
(From the Aye Maria.)
(Conclusion).

11.
When Mark returned from his walk he found that thehouse had
been locked for thenight. Early hours werethe rule at Tresaallen
Hall;and the old butler who saw to the fasteningsof the doors
and windows had probably thought that Mark was in his own
room.

When a boy Mark had often found ameansof admittinghim-
self into into the house from the rums; and, after a moment's
reflection,he sought a Bmall door that ledinio thehabitablepart o£
themansion, and tried to open it by pressing a secret spring. The
door didnot yield tohis touch.

'My grandmother has possibly had it securely fastened,' said
Mark. 'There'snothing todobutring them up.'

He wasabout to seek the front door again when afaintsound
made him pause anddraw back intothe shadow. Thenextmoment
the cloaked'figure hehadseen the previousnight enteredthe ruins
andpassedby him so closely thathe might have touched theheavy
cloak by which thefigurewas shrouded. The formpassedon toward
one of the walls and vanished.

Markstood transfixedforsomeseconds;buthis reasontoldhim
it wasnoghostly figure he had seen, and he walked to the place
whereit had disappeared.'

Ishall have a look at theplace to-morrow,' hesaid tohimself.
TressallenHall stood at a short distance from the sea, and Mark
recalled many of the strange stories of smugglers and theirdoings
thathehadloved tolisten to whenaboy.

A vigorousknock brought the old butler to thedoor,andMark
entered the house with a smiling protest against the earlyhours
kept at the Hall. The next morning he took an opportunity of
examining the spot where the figure had vanishedon theprevious
night. The enclosure in which he stood had evidently been the
great hall of theancient building, and wasflagged by large, square
stones. The grass wasgrowing luxuriantly through the interstices
between them,but Mark noticed thatnone grewaroundthe one on
whichhe stood. He was also certain that a stamp of his foot pro-
duced but ahollow sound;yetall his efforts tomove the flag were
fruitless for a considerable time. Finally,a vigorous push on one
side caused the stone tomove inward,and Markhadamomentary
glimpse of a flightof steps before the stonereturnedto its position.
He gavean exclamationand lookedroundhim.

'lam on thebrink of a discovery1' he said aloud.
'Iwish I

had someoneIcould trust to inquire with me into this. Frank
Carlyon is the manI' hecried, as the thought struck him.

It did not take Mark long tofind Father Carlyon'snephew.
He was spending a holiday with the priest, and listened toMark's
story withundisguised wonder.'

Wait 1' he said, as Mark was turning hastily away. 'We had
better geta lantern;andImay as well take one from here,as you
don't wish tomake a fuss at the Hall.'

The two young men were soon standing onthe stepsbeneath
the stone. Frank Carlyon was the cooler of the two, and it was he
who suggested a meansof keeping the stone in a perpendicular
position.'

We may as well leaveourselves a mode of exit,'he said ;
'
and

now for our adventures. We may,perchance, find a treasure-trove.
Didany of your ancestors store jewels or gold away."

Mark made a negativereply. They were decendinga narrow,
tortuous flight of steps, and the light from above soon became
dimmed. Suddenly Mark, who was in front,paused.

1Did you hear anything ?' he asked.
'What? 1'
A moan.'

'Oh, nonsense! The twilight gloom is making you nervous,'
Carlyon replied, witha laugh.

'No indeed. Hark! There is the noise again. Didn't you
hear it?'

This time the sound was audible toCarlyon, and he stoppedfor
a second and litthe lantern inhis hand.

'We may as well have a full view of whatever we have to
encounter,' he said,cheerfully.

The object that met their sight when they descended a half
dozen steps farther was by no means alarming. A man, whose con-
tinual moans testified to thepain hewas enduring, lay inahuddled-
upheap in the dungeon. Mark bent over him.

'Itis GriffithDunstable!' hecried.'Griffith, iB it V Carlyon said. 'What unholy task has he been
engaged in?'

Mark did not reply. Griffith Dunstable was a well-known
character in the neighbourhood. What his means of living were
was a problem. He was variously accused of being a smuggler, a
coiner, and aburglar on a small scale. What wasknown was that
he lived well without any apparent employment ;that hia blow

tfsas ready and his tongue bitter. It wasalso understood that his
parents hadbeen Catholics, thoughhehimself professednoreligious

belief. Father Carlyon had visited him on several occasions, and
hadbeenmet witha demeanour sufficiently repellent to leavehim
doubtfulof Griffith's belief in his ministry.'

Are you hurt?' Mark inquired.
The manmuttered someincoherent words inreply.
1What are we to do with him ?' he questioned, turning to

Carlyon. We could scarcely carry him upthe steps.''No,'repliedCarlyon.
'
Butsee!he is trying tosay something.

The injuredman was makingefforts tospeak,and Carlyon bent
hisheadand tried todistinguish the mutteredwords.

'Ifancy he is Baying thereis anotherway,' he remarked, with
a glance round the chamber in which they were. It waseasy to
guess, from the casks andboxes lying about, thatithadbeen used
as a storehousefor smuggled goods.'Yes,' saidMark;

'
but where V'

We'll Bee,' repliedCarlyon.
The young man made the roundof the chamber, andbehind a

pile of old lumber an opening was revealed that led to a wide
passage."

Here's the way,Idon't doubt,' hesaid. 'However,I'llpush
onmyself for abitandsee whereitleads to.''

Itwasa considerable time beforehe returned— or so it seemed
toMark, ashe listened toGriffith'smoans.

1The passage leadson to therocks by thesea,'Carlyonexplained
when he re-enteredthe chamber. 'Ididnot go the whole way,but
I'm sureit doe3. Hadn't we bettermake a stretcher andcarry the
poor fellow out?'

Mark assented;and anoaken boardthat seemed tohaveserved
as a table wasimprovisedas astretcher,on whichGriffith was laid.
It was a work of great difficulty to carry him along the rough
passage;but oncehe felt the breathof the fresh morning air, he
reviveda little. A sidegate gaveadmittance to the grounds of the
mansion, andsoon the sufferingman was establishedina comfor-
tablebedin theHall,withthedispensary doctor standing byhis side.'

Recover !' themedical man said in reply toMark's question.'
Idoubtit. His termof life is almost spent. He has evidently

fallen from a considerable height, and is injured internally. Be-
sides, heis suffering fromheart disease.'

4 Send— sendfor—' Griffith paused. He hadheard the doctor's
words.'

For whom V the doctor asked.'For thepriest,' themanat lengthsaid;and Frank Carlyon,
whohadremainedwithMark, wentoff without furtherbidding for
his nncle.

When Father Carlyon arrived Griffith Dunstable waspropped
upinbed. A powerfulstimulanthadgivenhima fictitiousstrength,
and he wai able to speakclearly anddistinctly when thepriesttook
achairby his bedside.'You wishme tohearyourconfession,myson V thepriestasked.

Griffith nodded toward the doctor.
IHe says lam dying,

—
Ifell down the steps.''Yes,' thepriestsaid,gently."

AndIwant you to make me ready fordeath,' Griffith wenton,
fearfully ;and the otheroccupants withdrew,leaving thepriestand
the penitentalone.

A half hour elapsed before Father Carlyon opened the door.
Mark, Frank, and the doctor were at the farther end of the long
corridor. The priest wentup to Mark.

1Bring Mrs. Tressallen to the room whereGriffith is, and tell
her hehas a strange disclosure to make. She knows heis hurt,
does shenot ?'

Mark answered in the affirmative.
'Bring her immediately. 'Doctor, you will take down the

man's statement,' thepriest said.
In a few minutes Mrs. Tressallen (who looked verynervous),

Mark, Frank,and the doctor wereseatednear thebed whereGriffith
Dunatable lay. The ghastly hueof death was on the man's face,
andhis breathcamein thick, short gaeps. The priesthad takenup
his position on the opposite side of thebed.'Now,Griffith,' he said encouragingly. At thedoctor's signal,
he held a glass near to themouth of the dying man.'

Iwish to state thatIam theperson whocaused Mr.Tressallen's
death,' said Griffith, slowly.

Mrs. Tressallensprang toher feet witha horrified cry. Frank
Carlyon laidhis handon her arm.'Pray sit down. He has little time to tell his story,' he said
gently. And, with aneffort, the lady obeyed him.

llt wasby accident that we
—
Idon't say who was joined with

me. mind!
—

found out the passage that led from the sea to the
vaultunder theruins. Itservedus well; for noone would expect
to find smuggled goods at Treaaallen Hall. Well, Mr. Tressallen
saw me (asIunderstand his sonhas seenme) descending from the
ruins. He wasa boldman, and he dashed after me andseized me
on the stone steps. Iwasthe stronger manand Ithrew him off
and he fell.'

Griffith,pausedtoregain his breath.
'He was dead when Iwent to him,' he continued,

— '
dead1

AndIandothers removed thebody to a smaller vaulton the oppo-
site side cf the passage, and buried it. You will find it there.
There is an ironboxin that roomalso. Mr. Tressallen's watch and
papers are init.'

The doctor had written down the dying man's words, and he
read them over when he ceased to speok. It waswith some diffi-
culty Griffith Dunstable signed his name for the last time;the

1necessarysignatures of the witnesses present were also affixed to
the sheet of paper;and then Mrs. Tressallen, whoseagitation was
extreme,rose to go.'Does she forgiveme ?' the dyingman said to Father Carlyon.'
Idon't thinkIreallymeant tokill her son.1

The priestlooked toward the lady with an unspokenentreaty;
and,after a naturalhesitation, sheapproached thebed and laidher
tremblinghandon the dying man's.'Ido forgive you,andIearnestlypray thatGod may be merci-
ful to you!' she said brokenly, then hurried away.

* * »
A fortnight after Griffith Dunstable's burial,Mrs. Tressallen

and her grandson were guests in the villa where mostof Beatrix
Penruddock's life hadbeen spent.

Therehadcomeareply toa letter Mark dispatchedtoBeatrixon
the day when her father's name had been freed from all suspicion.
Beatrix invited Mrs. Tressallen and himself to their Southern home.
Mr. Penruddock had returned from his wanderings when they
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