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Presently a femalo servant entered with a seald
packet.

“What does this mean?' cried Urban, a8 he looked
ab the superscription, pale as death. It was addressod to
“8ir Urban Ashford.” He tore open the envelops and
read hastily. The letter, from old Herbert, the stoward,
informed a new master that Sir Randolph was tio more.
For a very long time pnst he had been in deplorable
health, and had seemed to have led n painful existence.
The death of his boy had appeared to have broken his
heart, and he had died suddenly. His cousin Urban, his
only remnining relative, wns now the baronet, and the
heir to Ashford Hull and all the proud demesnes, His
nttendance was respectfully requested ot Sir Randolph's
funaral, ete.

“Never, naver will I elnim the wretehed inheritance,”
aried Urban, ns he flung down the letter in great excite-
ment, and began pacing the room. “No, no! I cannot
fnce the world!™

“The world will receive yon now with opon arms,"
urged his wife, timidly. “ Urban, dear, you are too sen-
sitive.”

“T eannot, I say—1I will not!” and he hid his face in
his hands,

“Papn,” said little Ednn, solemnly, gently separating
her father's hands and looking in his face. “ What are
you afraid of?  You have never stained prond Ashford's
name.  No doom of shame ean fall on yon—you need not
fear her Judgment Hall."

“You nre right, my child,” said Sir Urban Ashford,
looking up and kissing Fdna, * Why should I be afraid?
My conscience i8 clear. My soul is froe from sin, I
will go!*

11,

8o Bir Urban Ashford took possession of Ashford
Hall, the proud residence of his nncestors. His wife
proved correet in her judgment of what is ealled “po-
ciety." Urban Ashford was now the baromet, and the
possessor of wide domains. He was no langer the poor
outenst, whose name conld be attacked, and whose honor
impugned, without cavil, by mnlice and seandal. The
“world” seemed disposed to obliterate the past from its
memory. The younger generation of neighbors espe-
cinlly—however the elder one might still shake its head —
vigited Sir Urban and Lady Ashford, and held ont the
hsnd of seemingly unaffocted cordialty to them.

A oloud, nevertheless, still hung over Urbnan Ash-
ford’s brow. He felt that, however the world to all ap-
pearance might be inclined to forget, the old stigma on
his nnme wis not yet removed; snd the old ealumny,
which neensed him of the murder of his cousin Emeric,
might at any time be revived by enmity and malice. His
wife and child were & perpetual solace to his gloomy
mind, it was troe; bat even they could not fully chase
awny that clond; and Muriel Ashford often sighed when
the dark spirit £all on her beloved husband,

Edna alone was the ray of sanshine in the house.
Her romantic nature revelled in all the pictur-

ssque nooessories of the Hall. Hor chief delight lay in

the collection of portraits of all the aneestors in the long
line of Ashfords which hung on the walls of the vast
gullory that, on the first floor, traversed the entire length
of Ashford Hall from end to end. Edua knew all the
names of the ancestors by heart, from Sir Eustace, who
lived iu the long gove-by days of the Second Henry, to
the powdered and patched Sir Ronald and his pretty
wife, with the sweet languishing eyes, known in family
traditions as *the fair and nccomplished Lady Arothos,"
And, with a little wand in her hand, she would often go
alone from picture to pickure, pointing out ench ancestor
or ancestross to an imaginary crowd of visitors, nnd relat-
ing every logond or aneedote attnched to ench. At other
times she would talk to the portraits s familinr friends
with pretty, childlike, affectionate prattle, passing from
one to the other with profound conrtesios to sach, Some-
times ghe would pavse and listen,'ns if the figure before
whom sho stood had spoken to hey, and then give a quaint
anawer to the imaginary addross, Inughing st one time,
at another shaking her finger arolily as if in reproof, but
always with the nir of being on the most friendly and
confidontinl terms with all the Ashfords of the past.

One objoet seomed to have inspired little Edna with
foelings rather of solemn awe than plensure. This wns
o hnge organ, which occupied a large space at one end of
the gallery. DBrought up, as Kena had beon, in seclusion,
she had no nequaintance with any musical exereises; yeb
she longed to touch that organ. It was closed, however, .
and probably had boen disused for & contury or more,
Baffled ns she was in her oxamination of the instrament,
Ednn lookad on it as an objeot of mystery and, st the
same time, of vonsration.

Christmostide was nppronching; and, st his wife’s
urgent exhortation, Urban Ashford had rosolved, st last,
to invite n party of po-culled friends to n gront supper
whicl was to be given on Christmns Eve—-that snniver-
sary having alwnys boon oonsidered, by family teadition,
A festival to be specially obsorved.  With few exoep-
tions the invitations had been ocordially ncoopled; and
Muriel Ashford smiled, with legitimate pride, in her
husband's foce, as snch nequicscing nnswer arvived, in
her joy at seeing how sound had been her judgment snd
ndvice. The “banguet,” s Lady Ashford laughingly
callod the supper, was to be set out for the family and
gueats on the large round table in the great hall, 1t wns
n wido onk-panellod room, gloomy and mysterious in its
nspoct, with heavy old-fashionsd soonces on the walls—
sonrooly & room, it might be thought, fitted for » festive
entertainment.  But it had always beon considered by
Asbford tendition ns the fitting placo for all family meet-
ings; nand in Edoa's mind it wos stamped as the awe.
inspiring Judgment Hall, where the solemn tribunal sat,
when Ashford pronounced its * doom of shame " en the
unworthy seion of the roe who had * stained firoud Ash.
ford's name.”

And now Christmas Eve wns there!  Sir Urban nod
Lady Ashford wore remdy to receive their guests in the
spacious aud picturesque, though old-fashioned, drawing
room on the firet floor, when Edna bounded excitedly




