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XVII.—Continued. have thought of you all these long
months; how I-------” and blushing to
the roots of her bonnle dark tresses, 
Jennie jumped up, leaving her half- 
whispered sentence unfinished.

CHAPTER XVIM.
Flight of Laroom.

asked, p analyses his energies just 
now? Simply this—Rolf Laroom Is 
conscious that he has put himself ut
terly in the power of a bigger scoun
drel than himself. He knows that as 
soon as he got a little business to
gether, Slmmonds would descend upon 
him ruthless and unappeasable, strip
ping him to the last shilling.

His situation is analogous to "that 
of the hard-wdrking woman with a 
profligate husband in the dim back
ground—one who sells up the home 
she has

spoke, so different from his old, easy, I makes him feel limp." 
nonchalant manner, moved her "Ah!” returned Ellerton, laughing, 
strangely. And now she looked at “whethers it’s weddings or funerals, 
him, she was struck with his worn, I It comes to the same thing to him." 
haggard aspect. Dainty had felt his I Jennie nodded.
brother’s disgrace bitterly. In his eyes “Do you know,” she said, after a 
Maurice was past the sympathy of slight pause, as she walked slowly 
all honorable men. He had sinned along the edge of the river, "that I 
past all redemption. Mrs. Ellerton have been imparting the fishing lore 
and Rosie, In their pity for the of- you taught me to an old friend of 
fender, were morally blind to the yours—Mr. Weaver?” 
enormity of the offence. But it was “What Tim? Tes, his regiment ar- 
not so with Dainty. He grieved sin- rived Just before I left. I told him 
cerely that his brother he so loved he’d have to take to fishing here.” 
should have so fallen. But he saw “Well, a pretty mess he made of it 
his crime in all its nakedness and de- to begin with; but when I found he 
formity. He glossed It over not an was a friend of yours I took compas- 
iota. Sion on him.”

"That would go a long way. towards 
reconciling him to the pursuit,” re
joined Dainty smiling, to whom the 
susceptibilty of Mr. Weaver was well 
known.

"What do you mean?” inquired 
Jennie sharply.

“My dear Jennie, don’t be angry, 
but my friend Tim’s devotion to your 
sex is notorious, 
has ’ paid 
charms.”

“No more, sir, than a tolerably 
good-looking girl might lay claim to,” 
retorted Jennie, somewhat mendaci
ously, for she is aware the Irishman’s 
devotion is exceptional.

“There's no doubt Tim Weaver 
speaks highly of trout-fishing as a 
“divarsion,’ " observed Dainty, rather 
amused.

The blood flew to Jennie’s temples, 
and her grey eyes lightened, as she 
replied rapidly:

“He was not so much wrapped up 
in himself as to fail to discover that 
his companion was worth looking at. 
He has the gallantry of his nation, 
and is not called upon to put on the 
affected manners of a dragoon.”

Dainty started—he knew that this 
girl had a feeling for him when he 
was last down in those parts, and he 
,saw now that it still existed. He gazed 
at her with no little curiosity, but 
she turned her head away from him, 
and kept her eyes steadfastly on the 
ground. For the first time 
struck with her tall, graceful 
with the rich masses of her brown 
hair, with the long dark lashes that 
now veiled her flashing grey eyes. 
For the first time he noticed her easy 
supple walk, and his eye was attract
ed to the well-turned ankle that ever 
and anon peeped forth from beneath 
her blue serge walking dress. He had 
thought of her vaguely before as a 
good-looking girl, but he awoke to 
the consciousness that she was a very 
handsome one.

As I have said before, he was a man 
strangely indifferent to feminine at- 
tractio’ns. It was not that be did not 
mingle in woman’s society, because 
he did a good deal, until his brother's 
crime made him so keenly sensitive 
regarding all society. But as long as 
he found a woman agreeable, Dainty 
had always tifeen curiously blind to 
her personal attractions. He would 
spend an evening in pleasant talk 
with a lady either plain or passée, 
would yawn at times when one whose 
beauty was beyond dispute had con
descended to put forth all her powers 
of accomplishment for his subjuga
tion; had monopolized the belle of the 
ball for half an hour at others, and 
yet been all unconscious that she ws 
such. There was no awakening en
thusiasm with regard to woman’s 
beauty in Dainty; “good-looking” was 
the utmost it was possible £o extract 
from him. Yet he made one excep
tion, and that was a lady with soft 
grey hair, and turned of fifty. It was 
his mother.

And now for the first time in his 
lift Dainty is musing seriously on a 
girl's looks, and the more he gazes 
stealthily at Jennie Holdershed, the 
more he awakens to the conscious
ness of what a handsome girl she is.

Rather awkward, he thinks, this 
last speech of here. He feels cbnsciouS 
of having bèen somewhat remiss in 
the matter of attention to Jennie all 
last summer. She might almost have 
been a man as far as he was con
cerned, so completely did he regard 
her as a mere sister of the angle, to 
whom he had been first attracted by 
seeing her pursue her sport in base, 
poaching, unorthodox_fashion—to wit, 
with a worm. In mere compassion for 
her ignorance had he first introduced 
himself to her, and had felt, in the 
beginning, much wrath because she 
failed to carry out his instructions. 
Latterly he had condescended to own 
that she would throw a 
practice. Still, despite 
Dainty is quite conscious that he has 
some hold over this girl. Her very 
petulance is proof of it.

'Hhey had Walked on 
some time, absorbed in

CHAPTER XIX. 
Jennie’s Wish Fulfilled.

half effort to draw her to him; but 
she extricated herself quickly from 
his grasp, and, with a sharp, petulant 
nod, sped away home.

CHAPTER XX.
VSE/Qa

News From Without.
Maurice Ellerton, having been duly 

furnished by the astute Mr. Blades 
WR” writing materials, has written a 
letter to his brother, which that 
worthy has undertaken to forward by 
what he facetiously designates “the 
underground mail.” At the expiration 
of a couple of days, he whispers to 
Maurice that he has done so. Very 
sanguine and hopeful is the latter 
upon receiving this assurance; and, 
before a week has elapsed, he is im
patiently expecting a reply. He ques
tions Mr. Blades, whenever opportu
nity offers, eagerly on this subject, 
and chafes when that experienced 
criminal preaches patience to him.

“You see,” said Blades, “our mail 
ain't quite as regular as the ordinary 
Post. Then, again, the chap you've 
wrote to, he. ain’t up to the move. 
He'd probably not be at the address 
you gave. He ain't expectin' to hear 
from you, and the letter might have 
to follow him about a bit. But don’t 
you be down-hearted, he’ll be awake 
to the underground post after a little, 
and then you’ll hear regular."

Still, if Maurice fretted at the de
lay, yet the mere sending of that let
ter had done him good. He had 
Something—not much, it may be; blit 
nevertheless, something—to look for
ward to. It had aroused the man 
from the leaden apathy inté which he 
had sunk.

When life has fallen for us into a 
dull, hopeless uniformity it is surpris
ing with what interest we can expect 
the slightest Incident that threatens 
to trouble its stagnant waters.

Maurice rose every day now with 
the possibility of receiving a letter. 
True, the day seemed to bring noth
ing but disappointment; y< 
there not the morrow which 
make atonement for all such miscar
riage of expectations ? And what was 
it, after all, that he watched and 
waited for? Only a letter. For as 
yet po other scheme possessed Mau
rice’s brain. He simply craved to hear 
from these dear to him, oftener than 
the prison regulations allowed. Twice 
a year is not much to receive intelli
gence of those we love. That was all 
Maurice was at present entitled to. 
Time and good conduct might pro
duce further indulgence in this re
spect. In the meanwhile how slug
gish were the wings of time!

"Only a letter! ” three words that 
mean so much—may mean so 

Hearts have grown sick, and

CHAPTER

to mut’ny ?” said the Cap- 
hold wrong man to stan’Mean

, „nrtUo’ thing. Make sail, or by
“ rl ./m' what call it, I’ll—I’ll------ ■”
6 !nd here the bibulous old gentle- 

' threatened his contumacious 
fiercely with his spy-glass, 

out, Mr. Weaver. He’s in 
nor'-nor’-by-north state, in- 

Heed we must get him in. Uncle!
rried Jennie, as she sped down 

,,,n, ihtle garden path. 
thÜYeSi my dear,” replied the Captain;
‘ "'Do^com^in. You’re making such 

I'm quite ashamed of you!” 
sort o’ shing, zis!” respond-

tain. Jennie Holdershed has pone on 
dreaming day-dreams, and drinking 
In stories of Dainty Ellerton, such as 
are only told by a man who narrates 
the exploits of his school-days; and 
Jennie can no longer disguise from 
herself that she feels a passion for 
this wandering hussar, that is all un
warranted, as far as anything he has 
ever said to her Is concerned. She 
does not quite know how It has all 
come about even now. She liked him 
well enough in the old fishing days.
Nay, Jennie, searching heart fiercely
and scornfully, will admit “very Jennie looked at him for some 
much’; but she didn’t love in those seconds In silence; he was switching 
times. Very positive of that is Jennie, the tops off a thistle idly with his 
How Is it, then, that mentioning this cane. Suddenly she caught his . hand 
mans name makes her cheeks flush ln herB- and as the tears weUed ,nto 
and her veins tingle? How is it that her eyes, exclaimed softly, "I am truly 
her ears are so greedy to drink in sorry for .you—-you ought to have 
aught relating to ^him, that she craves known that I should ever sympathize 
to talk or him, that she can sit for wlth you ln trouble.” 
hours while Ml*. Weaver narrates w , . ,. • , , ... K. ..some one or other of Dainty’s boyish ,.forward and- laid his lips 
triumphs or escapades, with all thfe W[t,y her brow- "Thanks he 
fervor and enthusiasm of his excitable •°» you remember what you
temperament? She. never tires of sato when you bade me good-bye?\ 
listening to such histories, and Is . h,3b° replied gently, still
kinder than usual to the Irishman, bolding his hand In hers, but I am 
when In his loyql devotion to the hero sorry *or my words now. 
of his boyhood he; winds up his story “I hope not; for I have much need 
with a peroration of honest eulogy, of your help, Jennie.”
Not a girl either was Jennie- to let her “Ah!” she cried, with, an Impatient 
heart go lightly out of her keeping, movement of her head, and dropping 
She takes shame to herself even now his hands, “why will you always mis- 
that it fis so. How is it that this man, understand me? It sounds as if I had 
who has never wooed her, has taken wished trouble might come to you, 
such hold of her fancy, leaving' her to and I didn’t mean that.” 
confess sadly that “No, hardly that, I believe; but,

Cassandra-like, you hoped we might 
never meet till I had need of you. 
They were words of prophecy. We 
meet again, and I want your help.”

“I guessed It would be so,” replied 
Jennie, “as soon as I heard you were 
in these parts again. You wish- to 
establish a communication with your 
brother?” Dainty bent his head si
lently. “No difficulty about that If 
I have never been employed In that 
nefarious traffic myself, I know where 
to put my hand on plenty who will do 
your bidding if you only pay for It" 

“Thanks,” replied Frank Ellerton; 
“I want a letter conveyed Inside, that 
is all.”

“Is that to be all?” inquired the 
girl, ln a quick, fierce whisper. “11! 
you have money to spend, won’t you 
try for more than that? If brother 
of mine were there, I’d have him out 
at all hazards.”

"Curious,” thought Dainty; “here is 
another who deems Maurice’s escape 
quite feasible.” And then Dainty re
flected that Jennie Holdershed’s opin
ion carried some weight with it. Born 
on the Rock, and conversant with 
every hole and cranny of it, she should 
be some judge of whether such an. 
enterprise had any chance of success.

“I doubt that is not to be accom
plished,” he replied quietly.

“Not to be accomplished!” exclaim
ed the girl vehemently. “No ! not un
less he be bold of heart and cunning 
of hand. Not unless he can watch 
patiently and untiringly for his op
portunity».-. But to such tile chance 
comes always. Mark me, Frank 
Remember what I tell you, and act 
upon fit. Those who hide their time 
can generally escape from Portland 
prison if they have courage. But it is 
the escaping from Portland Rock 
afterwards that Is the great difficul
ty; they are always retaken.”

"Then there Is little advantage to 
them breaking prison,” he replied 
moodily. “They are doubtless pun
ished for such misdemeanor when 
cgptured.”

"Yes; and yet it is possible . that a 
man might get clear off. If he had but 
friends outside to help him.” .

“How so?” asked Dainty.
"Because the only chance of get

ting off the Rock Is by water. Those 
who have got out of prison so far 
have never had friends to help them 
in that way. But if they had known 
where to find a boat to take them off, 
If they could have counted upon a 
cutter lying off In the West Bay, the 
probabilities are they might have 
made good their escape.”

Dainty was getting interested In the 
coriversation.

“But did that never occur to any 
of them, think you?” he asked.

“Doubtless,” replied Jennie ; “but all 
that requires not only friends outside, 
but friends with considerable means. 
The poor wretches who have broken 
out so far have had nothing but their 
own - res'ources to depend upon; they 
have had but very Imperfect knowl
edge of the locality besides; and yet 
with all that against him one of them 
did actually get off the Rock, and as 
far as Dorchester, before he was re
captured.”

“I recollect it.
Dorchester at the time, 
have some further talk about this, 
Jennie; but, in the meanwhile, I want 
this letter sent to Maurice."

“Give it hie,” replied the girl. “I’ll 
tell Nance—you recollect her—to go 
over to Portland, and see about it. 
The imp had plenty of that sort of 
work before her father settled at Up- 
way, some three years back. They 
are Portlanders bred and born, like 
myself."

"Yes, I remember Nance; but, Jen
nie, the girl has conceived a strange 
aversion to me. I think she’d prob
ably do me a bad turn In this busi-
nC“N*t if I send her. 

as steel to me, whatever it might be; 
and, with her elfish cunning, she’s a 
very reliable messenger.”

“If I lack trust in her, I put im
plicit confidence in you, so do as you 
think best about it. How is the Cap
tain?”

“Not one whit more reconciled to 
kid gloves than when you were here 
last. He has been in a very nor’- 
west-by-north state lately; and I 
took advantage of his being rather 
unwell, the other morning, to admin
ister a severe philippic with his tea 
and toast, about the ultimate fate of 
wine-bibbers, and to point out where 
nor*-westers were likely to carry 
him.”

“And I trust he was penitent,” said 
Dainty laughing.

man
coachman

• Oh, come Mr. Laroom left the Westminster 
Courts literally gnashing his teeth 
with rage and despair upon the ter
mination of Maurice Ellerton’s trial. 
Little likely he would omit to attend 
that. True, a ferocious gleam of ex
ultation thrilled his soul as ha heard 
that dread sentence passed upon the 
man who had beaten him like a 
hound, whom he deemed his success
ful rival in Rose Fielding’s affections. 
But all that elaborate scheme of 
aggrandizement and revenge, which 
he -had concocted with so much care 
was blown td the winds. The cob
webs he had been spinning these four 
years past were brushed away in that 
one hour; all the money he had ac- 
cumulatéd was invested in these 
mortgages, of which the deeds were 
but waste paper. If he enjoyed the 
luxury of revenge upon Maurice El- 
l'erton, yet he had purchased it at the 

-price of his own ruin; while as foi 
Miss Fielding, she had slipped scathe
less through his vindictive fingers.

Ruined utterly, and worse thaï, 
ruined! For Rolf Laroom had signv . 
an agreement by which he made him
self liable for that ten thousands' 
pounds which his worthy friend, Mr. 
Simmonds, had advanced on th 
forged deeds, in the event of their 
not proving good legitimate security. 
The other fifteen he had raised else
where. He had laughed at the ex
treme caution of Mr. Simmonds at 
the time; he had no doubt then but 
the investment was genuine and ad
vantageous; still the ever sceptical 
Simnfonds, whose life had been passed 
in making capital of the necessities 
of his fellows, saw clearly that this 
money was an urgent requirement 
with Laroom. He also had deemed 
the investment perfectly sound, or he 
would never have embarked in it. But 
he saw also that Laroom . was in 
pressing need of his assistance, and 
therefore resolved to make assurance 
trebly sure that he should run no 
risk of being a loser by the trans
action.

Mr. Simmonds knew perfectly well 
that Ellerton & Co. would wind up 
very respectably—that in the long 
run the creditors would be paid in 
full—and considered that this hold 
upon Laroom was quite worth hav
ing. After Maurice Ellerton’s testi
mony, he began to think this addi
tional security of not much greater 
account than those forged deeds upon 
which he had advanced his ten thou
sand pounds. But if ever there was 
a man little likely to submit quietly 
to such a loss, it was Mr. Simmonds. 
In his own cold-blooded way he was 
as remorselessly vindictive as Rolf 
Laroom himself. He cared for noth
ing but money. What money could 
buy, bring, or produce, was all a 
blank to Mr. Simmonds, except in one 
thlng-^to, wit, that money properly 
turned ;faiadç more pjopey. It was Iris 
god, arid he worshipped none other. 
Rich!—he lived most sparingly arid 
unostentatiously. Life had no lux
uries^ no jorys, no sympathies for him: 
the riioney article and his business 
letters his sole reading; the turmoil 
of the City his Eden. The man was 
a mere hard, passionless, money-mak
ing machine, to be touched only 
through his pocket; impassable, in
different to the sufferings of his fel
lows; equally dedr to their joys, to 
their miseries; dealing out charity 
neither to himself nor his neighbors— 
a devout worshipper of the “golden 
calf,” and steadfast contemner of all 
other gods but that.

Such Is the man whom Rolf La
room has unwittingly stricken through 
the one weak joint in his cynical

very-

got together with such in
finite toil,’at uncertain but constantly 
recurring periods.

Mr. Laroom feels nonplusséd. With 
this terrible deadweight around his 
neck, how he is he to start again in 
this country ? How is he without 
capital to start elsewhere ? In Lon
don he feels pretty surie there are 
people who would advance him a 
small sum to begin again with, but' 
in London is Simmonds, representa
tive of the daughters of the horse 
leech.
thirsting for gold, watchful, cynical, 
md suspicious, Simmonds would in
sist upon plucking him long before he 
jrew plump, for fear he might take 
light to foreign parts. What a fool 
i'a was to* sign that agreement! But 
vhen he did so, he looked upon it as 
he merest form—an instrument that 
ever could come into play against 
•im: a very ominous instrument, as 

-’ar as he is concerned, just now. It 
pretty piece of retributive justices 

that this hawk of the city should haxfe 
unwittingly fallen into the clutches of 
a bolder, stronger, more rapacious 
bird of prey than himself; that he 
shrould be. cowering in the purlieus of 
Lambeth to escape from the talons, 

he intended his victims should

a noise

, veteran, from his seat in the 
addressing an imaginary audience.

li’le tired from ’tendingfly- home
, rtant ,-eremony, and a bit of impu
dence like you comes out, and says—

anddrink and sing, hang I
The * haker was made for the neck;

jje that’s now------
unsparing, andRelentless,

I’m quite sure he 
due homage to your

Wen's go on? Forget the rest.”
•‘Come along inside, Captain, inte. - 

nosed Mr. Weaver. “I'm distressed for
something to drink.” ■ „

"Xot-warc asked you to tea, sir, 
retorted the Captain, with much state
liness.

■"May we
bottle to give him, sang 

er unabashed. “You old curmudgeon! 
D'Ve mean to say ye’ll not slake the 
thirst that's consuming me?”

Captain stared fiercely at his 
assailant for a minute or two.

■Let m’out,” he exclaimed at length. 
"You're good fellow! I like you, Mis- 
,cr Weaver! Not a ’mudgeon, though. 
Give us arm; heavy sea on. Not so 
young as I was.”
' with Mr Weaver s assistance, the 

at length got into the 
a little retarded

ne’er want a friend, nor 
Mr. Weav-

is a

ose
The

Between the sunset and tlhe sea. 
My love laid hands and ltps on me?even as

be hiding from his ow.n marauding* 
claws. When the wolf throttles the 
fox, the fox meets with scant sym
pathy in his death-throes. I ween.

It is the old paradox—those xtfho 
woo earnestly often woo vainly; 
while those who love lightly, are wept 
for and mourned. We are always re
jecting the grapes to our hand, in our 
wild endeavors to clutch those out of 
reach. What put Dainty Ellerton in
to her head? He had never whis
pered love speeches in her ear; and 
yet Jennie owns sorrowfully to her
self that his turn has been as well 
served as if he had spent all those 
bright midsummer days in such pas
sionate murmurings.

“I am a fool,” she murmured. “I 
hate myself that I cannot tear him 
from my heart. I despise myself for 
so loving him. He! who has probably 
never wasted a thought upon me— 
who, if he has, thinks of me only as 
a girl who served to while away the 
idle hours of his sojourn here. And 
yet I cannot blame him. It is no fault 
of his. Ah! thtice stricken fool, what 
madness possessed you to give your 

1, unsought! 
in Jerirife’s 

thought how that love might be 
scorned, or at least rejected, should 
sign of it ever escape her. No! he 
must never learn it. He was in the 
neighborhood noW; she must keep 
close watch on tongue and eye, to see- 
they did not betray her: It is easy 
for some women tq>8!sguise their love. 
With them it flow#1 ft$ placid streams, 
that never ovdt-ffCf#0, éhèif banks; ' but 
with their wilder^1 rrîofre passionate 
sisters, it foams arid ffrets, till at times 
it pâsseth théir control, and they find, 
alas! how

veteran was 
house; an operation 
by his pertinaciously endeavoring to 

both the telescope and his own 
within Mr. Weaver’s; and fiercely 

other disposition of the 
At the doorway he

Again and again does Rolf Laroom 
turn over in his mind what he is to 
do. Would it be better, he thinks to 
meet the inestimable Simmonds bold
ly, and try to come to terms with 
him? But Laroom shivers as he rec
ollects what grace he has seen ac
corded by that money-making 
chine to impecunious creditors. He 
has smiled in days gone by at the 
merciless .dealing of this Shylock, but 
there is little to smile at when Shy- 
lock craves his bond from yourself.

“No,” he thinks, “if I see Simmonds 
Fm his slave for life. He knows well 
my brains are worth his while to buy. 
He would come to terms, but I should 
have to subscribe to such terms that 
nothing but his death could break my 
chains. I know him tob well. I must 
fly England and begin again else
where, almost penniless though it be.”

Then he falls to musing again. 
How would it have been with him 
had he been loyal partner to Ellerton 
& Co ? The . firm, though somewhat 
on the decline, was very far from bor
ing a rottenv concern when he first 
came into it. Had he but thrown as 
much energy and shrewdness into the 
business as he had into his own out
side ^peculations, the house would 
prokattfy baye been thriving yet. And 

had meant to do so at first. A

;place
et was 

might
arm lresisting any
pa™ed, topoint out to Mr. Weaver the 
folly of ever getting married, and to 
explain that the seeing an old friend 

succumb to such pitiable weak- 
had quite upset him for the

he wgs 
figure; I

even 
ness, 
afternoon.

"Shocking shing, sir! So young, *np 
so depraved! Now, could you thfnk 
of it? Made many poor fellow take to

k
:

trass Hl-ttsed by Bet Crocker, 
30k to guzzling the stuff; 

tiimm led in old Davy's locker, 
'here lie got liquor enough.

Jack Junk 
And so to 

Till lie I

may
little.
eyes waxed dim waiting for only a 
letter. Cheeks have blanched, and 
tongues have faltered, as day after 
day they sought the post-office for 
only a letter, and went wearily home
wards after the official’s curt reply of 
“Not today, ma’am.” A poste-restant 
is a painful study to a philosopher. 
It is not to be comprehended in a day. 
You must hover about it for weeks. 
After à time you will know the an
xious faces as well as the clerks. 
There are travelers, who rush up and 
claim their letters, tolerably indiffer
ent as to whether they find any or not 
—who thrust them, after one hurried 
as to whether they find any or not— 
who thrust them, after one hurried 
glance at the superscription, into their 
pockets, and go their way. It is not 
of these we would take note. Mark 
that pale woman, neatly dressed, but 
whose attire shows palpably that she 
fights a sour, silent struggle with the 
world. Listen to her soft, quivering 
inquiry; see her head bowed meekly 
as that glib negative to which, alas! 
poor soul, she to too well accustomed 
meets her ear. See this trim, coquet
tish damsel, with cheeks all aglow, 
and the light of love in her eyes; ho* 
she blushes as she starhmers forth her 
inquiry—how she clutches her treas
ure, and how her

I say, s'hrikes me, Misser Weaver, 
we want something to drink. Jennie!— 

and warrer.” 
returned his 

niece. You don't want any more, you 
can't want any more, and you shan't 
have any more."

"Well, by------ !” cried the Captain,
rising. "I'll break the” blank, blank 
"cupboard open if you don't gl’e me
key!™

love unasked 
tears stood

” and the hot 
eyes as sheJennie, I say! Branny 

"Nonsense, uncle!”

Hist, Miss Jennie!" whispered ,the

trouble to you t)ien.”
The girl took Mr. Weaver’s advice, 

and at once produced the spirit-case 
and a carafe of fresh water. As Mr. 
Weaver had predicted, the old gentle
man got tranquil immediately, and 
after a portentous gulp at a very 
mahogany-looking tumbler he had 
mixed, exclaimed:

"Snug and comfortable now, eh? 
Tell you all about ’mazing accident I 
saw this morning. Just wait till I light
my pipe.”

But this was not quite so easy. 
Putting a long clay pipe between his 
lips, the Captain lit a piece of paper, 
and holding it some two or three 
inches off the bowl, commenced to 
puff with great gravity; after about 
half a minute, he threw the paper Into 
the grate, and considering his pipe 
all aglow, although the flame and to
bacco had of course never come Into 
contact, commenced smoking with 
mnr-h solemnity.

you now ’bout this ’mazing 
accident,” puff, pujf. “Cussed thing’s 
g"ne out,” said the veteran, having lit 
another piece of paper* proceeded to. 
go through the above ceremony again. 
"Tell you all ’bout it now,” he re
marked at length, puffing with great 
vigor at the still unlit pipe. “I had 
Just walked down to the pier as a lug
ger came in. Well, as she rounded— 
don't know what snevil’s matter with 
the Pipe,” and once more the veteran 
solemnly lit a piece of paper, and 
holding it about half a foot from the 
towl, puffed till he was black in the

he
blow from a child’s hand, and the 
rejection of what he was pleased to 
term his love, had turned the whole 
current of his being. Instead of toil
ing to sustain that rickety mercantile 
edifice, he had worked only to destroy 
it. Well, the crash had come and 
buried him in it. He, who • deemed 
himself perfectly safe, who had laid1 
by his individual nest egg, and pic
tured himself rising jauntily from the 
dust and debris of the old house, and 
commencing a thriving business on 
his own account, was overwhelmed in 
its fall. “Yes,” he thought at length, 
“it’s all over with me in England; I 
must get away to America; there 
must be plenty of openings for a man 
like me out there. If what the papers 
tell us of the New York Exchange be 
true, I think I might do something on 
that------- ”

Most • decidedly, if the sensational 
accounts of “corners” in gold and 
“corners” in Erie, etc., be facts, Rolf 
Laroom does seem pre-eminently cal
culated to become a shining light and 
successful financier in the purlieus of 
King William street. On one point 
only could one have misgivings about 
his future career—whether, even, he 
could be trusted to hold bis own. 
among those very “ ’cute” specula
tors.

Mr. Laroom’s mind was made up. 
He had determined to go to New 
York, but he was quite aware that 
would require some little maneuver
ing. Simmonds was ophidian in dis
position, and, like the boa-constrictor, 
seldom allowed the escape of a vic
tim.

Lightly dhall a woman’s wifi slip out, 
The foolish little winged will of her, 
Through cheek or eye, when tongue is 

charmed asleep.

They have more Stormy times these 
last, doubtless. They are liable to 
such shipwreck of their affections as 
those even-tempered daughters of Eve 
never run risk of; but, on the other 
hand, they taste such delirium of 
happiness as those others cannot hope 
to imagine.

Jennie wanders, a morning or two 
after she has heard of Dainty Eller
ton’s re-appearance, along the banks 
of the trout-stream that she has so 
often fished in his company. The girl, 
however, carries no rod with her upon 
this occision, but strolls listlessly 
along, wrapped in her own reflections. 
She feels sure that she will see him 
before long, and anticipates that meet
ing with mixed sensations of pleasure 
and pain. To a woman of Jennie’s 
warm passionate temperament, the 
idea of once more standing face to 
face with the man she loves is clothed 
with infinite sweetness. But then 
comes the bitter reflection, that the 
man she loves is not her lover. She 
turns over and over again in her mind 
his every look, his every word, and 
gathers no crumb of consolation from 
doing so. She cannot cheat herself 
into the belief that he has ever mani
fested a sign of affection towards her. 
She recalls his last good-bye; she 
understands now how it was that she 
felt so angered at his indifference, 
though she would not admit to herself 
at the time that she had any regard 
for him. Ah well, she knows better 
now—better, forsooth; and Jennie’s 
face flushes as she thinks of her love 
given to a man who is blind and in
different to it. Better, she thinks, 
those days when she could still make 
shift to deny it.

She wanders on, tiU she comes to 
a high hedge, which necessitates her 
diverging a little from the bank, in 
order to obtain the use of the gate
way.
the subject of her meditations stands 
before her. A low cry escapes her 
lips, and she trembles slightly. „

“Jennie,” he exclaims, extending 
his hand, “I am very glad to see you. 
Won’t you welcome me back?”

For a second or two she had scarce
ly noticed his outstreched hand, but 
his last words called her attention to 
it, and she. shook hands silently with 
him.

I
'If

I;armor.
The comfortable house in Man

chester square is abandoned, for 
though the creditors of Ellerton & 
Co. had refrained from interfering 
with his privacy, Mr. Simmonds had 
no such scruples. He had swooped 
down like a hawk upon all tangible 
property that he could discover of his 
quondam friend’s, and was even an
xious to attach his person, with the 
laudable view of wringing from him 
whether he possessed yet undiscov
ered resources.

Singular the Nemesisi that has over
taken Laroom. He is skulking in ob
scure lodgings, even as the man he 
had lured to his ruin skulked but a 
few wéeks previously. Rolf Laroom 
is close pressed and well-nigh at bay. 
He dare hardly show himself in the 
day-time, lest some of the myrmidons 
Mr. Simmonds has evoked should 
pounce upon him.

He sits gloomily in his dingy lodg
ings in Lambeth, musing over his lot 
generally, glancing with retrospective 
eye over the game he has played and 
lost.

lips part in a rip
pling smile as she trips lightly away! 
Ha! my friend here I think we all 
know. Coat rather closely buttoned 
up ; hat a trifle shiny, and worn a 
little on one side—yes, evidently the 
gentleman who is always expecting re
mittances, and has just looked in to 
see if anything has come of them. But 
enough of the poste-restante of gefi- 
eral; It is with the poste-restante of 
Portland prison that we have to do.

Mr. Blades, making his way, under 
the auspices of a warder, towards the 
blacksmith’s shop—scene of his daily 
labors—and meditatively 
that he should like to have done the 
breakfast he has lately disposed of, 
about twice more, suddenly murmurs 
to himself, as his eyes rove restlessly 
around:

i

"Tell

t

good fly with 
his neglect,

reflecting

in silence for 
the above re

flections; it had never occurred to 
Dainty to break it His imperturba
bility is one secret of his success in 
society. The necessity for speaking 
when we have nothing to say, of 
which most of us are painfully con
scious, never disturbed Dainty Eller
ton.
with the weather, and similar inani
ties, takes its rise from that morbid 
alarm that characterizes us when a 
pause takes place in the small talk 
in which we have embarked. The fe
verish impatience of speech that dis
tinguishes the “morning caller,” is 
familiar to most of us.

Jennie can bear it no longer. She 
is conscious that her tongue waxed 
bitter in her last remark.

“Have I offended you, Mr. Eller
ton ?” she exclaims somewhat brusque
ly, “that yau have nothing to say to 
me ?”

“Not at all,” returned Dainty quiet
ly. “I was thinking, on the contrary, 
how it was that I had offended you.”

“I have some right to feel angry!” 
cried the girl, as she stopped and 
looked him proudly in the face. “You 
jeer at me because a friend of yours 
holds me in higher esteem than you 
do—because another can admire one 
who you*regard so lightly. I don’t 
want to boast, Frank, but there are 
many who call me handsome, though 
you don’t. You need not sneer be
cause Mr. Weaver likes fishing with 
me; there are plenty who would be 
glad to take his place, believe me.”

“I have no doubt of it. If I smile 
at the havoc you have made with Tim 
Weaver’s heart, it is simply because 
I know his besetting weakness, and 
have so often seen him succumb 
without a tithe of his present ex
cuse.”

Dainty uttered the last words grave
ly and .pointedly. Jennie cast a quick, 
jealous look at him as he finished, to 
see if she might detect any sign of 
mockery in his face; but his quiet 
gaze of unmistakable admiration made 
her drop her eyes hastily. She knew 
that he was no longer blind to her 
personal attractions.

“Good-bye,” she said at length, “I 
will see you about this letter. You 
will come and look at us before long,” 
and she extended her hand.

He clasped it closely, and made a

:V':.
*,Ir’ Weaver could stand it no long- 

Jr' 1)111 burst into a tremendous guf- 
Iaw’ The Captain contemplated this 
outbreak with a fixed stare for some 
-ooonds. Slowly it began to dawn 
uP°n his mind that he was the cause 
of Mr. Weaver’s mirth. From blank 
astonishment his features gradually 
changed into an expression of fierce 
indignation. Suddenly raising the of- 
ending pipe, he brought it down with 

? crash upon the table, and as it splin- 
lered into fifty pieces, exclaimed an-

I was quartered at 
We mustStill Laroom was subtle of his kind, 

and though he had little doubt that 
the mail-train for Liverpool was 
watched, fancied he would run little 
risk by an ordinary one. The result 
proved the correctness of his prog
nostications, and he arrived in Liver
pool unmolested. There l^e put up at 
a quiet inn not far from the quay, 
and, having taken his passage, quietly 
awaited the day of embarkation.

The generality of individauls who 
have strong private reasons for shun
ning publicity regarding their depart
ure for foreign lands, fall into the 
mistake of going on board the steam
er they have selected for that purp 
at the last moment. Fatal error! It 
is precisely at that time that the eyes 
and faculties of the police are most 
awake; it is then that every passen
ger is most carefully scrutinized, if 
they have reason to. suppose there is 
amongst them one whom it is their 
mission to lay hands upon.
Laroom thoroughly comprehended the 
folly of such procedure, and went on 
board his ship at a somewhat early 
hour, and quietly retreating to his 
berth, remained there till they 
clear of the Mersey. * He had good 
cause, for the Liverpool police had 
received their order concerning him, 
and had they chanced to discover him 
his trip to America would have been 
postponed indefinitely.

From the pages of this history Mr. 
Laroom now disappears finally. He 
met with varied success upon his first 
start in New York, but in process of 
time became a sleek, unctuous citizen, 
a prominent member of the Tammany 
ring, a steady attendant at church— 
was known to have been in very prof
itable “corners” of divers descriptions, 
and, in the language of the West, to 
have “made his pile.”

“Hum! something 
Wonder what it is? Just at present,
I think a Bologny sausage would be 
the thing I should like best to drop 
upon.”

The air of Portland is keen; Mr. 
Blade’s appetite is large ; and the con
sequence is, that gentleman is very "■ 
far from satisfied with the dieting.

“It ain’t the quality we complaints 
of,” he remarks pathetically; “but 
what’s the use of supposing a first- 
class burglar eats no more nor a 
sparrow ? It’s a mockery! It’s a mere 
keeping us alive, that’s what it is! 
Wait till I get out, and see if I sup
port a Liberal government again, 
that’s all! I’m all for Mr. Disraeli, 
the Conservative lot, and the old ra
tions. If anybody would stand any-r 
thing in this here inhospitable estab
lishment, I’d give ’em the times of Sir 
Joshua Jebb, and it’s sorry I am he’s 
gone.”

from without.

Much conversation connected ,“Yes,” he mutters, “it was well 
thought out too; there wasn’t a blot 
in It that I "Could see. If I had to 
work it all over again, I could not do 
otherwise. Who could count upon his 
committing perjury in that fashion at 
the finish? For that he did perjure 
himself I’d stake my existence; tire 
old gentleman’s signature was gen
uine enough.' It was a deep idea! 
wonder who put it Into his head? I

Didn’t

"hat the devil are you laughing 
!'?u" blank, blank “ ’pertinent 

; .*yy • Never see a gentleman before
zith a 

It was 
ed to 
to be

As her hand touches the hasp,
I

pipe that wouldn’t draw?"
in vain Mr. Weaver attempt- 

apologize the veteran was not 
appeased. Gulping down the re

mainder of his brandy and water at 
It,,lr?usht' and growling like distant 

“‘■cler out of which such phrases as 
suited in my own house,” “impudent 

.““apes,’’ etc., were only to be dis- 
aguished, with erratic steps the Cap- 

am sought his own room, 
tor a few seconds Jennie and Mr. 

tr™,ver sat silent>y listening to the 
ng grumbling of the storm, and 

..suddenly fell upon their ears 
Junk was ill-used by Bet 

Of ther' f?llowed by the angry slam 
hen, , ancient mariner’s door, they 
ahu ,hroke int0 a burst of uncontrol- 

laughter.
"I unele!” said Jennie at last, 
isn'i ^ not t0 tough at him, and it 
that ?Uen’ Mr' Weaver, as you know, 

t he gets as bad as he is tonight. 
.'r saw him so unmanageable.” 

ennnthh’ ru S° bail he’ll be quiet 
\vishoh now tin morning, and so will 
Weaver°U good‘niSht,” replied Mr.

was ,sat for some time after she 
lookr.fi V; a one’ musin£ uP°n this un
ton xvL appearance of Dainty Eller- 
bae'k tn\lat could have brought him 
ture ua1 j * parts’ unless her conjec-

he thought it out. osesuppose
make much odds to him whether he 

convicted of embezzlement with 
forgery or without, 
penal servitude for life rather opened 

Still he saved his cousin’s

She’d be true

was
I should think I

,‘jhis eyes. ......... . .
fortune, and knocked down mine. It 

a great conception,” muttered 
“whoever thought of it— 

do him justice, he never

was
Laroom : 
and, to 
blenched.”

A man like Laroom could look with 
some admiration at the audacity of 
the villainy that had checkmated him. 
Whether he is right or not in his 
estimate of Maurice Ellerton’s testi- 

who shall say? That knowl-

Rolf
(To be continued.)

His eyes flashed upon her, and he 
gazed keenly into her face for a mo
ment, and then said:

“Pardon me, I forgot—it is possible 
you might prefer not meeting me’ 
again. You have doubtless heard of 
our disgrace.”

“Frank!” cried the girl passionate
ly, still clinging to his^hand, “how* 
can you say suchxthings to me? Yes, 
I lïave heard of your trouble, and no 

could have been more grieved

were

LYSRQHT’S

STEEL SHEETS
mony. ,
edge can be come at only through 
Maurice’s own confession if it be so, 
and Maurice has never opened his lips 
to human being on the subject since 
he swore to the forgeries.

Rolf Laroom is oppressed with 
doubts about his own 
funds are getting low, and he can see 
no immediate means of replenishing 

There is plenty of hardihood 
He is

one
about it than I was. You might have 
known me better than to think other
wise, if you had ever cared to judge 
me aright.”

She flung his hand away from her 
petulantly; for the ,fi*st gust of her 
passion over, she felt indignant that 
he could have thought so meanly of 
her.

“ Dead flat ” andExcused himself 
by saying that seeing an old friend 
spliced was the thirstiest and most 
affecting sight on earth (he had been 
at a wedding, you must know), and 

henceforth he intended to avoid

“Very much so.
I future. His

other grades for 

all purposes.

them.
and self-reliance in the man. 
not of the kind that sit gazing va
cantly Into the grate when they should 
be up and doing. A man of resource,

ESHSiBhead and utter unscrupulousness with about clothed In very comfortable er8 -*bose with a tainted name,
regard to the making of money, there broadcloth, and ln their own carriages. She turned to him again with one of
is little doubt about his belpg soon And, alas! it is to be feared, very those quick gestures peculiar to her-
once more in the way of doing so in little troubled with the gnawings of self, and looked Into his face. The
some shape. What, then, it may be conscience or remorse. I low, sad, sorrowful tone in which be

that
all such exciting ceremonies.”

“Which resolution, let us trust, he 
may keep to,” rejoined Dainty.

“Oh, it don’t much matter," said 
Jennie, with a quick glance from 
under her lashes, and a half-comic 
elevation of the eyebrows, 
sees such sad, marvelous, and thrill
ing sights through that glass of his, 
that he is never without an excuse 
for taking something; as he says, just 
to support the nervous system—'stiff- 
ners,’ he calls them. He says the 
wickedness of his fellow-creatures

The

/
s

“Uncle"I shl H U ,is" she murmured softly, 
have n aen,him again’ Tes' he will 
in the £ 216 now" ' I could put him 
earn t, 1 what be will want to
See hi “ Wll‘ be very sweet even to 
darling, veSam’ a,though Frank, my 

*" >ou must never know how I

JOHN LYSAGHtTLimited 
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iddle and Satire” i

mued, as they arrived at tlia

Y picturesque dwelling 
Captain Holdershed, a prettv 
e-storied cottage, half-amoth 
jasmine, passion flower, amt 
creeper. The little garden 

trated it from the road was 
flowers, and the walks, 

d ■porders kept with 
tness.

Was

grass 
w scrupu- 

The dining parlor on 
t was fitted up with table 
1, chairs, etc., of Spanish ma-’ 
not your gimcrack modern 

>ut mahognay dark as night 
ling like patent leather. To’

was the sitting-rooin__not
room, please to bear ip mind 
rtably furnished room enough" 
ers easy-chairs, and a hugè 
oned sofa. A modest book- 
tained a supply of somewhat 
oned literature. The Waver- 
ils, those of Marryatt (much 
t the Captain these last), the 
T Wakefield,” Burns, Scott’s 
id Campbell’s, Dibdin’a songs 
dd volmes of the Spectator’ 
it the room contained no 
or the best of all reasons; 
ib no one to make use of it 
>een there. Nor were there 
nine frivolities, in the shape 

littered about the tables 
tatting, and embroidery were 

i as the mysteries of Eleusis.
> was a ball of -twine, a mesh 
ittlng needle on the mantel-’ 

half-tied fly, and one of 
novels lay on the little table 

Hndow. A couple of fishtng- 
lllned in one corner of the 
Ld a landing-net ln another 
blazed sailor’s hat, with a blue 
[ung against the wall, while 

fresh flowers were every- 
[A. few prints, chiefly of a 
I description, decorated the 
lerspersed here and therewith 
Imed chart or two—remlnis- 
f the Captain of some voyage 
I gone by. Such is Jennie's 
h to which, tossing off her 
Itlng straw hat, she now 
Ir. Weaver. -
is somewhat undecided in 

I mind as to whether to con
fer visitor that she has good 
p suppose Dainty Ellerton Is 
felghborhood. Nance’s vision 
fens are nothing new to Jen- 
[ has been the confidante of : 
th, but she believes that upon 
laion Nance has really seen 
[nd that it is no vague whim I 
pagination; still, thinks Jen- 
| quite possible he does not 
I presence ln these parts to 
ally known, and quick-witted ! 
res not deem her open-hearted ! 
Bust the person to entrust a 
| Better keep such knowledge 
If, she thinks—at all events,: 
present. And then suddenly 
[across the girl that he may 
to endeavor to communicate 
[Imprisoned brother. A Port- 
p lass like Jennie la quite 

the illicit traffic carried on 
prisoners. She knows that 

t those on the island who, 
l by the activity of the coast- 
B revenue officers to abandon 
L daring and open smuggling 
routh, console themselves with 
b’ similitude0 of. it, : aha ■ tiy-.v 
Ible pennies, which they term 
»y the conveying of letters 
rs other contraband articles 
within the prison walls, whose 
table them to pay royally for 
ries. All this glances through 
bind, in less time than in has 
[to write it. Her heart thrills 
[tation as she whispers to 
t this is so, he will want the. 
saver, albeit he has content- 
e lady of his love for some 
with mute admiration, is by 
k addicted to such taciturn 
[on the contrary, he is a most 
p adorer, and now breaks 
with—"Troth, Miss Jennie, 

dumbness come over you. 
be you’re thinking of how 
have been to me lately. If 

J but imagine how much 
t is to give than to refuse, 
muph more becoming a yes 
pretty lips than a negative?” 
again, and so soon, sir!” 
ennle, while she admonished 

, her forefinger. “Don’t you 
I’ve no business to get in 
gain for three weeks yet.” 
tith ?” exclaimed Mr. Reaver, 
“who could make love by the 

By me soul, I suppose yqu’d 
only ask your consent when 
t's at the full. It’d be a 
id compliment to be paying

hey do say,” rejoined Tim, 
incing with devilment, "that 
ed folks are not just re
fer their actions those

cried Jennie, seereaver,”
r. It’s only when you’re not 
rsèlf that you go so far. Ah,” 
nued, clasping her hands. ln 
;uish, “to think that I have 
dmirer, and that, by his own 
l, even he's a lunatic.”
Miss Jennie, you know bet- 

>nly funning I am. By the 
Cashel, I am In downright

Ihe laughter pealed from the 
as she exclaimed, "Undone, 
It’s only funning he is, in 

i earnest,”
[mean laughing at everything 
psponded Tim tartly, "maybe 
r I’m gone the better.” 
pse,” said Jennie, "you know 
per angry with me. If I have 
[i ask pardon”; and as she 

and dropped Kim a- 
[“Will that do, sir?” 
lon't tease," was the good- 
firishman’s reply; but at this 
111 upon their ears the noise 
I, and above the notoè of the 
|se gruesome nautical lnvect- 
peded again by a deep bass 
ting out in sonorous tones—

little Tom Linstock, of Dover, 
d, and left Polly ln pein; 
but her grief was soon Over, 

n dbe got married again.

rose

hen, you swab, who the, .etc.,
you to lie-to------- ”

ie Cottage, Captain,” replied 
n,. touching his hat. 
it is—’spose it is Jas’m- Cot

ât of that, sir?” demanded 
in, fiercely. "Gentlemen don’t 
•ant to go home. Want to 
ead a li’le. Go on, you white- 
mptive-looking, shiny-hatted 
grampus!” IlW
liant mariner w^sr,floated in 
:arriage, withoilfqflt6 .hati his 
ling, and oocafliqnally mop- 
perspiration fro mhto- brows 
uge silken bandana,- while 
.non he gesticulated violently 
elescopé ' ' •"
(To be continued.) been ,
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