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“Now is our time.” said Tom to, Lionel as soon
as the man had left tue room. “ We may not
have such an opportunity a*ain.”

It was close upon midnight when Pierre Jan-
Vard, alighting from a fly at the door of his
hotel found his two lodgers standing Ol the stelp
smokrngha cigar before furning in for tho night
In this there was nothing unusual—nothing to
excrte suspicion.

*Hallo! Janvard, isthat you?” cried Tom,
assuming the tone and manner of one who has
taken a little too much wine. “ 1 was just
wondering what had become of you. This is
my birthday ; sovou must come upstairs with
uh, and drink my health in some cf your own
wine.”

Anothertrme bir, | hball bo most happy ; but
to-night

*»But me no buts,” criod Tom al’ll have
no excuses—none. Come along, Derrng, and
we’ll crack another bottle of Janvar.s Ma
drerla We’'ll poison mine host with his own

ple.”

He seized Janvard by the arm and dragged him
upstairs, trollrng out the last popular air as he

id so. Lionel followed leisurely.

“You’rea good sort, Janvard—very good sort,”
said Tom.

“Monsieuris very kind,” said Janvard, with a
smile and a shrug ; and then in obedience tc a
waive from Tom s hand. He sat down at the
table. Tom now began to fumble with a bottle
and a corkscrew.

“Allow me, monsieur,” said Janvard politely,
as he relieved Tom of the articles in question and
t>roceedel to*open the bottle with the ease of
Iongrpractice

hat’sa sweet _thing in_rin
your finger,” said Tom admirin

“Yes, it is rather a fine stone

Roland

gs you've got on
"said Janvard

drily.

" K/lay | be allowed to examine it ?” said Tom
as he f)oured out the wine with a hand that was
slrghtﬁr unsteady
ould be must happy to oblige monsieur,”
said Janvard nastily, “but the ring fits mo so
tightly that | am afraid | should have some diffi-
culty in getting it off mv fiuger.”

“Hang it all, man, tho least you can doisto

try,” sai Tom.
The Frenchmau flushed slightly, drew offthe
ring with some iittle difficulty, and passed it
across the table to Tom. Tom’s fingers clutched
it like a vice. Janvard saw the movementand
half rose as if to reclaim tho ring ; butit was too
late, and he sat down without speaklng

Tom pushed the r.ng carelessly over one of his
fingers and turned it towards the light. “A ver
pretty gem indeed !” he said. *And wort|
somethrng considerable in sovereigns, | should
say.”

Will you allow me to examine it fora mo-
ment?” asked Lionel gravely, as he held out nis
hand. Forthe second time Janvard half ros
from his seat, and for the second lime he sat
down without a word. Tom handed the ring
across to Lionel.

* Amagnificent stone indeed,” said the latter,

“but somewhat old-fashioned in tha setting.
But that only makes it the more valuable in my
eyes. Afamily heirloom, without doubt Ana
see! inside the hoop are three initials; some-
what difficult to decrper but if I read them aright
thay are MK L.

Yes, yes, monsieur,” said Janvard uneasily.

*As yousay, AKL. The initials of the friend
who gaveme'the ring.” He heid out his hand as

if expecting that the ringshould at once be given
back to him, but Lionel took no notice of the
action.

“Three very curious initials, indeed,” said

Lionel, musingly. “One could not readily fit
them to many names. M K L. They putme in
mind of a curious coincidence—ofa very remar-
kable coincidence indeed. | once hada friend
who had a ruby ring very similart this one, and
inside the hoop of my friend’sring were three in-
itials. The three initials in question wero M K

Precisely the same as the letteis engraved
on y;ur ring, Monsieur Janvard. Curious,isit
not?

“ Mille diables !'I ar*betrayed !” cried Janvard,
as he started from his seat and made a snatch at
the ring. The ring had disappeared, butJanvard
had it not,

He turned with a snarl like that of a wild anim-
al brought to bay, and looked towards the door.
But between him and the door now stood Tom
Bristow, no longer with any signs of inebriety
about hrm butas col”, quiet, and collected ab
ever he had looked in his life. Tom sright hand
was hidden in the bosom of his vest, and Jan
vard’sear 4 were smi ten by the ominous click of
of arevolver. His eyes wandered *ack to the
stern face of Lionel. here was no hope for him
there.

He was trembling visibly.
Sitdown, sir,” said Lionel, sternly, “undre-

fresh yourselfwrth anotherglass ofwine. | have

something of much importance to say to you.”

The Frenchman hesitated fora moment. Then
he shrugged his shoulders and sat down. His
sang-froid was coming back to him. He drank
two glasses of wine raprdly one after another.

*I'am ready, monsieur,” he baid quietly; as he
wiped hrs thin lips an.i made a ghastly effort to
smile * Atyour service.’

What I want from you, and what you must
give me,” said Lionel, “isa full and particular
account of how this ring came into your posses-
sion. It belonged to Peroy Osmond and it was
on his finger the night he was murdered.”

“Ah ciel ! how do you kn w that?”

“Itis enough that wnat | say istrue, and that
you cannot g 1nsay it. Butthisring wan not on
the fiuger of the murdered man when he was
found next morning. Tell me how it came into
your po session.”

Foramomentor two Janvard did not speak
Then he said, hulkily : “Who are you that come
here under false pretences and question me and
threaten u.e in this way ?”

“l am not here to answer your questions You
are here to answer mine.”

* Wliat if 1refuse to answer them ?’,

“In that case the tourwalls of a i-rison willhold
you in less than half an hour. In your posses-
sion | find a ring which was on the finger of Mr
Osmondthe nigut he was murdered. Lebsthan
tnat has brought many a better man than you
to the gallows ; be careful that it doesnotland
you there.”

“ If&/ou know anything of the affair at all, you
must know that tht- murderer of Mr Osmond was
tried and found guilty long ago

“ What proof have you—what proof was there
adduced at the trial, that Lionel Dering was the
murderer of Percy| Osmond ? iDid gour eyes or
those of anyone erse see him dothe bloody deed?
Wretch ! You knew from the first that he was in
nocent ! If h/ou yourself are notthe murderer,
you,know the man who is.”

Again Janvard was silent for a little while. His
eyes were bent 011 the floor. He was considering
deeply within himself. Atlength he spoke, but
it was in the same sullen tone thao he had used
before.

“*W hat guarantee have I that when | have told
you anP/thing that | may know, the informa-
tion will n t be used against me t® my own
harm -~

“You have noguarantee whatever. | could not
give you any-euch promise. For aught! know to
the Mcontrary, you, and you a one, may be the
murderer of Percy Osmond.”

Janvard shuduert-d slrghtly “1 am notthe
murderer of Percy Osmond e said quietly.

“Who, then, was the murderer 2’

“ My late master—Mr Kester St Georgea"

There was a pause which no one seemed in-
clined to break. Although Janvard’s words
werebut a confirmation of the suspicions which
Lionel and Tom had all along entertained, the
seemed to fall on their ears_with all the force
of a startling re velation. Of the three men
there, Janvard was the one who seemed the least
Mnceru«d.

Lionel was the first to speak. “This isa seri-
ous charge to make against a gentleman like Mr
St George,” he

“lhaye made o charge againstMr St George,”
said Janvard. "It is you who have forced the
confession from me.”

"You are doubtless prepared to substantrate
your statement—to prove your words?”

“1 do not want to prove anything.
to hold my tongue, but you will

I want
not let
‘Al | want from you is the simple truth, and
thatyou must tell me.”

But, monsieur " began Janvard appeal-

mgly and then he stopped. i

You a e afraid, and justly so. You are in my
power, and | can use that powerin any way
that | may deem best. At thethe same time,
understand me. | am no constable —no officer
of the law—I am simply tho broth r of Lionel

Dering, and knowing, as | do, that he
was accused and found guilty of a crime of whicn
he was as innocent as | am, | nave vowod that 1
will notrest night or day tili I havo discovered
the murderer and brought him to justice. Such
being the case, | tell y u plainly that the best
thing you cau do is to make a full and frank
confession of allthatyou know respecting this
terrible business, leaving it for me afterwards to
decide as to the use which I may find it requisite
to make of your confession. Are you prepared
to do what | ask of you ?”

Janvard’s shoulders rose and fell again. “1
cannot help myself,” ho sai ‘1 have no
choice butto comply with the wishes of mon-
sieur.”

“ Sensibly spoken. Try another glass of wine.

It may help tojrefresh your memory.”
“Alas! monsieur, my memory needsno re-
freshing. Theincidents of thatnight are far too

terrible to bo forgotten.” With a hand that still
shook slightly ho poured himself out another
glass of wine and drank it offat a draught. Then

ke continued : “ Onthe night of the quarrel in
the billiard room at Park jNewton | was sitting
up for my master, Mr St George. About min-

m~htthe bell rang for me, and on answering it,
my master put Mr Osmond into my hands, he
being somewh.t the worse for wine, whh in-
structions to see_him safely to bed. This | did,
and then | lefthim. Asit hat pened I had taken
a violent fancy to Mr Osmond’s splendld ruby
ring—the very ring monsieur has now in his pos-
session—and. that night 1 determined to make

it my own. There were several new servants in
the house, and nobody would suspectme of
having taken it. Mr Osmond had drawn it off

his finger, and thrown it carelessly into his
dressing bag and locked itup before getting
into bed, afterwards putting his keys under his
pillow.

“When the house was quiet| put on a pair
of list slippers and made my way to Mr Os
mond’s bed 100m. The dcor whs unlocked and
| wentin. A nightlamp was burning on the
dressing table. Theifull moon shonein through
the uncurtained w nlow, and its rays slante |
right across the sleepers face. Helay there,
sleepin the sleep ot the drunken, with one
hand clenched, and a frown on his face as if he
were still threatening Mr Dering. It was hardly
the work of a minute to possess myself of the

The palor of his face deepened His won- (
derful nerve foronee was beginning to desert him |

keys. In another minute the dressing case
was opened and the ring my own. Mr Os-,
maud’s’ portmanteau stood inviti gly open ;
whatmore natural than that | should desire to
turn over its contents lightly and delicately ?
In such cases | am possesbed by the simple cur-
iosity of a ch Id. | was down on my knees before
the portmanteau admiring this, that and the
i.ther, when to my horror | heard the noise of
coming footsteps.” No concealment was possible
save that afforded by the long curtains which
shaded one of the windows. Nextmoment | was
safely hidden behindthem.

“The footsteps came nearer and_nearer, and
then someone entered the room. The sleeping
mas still breathed heavily. Now and then he
moaned in his sleep. All my fear of being found
outcould not keen me from peeping out of m
hiding-place. What| saw was my master,
Erster St Goorge, standing over the sleeping
man, with alook on bis face that | had never
seen there before. He stood thus for a full min-
ute, and then he came round to the near side of
the bed, and seemed to be looking for Mr
Osmond’ keys. l1a little while he saw them in
the dressing-bag whore | had leftthem. Then he
crossed to the other side of the room and pro-
ceeded one by oae,l till; he; had found the
right one, in the lock of Mr'Osmond 'swriting cas
He opened the case, took out of it Mr Osmond’s
cheque book, and from that ho tore either one or
two blank cheques He had just relocke tthe
writing-case when Mr Osmond t-.uddenly awoke
and started up in bed. ‘Villain ! what are you
doing there ?’he cried, a3 he flung back the bed-
clothes. But before he could set foot to the floor,
Mr St eeort*e sprang at his throat and inned
him down almost as easily as if he had been a
b>y. What happened during tho next minute |
hardly know how to describe. It would seem
that Mr Osmond was in the habit of sleeping
with a dagger under his pillow. At all events
there was one there on this particular night. As
soon as he found himself pinned down in bed,
his hand sought for and found this dagger, and
nextmoment I10 made a sudden stab with it at
the breast of Mi Kt George Butmv master was
too quick forhim, Th re was aninstant’s strug-
gle—a flash—a cry—and—yo 1 may guess the rest.

‘Amurmur of horror escaped my li s. In
another moment my master had sprung across
the room and had torn away the curtains from
before me. ‘Youhere I" he said.. And for a few
seconds | thought my fate would be the same as

that of Mr Or-mond. But at la-it his hand
dropped. ‘Janvard, you and | mustbe friends,’
he said. 'From this night your interests are

mine, and mine ure yours’ Then we left the
room together. A terrible night, monsieur, as
you may well believe I”

Youhaveaccounted clearly enough for the
murder, but you have not yet told us how it
hfxppened that Lionel Dering cameto be accused
of the crime.’

“That is the worst part of tho storK/I srr
Whose thought is was first, whether r
George’sor mine, to lay the murder at the door
of Mr Dering, | could riot now tell you Itw»asa
thought that seamed to come into the heads of
both of us at the same moment. As monsieur
knows, mﬁ master had no cause to love his
cousin. e had every reason to hate him. Mr
Dering had got all the estates and property th-.t
oughtto ha e been M* St George’s. Butif Mr
Dering were to dio without children, the estate
would all come back to his cousin. Reason
enough for wishing Mr Dering dead.

“We did nottalk much about it, my master
and I. We understood one another without
many words. There were certain th ngs to be
done which Mr St George had not the nerve to
do. | had the nerve to do them, and |did them.*
It was | who put Mr Dering’s stud under the bed.
It was | who took his handkerchief, and —

“Enough I said Lionel with a shudder. “ Sure-
ly no more devilish plot was ever hatched bv
hatan himself ! You—you who sitsocalmly there,
had butto hold up your little finger to save an
innocent mau from di grace and death I”

“What would monsieur havo ?” said Janvard,
with another of his indiscribable shrugs. < Mr
StGe >rge was my master. | liked hrm and | was
berndes*, to have a large sum of rnon”y given to
me to keep siience. Mr Dering was a stranger 10
me. Viola tout.”

‘Janvard, you are one ofthe vilest wretches
tha* ever dlsgraced the name of man I”

“Monsieur slamuse.”

“1 shall at once proceed to put down in writ-
ing tho heads of the confession which you havo
justmade You *ill sign the writing in question
iu the presence of Bristow as witness. Yuuneed
be under noapprehension that any immediate
harm will happen to you. As for r St Geor.e,
I will deal witn him’in my own time, and in my
own way. There are, however, two pornts that 1
wish you to bear particularly in mind. Firstly,
if, oven by the vaguest hint, you daro to let Mr
StGeorge know that you have told me what
you have told meto night, it will be at your own
proper peril, and you must be ‘prepared
to take tho consequences that will immediately
ensue. Secondly, you must hold yourself en-
tlrely at my service, and must come to me with-

delay whenever | may send for you,
and wherever | may be. Do you clearly under-
stand ?”

“Yes,sir. lunderstand.”

“For the present, then. | have done with you.

Two hours later | will send for you again,
in order that you may sign a certain paper
which will be ready by’that time. You may

go,” .

“ But, monsieur—

*Nota word. Go.”

Tom held the door for him,
passed out without another word.

* At last, Dering ! At last everything is made
clear I’ said Tom, as ho crossed tho room aud
Mid his hand affectronately on Lionel’s shoulder.
“ At Iast you cau proclaim your innocence to the
world.”
“Yes, my task isnearly done,”
sadly “ And | thank héaven in all sincerity
thatitis so. But tho duty | have still to per-
ormisa errible one. 1 alinos,feelas if now,
at this, the eleventh hour, | could go no further.
I'shlink in horror from the last and most terri’
ble step of all. Hark ! Whose voice was that ?’

“l hearnothing save the moauiug of the wind,
and the low mutteung of thunder far away
among the hills.”

“It seemed to me thatl heirdthe voice of
Percy Osmond calling to me from the grove—
the same voice that | have heard so often in my
dreams.”

and Janvard

sail Lionel

“How your hand burns, Lionel. Shake off
these wild fancies, I implore you,” said Tom.
“W hat a blinding Hash was that !I”

“They are 110wild fancies 60 me, but most
dread realities. I tell youit 's Os uonu's voice |
hear. | know it buttoo well. ‘Thou shalt re-
venge !"it says to me. Only three words : *Thou
shalt avenge 1'”

CHAPTER XXXIII.
T< FINDS HIS TONGUE.
Nearly a week elapsed after Tom’ inter-

view with the Squire before he was again
invited to Pincote, and after what had passed
between himself and Mr Culpepper he would
not go there again without a special invita-
tion. 1tis probable that the Squire would not
have sent for him even at the end of a week had
he not grown so thoroughly tired of having t»
eope with Mrs McDermot single hande-
that ho was ready to call in assistance from any
guarter that promised relief. He knew that

om would assist him ifonly a hint were given
that he was wanted to doso. "And Tom didrelieve
him ;so that for the first time formany days the
Squrre really enjojed his dinner.

N ,twithstauding all this, matters were so ar-
ranged between the Squrre and Mrs McDermot
that no opportunity was given Tom for being
alone with June even for five minutes. The first
time this happened he thought that it might
perhaps have arisen from mere accident But
the nexttime he wentup to Pincote he saw too
clearly what was intended to allow him toremain
any longer with_ doubt. That night, after shak-
ing hands with Tom at parting, Jane found in
her palm a tiny note, the contents of which were
two lines_only. “Should you be shonrn
Duxley either to-morrow or nextday, shall e
at thetollgate onthe Snelsham road from twelve
.ill one o’clock.”

Nextdag at half past twelve to the minute,
Jane and her pony carriage fonnd themselves at
the Snelsham tollgate. There was Tom. sure
enough, who gotinto the trap and took the reins.
Ho turned presentL into a by- oad that led to
nowhire m particu ar, and there earned the grat-
itude ot Diamond by letting him lapse into a
quiet walk which enabled him to take sly nibbles
at the road-side grass as he jogged contentedly
along.

Tvrgr]o or three minutes passed in silence. Then
Tom spoke “Jane "ho said, and it was the first
time he had ever called herbTy her Chris nan
name. “Jane,yourfather has forbidden me to
make love to you,

Itseemed as if Jane had nothing to say either
for or against this statement. Sheonly breathed
a little more quickly, and a lovelier color
flushed her cheeks. "But just then Diamond
swerved towards a tempting tuft of grass. The
carriage gave a slig]ht jerk and Tom fancied—
but it might be nothing more than fancy—that,
instinctively, Jane drew a little cl serto him.
And when Diamond had been punished by the
(clightest possible flick with the whip between
his ears, and was again jogging peacefully on,
Jane did not get farther away agarn berng Tper-
haps, still slightly nervous; and when
looked down there was a little gloved hand rest
ing, Irghtasa feather, on his arm. Itwas im-
possrbe to resist the temptation. Dispensing
with the the whip foramomenthe lifted the little

hand tenderly to his .lips and kissed it. He was
notrepulsedt

‘Yes, dearest.” he went on, “l am abso-
lutely forbidden to make love to you. | can

only “imagine that your aunt has been talk
ing to your father about us. Be that as it
may, he has forbidden me to walk out with you,
or even to see you alone. The reason why |
asked you to meet me to-day was to teli you of
these things ”

Still J nekept silence. Only from the little
hand, which had somehow foucd its way back
..nto his arm, there came the faintest possible
pressur hardly heavy enough to have crushed
a butterfly

| told hi a that | loved you,”resumed Tom,

“and he could not say it was a crime to do so.
Butwhen | told him that | had never made love
to you, oi asked you to marry me, he seemed in-
clined to doubtmy veracity. However, [ set his
mind at restby giving him my word of honor
that, even snp Dosing you were willing to have
me—a pointrespecting which | had very strong
doubts indeed— would not take you for my
wife without first obtaining his full consent to
do so.

Here Diamond, judging from the earnestness
of Tom’s tone that his thoughts were otherwise,
and deeming the opportunity a favorable one to
steal a little breathing time, gradually slackened
hi-, slow pace into a siill slower one. till at last
he eHTe to a dead stand. Admonished by a
crack of tho whip half a yard above his head
that T<>mwas still wide awake, he put on a tre-
mendous spurt—for him—which, as they were
goi gdown hill at the time, was not difficult.
Butno sooner had they reached a level bit of

road again then the spurt toned itself down to
the customary slowftrot, with, however, an extra
whisk of the tail now and then which seemed to
imply : “Mark well what a fiery steed | could
be if’l only chose to exert myself.”

“ Allthis but brings me to one point,” said
Tom: “that | have never yet to>d you thatl
loved you, that | have never yet asked you
to become my wife. To-dav, then—here—this
vere/moment,l tell you that I do love you as
truly and sincerely as it is possible for nian to
love; and here | ask you to become my wife,
Get along, Diamond, do, sir.”

“Dearest, you are not blind,”he wenton. “You
must have seen, you must have known, for along
time past, that my heart—my love—were wholly
youis ;and that I ' might one day win you for my
own has been a hope, a blissful dream, that has
haunted me and charmed my life for longer thau
I can tell. | ought, perhaps, to have spoken of
this to you before, but there were certain reasons
for my silence which it is not necessary to dilate
upon now, but which, if you care to hear them, |
will explarn to you another time. Here, then, |
ask you whether you feel as if you could ever
learn to love me, whether you can ever care for
me enough to become my wife. Speak to me,
darling—whisper the one little word | barn to
hear. Lift youreyesto mine, and let me read
there that which will make me happy for life.”

Except they two, there was no human being
visible. They were alone with the trees, and the
birds, and the sailiug clouds. There >ws no one
to overh ar them save that sly old Diamond, and
he pretended to be not listening a bit. For the
second time he carne to a staad-stiil, and this
time his artfulness remained unreproved and
unnoticed.

Jane .rembled a little, but her eyes were still
cast d >wn. Tom tried to see into their depths
but could not. “You promised papa that you
would not take me from him without his con-
stnt”, she said, speaking in little more tnan a
whis er. “That consent you will never obtain.”

hat consent | shall obtain if you will only
give me yours first.”

He spoke firmly and unhesitatingly. Jane
could hardly believe her ear$. She looked up at
him in sheer surprise. For the first time their
eyes met.

“Youdon't know papa as well as | do-*how
obstinate he is,how full of whims and crochets
No—no ; I feel sure that he will never cons nt.”

“ And | feel equally sure that he will. | have
no fe»r on that score—none. Butl will put the
question to you m another way, in the shortbus-
iness-like way that comes most naturally to a
man like me. Jane, dearest, if | can persuaue
your father to give you to me, will you be so
given ? Will you come to me and be my own—
my wife—for ever ?”

Stillno answer. Only imnreceptibly she crept
a little closer to hisside—a very little. He took
that for his answer. Firstone arm went round
her and then the other. He drew he™ to his
heart, he drew her to his lips; he kissed her and
called her his own. And she ? Well, painful
th ugh it be to write i*, she never reproved him
iu the least, but seemed content to sit there with
her head rest ng on his shoulder aud to suffer
Love’s sweet punishment of kisses in silence.

It isonrecord that Diamond was the first to
nTove.

while standing there he had fallen into a
snooze, and had dreamt that another pony had
been put into his particular stall andwas at that
moment engaged in munching his particular
truss of hay. Overcome by his feelings, he
turned deliberately round and started for home
at a gentle trot. hus disturbed, Tom and Jane
came back to sublunary matters with a laugh
and a li tie confusion on Jane’s part. Tom drove
lier back as far as the toolgate and th-w shook
hands and left her. Jane reached home as one
in_a blissful dream

Three days later Tom received a note in the

Squire’s own crabbed hand-writing, asking him to
go up to Pmcote as early as possible. He was
evidently wanted for something out of the or-

dinary way. Wondering a littie, he went. The

Squire received him in high good humor and was

not long in letting him know why he had sent
for him

“I' have had some fellows here from the railway
company "he said. “They want to buy Prior’s

Croft,

Tom’s eyebrows wontup a little. “1 thought,
sir, it would prove to be a profitable speculation
by and by. Did they name any price?”

“No, nothing was said as to price. They simply
wanted to know whether | was willing to sell it.”

“And you told them thatyou were?”

“l told them that | would take time to tfcink
aboutit. Ididn’t wantto seem too eager, you
know.”

‘Thatsright, sir. Play wrth them a little be
fore you finally hook them .

‘*From what they say, they want to build a
station on the Croft.”

“ Yes, a new passenger station, with plenty of
srdrn accommodatron

!'you know somethi- g aboutit, do you?”

Iknow this much, sir, that the proposal of
the new comnany to run afresh line into Duxley
hasputthe old company on their mettle. In
place of the dirty ram-shackle station with which
we have all had'to be content for so many years,
they are going to give us a new station, hand
some and commodious ; and Prior’s Croftis the
place named asthe most probable site for the
new terminus.”

“Hang me, if | don’t believe you knew some-
thing of this all along I” said the Squire. “If
not, how c<uld you have raised tbat heavy mort-
gage forme ?”

here was a twinkle in Tom’ eyes but he said
nothing. Mr Culpepper might "have been still
further surprised had he known that the six
thousand pounds was Tom’ own money, and
that, although the mor%age was made out in
another name, it was to Tom alone that he was
indebted.

“Have you made up your mind as to the price
you intend to ask, sir ?

No, notyet. in fact it was partly to consult
you on that pointthatl sent for you.

“'Somewhere about nine thousand pounds, sir,
I should think, would be a fair prrce

The Squire shook his head. They will never
g|ve anything like so much as that.

I thiuk they will, sir, if th* affair is judiciously
managed. How can they refuse in the face of a
mortgjage for six thousand pounds ?”

“ ere’s something in that, certainly.”

“Then there are the villas yetunbuiltit is
true—butthe plans of which are already drawn,
and the foundations of some of which are al-
ready laid. You will require .to be literally re-
munerated for your disappointment and outlay
in respect to them .’

| see itail now. Splendid
villas.”

“ Considering the matterin all its bearings,
nine thousand pounds may beregarded as a very
moderate sum.

“Twont ask a penny less.”

“ Wi ith it you nvillbe able to clearoff|both the
mortgage aud the loan of two thousand, and will
then have a thousand left for your expenses in
connection with the villas.”

The Squire rubbed hishands. “ 1 wish all my
spéculations had turned out as successful as this
one,” he said. “ Thisone | owe to you, Bristow.
You have done me a service that | can never for-

et.”

E Tom roseto go. “Is Mrs McDermot quite well,
sir ?” he said, with the mostinnocentair in the
world

“ If the wav she eats aud drinks is anything to
go by. she was never better in her lite. But if
you take her own account, she’s never well—a
confirmed invalid she calls herself. I've no pa-
tience with the woman, though sheis my sister.
Aday’shard scrubblng at the wash tub every
week would do her a world of good. If she would
only pack up her trunks and go, how thankful |
should be !

“If you wish her to shorten her visit at Pin-
gote, | think you might easily persuade her to

0 s0.”

“1d give something ta find outhow. No, no,
Bristow you may depend that she’s a fixture
here for the next three or four months. She
knows—no woman alive better—when she’ in
comfortable quarters.”

“If | had your sanction to doing so, sir, | think
that! coild |nduce her to hasten her departure
from Pincote.”

The Squire rubbed his nosethoughtfully ,r¥ou
are a queer fellow, Bristow,” he said, “and you
have done so ue strange thrngs but to induce
my sister to leave Pincote before she’sready to
go will cap all thit you’ve done yet.”

“1 cannot of course induce her to leave Pin
cote till she is willing to go,but after a little
quiet talk with me, itis possible that she may be
willing, and even anxious, to Set away as quickly
as_possible.”

The Squire shook his head. *Youdon’t know
Fanny McDermot as well as | do,” he said.

“Have | your permission to try the experi-
ment ?”

“You have—and my devoutest wishes tor your
success. Only you must not compromise me in
any way in the matter.’

“Youmay safely trust me notto do that. But
you mustgive me’an invitation to come and stay
with you at Pincote fo- a week.”

*With all my heart.”

“ 1 shall devote myself very assiduously to Mrs
McDermot, so that you must notbe surprised if
we seem to be very great friends in the course of
a couple of days.”

‘Do as you like. boy. I’ll take no notice. But
she’s an old soldier, is Fan, and if for a single mo-
ment she suspects what you are after she’ll nuii
hercolors to the mast and defy us all, and btop
here for six months longer.”

ideathat of the

“Itis, of course, quite possible thatl ma
fail,” said Tom, “butsomehow, | hardly thin
that I shall.”

“We'll have a glass of sherry together and

drink to your success. By-the-bye; have you con-
trived yetto purge your brain of that lovesick
tomfoolery

If, sir, you intend that phrase t >alpply to
my feelings with regard to Miss Culpepper,
| can only say .that'they are still totally un-
changed.”

“ What an idiotyou are in some things, Bris-
tow I’ said the Squi:e, crustily. * Remem erthrs
—1 1l have no love makrng here next week.”

“Youneedhave no fear on thatscore, sir.”

CHAPTER XXXIV.
EXIT MRS. MACDERMOT.

Tom and his portmanteau reached Pincote to-
gether a few days after his last conversation
with the Squire. Mrs. McDermot understood
that he had been invited to spend a week there
in orderto assist her brother with his books and
farm accounts It seemed to her a very injudi-
cious thing to do, but she did not say much about
it. In truth, shewas rather pleased than other-
wise to have Tom there It was dreadfully
monotonous to have to spend one evening a>ter
another with no company save that of her bro-
ther an 1Jane. She was tired of her audience,
and her audience were tired of her. Mr. Bristow,
as she knew already, could talk well, was lively
c Tpany, and. above all things, was an excellent
listener. She had done her duty by h r brother
in warning him of what was 1going on between
Mr Bristow and her neice : if, after that, the
Squire chose to let the two young people come
together, it wasnot her place to dispute his right
bo do so. i .

Tom was very attentive to her at dinner that

day. Of Jane he took no notice beyond what
the occasion absolutely demanded. Mrs
McDermot was agreeably surprised “He
has come to his senses at last, as 1 thought he
would,” she said to herself. “Grown tired of
,lar;]e’ssociety,and no wonder There’s nothing
n her.”

As soon as the cloth was removed, Jane ex-
cused herself on the score of a headache and left
the room. The Squire got into an easy chair and
so-tied himself down for a post prandial nap.
Tom moved his chair a little nearer that of the
widow.

“l have grieved to soo you so far from well, Mrs.
McDermot,” he vaid as he pouied himself out
another glass of wiue “My father was a doctor,
and | su poj-e | caught the habit from him of
;eadlngthe signs of health or sickness in people’s
aces

Mrs. McDermot was visibly discomposed. She
was a great coward with regard to her health,

and Tom knew it.
_“Yes,” she said, “I have not been well for some
time past. Butl wasnotaware that the traces

of my indisposition wero so plainly visible to
oth rs.

“They are visible to me bee *.use, as | tell you,
| am halfa doctor both by birth and brrngrng
up. You seem to me. Mrs. McDermot, pardon
me for saying so—to have beeu fading—to have
been going backward, as it were, almost from the
day of your arrival at Pincote.”

Mrs McDermot coughed and moved uneasily in
her charr “l h >vebeen a confrrmed invalid for

ears,” she said,querulously, “and yetno one will

elieve me when | tell them so.”

“l can very readily believe
gravely. Then he [lasped into
silence.

“1-1did not know that |
worse now than when | firstcame to Piucote,”
sa|d at last

“Youseem to me to be much older-looking,
much more careworn, with lines making their
appearance round your eyes and mouth, such »s
I never noticed before. So, atleast, it strikes
me, but| may be, and a dare say | am quite
wrong.”

The wdow seemed at a loss what to say. Tom’s
words had evidently rendered her very uneas%/
“Then what would you advise me to do ?” she
said, after atime. “Ify ucan detectthe disease
S0 readrly you snould have no difficulty in speci-

it,"
an

said Tom,
ominous

was looking any
she

fyln’gthe remedy.”
now | am afraid you are gettrng beyond
my depth,”said Tom, with a susiie. “I am little

more than a theorizer, y- u know : but Lshould
have no hesitation in saying that your disorder is
connected with the mind.”

“ Gracious me, Mr Bristow !”

“Yes, Mra McDermot ; my opinion is that you
are suffering from an uudue developmont of
brain power.”

The widow looked puzzled. “1 was always
considered rather intellectual,” she said, with a
glance at her brother. But the Squrre still slept.

“You are very |nte||ectual madam ;and that is
iust where the evil lies.”

“Excuse me, but | fail ti follow you”

“You are gifted with a very large and a very
powerful brain,” said Tom, with the utmost
gravity. The Squue snorted suddenly in his
sleep.” The widow held up a warning finger.
There was silence in the room till the Squire’s
L>ng-drawn snores announced that he was happi-
ly fast asleep.

“Very few of us are so specially gifted,”resumed
Tom. "“Bit every special grftnecessrtates a spe
cial obligation in return You, with your mas-
sive brain, must fiud thatplenty of work to do
—a suffrmency of congenial emx>loyment—other-
wise it will inevitably turn upon itself, grow m r
bid and hypochondriacal, and slowly but surely
deteriorate, till |t ends by becoming—what |
hardly like to say.”

“Really, Mr. Bristow, thrsconversatron isto me
most intere'ting,” sald the widow. “Your views
are thoroughly original, but, at the same time,
| feel tnat they are perfectly correct”

“The sphere of your |ntJ lectual activity |s far
too narrow and confined,” resumed Tom’; “your
br«in has not buffrcrentpabulu -n to keep it in a
state of healthy activity. You want to mix more
with the world—to mix more with clever people,
like yourself. It was never intended by Native
that you should lose youn-elf among the narrow
coteries of provincial life ;the metropolis claims

you; the world at Iarge claims you A
conversationalist so b illiant, so incisive,
with such an exhaultless fund of new
ideas, can only hope to find her equals

among the best circles of London or Parisian
society.” ) X

“How thoroughly you appreciate me. Mr Bris-
tow !”said the widow, all iu a flutter of gra ifled
vanity, as she edged her chair still closerto Tom.

“Itisas yousay. | feeltliatl am lost here—
that | am altogetherout of my element. | stay
here more as a matter of duty—of principle —
than of anything else. Notthat, it is any gratifi-
cation to me, as you may well imagine, to bo
buried alive in this dull hole. Butmy brother is
getting old and infirm—breaking fast, I’ m afraid,
poor man,” here the Squire gave a louder snore
than common : “whi e Jane is lisie more than
a foolish girl. They both need the guidance of a
kind but firm h 'nd. The interests of both
demand a clear brain to look after them.”

“My dear madam, | agree with you in toto.
Your Spartan views with regard to the duties of
every-day life are mine exactly. But we must
not forgetthat we still have another duty—that
of carefully preserving our health, especially
when our lives are invaluable to the epoch in
which we live. You my dear madam, are killing
yourself byinches.”

, MrBristow, not quite so bad as that,
hope ” . .

“What | say, | say advisedly. | think that
without difficulty | can specifiya few symptoms
of the cerebral disorder to which you are a vic-
tim. You will bear me out if what | say is
correct.”

“ Yes, yes ;please go on ”

“Youare 'a sufferer from sleep’essness to a
certain extent Th-t bodv would fain rest, being
tired and worn out, but the active brain will not
allow itto do so. Am | right, Mrs McDermot ?”

“1 cannot dispute the accuracy of what you
sa

XYour nature being large and eminently sym-
pathetic, but not finding sufficient vent for itself
for lack of other aliment, with the concerns and
daily doings ofthose around it. giving them the
benefit of its vast expe ience and intuitive good
sense :but after being met sometimes with cold-
ness i stead of sympaty, it collapses, falls back
upon itself, and »ecomes morbid for wantofpro-
per intellectual companionship. May | hope that
yo 1 follow me ?”

*Yes—yes, perfectly,” said the widow, but
looking somewhat mystified notwithstanding.

“The brain thus thrown back upon itselfen-
genders an irritability of the nerves, which is
altogether abnormal. Fits of peevrshness of ill-
temper, of causeless fault finding, gradually su
pervene ;till at length all natural amiability of
drsposrtron vanishes entirely, and there is go-
thing left but a wretched hypochondrrac a
misery to himself and all around him.”

“Gracious me! Mr Bristow, what a picture!
But | hope you do not put me down as a misery
to myselfand all around me.’

“Far from it—very jar from it—my dear Mrs
McDermot. You are only in the premonitory
stage at present. Letus hope that in your case,
the later stages will not follow.”

“I hope not, with all my heart.”

“Of course, you have not been troubled with
hearing voices ?”

Hearrng voices! Whatever do you mean, Mr
Bristow ?”

“One of the worst symptoms of the cerebral
disorder, fr-.m the earlier btages of which you
are now suffering, is that the patient hears voices
—or fanciesthat he hears them, which is pretty
much the same thing. Sometimes they are
stange voices; sometimes they are the voic-s of
relatives, or iriende no longer among the living.
lu short, to state the case as briefly as possible,
the patientis haunted.’

“I'declare, Mr Bristow, that you quite frighten

1

“But there are no such symptoms as these
aboutyou at present Mrs McDermot. The mo'
ment you have the least experience of them—
should such a misfortune eve® overtake you-
then take my advice, and seek the only remedy
that can be of any real benefrt to you.”

“Andwhat may that be

“Immediate change of sceneﬂa change total
and complete, Go abroad. Go to Italy; go to
E%ypt;go to Africa;—in short, to any plac*
where the change is a radical one. Butl hope
that, in your case, such a necessity will never
arise.”

All this is most deeply interesting to me Mr
Bristow, but at the same fime it makes me very
nervous. The very though-, of being haunted in
the way vou mention is enough to keep me from
sleeping fora week.”

Atthis momeut Jane came into the room, and
a few minutes later the Squire awoke. Tom had
said all that he wanted to say, and he gave Mrs
McDermot no further opportunity for private
conversation with him.

Next day, too, Tom carefully avoided th”
widow. His obf]ect was to afford 'her ample time
to think over what he had said. That day the
vicar and his wife dined at Pincote, and Tom be-
cameimmersed in local politics with the Squire
and the Parson. Mrs Mci ermot was anxious
and uneasy. That evening she talked less than
she had ever been known to do before.

The ruleat Pinc.ote wa to keep ear y hours. It
was notmuch pastten o’clock when Mrs McDer
mot left the drawing room, and having obtained
her bed candle, setoutonher journey to her own
room. Halfway up the staircase stood Mr Bris-
tow. Thenight being warm and balmy for the
time of year, the staircase window w.s'stil half
open, and Tom stood there, gazing out into the
moonlit garden. Mrs McDermot Stopped, and
suid a_few gracious words to biiii. She would
have liked to resume the conversation of the pre-
vious evening, but that was evidently neither the
time nor the place to do sorso shesaid good night,
shook hands, and went on her way, leaving Tom
still standrng b?]/ the window. Higher up, close
to the head of the stairs, stood a very laige old-
fashioned case clock. Mrs McDermot held up
the cradle to see the lime as she was passing it.
It was nearly twenty minutes past ten.
the very omentofher noting this fact,
came three distinct taps fri m the inside of the
case, and next instant from the'same place
camethe sou ‘d of a hollow, ghost like volc"
“Fanny—Fanny—ist! | want to speak to you,”
said the voice, In slow, solemn tones. But Mrs
McDrrmot did not wait to lieur more She
screamed, dropped her candle, and staggered,
back agarnst the opposite wall. Tom was by her
srde in a moment.

“My dear Mrs McDermot,-whatever
matter ?” he said.

“The voice !did you not hear the voice ?” she
gasped.

“What voiee? whose voice ?”
an arm round her waist.

“Avoice which spoke to me out of the clock !’
she said, with a shiver.

“Out of the clock? said Tom. “We can soon
see whether anybody’s hidden there.” Speaking
thus, he withdréew h sarm and flung open the door
of the clock Enough lightcame from tue lamp on
the stairs to show that the old case was empty of
everything, save the weights, chains, and pendu-
lum,

is the

said Tom, with

“ Wherever else the voice may have come
from, itis plainthatit couldn’t come from here,’
said Tom, as he proceeded to relight the widow’s
candle

“Itcame from there, I’'m quite certain. There
were three distinct raps from the inside as well”’

‘Is it not possible that it may havo been a
mere hallucination on your part? You havo not
been well, you know, for some time pust.”

““Whatever it mav have beeu. it was very terri-
ble,” said Mrs McDermot, drawing her skirts
round her with a shudder. “ 1 have not forgot-
ten what you told mo yesterday ”

“ Allow me to accompany you as faras your
room door,” said Tom

“Thanks. | shall feel obliged bv your tfoing
so. You will say nothin ofallthrs downstairs ?”

“ 1 should notthink ofdoing so.”

The following day Mr Bristow was not at
luncheon. There were one or two enquiries, but
no one see ce | to know exactly what had become
of him. Itwas Mrs McDermot’s usual practice
to retire to the library for an hourafter luncheon
—which room she generally had all o herseif at
such times—for the ostensible purpose of reading
the newspapers, but, it may be, quite as much for
the sake of a (éuret sleep in the huge leathern
chair that stood by the library fire. On goins;
there as usual after luncheon to-day, what was
the widow’ssurprise to find Mr Bristow sitting
there fast asleep, with the Times athis feetwhero
ithad dropped from his relaxed fingers.

She stepped ulp to him on tiptoe and looked
closely at ather nice look-
|ng she said to herself. “ Shall I disturb him,

Her eyes caughtsight of some written docu-
ments lying out-spread on the table a little dis-
tance away. The temptat.on was too much for
her. Buthardly had she stooped over the table
whon the same hollow voice that had sounded in
her ears ihe previous night spoke to her again,
aud forze her to the spot where she was standing.
“ Fanny McDermot, you must getaway from this
house. "said the voice, if you stop hero you will
be a dead w- man in three months P

Hhe was too terrified to look round or even to
stir, but her trembllng lips did at last falter out
the words ; “Who are you ?”

The answercime. “lam your husband, Geoff-
rey. Be warned in time.”

Then there was silence, and in a minute or two
ihe widow ventured to look round. There was
no one there except Mi- iriftow,fast asleep. She
Ta agedto reach the door without disturbing
him, and from theuce made the best of her way
to her own room.

T7o hours later Tom was encountered by the

Squire. The latter was one broad smile. “She’s
going at’asr.” he sard “ Off to-morrow like a
shot. Just told me.’

“ Then, with your permission, | won’t dine
with >ou this evening. | don’t want to see her
again.

But how on earth have you managed it ?”
asked the Squire.

“Bv m~aus of a little simple ventriloquise—
nothing xii- re. But leee her coming this way,
I'm off.” A d off he went, leaving the Squire
stavihg after him in open-mouthed astonish
ment.

CHAPTER XXXV.
DIRTY JACK.

There was one thing that puzzled both General
St George and Lionel Dering, and that was oho
persistent way in which Kester ‘it George stayed
on at Park Newton. It had, inthe firatplace,
been a matter of some drffrculty to get him to
Park Newton atall, and for some time after his
arrival it had been evidentto all concerned that
he had made up his mind that his stay there
should be as brief as possible. But .after that
ne er-to-be-forgotten night when the n use of
ghostly footsteps was heard in the nailed up
room—a circumstance which botb his uncle and
his cousin had made up their minds would drive
him from the house ior ever—he ceased to talk
much about going away. Week passed after week
and still he stayed oni.. Nor could his uncle, had
he been dt-siroue of doing so, which he certalnly
was not, have hinted to hrm even in the most
d<licate possible  way, that  his room
would be more welcome than his company, after
the pressure which he had put upon him only
a shorttime previously to induce him to remain

Nothing could have suited Lionel’s plans bet-
ter than that his cousin should continue to live
on at Para Newton, but he was certainly puzzled
to know whathis reason was for so doing ;and, in
such a case, to be puzzled was, to a certain extent
to bedisquretel
eButmuch as he would have liked to do so
Kester had a very good reason for not leaving
Park Newton at present He was, in fact, afraid
to do so. After the affair of the footsteps he had
decided that it would not be advisable to go
away fora lit le while. It would never do for
people to say that he had been dri en away by
the ghost of Percy Osmond. It was while thus
lingering on from day to day that hehad ridden
over to see Mother Mini. neresult of hisinter-

view was that he felt how utterly unsafe it would
be for him to gurt the neighborhood
till  she was safely dead an buried.

She mihgt send or = him at any mo-

ment, she might have other things to speak to
him about which it behoved him to hear. She
might change her mind the last mo-
ment, and decide to tell to some
other person what she had already told
him ; and when she should die, it would doubt-
less be to him that application would be made to
bury her. Allthings consi iered,it was certainly
uuadvi-able that he should leave Park Newton
yet awhile.

Day after day hé waited with smothered impa-
tience for some further tidings of Mother Mim.
Butday after d iy he waited in vain. Most men
under s ich circumstances would have gone to
the placeand have made personal enquiries for
themselves. This was precisely what Kester St
Geo«ge told him-elf that he ought to do, but for
all that he did not do it. He shrank with a re
pugnance which he could not overcome, from the
thought of any further contact with either
Mother Mim orher surroundings. His tastes, if
notrefined, were fastidious, and a shudder of dis
gustran through him as often as heremembered
that if what Mother Mim had said were true—
and there was something that rang terribly like
truth in her words—th<-n she was—that wretched
crea ure—his mother, and the filthy hut in which
she lay dying his sole home and heritage. He
knew that for the sake of his own interest—of his
own safety—he ought to go and see again this
woman who called herself his mother, but three
weeks had come and gone before he could screw
his courage up to the pitch requisite to induce
him to do so.

But before this came about, Kester St George
had been left for the time bemg, with the excep-
tion of certain servants, the sole occupant of
Park Newton. Lionel Derrng had gone down to
Bath to seek an interview with Pierre Janvard,
with what result has already been seen. Two
days after Lionel’s i eparture, General St George
was called away by the sudden illness of an old
Indian fr;end to whom he was mostwarmly at-
tached. He left home expecting to be back in
four or five days the latest; whereas, as it
fell out, he did' notreach home again for several
weeks.

It was one day when thus left alone, and when
the solitudejwas becoming utte ly intolerable to
to him, that Kester made up his mind that he
would no longer bea coward, but wouldg that
very aiternoon and see for himself whether
Mother Mim were alive or dead. Buteven after
he had thus determined that there should be
no more delay on his part, he played fastand
loose with himself as to whether he should go or
not. Had there come to him any important
letter or tel» gram demanding his presence fifty
miles away, he would have caughtat it as a
drowning man catches at a straw. The veriest
excuse would have sufficed for the puttin» off of
his journey for atleast oneday. But the dull
hours wore themselves asvav without relief or
change of any kind for him, and when three
oclock came, having first dosed himself
heavily with brandy, he rang the bell and ordered
his horse to be brought round. What mightnot
the next few hours bring to him? he
asked himself as he rode down the avenue.
Theymr htperchance be pregnant with doom.

Or ‘death might already ave lif ed this
last bit er burden from his life by sealing with
his bony finders the only lips that had power to
do him harm.

Fornearly a fortnight past the weather had
been remarkably mild, balmy, and open for the
time of the year. Everybody said how old win-
ter was dying. But during the previous night
there had come a bitter change. The wind had
suddenly veered round to the northeast, and was
still blowing steadily f o1 that quarter Steadily
and bitterly it blew, chilling the hearts of man
and beast” with its icy breath, stopping the
growth of grass and flowers, killing every faintest
gleam of sunshine, and bringing back the reign
of winter in its cruellest form.

Heavy and lowering looked the sky, shrilly
through the still bare branches whistled the ice-
cold wind, as Kester St. George, deep in thought,
rode slowly through the park. He buttoned his
coat mo-e closely around him, and pulled his hat
more firmly over his browsas he turned out of
the long gates, and setting his face full to the
wind, urged his horse into a gallop, and was
lost to view down the winding road.

It would not have taken him long to reach the
ed ge of Buriey Moor had not his horse suddenly
fallen lame. For the last two miles of the dis-
tance his pace was reduced to a slow walk. This
so annoyed Kester that he decided to
leave bis horse at the rode--ide tavern in
the last hamlet he had to pass through, and to
traverse the remainder of the distance on foot.
Ashortthree miles across the moor would take
him to Mother Mim’s cottage.

Toamansuch as Kester a three miles’walk
was a rather formidable und rtaking—or,-at least,
it was an uncommon one. But there was no
avoiding it on the present occasion, unless lie
gave up the object of his journey and went back
home. But he could by no means bear the
thought of doing that, in proportion with the
hesitation and reluctance which he had previ-
ously shown to a'Certain either tho best 0I-the
worst of the affair, was the anxiety which now
possessed him to reach his journey’s end. His
Imagination pictured all kinds of possible and
impossible evils as likely to accruo to him, and
he .cursed himself againland ag>An for his negli-
gence in not making tho journey long ago.

Very bleak and cold was the walk across the
desol«te,- 1>nely moor, but Kesler St George,
b -ried in his own thoughts hardly,felt orheeded
anything of it 'All the sky was clouded and
overcast, but,far away to the north a sti 1 darker
pank of cloud was creeping slowly up from the
horizon.

The wind blew in hollow fitful gusts. An
learned in such loro would have said t
change of weather eas imminent.

When ,about half-way across the moor he
halted fora moment to gather breath. On every
side of him spread the dull treeless expagi6e’
Nowhere was thero another human being to be-
sden. He was Utterly alone. “If a man cross-
ing here we e suddenly stricken wrth death,” he
muttered to himself," " whata place this would;
be to diein! Mis body might lua here for days—
for weeks even—beidré4it wasfound-”

Atlength Mother Mim’ cottage wasreached.
Everything about it looked precisely the same as

one
at a

when he had seen it last. If seemed only like a
few ho’irs since he had leftit. There, P 0, crouch-
ed on the low wad outside, with her skirt drawn
over her head, was Mother Mim’s grand-daughter
the girl with the black glittering eyes, looking as
ifslio had never stirred from the spot since he
was last there. -he made no movement or sign
of recognition when he walked up to her, but her
eyes were fud ofa cold keen criticism of him. far
b yond htr ago and appe -rance.

How is your grandmother?” said Kester,
abruptly Hedid not like being stared at as she
stared at him

* She’s dead

“Dead "it wasno more than ho expected to
hear, and yet ho could not hear it altogetherun-
moved

Ayeas dead as a door narl
too. ‘1twas time she went.”

“ How long has she been dead ?”said Kester,
ignoring the latter part of the girl’s speech.

And a jjgood job

“Just halfan hour.”

AtiOtuer surprise for Kester. He expected
to hear that she  had been dead
?]everal days—a week perhaps. Butonly halfan

our!

“ Who waswith her when she died?” he asked
after aminute’s pause.

“ Me aud Dirty Jack.”

“Dirty Jack ! who is he 7

“Whs Dirty J ck. Biverybody knows him.
He lives iu Duxley and has a wooden leg, and
does writings for folks.”

“Does wrrtrngsforfolks I” a shiverran throu]gh
Kester. “ And has he been doing anything for
you grandmother ?”

hat he has. Alot.”

“ Alot—what about?”

“Aboutyou

“ Aboutme? Why about me ?”

“ Ah,younever camo near. Nobody never came
near. Granny gottned of it. ‘1’1l have my re-
venge,” she said.” So she sent for Dirty Jack, and
he took it all down in writing.”

“ Took itall down in writing about me ?”

She nodded her head in the affirma ive.

* If vou know so much, no doubtyou know
what it was that he took down - eh ?”

“Oh I know rightenougb.”

“ Why not tell me ?”

‘1 know.all about it,
split

Furtherpersuaslon on Kester’s part had no
other effectthan to induce the grrl to assert in
still more emphatic terms that™she wasn’t a-
going to split.

Evidently nothing more was to be got from her.
But she had said e- ough already to confirm his
worst fears. Mother Mim out of spite for the
neglect with which he had treated her, had made
a confession at the last moment, similar in pur-
port to what she had told h m when last there.

Such a confession—if not absolutely dangerous
to him—she having assured him thatnone of the
witnesses were now living—might be made a
source of infinite annoyance to him. Such a
story once made publick might bring forth wit-

esses and evidence from twenty hitherto unsus-
pected quarters, and fetter him™ round link by
link, with a chain of evidence from which he
mrghtfrnd it impossible to extricate himself. At
every sacrifice, Mother Mim’ confession must
be destroyed or suppressed, Such were some of
the thoughts that passed through Kester’s mind
as he stood there biting his nails. Againand
again he cursed himselfin that be had allowed
any such confe*sion to emanate from the dead
woman, whos e silence a little extra kindness on
his part would have effectually secured.

“And where is this Dirty Jack, as you call
him ?” he said, at last.

“He’s in there” "—indicatingthe hutwith a jerk
oflrer head—" faet asleep.”

“ Fast asleep in the same room with your
erandmother'

“ Why not? Hehad a bottle of whiskey with
him which he kept sucking at. At lasthe got
half screwy, and when all was over tosaid he
would have a snooze by the fire aud pull himself
together a bit before going home. ™

Koster siidno more, but going up to the hut,
opened the door aud went in. On the palletat
the farthest end lay the dead woman, her body
faintly outlined through the sheet that had been
drawn over her. A clear fire wasburning in the

broken grate, and close to it, 011 the only chair
in the pla,ce, sat a man fastasleep. His hands
were grrmy, his linen was yellow, his hair was
frowsy. He was a big bulky u an, with a coarse,

but I aint a-going to

hard face, and was dressed in faded thread
ibare black. Ho had a wooden leg, which just
now was thrust out towards the fire ‘and

ls)eemed as ifit were baeking in the comfortable
aze.

On the chimney piece was an empty spirit
bottle, aud in a corner near at hand were de-
posrted a broad brimmed hat, greasy and much
the worse for wear, and a formidable looking
walking stick. -

Such was the vision of loveliness that met the
gaze of Kester St George as he paused fora mo-
men< or two justinside the cottage door. Then
he coughed and Jadvanced a step or two. As
he did so the man suddenly opened his
eyes, got up quickly but awkwardly out
0 his  chair, and laid h’s hand on
something that was hidden in an inner
pocket of his coat. “No, you don’t " he cried,
with a wave of his hand. “ No, you dont ! None
of your hanky-panky tricks here. They won’t go
donn with Jack Skeggs, so you needn’t try’em
on I”

Kester stared at him in unconcealed disgust.
It was evident that he was still underthe partial
influence of what hehad been drinking.

“Who are you, sir, and what are you doing
here ?” asked Kester, sternly.

“lam John Skeggs, Esquire, attorney-at-law,
at your service. And whom may you be, sir?
But there -1 know who you aie well enough.
You are MrKester St George, of Park Newton. |
have seen you before. | saw you on the day of
the murder trial. You were one ofthe witnesses,
and white enough you looke i. Anybody who
had a good look at you in the buXthat day
would never be likely to forget your face again.”

Kester turned aside for a moment to hide the
sudden nervous twitching of his lips.

“1I'm sorry the whiskey is done,” said Mr
Skeggs, with a regretful look at the empty bottle.
“ 1 should like you and | to have had a drain to-
gether. | suppose you dont do anything in this
line ?” From wne pocket he produced an old
clasp knife, and from the other a cake of leaf
tobacco. Then he cut himseii a plug and putit
into hismouth “ When one friend fails me,
then | fall back upon f-nother,” he said. “When I
can’t getwhiskey | must have tobacco.”

[TO bE CONTINUED]
HELD DOWN TO DIE.

An Appalling Incident That Calls to Mind
the Story of Tantains.
San Francisco Chronicle.

On the track between South San Leandro
and the High street station, Alameda, half
a mile on the San Leandro side, is a long
trestle bridge over an estuary of the bay. For
over a mile the trestle runs over the marsh
land, the tide rising on eaoh side of the em-
bankment. Ever since the railroad has been
built there has been trouble keeping the rail-
road bed from sinking. A few weeks ago the
track at this point sunk 150 fe6t, and traffic
was suspended for a short time. Last evening,
as the through freight train from Alameda,
drawn by engine No. 10, a large and heavy
machine and six cars arrived at this particu-
lar point, the track sunk, apparently more on
one side than the other. The engine was
overturned and the cars piled on top.

The fireman, Dan Drisooll, died a horrible
death. When the engine turned over he was
held to the ground by an iron bar across his
breast and one foot was caught by another.
He was fully conscious at the time of his
death. He was held fast and the tide
was rising rapidly. It was evident
that he vould be drowned in a ehort time.
Six men were on hand and labored to save
him  They wrapped sheets about his body
and exerted their combined strength to pull
him from his appalling position.  He cried
piteously again and again, but with the same
result. A levee was built about his head to
keep down the rising tide. Buckets were
brought, and by faithful bailing it was at-
tempted to keep the water from reaching his
head. He was lying under the oab and a
hole was cut through the cab through which
he could put his head. They raised his
head above the water as much as possible.

He remained thus two hours, but at last
the levee broke, and tbe men who were bail-
ing out the water found they coiild do no
more. They held his head above the water,
which rose slowly above his body. The men
found they must make a final effort. Then
his bead was lowered and they all oanght
held and pulled deperately. It was in vain.
They could not move him. They raised his
head again. The water rose slowly but
urely. It ~reached his chin. A friend held
his hand over the drowning man’s mouth.
The water rose to his nostrils. Nothing more
could be done and he was drowned.

BRADSTRBBT S WEEKLY RE-
~ PORT.

New Yobk, Oct. 6.—Bradstreet’s speoial
telegram reporte considerable improvement in
the corn cropr The September cotton re-
port, published to-morrow, will show that
the general condition of the crop is favorable,
exceptin Texas, where it is distinctly good.
No damage is reported by worms except to a
certain extent in Mississippi.  In Louisiana
and Albany there is small chance for a top
crop. Finished iron is weaker. Pig is firm.
Coal is active, and petroleum- reacting on ac-
count of the reports of increased production
again.  There were 121 failures in the
United States, reported by Bradstreet during
the week —52 less than last week, and 35
more than in the corresponding week of last
year. Canada has 11 —a decrease of 7.

—The London Lancet advocates stockingi
made like gloves to prevent soft oorns.

COMIC BUDGET.

—A cat shows its content to purr-fection

—What can’t be ondured should be pperd
iy cured.

—*“ Consanguinity ”
spell relationship.

—An extraordinary thing in ladys’ bonnets
—an unpowdered face.

--Emma Thursbysings ineleven languages,
but snores only in one.

—What we are at home is a pretty sure
teet of what we really are.

—It ia the late cat that catches the early
bootjack.— [Buffalo News.

—Though twelve dozen is agross, the
who sells sugar is a grocer.

—Love laughs at locksmiths, but it merely
titters at its first “ mash.”

—Worse than blind is the man that puts
happinebs in the custody of ambition.

—When an opportunity presents itself don’V
let it slip, unlessit’s a good chance to slide.

—Man wants bis own good deeds set up in
long piimer, his neighbor’s in diamond type.

— It was Joubert who inoisively remarked :
“ Children have more need of models than of
critics.”

—Astronomical : No new comet is genuine
unless it has Dr. Blank’s Liver Pills printed
on the tail.

—*“ There’s always room at tbe top,”
hummed a mosquito, as it got its work in on
a bald head.

—*“ As we charged,” says a war corres-
pondent, “ the bugle blew.” It must have
been a trumped-up charge.

—«Frightened mouse ”* is the name cf a
new o >lor. Put no trustin its not fading.
We should expect it rapidly to disappear.

—Man often has to pay dear enough for
his own whistle, but the heavy expense comes
to him when a Western cyclone puckers its
mouth.

—Lightning is partial to barns. The trou-
ble is on account of the straw therein. |If
barns were stuffed with feathers instead, there
would be no danger.

--“Founded on fact,” said the editor,
musingly, as he cast aside the thriiliug MS.,
“and | wonder how long it took the idiot to
manufacture his facts.”

—A knock-down : “ Can you find room for
ascribe on your paper?” “ Not unless you
want to subscribe.” And again was that
scholarly youth crushed.

—If a woman desires to become conspicu”®
ous, let her appear in the same dress twice.
After this she wiil be well enough known to
justify a publisher in bringing out her poems
at his own risk.—Puck.

—An Englishman, in attempting to rescue
two women from drowning, lost his life, but
the women were saved. This proves that it
is impossible to live with two women at one
time.

is a bloody way to

—London Truth astonishes the English
with the statement that “in some of the
smaller Western cities of America there are
more telephones than there at present in
England.”

—Mabel (to her grandpapa)—*“ And jsan
you really remember George the Fouit™?”
Grandpapa—* Yee, little one ; you see, Xam
a good deal older than you are.” Mabel—
“ How much older must | grow before I shall
be able to remember him ?”

—The aster glows the the falling leaves beneath

The gulden-rod gleams by the hedgerow brown,
As thou%h the dying summer in the frost-king’s

Had hurled her gauntlet down.

—The withered banners of the corn are still,

And gathered fields are giowing strangely wan ;

While death, poetic death, with handsthat color
what theytouch

Waves in the Autumn wood her tapestries of gold
and brown.

—*“ Peter, what are you doing to that boy ?’
said a schoolmaster. “ He wanted to know
if you take ten from seventeen how many
will remain ;so | took ten of his apples to
show him, and now he wants me to give ’em
back.” “ Well, why don’t you do it ?” “ Coz’,
sur, he would forget how many was left

—Curran was onoe asked how a member of
Parliament had spoken. The answer was,
“ His speech was a long parenthesis.” He
was asked to explain. “ Why,” said he,
“don’t you know that a parenthesis is a
paragraph which may be omitted from be-
ginning to end, without any loss of meaning.”

—A traveler saw in Portland, Me., while
waiting half an hour in a railroad station, a
bairrel of ale rolled into a saloon, an intoxi-
cated man fight a hack driver, and two men
drink whiskey from a bottle. He concludes
itpossible that the Maine prohibition law ie
sometimes broken in Portland.

—In the afternoon all windy sounds are still :
FArffinnC red ways the cricket’s chirp takes

And the dreamy autumn hours lapse on until..
Seelth© sweet evening star, that night by nlght
Dr<jp$lumiuous like an ever-falling tear,
Do”~n~dyng twilights of the dying year.
—Hail to thee, Autumn ! Thee we honor,
Queen of the seasons, without a peer !
Spring ? She had promises of beauty on her,
But thine are the glory and crown of the year,
First in worship why did we set her,
Spring—the wayward, the cold, the coy ?
Aye, in our hearts, we have loved thee better,
Autumn, the gracious, the bringerof joy !

—An Arkansas boy who had been reading
a humorous paper remarked to his father,
who was in the field “ cradling” wheat :
“ Say, pap, why does your cradle cut unwil-

lingly 27 “ Because it’s dull, I reckon,” re-
plied the old man. “ No,” said the bav,
“ because ;t goes against the grain.”—Arkan- _

saw Traveler.

--Mr. Wright went out to fish,

And he became a Wright angler.

He thought he would try and catch a shark,
And became atry angler,

He laughed to think how smart he was

And he became a cute angler ;

Buthe did not see the shark with its nose

under the stern of his craft,

He was such an obstinate angler

Until the creature tipped overhis boat,
When he became a wrecked angler.

—A canard was set afloat some time ago to
the effect that Bichard Wagner had carried
his anti-Jewish prejudices so far as to insist
upon Herr Levi renouncing Judiasm before
he would allow him to conduct the oroheetra
in Parniful. But the story was so generally
credited that Herr Levi has been obliged to
publish a card authoritatively contradicting
it. He is soon, by the way, to be married to
Fraulein Daniela von Bulow, a stepdaughter
ol Wagner.

—A man financially is a good deal like a
mud turtle physically. Let either be flat on
his back, and he finds itextremely difficult to
rise.—Rochester Post Express. In this neck
of woods it doesn’t make much difference
whether aman is flat on his back or not ; if
he is level on his head he oan generally man-
age to get up.

—*“1s Mrs. Brown in ?” inquired a gentle-
man of the servant who responded to bis ring
at a door bell. “ No, sir; she is not at home.”
“Well, I am sorry.” paid the gentleman in a
regretful tone, “as | owe her some money
and | came to pay it.” Whereupon a voice
from above the balustrades was heard: “ Oh,
I am in—to be sure I am! Why, Sally,
didn’t you know that? Ask the gentleman to
walk in 1”7

—*“ Do let me have your photograph, Mr.
Howard,” said a dashing belle to a gentle-
man who had been annoying her with his at«
tentions. The gentleman was delighted, and
in a short time the lady received the pioture.
She gave it to the servant with the questyg”
“ Would you, knor¢r the original if he shoittrt
call ?”  The servant replied in tho affirma-
tive. “ Well, when he comes, teli him I am
engaged.”

—Wit of the Wee-Wees: 1. Two little
brothers were looking at the moon. The
youngest, two years old, had never seen it
before. The next morning, hopping about
in his nightdress, he suddenly ran to the
window, exclaiming, “ Where moon? ” “ Oh,
don’t you know,” said wise four-year-old,
“it’s blowed out in the morning?” 2. Once
upon a time Ava was naughty, and mamma
had to frown at her. “ 0 mamma, mamma,”
Ava cried, “ don’t shut up your forehead that
way, ‘cause then I know you are going to
cold.”



