ment jn that direction from Mrs Julia
Pridge Under her wympathetic question-
ing he even told the story of his love for
Olive Wilmore—a poor pitiful atory, that
was never to come to any proper com-
clusion, so far as he was concerned. And
gradually he caie to tell her of the re-
marh Mrs Farley had made concerning
the trecing of her hushand to the hotise
af the Carvells. and of bis dls.lppearance
thereafter.

“You see, Aunt.” he went on, “l can't
get out of my wmind the remembrance of
that unfortunate tramp, who, acrording
to my brother, was burnt in my bed. 1've
tied to think it dogsn’t concern me;
that the man lies there coverel up wita
tie €arth- from which he sprung. and
bearing my e But all sorts of ideas
keep crepp up in my wind: 1 seem
to xee. mat thiz tramp alone, Lut the
husband. of Mrs Farley going to the
house, and disappearing, too, I know
it's absurd, bt £ cant think that Ste-
phen hid away a complete stranger like
that for nothing except to protect me.
T don't want to be uncharituble or un-
vapathom‘. hut it’s not like Stephen,

Mrs Julia Pride paced about the room
for a2 few moments, studying the pattern
of the carpet very carefulfy. and evi-
dently thinking deeply. At last she
looked up at Dick, amd spoke in her
quirk, clear, concise fashion,

“There is a myatery, I)uk—aml I al-
ways knew there was one,” she aaid.
“Whether you stole the money and spent
it or not, I don't know; but it is re-
markable that your frank account of
what you stole and Stephen A account of
what waz lost do mot ‘ecoincide.  More-
over, I found this Mrs Farley having an
nltermtmn with ¥our brollwr-—tellmw
him that she did not trust him.  She
sdmitted then that she had traced pome-
one to that house, nnd had lost him; and,
in donversation with her on our journey
here, 1 discovered that a note, left bhe-
hind by her husband. suggested that he
would reaek Market Rimstone on the
wory night of the fire. Curious, tu BAy
the least of it, eh?’

*Very”
she got that note; “m.lld it tell us u.ny-
thing

~Leave it to me, chk Til see what
can bes done” agid Mra Pnde. with &
nod. “At all eventa, for the present you
shatl remain plin Richard Smith, my
boy: it we can eall you from tlhe grave
ir a clean, whole some fushion, we will;
if not. yon shall remain thera, ‘Trust to
me, Dick; I'll do my best in any case.
Il eome down to your ludgings pre-
sently, and tell you if I have disvovered
anything.”

Mrs Julia Pride set to work cauti-
otisly. Her guest mule her appearance
in dur course, and somewlat nervously
and hesitaiingly seated herself at the
table, and bLegan ler breakfast. Mrs
Pride, linving already finished. stood im
& manly attitude with her back to the
fire, nd talked with apparent, careless:
hesa to her guest.

Gradually ahe got from her. by delleah
questlonmg, some acvount of herseli and
of their atruyyglea after &
bright beginning; df their meeting with
Htephen Carvell, and of his plnullse to
make their Foriunes for them in 2 very
#htiorl apaee of time. After that, it was
the old story of the one side . paying
everything, in blind confidence, and the
other side returning nothing hut apeci-
©us promisea; of debta and difficulties
looming over them; of the home of which

said Dick in a low voice. “Haa’
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they had been so proud melting away
before their eyes. The otory ended with
an account of their lives in a sordid
London ladging, with the man striving
hard to esrn something-fhat nhouhl-.p\e
them bread at least.

“Then one day, Mrs Pride, as 1 hl\‘\a
told you, he dluppﬂrﬂl He weat out
quite casually ome morning, as be had
gone so often. to look for work; and he
hever came back. [ waited aml watchea
and longed; Lut I aaw nothing of him,
And then, some time later, quite unex-
peetedly, T found he had left a littls
not» for me, which 1 had overlooked.”

“Have you that note® asked Mrs
Pride quickly, s
1 foumd it only last might” said

Esther Farley, with the tears ecoming
into her eves. It was the last thing
lie ever wrote me, and I was afraid 1
had loat it, or left it behind me in Lone
don. lustead of that, I found that in
my hurry in leaving town 1 bad thrust
it away in my pou.ket. among some adid
things, Hera it ia! She held out a
crumpled serap of paper to Mrs Julin
Pride as she spoke.

“Written in a hurry, and on H’Ie first
piece of paper he could catch up,” was
Mrs Pride's comment, as she looked at
it. “You won't minl wmy reading it, my
dear. will yout”

¥asther Farley waved & hand towards
it, and Julia Pride, with a nod, read it
ovet softly to hoerself.

3y darling wite,

- “f am deing the only thing pos-
gible—the last lhmg that is left for me
to do. 1 am guing to make an appeal
to the man who has Leen the cause
of all our troubles and disasters. 1
mean to see him face to face if 1 cang
1 will wring something out of him, even
if L eaw't melt his heart by the tale
of our sufferings. L can't believe les
s0 had, but that he will give we some
t(mporary help. I go fo-day to find
Stephen Carvell, at Market Rm]ﬂtom\,
I will not leave him until 1 can get
something from him. T am desperate,
and he shall krow it; 1 have every-
thing to gain, and nothing to lose
This is for your comfort. in case you

. should feel too anxious about me, When

I returh, it shall be with good news:
in _any rase T shall tome straight baek
1o you w'hale\er the Te:ult of my jur-
ney,

“Yours in. love aud lifem

“James Farlnv -

b ln any case 1 s!m]l come sira ight
back to you, whatever the result of my
journey, ™ said Mrs Julia Pride =1m\.]v
to herself. ™That™ conclusive, at any
vate; and yet you have never seem him
again~eht" .

“Xever,” said FEsther Farley. shaking
her head. “lt i3 almost as though Mr
Carvell's house had swallewed him up
completely.”

Mrs Julia Pride decided that ie “cmlrl
be well to ‘say nothing regarding her
sugpicions; in any ease, if there was
any truth in them, no good purpose
wonld ba served by reusing this alveady
distracted woman, and setting ler npon
the track of Stephen Carvell. Dick had
to be thonglht of, and Dick's intevesta;
and Mrs Pride determined that for the
present at least she would play a lene
hand, withont even consulting the man
most intereated in the business.
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“It wants a woman for this,” deciarea
Alrs Pride to herself. “A weman with
tuet, and judgwent; s woman with no
interest in the case, except to see that

- juatice is dune, any that lhat saintly

Stephen Carvell is pulled down from the
goodly place he occupies. It's no use
going to Dick; he's too headstrong. ton
impulsive; it's no use going to Stephen,
because hiz pulicy will be to deny svery-
thing, and leave me to prove everyvihing
—which I ean’t. 1€ 1 could cnly get
Idick 1o return and face the musie; |
don't believe that his father would ever
prosecute him at all, and we might
then find out who is really buriel in
Dick's place. 1 should jast luve to bring
Dick in suddenly—spring him upon them
all, a3 it were, and atir that sleepy ol
Market Rimatone to its depths.  But it
won't do; T must ind someone else with
ntore peraiasive powers than T possess.”

Mra Julia Pride, being of n naturally
agmpathetic temperament, decided that
1here was but one person whe conld have
had any real infinence with Dick, and
that person was Miss Olive Wilmore,

Quite impossible, of course, to mention °

such & project to Dick, becanse that ex-
citable young man would in all prob-
ability take the earliest opportunity of
making his escape, and of becoming lost

1"

again to everybody he knew, M Pride
had to act, and tu act quickly; she Je-
vided to go back 10 Market Rimsions
that very day.

Bzhold ber, then, marching in a de-
ternined fashion into that tuwn, where-
in the name of Carvell was & power; be-
hold her deciding st the last moment
to serk Stephen Caprell, and to see It
by chance she could not manage to sir-
prise ‘him jute something ol a conles-
sion. She went to ler Lrother's house,
und demwanded 1o see Stephen at once.

o Tuff. who had admilted her, sha
said tothing: she simply put a finger on
her lips to vommand silence. Siephen
Carvell canie to her within & moment
or (wo, plancing at her somenhat anx-
inugly ent of b narrow tyes,

“My dear Aunt, 1 did not hope 1o sce
you again® be said, “Are you still on
the wame quest regarding poor Diek ™

“Not exaetly,” said Mrs Pride coolly.
“Things have changed sinee 1 saw you,
Ntephen; Uve wewa for you. Prepave Lo
receive A shock; I've found Dick—alirve.,”

For & moent the man was obvicusly
sturtled; then. recovering himszelf, ha
alrugged his shoulders, and ahook hia
head, pityingly. “My dear Aunt” he
aaid with a faint samile, “I'm afraid your
zeal in regard te poor Pick has upsed
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