
P A P E T A 9

long watch-
roke with a

to my feet,

md. Great
ile hovered
; hand was
Dok, the last

y was dead.

MURAT.

Devonshire,
rage, which,

xtraordinary

aess.

. Moffitt. I

jhouse. Ida
ffitt had left

one, I knew

future events

13 I possibly

onspicuous

;

le for sundry
86 pages. I

CHAPTER II.

By the advice of my solicitor, f o folloNviiig lines

appeared in the *• Times" newspaper, and in vaH-
ouR other periodicals of the irnitcd Kingdom :

^
NOTICE.

£100 tftVIWARO will be given to any person supplying such in-

formation a.s will load to the di-covery of Mrs. Jaxk Moffitt, latp

of No.— , J Street, Limehouse, London.

Mrs. Moffitt is earncKtiy requested to place herself in immediate
communication with Mr. Eugene Murat, of No.— , Berkeley Square;
or, with hifi eolicitor, I». Francia, Esquirr, Lincolri«-Inn-Ficlds, London.

A month passed ; still no news of Ida Vernon, or

Mrs. Moffitt.

On the 28rd August, I most unexpectedly received

the following note from my old school-fellow and
friend, O'Shaughnessy

:

Hackett's Hotel, Tuesday.
My Dear Eugene,

—

I arrrived yesterday from Algiers. Pray come and
dine with me this evening. I cannot call upon you,

as important business will detain me in the city,

until after six. I shall expect you. I was sorry to

learn of Sir Charles Barley's demise.

Yours truly,

B. W. O'Shaughnessy.

It is more than eighteen months ago since we
parted; I therefore look pleasurably forward to our
meeting. I promised myself some relaxation, from
the dull monotony of my every day existence: I

dressed, and was driven to Hackett's, in Piccadilly.

Our rencontre was a warm one ; he congratulated
me on my good fortune, and deplored my loss. Our


