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Circumstantial Evidence.

BY WALTER BLACKBURN HARTE.

¢* Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
‘¢ And waste its sweetness on the desert air.”
—Gray’s Elegy.
L.

“So you positively refuse to accept that six-
pence, eh ?” demanded an elderly lady of austere
appearance, of the clerk as he threw the coin on
the counter with a denial for the third time.

“I'm very sorry, ma'm,” he replied with serio-
comic gravity, *but that coin is an unmistakable
counterfeit. You have been grossly imposed
upon, madam. If you know the party or parties,
who had the audacity to take advantage of your
confiding, ingenuous disposition, deliver ’em up to
justice, ma'm. Demand restitution, or put in op-
eration the terrors of the law.” This phrase
struck him as a good expression capable of infinite
expansion, so he repeited it with peculiar empha-
sis—*“ the terrors of the law—the law !”

‘““ Young man, don’t you make a laughing stock
of me. I won’t have it. It is not at all clever,
though you may imagine so. It only shows how
deplorably depraved was the manner of your
bringing up. You have an impudent, uncon-
trollable tongue, and a bad base nature. Do you
think, for one moment, I would allow any one to
cheat me ?”

With the threatening look present in her eyes
as she put this question, and the formidable look-
ing umbrella, of immense proportions, which she
always carried, quite regardless of barometer,
grasped firmly in her right hand, I do not mind
confessing personally I should not have cared to
make such a dangerous experiment.

The clerk replied deprecatingly, that in this
wicked world virtue could not always shield the
defenceless and innocent from the assaults and
cunning of the unscrupulous, but he imagined that
it would require an exceedingly bold base villain
to obtain any advantage over the lady before him.

The aggrieved lady did not appear to consider
this gallant reply altogether unequivocal ; at any
rate it by no means pacified her.

“Very well, sir,” she said with smiling sarcasm,
and an unnecessary stress upon the ‘“sir,” “I
shall take the earliest opportunity of informing
your employer of your outrageous conduct. I will
teach you to treat your superiors with befitting
respect, young man. And what’s more, I shall
immediately withdraw my custom from this estab-
lishment.”

“Pray, ma’m, don’t punish the innocent with
the guilty. Don’t, for Heaven’s sake; be so heart-
less as to involve my respected and trustful em-
ployer in financial difficulties on my account.
Remember, he is a married man and has a large
and hungry family to support. Don’t —.” But
the injured lady had sailed majestically out of the
store.

When she had withdrawn I burst out laughing,
and being of a rather facetious turn of mind, en-
quired of the clerk, whom, in my character as a
regular customer, I knew very well, whether he
felt the ground slipping from under his feet. He
smiled faintly. It s a part of a dry-goods’ clerk’s
ordinary duties to beam smiles upon his employ-
er’s patrons. This, doubtless, accounted for the
fact that my witticism elicited but a very weak
smile, as 1 entertain not the least suspicion but
that the poor fellow was immensely tickled, and
made up his mind that I was a humourous old
fogey. I may say that this is my own firm con-
viction, and it is shared by my aged and doting
mother, so that there can be no manner of doubt
about it. Of course, after his long day’s work
the clerk had positively not enough smile left in
him to do more than summon a faint ripple to the
surface. He worked every day of the week, with
the exception of Sunday, from 8 a. m. until 10
p. m., so that, by about half-past nine in the even-
ing (the time of this episode), his faculty for con-
tracting the muscles of his face at the quasi-wit-
ticisms of every chance purchaser was pretty well
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worn out. Itis hard work, this keeping up an
appearance of perennial and beaming delight at
the sight of each new face, and the sound of the
strange voice, for the sum of 15s. per week.

He reached down a box of manuscript foolscap,
and then, turning to me, whispered, with a
theatrical “Hush!” as if he were on the point of
eommunicating a state secret of the greatest im-
portance in a whispering gallery: “She’s the
greatest natural curiosity of this locality.”

“Oh, yes. Miss Charity Savall is quite a cele-
brity in her way. The name and fame of Miss
Savall has spread from one end of Knobbing to
the other.”

“Quite so. That coin has been equally as
ubiquitous, if not more so, but I regret to say that
the good lady has up to the present met with
scant success. Smith, the butcher, told me, only
last evening, that he nearly accepted it between a
couple of florins, but he happened to spot it in
time. Why, sir, you will hardly believe me when
I tell you that it has visited this store no less
than three times. It's a fact. Once the maid-of-
all-work brought it, and this evening’s attempt is
the second the old lady has made in person. On
each occasion she tendered it to a different clerk,
but as we had previously held a council of war
upon the matter, we are now all under the con-
stant apprehension of being reported to the guv’-
nor and dismissed.”

“But how did it pass into the possession of
Miss Savall? She’s generally pretty wide awake.”

“Ah, that's a mystery, that only Time, which
the copy book say proves all things, can possibly
solve. Poor, deceived woman, that coin has aged
her considerabiy. I can see it is preying upon
her mind, and bearing her down, gradually but
surely under its weight, to an untimely grave. It
would be necessary to have a heart of adamant
not to be moved with pity for her condition. I
would dearly love to advise her to try an omnibus
conductor in the dark, but I daren’t. The barrier
which the cold formalities of Society have placed
between us ”—here he struck the counter with his
clenched fist—* this is the galley to which I am
bound slave for life. The harshness of a cold,
unfeeling world, sir, frustrates the benevolent
promptings of my sympathetic heart.”

Bestowing a consolatory “Such is life—good
night” upon the good-hearted radical, I retraced
my steps to my lodgings. Although I had in-
tended burning a prodigious amount of midnight
oil upon my return, as the immense package of
foolscap paper indicated, I spent the remainder
of the evening with my feet on the fender, in front
of a bright, cheerful fire. I prefer to be on terms
of intimacy wlth my reader, instead of laying the
law down ex cathedra, so he can, in imagination,
draw another chair up to the other side of the
hearth, and join my family circle, consisting of
myself, my pipe and Pip, my terrier. Pip is the
sole companion of my forlorn bachelorhood, and
when I settle down to work, he comes and puts
his soft, cold little nose upon my knee, just where
it can easily insert itself into the palm of my hand,
during the pauses of composition, and, by Jove!
his love and sympathy inspire me. The kind
reader who wades through this sketch may be in-
clined to doubt it, but I maintain that my Pip
possesses powers unequalled by any other dog in
the universe.

Somehow I could not get Miss Savall and her
troubles out of my head all that evening, and as [
watched the tobacco smoke from my churchwarden
roll and curl up the chimney with the blazing,
roaring flame, 1 kept repeating to myself my fare-
well to the clerk at the store: *“Such is life!”
But I am bad company to be thus moody, dear
reader, after having invited you to spend an half
an hour at my fireside—mine and Pip’s. Per-
haps, too, you are a fair young thing in petticoats,
which makes my remissness more heinous.

Well, then, as this history concerns Miss
Charity Savall, being a refutation of the calumnies
of her detractors—she had enemies; what good
woman has not?—I will proceed at once to give
the reader a brief, unprejudiced description of her
appearance and a few of her most characteristic
virtues.
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II.

She certainly had never been pretty, but the?
she was of refined and aristocratic appearance’
with severely classical features. There was &
slight resemblance in her to the Mater Doloros?
of Velasquez—at least she often said so, ant_i as
she dabbled in art, and I do not, I am not 1B a
position to contradict her. She had the thin arm®
of the Fornarina, the dream-look of Rapha¢l®
Santa Cecilia. No, no! Despite my intens
ignorance of Art matters, I must protest.
positively lacked the dream-look. It was replace”
with a wolfish, kind of Napoleon-in-exile expre®
sion, which obtained for her the respect of all t
domestics who entered into her service, and act .
as a sort of accident assurance policy for ,th
sanctity of the lump sugar and the currant wipe:
Her mouth was small and pursed, and she ha
sharp chin, which, from an artistic point of V‘e.‘:;
was most dismaying. She wore those pecult
stiff curls, which, to me at least, always S€¢
curiously suggestive of old maids and their m2°
ner of life. You can, to a great extent, gaug®
woman’s character by her fashion of dressing e
hair. Miss Charity was tall, straight-backed as all
guardsman, and her embonpoint had been warp o
n early youth by her extreme regard for the Prhe
prieties.” She had always been remarkable fort d
icy niceness of her manner, and her oft proclalme
virtue struck one as being worn, like a becom™”
garment, to draw attention, rather than from 3
intense inward love of virtue for its own $3 he‘;
Her age was somewhere this side of fifty, and 5%
was constantly heard to aver that no earthly coﬂe
sideration would ever induce her to relinquish th
state of single blessedness which she had so oné
enjoyed. No rash male has ever, I believe r's'
the risk of incurring Miss Savall's haughty d:;h
pleasure by offering her the hateful chains whi
would drag her bounding spirit down to the D
row impertinencies of domestic joys. Her P“ts
lished lectures on the subject of Women’s nghn
should be in the library of every intelligent M#
‘They would be read with great profit, ap 1y
heartily recommend them—they are so tastefu s
bound. All works published solely at the authofs‘
expense, I notice, have a tendency to gorge® s€
ness in their external get-up. I mention the
works because her views upon matrimony
eloquently expressed therein. hat

In some respects, it must be confessed 3
Miss Savall is an unsatisfactory subject fo:iic’

e

strictly veracious historian. In direct contr?
tion to all the established canons of fiction
utterly failed to inspire love and devotion W ehef
ever she went. Her name, unlike those of 0" th
maiden ladies in our orthodox novels and Sab

school stories (which are generally supposed t© 25
founded upon fact, like the present history); the
not generally beloved and respected by al m
neighbourhood. She had no secret sorroWw fr%ﬂ
the Past (with a capital p), which weighed uPlic
her soul and cast a lurid shadow over her a5 y
countenance. She was not the patient, kip
recipient of all the girls’ love stories, giving ' "y
advice and sympathy, and she did not smile } Ve
sad, sweet way, as thoughts of what might Jot?
been crossed her own memory. A sigh _551 he
escaped her lips, unless she was deprecating she
follies and vices of her neighbours, whic "y
never failed to hear of, or mounting a steep ﬁ.’gof
of stairs, or paying a bill, which would ad™" .
no further rebate. She was not the constant . he
at every sick bedside in the town, lighteniP8 4
sufferer's troubles with her cheery presence 9;3(1
bringing creature comforts with her. She qeteS &
sick rooms, they were “so stuffy,” she sald, o
moreover, she had an abnormally strong horroge
“catching things.” For all this she was 2 laf Yy
souled woman, one of those to whom the P* s
circumstances of every day life are irksom® Wil
who, in a metaphorical and general sort © 510
are willing to take the whole of God’s creatur the
their bosoms. She wrote a great deal {Ol:coat
“ Afghan Regeneration and Flannel Pett! i
Brigade Mission Society,” and annually lkgtS
buted thousands of her productions—in Pacrcat
at 2s. per thousand. In this way she did 2 B'ope
deal of good and earned no little reputation-




