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THE UNKNOWN HTEIRS, OR THE
CONTESTED INHERITANCE.

CHAPTER VI (eencluded,)

“Bo e does not know me," thought the
old man to himself, al the same time ask
ing,

“Then you do not know whether your
parents had any brothers or sisters#"

“1 do not," afffrmed John.

“Then T may as well tell you of the
mission that seat me hither” said the old
man, who ther explained the purpose of
liis visit to Meredith. “I saw you here
yesterday,” he said in conclusion, “and
recognized you us my grandson. [ have
seen you several times herctofore, but was
wyself unknown to you. The person
who so nearly robbed me yesterday
told me of you, but I had then
no confidence in you, and had given
up all hopes of ever clearing my other
grandsons, Since last night, however, [
huve changed my resolntion. I am now
satisfied of your intentions, and I feel that
I would not be doing my duty unless 1
tnke you under my cure, Youare the on.
ly grandson I now have left me. Will
you go home with me and fill the place
which has been so long vacant?  Only my
nephew, Dudley Fleming, iives with me

When I left home, I resolved to amend |
[ Iy ussented, and the two passed out of the
L oflice, ascended an exterval stairway, and

my conduet. The character of your past
1ife has been owing to me, I will do all
that I ean to make reparation.  Let ustry
to overlook the past.  Will you come with
me ¥

“Yes, dear grandfuther,” sald the de.
ceiver, as he grasped the old man’s proft
fered hand. I will go, and will do all 1
cean to make you happy, 1 will wry to
keep the ground that I have gained.”

It is neodless to dwell longer upon this
scene.  On the very sume day the decelver
and the deceived started for home, Thus
far the plotter had been entirely success.
ful, butwas it destined to happen that Le
should long enjoy his ill.gotien prosperity,
and his innocent cousing linger in dis-
grace ¥

CHAPTER VLI
A DISCLOSURE,

The feeling of Stephen, now that an op.
portunity seemed at hand for clearing up
the villainous plot, of which he was n
vietim, ean be better imagined than de-
seribed.  But soon the thought ocenrred
to him that his encemiecs might have dis-
covered his presence in the village, and
that the letter was the first step in a
scheme for entrapping him.

CAfer alll he concluded, “there can
be no hitrm in going to the post oflice, but
[ must use eantion in dealing with him."

With this determination, he went to the
post offlce which was simply a small
apartment in o grocery. Atthe appointed
time, a person entered, wearing a black
cap of a somewhat uncommon pattern.

Observing that Stephen was serutiniz.
ing him closely, he approached him and
spoke in a fow, guarded wne,

“ Did some person,” he enguired, “put a
letter withouta signature into your pock-
et not long ago "

“Yes, sir,” wans Stephen's answer,

“1 put it there myself)” said the strang.
er. * And now, will you not go with me
to wmy room,—just above the adjoining
store "

Stephen hesitated s meaent, but as he
had  particularly noticed the store and
the tradesmen who ocoupied it, he silent.

entered w small room in the second story,

This room was humbly and seantily
furnished, The siranger struck a light,
meanwhile inviting Lis guest o be seated.
He then seated himsell, drawing his chair
noar to Stephen, who now noticed that
the apparel of the stranger was old
threadbare and patched, but in his face he
could deteet no indieation of treachery
whatever his past life might have been.

“1 will now tell you my name," he said,
“and when 1 announce that it is Sam
Slack, and that 1 have been an accomp.
lice to Jolin Kelley, alins Daniel Jolhinson,
you will know, perhaps, what my busi-
ness with you is.”




