*. “And why would you notgo if you
evereme ?” he asked sharj ly.

“Simply because what you wantis not excite-
ment, butrest And in your case, St George, »
would live as quiet a life as possible for some
tme to come Down inthe country, you know-
farming and that sort oi thing.”

“1 kuow nothing of farming, and | hate the
country, except during the sho ting season.”

“And by the-way, that’sanotherthing you must
give up—tramping ftArtne partridges—f r this
one season at least. As | said before, what you
want is quietude. Halfa guineaon the odd trick
is the only form of excitementon which you may
venture lor sometime to come. Andharkye
aword in your ear; not quite so many club
cigars, my near friend ”

Two other men, known both to Bolus and St
George, came up at the moment, and the tete-a-
tete was at an end.

zou know that ?” said Kes-

I’'ve not missed a

It was late that night when St George got
home He let himself in with his latch key.
Gropinﬁ his wav into the sitting room, he struck
a match, and turned on the gas. H ¢ was in the
act of blowing oit the match when suddenly a
h nd was laid on his S'Ouider, aud a voice whis-
pered iu his ear: Come. Simplythat «ne -oid,
and nothi gmore Ke ter shivered from head
to fjot,and glanced involuntarily round. He
knew he snouid see no «ne that there was no
one to be seen ; but all the sum- he couldnot
help looKing. Twice before be nad felt the same

hostldy hand luid on his bhoulder ; twice before

e had heard the same ghostly whisper in his
ear. Wasitasummons from the other world, or
what was it? Theie was a looking glass on the
chimney piece, and, as he staggered forward a
stef) or two, hiseyes glancing into i saw there the
reflection of a white and haggard face strangely
unlike his own - the brow moist with sweat, the
eyes fi led with a furtive horror. Mr St George
Iiam((i into a chair and buned his face in his

ands,

CHAPTER XXI.
GENERAL ST. GEORGE

General S" George’s departure from India had

een accelerated by a sight attack oi fever,
whnich so far ~rostrated him thathe *asunao e
to write, or communicate iu any way to his
frieuos in England the factthat he was starting
for home two months before the date previously
fixed on by himself. As a consequence, the let-
ters and newspapers addressed to him, which
contained the account of hisne hew Lionel Der-
ing’s arrest and commitment foe wilful murder,
crossed him on the voyage, and he landed at Mar-
seilles in happy ignorance of the whole affair.

His heal h nad benefitted greatly by the voy-
age, and he deteimined to strengthen it still
furth r by lingering for a few weeks n the south
of France before venturing to encounter the
more variable and tr.ing climate of hisovsn
country, it was whilethusenj yiughimseli that
the letters and papeis tent back fioT India
reached him. Itwas a terrible/ shocn to the old
soldier to read tne news told therein. In his
secret hearthe had c”te to look upon Lionel
with all the affection and yearning which he
mighthave bestowed on a son.

W ithout the lo-s of a moment he staited for
Paris, en route for Lonaon.

But by the time he reached Paris he was so ill
again thattne doctor whom he called iu ordered
him atonce to bed, an3. utterly forbaie him
even to think of venturing any further on his
journey forat least a foitnightto come. In this
oilemnia he telegraf)hed to MrPerrins, the tamily

e

lawyer. Thatgentleman was by the old soldier’s
beds.de in less than twenty-four hours after-
wards.

Mr Perringa brought with him the startling
news of Lionel's escape from prison ; but beyond
the bare facts of the affair as detailed in the
newspapers he knew nothing. W ith those bare
facts tne general was obliged to content him seit
for sometime to come. He watched the news-

apers from day to day with fever.sh anxiety,
dreading each morn ng'to find in them the news
ofL.onei’s recapture. But wnen amonth had
passed away, and the subject had begun to die
out of peop.e’s miudsin the rush of newerin er-
ests, he took heartof grace aud wrote to Perrins
again, begging of him to go down to Duxley, and
there ascertain, by cautious inquiries and the
free use of his purse, whether it were not possibl©
to obtain some clue, however faint, to Lionel’s
wheieabouts.

Mr Hoskyns was the first person onwhom Mr
Perrins called when he found himseif at Duxley ;
butthat gent email professed to know very little
more than was known to the public at large. ISor,
in fact, did he. The annoyance he had felt at
the time at having been so cleverly impersonated
and the trouble he bad been futto to prove his
uoncomplicity in the escaoade, had soon been
forgotten. He had learned to like and esteem
Lionelas much as it was possible tor him to like
and esteem anyone and he was genuinely glad
that ne had escaped from prison Butit wa»no
jartoihis businessto pry into the detai.s of the
affair, nor oid he ever attempt to do so ;neither
did Lionel nor lomsee any adequate motive for
ayingonhis shoulders the burdeu of a secret
wuich he ceuld inno wisehelp to lighten for

them.
Tnu it-fell out thathe had nothing to tell Per-
rins Buthe did the wisestthing thatc utd be

d'jne under the circumstances, he took him
straight to Tom Bristow, mtroauoed him to that
gentleman,andt en left 'he two togediier.

This firstinterview between Mr rerrins and
Tom took place du>ing the time that Lionel was
lying perdu at Pincote. Not*till he had iully
satisfied himself as to the lawyer’si. entity, and
had consulted with Lionel, would Tom say a
word either one way or auother. So Mr Perrins
stayed a 1nightin buxie37 aud saw Tom the fot
lovsing morning ; but, even then, the informa-
tion which he took back with him for the beh *of
of General St George was of the <cantiest. Still
asfarositwent.it was emineutly satisfactory.
Lionel was well and safe. Hjsent his love aud
regards to his uncle, and begged of him o waita
little while linger and then everything should be
told him.

The General had notlong to wait. Within a
fortnight ut the time that M=Perrins had com
muuicated to him the result of his mission, Mr
Tom Bristow was ushered into the sitting room of
his hotel in Paris. 10T was the bearer of a letter
of introduction from Lionel, which spoae of him
and his serv ceb in such terms thatthe old sol-
dier’s heart warmed to him ina moment. Then
Tom told him everything ; the st.»ry of the mur-
der ; the impr soniuent ;the marriage ;the t.ial
and the esca. e; and finished iy telling him how
Lionelun erthe name o the Rev Horace Brown
was atthat moment safely hidden away among
the Cumberland hil s

‘lhe o d soldier listened to the narrative in
open mouthed wond r. To him it was ike a
story out of the Arabian Nights—a veritable
chapter o romauce.

He thanked Tom Bristow over and over again
iu his warm heailed i xipulsive way, for the ser-
vices he had rend -re | his dear boy.

‘But we have now to consider the future,”
said Tom when he had brought his narrative up
to date.

“Ay; justso. Butwhatabout thefature?”
asked General St George, with a puzzled look.

' Simply this,” answered T m. “As matters
stand at present, Dermis life is one of per-
petual dre d and uncertai ty. He never fees
sure from day to day that beiore nightfa 1 his
hi ling place may not be discovered, or his «is-
guise penetrated, and he himself taken into
custody as an escaped murde.er. Such a life
in time, would become utterly unbearable—
would, in fict, be enough to drive a man in-
sane, orto give himself up to the police in utter

despair.”
“1seeitall. Poorboy lpoorboy "
“I1t would, therefore, seem that, in order

to escape so wr.tched a f.te, onty one couree
is left open to Dering: and that is to put
the width of the ocean between himself and
h'iglpursuers. The width of halfa world if pos-
sible.

“1 should go with him wherever he went,”said

the General with a te-r in the corn r of his
eye. *1 could notbearto lethim go again.”
“In some remote n.»ok of t e New World

where tne nearestcity isa hundred miies away,
with his wile on one hand and you on the other
to love and care for him, Lionel Dering, like a
storm tossed Shiﬁ that has reached a hapﬁy
haven a last, might live out the remainder of his

a*sin quiet happiness ; without any hauuiing
dread that his past life would ever become
known, or that ne would ever be touched on
the shoulder by any othgr hand than that of a
friend.”

“ Yes—yes ;livingout in the bush, or something
of that kind, is what you mean,” said the old
soldier excitedly. “1°ve camped out .n*the jun-
gle many a time, and know whatitis. It’s not
such a bad sortof life when you get used to it.
Why notget Li to sail nexo week? I'm an old
campaigner, and could have my rattletraps ready
in a few hours.

< But to go away thus "resumed Tom, “ with
the red stain of murder clinging to his name ;
with the foul conspiracy to destroy him sti 1l
unravelled ;with his wrongs unavenged ;is what
Lionel Dering will never consent to do. Ani
I confess that, where | in his place, my feel-
ingsin the matt r would be very si-uilar to his
He has set before himself one great object
in life, and he will never rest till he has
accomplisuei it. And that isto track out and
bring to punishm ntthe real muiderer of Percy
Osmond.”

*But—butwhat can he do ?” faltered the Gen
eral. “1' seems to me that hie predicamnet
is such that he is quite powerless to help him
self, or to take any action whatever in his own
imerests.”

*At th-* first glance it would naturally seem
so0,”said Tom. “But some of the difficulties
which eurroundhis case, as io stands at p esent,
may, perh .ps, be got over with alittle ingenuity.
| am goiug to put bef re you a certain scheme
which may,or may not, meet with your ap||3roba-
tion. Should you'notapprove of it it will have
to be at once abandoned, as it will be impossible
to carry i out withoutyouractive help and co-
ope ation.”

“My dear Mr Bristow, you have told me
enough this morning to induce me to promise be-
forehand that any scheme you may put befoie
me, whi<-h has for its basis tne welfare of Lionel
will meet with my heartiest supuoit. No man
cwuld have proved himself abutter friend to my
dear boy than you have done. Yourwishes are
my law.”

After satisfying himself that tbere were no
eavesdroppers about, 10T proceeded to lay be
fore General St George the details of a f-cheme
which he had been elaborating in his brain for
several days, and which, in outline, had been ul
ready agreed to by Lionel.

When Tom ceased speaking, the old soldier
mopped his forehead with his handkerchief.
He was hot and nervous with exci ement,
“Your scheme is certainly a most extraordinary
ene,” he said; “ butl have greatfnithin your
ability to carry it out. | need hardly say that
you may depend upon my doing my best in every
way to secon >your designs.”

Tom stay d and dined with the General, and
went back to London by the night mail.

Oue res ilt of the interview was that the Gen-
eial decided on not returning to England f r
some time to come. Li<neland his wife were to
jo;n him in a little whilo at some place onthe
Continent, not yet fixed upon. Meantime he
would rest qui tly in Pa>is, and there await fur
ther instructions from Tom.

The G-neral had obtained Kester St George’s
address from Mr Perrins, and anout a wlieek after
Tom’s visit he wrote to his nephew, telling him
where he was, aud asking him to go over and see
him in Paris. The iuvi«ation was one which
Kester obeyed with alacrity. He had always
held firmly to the belief that his Uncle Arthu
was acomparatively rioh man. Now that Lionel
was out of the way, and with so terrible an ac-
cusation still hanging over him. what more natu
rai or likelv than that he snould replace Lionel
in hisuncie’«affections : and have his own name
substituted in place of that of his cousin in his
uncle’s will.

Kester finng black care to tbe wi-'ds
as he climbed tha staircase that I*d
tj his uncle’s apartments in Paiis. He put

on hiemost winning smile, his most genial man-
ne ,rs another mau mightpull on a pair cf ea-y
fitting g.oves. A servant opened tne door; and

the-e was his unde seated in an invalid
chair at the far end of the room.

Kester sprang foiwaid. “ My dearuncle
he began ; an-i then he stopped. There was
s methin in the eyes of the oid soldier that
chille i his enthusiasm in a moment.

The general extended two lean, frigid fingers,
and mo ioned to him to sit down “Pray be
reated.” he said “1 am not well, and | hae
sc nes.” Kestersat down with >uta word.

General >t Geo»ge after deli erately rubbing
his spectacles with his h>mdkerchief, pla ei
them acr ss his nose, and proceeded to rake a
steady survey of his nephew

Kester fidgeted a little under the ordeal, but
smiled and tried to appear pleased.

“Youdon’t look so young as when 1
last,” said his uncle

“Ei htyearsmake a difference in the appear
ance of mos; men,” said Kester, ‘and London
life isve y weaiing”

“No doubtitis,” said the veteran, drily. “But
that any abs lute necessity exists for you to live
in London is more than | was aware <f before ”

“ No absolute necessity, perhaps, does exist.
Yet | confess that, except by way ot a brief
change now aud again, life to me anywhere tlse
would soon become unendurabl

“You look prematuivlv old. sir—prematurely
old,” said the General severely. H s s ectatles
were across his no”e again by thistime, and
he was again lo king Kester steadily in the face
Andnow uh spoke in a voice that was low, stern
and impressive. “ You ok as ifyou had a
burden on voui mind ; you look asifyou had
some secret carithatwase ting away your very
life, Kester St George you are an unhappy
man !”

Kester’s color came an<J went. A shiverran
through him from head to foot. He pressed one
hand f<r a moment, across his eyes. Then he
laughed a forced, hollow laugh.

“ ReaIIX sr,you are rather hard on me,” he
said. “ Afternot seeing you for eight years, this
is scarcely the greeting 1 anticipated fro_j you.
Youhave calleime an unhappy man. Granting
>hat| am oue, am | any exception to the or
dinary run of my fellow mortals? Sh<w me
the man who is really hap»-y—who has no
skelett-n lockedup in the secret closetof his
heart !I”

“ Kester St G_eor?e, w’at have you done with
your cousin, Lionel Dering ?”

Kester started to his feet, his eyes staring, his
handb trembling A spasm, thatwas gone almost
beiore it had come, contorted his face fora mo-
ment strangely.

“Before %eaven, General St George, | don't
know whatyju are driving at " he cried, in tones
that w re husky from excitement. “l am not my
cousin’s keeper, that you should ask me what 1
have done with him,”

“ Then it was not you who assisted him
cape from prison ?”

“I! No—eitainly not.”

“And yetl said it could be no one but you,”
said the generalhalf -adly. “Andyoudon’t know
what h»s become of hi »? You cannottell me
where to find him now ?”

=lha”e no more knowledge of my cousin’s
whereabouts than y unhave sir.”

“How I have been mistaken! When | read
the account of Lionel’s extraordinary escape.
| said to myself. Thisis Kestei’sdoing Kester
knew that his cousia was innocent, and it is he
who has helped him to #scape,”

‘Yoa honored me in your thoughts far more
hi hI?/than I ues rved. |stated al< along my
beli fin my cousin’s innocence, but| had cer-
tainly no hand in pi nning his escape.”

«<B’u\ at all events, you saw him frequently
while he was in pris n? Yeu were there as
his friend, helper, and adviser ?  How did
he lo)ear his imprisonment ? Did he speak of
me "

Again Kester’s color came and went. “|I
never saw my cousin whdehe was in prison.”
he said in a low voice “I was suffeiing
severely from illness during the whole
time. | was confine! to m« own rooms, and
foibiddeii to stir out of d<ors on ai y account.”

“You were well en u”h, sir, to find your way
to your clt.b within a week of the date of your
cousin's trial. You were no too ill to play whist
with Co onei L xingt.n, and win fifty guineas
from that gentleman bv betting ou tue odd
trick. Yoi were not afraid of walking home
af-erwa ds through the cold streste with a cig ir
in \ourinouih ” "All this had been told General
St George by Col nel Lexington bit-el -an old
miliiary friend, who had cahed up”n him two or
three oays previously.

Kester St George glared at bis uncle as if he

saw you

to es-

would glaily have annihilaied him. Butthe old
soldier gave him back look forlook, and the
younger man’s eyes quickly fell. With a mus-

tered curse ne pu hea aside his chair, and strode
to the wiud.>w. The ihe turne i.

“ General So George, I will be frank with ou.”
he said. “ There was never any love 1-st between
Lionel D ring and myc-elf. © However deeply
shocked I might be that such afoul crime should
be laid to his charge however stron* might be
my te ief in his inuocence, I could not no, |
could not—go m ar him as he lav in prison. He
wanti.d no he p or advice fr.-in me. He
would not ha”e thauked me for prof-
fering them. | would not play the hypocrite
pirt and | did not gonear him.”

“Your candour is really refreshing,” answered
the General. “ S nee you have no tidings to give
me of my nephew, I am sorry to have brought
you so far from h me. If you will acceptthis
little cheque in payment of yourexpenses, | shall
esteem it a favor.”

Keste came a step or two nearer and held out
his hauds appealingly. *Uncle -are we to part
in tuis way ?” he said,notwithoutaring of pathos
in his voice.

“ Aniwhyshould we not partin this way, Mr
St George ?”

“1km w, sir, that | was never a favorite wi h

you,”answered Kester, bitterly. “1know that |
cau never hope to stand as high in your regards
as my cousin Lionel stood;butl did notknow

till this momentthat | should ever be insult d
by an offer such as the one you have just made
me. | did not know till now th .t 1 should be dis-
missed like the veriest stranger tiiat ever crossed
your threshold!”

Nota muscle of General St George’ face stir-
red in answer to this appeal ;the hard, cold light
in his eyes never wavered fora moment. He nis
trusted his nephew thoroughly, and he dealt
with h m as he would have dealt with a wily
Asiatic.

“1f you feel that my offer of a check is an in-
sult,” «esaid, “ 1 ret act the insu t by replacing
the check in my po ket. .as ségards treatiug%/ou
Vke a btrauge<-, | have no intention of doingthat,
although I mightjus remind you that youand I
are, in fact, very litt:e more thau strangers to
eacu other . still,"’1 do not forget that you are my
nephew. | asked youto come and see me, in the
expectation tuat you would be a de to give me
some tidings of Lion 1Dering, justas | should
have sent for Lionel Dering m the expectation
that he should have been able to give me some
tidings of you, had your position and his been
re «ersed. You have not been able to give me the
news | wan ed, why need | retain you here ? A.e

ou anxious to become a hanger-ou ti a queru-
ous invalid? No, Kester St George, this Is not
the kind of life that would suit you—or me
either. Stay in Parie or goback to London as
may please you best. When | want you again, |
will send for you Meanwhile you may rest fully
assu e ithatl shall not forgetyou.”

“1sup.osethatit mus' be as you wish, sir,”
said Kester, humbly. 'mMay | ask whether it is
gourigtentionto make any very long stay in

ane ?”

“1f my strength increases as it has done during
the last few da>s, | shall not stay heremore than
a fortnight at the most.”

“When we getgou back again in England, sir,
I trustth re will be no objection to my calling
on you rather oft-ner than | shall be able to do
white >ou stay abroad.-

‘ My doctor tells me that | must not think ot
crossing the Channel before next surrmer. |
shall winter either in the south of France orin
Italy. Probably n the latter, if | can find a place
to suit me. | ehallnot be al ne. Richard Der-
ing, Lionel’s brother is ordered to Europe for his
heal h, and will join me through the winter. He
has been with me in | dia, and understands my
crotchety ways an 1queer temper.”

Not without a bitter panir did Kester St George
hear this announcement. Hardly was one bro-
ther disposed of when another sprang up in his
place. Buthe hid hia disappointment inder an
admirable assumption of miugled affection and
re«pect.

* a.uleast, sir, there can be no objection to rnj'
havng your address,” he said, “when you are
finally settled for the winter.”

“None whatever—none whatever,” answered
the General.

«And should my vagrant footsteps lead me
nnywh-r*- into your neighboihood- although
don’t think it atall likely ihat they will do s >
and shou d | chance to drop in upon you about
luncheon time, | presume | should not be looked
upon as an intruder?”

“ Certainly not as an intruder.
m{intenlion to send for you before ong, ani
ask you to stay with me. But not while my
healtu is so bad At present 1 am too ne vous
and oulof sorte for company of any kind.”
Thie was said with m jre kindness of tone than
the geuej-al had yet used in speaking to hi*
nephew, but at the same t me it was a plain int -
mation that thtir interview was at an end.
Kester rose at once and took his leave.

“That fellow’s anarraut scamp, although he ie
my nephew,” muttertd the general to him elr. ae
the door cloeed »enind Kester. “He’sno real St
George There’s a d«op of sinister blood some-
where in hisveinsthat has proved ioul enough
to poison the whole. Of course, | knew when |
sent for him that he had nothing to <ll m« about
Lionel, but | wanted to see him and talk with
him. 1 wanted to ascerta n whether the impres-
sion thatl formed of him when | was in England
several years ago would be born« out by the im-
Eression I should form of hi now Ichas been

orneout m stfully. The Kester St George oi
to-day, with his scheming brain and shall.w
heart, is preci ely the Kester st George of ten
years ago, only with mo e experience und know-
ledge of the world’s hard ways. Could we but
.sring the truth out of that crafty heart of his, |
«onder whether one would find there the secret
of a certain teirible crime ? But1have uo right
to uccu-e him even in th ught; and Heaven, i
Ii_t'sr?wn good time, will surely bring the truth to
ight.”

In fact it waa

CHAPTER XXII.
CUPID AT PINCOTE.

W ith the departure of Lionel Dering from Pin-
cote in disguise, and the subsequentremoval of
Edith aud Mrs Gar.-dde to London, it wonld nat
urallv have been thought that Mr Tom Bristow’
business in Duxley was at an end, that he would
have bidden the quiet little country town a long
farewell, and have hastened back gladly to the

busier haunts of men. But such was not the
case He still kept on his lodgings iu Duxley.
»lthough he had given them n<tice three or four
imes, when the day cawe forhim to go he ba-d
always renewed his tenancy for another short
term ; and he still lingered on in a vague, pur-
poseless sort of way, altogether unusual in one
who rather prided himself on his decisive and
*u inee-like m de of conducting all the affjirs
oiblasvery daY lire.

Truth to tell, he could not make up his mind
to sever th thread of connection which bound
him to Miss Culpepper; which, frail though it
might be, still continued to hold together, and
would, in all probabilite/, so hold as long as he
oho«eto remain at Duxley, but which mustin-
evitably be broken for everthe momenthe and
his poitmanteiu baoe a finul farewell tothe
pleasant lit letown. And yet. what folly, what
wild infatuation, it was as he paid to himself a
score of times a day. There wasnutthe remot-
est prospect of his bein% able to win Jane
Cu'pepperfnr his wife—at least not during the
lifetime of her father. He had read his own
heart and feel ngs by this time, and he knew that
he loved her. He kuew that he, the cool, ca cu-
lating man of business, the shrewd speculator
who had never been overmuch iucliueo to be-
ieveinthe romauce of love ; who had often
declared that if he ever were to marry it would
be for mouey aud money only: he who hid
walked unscathed under the flashing fire of a
thousand feminine eyes, had succumbed at last,
like the most weak minded of m rtals.to the
charms of a country bred squire’s daughter, wno
wae neither ~ery beautiful, very wise, very witty,
nor, as he believed, very rich.

Yes, he certainly loved her. He owned that
to himself now He knew too that he couldn’t
help himself, and that, however foolish his p«s-
8io.jmGhtbe, he could not bearto b eak him-
self away fr-m it entirely, as he ought to have
done, and put two hundred inilee of distance be-
tween himeelf and her. He pr*ferre i to still
lingeron in love’s pleasant paradise. Not with
his own hands would he c¢*ns nt to shut the
gol en gatts ihat would bar him forever from
thatsunny precinct.

That Miss Cuipepper was engaged to young
Cope he kuew quite well. But Tom Bristow was
nota man toset much storeby such an en-
gagement. He felt, instinctively as it were,
that Jane had drifted into her present position
almost unconsciously an i without being sure of
her own feelings in ‘the matter. That Kdward
t ope was quiie unworthy of being her husband
he had no manner of doubt; who, indeed, was
worthy of holding that position ? Not much less
doubthad he as to the real state of Jane’s feel-
ingstoward the banker’s son; and holding, as he
did,that all is fairin love and war, he wouM
have seen Mr Edward Cope jilted, and he him-
self installed in his place, without the slightest
leeling of compunction.

“He’sanunmitigated cad,” said Tom to him-
s°If ; “altogether incapable of appreciating a
girl like Jane.” Which, reversing the point of
view, was exactly Ed ard Copesown opiui >n
In his belief it Was he who wae the unappreciated
one.

Buta far more serious impediment than any
offered by June’sengagement to young Cope la»
before Tom like a rock ahead, from which there
was no escape. He k. ew quitiwell th tunleee
some vpeciai miracle should be worke >in r.isb e
half, it was altogether hopeless to expect that
the Squire would ever consent to a mairage
between himse fand Jane ; aud that any special
miracle would be so wotked he had very ittle
faith indeed. He knew how full of prejudices the
Squire was: and notwithstanding his bouhom e
and rough frankuess of manner how securely

wrapped round he was with the tram-
meie of caste. He knew, too, that had
the Squire not owed hie life in ears

act

gone by to Mr Gope’e i-ravery, from whic
ad sprung their warm fr.endship of man>years,
not even to a son of a rich banker would
Titus Culpepper, the proudcommoner who could
trac9 back ms family for ten liuudred years,
hale ever consented to give his dau”h er
While as for hi self, he, Ton Bristow, however
rich he m ght one day peihaps become, would
never be anything more in Mr Culpeppe se*es
than the son of a poor country d .ctoi, and, con-
sequently, to a man of old family, a mere nobody
I-a ie.son who by no stretch of imaginat on
could e er be looked uponin the light of a family
connection

And yet, being in possession of all this bitter
knowledge, Tom Biistow made no re- lly deter-
mined effort to break awaj,and to try the cure
whnich is said to be often wioughtby time and
abseuce even in cases as desperate as his. Meta-
phorically speaking, he hugged the shackles th t
bouud him, and giori -d in tne loss of his free
dom ; a very sad condition indeed forany reason-
able being to fall into.

It was curious what a number of opportunities
Tom and Jane seemed to find for beeing each
other, and how often they found themselves
tog ther, quite fortuitou ly as it were, and
withoutany apparent volition of their own in
theiatter. Sometimes Tom would be mooning
abouttue High streetin the middle of 'the fore
noon at the verv time that the Wnc te ?ony
carri.ge drew up against one or another of the
shops, and then what more natural than that
Jane and he should have three minute-,” conver-
sation together on the pavement? Sometimes
Jane wouid walA into Menoil’s libra y at the
very moment that Tom was critically chosing a
novel which, when borrowed, r,e would carefully
omitto read. How quicsly half an hour—nay

n hour—would pass at such times, and that in
conversation of the m- stcommon, lace kind.

Someiimes Jane, wondering absently with a
book in her hands through the Pincote woods
and meadows, would find herself, after a time,
on the ban. s of the caiefully pres rved stream —
river itcould hardly te called—which wandered
of its ownsweet will through Squire Culpepper’s
demesne. There, utra ge to relate, she wouli
find Mr Bristow whippi g the stream ;very in-
artisticallv it must be admitted ; but trying hib
beetto mike believe that he was a very skilful
angleriudeed.

W hatwings those sunny minutes put them
selves on at such times ! How quickly the yellow
afternoons faded and waned, and Jane "wouid
look round at last, quite startl d to find that twi-
light had come already. Then Tom would ac
company her part of the way back towards the
house, his fishing-bdsk t empty indeed, but hi
heart overbrimming with the happiness of per-
fect love

Once every now and again the, squire, meeting

lom casually in the street, wou ada
him to dnner at Pincote. Memorable
occasions those, never to be forgotten by
either Tom or Jan-i, when, with t e urawing-

room all to themselves, while the »guire snoozed
for an hour in nis easy chair in the diuin®
rootu, they could sit and talk or pretend to
play chess, or make believe to be deeply inter-
ested in some portfolio of engravings, orto be
altogetherimmersed m a selection from the last
new opera, turning over the leaves and sirumm
ing a few bars experimentally here and there ;
while, in reality, rapt up in and caring for noth-
ing aud nobody but themselves.

Yet never once was a single word of love whis-
pered between them, wuate er mutual tal-s
their eyesmight tell. Jane still held herself as
engaged to Edward Cope. but bhehad made up
her mind that as soon as that young gentlomau
should return from America she wouldtee him.
and tell him that she had discovered her error—
that she n >longer cared for him as a woman
oughtto care forthe man she is about to marry,
and she would appeal to his generosity to relieve
her from an engagement that had now become
utterly cietasteful to her. Her letters forT
abroadjwere so infrequ.-nt.so brief, and so utterly
unlov» r like, that she did not anticipate much
uifficult> in obtaining her request. But, as she
was wed aware, the. e was a certain amount of
muie like obstinacy in the character of Edward
Coi e, and it wasquite possible that he found she
no lodger cared for him, he mightcling to hi-r
all the more firmly. Whatif he shou d refuse to
release her ?  The contemplation of such a pos-
sibility was not a pleasantone. W hat she should
do in such a case she could not even imagine. But
it would be time enough to ihink of that when
the necessity for thinking of it should have
arisen.

Buteven if released from her engagemtnt to
Edward Cope, Jane knew that she would still be
as far as ever from the haven ofherseciet hopes,
and that without lunniug entirely counter to her
ftiher’s wishes and prejudices, the haven in
question could never be reached by her. But
although it w ght never be possible for her to
marry the man whom she secredy lo ed shew s
fudy determined in her own mind neverto marry
anyone e se, however str ngly the world might
consider her to be bound by ‘the fetters of her
<idiou3 engagement. Edwaid Cope, a though
he mightreiuse to relea-e her from her promise,
ahould. never fore herinto becoming his wife.

1he fact of having been appealed to by Tom
Bristow to fina a shelter for his f.iend when that
friend was in dire troub e, s eme i to draw him
closer to Jane than auytuing else. From, that
hour her feelings towards him took a warmer
tinge than they had ever assumed befo e. There
was something almost heroic in her eyes in the
friendsnif) b>-tween Lionel and ToT, and that

he should have been cdied upon to assist, iu
however humble a way. in the escape of the
former was to her a proof of confidence such as
she coud never possibly forget. Sre never
met Tom without inquiring lor the last
nows as to the movements of Lionel ar.d his

wife; and Tom, on his side, took care to kee -
her duiy posted up in everything that con-
erned ‘them. A week or so after t e de-

arture of Lionel for Cumberland, JaLe had

een taken by Tom to Alder Cott ge and intro-
duced to Edith. How warmly tue latter thanked
her for what she hal done need not be told heie.
In tt.at hour of their meeting was laid the foun
dation <f one of those friendships, rare betwoon
two _women, which death alone has power to
ESYSH

However deeply Tom Bristow might bein love,
however infatuated he might be on one partic-
ular point, he in no wise neglected his ordin .ry
business avocations, nor did he by any means
spend the «hole of bis time in Duxlev and its
naighborhood. He was frequently iu London,
,0r was either Liverpo 1 or Manchester un .c*
quainted witb his face, nor Tom’s speculative
proclivités expended themselves in many and
various channels. Theproject to b ing Duxley,
by means oia branch railway from oue of th m
great trunk lines, into closer connection with
some of the chiefcentres of in ustry in that part
of the country, wasone which had always engag-
ed his warmest sympathies. But the project,
afte having beensafely incubated, and lauuched
in glowing terms before the public, had been
quietly all-wed to collapee, its piomoters having
taken alarm at certain formidable engineering
difficulties which had not presented themselves
dur ng the preliminary survey of the route.

This put Tom Bristow on his mettle
He had been familiar from boy-
hood with the ~couul.y for twenty miles

roun 1Duxley, and he leltsure that a much more
favorable route than the one justabandoned
miEhtreadily be found if properly lo .ked for
Taking a practical sirvetor with him, a d the
ordnance m«pof the district. Tom wentcare-
fully over ihe ground in person,trudging mile

after mile on foot™ all sorts of weather, Ree-
ing his way after a time, 1ttie by little, to the
elabo ation of a project much bolder in idea
and wiier in scope than any which had ever
entered into the thoughts of the original pro-
jectors.

A month later Tom found himself closeted
with one ofthe heads of a certain well known
financial Ann, who wer« célébra edfor their ar
se- ing views and their boldness in floating large
schemes of public importance. With thi* firm
was also u.ixed up auother well known firm of
engineers and contractors; buthow and in what
way they were mixed up, and where one firm
begnn and the other eu ted, was morethan any
outside person could ever ascertain, and was
popularly supposed to be a mythical point even
with the parties chiefly ¢ ncerned. But, be that
as it may, Tom Bristow’seche .e met with a very
favorable reception both from a financial and an
engineering point oi view. While still kept a
pr -found secret from the public at large its de-
tails were laid before some five or six well known
members ofthe House, whose opinions carried
much we ght n such matters and were a toler-
ably bafe criterk n as to whether any particular
bill would be likely to Pass unslaughtered
thiough the terrible ordeal of commitee. So
favoraole were the opinions thus asked for. that
Mr Bristo vwentup at once to a certain meiro-
politau land agent, and i' structed him to buy up
and hoi i over forhi.ncertan fields and pi ts of
laud, which happeued-to be for sale justthen at
different points ex ctly on orcontiguo sto the
piop sed line of railway. Such pioperty would
rise immensely in value from the momentthe
prospectus of ‘the line was made public, and by
the time the first sod was turned Tom calculated
that he ough to bein aposition toclear centper
cent by his bold speculation,

CHAPTER XXIII.
AT 1HE VILLA PAMPHILI.

Th« month of October had half rnn its ffourse,
Continental Meccas was nearly deserted, the
pilgrims were returning in shoals day b> day,
anu the Loudon club houses were no linger the
temples of desolation that they had been for the
last two months.

In the smoke room of his club, in the
easiest of easy chairs, sat Kester St.
George, cigar in mouth, his hat tilted
over his %yes, musing bitterly over the hopes,
follies, and prospects of his "broken life. And
his life was, in tr th, a broken one. With what
fair prospects had he started from port, and now,
at thirt,y-thr< e years of age, to what a bankrupt
endiughe had come ! One way or another he
had contrived until now to surmount his difficul-
ties, or, at least, to tide them over for the time
being ; but, at last, the net seemed to be finallv
closing around him. Of ready money he had
nextto none. His credit wasat an end. Tailor,
bootmaker, and glover had alike shut theird ors
iu his face. A three monihs’ bill for two hun-
dred and fifty pounds would fall due in about a
week’s time, and he ha iabat lutely no assets with
wh ch to meetit;ior was there  the remotest
possibility of his being able to ob-ain a renewal
of it. He had made sure of w i ning heavily on
certain races, butthe horses he m d backed had
invariably come to giief; a.nd it was only by
mak ng a desperate effort that he bad been able
to meet his engagements and save his credit on
the turf. When he should have pawned or sold
his watch and the <ew rings aud trinkets tuat
still remained to him. and should h ive spent the
;poor pounds re-ilized tue eb?/, beggary, the mest
complete and abs lute, would stare hi u in the
lace But two courses were leftopenfor him :
flight and ont awry, or an appeal to the generos-
itv. of his uncle, General St George. Bitter
alternatives both. Besides which, it was by no
mea iacertain that his uncle would resp nd to
any such appeal,and he shrank unaccountably,
he could hfirdly have told hi self why, from the
tasK of asking relief of the stein <Id soldier.
He questioned himself again and again whether
euicide woul ;not ne far preferable to the pau-
per’sli e, which was all that he now saw before
him - whetber it would not ba better by one bold
stroke, to cut at once aud forever through the
tangled web of difficulties that bound him  Over
his dead body the men to whom he owed money
uiirJht wralgle as much as thev chose ; a com-
fortable nook in the family vault woul \doubtless
be found for i.im, and be.vond thathe would need
nothing more. Unspeakably bitterto-nightwere
the musings of Kester St George

“Abulietthrou h the bra n, o«- a dose of prus-
sic acid hich shill it be ?” he asked himseif-
“ 1t matters little which. They are both speedy,
and both sure. Thea the voice shall whisperin
my ear n vain : then | shall no knger teel the
hand laid on my shoulder; then the black sha-

dow that broods over my lue will be swallowed.—

up foreverin the blacker shadows of death I”

Suddenly a waiter glided up to him salver in
hand. On the baver by a telegram. “H you

lease, sir,” said the m n.in his most deferential
voice. Mr St Geo<ge started,looked up, and took
the telegram mecha ically.

nor full two minutes he held it be-
tween his thumb and finger without
opening it. “Wh%/ need | trouble myself with
what it contains?” he mutteied. “One more
s roke of ill fortune can matter noth ng
and I'm pastall hope of any good fortune. To a
man «ho is being stoned to death one st"ne the
more isnot worth complaining anout. Perhaps
it’s to-tell me that Aurora has fallen lame or dead,
Serve tue jade r ght! | backed ier for t*o thou-
san *at Doucaster,and lost.Perhapsit’sonly one of
Dimmock’s ‘straight tips,”impl ying me to invest
a ‘little spare cash’on some mysterious favorite
that is sure to be scratched betore the race comes
off isever again, O M*ntor, snail thy fingers
touch gold <f mine ! Allthe spare cash | have
wi 1be needed to pav for my winding-sheet ”

W ith a sneer, he flicked open the enveloi e that
held ihe te egiam, opened it, and read the one
line that was ritten therein.

“Lionel Dering is deai. Come here at once 1"

The telegram dropned from his fingers—the
cigar fell from his lips. A strange, death-like
palor ovorspread nis face. He pressed both his
uaude to his left side, an msank back in his chuir
like a man suddenly stricken by some invisible
foe.

The waiter, who had been hovering near, was
by h ssidein a moment. “Areyou ill, sir? ” he
said. “What can | geu you? Would you like
a glass of water ?”

Mr St George did not answer in words, but his
eyes sai'i yes W itu a oeep gasp that was half a
sob, he seemed to recover himself. His hands
diopped from his breast, and the color began to
come slowly back into hi» jace. He drank the
water, thauked the man, and wae left alone to
to realize the intelligence he had jlust received.

Lionel Deriug dej.d! Impo sible ! Such news
could onlv be the lying invention of some jug-
gling tiend whose object it was to give him, for
one brief momeut. a glimose of Paradise, and
then cast him headlong into still deeper caverns
of despa r than any in which h.s soul had ever
lost itself before.

LionelDering dead 1 W hat did not such news
mean to him,it only—if only it were true! It
was like areprieve at the the la*tmoment to
some poor wretch condemned to die. The news
is whispered in his ear. the chords are unloosen-
ed, he siares round like am an suddenly roused
from some hideous m ,htmare, and cannot fra
iittle time, believe that the blissful words he has
just heard aie reaby true. So it was with St
George. His brain wasina maze- hismind iH a
whirl.  Again and again he repeated to himself,
" It cannot be tiue I’

Then he did what, under ordinary circumstan-
ces, he would have done at firat—he picked up

he ielegram in order to ascertan whence it
came, and by whom it had be.-n sent ;two points
which he had altogether overlooked up to now,
his eyes having been fi st caugtt by the one
significant line of themeesage. The telegram.trem-
bled in_his fiugers like an aspen leaf, as he
turned it t >the iight, and read t iese words—
‘ From General St George, Villa Pamphii, near
FoTo, Ttaly, to Kester St Ge rge, 34
Great Carrington stre t, London, England.’
And then once more his eyes took in the brief,
pregu>int message, “Lionel Dering is dead. Come
here at once.”

It was all true, then—all blissfully true —and
nota wild halluciuation of his *wn disordered
mini! htil he seemed as though he coud not
possibly realize it. He glanced rount. No one
was regarding him. ne presse! the teleg am to
his lip twice, passionately. Then he folded it up
carefully and accurately, and put it away in
the bre “st pocket of his frock coat. Then, pull ng
h.s hat over hie brow, and bur?/.n? his ban s
deep in his pockets, he lounged slowly out of the
ciu + greeting no ne. looking neither to the
right hand nor to the left ;and so, goiug slowly
through tho streets with eyes fixed .-fraight be-
fore him, he at length reached hisroomsin Great
Carrington street

Twen y minutes sufficed for the packing of hie
portmauteau. Kester St George was his own
viiet now. He had been ob ige tto dispense with
t .e berv ces of Pierre Janvard months ago. hav-
ing no longer the means of keeping him. Wh*E[
bis portmauteau wa- locked and strapped, he
scribbled on a piece of paper, “Shall notbe back
for a week,” affixed the paper outside the dtor,
took alast glance r.»und, pul ed t the door, car-
ried his luggage downstairs, h iled the first
empty bans >wthat passed him and was diiven
to the terminus at London Bridge. But before
reaching the statiou, he stopped the cab at a
tavern kentby a bporting publican t > whom he
was well known, from this man he obtained a
1an of thi.ty pounds on his watch
ant chain aud diamond pin. After drinking
one small «'up of biack coffee and cognac, he
paced th flags of the station till the train was
ready, emoning oue strong cigar after another,
and seeing and heeding nothing ofthe bmy scene
around him.

Aud so, still like a man in a dream, be started
ou his journey. He changed mechanically from
railway to eteamer, and from eteamer to railway,
he dozed he emoked, he drank coffee and coguao,
he waited tor a train here and a conveyance
there, but otherwise he did not break the contin-
uity of his journey ;and, at last, he found hdm-
self by the shore of Como, inquiiing his way to

the Villa Pamphili.
FI'O BE CONTINUED]

—A large private garden ia a suburb ol
San Franoisco is to be made a labyrinth, by
means of chick foliage and winding paths, so
that a person might wander in it for an hour
without finding his way out.

—George Holland, a son of the late come-
dian of that name, has been an aotor for
years, and nobody who has seen hin only on
the stage would guess that he had not all hie
senses fully developed, and yet he is so deaf
that he does not ordinarily understand a word
that is said by the others in the play. He
manages to get along without cues by care-
fully studying the lines whioh are to be
spoken in connection with his own, and then
watches the lips of the speaker t©learn when
te strike in.



