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*Whe b he ¥ mid Dolif. They had all of tham, and oven
Dol bimself, forgotien what was the caues of this revels.
tion. The yonog man came forwg:d, vory palaa ‘I know
nothing about. this,' he said, looking round; ‘nothing. |
hope everybody will believe me. I want to know who he s 1

ﬁ.ﬁ oneg wid & word. They all stond round, etruck silent,
pot knowing what to think. Mre Barwood atood with her
hand wpon the table, smupporting herself, yet asking ne other
support.  Bhe was periectly pale, but her conntenance had
recovered ita features and expression. She did not even
lock at her children, one on her knees, one standing up con.
fronting her, demanding to know the trath, To neither of
them did she give a word or look. Her syes were fixed upon
the man who wea thos utterly iz her hands, Viears ex.
tracted an old, h:ge pocket-boak from the pocket of the

tient, and handed it to her, not without a sort of smile—
K:.li-moeking—on his face. Bhe took it, and, glaucing at it
with m certain disdein, as if a trick ofter employed but no
longer necessary had dinq‘uuud her, ttung it on the tabla.

‘" There are in thia book,’ she said, * old seraps of paper of
no value. This is what I am to pay his debta with., He
has given it to me {wenty times before. I get tired in the
end of pl-.yi.n%r;he ald game over and over.”

* Mother, who is he ¥ cried Dolif. ‘ You have had him in
your house in secret, never seeing the light of day, and I
your son never knew. Who ia he?'

Mrs Harwood made no reply.

1t was a guestion to which no one there could give an
answer, except perhaps Gusay on her knees, with her handa
<covering her face, who did not look up or give any attention
to what was going on. Meredith alone seemed b6 have some
<lear iden in bis mind ; his face shone with aroused interest
and eageroess, likea manon the very traceof knowledge ofthe
ntmost impertance to him. A rapid process of thought waa
gelog on in his mind, his intelligence was lenping from point
to point. *Youjwill perbaps be surprised,’ he said, * to hear
that I have known this for some time.'

fYou " Mre Harweod balf turned to him, a glance as of

fire passing over her face. *Yon ! :
‘Yea, I who have several interests involved. T had just
veceived cercain information on the subject when that young
{ool, thinking heaven knows what other fol]y. knocked me
down, taking me at unawares, and nearly killed me. Oh,
yes, it is perfectly true it was Dolff who did it. Yo start
as if I was likely to make any fues on that subject. Isit
true that he had the money to pay everybody '—that is
what I want to know.'

‘ Charley, Charley, do you mean to say that Dolff--—'

¢Uh, I mean nothing aboat Doltf,” lie said, impatiently ;
<anawer me, Mrs Harwood.”

' I can't anawer for nothing, Mrs Harwnod,” cried Viears,
*if you keep a lot of folks round him. He is working him-
self up into a fory agsin.’ .

The madman was twisting in his chair, fighting against the
mechanical bondathat secured him. He waa looking towards
the pocketbook which lay on the table. *She bas got my
money, and she throwe it down for anybody te pick up,’ ha
¢ried, * My money ! there’s money there to pay everything !
Why don't yon pay those people and let 'em go—pay them,
pay them and let them go—or else give me back my
money,’ he cried, wildly straining forward, witk bhis white
hair falling back, his reddened eyes blazing, struggling
against his bonds. Mra Harwood took up the pocketbook,
and, weighiog it, with a sort of forced laugh, in her hand—

*You think there may he a fortune here —enough to pay?
And he thinks so. Give it to bhim, Vicara. We've tried to
keep it all quiet, but it secms we have'failed. You may
bhave the door npen now—you may do as you please. 1t
can't matter any longer. [ have thought of the credit of
the family, and of many things that nobody else thinks of.
And of his comfort.—noboly can say I have not thought
of hix comfort, Look round you, everything, everything
we could think of. But it is all of no nse.’

The old man had caught the pocketbook from Viears’

handa with a pitiful demonetration of joy. He made a pre. -

tence of examining its contents, eagerly turning them over
an if to make sure that nDothing waa lost, kissing the covers
io enthusiasm and delight. e made An Attempt with his
confined srms to retura it to his pocket, but, failing ia that,
kept it embraced in Loth his haads, from time to time kiss-
ing it with extravagant patisfaction. 'As long as I have
gok this they can do nothing to me,” he aaid. .
While this pantomime was going on. and while still Mres
Harwood was speaking, a little movement and raetle in the

roup caught evergbody’s attention as if it had been s new
?&ct. but it was only Janet stealing away bebind the others
who had & right there which ghe did not possess. She had
been watching her moment. She herself, who had wothing
to do with it, had received her phare of diecomfitare too,
Her heart was sinking with humiliation aad shame. What
had she to do with the mysteries of the Harwoods, the thiogs
they might have to conceal? What was she to them but
& stranger of no wcecount, never thounght of, dragged ioto
the milfar. of their troubles when it pl them, thrown off
again when they chose? Nobody would have ssid that
Janet had any share in this erisis, and yet it was she whe
liad received the sharpest arrow of all } or so, atb least, she
thought. Bhe slipped behind Julis, who was bigger and
more prominent than she, and stole through the bewildering
stairs” and . How well she seetned to know the
way, aa if it had Esen familiar to her for years. And it-was
she who had given information—ehe who had been the cause
of everything, ilrawn here and drawy there into affairs alike
alien to her, with which she had nothing to do. were
all moved by her departure ; not meorally, indeed, but by the
mere stir it cansed. Gnesy rose from her knees, showing a
conntenance as pale as death and atill glistening with tears,
She said, ' Mammaiishall we' fo away?! Whatever there
may be to be'said or explained, it cught not to be done here.”
he went up to the old man in_the chair, who was still em-
bracing his pocket-book, and kissed him on the forshead,
*1f any wrong hes been done ta you, I don’t know of it,’ she
said ; ¥ I thought it was nothing but good.’

*No wrong has been done to him—none—none,' cried
Mm Harwood, snddenly dropping from her self-command
and strength. ' Children, you may not. believe me, since
T've kept it secret from yoo. There has Leen no wrong to
him—ncne —none.  If there has been wrong it has not been

to him, Oh, you may believe me at least, for I have never
told you a lie.” Everything has heen done for him. Look
roun

you—look round lyl:nu and you will see.’ -
' Who is he ¥ said DulHf, obstinate und pale, standing be-

hind the chair.

' You have no thought for me,’' said the mother. *You
nee me standing here, come bers to defend you all, in
desperation for you, and you never ask how I am to get

back, whether i will kill me—— No, rio, Janet has gone,
Who supported me, who was & stranger, and mshad Bo gues-
tions, but only belped & poor woman half mad with tronble
and distresa ~ Ah ** she said, * he wonld go mad and get
free—he who was the canse of it all, but I E.ve hail to kes,
my sanity and my courage und bear it all, and look aa i
pothing was the matter, for fifteen yeas. For whom?
Was it for me? It woald have been batter for nie to have
died and heen done with it all. For you children, to give
you a happy life, to do away with sl disgrace, to give
xou every advantage. Yes, 1l take yoor wrm, Juo; you
ave not been a good child, but you know no better. Uet
me to my chair before I drop down ; get me to my chail —’
She paised a moment, and looked round with & hard
langh.  *For I am very heavy,' ahe said, *and [ would have
to be carried, and who would do it I don't Tmow. Ju, make
hasts, betore iny strength is all gone. Get e to my chair.’

.CHAYTER XLIIL

GUsayY was the last to leave of that strange procession, of
whom no one spoke to the other. Sbe clased the door after
ber, and the curtains, snd followed the srect fipure of Dolff,
drawn up aa it never bad been in his life before, and walk-
ing stitly, as if carrying & new weight nnd cecnpying & posi-
tion nnknown. hey all came into the ha¥l, dehlin
solemunly one after the other, to find Mrs Harwood depoeicaﬁ
in her chair and awaiting them, almost as if tha whale
events of the evening had been s dream and she had never
left that spok. It was with a strange embarrassment, how-
ever, that they looked at eaeh other in the pale, clear light
ak they emerged from the doorway, alniost nga making new
scquaintances, as if they had never seen each other before,
Nobody certainly had seen Dolff in that new manifestation ;
nor was insey, she whose very existence had bean wrapt up
in that of Meredith, who had only lived to wateh him for
weeks paat, recognisable, It wad she who came out the
laat, but who made herself the tirat of the group. * There
may be a great many things to say,’ said Gnsay; ‘but not
%o-night. ~ We hava all had a great many agitations to-
night. My brother las been gunted. tor his life. My
mother has done a thing which, so far as we know, she
haan't been 'able to do for years. Mr Meredith has had a
bad illness, fur which it appears this uofortunate family is
responsible too. I only and my little eister *—she pansed
here with an effovt—' no; I will not pretend ; I have had
my l:u}};“e of the shoek, too. We'd better all separate for the
nigl

‘Gusay ' cried Mrs Harwoud, with a sharp tone of
appeal.

‘Guesy U’ cried Meredith, astonished, trying to take her
hand to draw her towards him,

* Gusay ! said Dolff, with a certain indignation.

' It is no nse,’ she said * to appeal to me, 1think T am the
one whu has been deceived all round, I thought I knew
everything, and 1've known nothing, Whatever may be the
meaning of it, [ for one am not able for any more to-night,
and none of the rest ought to be able for it. I don't know
whether I may have been deceived there, too, Ahout how
much jnvalide conld bear. Good-night, mamma, 1 advise
you to go to bed.”

Gussy waved her hand to the athers without a word, and
walked upatairs without turning her head. The sudden
Iailure of a perfect faith in all the wotld, such as ahe had
entertained without entering into complications for whinh
ber mind was not adapted, ia no siall matter. It is alarming
even for otherato see. They all atood huddled together for a
ruoment &3 if & rock or a tower had fallen before their eyes.
Theycounld searcely see each other for the dustand darkness it
made. All the other events of this startling night seemen
to fall intn the background. Gussy! who had been the
central prop of the honse, who had kept everybody topether,
done everything! When she thus threw op her armsa
they were all left in disniay and fell into an assemblage of
atoms, of units—no longer a uaited ﬁnrty ready to meet all
comeys, Moezeldith, perhaps, he who had been the most
eager, was the most discomhited of all. He had claimed
Gussy’s interest a9 his right for years. When she thus
withdrew, not even askiog if he were fatigned, speaking al-
moat 8a if she thought that fatigue & pretence, he wos so
bewildered that he could do nothing., Ananxions believerlike
this is accepted perhaps with too much faith and considerad
too inalienable & possession ; and when she fails the shock is
pmgortionnr.ely great,  Without Gossy to stand by hin, to
make bim believe himself a universal gongnerer, always in-
teresting, Meredith for the moment was like an idel thrown
from his pedestal. He was more astonished thau words
could may, He enid, hurriedly, * T think Guossy is right, as
she always is. Mrs Harwood, I will say good.-night.’

Mrs Harwoed waa altogether in a ditterent mind, The
petiod of reaction had not come with her as yet. She had

ot hersalf depoaited in her chair in time enough to save her
%mm any breaking down, And her spirit was full of excite.
ment, ‘I am ready,’ she said, with n panting hot breath
of mental commotion, * to explain—whatever it is necessar
to explui.n. Take ma back to my room, Dolff. It is cold
re

* Good-night,' said Meredith. ‘Y will not encroach upon
yon longer to-night.”

* Aw yon like,’ he said, *I warn you, however, that to-
morrow—— Dolff, take me back to my fire.’

Dolff was unsubdued like his mother. The reaction from
& long period of repression, and the sense of safety mfter
% great alarn, no doubt acted wpon his mind, though, so
far ws he was aware, he was moved by nothing save the
ogverwhelming discovery he had made, and bhis indignant
senss of wrong in finding such n secret retreat unsaspected
in his mother’s—in his own—honse. * We'll be better alone,’
he said in the etern tone which waa so new to him, puttin
his hand upon her chair; ‘but perhaps you eould walk 1
you tried,” he added, with rude sarcasm. He drove rather
than wheeled her before him into the deserted room, where
all was so0 brilliant and warm, the light blinking in the
bright brass and ateel, tha lamps ssrenely burning, every-
thing telling of the tranqnil life, unbreken by any but cheer.
ful jncidents, which had gone on there for 50 many years.

! Nuw, mother,’' naid Dolff, 'we have got to have it onts
Who ia that mao upstairs?

Julia had followed them unremarked, and remisined
behind her mother's chair. Dullf atoad befors them, in the
full firelight, very erect, loapired with indignation and that
senne of superiority which tnjory gives. [t had elevated
him altogether in tga scale of being. Hisown shortcomings
had fallen from hisconsciounaess,  He wan awars of nothin
but that be, Daolff, in reality the head of the family, ba

dessived and compromined,

. “though she way a little

* Mra Harwood took but little notice of her sou,  She took
ap her work which had besn thrown wpon the table and
turned it over in her fingers. * Liunsy was right,’ she aaid,
rasqae in her way of saying i
esm certainly noable to bear anything more to-night.
'llrrluppose. however, you can answer wmy guestion,” said

‘ Go to bed, boy," saaid his mother, *and don't worry me
‘We have two or three things to talk yver, you and I, which
are too inuch for to-night.'

‘I am not m Loy any longer,’ eried Dol ; * yoo have made
me a man.  Who is it you have boen liding for years ap-
staim ¥

She gave vent to a little fierce langh. * For niy pleasure,”
she said ; * for my amnsement, ss anybody may '

* Whather it is for your amusenient or not,’ said Dolff, <1
am of age, and I have a right to know who is living in my
house.'

*In your honse ' Her exssperation was growing,  * Den't
force me, Dolff, to go into other questions to-night.'

¢Whose house iw it ¥ he said. * There'sbeen no question,
because you bave kept everything in your hands; but if I
am te be driven to iy, and clam my rights——*

! Your righta! abe eried, agnin repeating hin words.
 ¥Waa it one of your rights to koock down & man like &
coward from behind? Tt appears this is what you think
1710“ may he permitted to o with impunity—to” have m,

onse searched in every corner and to destroy all that T.
have been doing for years, and to bring shame and disgrace
t(; [ h‘ﬁu that I Lave kept free of this, aliost at the risk
of my life."

'1 did not,’ eried Dolf, interrupting her eagerly. ‘I did
:gp éunleklhiu;‘L dowr}:l from {,ehmd. 1 ;ml ot. tirne I?

ink, et at him as passed.  Tt's a lie to
knocked bhim doxn from behind, i

*You did the same thing : yon took him unawares, And
you dare to question me! You killed a man at my door—
or meant to do it—and never breatlhed a word to warn us,
to keep us tron the disgrace——’

Dolff was wot clever enough to know what to say. Hin
enort of rage was not attended by any fores of bitter worda,
He only could repeat, with rage and incompetence, * At
your door ¥

. ‘ Peritaps,’ aaid Mis Harwood, half carried awsy by {um-
aion, hali infltenced by the dismay which she knew she had
it in her mind to call forth, ‘it wonld ba Letter, since you
are exact, to 84y at your father’s door,’

Dolff responded with a strange cry. He did not under.
stand i¢, but ho feit ali the same that a blow whicli stunned
him had been directed at him, and that the ground was cut
from beneath his feet.

‘ He has neither been tried, nor sentenced, nor saything
Emved ayainet him,’ cried Mrs Harwood, carried away now

y the heat of her own excitement, *All that has to be
gone through before he can be put aside. And at this
moment everything’s his—the roof thas covers you, the
money you have been spending. It §s no more your house
—your house!—than 1t is Juolia's, It is your father’s
hoyne,’

' My father is dead,’ said Dolff, who had ngain grown very
pale, the fush of passion dying out of his face.

‘Yes,' said Mrs Hsrwuod’: *and might have remained so,
had it not been for your cowardly foily and Vicars' infatun-
tion fut you, How was it the man had not the sanse tu 33
thab  fool like you would speil sll ¥

*You are dreaming, you are mad,’ said Dolff; 'you are
telling e another lie.’ But though he said this with
almost nuaiminished passion, the youag fellow's snperiority,
his erect pose, kie sense of being nble to cow and overwhelm
her, bad come to an end. He fell into his usual attitude,
his shoulders dropped and curved, his head hung down.
He conld fling & last itsnlt at his mother, but no more.
Axnd his own mind began to be filled with unfathemalle
dismay.

Julia had been very nncertain what ride to take. Her
mind went naturally witli her brother, who was niost near
herself, But a ntother is & mother after all.  You may feel
her to be in some wnygour natural enemy whea the niatter
is batween yourself and her ; but when another hand ptucks
at her it is different. A girl is not geing to let her mother
be insnlted, who after all means Ler own side, without inter-
posing,  Julia suddeniy Hew forth from behind her mother's
chair and Hang herself wpom Dolffs arm, seizing it and
shaking him violeatly. * E’uw dare you speak to her like
that ?" eried Ju, * you that can't do anything you try—not
aven kill Chatley Meredith when you have !ﬁw chance ! 1
should be ashamed to look anyons in the face, Go away,

o awny, and leave us quist, you that have done it all, thut

rought the police into tlie house, and yet did not hurt him
to speak of, you preat, useless, disappolnting Loy !

Dulif did not know how to sustain this nudrfén aasaalt,
He looked round stupidly at the sctive sssailant st his
shonlder with a little pang, even in his agitated and help-
less atate, to find that Juﬁs wnas no longer un hiseide, His
head waa going round and round, sl y in kis soul he had
entirely collapsed, althouph he still kept hisfest in ontward
appearance. And it wonld have been ditticult to end this
scene without an entire breakdown on one side or the ather,
bad not the pemsive little voice of the parlounumid becoma
audible at this moment over their heads, making them all
atart and draw back into themselves. 'If you plenss,
ma’am,’ said Priscilla, ‘for I can't find Miss Guesy, shall [
take ].\'(r Moeredith's tray to his room, or shall I bring it in
here ¥

1 thiok Mr Meredith 1s goiog to bed,' said Mrm Har-
wood 3 'he is & little tired. Take it into his room, Pris.
¢illa.  And Misa Gussy Las gone to bed : you may come
now and help me to pet joto my room, and then shiut op
everything. * It is lnter than T thoupht,’

*Yes, ma'am,’ said Priwcilla, in those quiet tones of the
commonplace which calm down every excitemant.  Priscilla
indesd was herse!f bursting with curicsity and eagerness to
find out what had happened. The long.shut-up dnor stood
ajar, and every maid in the house had nirealy come mJ»ee]-
into the dark passage and wuonder what it led to, and the
keenest excitement hilled the houss. Hut a parlournaid
has aa high & atandard of dnty aa anyone, were it an arch-
Lishop. 1t was mgainat the unwritten houseliold law to
ahow any sach commation.  She tonk hold of the handle of
her mistresss chair aa ahs dild on the millest of dumentic
evenings, and drew her very stendily nod gently awsy.
The only 1evelation she mada of knowing anything wna in
the moggestion that a little gruel with & glass of wine in it
wotld s proper thing for M Harwood to take. * Yon
may bring e the glass of wine without the gruel,’ Mm
Harwood was heanl saying as the sound of her wheoln



