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THE DISAPPEARANCE OF JOIIN LONGWORTHY.
~~ .
M. F. EGAN IN AVE MARIA.

. 11— Family Circle,

Thero was o doubt now that Joln Longworthy's hat and
cout had been found. But tlns dud not help the poheo for-
ward much. The cont, picked up by Miles Galhgan, was
luoked at by thousands and pctured m all tho papers.  Males
QGalligan now became the hero of the moment. 1o bore his
nrt in the various ** interviews © with such amiable spright-
inces, and mamnged to use the prevelant political ¢ catch-
words " of his party with such effect, that he duted his eleo.
tion to the Asscinbly—wlich occurred later—to the *¢ boom ™'
ho received ut this time.

Isance and Rachel, who had foolishly sold tho coat for only
double what had Leen paid for it, were inconsolable; and
Izanc nllowed the disappointed and energetic Rachel no com-
misgiou on the sale.  Whero had he gotten tho coat? 'This
guesdon met Isaac on every side,  He had bought 1t from a
man in the Buwery—a drunken man—a man who spoke
English well. Ho bhad bought the coat i the dark—abou
midmght , he did not notice that 1t was such n good cont
until tho sext morming.  This statement covered him with
ridicule. Nobody believed 1t ; but, as nobody could disprove
it, Justico had to heep on hier bandago for a whle. :

The search stopped at the coat.  John Longworthy's ser-
vant identified it, the lerald clerk identified it, even the news.
boy added his testimony. Isaac either know nothing moro
or he was obdurate. le had acquired the coat 1n the way
of business, that was ail he knew aboutit. This was a great
blow to Miles Galligan, who had taken tho detective fover
badly. Ho had long talks witls Longworthy's servant. He
examined overy articlo i the lost man's wardrobe. The
only peculiarity about the linen was that over the initials
¢ J. L. there wus a famtly traced Malteso cross. It was
not & crest—merely a mark Longworthy had fancied. Even
the newspapers began to see that the police could do nothing
with the Polish Jew, unless they put him to the torture aftor
the manner of carlier times.  As tlus wus mmpossible, what
could be done ?  Amatenr detectives tried to bribe Isauc in-
to telling more. At first he wept and swore he knew noth-
ing; then the amateur detectives pocketed thoir money and
went away. Isanc learned from this to be silent and sugges-
tive uutil he had tho money safe 1 lus pocket, after which ho
wopt and swore that e kuew nothng.  He was prepaved to
follow this up indefimtely.

After a time tho newspapers dropped the subject of the dis-
appearance. Joln Longworthy's books, which had sold
rapidly durinys the mvestigation, ceased to be called for. In
a month’s time the police, Longworthy's executors, and Miles
Galligun, were thg only folk who kept up a deep intorest in
tho scarch. Miles’ interest was duae to the fuct that he was
idle ; he had o taste for study, or even for much reading ; he
had too much respect for hmuself to Inunge in bar-rooms,
and ho wus weary of * pressing bricks for the city "-—as he
cuphwstically called Jus aimless walks.  Morcover, there was
a large reward ready for the person who would discover either
the murdered one or his murderer. And Miles Galligan's
funds were becoming much reduced.

The Galhigan’s hved 10 one of the most comfortable pre-
cincts of the LEast Swde. 1t is too near Canal Street to bo
fastuonable, or even hiked by nice people who do not pretend
to fashion. There tho houses are roomy, substantial, solid-
lonkmg.  They are possibly as ngly and as unornamental as
man ever made, bud they are as respectable in appearance as
o Hollandish burgher. They have seen better duys. Many
a befurred sieigh dashed up to their wide doorg fifty years
ago, and let down groups of gay callers on the New Year's
Days of that time. Rut the snows of last year are gone.
How much more reason have we for asking, more hopelessly,
where are the suows of eighteen hundred and fifty 2 How
mauny tmes had ¢ She Wore a Wreath of Roses™ and I
Dreamt I Dwelt in Marble Halls™ echoed through those
drawing-rooms, now fast becoming tenement houses ?  There
is an oder of old-time grandeur about them still, liko the

altar of roses which even now lingers, it is said, in one of the
Empress Iiugenie’s rooms in the Tuileries.

Inono of theso old houses Miles Galligan and his sisters
Jived. Mary, the oldor, taught school ; sho was a sweet-tem-
pered girl of twenty-five or thereabouts, somowhat fragile in
appearance, with biack hair and the veritablo dark-blue 1rish
eyes. She was an object of wonder to all the Europeans
who lived n the neighbourhood. They were not used to
seeing this combination of the raven's wing and the shadowed
turquoise. And Mary, who among Americans was thought
to be a rather plain butsweet-looking girl, beenno noted as a
beauty of the first class m the Gorinan and Hebrew quartors
around her bailiwick. Theso apprecintive people were never
tired of admiring her.  Nevertheloss, 1 her own circle, Mary
waug et down as settled on the list of old maids; and she
had rather accepted the position, until Arthur Fitzgorald saw
her one Saturday evening, when he was wating outside the
confessionul—saw her in the act of putting u calla lily at the
foot ot the altar of the Blessed Virgin. Shelooked so gentle,
80 recollected, so womanly in the act—and what act could
more become a woman 2—that he could not got her out of his
head. Rossetti's vision of the Blessed Damosel was eacthly
indeed compared tu lus remembrance of the sight of the
maiden and the lily on that Easter Saturday.

Fitzgerald found 1t difficule to meet Mary and hor sister
Esther. They never attended those public assemblies m
which the whole ward, Jow and Gentile, jomed for.the pur-
pose of merrymaking. They had no father or mother now,
and though they amused themselves very pleasantly at home,
they were not given tu public amusements.

Part of their Louse was reunted to various respectable
people. ‘The rest thoy reserved lor themselves. 'The house
had been bought by their father shortly before Ins death ; it
now furnished their only source of mcome, except what Miles
and they counld earn. ISsther was assistant music-teachor in
a neighbouring convent school. 8he was prettier than her
sister, four years younger, and with a girlish brightness about
hor, which was delightful because 1t was entirely unaffected.
She was rosy, brown-hared, quick mm lier movements. It
Mary might be likened to the soft color of the tea-rose, she
had something of the perrenial huo of the lady-apple. Mary
would have sacrificed her last drop of joy in the world to
make Esther happier. Somecbody who knew them named
Mary ¢ Duty " and Esther ¢ Beauty.” And there was this
much trath in it all ; if anything could tempt Esther from a
duty it was some glimpse of the beautiful. Mayry often
laughed and said that she was an actistic ¢ Little Red
Riding-Hood," forgetting her errands to pick flewers on the
way.

** But 1 have never met a wolf yot ! ** Esther generally re-
torted.

“Tho wolf always comes from awmong the honeysuckle
vines, just as one's head is bent closely over the strawberrios ;
and he has time to scent the neglected pot of butter and fresh
cakes for which one’s sick grandinotheris waiting.”

Mury’s wisdom always called forth a new application of
the fable from Esther, who persisted in holding that, after
all, Red Riding-Hood would have gotten into trouble some
other way, and there might have been no waod-cutters to get
her out of it.

When Miles was in some municipal department or otheyrs
in some capacity or other, he was absurdly generous, his
sisters thought. They were economical. Mary, from ac-
quired habit, was always so; Isther was so by snatches.
She liked pretty things, and pretty things cost money. Miles,
when he was ““out,” found Ius sisters very good friends ; they
delighted in kecping him in neckties and other accessories;
and Hannalh Dempsoy, their old servant, petted ham as 1f he
were still & boy. The sisters hated politics and adored Miles.
That he had no intellectual resources; that he was much in-
ferior to them in tono of thought and refinement of mwanners ;
that he did not understand everyday illusions of theirs, did
not matter to them. He was Miles, and that he should
remain their own Miles, and graciously keop awake an hour
orkngo in their company once or twice or week, was all they
asked.

.These young women were very happy. Their long vaca-
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