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bis mind after this conversation. Apart

_returned Tulloch, ‘especially as
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CHAPTER XV.— VAIN DISQUIET.
Travers had some difliculty in making up

from his dread of leaving Carey to drilt
about the great London ocean, without a
ilot, his inclination was to go to Africa,

e hid strong beliet in the tuture of the
Dark Contin:nt. Moreover, he knew Lis
chances there would be excellent. S'ill, his
deep «chment to Kate, made him
hesitaté Could be telieve that Carey’s
poeition in Wincks' cflice was safe, even
jor a couple of yeers, he would bave
ventared.

In this uncertainty, gccident, as it some-
times seems {o do, s:ttled the question for
him.

Two or three days after the garden
party, Lord Balmuir asked Travers to run
down to Torquay with Lim for a week, as
ke wisted to tes his sister, who was in
delicate health. and also to get a rest, for
the sessicn, now Crawiug to a close, had
been a trying one.

Travers therefoze wrote to decline his |
ivitation, he bad received from Sir Edward |
Vance, the presiding genius of ths ex-
peadition so often referred to, and ac-
comparied his patron. Tue day following,
he met Sir dwerd face tc face, as he was
stro'ling alcng the sea'ront. They | sined |
forces and k-lriu!o rather confidential talk,
remarking on the curious accident of their |
meeting, acd the fact that it was Travers’ |
refus)] of his invitation which set Sir|

Edward free to visit bis favorite haunt. :

BY MRS. ALEXANDER

‘It was certainly unwise,’ putin Travers.

‘Ay! You eee it in the sam: ligkt. S>
I ma’e up my mind to rcnounce them all;
and, take my advice, you do the same
tking.

‘Untortunately, you see, I hive not
your strergth of character returned
Travers, with an air of conviction.

‘Perhaps not. Butfew men have. Now
what troubles me, and what you, can help
me inis that without any coaceit or ron-
sense, | am afraid that Kate his grown
fond of me, and rather expacted I would
propose for h:r. Woman are so unreason-
able, so averse, to take a common sense
view of things.’

‘Ha! This is a complication’
lated Travers solemnly.

“Yes, isa't it ?’ cried Tuiloch. ‘Bat you,
who bave so citen seen us togsther must
have observed the favour the poor girl al-
ways stowed me. Goodness knows 1
could have loved her.well, if it badn’t been
for that insane imprulence ahout that old
French woman.' Here he filled another
consolatory bumper. ‘But it stands to
reason, a girl who could act in that way is
quite uofit to be th2 wite of of a tteady,
bard-working, business men. All the
sgame, | can’t bear theidea ot wounding
her; in fact, I feel too much for other
people, and you would do me th: greatest
favour if—if you would's mind breaking
the news to her. I don't think old Carey
will give me any trouble. He is too heed-
l2ss and barum-scarum to—’

‘But Tulloch you ought not to make

€jacu-

‘I,t looks_li‘ke fate, eb ?’phle eaid. ‘:N lz ' ducks snd drakes of my fellings either.
<01’ you lis'en to reasen? I am going 10 40y the trial jt will be to witness her
meet C—-—,and one or two other men con- | desnair,”

f"“ .

nected with our schemz at Soutbampion,
the week after next, come along and hear
all we have to say. Whyshould you waste
your life in the stagnition of a private sec-
retaryahig. Hey? Youcan only scrape
along. You wiil never have a chance of
making a pile. Of courte, you bave op-
portumties for picking up an heiress, but
that's a beggariy style of thing after “all.
Throw in your lot with us, and you'll have
first pick in a grand new country, and be
governor of it, perbaps, one of these days.’

Travers contessed it was a tempting
scheme—and finally sgrced to meet Sic
Edward as suggested, by the keen old finan-
cier. Then hs talked to Lord Balfour,
who confes:ed himself incapable of offering
a round opinion, as he was most reluctant
to part with his secretary.

‘You must not mind me, however,” he
added. ‘I am prejudiced; you must b
guided by what you thiok will be best for
yourself.’

So Travers fund himselt coantempiatirg
es a jossibility what ten days ago seemed
out ot the question.

Among tie lett<rs which awaited his re-
turn to town was a briet note from Tulloch.
“D.ar Travers,—If ycu can spare a couple
ot hours from your grandee friends, com?
and din2 with me st my diggings on Tues-
day at seven-thirty. I want your help and
advicz. Try and come.” This way dated
the previous Saturday, Travers lock:d
through a crowd of cards which were all
for evening parties, and then telegrapied
his acceptance.

Tu'loch wis located in one of the small-
-er s'rcets nesr Westbourne Terrace, i1 an
expensive and comfortable lodging.

e received Travers with eflusion, press-
ing him to eat and to drink with hearty
hospitali‘y, taking rath>r nomsily of politics
and city manners, while the tervant was
coming in and out, bu® evidently weighted
wit.l; some personal difficulty to be discuss-
ed in private over the ‘wine and walnu's.’

“Why, Travers, you neither eat nor
drink !"he exclaimed, when tkey were alone.
“I'ry the port. It's rather a choice wine, I
Alatter myself.’

1 hank you, I rarely touch port. Your
claret is excellent. I don't often drink
anything else.”

‘Well, I'll take my own prescriptions,’
want
sometbing to fortity me," he added, with an
uneasy‘lw zh.

“In  £irape P’ asked Travers

‘No, no. Thank God I never was in a
scrape yet; only in a little difli:ulty, more
a ma't r of fecling, you know, thaun reality.
Of course it is my own fiult. I am too
impulsive. In short—a——" he paused.

‘Well?* said Travers, setting down his
glass.

“The fact is I wasa little over:ome by
my feelings, and—and th2 first-rate style
of everything at the DBall—and—you’ll
grant it was a great temptation, for sh2's
a du ed bandsome girl and dressed— by
Jove, her turn-out was splendid! So I
ju;;‘ed her to marry me, and, rather to
my ¢u prise, ske faid yes " Therc was ex-
u'tation in Tulloch’s tone as he eaid this,
and he bastily swallowed a glass of port
and bogen with renewed ccu age.

«Of course I am greatly gratified, fcr I
could not do better, and ber money will
smooth my road pratty considerably; but,
you re2, I am not quite comforiable about
—about Kate—Kats Carey.” The murder
was cut, and & lodk of rehef stole over
Jamie’s feafu es.

¢‘Indeed !’ returned Travirs, with much
gravity. ‘Have you been so imprudent s
to give her encouragem:nt ¥’

‘Don’ t speak in that way, Travers. I
have the greatest respoct for my kine-
woman ; indeed, I was corsiderably taken
up with Ler, snd if she tal hal evena
trifla of money, 1t even har father and
sister had had snything b:yond their wits
to Jive upon, I would hava followed the in-
clinst'on of my heert, and warried her.
But it wouldn't do, Travers—it really
would not do, esp:cially since I saw th>
height of folly of which they sre capable.
When I found they were absolately going
to take that desigaing old French woman
to live wizh them, and at free quarters, by
George! I saw it was time to shove ofl.
I said to myselt: This will never do;

‘I know, 1 know, and I don't like to
think of it, but—by George! Travers.I
believe you are laughing. I sm afraid you
are rather a h:arltess fellow; you are a
regalir worlding. I cannot be so callous.

' Still you might co tbis for me. Iam sure

Kate has a sisterly regard for you, ard a
confidence in you wkich would make the
job easier to you than to anyone else, and
you might do s> much for me.’

‘I am not going to 1efuse, Tulloch, and
I'll do it all the more reidily because I
don’t think Kate will treek her heart
about you.’ *

‘Oh!you don’t, don't you? Well, I am
sure I hope t¢he won't. I trast in beaven
she don’t cae a straw about me! But—’
he sbook his head tragically, ‘Ah!ifl
hidn't a sense of what 1s due to myselt—
that is, conscience, 1 never could have
ecled as I hive done. What eyes she bas!
What a velvet soft white skin!” And Tul-
loch went on to enume ate the charms he
bad the resolution to renounce in favour of
Memwon till Travers longed to throwa
decanter at his kead.

“That will do,” he excliimed, somewhat
savagely. 2,

“You have put your hand to the plough.
There is no usz in looking back. How-
ever, | am going oat to Notting Hill in a
day or two, and I shall kreak this teridle
intelligence as tenderly as I can. Mean-
time 1 have oze or two places to go to,
¢ni must w1 h you goad night.’

*What! going already! Why, this i3
treating a fellow shabbily. When can you
din: with me ? [ promised ‘Pen’ to take
you up one evening and present you.’

‘Who is ‘Pen'?

‘Miss Golding.’

‘No, Tulloch, not yet ! That would be
too much for my feelings—to see poor,
dear, deserted Kate's successful rival I’

‘I’.s all deuced unpleasant,” said Tul-
loch, seriously.

‘You see the resul's of too strong a
power of fasciaation.’

‘A tellow can never b2 sure if you are
chafling or not,’ exclaimed Tulloch

Travers laughed, lit a fresh cigar, and
departed.

Thz rest of the wezk was rather crowded
with work and engagements, which included
the wedding of Mrs. Hume, a' which Trav-
ers and the lady's sister and brother-in-law
were the oaly guests. It was not thare-
lore till the following Sunday, in the alter-
noon, that Travers was able to present
himse't at Ozkeley Villa.

Alicia had her bonnet on, and was just
about to start for her Sunday school. Kate
was reading, and Mr. Carey had a Sunday
paper in his hand.

‘Well, Mr. Travers " ke exclaimed good
bumouredly. *You are quite a stranger.
What has become of you?’

Travers explained, and cordial grestings
were exchanged, while -he noticed that
dusky thidows below her eyes gave a fresh
pensive charm to her face, though ber
eyes lit up as he turned from her father to
h raelf.

‘It's a delightful day after the damp and
drizzle of last week,” exclaimed Travers,
when Alicia bhad depwmt:d, ‘‘Suppose,
Mr. Carey, we chartered a bansom—we
are all three slim,—and drive down to
Kew Gardens. It is lovely and shady
tkere.’

‘Not I. I've come to that period of life
where tke greatest pleasure in life is rest
and peace. I'm going to read myself to
s'e2p wiith this paper, please God. Kate,
my heart, if you'd like to go, go, and I'll
have supper all rcady for you when you
come back.’

‘Yes, do come, Kite. Ihave atremend-
ous piece of naws to tell you. No, it
do2sn’t concarn you or me,' seeing a look
of expectancy steal into her eyes.

“Then I am sure I know your news al-
ready,’ she cried, clapping her hen1s softly
together. ‘It is that Jamie Tulloch is go-
ing to marry Miss Golding ?’

‘How do you know?' asked Traaers in
great surprise.

‘Because the bride-elect was here yes-
terday, and told the whole tale with man
particulars. Really, Jamie is in great luci
for Miss Golding is a mnic2 kind-heartsd
girl, and it she does believe in the power of
wealth, why, she will be all the more

you'd only put a mill s‘oae round your
ne:k, James my toy.’

sympathy with her future busband.’

‘Yes, there willbe a delignthl unanimity
of feeling on that pciat. Dut, let us be
going.’

«1'am afraid it is rather late. We hive
our supper about seven, you know, and

‘Oh! nonsense; we have three hours,
and we haven't bad an ‘ouling’ for ages.
Not since the moonlight garden party. Oh,
that was deligh'fal !’

The color came slowly to Kate's face;
and she looked away to the window.

‘I was going to siy, when f'on inter-
rupted me so rudely, thet I could not go
out. I promised Madame la Rose to
wait here, in case a French gentleman
should call. She 18 in hopes of an engage-
ment to teach h's son Englisb in the even-
ing. She is only engaged for the morning
hours now, Sie has gore to try and see
him now, but he may callhere; so I am
on guard, you see.’

This was said lightly; yet Travers’s
keen ear detected an undertone of em-
barrassment; and he thought, *She does
not like tote alone with me. I must not
press her.’

*You should not commis yourself in this
way, Kste. It is a pity to los2 so fine a
day, and now you will be obliged to enter-
tain me &ll the afternoon—no light task,
but I am not going to mike room for the
Freachman.’

‘Faith, it's easy to forget how time goes,
with a pleisint’ fellow like yourselt,’ said
Carey, from his armchair. ‘You sit down,
and tell us poor outeiders some of the
latest political gossip, and any other you
like.’

Kate drew a low wicker chair to the open
window. The sun had gone away east-
ward, and the sweet soft air came in from
the grassy wilderne s below. Travers
opened his budget, repzating miny canards
and rome fairly true reporis; finally, after
a pause, he resumed, ‘1 fancy after all I
am fated to go to Africa.’

‘Bless my soul, Travers, you don’t ay
"

‘Yes, I thought I had finished the matter
when I refused Sir Edward Vances's in-
vitation to visit him ; but to my surprise,
when I thought he was in Yorkshire, he
was the first p2rson I ran up againstin
Torquay. We had a long palaver, and |
bave p-omis:d to meet bim and some of
the directors. The expedition is in the
tands of a towds of direetoy; pow at
Southampton.’ And Travers proceedel to
recapitulate some of Sir Edward’s argu-
ments. Carey listenad with profound in-
terest, putting many questions.

‘It promises well,’ he exclaimed at
length. ‘I wish I were a young fellow ;
begad, I'd like nothing better than to go
with you, Travers, my boy.’

‘And a capital comrade you would make,
sir. Your spirit and humor would keep
the camp alive.’

‘It will be rather danzerous—the explor-
a‘ion part, I mean,’ said Kate, breaking
silence for the first time.

‘Not more than any hunting expediticn
usually is. Ths2 natives are not such fizht-
ing men as those ot others paris; ab least
so we are assured, anlI bzlisveit, f ]
have hunted over some o! the country ; that
is one reason why they want me to join
them.’

‘Here—here’s half a column, no a col-
umn and a half, faith, all about the ‘Ex-
epeditionto the southeastern country borde
riog the Zymbesi,’ cried Carey, who had-
been scanning tke paper. ‘Read it to me,
will you, like a good fellow; my eyes are
rather dim today.’

Ard Travers read aloud, rath:r slowly
and monotously Kate thought. His vo'ce
dropped lower, and preszntly he stopped.

Carey ¢lept sound and peacelully.
Travers rose softly, and brought his chair
close to where Kate sat partly thzltered by

th2 window curtain.

Both were silent for some minut3s.
Tken Travers said in a low tone, “‘You
see I have taken your advice.’

‘Is it not accident ra her than any advic2
that has actuated you, Dick ?’

He thought her voice was not quite
steady, and a¢monished hims:If ‘not to be
a fool.’

¢«*Accident had a good deal to do with it
certainly, but had not your words still
sounded in my ears, backing up ac:ident,

I might have again refused Sir Edward,
and tbat would have been final.’

] am so glad you did not refuse. You
will be glad, too, some day, I am sure.”

I am anything but glad today. I-—I
am awfully down at the prospect of leaving
you—-you all, I mean. 1 have grown ac-
customed to look to you for the only bit of
Lome life I have ever known.”

It is a very poor little bit,” said Kate,
gently.

“A very sweet littlz Dbt, only not
balf ensugh t) satisfy my appe'itz for its
sweetness. You'll miss me? I am con-
ceited enough to believe that, and will not
even have Jamie Tulloch to supply my
place !’ _

Kate laughed low and s>ft. ¢No, but
we intend to be greit friends with Mrs.
Jamie, it she will only curb her pa‘ronising
propensities a little. Miss you Dick! i
should think we shall. But you must write
to us and te'l us you adventures. Your
latters will be most exciting. 1L is very
wise of you to make up your mind and go.
I am quite pleaszd with you.”

“] am not gome yet,” he returned,
moodily. *I must know a little more be-
fore 1 have a small certainty for a big uc-
certainty.”

“But would not Lord Balmuir promise
to take you back if—"

]t I do not make a real success of this
business, Kate, I wi!l never retura.”

«Never retura, Dick!’ she exclaimed.
«That is a rash resolution.”

«Nevertheless it is mine. If I join
Garston, I shall adopt Africa either as
somebody or nobody !’

“Do you mean to say we are never to
see you again "

«Not exactly. If I make money, if I
gaia & good postion, I shall revisit London
now and then. It not, well, 1 shall go
under, and you still alvise me to risk it!”

There was a slight pause, then Kate said
very quietly and firmly, ‘I do. You ought
to be something more than a private sacre-
tary. If you were quite independent in
money m:ters, it would be different. You
might go into Parliament, and be, oh ! any-
thing. As it is, why itis high time to be-
gin to make a fortune, or a reputat'on.’

sAnd if I return, I ¢hall find you the
wife of some citiz:n of credit and renown.
Wkhat a worldly-wise little woman you have
grown!

] must be worldly-wise. So depend
uponit, Dick, only a citizen of ‘credit’
shall have the honour of an alliance with
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this broken-down family. Do not trouble
about us. 1 unc{ we shall tloat, and if
you care to hear I sba'l keep you informed
ot our upward and onward progrese. Be-
lieve me -—’

Travers listened eagerly for what was to
follow, but at that interesting moment
Madame la Rose walked in, and Mr. Carey
roused up.

Madame looked bright and elated. She
had been fortunate. She had met *“Mon-
sieur” jast as he was leaving his house, but
such a pretty hous2, on Campden Hill.
They hed bad a long conference, and finally
agreed for a lesion every evening at
seven—not & very convement hour. But
what would you ! pzople earnestly seeking
could not choose, etc., etc., ete.,

Mr. Carey, thorouzhyy roused up, listen-
ed to these details with much iaterest, and
Travers, though politely attentive, devout-
ly wished the sp-aker at the bottom of any
sea. Rad or Black, be‘ore sh2camein to
arrest Kate's words.

It was no use staying on when he hadn’t
a chance of speaking alone with his cousin:
so after describing Mrs. Hume's wedding
and talking a Jittle on various subjects ke
took leave, pleading an engagemant of
some importane2 as his excuse for mof
staying to supper.

Travers thought much and deeply of this
interview as he sped seawards to keep his
engagement with Sir Edward Vance.

He was half ashamed to think thit a

mere girl, filteen or sixteen years his jun-
jor, had more prudenc: and s:if-control
than himself. Shs was rigat, of course,
still it wounded his ‘emour propre.’ He
sometimes thought that she returned his
aflection, but if she did she would never
have concealed it so well. After all he had
no right to fancy the existence of any re-
ciprocity on her side. He was rather too
old for her, and what was there about him
to attract the fancy of a bright young crea-
tare. It wis b tter so he told bimself.
God forbid that he should causs any pain
or anaiety to her true heart. For true,
he would always belizve to be, even if she
made a mercenary marriage. That would
only be for ths sak- of h r people. Ske
kad a remark.b'e amount of courage aad
spiri:. he puzzled bim—he did not
always understand her. She was curiously
mature in spite of her fresh youthfulness,
and in spite of their disp2-iiy of age he had
a profound respect for “her patural sense
and mother wit. Then her 1mage came
vividly betore him. How charming her ir-
regular beauty, that sweat soft mouth—
which could smile scorafully as well as
tenderly—tke large speaking eyes—the
lonz lashss which so oftcn hid them from
him when ke most wanted to read their ex-
pression. Yes, it was wiser for h'm to go
away and leave her quite free to follow her
destiny—she wished him to go—really
wube&' | it. Perhaps sbe divined the true
state of the case—and waited to save
him as well as herself possiole suffering
Wellso be it. Carey was surely sale for a
coupl: of years at any rate, and by that
time, if he was going to succeed, he would
have succceded or see success at hand.
By that fime Kate would probably be
mer.ied. in which case h2 would never re-
tarn to England. but do the best ke could
with his lite in th2 new country he was
about to try. AlL!in spite of this wise re-
solution, how h's beart his senses ached
for Kate, with all tte in‘ensity of a man’s
first love, coming at the period of his full-
est strength ani development.

Travers found cn cireful examination
that the n3w company which bad finally
organis2d the expedition he had been ask-
ed to joined secemed sound and solvent.
They were also more favoured by Govern-
m2nt than their numerous successors of the
present day, being the first of th> kind
comparatively common. Ile, therefore,
agreed to accept the appointment oftered
{o h'm, much to Sir Edward Vance’s grati-
fication. The old gentleman carried him
off to his place in Yorkshire, from whence
ha wrote to announce his decision to Mr.
Carey.

The answer was full of kindly concern
at the prospect of losing him, but foretold
great things for bus tuture. But the girls
added words of warm good wishes. This
did not satisfy ‘I'ravers.

Kate might bave written a whole leiter
berselt. When he bal reached Glendar-
roch. Lord Balmuir's place, he would write
what would conpe! a reply.

The departure of the party was fixed for
the first we: k of September, and Travers
had promired Lord Balmuir as long a visit
as he could manage before returaing to
town to get his outfit. Besides he could
be of real use to his good friend and patron
by icangurating the gentl:man he had
chosen to replice his late secretary.

His Jatter to Kate, very carefully com-
posed, remiined unanswered, to his sur-
prise, and even h's indignation, for more
than a fortnight. Meantime, Tulloch,
whom he had forgotten, wrote reproach-
fully. Travers cuzht to have remembered
that h2 (Tulloch) cou'd not, with any
gense of safety or comtort, present him-
self at Oakeley Villas till h- koew how tke
fimily tad taken the news of his engage-
meot to Miss Golding.

Travers hastened to set his mind at rest,
and then start:d with Lord Bulmuir to
vizit a Highland mignate, and stay fora
faw days’ shooting, as the 12th was now
cles2 at hand.

Still there was no letter from Kate, and
Travers fe't as if he bad already bid her
good-bye for ever.

There was a pleasant party assembled
at Dalgarnoch Castle, and travers wasa
favored guest. IHisapproaching departure
was a source of interest to everyone, and
ths days went sw.f ly by to all save him-
self. He was consumed by longiags fora
sight of Kate Carey’s fair face; to se> what
her eyes would say to him in the moment
of parting, and it was with a sigh of relief
be bid good-bye to his h»st, and accom-

anied Lord Balmuir to Glendarroch, on
is wiy south.

Many letters awaited both. Som2 of
them which had not been forwarded through
gome ntistake were or rather ancient date.
While Lord Balmuir was rowing th2 but-
ler in o measur.d terms for this over-
sight, Travers retraat d with his correspon-
dence to bis own room. He noticed two
address:d in Cirey’s band, and felt, or
fsared, th.t something must be wrong.

Examining the post-marks, he opened
the earliest. It was nearly a fortnight old,
and very brief.

‘Dear Travers,—Wehave had a dread-
ful shock. You will be grieved to hear
that poor Mr. Wincks is no more. He
was found lying on the stairs the day be-

fore yesterday I{th(\ servants, about balf-
past six a. m. Life was quite extinct. It

/ /0.
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is supposed be had come down to fetch a
book 1n the night, for the {first volume of
Mayne's [work on ‘Village Communties,’
and bis candlestick lay a few steps below,
and the candle at the foot of the stars. He
was in his dressing-gowa and slippers. His
health was weak, an1 his heart all wrong.
There will be a coroner's inquest, of courss.
My precious Kate is in the greatest griet;
[ fear it's a bad business for me. When
do you come back to town — Y urs ever,
‘Robert Carey.’

‘What must they think of my leaving
such a lettar unanswered,’ excleimed Trav-
ers aloud, in his keen distress, as he tore
open the second. It bore the date fof five
dsys back, and was still chorter.

‘Dear Travers,—Our poor friend was
buried yesterday. This morning Boucher
sent for me. He came up to town immed-
iately, and iaformed me tha* after the 25th
he had no longer any neel for my services.
This is indeed a t1hw. Greatly puzzled at
not hearing from you,

‘Yours in great trouble,
‘Robert Carey.’

‘And I bave just committed myself to
this internal expedition!' ejiculated Trav-
ers, thrusting the letters into his pocket
and burrying down-stairs to seek bis host,
who was in the library.

‘] must leave you immediately and try to
catch the London train at Edinburgh to-
night,’ cried Travers, excitedly.

‘But you cn't, my dear fellow. It's im-
impossible. Take the first to-morrow to
Glasgow. You'll be in time at sevea p. m.
No bad news. Thope?

‘Well, yes, rather. Lot me see Brad-
shaw.’

‘ CHAETER XVI,—DAYBREAK.

|  After a sleepless vizht Travers started
| early on his journey, (ilendarroch was not
! yu any of the leading lines which converge
in London, and was ratler diffloult to
escape from—a journey to or from Edin-
burg or Glasgow was inevitable, whatever
your destination.

Lord Balmuir jarted from his ex-
secretary with sincers regret, and assured
him that he would back bim in the future
| with a'l the Parliam>ntiry intcrects he

could command.

Travers, however, was far too absorbed
in his own troubles and the renewel of his
indecision to bave much thought left for
anything else ; still he was momentarily
gratifiad by this mark of regard, and with
a hearty hand preesare the two men parted.

How irtarminab'e the jouraey appear:d.
At the date of this trus tale the distince
batween London and Edinburg was effec-
tively great:r than at present, and when at
last Travers r-ached his lodgings it was
too late to visit Carcy an1 his daugh'ers.

«Mr. Carey called this aftenoon, sir,’
said Travers' ex-valet and present land-
lord, whean he bad admitted his tenant,
whos3 arrival took him by surprise. ‘He
was here the day before yesterday also,
and rather tronbled at not hearing from
you. He wanted your address. sir, so I
| 3aid I only koew Glendarroch. Then Mr.
| Carey remarked ke had written to you

there till he was tired, and could get no
' answer. 1 made bold to ask for the young
ladies, sir, and he said they were as well as
| they could b2.’

| “How did he s2em himseli?” asked
lTravers, who was longing to know all
labout bis chargae, as he considered the
fam ly.

«“Well, sir, I never saw him look better.”

«“How unobservant these kind of pzople
are,” thought Travers. *I shall find

Carey woefully down on his luck, poor
fellow. This has been an awiul blow to
him.”

Before touching the dinner, or rather
supper, hastily provided for bim, Travers
wrote a brief note to Carey explaining his
silence, and siyiog he would call early on
the tollowing mo-ning. This despatched
to the post, he tried to eat and then to
sleep, with small sucess.

It was impossible that he could put hal!
the Southern Hemisphere batween these
helpl2ss ones and himselt, now in their time
of trouble! Yet he was pledg:d to the
party he had promised to | yin, and even if
I he could hinorably break with them, h:2

would be adrift himself. He could not ex-
! pect Lord Balmuir t2 send away the secre-
| tary he bad just engaged merely to suit his
| own convenience.

Amid these troubled reflections a note
of joy would make itszlf heard as the idca
flashed through the gloom of s thoughts,
like ligh'ning across & bank o' dark clouds:
«Whatever happens [ shall sez Kate to-
morcow:”

The morrow cam2 with wild guss of
wind and driving showers. It was an
angcy depressing day, an1 Travers thought
the weathr fit'ed the fortanes of his kins-
folk.

At last it was time to start. ‘There is
little or no chance ot finding Kate alone,’
he mused, as he looked out for & hensom.
‘Poor Carey dozs not leave early for the
offize nowadays ! Even if I did, the deter-
mined darl nz would bave her batteries
prepared to keep m? at bay. But I must
speak. e must come to an understand-
ing if I am to help them effectuslly : and
they want help.’

He was interrupted by a voica he knew
exclaiming, ‘Why, Travers, I was just
coming to your place,’ and ha turned, to
find himselt fac> to face with Tulloch.

«What ! have you becom? €0 indolent
in this London Capua, that yoa are not 12
the city at this hour i

‘Well, you s2e, there is not much doing
now, and I have rather impor.ant busi-
ness in Westbourne Terrace every morn-
ing, as fast as I can. I want the honey-
mooning done with before O :tober, so t‘gat
I can settle regularly to business by win-
ter,’ said Tulloch, with a grin. ‘Glad
you're back in town, Travers ; poor old
Carev has been wearying to see you. The
death of Wincks has been a bad business
for him. IHe cam?round to me with the
news at once, and you never siw a fellow
so broken down. 1 went to see them a
day or two after and found bim cheered
up & bit. Hehad gota scheme for start-

soon qaashed that. The daughters have
twice his eens2. [ must say Kate is a first
rate gir!, but between you and m>, I don’t
think she has much heart. Shs didn’t seem
to mind my engagement in the least, and I
don’t think ber indifference was put on.’

‘Ab ! it woull have been more fla'tering
if she had a heart, and broke it for you et?’

“What a cynical chap you are, Travers.
God knows I wouldn't like to give her &
moment’s pain. 1 suppise you are going
to see them ?’

‘Yes, | am on my way now, and a lit'le
behind time.’

¢All rizht, [ take the hint. If you are
gowng to get up any scheme for oll Carey,
Ll te glad to help, within certain limits,
and so will Miss Golding, she1s awfu'ly
taken with the whole lot of them—a trifle
{00 much so in my mind. Good-bye for
the present. oh, by-the-wiy, is it true
you are goirg out to Africa?’

‘] am not quite sure.’

‘If you are behind the scenes I wish
you'd give me a s‘raight tip as to the ad-
visability of putting a thousatd or two in
it !

‘I'll explain matters when w2 meet
agiin,’ said Teavers, bastily. ¢‘Hi, han-
som.’ and the next moment he was rolling
raprdly towards Nottinghill.

Contrary to his expca‘ion. Kate was
¢lone. How delighttully familiar the
hom3ly room—its few ornaments—the
writing table crowded with books ¢nd
papers—seem d to him. after bis compara-
tively long abtencz. Kate herelf looked
pa'e and thoughttul, and seemed busy with
letters or papers of some k'nd. How we'l
her simple black frock b:came ke-, and
how sottly, beautifully white ber throat
looked against the black net frill which
surrounded 't

‘Ah ! cousin Dick ! she cried, coming
forward Wit both bands outsiretchd. Her
eyes peaming ‘weicome,’ and a little trem-
ulous smile quivering on her lips.

Travers caught her hanls, kissed th°m,
and pressed them to h's beart. e cast
prudence t> winds, determined to risk
everything.

‘What—what can you have thought of
my silenc2,’ he exclaimed

‘Oh, noth'nz-except that 1 felt quite
sura you never bad had papa’s letter. I
should much sooner doubt myselt than you,
Di k.’ The way in which sh2 uttered his
name was infinit:ly ciressing.

«And your father! Ilowis he? is he at
home

‘He 1s bettar—and brigbter. He has
gone round to poor Miss Wincks. Oa '
am so sorry for her, Dick! She 1s €0
utterly alone.” She had withdrawn her
hands and returaed to ber seat at the writ-
ing table; Travers stood leaniog on the
top of a high-backed cta', g'add n'ng his
eyes with contemp'a‘ion ot the face and
form ha lovod so well. ‘I am glad she is

frisndly,’ ha resumed. ‘I karow you thought
she did not quice like her brother's liking
for you.’

Ah! that is all past and goae now,” said
Kate, Lber eyes growing m ist. I feel as
it she was left t> my care.”

““Ah, Kate, you have too mu h upon
your shoulders alrexdy. List2n, my darl-
ing. Lot me share your burdens. [ will
not, I cannot leavz you. Lzt me have the
right to help you. 1can doso much for a
wife and ber kin than for mere relatives.”

‘Ah, Dick,’ cried Kite, 1ising hastily
and moving to th2 window, ‘you must not
be reck'ess. You know it is madoess to
think of marrying me. Just reflect—’

Tt is madness and despair not to thirk
 of it, sweeth2art’ said Travers following
her. ‘You must know how you hive ec-
tered into my soul and dwell there. I w'll
not ask you to be reckless. L-t us wait
a while and see our way by all means. but
let us stand before the world as aflinced
lovers. Give me the right to manage your
affaire, to act a son’s part to your good old
tather, unless, indeed, Kate, it would be
too great a sacrific2 to mike.’ He drew
close and tried to take her hand. Se re-
sisted tor an instant, and then sudd.nly,
to his surprise and delight, tbrew herself
into his arms.

‘Sacrifice,’ she repeated, with a sob, ‘it

| is no sacrifice, Dick, tor [ love you. 1ldo

love you. You have b e1 so tru2, 82
kind ; I never could care for eny one but
you,” and she gave her solt mouth to bis
kisses.

‘Then you will let me stay with you?’
said Travers, after an inarticulate moment
or two of rapture.

*You may do whatever you like,’ ¢h2
marmured still clinging to him, ‘tor our
strugzle and difliculties are over. I be;
lieve | am going to be rich cnough even
to p'eise Jamie Tulloeh, who is by no
means a bad fellow, Oh, Dick, I am
frightened at the great joy Gol has given
us. Poor Mr. Wiccks has left me his
residuary legatee, and Mr. Bouchier siys
I shall be quite well off. Just think ofit,
Dick. No more trouble for the cear
father. Ha can be quite happy. It takes
so little to make him happy, aad Als’e can
help her poor and her Sunday schhols, and
I can venture to stow you my h:art, Dick,
and not feel aburden. What a b2nefactor
my good old frien] has b:en; and his si:tr
bas plenty of money too.

‘It seems nobody had an idea how rich
Mr. Wincks was. I wish he had known
how to enjoy his life better, and to do him-
self justize.” No one seemed to have f)und
but he hid a heart exc:pt me.’

‘You take my breath away,’ cried
Travers. ‘When did youhear this won-
derful news?

“The day before yesterday, Mr. Bouchier
sent for papa, who weat off in very goad
spirits, thinking he was to be tiken on
again. 1l2came back all the way in a
cab, which strack me as curious. [ went
to open the door wh:n he rang (I know
his ring), and tound the cabmar thanking
him on the doorstep. I saw in a moment,
by his face, that something wond:rful and
good hid happened, and th:n—but there,
I cannot describs any more—I feel quite
overpowered.’

A long delightful, ramb'ing talk ensued,
which was interrupted by the entrance of

ing a great Irish Law Agency in Lond b,
and wanted me to advance the funds. I

Carey, quickly followed by Alsie and




