~ March 22, '82

R 4 ’#:ﬂ.mwu,h curly hatr,
comﬁ on blonde. m ¥ falrs’
wno'm” y ’“ﬁn gmlam Ity
‘-,O_f.nnym ¢ " ever eeen. .

: g he sita
viatg and ourle it cp in apeo'
she "t.zls grea man ho lupa d?aper:

And evor.'.' mornmg fortb he’sailies, -

Passing broad streets ‘and NATTOW a.lleys, :

IWitlh dane in hand'our.kero goes,=

XHe wenreal ue §oggles ion h!e noee.
\ 5

sch o ' Eighand ﬂeround
A w'd unnk h}%x‘s‘ror couege:bonz'l H
Indeed he'i¥aat) ‘é, t_rare, v
i Thls noble man With-ourly. h;ix. e

His hands and feet, alas whnt. 1%
Not just the things that you wonld prize; .-
But notwithstanding size and Bhape,
He tries the well formed man 10 ape.

-

i

oy

Our beau {8 s1so an athlete,

Can *skin the gat,”’—doany feat ;
At * Indian Clubs.” and as rra.pezerk
Orip hero, he-can: ‘beat old. mea

He tries at tivtes In elocouon.
:'ga do soma won;lroue ex?cxg.;o:d
. He singa n song in accents bro
TIa = &me l:ﬁ) t.he Gn.rden Mzud.”

" Wor cheek he beau a1l mn yOu know,

- ‘This empty curl ¥ héaded bea
. Heo thl J;:e'xi by the fair admlreda—

 Abové all men to be desired.

B e e B teteat nows

ways got the lates!
l\ewe.wm,ehgheiellewim loud haw haws, -
Apd emphe.slzee well each clause. . =

. And. oon!d you gesn his strange shaped head
By ourly locks quito oversprqed

Parted, yon xnow, just in the middle,
You'd say he was indeed a riddle.

Fything ls done for etyle, o
: But]::;' for-b; fajns.-bm all the whne
‘He must make show to those around,

Or very soon he’d run aground,

>T1g thus Indeed that some fo0ls go.

: Living thelr lives to make a show;
Yiving to ape the hanest-man,
Deny this, reader, ﬂ'you can.

Don™ iry to ape what you are not,

I eave on your nams no foolish blot;

‘Aot well your part, live nobly, well ;

The world 1t hates the foolish swell. .
: * OBYERVER.”

—

_ WORKINGMEN, -
_ Before you begin your heavy apring wark |
after a winter of relaxatiom, your syatem
needs oleansing and ‘strengtbening to prevent
an attack of Ague, Billous or Bpring Fever,
or somo other Bpring sickness that will unfit
you for a season’s work. . You will save time,
mueh tickness and great expense if you will
use one bottle of Hop Bitters ‘in your family |
this montk. Don’s wait.— Burlington Hawk-

e : _
THE BIVE-KING CONCERTS,

An enthualnstlc admirer ‘of this" great
arliste writed thus to the Gaceite :—

8m;—On Satu.dsy evening I went to the
Queen’s ‘Hall to determine whether % what
the press‘has said of Mme. Rive-King wus
not exaggeration;” and - whether “the say-
jpgs emanated from those “critics”™ which
land mediocrity to the skies, and neg-
lect - snd forget gen!m' " apd declare
that nothing ehall be good which has not
thelr ¢mprimatur stamped upon it, or nothing
shall be bad which they chooee ‘to Tecom-
moend.

At the Queen's Hall the endltorl on Sator-
day evening were, as {ar s I could-judge by
their plandite and remarks, satisfied listeners.
One enthuaiast aald, slightly paraphrueiug
Chattertor :—

" glon with the sound in play,
Ansgetge soulut’:oﬁsbles with the trembling {’eyg'

Another sald :~—¥ I canendorse the sayings
of the press, especislly the following :— In
Mme. Rive-King's interpretation ot such com.
posers as Besthoven, Mendiessobn and Cho-
plz, there 18 displayed high intelligence, ten-
dernoss of t ouch, passionate exprestion, exs-
cutive ability and grent brilliancy.’” - Agaln.
s Bhe has the power of vocalizing the tones of
the plano, making the instrument wall, slog
snd almost speak the deepest. and nob]eet
meanings ot the compeeer ; at times making
the Weber Plano glva ohnoet the fall power
ot the orchestra, and then again tho eofteat
whispers of an Holian harp.”

Far my own part, I was more impreessd by
the touchiuvp, powerfal and benatiful playing
of Mma. Rive-King than by that of any per-
former on tba piano, with tho oxception of
Rubenstein. To me it was asarprise, There
was not only an air of refinement, » spirlt of
poetry, but s modasty of manaer, an absence
of conceit and self-consciousuess fa the
woman, which was charming. The adula-
tions of the prasa have not sftected hor ; she
is genuine, eusy and patural. Flattery has
not spoiled ber. ' The press has notlied when
it has almoxt unanimonsly eaid :—¢ Madame
Rive-King is one of the greatnst ;nams!cs of
this age.”

In conciusion, Mr Editor, I think the dis-
pute about the pre—emlnence of planos ought
to end after the wonderfa! performnnce on
the « Weber” in the Queen’s Hall oun Satur-
day evening. Hereatter, no one person of the
critical audience which - then listened to the
dulcet strains of this - instrument and heard
the power posasessed by this piano to suatain
that which is called « singing” whilst a plajn-
tive melody is being per(ormed, need long
hegitatein. bis choices . - '

Yours obodlently, . .
s REX.

—-——-—‘0’-—-—'—'

FELLOWB' COMPOUND $YRUP OF HY-
POPHOBPEITES wiil ‘not ouly, supply the
waste golng on in the brain, but will anable
the mind tu endute a greater tax. than hefors.
1t will impart- vigor. and, proriote clear con-
ospticns to the’ Intelléct. . It will strengthen
erves and give. po'rer wall ‘involuntary

2
%ell 88 the voluntary musolee of the body.
. 62-2.ws

——-—-—-‘0’-—-—-——
HAEAVY DAMAGES AGAINBT THE

GBAND TRUNK ’BA.ILWAY CO.
The jory, in. "the  United . States Court .at
Milwankes . “hus. jast. rendered & verdiot of
$111,168.66 ‘for'the plaintifis in the. case of
the Northern Transit Company of Michigan
v. The ‘Grand Trunk . Rallway Company..of

-cenhde The suit. was bropgbt,by the Trangit | .

r..ompeny fof: demorage for “the,détention, of
veesols of thelr line while loading. and un-.
loading freigat at "Point Edw:ud snd Port’
Huron in 1879 and 1880, the boats of the line,
at that- ime; ranning in conueotion: Witk the'
ailroad. . The legal "advieers of ‘the Grand
Traok ralhmy are-not’ at all spprehensive
that the road will:have to yay one dollar of
that sum. They. expeot that the court will
set aplde the verdict, and grant 8 ndw trial..

If they are mistaken in this, they will take
the case to the. Bupreme Court, whero they
teel confident the decision will by ‘revereed.

D —— e esSmmana]

A btlght youth, undergoing exeminatlon a
fow days since for admission to one of‘the de.
partments, found himself confrontéd with the
questipn.:; « What is the. distance from-the-
marth to, the:sun 27-Not haviog the exact riutn:
er ofymilea with. him, .he'wrote 4n'réply s
am onableto state dccurately, bhtdon’s b 1ove
the run;issneatenobgh: tointerféis wl;h the
-Proper, perfomancenflmy ‘Jutlés 1.1 get “this
[ alerkehip." He.gotgit..x.. jna ewgiiee'd)

2

{ frall:form of her, he lodelﬁ'"x

-fbltl down.~ el
unstrang you.” A1 J{IT; BEs e —

addened, by,
he sita dogged andisilent, tefgslng: fgod
waiting only.for her,who never comel- L

But’whan, st lebgth, the.gloamint .comes;
andiday is ‘over, withdut. bringing to: ‘Him! the’|:

' rises, "and;:]

pushing back bis chair, goes up,to Hythe,. -nd»
frito tha presence of Lord Sartoris.”

« You will -find me .my giﬂ,\ he gsys, und
then he tells him all thestory.:

Sartoris Hstene, and; as" ‘hé does 6o, elckene

with deubt that is hardly a doubt, and fear tons.

that is nenrly a certainty. Is this the endhe
has 2o dreaded? Is this the creeplng horror
that has of late sotortured bim ? ‘Alas forthe
unblemished honor of the old name that for
contnrles ‘held dtself-sanespeur: sab-aans-raproche:|

How can he dare offer comsolatien to old
Annersley? He covers his face with nie.
hands, and bends forward over the table.
There i something in his attitude that de-
notes despalr, and renders' more keen the
agony .in Annersley’s bosom.

1 Why do you do that 7 he cries fiercely.

« What is there to groan about? Nothing, I
tell you! The child has gone too far—has
lost her way.
cannot find her road home—No mote—no

She didn't underatand. 'She

more 7

. His excitement and grief are plmul to Bou.
He wrings his hande; his whole bearing and
expreseion ‘are at veriance with his hopefal
words. “She will come back in an hour or
two, mayhap,” he says, miserably, *and then
Ighall feel that I have disturbed your lord-
gkip; but I am in a hurry, yousve; I want
her, arnd I cannot wait.”

# ' What do you want me to do for youl”
says Sartoris, very humbly. He feels that he
oan hardly llft his eves in this man's pre-
Bence. -

uFind her? 'That is all I ask of you.
Fiod her, dead or alivel You area great
‘man—high in authority, with power and ser-
vauts at’command. - Find'me my child!’ Oh
_msD, help ms, in somes way!” - -’

. Be cries this in an impassioned tone. "He
ie totally.overcome, Hispoorold white hesd
falls belpléssly upon. his clasped arms. " .°

Sartoris; pale as death, snd visibly affected,
can makeno reply. He trembles, and stands
before the humble mlller asone oppreased
with guilt. . :

- Annersley mistnkee hle meanlng, and, strid-
1ng forward, lays b1 hand upon his arm. -

- #'You are silent,” be sayz,in a térrible tone,
mndo up of grlef and angrish more intense
than words can tell, # You do ot think she

.{1s in the wrong,doyou? You belleve her ln-

nocent? Hpeakl-—spesk!” "

#] do,” responds Sartoris, and only his own
heari knows that he Hes. Yot his tone §s 80
‘smothered, 50 unlike: his nsual one, lhaz he
‘hardly recognizes it himself.

., #If Mr, Branscombe were only here,” says

'Annerslay in a stricken voice, after a length-

ened pause, % ho would belp me. Heo bas al-

ways been a kind {riend to me and mina.”
Lord Sartoris draws & deep breath, thatis al-

most a 80b.

s When does he recarn, my lord »
“On Bntnrdey. He nld BO, et least, when

leaving,.?

u A long time,”: murmurs the old man,

mournfully. #B8he will be home before that—
if she ever comes at all.”
on his breast.

‘His head sinks up.
Then he rouses himself, and,
glancing at Lord Sartorlr, says ‘entreatingly,

f“Won't you write to him, my lord? Do,'I
implore of you, and conjure him to zetum,
It ‘any one can belp me it will be Mr,
Dorlan i?

«1 shall write to bhim now,—-now,——nt
once” says Ssrtorls, mechanically, fseling
Low hideous is the mockery ol this promiee,
knowing what he thinks he knows. “ Evan

yet he clings to the hope that he has" beon

mistaken,

Thus be soothes the old man with valn
promises, and #o gets 1id of him, that he may
be left alone with bls own thoughts,

Shall he go to Dorlan( - This is the first
engrossing idea, Yet it sffords bat little
.consplation. 7To ses him, to hear him, to
listen ta a denlal from his lips; that is8 what
it holda out to him, and it 1s all insufficlent.
How shall he Dbelleve him, krowing the
many things thet bave occurred?  How
treat Lia very most eager denial as anything

‘it n filsehood? -

For bours he paces 'to and fro, pondermg
ek what is the best courss to pursue. He is
oot his father, that he can coerce him, By
nature suspicious (though tender-hearted and
indulgent in other waya), it comes easily to
bim 1o belisve that even tho mangn wbom
he has trusted bas been found wanting,

« 7'0 doubt 1s worse than fo have lost,” says
Massinger ; and surely be is right.. -Sartorie,
in deep perplexity, aoknowledges the truth of
this line, and tells himsslf that in bis old age
be has been sorely. tzied. The whole world
seems changed, Sunshine bas given place
to yloom ; and he hirmgelf stands alone,—

¥ Stoynde and amazde at his own shisde for

And !‘ee.rlng zrenter doungers than waa nede,”

Not until he 18 thoroughly sxhansted, both
in mind and body, does he decide .on leaving
for fown by the mid~day train, next day,

In the meantime he wlll telograph to Clar- |- '

1dge’s, some faint reinembrance lingering with
him of Dorian'a hav!ng mado mention of that
hotel as being all any one's fancy. could poe-.
elbly paint it,

- But the morrow brings /ts own {idings, |

1tis almost noon, and Martoris, eiiting In
:his llbrary, writlng some business- lettera—
preparatory o cstchiog the up train to town
.+=18 distarbed by & light knock at the door.

.+ Conie in,” he calls out, Impatiently ; und | -

Blmon Gele, open‘ng the door, comes - slowly
in.

.He 15 a very old mn, and has been butler

in the tamily for more years than he himaself
{ can count.

His head 18 qnite whits, his form
a littla bant; thers i3 at this moment, atouch

of desp’ ‘Qtatroas tpou his face that makes him

look even older than hels..
. % Are you busy, my lord ¥, asks he, in a

somewhat nereous tore.,

#Yea; I dm very mnch"engaged 1 can
8ep;3o one, Gele. 8ay I sm starting for town.

immediately.”

«It 1sp't that, my lord, Itle something 1

myself have to aay to'you. 1t you could spare
me;a fuw minutes—-"
néarey, and speaks even more eerneetly '
is about Ruth Arnersley.”

He comes s little
[N {3

Lord  Bartorls, laylng ‘down hls pen, loake

at him intently. -

«Closs the door, Simon,” he says, hurr!ed-

17, aomethlng in the old servant’s manner Im.
‘pressing him.
mar ; what §51t 77
By e story 1'heard this morning, my lord,
which Ifeel it my duty to repeut to 'you

‘Not that: T belleve ofié'word of it!
remember that; my lord -not ong' worq ¥ "Phe
grief in his:tone belles' the truth 6f bis svow- |

wT will heer you.: Bpea.k,

"You wﬂi

Alf {Ain bend #s ‘Dent. “His old* withersd’

hends clesp and mzclaap each'other ner-
-voualy.

23 R 2

w2 You iare’ trembling,” eeye Lcrd Sertoﬂi.
hThis news, ‘whatéver it’ is, he.e

3ton )
ly}and 0

“Am rmeu'ung.
enI “hear such/apland

A-*-u Yon :are peqk[né of—-—. L d
loru, ﬁith“en éffort. - .
~Dorien .

Hossys-this lln & very low
nd tearr, that. nlwey&conﬁ

80 patninl-

H
ingalarvery u ‘Re coveu hie

p "Bertorlg, rieing from hik- eeat, Loes over to
the witidow; nnd €0 sunde that - faoe can-
ot bebeeen .

nbont Mr.

f‘you got 1o say
dlncordant

l
Brensco jt' }ie asks, in a hara

N nlm !
Lilde

« My Lorxd, itis sn impertinen
ing at all,” Bays Gale, ;
«Goon. Letme know ths worst. ‘I can
_hardly be mors miseralie-than-I hm,” returns
Bartorie.™ iy
J-u Tt wal Andrevu, the under-

t my epeak-

rdener, wee

ther ettempt at hesitation.  This morning
carly, I met him wnear the Ash Grove.

4 Bimon,’ he says, ¢ I want to’ epenk wi' yeo. 1
have a secret on my mind.”

¢t¢ 1f you have, my man, keep it,’ gays I. ¢I
want none o’ your secrefs.! Feor'in truth he
15 often very troublesome, my Lord, though a
well-meaning youth at bottom.

uiBut itis on my conscience, says he,
tand if I don't tell it to yom I ghall tell it to
seme one slse, because tell it 1 must, or bustl’

# 80 when he went that far, my loxd, I saw
as how he was real uneasy, and I made up my
mind to listen. And thsn he sayr¥—

#1 Night before last feyther was coming
through the copse wood that rung t'other side
o' the fence from Master Annersley’s, and
there, in the -thickest part -o’ it, he gaw Misy
Ruth o standing, end wi’ het Mr. Brane-
combe, I

-« Which Mr. Branscombe seye 1.
. 4+ Mr, Dorian,’ he says. ¢He 8een him ag
plain ag life, though it was.dusk, etanding wl’
bis back balf turned toward him, but 'not 8o
turned but what he could see his ear and part
of his face. He had s hold o’ Mies: Ruth’s
hands; and was speaking very earnest to her;
as thoogh he were persuading her to somes
thing she wore dead against. And she” werd
orying very bitter, and trylug to draw her|

and then they went away together, slowly et
‘first, but quicker afterward; in the direction of
‘the wood that leads to Langham.': Hedidnot
‘stir a peg until they wereout o’ sight, he was
afeard ¢ belng scen. And now it ie on hig
-conscience that he did not speak sooner, even
gince he saw old Mr. Annersley yesterday,
1ike a mad creature’ looking for his girl?
«That was hiz story, my lord. And he

told it a8 though he meantit. I said to bim
‘ag how My, Dorlan was in Lunnun, and that
:;i!édn’t belleve one word of it and then he
- 4 Lunnun or no Lunnug, there 1s no mis-
‘take about it. If, as you say, he did go up to
Lunnun, he must ha come down sgain by the|.
Lengham train, for he did see him wi’ his two
oyes.”

ylu Mr. Horece is very like Mr. Doﬂm,' I
said.
moment when I would gladly have believed
the blame might {all on Mr. Horace.)
#Thera ere times when one can hardly know
them asunder,’ but he scouted this nosion.

u« Payther seen him,’ hesaid. tHe had one

o' them light overcoats on he 1s =0 fond o
wearinz. It was him, and no other. He no-
ticed the coat most perticler. And a great
shame it isfor bim! If you don’t believe me,
1 ocan't help yom, I believe it; that is
enongh forme.' * !

Gale ceasedspeaking. And silence follows
that lasts for several minutes. Tbe: he
.Bpeaks again: g

+ I ask your pardon, my lord, tor having so
spokeu about any member of the family.
But I thought it was oaly right yen should
know."”

14 You have acted very kindly.” XEven to
himself hia tone I8 strained and cold. ¢ This
Andrews must bo sllenced,” he suys, after a
iittle pause, full of bitterness,

« I haveseen to that, my lord. After what
I ssid to him, he will bardly speak again to
any one on the subject.”

. 8ge to it, Simon., Let him fally under-
stand that dismirsa)l will Be the result of fur~
ther talk.”

«I will, my lord” Then, vory wistfully.
“Not that noy one wonld distrost Mr, Dor
fan in this mntter I teel—I know, hio is8 ip-
nocent.”

Lord Bartorls iooks at bim atrangely ; his
1ips qniver ; he seems old and worp, and as a
man might who has jost seen: his last hope
perish,

« 1 énvy you your {sith)” he says, waarily;
] would give half—nsay, all I possess, if 1
conld say that honestly."”

Just at thiz moment there comes an jnter-
Tuption.

“ A telegram, my lord,” 88ys one of the men,
handing in a yellow envelope.

. -Sartorle, tearing it open, xeads hurriedly.

¢ uX shall not go to town, Gale” he s&ays,
after s minute or two of thought, «ountar-
order the carriage, Mr. Branscombe comes
home te-morrow.”
CBAPTER XXII,

*When thers i3 a great deal of emoko. and no
oclear flame, it argues much molsture in the
matter, yetit witnesseth, certainly, that therois
| five there,”—~LEIGHTON
. Loxe_ before the night hae set fn he comes ;
and, as he enters tha room where bis anole site
awaiting hir, Lord Sartorls tells himself that
never before hurhe seen him g0 handsome, so

.1 tall, go good to look at.

& Your tolegram made mo uneasy,” he euyr,
abruptly, ' 80 I came back sooner than I baaq
intended., Had youmine?”
.. 0 Yes; eome hours ago.”
it Did you want me, Arthor 7" L
% Yes; but ot your return hore. Y sent
my telegram priocipally to learn your ad-
dreas, a8 I had made gap my mind to 80 up to
town. You have frustrated that plan.”
There {5 & meaning In his tone that puzales
Dorlan.
uYou golog to truat yourself alonse in our
great Babylon 2" he says, ralsing his brows.
«'Why the world must be coming to.an end.
YWhat bue!oeee had you there thai 1 could not
have mansged for you?”
«My busingss was with you 7 .

{wpatiently, tapplag a table lightly with his
fingers, and frowning somewbat heavily.
« Your tone implies agmuch. Hasanything
happened {o my abseuce to cause you annoy-
ance. 1f 80, let mo kuow at once, and spare
mae any beating about the bugh. Suspense is
nnpleeunt "

u1t1s,” says Sattoris, sizing from his chafr,
and movtng a fowr atepa nenrer to bim. &1t is
e!owly murdering poor .cld John Anners-
le
g¢I ™ etlll hopelessly .in ‘the dark, i £ay8
Dorlpn, shrugging his shoulders, s Whet has
euepenso got to do with old Annersley,?”

« Afd'you. really, ignorant of all that has oc~
ctirred?’, Ee\re you not . heard of Rath's mys—

‘tarlong disbppearence?" 5
Vi 'Ruth’s” disappearance ? 1] ‘Kave | hea.rd

ﬁhlne in hia]
fztle with. hle _'"

1 bis eyes upo !
otherwise when'I call to‘mlnd ell,nthe canses |

temng me,” beglns Simon, without any fure |

hands away ; but presently she got quiet Jike | .

‘| fish by .that time, no doubt,

(Forglve me, my lord, but there wasa-

« Anything wroog ?" eays the ‘young men, 2

the- worde may: convey to
b

Whnt Coryou meen .,”, -demands **Branr.r
g, -throwing” up hig ihesd, and Aushing;
7. <18 "eyes flasb;:his ‘nostrils; dilate
© ftom yonr last remark that

to’do;

.,

you suspected me of having some

wlth ‘her dieuppenrnnce e

4T do,” retarns Sertorle" [
‘the's !

you have given me to doubt; youir- ~'HAve you

-.| forgotten” that day, now some_mouths ago,.

when I ifiet. you and that unhappy girl te-

-] gether on the road to the village?. I, atleast,

shall never forget the white misery of, hex
fage; and thé unmistakable confusion'in her
menner. as T greeted ;her: | Eyén: then the
truth’'began {0 dawn- ‘upon’ me.” -

% The - trath 7’ says Brnnecombe, wlth a
ehort and bitterlaugh. . .

£ At that time'l .was unwlllleg t.o herbor
nnkind doubts of you in my breast;” goed ‘on’
Sartorls, unmoved, nay, rather conﬁrmed in
his suspicions by Branscombe's sneer; * but
then came the night of the Hunt bal), when
T rnet you, alone with her, in the most be-
chided’ part of the ‘grounds, and when you.
were unable to give me any reasonable ex-
planation of her presence thers; a litile
later, I find a handkerchief (which you your-
self acknowledge having glven her) lying on
your library floor; about that, too, you were
dumb; no excuse was ready to your lips.
By your own actions I judge you.”

“Your suspicions make you unjust, my
lord,” says the young man, baughtily. « They
overrule your better judgment. Are such
paltry evidences as you have just put forward
sufficlent to condemn ‘me, or bave you fnrther
proofs?” .

“I .have—a ehll stronper one ‘than - any
other I have mentioned. The Iast place in
which Ruth Annersley was seen in this neigh-
borbood was in Hureton Wood, at efght 'o’-
olock, on the evening of her departnre, nnd-—-
you were with her 7" -

«Iwag 7" ' ‘

“The man who €AW yon wlll swear to
thia.”

# Heomust be rethe. a clever follow.’
:gratulate yon onyour man.” -

4 Do you deny it?’ 'There is~ someth!ng
that is almost hopein his tone. "+ If not
there last Tueedey, at that honr, where were
you?

"« Well, really, It. wouid take me nll my f.!me
to .remember. Probably dining, ‘got to my
" Later on 1'was
‘at Lady Chetwode's crush; bit that "—with a
sarcastic Iaugh—#iga very safe thing to eay,
i8 it not? Onecan hardly prove the presence
of any one at a gatherlng together of - the
clans, such as there “was at her Vit home.” I
wouldn't believe I was there, if T were you,”

He laughs again, Bartoris ﬂnshed hotly alt

over bis lean earnest face.

. % 1tis needless lying,” he says, slowly. “The

I con-

ably 7 (polnting toit) “the one yon are now
wearing-~was acourately -desoribed.” Dorian
starts vieibly. «Do you ehll hope 1o brave it
out®”’

wA ooet like thle, do you say 1" asks Brans.

1aying his band upon his aleeve.

. 9 A light overcoat. NSuch was the descrip.
tion. But-"(with-a longing that is tertibly
pathetic) « many overcoats are alike. And—
I daxe say you have not worn that one for
months.”

«Yes, I have, I wear it Inoessantly; I
have taken rather a fancy to it,” replies Brane-
combe, in an uncompromising tons. *My
persistent admiration for it has driven my
tailor to deapair. { very seldom (except, per-
haps, at midaight revels or afternoon bores)
sppear in public without it.”

4 Then you deny nothing ?"

4 Nothing ?”—conte‘vptuously, making a
wmovement as though to depsart. * Why should
I? 14, efter all thees years that you: have
known me, you can imagine mecsapable ofevil
guch as you describe so graphicully, it wounld
give me no pleasure to vindicate myself in
your eyes, Think ot mo ns you will; I sball
tnke no eteps to justify wysel,”

« You dare not ?"” says Sartoris, ina atifled
tone, confronting him fally for thne firat tiwme,

«That ig just a8 you please to think,” says
Brangcombe, turning upon bim with flaghing
eves. He frowns besvily, and, with a little
gesture common to him, raises his hand and
pushes the end of bis fair mustache bstween
bis teeth., Then, witha sudden effert, ke
controls himeeif, and goes on more quistly.
& I shull always feel regret in that you found
it £0 easy a antter to believe me gulity of 80
monstrous a deed. I think we can have no-
ching further to ssy to each othez, elther now
or in the iatare. I wish you good even-
1n

Eartorh;, standing with his beck almoet
turned to his nephuw, takes no heed ot this
angry farewell ; and Dorlan, going out, closes
the door oe.lmly behind him,

Passing through the long Hall, az it has
been called from tlme - lmmemoﬂel he en~

to speak to him, kindly, as.is his wont,
though in truth his heart s sore. :

4 Ahl Simon! How warm the weathor
‘Rrows 77 he says, genlally, brushing his short
hair back from his forehead. The attempt is
pralssworthy, 88 really there i8 no hair to
gpeak of, his. barber having provided againet
that. He speaks kindly, carelessly-<if a it.’
tle wearlly. His pulses are throbblog, and
- hid heart beating hotly with pnseionete indlg-
nation and disappointment, :

« Very warm, 8ir,” returus the old mn, T6-
gajding him wistfully. He is not thinking
of the weather, either of ita heat or cold. He
1a only wondering, with a foreboding sadness,
whether the man before him—who has been
to him as the apple of his -eye—is gulilty or
not of the crime Imputed to him.: With an
«ffort he recovers himeelf, and nskr, - hastily,
though almost without porpoee. - Have you
gsen my lord 7" -

-4 Yes; I bave only just lett bim.” .
. #You will stay to ‘dipner, Mr, Dorian 7"
He has been *“Mr. Dorian” to him for so
many years that now the more formal M:.
Branscombe 18 impoesible.

«.Not to-night. Some other time, wheu my
unole——" He pauses,.. "

« You think him looking well ’ nsks the
old  man, enxlouely, mistaklng his heelte-
tien.

# Well! OB, that doesn's descrlbe hlm, J
saya ranecombe, with a ehruganda ﬂome—
what.ironical langh, . He struck ‘me as be~
ing unusually lively—in fact, ¢ strong as Bor-
ess on the mein. .1 thought hlm very woll
indeed.”.

.1 Ay, he ip eol A godly youth briogs a
peaceful age; ond- his- wes -that. He has
lived n good llfe end now is reaping hIs re-
ward,” . .

“Xg he M snye Dor}.nn. with a bndly-sup--

1

. ‘pressed yawn, 4 Of oourse I was mistaken,

but teally it ocourred tp g that he waa:dn:an:

.ebom(neble,t.emper.r 180 ;desire - to-insult

every.one part of the, rewm'd Pl bt L0

i Yéu make light’ ‘of what I gay,’ meturng”

do, | U Wby, Srmon!”How.,ggs"ﬁtely in enrneet’
‘| you-srel” b (gaye, lightly:™:+.What crimé
th'| have

'reat-of my days in mk cloth and’ *aghes

%oty coat you wore—a light overcoat—prob-§

combe, with 8 Dervous atiempt at unconcers, |.

counters 8imon Gale, the old butler, and stops |

 Dotian lapingthis hany ds tjrpon the old ser:
yant's"Bhoulder, ,@ nsbes bim ntly back-
watd;5o that Hejniay lon the

into his face. -

committed, that I should: epend'tho

« I know nothipg|?: gays ;old Gale 2adly..
# How should I be wiser tban my magters?.
Al I feel -Is tbat youth is carsless and’ head-
strong, and thmge once done are difficult of
undolng " - If you would go to your grave
happy, keep youreelff-from causing misery” to"
those who love you and—trust in you.”
His voce sinks, and grows tremulons ; Dor-
fap, taking his hands from his ehonlders,
moves back from the old man, and regerds
him meditatively, stroking bis fair mustache!
slowly, in a ratleor mechenlcal faehlon, es be
does so.. .

«The  whole world Beems dyepepuc to-
day,” he saye; fronizally. Then, [t would be
suctl n horrid bore tomake any one miserable
that 1 dare sy 1 shan't try it. * If, however,
I do commit the mysterious serions offence at’
which you broadly hint, and’ of which you:
plainly believe me fully cepoble, I’ll lel you
know about it.” - ,
He smiles sgain—a Jarting gort of smile,:
that bardly accords with: the beauty of the’
dylng day—and, moving away from the old’
man, crosses the osken floorlug to the glasa
door that-lies at the further end of ‘the room,’
and that opens on toa graveled-path ontaide,
on. ‘which lilacs are flinging broadcast their
rich purple ‘bloom. As he moves, with a]
pale tace'and set lips (for the bitter smile has
faded),  he tramples ‘ruthlessly, and without
thought for their beauty, upon the deep soft
patches of coloring that are strewn upon the
floorlng from the etained-gless mndows
above. '

Throwling open the door, he welcomes
gludly the cool evenlng mr that seems to meet
him.

w-Pak I he 88Y8, almoet alond; a8 he strides
oaward boneath the bnddlng ‘slms. *To
think, aiter all these years, they should so
readily condemn mel Even thatold man,
who bas koowz mé, from my ‘{niancy, be-hevee
me guilty ™

Then a change swéépi over him. Insults
to himself are forgotran, and his thoughts
travel onward to a fear that for many days baa
been growing and galoing strength.

Can Horace have committed this . bese
deed? 'Thls fear usurps all other coneldera—
tions. Golng back upon what he has just |
heard he examines in his mind each little ge-

sl of the wretched history imparted to him
by his uncle, Al the suspiclons—lalled 10|
rest through’ Iack’ of matter wherewith to feed
them—now come to life agaln, and grow in
size and importance, in spite of h'.s intense
deslre to suppress them. -

On Toesday night the glrl bed loft’ her
‘home, On Tuesday morning he had been to'
Horace's rooms, had: found him there, had sat
#nd conversed with bim for upward of. an

‘remembers, of Clarlssa Peyton. .
cff bis coat (the light overcoat he had afected

chair, and—left it there when golng!

I'be next morning he had called nah!n, and
found the coatin the very self-same place
where hoe had thrown it. Butinthe mesn
time, during all the hoursthat intervened be.
tween the atterncon of one dsy and the fore-
noon of another, where had it been ?

« T'he very coat you wors wes minately de-
scribed."—The words come back npon him
with a sudden rush, causing him a keener
papyg than any he hes ever yet known., Mnst
be indoed bring himself to believe that his

the deliberate intention (should chance fling
any intruder in tho way) of casting suspiclon
upon him—Dorian? .

in tbe dusk of tho ¢venlng any one might
ensily mistako cne brother for the other.
They are the samwe height; the likeness be-
tween them is rematkable. He slmost hates
himself tor tho rendiness with which he pieces
his story together, making doubt merge with
guch entirety into conviction.

‘I'he évening is paeslpg fair, yet it bringe
no comfort to his sonl; thetrees towering up-
wurd lle heavily agalast.the aky ; the breath
of waoy flowers make rich the air. Already
the faint moon, atising, throws s her silver
light o'er half the world,”" aad make more blue
thu azure depths above
* Star follows star, though yet da.y'e golden light
Upon the hilis and headlands falntly strenms.

: The far-oft grating sound of the coracrake
can be heard ; the cuckoo's tunelees note, in-
cessant and unmusical, tires the early night,
The falnt sweet chlrrops of many insects come
from far and near, and break upon the eense
with a soft and Iuiling harmony :

* There 18 no sur, nor breath of alr; the plaing
Lie “slumberlog In the cold emhmo of
i night.”
pose; whereln atrife’ nnd misery and\ deoth ap—|
pear to'have nopart, © |
T Dorhn the tender solemnity of thap aoeno
brlnge o balm. - To goagaln to town’ by the
night” mail—to ' confront Horace and learn
from''him 'the' worst—is his ome. set.tled
thought, emong ‘the mnltitude of disoa'dered
ones; and upon 1t ke determlnel t& act,

oy all knowledge of thie affalr? " What then
can ‘clest 'Dorian 1n his uncle's byea? ‘And
even 'shoild be acknowledge the fact that he
bad enticed the girl from her houe, how can
it benefit'Dorlan 7 He ie dcazcaly the one to
defend ‘himself at another's expence; and to |
betriy Hdrace to clear himael! would be im-
poasaibleto him,

He': grows “bewildered and Leait siok,
Reaching homo, he orders his dog-cart to be
brought: round, and, by teklnglt.e good ‘deal
out of his’ ‘Bood’ RTAY TATG MANBELE’ fo catch
tha evenlog traln totown.

--1ord Bartoris, eltting breodlng over mIsor-
able thoughta o the library at Bythe, has tid-|
fngs brought bim of his nephew’e gpcedy te-
torn to Londop, and’ endures ‘one #tab, the
more, as he 1eels more than ever convlnced ot
his‘daplloity:; ' -

» inved in' town, Bransoorhbe drives bo Hor-
a06's To0ms, hoping eglinet liope that hs" may,
find bim at Yome, ‘To his aurprlee Yie does
80 flnd hini—in the midit of papers, and Bp~
-perently up o his eyes’In business, .

" Working 4o late ?" says Dorian, involun—;

at this bour, na’'one of a’'chossn, band brouzht
tegetber ‘te digouss the lighter topioq of the
dsy|over ‘soup‘and fish'and, flesb” ‘In tmth,

his brother; the enormity of his errenpl'
itself ielt endhe hurdly kno*‘s “what to en§ 29.

him) - .
“}Yoo Dorinn ™ YRk 'ﬁmug Tita Gybr,.
‘gmiles uoo;:v him hle? uenal slow impenetrable’
orking Sthere,. the,
ﬁoig"or’ﬁei

smile.
‘monsyless oner, must: % and deAth"

4;

-make, myﬂbloodﬂmn cold’,

hour on different’ enbjeots—chieﬂy, he_ now |
The day bad been warm, and he had taken |

tor the past month), and had thrown it on al,

own brother had made use of the coat with|

‘All nature seems pinking into one grlnd re- ‘

But what if ho shall prove innocent, or r de- |

tarlly, belng  accustomed to think of Horeoe, .

no® "he is on'the’ apot’ ‘and mce 4o c ‘with]

4-;. o e

h : B u/ re roachiul work when all is confessed.” He presses his
onb 7 r—/ 1 S e{. o / —-19 pak. He}ys nbe .{ hand to his forehe‘arn‘inyit g\weoted langaor,
i -Q'I‘het i ox(otly_ _wﬁ ; o ‘ifov’i’lf“ucoﬁt— :p,ent’no'!eeﬂng deed}’ 7} and for -an ingt tafik| conceald) hig face, « By
8| sl herdel,\ of cotirse;” & or’oiher 4 yoara:qre_ep_on-q?j Were well to '?ih" ‘bye, 1t 18 Fath&l good;dtryou to break in
"'.('hen, tqrni glmﬁulefvel fa08:his"nepkiow, | says Bimop™#1th'a trembling™ ‘B0 unexpectedlm‘. Pqp my 0 otony. Any.

}Ihought,ﬂn— could ’ hava*toid me whers | youth is eti!tl-wjth us.- Toyou it yét belonge ;th!ng “Tican do‘fuon? S £
Q‘is,” he’ aﬂfe,—(wlthont giving hlmeeif time’ If.you have, one y aught am.las,‘I‘enheat you ~SIr Lt e sppak to.yo va: Dorian impaf.
0" .think ol’ell %0~ confees, and: ake nmend 'for it, whﬂst mvely, laying his!hano uponhislarm. =If]

am wronging you “in,my--thoughts I shal{
never: fargive myeelf and yon, An a1l probabil.
ity, will n oldither ; yet 1 must
get it.off my indf

0! ho.ve flang away

rupdoubted&taleutl,,lour tond _out-Irvings

Irving; it “is ultm-trngic. ++Positively, you
Don't stand star-
ing,atme in that awfnl attitude, but tell me,
ee "briefly as you can, what I bave done.”
“"He laughs lightly.

Dorlan ragards bim fixedly. Has he wrong.
od him? Has instinct played him false ?

t Where is Ruth Annersley 77 ho asks awk-
‘wardly; as thotgh'getting rid of tE6”question

..|-at any price andwithont-presmble. - Be has

.8till his hand npon his brother's arm, and his
eyes upon his face.". :

« Quth Annersley?” reiterates Horace, the
niest-perfect amazement.in his tonei” If pur~
posely done, the surprlse is very ‘excellent in-
deed "« Why? What -has happened to
her 7"

« Have you heard notbhing?"

« My dear fellow, how conld L? I havenot
been near Pollingham for a-full month ; and
its emall’ gossips fail to _interest our big crty.
‘What has happened ?”

«The girl hasg lefc her home; has not been
heard of since Inst Taesday. They fear shs
bas willingly flung up happlneee and honor
to.gain—misery.”:. .

«Whst a c‘nerltnble pluce is e smnll vu.
lage!” says Horace with a sbrug. #Why
should the estimabla Pallinghemites Imagine
§0, much evil? . Perhaps, finding life in t.hat
elagnsnt 'bole- unendurable; Buth threw up
the, _whole concern, and is now seeking a sub-
gistence honorably. Perhnpa, teo, she lm
mamied. Ferhaps——""

. ¥ Why do.you not suppose her. dead ?” snys
Dorisn, tapping the;table Fith his forefinges,
his eyes fixed moodlly oua the pattern of ths
mnroon-co)o:ed gloth. - # All such &pecula.
tions are equally.;absord, - 1-hardly-came to
London to listen tp such vain-imaginings.”

.. WThen—I[think 1 hardly understand you,"
saye Horace, amlably; «yon came hoceuao
FOU——r S

“ #Becanse I fenoied I.bad: hero - tho best
chance of, hem:ing about her, interrupts Dot
{an, bluntly, losing patience a littie?”

« How fearfully you blunder?” returns Hoz-
ace still quite; calmly—~nay, It : even.a. tone
that might.be called amused. & If you mean
that I bave hadanything to do with her
vamoose, 1. beg .to. say your.imagioation has
run wild..- You can: search the place if you
like. . The 0ld lady. who attends to my wants
- will probobly express some faint disapproba-
-tion ‘when you invade -the sauotity of her
‘chamber;, but.beyond that no unpleasantnes
‘need. be, anticipated.. This is her, favorite
‘hour for. mbibing. .brandy—my brandy you
will underatand.,(sbe -iakes }t . merely as a
‘tonic, beipg affictad-—as £ha tells. me—with
what she ls. pler.sed to. term inlghtly trim-
biea’); so if, In the course of your wanderings,
you chance to meet her, and she openly mol~
esis you, don’t blame me.” -

. b ig that all you can tel). wme "

“ All about.my old lady, cortelnly M
« And of-Rath?* . .

‘%1 know nothing, . as. yon ehould under-
atand.”  He laughs significantly. .

¢ What:do you .mesan ?’ demsands Dortan,
s littlo ﬁeroely. s Hig -eyea are dark and
flashing, his lips compressed, . .

. What can I menn, except tust you are ri-
dxculously qbsurd 7" swys. Horace, tleing.
#'What i8 it you expect me to say? I can't
get yoq out.of it. I always knew you had a
penchant for her, but never thonght it would
carry yon 50 far. If yon will take my advice,
bowever, yon wiilbo milder atout it,.and take
that look off your face, 1fyougo !n for so-
clety with that - cat-up expreeslon ia your
ever, people will talk.”
© #Chen you know nothing 7 repeats Brans.

combe, taking no notico of—perhaps not even
honﬂng—the foregoing speech. ...

# Asolutely nothing. How should 1?" a8ys
Horace, with his suft smooth smile, * Have
n bracoy-and-soda, Dorlan, ora little curaces 2
Perhaps, indeed, the brendy will b bzst (ad-
ways allowmg Mra, McGinty has left me
noy), yon look 86 thoroughly done up.”

i ‘hank you~nothing."” le gazes at his
brother long and varpestly. “The Brans-
combs word oughtto be enre,” he ysyr, mood-
ily.

« 5till upconvincod l" says Horace, with an
alry laugh. ¢ I know. ! ought to take you by
the shoulders, Dorian, and pitch you dowa
the stairs ; but somehow, I haven's the plack
to-night, I am pverdone threugh this abotn=
{aable law, and—you aro such a- tremendous
fellow ‘when compared with me. Must you
renlly be off 50 socn? Utay and have a cup
of coffce? No? Wall, it it muet be, good-
night.” :

"Dorlan goes down the steire—punled be-
wildered, almost convinced. At the foot of
the etairoeee ‘he looke up agaln, to see Hor~
ade slanding above him gtill, candle In Jand,
rediant, smillng debonelre, eppsrently wltb- ;
out a care inthe world. -

‘He nods to him, and. Dorlnn, murning the
salute in grave. end sllent fashion, goes out
into the lighted. streats, and walks aleng in
momentary expectation of:a hansom, when &
well known voice smites npon Lis ear:

' % What In the name of wondaer, Brenecomhe.
brfnga you hera?”

Turning be finda’ bimself face to feoe with
817 Janies Berope

' # My presence le hardly au. eighth wonder,"
he says, weurily., « Bat-how Ia lt you are not -
in Paris 1 ,

' ¢ Fate ordnined it eo, and probably fortung,
a8 1 just. want a friend with whom to put‘li
en 'evening,”

‘wYou, have choeen a dull oomponlon,loeye o
Do,rlen, atupidly. = What bronght yon homo

or!glnelly?" .

' ¥ Business peruy, end pnrtly be auee—er——
that {s I'felt I needsd a little change.” .
% Ah1 just 80, raya Branscombe., Bat he
'ADEWEZA N8 ODne mlght who bar heard nothing.
‘Blr James casts upon him;n qoick peaetreting
glenco

o Auything wmng wlth yan, qumcombe "
hé meks, quietly.. « Anything 1n whioh I can
te of uge to you?"
‘4 Thank you, no. . I'm just a lltue dowu‘
‘on iny Yuck, that's all,” Then . abruptly. 4.

in Paollingham 1",

“wAbodt ', that poor llttle glrl T’
Jemee . Oh,yee. m news flleg.apace ;. and'
thle momlng Hodgés, .who cama to town..to.
‘Hee; me about Bennetfs farm, gave men gark- -
‘led eccounnt of hiar dieeppeemnoe 1.1 think I
“hardly “underdtand oven' now. .. Hg :
ghnppun ” o e v h
HFor o fokll min ] ﬂorien:mnkee
o |18 looking e 83 borop '8
fnée, td eee if 1p it be e%qr o H
thought, a0y | ce e Ily 0onces ed,expreuglon )
o mlstrust. ' ‘Thy . Index ooxpp.uﬂﬂol
' ehado,w,,op felqtest trpce 104,571 ;c ‘gg,
orepee clear ang’ honeet ey g_‘s,,, Bran

raws o deep bréath’ “Whatever 1n ho Tubare

&

is unpopular nowednye. 8, lnw e dry

«

( Continued on"Third _.Paﬂc- >

‘Suppose pou hiave: heard of the mndel down . :
s ye Blr,.-“

no,reply.'.. .

§0 soon 7 of, rather, what took you to Parla . ¢
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