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And he turhed to where Mary stood,
but did not lift his eyes.

Mary came forward in obedience to
& 8lgn of her father's, and stool pale
And sflent, » ¢

Jack read the paper and signed fit,
then he handed Mr. Shallop the pen.

Shallop sigped it, and with a low
bow presented the pen to Mary. She
took it and looked around resolutely.

“This—the paper,” she said, "takes
Mr. Hamilton's money from him and
gives it to us, who bhave as yet Dot
made good our right to it. Father, 1
will not sign it."

Mr. Montague stared and gasped for
breat:.

“Mary!”™ he breathed.

“Oh, father!"” she retorted, buwsting
into tears, *How can you be a0 cruvel
and forgetful? Where's all your grat-
ftude gone? Cannot you see be is
sacrificing himself to us wben he
ought rather to be defendng himself
against our grasping covetouweness? I
will not sign it.”

Then ,turning to Jack. who stood,
haf in hand, and almost a8 pale as
herself, she continued:

“Ob, sir, do not put us to shame Hiee
this! You ses him now at his woret;
he was never unfust or cruel before.
This wicked money has turned his
head. I-—I wish you had kept it, for
it has brought us nothing but enhap-
piness already.”

Jack could not speak, he did not
dare to trusty himself,

“The agreemont i3 weild,” he sadd,
“one witneas is suffickent. Mr. Bhal-
lop will arrange it Mr., Paeewell,
may the money bring yos the happi-
ness it conferred on me; with al my
heart I ho:\o!ou will live long eand
anjoy it welk

He turned, cpened the doar, snd
had almost got out of the roam, when
a thin voice cried:

He etarted and turned.
her chair and wase stretching out her
her hair and was stretching out her
arms to him with two tearful eyes.

He made hal* a step back, but shook
his head, emiled his oid smile at her,
and left the room.

TRHere was still hard and unpleaeant

work for him.
He walked sharply through the
snow and stood waiting admitsance

at the Pacewell Villa.

The elegant drawing-room was emp-
ty, and he stood wonderine low he
ehould get through the orese which
he knew awaited him

Presently a light footstep sounded
behind him, and Lady Maud entered,
her brightest smile, her cholceet flush
called up to receive him

“Dear Jack, why have youl kept
from me? It has seemed an age,” she
murmured ,as he took her hand and
shook fit.

“Indeed!” he eaid, speaking eae
away because I did not want to bring
quietly se he could. “I have kept
bad news, but it must come, and per-
hape 1 am the best one to carry it."

“Bad news,”’ she repeated, turning
pale. “Any one dead? she asked

“No, thank Heaven!" he replied.
“The old Henry Pacewell, whom yon
al] thought dead, has turned up, and
the man you have promised to marry

ts —a beggar!*®

Bhe sank from his arms direct's.

“A —a ~—beggar!" she cchoad.

“Well, not exactly, because } don't
mean to be,” he sald, trying to epeak
Ughtly. “But a penniless man, with
the world before Mm, Maud.”

Her ladyship drew farther away and
eéank upoa the eofa.

‘“When did you know this?"
oeked.

“Yesterday,” he eaid.

“4nd did not come to tell me!” she
8add, elevating her eyebrows, and
lpm‘lin.g bieriy, for she saw now
that between two stools, «he had come
0 the ground.

“No—a," he sald, “4faund, I put off
the ordeal for a few houre. Forglve
me! I knew how it would grieve you.”

She buret into tears.

“A beggar!” ghe repeeted. “I am to
arry e ar! Ob, aunt! oh sunt!™

Then she went Into well-bred hys-
terica, and Jack reng the bell

Lady Pacewell appeard, and emid
lady Aaud’e nicely toned shrieks,
Jagk told hie story.

Lady Pacewell wae really shocked,

“Wait hore, Jack, dear, or, dear!
ob, dear! til] [ come down.”

And then she took Lady Mand up-
stairs. Presently ehe came down, end
Jack went over ths story again.

y Pacewall cried, Jack com-
forted ber. Her ladyship etitl wep,
and at last she sobbed owt:

“Qf oowwa, it B all over betwecn

end Mand.”
fen,” eald Jack; “if ghe wiches it,
of coursa”

“Of eoursa,” sald Lady Pacewell
;181;!:_ It  an awful blow for her, poor

T

Jack could not help smiling bitterly.

“Add 1 mygm send the brougham
boree beck, I suppase, Jack, dear?”

‘Na," sadd Jaok,
and tylug Dot 0 look  wounded.
‘Keep the borse and Maud, sunt I
Wil grrange about the former, and, as
for the latter, give her my love.”

Then be kissed his suni woe, poor
voman, could not beip her worMMness
o her love for ber favor-
fte nephew, and with a sinking at the
beart, he leix the villa

On his way to hie chambers he
passed his club. 4 amall group of men
slood an the steps. He nodded cheer-
fully, and recelved ian return the cool-
est of bowe from the men who vester-
dby weulM have ran down to meet
bim and ehake hands

He peached his chambers; his men-
eervants were waitlag nutside the
door, and begged to kuow if they were
to_be palid.

He entered the room, and thereup-
cn the table lay a heap of bills mark-
el Immediate, and accompanied by
letters threatening him with instant
proceedings by the very tradesmen
who a few hours since were ready to
lick the dust from his feet

e news had spread Indeed, Mr
Anderson had taken care that it
should, and had not only favored Mr
Montague with his wviews of Jack's

she

conduct as regards the cheque and the
other kindliness, but had spent the
morning In running around to the

tradespeople and informing them of
the change in Mr. Hamllton's fortune,

sinks .

closets.
drains —

kills rats,

: CHAPTER XIL.

D & pmall room that might bave
been dignified by the name of cham-
ber, as it stood within the precinots
of Lincoln't Inn, and was barely fur-
nished with half legal and wholly un-
comfortable table, chair and  worn-
out sofa, sat Jack.

The fire in the small grate was low,
and it was bitterly cold. Jack pat
over the tiny glow, and shivering, but
it would have been the height of im-
pudence to have put any more coal on,
for it was only juss six, and the small
Jnob of coal in the box beside the
fire had to last till midnight.

It was snowing outside, Jack knew,
for once during the twilight he had
gone to the window and looked down
upon the umbrellas flitting by below,

He sat near the fire and poured

himself out some tea from a small

teapot The tea was weak, the tea-
pot a battered and used-up one The
bread and butter were ungarnished,

and the whole meal, to say the least,
uncomfortable.

When Jack had finished his tea, he
it a lamp, put on a shade, and,
drawing a large document toward
him, set to work to copy it

All this meant that Jack was poor,
and working hard for a very miserable
living.

He wrote on for half an hour, and
then a tremendous clatter and burst
of music caused him to look wearlly
up.

pl.t was the bells bursting out Into
noise, 1ike a lot of schoolboys let out
for the holldays.

Ding, ding! dong, dong!

“Christmas Eve!"” mattered Jack,
trimming his pen. “A rum sort of
Christmas Bve for you, old fellow!

Last year you were dining at the club

with Fop, and Beau, and the rest; this

year | think you dined on a sausage

roll without ocompany Christmas
ho!*

Then, bhaving no time to spare for
wsolilogutes, he fell to work on the copy-
ing again, and seratched, squeaked,
and scratched through another follo.

Buat the bells grew positively intra-
slve, and louder and louder, till the
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solitary slave to the pen laid {t down
and turned his chair to the fire,

“I think I'll just have a pipe. What
a bleseing tobacco is so cheap! What
should 1 have bheen without my pipe?
So this s Chrietmas Eve Well, a
merry tme for some of them; a merry
time at the villa, I dare say, and at the
Pacewell's, too Little Pattie, like a
fairy, laughing over her uew riches,
and old Montague Pacewel! as proud
as a turkey cock And she—well,
bleas her sweet face, wherever she is;
she doesn't look happy, though! her
old life clings to her, psshaps. | saw
her the other morning in the lane. She
was in their grand new carriage with
one of my horses She was pale
enough and gad enough to be Mary
Montague at the Signet again. And |
stopped and looked at her—and the
best of the joke was, she looked at me,
but since I've shaved my beard off,
and looked seedy, she didn't know the
Jack Hamilton, who s foolieh enough
to think of her now. 8Ix o'clock! nalt
past by this time. . I must finish this
work, for | want my dinner to-morrow,
Christmas Day, and working for my
dinnper! Well, If it wasn't so seri-
ous, it would be a most excellent joke.
Helgho!"

With the pipe in his mouth, he turn-
od around and picked up his pen. But
there came a knock at the ddor at the

instant and be locked up from the
parchment to say:
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“Come In!"

The door opened, and & short indl- ?

vidual, having missed the step, precip-
itated himself gretty nearly into the
grate,

“Come nome of that,” sald Jack, in
his old good-natured way, “you are not
coays, worse luck, and won't burn,” and
then added, baving set him upright:
\'\:‘t!o are you, and what do you want?

He dropped the man's collar, and his
tone changed from the easy, to a stern
one, for the individual bore the like-
ness of Mr. Tubbs.

“What do you want?"
stoutly.

“l beg your pardon, sir,” said Mr.
Tubbs, out of breath by his tumble
and his evident nervousness at being
s0 éternly oonfronted “But you see
it was the etep us threw me up Used
as | am to tumble. as fs patural on the
boards, still. it was @ mercy my ‘ead
wasn't jammed betwecn them ‘ere
bars.”

“What do you want?" repeated Jack.

Mr. Tubbe took off his hat and wiped

he asked,

his forehead. He seemsd much agi-
tated,

“l bag your pardon for intrudin’,
sir,” he emdd, “ ‘specially aw you was

busy, but I've brought a measage.”

“Where is t? jack sall, as shortly
as before.

The slght of the man was distaste-
ful to Bim fn the extrame.

“Where?™ asked Nur Tubbs, vacantly.
“Oh, ab, yes, of coures, you m;\yn
what 18 22* It wean't @ writton mes-
sage, oh, no, ehe Dever writes, she
don't., Hesr way, whaen she wants eny-
thing is to ear: “Tubbs, | wane 80
and 20,' end Tubbs, meanin’ mw, 'as o
gerNu it it fo Ameriky.

“Now,” sald Juck. sieruly, “hav
goodness to tall me your bunl:?u:,"'m

"My besiness le this. sir, meanin’ no
offence,” said Mr. Tubbe, “wil) yom
come along whb me? You are want-
ed at onee. It's most particulay—
Heaves knows whether she'll be alve
whea I get beck.”

“Who?' aaid Jack, slarting,
bavente 1 wud M sald
siartiag to his.
Miss Pettle. blass bev beart s
Mizs Puitie Montague’ sail Jack,
“And ghe wanted to see me”

"Ay." sadd Tubbs. “She sent
me, and when they et me see ber,
“Tubbs,’ says she, ‘go and fetch him.'
But, I says, | don't know whaese w
find biml ‘Go to the lawyer, Mr,
Shaliop,” whisperes Miss Mary, a-cry-
in' all the time Apd I goes to Mr
Shallop, be scnds me on here, and af-

for

ter dodging sbout among th ‘ere
queer houses, which are all alike a
purpose to pugzle a body, ‘u{i I am
For Heaven's sake, be quick

Jack had been puting on uls coat
wh the man had been speaking, and

now took up the lamp and walked to
the door.
“Go fh
you down
Mr. Tubbs stumbled d

' sald Jack, “and I'll 1ight

wn the stairs

|
|

| keep away. 1

‘“Where yer come from,’
Tubbs. And the man drove ff
A8 the snowy street would

“Is she very LI1?" asked Jack

“Oh, dreadful,” said Mr. Tubbs, tear-
fully, “Poor little angel, it will hust
your heart to see her so white sad
patient-like."

Jack fell into silence a vluc.n‘z
the cab drew up to one of the
est mansions In Grosvenor Square.

Mr. Tubbs jumped out, and & foot-
man opened the door,

Jeck, who mseemed expected) was
asked to step upstalrs, and followed
the footman to the door of a room st
which the man knocked gently,

There was a hush about the house
that was eloquent of suffering aad
danger,

The footman went down as the door
opened, and Jack, on entering, found
himsell face to face with Mr. Henry

l’l’xwell.
e old man bad the same weary
look upon him as the pirate in the
greenroom had worn, notwithstand-
ing the magnificent apartment in
which they stood and the diamonds
in his shirt front He held out his
hand, and Jack shaking it self that it
trembled.
“‘She sent for you; has been crying
for you. It is good of you to come.”
“I would have come through fire for
her,” sald Jack, simply.
The old man put pis hand to his
eyes and led the way upstairs.
Jack followed him into a semi-
A woman's figure
side and peeped

darkéned room.

moved from the

into the shadow of the curtains as he
entered, and, although he could not
see the fdce, he knew by the beating
of his heart that it was Mary's.

As he approached the bed, a tiny,
thin volce arose from it.

“Has he come, Mary™"

Jack stepped softly forward " and
bent over the bed.

“Do you want me, Pattie?” he
sald, lowering his musical voice to the
gentlest of tones.

~Jack," she sald, with a touch ot
her old nalve. “Yes, I knew you
would come, though they told me you
were too proud You're not proud,
are you? You wouldn't be proud to
poor little Pattle?

**No,” he said *“Not proud to you,
Pattie. See here, I am kneelng.”

And he knek at her side

She put out her hand and touched
him Then laughed with a child's
glee

“Wbhat a big hand you've got.” she
said “I eould put both of mine into
it and lose them. But you've cat your
beard off, and youdon't look so hand-
some a8 when you carried me to the
window to look at the snow. Jack,
you'll pever carry me agaln, Dever
agadn!"

“1 bope, 8o many times,” he said, a
choking coming lo his throat and &
tilm over bis eyes at the wistful tones
of she child~-woman.

“Will you carry me now?” she said,
suddenly. *1 sbowld kke 0 much to
Lave you Uft me up!”

Some one came with a shawl aad
wrapped & around ber.

He took bar in his asms and walked
o the fire with her No oue lnter-
fered. Her wish seemed 1o be law.

~Oh, that's nlce!™ she sald. “It re-
minds me of what day when you and
Mary sat bgtore the flre laughing in
each others faces amd looking so

happy.” She sighed: “Poor Mary!
Poor Jack!"

“Why poor Jack?" he asked to
hwmor ber.

“Oh, 1 koow,"” she said. “You are

poor now and we are rich; but my
dear isn't aruel and unkind now, and
he wants you to forgive him, Jack.
He's very sorry for what he said that
day, and hg woulda't have sald it it
that wicked, wicked Mr, Anderson
hadn't put it into his bead. And you'll
forgive him, Jack, won't you, for my
sake? And, Jack, I want to whisper
something in your ear. Tell them to
don’'t want them to
hear.”

They drew back into a far corner
of the room, and, putting one wasted
arm around his peck, she whispered:

(To be conunued.)
e

“But, my dear, wh:

dinner that

t did I do at
made you so angry?”
“You've disgraced me forever by your

in a way that would have made the | o T
clown envious, and Jack allowed him, | COWMmoOR maaners When the char-
There w a cab at the door, and | lotte russe was set before you, you
the two jumped in. blew off the foam!"“—Judge.
.
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strong, soft, pliable—lengthens
its useful life and saves money.
Comes in convenient sizes.
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Eureka Harness Oiler
—simple and convenient.

Should be in every barn,
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: Eureka Harness Oil Mica \Be Grease
—soaks fnto leather. Kecps 4
water out, Prevents drying —keeps the metal spindle from
t*d and cracking. Keeps harness with the hub-lining.

contact
Coats both with a smooth cover-
ing of mica and the finest grease. B
Kills friction and makes axles B
and wheels last longer and run §%
easier, Helps the horse and
saves wagon fepairs, Sold in
many sizes—1 Ib, to barrels,




