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CHAPTER XIX. — THE WORLD'S BEST ORFE.—A PRISON.

After a walk in the sweet Apil sunshine the following
mormning, a heatty breakfast, and a general milying of the
clastic forces of youth, UHaldane felt that he had not yet
reached the ** brink of dark despair.”

Indeed, he had an odd sense of pride that he had survived
the ordeal of the fast two days, and stull felt as well as he
did.  Although it was but an Arab’s life, ' which every
man's hand seemed against hum, yet he still hived, and con-
cluded that he could continue to live indefinitely.

He did not go out again, as or the previous day, to seck
employment, but sat down and tried to think his way into
the future someyhat.

The first question that presented itself was, Should hen
ani' contingency return home to his mother ?

Ie was not long in deciding adversely, for it scemed to
him to involve such a bitter mortification, that he felt he
would rather starve.

Should he send to her for money ?

That would be scarcely less humiliating, for it was equi.
valent to a confession that he ceuld not even take care of
himself, much less achicve all the brave things he had inti.
mated.  He was sull more averse to going to Mrs. Arant,
for what would seem chanty to her husband and to everyone
clse whomighthzarof it.  The probability, atso, that $aura
would learn of such an appeal for aid made hum scout the
very thought.

Should he go away among strangers, change his name,
and commence hife anew, unburdencd by the weight which
now dragged him down ?

The thought of cutting himsell off utterly from all whom
he knews or who ared for him, caused a cold, shivenng
sense of dicad. It would also be a confession of defeat, an
acknowledgment that he could not accomplish what he had
promised 1o hunsell and to others. e had, moureover, suf-
ficient forethought to perceive that any success which he
might achicve elsewherte, and under another name, would
be such a shght and baseless fabnie, that a breath from one
who now knew him could overturnst.  He might lead an
honourabls life for years, and yet no one would believe hun
honourable after discovering that he was living under an
alias and concealing a crime. If he could build himself up
in Hillaton he would be founded on the rock of the truth,
and need fear no disastrous reverses from causes agamst
which he could not guard.

Few can be more miserable than those who hold their
fortunes and good name on sufferance—safe or y in the
cower and disposition of others to keep some wretched
secret 5 and he is but little better off who fears that every
stranger arnving 1n town may recognize in hic face the fea-
tures of one that years belore, by reason of some disgraceful
ac?, fled from himself and all who knew him. The more
Haldane thought upon the scheme of losing his identity, and
of beconmung that vague and as yet unnamed stranger, who
after years of exile would still be himself, though to the world
not himsclf, the less attractive it became.

He finally conrluded that, as he had resolved to remain
in Hullaton, he would keep his resolunon, and that, as he
had plainly stated tus purpose to kit tumself up by his awn
unaded efforts, he would do $01f it were possible s and if i
were not, he would hive the life of a labourer—a tramp,
even—~—rather than **skuik Lack.” as he expressed it to thnse
who were once kindred and companions.

¢ If T cannot walk erect to their front doors, I will never
crawl] around to the back entrances. 1f 1 ever must take
alms to keep from starving, 3t will be from strangerc |
shail never :nflict mysell as 2 dead weight and a pamnfrily
tolerated infamy on any one. 1 was uble 1o get myself into
this disgusurig slough, and if I haven't brains and plurk
enough 1o get myself vut, 1 will remain at this, my level, to
which 1 have fallen.”

Thus pride still counselled and controlled, and yet it was
a kind of pride that inspires something like respect. It
proved that there was much good metal in the crude, mis-
shapenote of his nature.

But the necessity of doing something was urgent, for the
sum he had been willing to receive from his mother was
small, and rapidiy diminishing,

Among the possible activities in which he might enpage,
that;of writing for papers and magaznes occurred to him,
and the thought at once caught and fired his amagination.
The mysteries of the literary world were the least krown to
bim, and therefore it offered the greatest amount of vague
promise and indefinite h%l;c' Heze 2 path might opento
both fame 2nd fortune.  The moze he dwelt on the possibil-
ity, the more it scemed to take the aspect of probability.
Under the signature of E. 11. he would write thrilling tales,
until the public insisted upon knowing the great unknown.
Thea he could reverse present experience by scorning those
who had scorned him.  He reca’ied all that he had ever read
about genius toiling in its attic uaul the world was compelled
to recognize and do homage to the regal mind.  He would
remain in seclusion also 3 he would bum midnight oil until
he should be known as Haldane the brilliant writer instead
of 1{aldane the gambler, diankard, and thief.

All on fire with his new project, he sallied forth to the
nearest news stand, and selected two ot three papers and

wRanncs, whose pievious interest to lim and known popu-
lanty sogpested that they were the best medioms in which
he could rise upon the public as a literary star, all the mose
attractive because unnamed and unknown.

His next proceeding indicated 2 cummendable amount of
shrewdness, and proved that his roscate visions resulted
more from igrnorance and inexperience than from nnate
fonlishness. e carcfully read the penodicals he had
boaght. in the hojc of oblaining hiats and suggesnons from
thicir contents which would aid kim 1n producing aceeptable
manuscripts. Some of the sketches and stories appeared

' very simple, the style lowing along as smoothly and lmpidly
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as a summer brook through the meadows. He did not
sce why he could not write in a shmilar vein, perhaps more
excitingl?- and interestingly. In his parttial and neplee ed
course ol study he had notgiven much attention to belles lct.
tres, and was nnt aware that the simplicity and lucid purity of
thought which made certain pages so easily read wete pros
duced by the hest trainedd and most cullure\g talent existing
amuong the regularcomtributors.

Le spent the evening and the greater part of a sleepless
night in constructing a crude plot of a story, and, having
iocured wnting matenals, hastened through an carly
hreakfast the following mutning in his eagerness tv enter on
what now seemed a shining path to fame,

He sat down and dipped s pen in ok,  The blank,
wiite page was before him, awaiting s brilliant and buin-
ing thoughts ; but for some reason they did not and would
not come.  This puzzled iim. lHe could dash off a letter,
and wate with case a plam business statement.  Why could
he not commence atd go on with his story ?

** How do those other fcllows commence 2 he mentally
queried, aud he again carefully read and exanuned the open-
ing paragraphs of two or three tales that had pleased him.
They seemed to commence and go forward very casily and
naturally. Why could he not do the same ?

To his dismay he found that he could not.  Ile m’ght as
well have sat down and hoped to have deftly and skilfully
constructed a wateh, as 1o have imitated the style of the
stories that most pleased him, for he had never formed even
the power, much less the habir| of camporition.

After a few laboured and inconsequential sentences, which
seemed hike crude ore instead ol the molten, burning metal
of thought 1eft to cool in gracefu) moulds, he threw aside his
pen an despair ’

After stanng despondently for a time at the blank page
which now pronmused to remain as blank as the future then
scemed, the fact suddenly occurred to him that even genius
often spurred its flagging or donnant powers by stimulants.
Surely, then, he, tn his pressing emergency, had a right to
avail imeelf of this aid. A little brandy might awaken his
imagination, which would then kindle with his theme.

At any rate, 4e had no objection to the brandy, and with
this inspiration he again resumed his pen. e was soon
astomushed and dehighted with the result, for he found him-
self wnning wath ease and fluency.  His thoughts seewred to
becowe vivid and powerful, and his story grew rapidly  As
body and nund flagped, the potent genii 1n the black botile
apan lfted and soared on with him until the mzrvellous tale
was completed.

t1c decided to correct the manuscripton the following
day, and was so complacent and hopeful over his perform-
ance, that he scarcely noted that he was beginning to fecl
wretchedly from the inevitable reaction. The next day,
with dull and aching head, he tried to read what he had wrt-
ten, but found it dieary and disappointing woth. 1lis sen-
tences and paragraphs appeared like clouds from which the
light had faded ; hut he explained this fact tu himself on the
ground of his depressed physical state, and he went through
his task with dogged persistence.

He felt better on the following day, and with the aid of
the hnttle he resnlved to give his inventive genius another
On this accasinn he wauld attempt a longer story —
one that would occupy him several days—and he again
stimulated himself up to a condition in which he found a1
least no lack of wards  When he attained what he sup-
posed was bis best maod, he read over again the worl of
the precerding dav, and was delighted to tind that it now
glowed wib pricmaric hues  Io his camplacency he at
once despatehed it ro the paper for which it was designed

Three or {nur day<of alternate work and brooding pased,
and if varinus and prculiar mroads prove the passession of
genius, Haldane eertainly might claim it Between his
sense of misfortune and disgrace, and the fact that his funds
were becoming low, an one hand, anid his towering hopes
and shivering fears cancerning his literary ventures on the
other, hie was emphatically in what is termed **a state of
mind,” cnntinunusly  These causesalnne were sufficient to
make meatal seremity impossible 5 but the after effects of the
decoction from which he obtained his inspiration were
cven worse, and after a week’s work the thought occurred to
him more than once that if he pursued a literary life, cither
hus genius or that which he imbibed as its spur, would con-
sume him uttetly. )

By the ime the first two stories were finished, he fourd
that 1t would be necessary to supplement the labours of tus
pen.  He would haveto wait at least 2 few days before he
could hope for any returns, even though he had urred v has
accompanyig notes prompt acceplance and  ~mittance for
thar value.

He went to the office of the ** Evening Spy,” the paper
which had shown some lenicncy towaid him, and offered his
scrvices as a writer, or even reporter 3 and, although taught
by harsh expenence not to hope for very much, he was a
little surprised at the perenuptory manncr in which. his sere
vices were declined.  is face scemed to 23k an explanauon.
and the editor said bricfly,

* We did not bear down very hard on you—it's not our
custom ; but buth inchnation and nceessity lead us to re-
quire that cveryonc and cverything connected with this
papet should be enunently tespectable and deserving of
respect.  Good morning, sir.”™

I‘Iald:nc's pre-eminence consisted only 1 his lack of
respectability 3 and afier the brave visions of the past weck,
based on his literary toil, this cool, sharp-cut statement of
socicty's opinton quenched about all hope of everrising by
tirst gumng recongmtion and cmploymen! among  thase
whose position was sumilar 1o what lus own had hecn.  As
he pladded lis way back to the micerable hittle foreign
restanrant, his nund began todwell on this question,

*Is therc any place n ‘the world for one who has com.
mitted a ciime, save a pnson 2"

CHAVTER XX.—MAIDEN AND WOOD-SAWYER.

Beforc atterly abandomung all hope of finding employment
that should in some smali degree preserve an air of respecta

-

nlity, Haldane resolved to give up onc more day to the
search, and on the following morning he started out and
walked until nightfall. He even offeted to take the hume
blest posittons that would insure him a suppoit and some re-
cognition ; but the record of his action whl)lc in Mr. Arnot’s
employ fullowed him everyw here, creatng sufficent prejudice
in ¢every case to lead to a tefusal of lus application,  Some
sald " No*' teluctantly and hesitatingly, as of kindly fechugs
within took the young man’s part ; but they said it, nevers
theless.

For the patient resolution with whica he continued to
apply te al. kinds of people and places, hour after hour in
spite 0; such disheartening treatment, he deserved much
praise ; but he did not teceive any, and at last, weary and
despondent, he returned to his miserable lodgings. e was
so desperately depressed in body and mind, that the contents
of the black bottle scemed his only resource.

Such a small sum now remained that he felt that some.
thing must be done instantly.  He concluded that his only
course now was to go out and pick up any odd bits of wor
that he could find. e hoped that by working half the
time he nught make enough to pay for his board at his pre.
sent_cheap lodging-place. This would leave him time to
continue his writing, and in the course of a week more he
would certataly hear from the manuscripts already forwarded.
On these he now built nearly all his hope. 1€ they were
well receivet. and paid for gxc considered his fortune sube
stantially restored, and fame almost a cestainty in the future,
I€ he could only produce a few more manusceipts, and
bridge over the intesvening time until he could hear from
them, he felt that his chicf difficulties would be past, .

Having decided to do a labourer’s work, he at once
resolved to exchange his elegant brozdcluth for a labourer’s
suit, and he managed this transfer so shiewely, that he ob-
tained quite a little sum of money in additiun.

It was well that he did replenish his finances somewhat,
for his appatently phlegmatic landlord was as wary asa
veteran mouser in looking after his small interests.  He had
just obtained an inkling as to Haldane’s identity, and, while
fie was not at all chary conceming the sucial and moral
standing «of his few uncertain lodgers, he proposed hence.
forth that all transactions with the suspicious stranger should
be on a strictly cash basis. y

It was the busy spring-time, and labour was in great
demand  Haldine wandered off to the suburbs, and, as an
ordinary labourer, offerzd his services in cleaning up yards,
cutting wood, or forking over a space of garden ground.
His stalwart form and prepossessaing appearance generally
secured him a favourable answer, but before he was through
with his task he often seceived a sound scolding for his
unskilful and bungling style of work. But he :n part made
up by matn strength what he lacked in skill, and after two
or three days he acquired considerable definess in his un.
wonted labours, and felt the better for them. They counter.
acted the effects of hts literary efforts, or, more correctly,
his mcans of inspiration in them,

Thus anuther week passed, of which he gave thiee days
to the production of two ot thiee more bne! manuscnpts,
and duting the folloning week he felt sure that he would
hear fiom those first sent.

e wrote throughout the hours of daylight on Sunday,
scarcely leaving his chair, and drank moie decply than usual.
In consequence, he felt wretchedly on Monday, and, there.
foze, strolled off to look for some empluyment that would
not tax his aching head. Hithesto he had avoided all
Incalitics where he would be apt 1o meet those who knew
him, and by reason of his briel residence in town there
were (ompanatively few who wete familiar wath hus features.
He now recalled the fact that he had often scen from lus
window, while an inmate of Mrs. Arnot’s home, quite a col-
lec'ion of cottages across a small ravine that ran 2 little
hark of that lady’s residence.  He might Gnd some work
amnng them, and he yielded ta the impulse to look again
upon the place where such rich and abundant happiness
had once scemed within his grasp.

For several days he had been conscious of a growing
decire to hear fiom his mother and Mrs. Amot, and often
found himself wondering how they regarded his mystenous
disappearance, or whether reports of his vain inquiry for
work had reached them. With a pride and resolution that
grew obstinate with time and failwe, he resolved that he
would not communicate with them until he had som-thing
favourable to tell ; and he hoped, and almost bLelieved, that
before many days passed, he could addressto them 2 literary
weekly paper in which they would find 1n prominent posi.
tion, the underscored initals of E. H. Until he could be
preceded by the first flashes of fame he would remain in
obscunty. e would not even et Mrs, Amot know where
he was hiding, so that she might send to him his personal
effects left at her house.  Indeed, he had no place for them
now, and ras besides, more mothidly bent than ever on
making good the proud words he had spoken. If, in the
facc of such tremendous odds he could, alone and unaided,
with nothing but his hands and brain. win agsin all and
morc than hic had lost, he could compel the respect and
admiration of thosc who had witnessed his downfall and
consequent victorious strugple,

Was the girl who had inspired his sudden, and, as he had
supposed, ** undying " passion, forgottcn during these trying
days? 1Yes, to a great extent.  llis sell-love was greater
than is Jove for Laura Romeyn. Ide craved intensely to
prove that he was no longer a proper object of her scorn,
She had rejected hum as a slave to *“ disgusting vices,” and
such he had apparently shewn himself to be; but now he
would have heen willing to have dipped_his pen in his own
Linod and have written away his life, if thereby he conld
have filled her with adminmtion and regret.  Although he
scarcely acknowledged 1t to himself, perhaps the subitlest
and strunget impulse to lus present course was the hope of
teaching her that he was not what she how regarded him,
But hie was not at that time capable of a strong, true affec.
tion for anyone, and thoughts of the pretty maiden wounded
his pride more than ks heant.

After arriving at the farther bank of the ravine back of
Mrs. Amot’s residence, he sat down for a while, and gave
himself up to 2 very bitter reveric.  There, in the baght



