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‘BROKEN BONDS” Author of “Saddle and Sabre”Written By Hawley Smart
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1 /VWWW/
(VWWWWWW>«%V>AA^ IT HAPPbecause dinner was a trifle late. He as the day wears on; his dark 

raged inwardly during the whole of 
that meal. That once disposed of, and 
he paced the room tempestuously. No 
more thought of love for Rosie now.
No, his heart was all aflame for re
venge. He thirsted for the destruction 
of the whole Ellerton family. To con
sign Maurice to a felon’s doom would 
by no means appease his malevolence 
—they must he ruined, disgraced, root 
and branch. He even execrated the 
night, because it compelled him to de
fer his deep-laid schemes till the mor
row.

For it had occurred to Laroom all 
along that he might have to solace 
himself with revenge instead of love.
Indeed, even his fierce desire of attain
ing Miss Fielding’s hand was based far 
more upon the former passion than 
the latter. ,He had fancied how de
licious it would be to have the power 
of bowing that fair head to the dust, 
of commanding that delicate hand, that 
had smitten him in its anger, to make 
music for him—ay, to caress him, to 
make the blue eyes fill with tears 
when the whim seized him. As was 
before said, he was Asiatic in his views 
of women; and such gross, sensual love 
has ever a strong tinge of tiger-like 
ferocity blended with it—Quite capable 
of murder when irritated; and Rolf 
Laroom was just the man to have tor
tured a sensitive woman deliberately 
to death. No such death as the law 
takes cognizance of; but men of La- 
room’s type can kill quite as surely, 
without running risk of Indictment for 
murder, when their victim is a high- 
souled woman, and tied to the stake.

“Yes," he muttered, between his 
clenched teeth, as he paused for a mo
ment in his restless walk, "the ma
chinery is all in gear, and tomorrow 
I set- it in motion. You are like to pay 
dear, Maurice Ellerton, for this day’s 
work. Fool! the only man alive who 
could have saved you, you’ve dared to 
strike." And mechanically he put his 
hand to his face, and then looked im
patiently into the glass. A visage 
working with passion met his angry 
gaze. A dark, livid line down the cheek 
marked where the stroke of Maurice’s 
cane had fallen, and a cut, swollen up
per lip, reminiscence of their brief 
struggle, contributed no whit to im
prove his good looks, while, as he thus 
confronted himself, his face still tin
gled with the recollection of that con
temptuous blow from Maurice’s open 
hand.

rated some fairy-tale of Connemara fori on one side. His only further allu- 
her delectation. slon to 11 was upon arrival at the cot-

"You’ll want a drink after your tage, when he walked straight to the 
walk," said Nance gaily, as she held cupboard, and while his niece greeted 
out a glass to him. “Cool your lips, | Mr. Weaver, took advantage of that 
and see What the Spirit of the Well circumstance to mix a modified edition 
will do for you.” of brandy and water, known in his

“Ah! Nance, it’s yourself there, is bibulous vocabulary as a •’stiffener." 
it? Yes, colleeti, fill the tumbler; I’m This coming within Jennie’s notice, she 
■destroyed with the hate. Is Miss Jen- shook her head at him in admonitory 
nie at home?" fashion.

“I think so. You'll find her up at "Must, my dear, must," replied the 
the cottage. There, don't forget to Captain, acknowledging the signal, 
wish. I would like to hear you wish, "Just seen a most horrible sight. ‘Here 
but if you tell me, you know it’ll come today, gone tomorrow,' ‘Sweet little 
to nothing. ‘She,’ ” continued Nance cherub that sits up aloft,’ not on the 
gravely, and pointing into the waters, look-out, you know. Poor fellows, poor 
“never grants anything to tattlers, fellows!" and the Captain buried his 
You must wish, believe, and hold your 
tongue, and then, if it’s good for you,
'She’ will give it you."

Nance designated the nymph of the 
fountain by various titles. To visitors 
she generally called her “the Lady of 

Well," occasionally "the Spirit, 
but to her intimates .Nance invariably 
spoke of her as simply "She."

Poor little pagan! Her belief in

eyeg
sparkle with undisguised satisfactlen 
things are evidently progressing as hé 
would wish them, and when, a little 
after four, he turns westward, a fierce, 
triumphant smile illumines his face, as 
he mutters, "A few days now, and ru 
spread desolation and mourning 
through the house of Ellerton—a let» 
days more, and I shall be the virtual 
holder of all those mortgages, and shall 
foreclose at once. That topples over 
Ellerton & Son, and consigns Maurice 
to obloquy and a prison for fraud and 
breach of trust. And who is to guess 
that Simmonds, the nominal possessor 
of all those bonds, holds no more than 
ten thousand pounds of those fifty 
thousand pounds’ worth of mortgages 
—that he is the puppet, that I pull the 
strings—that a girl’s delicate hand, 
four years ago, struck the first 
into the coffin of the firm of Ellerton 
& Son?”

with all the force Ellerton could mus- occurs to them to trouble their heads 
ter across bis cheek. about the possible results of their love

“But/" said Maurice at length, in "Liar!" thundered Maurice, literally affairs. "Sufficient tor thé day is the 
very measured tones, determined, it trembling with passion. evil thereof.” They pursue their flower-

oa*. to stifle the whirlwind Within For a aecond Laroom was half strewn paths utterly regardless of a 
him, “what can be your object in blinded by the blow; then he sprang forthcoming denouement; propose, 
wishing to marry Miss Fielding?" uke a tiger at his assailant’s throat, when the situation demands it, with all

Very stately indeed Maurice as he They closed" a short, fell, fierce strug- due fervor and earnestness, with no 
PUts this question, and emphasising -u in which not a word was spoken, more consideration regarding the ways 
tile "SSw” In manner unmistakable. no aound but the laboring breath and and means necessary .matrimony 

'*¥au Want to knew why I wish to th trampling of their feet; and then, than if they lived in Arcadia. And 
Rose >el<Ung?" replied La- as Maurice uttered a furious execra- when prudent relatives intervene and 

. with most deliberate intention, tlon Lar0om with a heavy crash, insist upon a termination of such folly. 
*hd laytHg a slight inflection on the “°"’e t?thTground. ?hey *o through all the agony of part-
Christtim âgine. "I will tell you, some- .Tve balt a mlnd to trample the ab1y Sighing “at1 smoother ^alr onèto 
what curious that it has not already mlaerable life out of you!" said Mau- “bIy before six weets have gone over 
occurrefto a buttress man Hke your- rlce_ ln h^rse aavage tones, such as “et before six weeks have gone

mTzht hXmS men U83 Wh6s they /r?,?blhis°nrage sort. a necessity to them. If they 
derietoa. WeH It might, naa Maurice verge or murder; and in his rage . caDable of verv deeD attach-
Bllerton ever been a business man, struck his adversary with his open ment t they desolate and lonely 
he had never have stoed su?g h“nd once more upon the cheeky without some shrine to worship at;
grieVous situation aa he now does. As For a few aec0nds Laroom lay mo- atm tQ these trlflera at times comes a 
it is, he awaits Laroom s further tionless, his adversary standing men- Nemeaia_ and they croaa on6 woman, 
speech with intense interest. aclngly over him. Then Maurice perchance, in the course of their lives,

"I Intend to be brief,’ odntinued the walked contemptuously away, and La- wbom the„ never forget. 
latter, “and therefore will not dilate room aiowly got up, and wiped away Mr weaver is sitting this autumn 
upon the lady’s charms or my own the blood tbat trickled down his face, afternoon on the grassy • knoll above 
passion. But you must surely see that, He aald never a word till his hand tbe Notbe Fort, and looking dreamily 
If I wed Rose Fielding, ln a few was upon the door, then turned with over Portland harbor. His eye falls 
months more those estates are mine In a lurid light ln his eyes: lazily upon some half-dozen‘huge iron-
right of my wife. I shall be simply «Fve two blows to reckon for, Mau- clads that lie anchored there; but If 
paying off mortgages on my own rlCe Ellerton," he said, in ,, a thick you think Mr. Weaver is lost in admira- 
property. I get the land for my money. unnatural voice, and with a face dis» tion of the naval power of his country, 
Virtually, I am only changing my in- torted by passion. “The first I re- and the might and majesty of those 
vestment. I wish to be candid .with cetved four years ago; the second just floating citadels, you are much mis- 
you. When Miss Fielding, being my now They sban be paid in full be- taken. Mr. Weaver regards the Nor- 
wife, obtains her majority, Ellerton & fore" many days are over. You I con- thumberlands and Herculeses of the 
Co. will owe me fifty thousand pounds ai_n to a telon's doom. As for Rose kingdom as admirably adapted for 
for taking up these mortgages. Now Fleidln„ x wlll ruin ber, and every balls and private theatricals; and when 
half of that money I must raise, and con'nected with her!” they are not fulfilling their destinies
that the firm shall, at Its convenience, ..j agk no mersy for myself," re- In this wise, troubles his head very 
refund to me; as regards my own , Maurice haughtily—“do your little about them. Mr. Weaver Is suf- 
money, we wlll consider that debt p“®“t T0u did but get your deserts, ferlng from a complaint not uncommon 
cancelled, in consideration of the prop- A f Mlsg Fleiaing, I see no cause in the army a few years ago to wit, 
erty I shall acquire with my intended ttat yo“ vengeance should fall upon not quite knowing what to do with 
briïte ” , ,, mmseii.

Maurice listened passively and at- accursed white hand struck Mr. Weaver lights a pipe andpro-
tentively, and when the speaker had we “^gh as hard as yours, in days =eeds-to consider the subject in all its 
finished, he thoroughly grasped the by because I stole a kiss from bearings.
audacity of his scheme; then Maurice ? Drudish lins I told you there had ‘I’ll go bail,” he mutters, I d have 
Ellerton's blood once more surged b p love-passages between us," he very decent sport with the mackerel 
furiously through his veins. Deep laid, d P tth a ferocious smile, under the breakwater there, but its
indeed, had been Laroom’s calculation. ^ gb£b pay well-nigh as dear as hardly worth while to get a boat and 

"Ellerton & Son,” he replied bitterly, v™ for her peevish behavior. I’ll de- start now The day draws on, and It s 
“can have no words to express their ber of snks, laces, equipage, or- ™.1®ngTpul.,’ .^1® wto^ against bae, too.
thanks. You propose to find twenty- . ts an(j au that women hold •I might drop down to the clu ,
five thousand pounds yourself, to aa- ^reaL" and and have a cut in at pool, but the
sist in raising twenty-five thousand suddenly, like a lightning flash, ïbaythur®, Æ tocra-
more, and the price of this assistance came en inspiration across Maurice u "employment Faith I think I’d 
is to be the hand of a high-ored, Ellerton His face was Eradicated tramn" out to Hnwav have a na-brautiful girl and landed estates worth wlth trlumpb_ as be replied, in clear, ^vL t^th Jennie^Hollr^d, ind 
close on eighteen. hundred a • ringing tones: come back by the train—ah, the sight
In the annals of mnrp in_ “Rose Fielding, Laroom, lies beyond Qf ber sweet face is worth the walk to
I ever met with any thtog mo' e ur power_ Not a lace, not a glove, a man witb a wooden leg even!
lquitous. lo sp®ak roughly, an - t can you deprive her of. For bair of her,” mused Mr. Weaver in
ing the lady out of the 5PeS5i<L1?,’-i2a me I am at your mercy, and scorn to amorous meditation; “she "might sit on
demand at least ,a*vebty~fl''® agv grace at your hands. Be quick in it if she let it down, and the eyes of
pounds within the twelvemonth for yen_eance_ You’ll scarce let the her, shure they’re light enough to read
the loan of twenty-five and your as- y cheek heal, I should fancy, by; and then the whole of her, bedad,
sistance to raise a further twenty-five, cut on your Go.” And Mau- ther’d be small chance for any two of
Do you think, Mr. Laroom I am mad n '"?„TPd authoritatively to the them in Weymouth, if the apple had 
to buy money at this price?" rice pointed amnorn.» * to be givén away again." With which

"I think you will be mad « you d0”r’ _ ,nB eeBture of his hand, and classical reflection Mr. Weaver rose
don’t," replied the other drily. “Allow A menacing g and descended into the town,
ihe to eall yôuf attention to two points Laroom was g • Weymouth is rather jubilant this
that seem to have escaped you—the chifTFR IX afternoon, for has hot' “the dread ar-
unpleasantness of appearing ln the 111 " tillery" of the Nothe Fort given vent
felon’s dock, in the first place; and, Gunner at Upway. to lts terrible thunder, and are not the
secondly, that this usurious profit is A windows of Weymouth none the worse
not to be paid by you." f mv nart never can understand for it? The prim little watering-place

"Good God, sir! and do you think Q ‘ “„ fa]la’ in iove, and heartily might be likened to the timid proprie-
that I would sacrifice Rose Fielding’s ™ny a man neyer tor of a magnificent but ferocious dog,
interests to save myself?" cried Mau- ^7bd with what or whom," says one of which "he both admires and dreads.
rice, vehemently. ^.r greatest satirists. There is one oc- Weymouth is very proudof that brist-

’•What a man has once done it is °asion though, upon which, with all, ly. pugnacious-looking^ tort that pro- 
but fair .to conclude he may do again. daSe*^ dêference, I think he deserves but tects her harbor; butjwhenever the

Sî'ÏSS5£»SS;’îïSSîîS5:
-I&ÎU5K»
faie8linkh5 band% înd^almost cower- ^ vahltY^r 'womenf It is curtous
ed in his self-abasement. In his fierce wby We all cherish this same passion a swinging pace steadily up the es 
excitement-the, fact had, for the mo- 0f vanity. As Rousseau says some- "5^ tP00 h0t and Wey-
raent. escaped him. What right had whêre, there never was man yet who ^ >b^'drafts till the sîln is lot? to turn
he to âttack Laroom? He. at all did not dérive more pain than pleasure mouth waits till the sun is low^to torn
errents proposed to give something for frsm it, unless he were a fool. Are our ron„ed >hick enough in another two 
the plunder he wished to obtain; but sisters more fortunate, think you. or th^e h0Urs, whin the wandering
he, Maurice Ellerton, had abstracted i But there was never any rule yet minstrels of the seashore make their
all this money without giving any without an exception, and if ever there appearance, and attract crowdp to lis— 
consideration for its use whatever. was a man to whom no credit is due ten to the touching stories of “The 
He shrinks conscience-stricken at thekfor failing in love, it is Mr. Weaver. pancy Razaar,” etc. ^
great wrong he has done this girl, He has a faculty for it. He catches Thickly sprinkled are the sands even
whose interests are entrusted to his iove as others catch cold. Tis chronic now with chUdren In all the utter
charge. She, too, whom he would with him. He commenced in tne abandon and ' ecstasy of childhood at 
have sooner died than bring, sorrow nursery, and has suffered under it seaside—dabbling, paddling, swim- 
upon! At what sacrificè of himself from his youth up. He has experienced ming boats, digging, delving, burying 
would he not make her reparation, severe complications of the disorder, each other ln the sand. Dirty, getting 
were that possible! and is familiar with the inconveniences dirtier, ruining clothes past all re-

And now suddenly comes before his of having his heart torn asunder. A demption, but oh, so happy! Drinking 
mind the picture of Rose Fielding as house divided against itself, _ we are in health with every breath, and, when 
this man’s wife—thiq_man who makes told, cannot stand. Mr. v\ eaver would carrying their little flushed, sunburnt 
no scruple of trading on his knowl- have confided to us that a heart di- faces, disordered curls, and unheard of 
edge of another’s crime to obtain his vided into three pieces also could not appetites home;—tod late for, tea to a 
ends* who proposes to purchase his stand the care, anxiety, ana hot water certainty. YOU can’t be In time at the 
wife and her belongings as a good and that such great capacity of loving was seaside. It’s a Bohemian existence, of 
tocrftUve investment, and expects that wont to entail upon it. , Mr. W eaver lrregular meals and contempt tor con- 
heMflnrlce Ellerton will aid and abet could no more have refrained from, véntiohallties. I don’t call Brighton or 
him in such a sacrilege for the saving making love- to anything in petticoats Scarborough “seaside.’’ Vanity Fair by 

mEerabi! self No let than have paid his own or the nation’s tbe salt waters describes them, 
s* nertéh—let all who are debts. Age or station was no check Mr. Weaver, who, notwithstanding

^d^resltohimgodown upon him. He’d have behaved with tbe pre-occupation of his heart, has 
nearest and ^ midst all the aeonv considerable empressement to his stl!l a critical eye for the nursery, 
in that shipw - must brine unon grandmother, and has a specialty for maids, pursues the even tenor of his 
and tears his shame S P kiSBjng maidservants. He tumbles in way- with no further delay than one or
them;’ better all that than that his afifl out ot scrapes of this nature with two well-favored girls of that class 
bright, saucy Rosie should ne tne a faclIity all bis own; ana there is a justify. He rejects briefly the pressing 
bride of such a man as Laroom. gtory Current ot bim ln the corps, how, invitation of a friend who is lounging

The latter sits silently wa, n g, at a picnic once, the fatal propensity on ,tbe benches fronting the club-house 
trying to fathom . his companion _s bavlng got the better of him, the rival aIld wbo> hailing him" as "Tim, you 
thoughts. “My game Is to wait, queens (for he had committed him- divil!" suggests a game of pyramids; 
thinks Mr. Laroom. That last re- gej^ as UBUal, in two places), after ex- passes St. John’s church, and stretches 
mark must have been very hard to cbanging preliminary shots, were away up the Dorchester road. A trifle 
•wallow, will take some time to dir thrown Into convulsions of laughter by over the hour, and he pauses for a 
gest; we will see what comes of it. b)S half-pathetic, half-terrified, "Arrah, little beneath the grateful shade of the 

Suddenly Maurice raised Ills head, whist, me darlints!" trees that overhang the “Wishing
Very white his face now, and his lips That such a susceptible youth could Well." He seats himself on a rocky 
tremble as he speaks. remain insensible to the fascinations fragment there, and feasts his eyes on

“And do you suppose, sir—have you of jenbié Holdershed’s bright eyes and the clear crystal "waters, as: they run 
any grounds for supposing—that Miss frank winning manner, was, of course, gurgling, rippling, wantoning, and 
Fielding would assent to such a pro- sirapiy impossible. Mr. Weaver thinks whispering to themselves, while the 
posai on your part?” there never wàs such a "darlint" as beech, ash, and maple bend lovingly

“Most assuredly. Miss Fielding’ will Jennie. He has had many a walk by over them, 
probably understand, when you ex- (he river; many a lesson in the art of It Is all so quiet and peaceful, after 
cialn to her, how much her interests fly-fishing from her, since we last saw the glare and life of the Weymouth 

Involved ln entertaining my pro- them. He makes love to her, in his sands, that no wonder he sits gazing 
My experience of reckless impulsive Irish fashion, fu- lazily at it. Not a sound but the ripple 

riously at times; and Jennie receives of the stream, the faint plashing of 
it all gaily and in good part. Very the : adjacent mill-wheel, the low, 
competent to take care of her heart querulous twittering of the small birds, 
on this occasion in one way—not quite and the soft cooing of the ringdove, 
so well able to take care of it in an- Suddenly the Naiad of the Spring Is 
othqr. Mr. Weaver is rapidly winning at his side, the elfish Nance, her un- 
Jennie’s hèart, but, strange to say, he kempt locks tumbling about her ears, 
is not winning it on his own account, and her. glittering black eyes dancing 
She likes him—likes his open, honest with, merriment. She and Tim are in
nature—likes him for himself ; but what timate friends, and the queer, way- 
she likes him for best of all Is his un- ward child has conceived a strong at- 
disguised hero-worship of Dainty-El- tachment for the young Irishman. His 
lerton. She has never any difficulty good-nature and bonhomie have much 
about making him talk of Dainty; the attraction for her. Too often, poor 
warm-diearted Irishman is never tired little waif, did she suffer contumely 
of chanting the praises of his school- and sarcasm from the visitors to the 
boy idol. He regards Dainty as the Well, when she proffered her tumblers, 
bravest, cleverest man he knows. We It was not ln Tim Weaver to be un- 
have all met such cases of youthful en- kind to anything, much less to women 
thusiasm, a£nd the world has not yet or children. Then there was another 
had time to weaken Tim Weaver’s ad- bond between them. Nance believed 
oration for the hero of his boyhood, implicitly in the efficacy of those 
They get on wonderfully well these waters to fulfil the wish of any one 
two. If Jennie laughs sometimes at who drank them with faith and rever- 
his'extravagant compliments and very ence; and Tim, who had a strong dash 
pronounced protestations of affection, of superstition in his nature, the re- 
it is in merry génial fashion, that in- suit of that wild western blood that 
flicts no wound upon his self-esteem; ran_within his veins, and the strange 
and her influencé over him now is such legends of banshees, "thé good pep- 

hP that he would bear a good deal at her Pie,” etc., that he had been familiar- 
been hands. He is very genuinely In love, ized with from his cradle, shared, or 

love passages between us before this, but tlien he always is with some wo- pretended to share, in that belief.
Don’t think to Impose------ " man or other; still Mr. Weaver Is Nance was never So delighted as when

What more he might have said is harder hit upon this occasion than has she could _8“=™®* in L8"™®
for ever gulfed In the stream of Time been his lot hitherto. such legend from her friend a lips and

Q* Iiinrtiir#! a walking switch Men of Mr. Weaver's mercurial would sit at times, to Jennies intense to- table in dinXous temperament enjoy one inestimable amusement, with starting eyes and 
proxtohy T Maurice s Vgers?*fel! advantage on such occasions. It never open mouth, while Mr. Weaver nar-

CHAPTER VIIL—Continued.
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face in his tumbler.
“Now, Mr. Weaver,” said Jennie, 

with a bright smile, "of course, you are 
going to stop to supper with us, I say 
you must, and you know you always 
do what I tell you”; and Jennie con
cluded with one of her own peculiar 
quick little authoritative nods.

Supper Is finishèd, and the Captain 
and Mr. Weaver are engaged In the 
consumption of tobacco. Jennie sits 
with them, her lUtle fingers engaged 
ln no tatting or crochet work, active 
as they. are withal. Jennie Is making 
herself a landing-net—small reverence 
has Jennie for what she contemptu
ously terms old woman's work.
“Time enough to take to the knit

ting-needles, and such like gear, when 
I have to bide all day by the fireside; 
when my limbs get stiff, my eyes grow 
dim,” quoth Jennie. “Have you heard 
anythlnk lately of Mr. Ellerton?" she 
inquired, as she stooped to adjust the 
stirrup of her netting.

"No!—sorrow a bit I’ve heard of 
Dainty this long while,” replied Mr. 
Weaver, “bar what the papers have 
told me."

“And what was that?” said the girl, 
lifting her head quickly.

"Mighty little! I saw he rode three 
or four races at Stoekbridge, but he 
didn’t win. They must have beén real 
bad bastes, or Dainty’d never have 
been behindhand," replied Tim loyally.

“Then you don’t know how he Is?"
"Och! he’s right enough! Nothing’s 

ever the matther with Dainty. You 
see, there can’t he. Miss Jennie. He’s 
the truè grit in him. What’d kill some 
folks, wouldn’t be any sort of conse
quence to Dainty."

“Ah! you mean he's strong," said 
Jennie, raising her handsome head and 
gazing keenly at her vis-a-vis.

“Sthrong is it! No, that's not what 
I mane exactly. It’s the divil of him! 
There’s piinty die, Miss Jennie, just 
for want of that same; poor craythurs, 
they think they’re departed av their 
finger aches. But,” and here Mr. 
Weaver lowered his voice, “it’d be 
mighty hard to convince Dainty he was 
dead—such is the pluck of him!”

Jennie’s merry laugh called Mr. 
Weaver’s attention to the Incongruity 
of his remark.

“Ah! faith, it’s funning ye are, and 
making game of what I’m telling ye! 
But it's truth, all the same. It’s the 
wakeness of your Anglo-Saxon under
standing. Troth! ye’ve none iv ye 
any poethry in your composition. I’ll 
have to descend to plain prose to make 
you comprehend me."

Here a subdued growling ln the 
.corner, became more .and more audible^, 
various . strong expletives, from Which 
at time’s rose to the surface phrases 
such as may bear to be recorded, as— 
“cocknifled dandy,” “kid-gloved, kld- 
livered nincompoop," gave the speaker 
to understand that the gallant Captain 
was fuming, fretting, and by no means 
a participator in Mr. Weaver’s euiogy 
of his absent friend.,

’’What’s the matter, uncle?" cried 
Jennie gaily. "I’ll have none of your 
rumbling in the corner there! Let’s 
hear the worst—what is it?”
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CHAPTER XI.

Confession.
’-‘the Lady of the Well,” and her pas
sionate devotion to Jennie Holdershed, 
constituted the sole poetry of her mis
erable existence., A brutal, drunken 
father, an to valid, querulous mother, 
bard work, hard words, hard usage, 
little to eat, and stripes ln lieu of sym
pathy—such was Nance’s home. She 
said no more than the truth when she 
declared that, but for Jennie's tender, 
womanly nursing, she should have died. 
Y6s, like , hundreds more, not from 
want, but from mere want of care. We 
can fancy- what riUrslng the poor, fe
ver-stricken girl had got in that home 
of hers but for Jennie Holdershed.

“Do you know,” said Nance, seating 
herself by her visitor’s side, and speak
ing very confidentially, “I think I heard 
some of ‘the good people’ you were 
telling me about at work in the wood 
the other night. There are ‘good peo
ple’ in these parts as well as in Ire
land; shouldn’t you think?”

"Divil a doubt of it, Nance,” replied 
Mr. Weaver solemnly; “but ye see, it’s 
not aisy to make their acquaintance 
at all. They’re mighty capricious, and 
they needn’t show themselves av they 
don’t choose.”

"But then,” said Nance gravely, 
“how is it any one ever does meet with 
them ?" X

“Well, you see," replied Mr. Weaver, 
"sometimes they require assistance 
from us mortals. Sometimes they take 
it into their heads to do us a turn; and 
sometimes you come upon them un
awares, and then the crathures are 
bound to be dacent and polite, av' you 
don’t cross thlm. Faith!" continued 
Mr. Weaver, with a comic twinkle of 
his eye, "a little lady like yourself, 
that does barmaid as it were to Her”— 
and hère Mr. Weaver made a motion 
Of -his walking Stick towards the gur
gling waters at their feet—“would 
scarce re

"But 
Nance earnestly.

"Och! may be ye -will before long. 
It’s when you’re lasts thinking of thlm 
that they always torn up.”

“Then you think! I shall some day ?" 
inquired the chiMi sh

What Mr. Weaver’s answer might 
have been, it is impossible to record; 
for the best of Jail reasons—it was 
never-made.. ;Son,;ati t-his Juncture,.va 

;rough, boisterous, svolce above their 
heads trolled oiitc

Maurice Ellerton all this time Is liv. 
ing a life well-nigh unsupportable. 
True, he has been to a certain extent t 
somewhat easier since he has learnt 
that the crash is unavoidable—that his 
sin shall find him out—that his shame 
shall be in the mouths of all men. Ha 
is easier, in the

and

pieman 
local causes of whio 
Ing that contributed 

"Our people c

same way as the 
drowning man when, his death, , ai?ony
ceasing, he no longer struggles against 
his destiny. He is easier because he 
has made up his mind to his doom. He 
has settled with himself to what 
it Is to be confronted. But, all the 
same, it is with feverish impatience 
that he awaits the knell that is to con
sign him to oblivion from henceforth 
—the first burst of the storm that is 
to engulf him, the first echo of that 
fiery tongue that is to drive him 
scathed, branded, crime-stricken—an 
outcast from the world in which he 
has as yet lived.
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Death of La<The moments of supreme agony are 
those which intervene between the de
parture of hope and the inevitable. 
Highest torture of a shameful death 
are those few seconds when the pin
ioned victim is left alone on the drop, 
ere the bolt Is drawn. What the feel
ings of the doomed man may be, can 
be pretty well conceived; they hava 
all an intense desire to know “when it 

A savage execration again escaped is coming.” 
him, and, exhausted by his own pas- Maurice Ellerton knows full well 
sion, he sank into a chair. He was that the ground is mined beneath his 
literally shaking from head to foot with feet; that the crash is a mere question 
the violence of his emotions, and lay of days, that nothing can avert it. He 
back in his seat for a few minutes to has not seen Laroom since the fierce 
recover himself. conflict between them, but he has re-

“This won’t do!” he muttered again ceived a note from him, couched in 
uneasily at last. “I shall want a clear curt hostile language, 
head tomorrow. A few days more, and „0ur meetlng agaln> after what haa 
I intend that all those mortgages on passed ■» wrttes Mr. Laroom, “is im- 
Miss Fielding s property shall be vir- posalble That -I should withdraw from 
tualiy in my own hands—nominally of the ffrm ,g imperatlve> but my with. 
course, they can t be. Arn I not bound drawaj until we are declared bank- 
to go down in the wreck of Ellerton t is ■ equally impracticable. That 
& Son?” and Laroom sneered at the thlg ls any souree of inquietude to me 
thought of. how little that was to af t make no pretense; I am well content 
feet him in reality. ' Yes, the ship has to gee the bouge perlgh_ even i£ my 
be®n 8cuttfedvs°me own fortunes are wrecked thereby. I
ued: It is but opening the leaks. I ve bave tbe satisfactlon, at all events, o' 
not studied commercial piracy all these geejng yQU bpought to the duet, an!

m?»
watèr# ot bankruptcy, I. - shftU be J*?® hope td-dp. I shall be ruined, but no 
comfortable owner of Miâs Fleming s chargé of fraudulent embezzlement can 
estate. A couple of years abroad, till be laid against mÿ door. You, I fancy, 
things have a bit blown OVety and then fln<3 ^ hard to evade such imputa- 
I plày the country squire. Not an er- stm harder to convince a jury of
ror in my calculations, mused M . your countrymen that your deeds do 
Laroom, as he filled himself out a nuge nQ^ merjt penal servitude. As far as 
bumper of port. ‘No; I have sworn, tbe business management of the house 
if Rose Fielding made not goes, I will continue to conduct it, or
that insult of four years ago, this thing jeave ^ to you it is matter of little 
should happen, and it shall. I risk not moment for the few days that are left 
only all J have in the world on it, but ^ it. You have only to bear in mind 
all I can bÿ any possible means bor- that the receiving of large sums, when 

It would be ruin should this aB |g uPf goeg against you in the Bank- 
stroke fail—utter, irremediable rum. ruptcy Court. I give this piece of ad- 
But it can’t; ray plans are too surely vîce entirely in my own interest, you 
laid. Yet what could put it into Mau- may reiy therefore upon its integrity.’’ 
rice Ellerton’s head to say that Rose Maurice’s sole answer to this was: 
Fielding should never be a lace or a ,1Do what yQU wllL x would I had no 
shoe-string the worse for the impend- more to repent than my treatment of 
ing smash? He must know that our yesterday.”
bankruptcy means the. foreclosing of jj, jt made things no worse for Mau- 
all those mortgages; yet something of rjce this carte-blanche assuredly made 
that kind he- did assuredly say at the Laroom’s delicate game easier to play, 
last. I was too excited to take exact Ifc enabie(j him to put off their suspen- 
note of his words. Fool that I was to gion payment some few days longer, 
lose my temper! Just possible I might tm j factf his Bchemes were thor- 
have carried my point. No, never! one 0UghIy' rip6f tI11 those mortgage deeds 
count more against you, my friend, Were jn tbe hands of his tools. Laroom 
that you did make me forget myself. Qf course -did so.
And again Laroom s cheek burnt as he __nf
thought of that afternoon’s interview Maurice, m®a?while, can thmk 
nnd its stormv termination nothing now but how best to break alland its stormy termmauon. forthcoming misery and disgrace

A map this with fierce, unappeasable h,a mother and Rosie. No longer 
revenge flaming in his breast—with an ab,e tQ conceal from tbeir keen loving 
accumniation o£,1°,ng"nurt,lî^®<?0xX”''ES eyes the agony of his soul—no longer 
and deeply brooded-over slights, lmaig- ab]Q tQ bear tbe siient sympathy with 
inary both for the most part, tugging £o(> evjdent trouble, Maurice has 
at his heart-strings. An unscruputous, pleaded bu*iness, and, under pretext of 
malicious man, with no sçark of gen- £ journey to Liverpool, established 
erosity irradiating his mean vindictive hlniself ln lodgings in Berners street, nature. And to the hollow of this man s hQ awafts the end; there night
hand apparently lies the future of the after nlgbt be slts allently smoking. 
Eilertons, all his lower and more bru- ga-jng into the empty grate, and méditai passions brought into fiercer activ- ^ing on how hi? disgrace is to be 
ity than ever by that scene transacted his mother At last it coin the King William street counting- broken to 1 mother. At la
house, which we have already wit-
nessed. Of a verity, there is sore pre- He fancieB |t wm come less hard upon 
sage of grief and .calamity '^ending them if they gbould be living in some 

the house of Ellerton. shame, neigbborbood wbere they are not
known; if the blow should come to 
them ln an obscure watering-place, or, 
still better, in some quiet foreign town. 
But how are they to be got there, un
der what pretence are they to be car
ried out of the mighty Babylon? That 
is beyond him. Then, again, who is to 
go with them? Himself? Impossible; 
it would be to court the very thing be 
so wishes to avoid, arrest under their 

Yes, he thinks at last, Dainty
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plague of those musty old lubbers, 
Who te'I'ls us to fast and -to think,

A patient, fall in with life’s rubbers. 
With nothing tout water to drink.

There care a crash and a stumble, 
as of some ope nearly on his head.

“A curse on these narrow channels! 
Why the"—expletive, etc., etc., etc.,—- 
“don’t they buoy such a d 
roadway as this ?" ,

A can of good stuff, had they twigg
'Twould have set thetn for pleasure 

And spite of the rules 
Of the schools,
The old fools,

Would have all of 'em swigged it;
And swore there was nothing -like grog.
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The veteran was taken somewhat 

aback, as he often was, by his frank, 
downright niece’s attacks. But he was 
a mighty master of fiction, and seldom 
to be caught without rejoinder of some 
sort.

row.

ed it. 
agog,

“Matter?—hum! Why, that cursed 
girl has sent in the water only half 
hot, and the”—expletive,
“sugar won’t melt!-”

“Arrah! Captain dear!” cried Mr. 
Weaver, “ye've only to get Miss Jennie 
just to look at it, an’ if it don’t melt, 
thin it must be chalk, not sugar, ye’ve 
got in the tumbler. Something quite 
insinsible to the rays of light or phos
phoric^

“Mr/Weaver,” laughed Jennie, men
acing him with her netting needle, “it’s 
time for you to go. When you make 
such desperate assaults on my wo
man’s vanity, I feel there’s no safety 
but in flight. Besides,” "she continued, 
dropping her badinage, "you really 
haven’t much more than time to catch 
the train.”

“Ah, now," responded Tim, putting 
into that exclamation what only an 
Irishman can. “Isn't it our privilege 
to admire the sun, the moon, and all 
that shines upon this earth—bright 
eyes and beauty included?"

“Go, go, Mr. Weaver!” cried Jennie, 
laughing. “I mean to shine no longer 
tonight. I dare not face-such insidious 
flattery." •

“You can’t go without a parting 
glass, shipmate," suddenly exclaimed 
the Captain, in triumphant tones.

etc., etc,,—
“Oh, bother it!" exclaimed Nance; 

an expression of most ineffable disgust 
spreading over lier elfish features. 
“Here comes the CSptaln, and I looked 
forward to a long talk with you about 
‘the good people.’* But I shall find 
them, never fear; perhaps ’She’ will 
help me. Thanks!”

And clutching the sixpence Tim 
Weaver slipped into her hand, the child 
sped across to her home just opposite.

Another moment and, with face all 
aglow, his telescope under his arm, his 
coat carried across his shoulder, and 
Captain Holdershed appeared. He 
hailed Mr. Weaver with * jolly laugh 
and most demonstrative shake of the 
hand, for Tim was a prime favorite 
with the bibulous veteran.

“Ha, ha, sir, delighted to see you!” 
exclaimed the Captain, mopping his 
rubicund visage with an enormous 
China silk pocket-handkerchief. “You’ll 
come up and take a bite with us, of 
course. Jehnie will be main glad to 
have a clack with you. Desperate work 
that long range prafctiçe surely. I was 
looking through my glass this morning, 
and I’m" blessed if I didn’t see a fish
ing-boat cut clean in two by ’em. You 
wouldn’t_ hear anything ajpout it In 
Weymouth, I suppose?" concluded the 
Captain interrogatively.

“Divil a syllable!"
Weavèr sententiously, 
agreeing meanwhile with his host 
about what “desperate work this long 
range practice was.”

“No, I’d fancy hot. There isn’t a 
glass in thé place fit to look through. 
But I saw it distinctly. She was along 
way out.
I couldn’t quite make ’em out—that 
was beyond even my glass; but one 
of ’em had on a scarlet nightcap, with 
a blue tassel, I think. You might make 
inquiry about the harbor, and oyer 
Portland side, if there was any poor 
fellow out with his head thatched in 
that fashion. Sad, very sad, to think 
of three poor fellows gone to Davy 
Jones without a minute’s warning. It 
makes me quite low; I feel as if I 
wanted something.”

Mr. Weaver was now perfectly aware 
of the Captain’s talent for “poetic fig
ments,” though he had been somewhat 
deceived by it in the early days of 
their acquaintance. He knew what 
marvelous sights were to be beholden 
by the veteran through his own tele
scope. His hëarers might have fre
quently exclaimed, in the words of the 
American bard: '

Do I sleep—<lo I dream?
Do I wonder and doubt?
Are things what they seem,
Or is visions about.

Mr. Weaver, too, as far as his expe
rience went, had no recollection of a 
time when the Captain didn’t feel as 
if he “wanted something.” So that 
upon the whole he was not so much 
upset by that ancient mariner’s story 

might have been supposed.
Captain Holdershed, once delivered 

of this affecting incident that his eyes 
had seen, seemed to throw It entirely
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bitter wailing, and misery, such as can 
only be wrought by those who, near 
and dear to us, sign the bond of the 
arch tempter, and deliver themselves 
over, body and soul, to the Lord of 
darkness and desolation.

Very little romance is " there about 
Rolf Laroom, and yet it is the strong 
vindictive natures of such men that 
have given rise to some of thé most 
notable romances of our days.

Mr. Laroom is up by times the next 
morning, and away into the city with 
the earliest opening of the business 
day; more resolute than ever to pre
cipitate the downfall of Ellerton & Co. 
That blue, livid streak down his cheek, 
which tie was compelled to contem
plate while shaving, is not calculated 
to soften the animosity which sways 
his soul. Very busy Indeed is Mr. La

this morning, selling, negotiating,

’’ 'Sick or well, late or early,
Wind foully or fairly,
.Helm a-Iee or a’ -weather,
-For hours together,
I’ve constantly swigged it,
And dam'me there's nothing like grog. ‘

returned Mr. 
and quite

’’ ‘And dam’me there’s nothing like 
grog,’ ” chorused the veteran, in hoarse, 
boisterous reiteration.

“Ah! well, there’s not going to be 
tonight,” said Jennie, laugh-
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eyes.
must do it; he must confess all 
Dainty, and Maurice Ellerton shivers 
from head to foot as he comes to this 
conclusion. _

are
position favorably, 
women teaches jne that they- are pret
ty keenly alive to such points.”

His experience! Yes, such women 
as had smiled upon Laroom’s love. If 
that be the right name for it, were 
doubtless very much alive to their own 
interests. , .

“But supposing," continued Maurice, 
with forced calmness, speaking indeed 
through his set teeth almost, "Miss 
Fielding should think fit to decline the 
honor of your hand?”

“Then I should Imagine, in your 
very peculiar position you will be at 
no loss for arguments with which to 
make her reconsider her decision," 
sneered Laroom.

"And do you dare to presume, sir, 
that I would use my influence, or 
counsel her to give her hand to a low
bred hound like yourself?" exclaimed 
Maurice, with blazing eyes, and all 
control utterly lost.

“Pooh! don’t talk heroics to me,’ 
retorted Laroom brutally. "You made 
no bones about negotiating her pro
perty. It is little use having a fit of 
spasmodic virtue about negotiating the 
sale of the girl herself. Pshaw!” 
continued, rising, “there have

Three men aboard of her. any more
Ing, as she swooped down upon the 
brandy bottle.

“I say, young woman! you put that 
down again,” said the Captain angrily.

“Not until tomorrow night, my un
cle,” replied Jennie.
Weaver.”

A quick, bright little nod, and Jen
nie was gone. room

"Well, I’m d------d!” said the Cap- and borrowing; diving in and out of
tain, staring glazily at the door his various musty little counting-houses, 
niece had vanished through. “Look in which, for all their insignificant ap- 
here, young-fellow, I like you—you’re peftrance, money is turned over and 
(hiccup) good sort o' young fellow, over, like so much hay to the bright 
You—you—you understand nor.’west- summer sunshine. Got in, too, at times, 
ers. Take my a’vice—never tol’rate a and stacked In considerable quantities, 
woman inside your house. They’re Fortunes constantly made in those 
mean, that’s what th’ are. They’re the dingy, cobwebby rooms; somewhat 
most ’tankerous, dis’greeable — cats questionably, to boot, In one or two of 
ever came- in a man’s home. They— those patronized by Mr. Laroom. For 
they'd-——. What I mean is, you s’see there are pirates in the city, as in most 
—they’re always car’ring on. Good- other places, that hold forth promise 
night. Mind never marry—quite ati- of- plunder to the unscrupulous; and 
surd. As it a man didn’t know besht Mr. Laroom had a somewhat piratical 
what a. man wan’st!" connection. Affiliated to the vulture,

“What an quid baste!" soliloquized this man, with unerring scent for the 
Mr. Weaver, as he .walked away to- picking of the bones of defunct corn- 
wards the railway station. panies, or the battening on the difficul

ties of luckless speculators.- Tolerably 
well known indeed to those who make 
it their business to thrive upon the en
tanglements of their fellows, let them 
taite what shape they may. And this .
was another side of Rolf Laroom’s IS better---- yet COStS IIO IT10H .
character, utterly unsuspected by Mau- ■ - J

rl<Mr^Laroom’s countenance brightens The Mineral Springs Limited,Tore. .3

(To be continued.)
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York SparksCHAPTER X.

“Revenge Is the Cud That I Do Chew."

When Laroom regained his own 
home, after his quarrel with Maurice 
Ellerton, he was well-night delirious
with passion. He cursed his servant

as

ni—iimi

.


