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. LITERARY.

" OUR MR. JENKINS.

I was fortunate in my uncle. Se
everybody thought, for Uncle Braith.
waite was a8 woalthy aud thriving o
mauufacturer a8 apy in Lambeth, and
I, his dead eistet’s sop, Cyril Vaughan
hy name, was not merely drawing a
fair ealary, but with tho prospects of
partuership, but was ac\ually engeged
to he married do r.y second cousin, re-
puted a great hieireas—dear sweet Luc
Braithwaite—the old man’s only child.
A sovere, just man was Jobn Braith-
waite, 1le had won Lis own way in
lifo by rigid aelf-denial and unweary-
ing industry during a {‘loyless youth,
and I doubt if he ever thorpugbly en.
joyed tho fruits of his well-earned
prosperity, It was only when his eye
rested on his daughter’s protty face
that his stern look relaxed. Lucy re.
minded him, doubtless, of lier gentle
mother.  But ho was a good master to
a good scrvant, notably whero he, who
was by naturo and habit suspicious,
could repose full trust, 1le did so in
his confidential clerk, Jacob Jenkina.
That head clerk was ono out of a thous.
and. “Respectable Jeukins * was the
nick-name by irreverent youngstors in
the counting-house spoke, with bated
breath, of tbat pearl of clerks; but
cven those pert office lads had a belief
in the man—he was so respectable.
Never, as I bavo heard, in the 29 years
of bis toil, bad honest Jenkins been
kcown to ask for a holiday, to shirk
extra work, or to mako a blunder as
to tare and tret,a thing of moment
with a firm like ours, luge exporters
as wo were

As for myself, I am afraid that my
p or merite, if I had any, were quite
eclipsed_by those of that commercial
coniet, Jenking, Indeed I know of no
reason, except my blood relationship
to our principal, head of the bouse of
Braithwaite, Perry & Co., for any com-
parison between that veteran of the
desk and my incxperienced self. But
my uncle often said, in his gruff way,
“Take Jenkins for your model,” or
“Cyri), lad, it will be a long time be-
fora you can fill Jenkins’ shoes.”

Yet I stuck to my werk, young as I
was, and did my beat not to be unde-
serving of the prospective partrership;
and, somebow, I gota vagune impres-
sion in my head that, instead of my
heing jealous of Jenking, Jenkins was
Jjealous of me.

Ono day thers was a big cheque to
be changed—nearer to 3,000 pounds
than two—and it wes my task, no_un-
usual ong, to present the draft at Pea-
body & Sons’. Taan house like our&i
where the furnaces were always al
aplow and the tall chimneys always
smoking, the outgoings for wages,
horso keep,and fuel were, I need hard-
Iy say, very large.  On that day—how
well I remember it t—1I was in excep-
tionally high spirits. I bad been talk-
ing with dear Lucy, and though her
father, who eaid that we children nced
bein no hurry, wonld never consent
to name even An approximate date for
our wedding, etill thero was a vogue
yrospect of connubial bliss next Spring.
It was fine bright weather, and on
Tuesday there was to be a garden
party at some Richmond villa,to which
we were all to go. Altogether I was
in excellent spirite, and as far as any
man could be from dreaming of the
evil that was ¢> come. “How will you
take it?” asked the bank cashier.
“Short ¥’ I answercd, with a sort of
boyish pride in my newly-acquired
familianty with busness phrases; and,
with my gold and notee, I left the
bunk, Asl did so a man staggercd
towards me, jostled me, then reeled

away, muttering, * Beg pardon! ™ and
would havo fallen but for the support
of my arm. Isawin a moment that
the man was sober. But helooked ill,
very ill, hoggard and hollow-cyed,
though atill young; and ho was de-
cently clad in a well-worn velveteen
auit, with large broozo buttons, Thoro
was & smack of the country about him,
waif as fic wasin the midst of Londo,
and his accent , so faras I could judge,
iwaadthnt of Yorkshire or Northumber-
and.

“You aro ill, I fear,” I inquired,
“and perhaps a stranger to London 77

“Nigh clemmed §n this blessod Lon-
don of yours, paved wi’ gold guineaz;
asour old crones say up in Craveu,’
mutterod the countryman, in the same
thin, reedy voice; “paved wi’ traps,say
I, and cause for it, since all that gran-
feyther stored up, whother for Bess
and Bell, or for me—" and then he
would havo fallen but for my assist-
ance.

Clearly the man was fainting, and
from starvation, We had walked
somo distance. la tcmstiug proximity,
at the corner of a side stroet, was a
houre, over the door of which, in great
gold letters, pleamed the words,
“Luncheon Bar,” Into this, quite in-
atinctively, [ half dragged, half hustled
thoman,

It was the middle of the day, lun-
cheon-time, o brisk hour for business
in the city, in the ecating and drinkin
line at least, and the place which I h:
entered was full of customers, young
men mostly,udisily chatting over their
sandwiches, I flang open the
swing-Goor I felt snre that I caught s
glimpse of my uncle’s confidential
clerk on the payement outside, *Mr,
Jenking 1 | called out, but he evi-
dently did not hear me, and passed on,
There was a rush of excited youn,
fellows towards us!”—“Bet you he's
drunk.!”” “Four to five he's dead.”
“Run over,” and so forth, and it was
not immediately that I could get
somo restorative. But the poor
countryman’s face was livid, his eyes
closed, his tecth fast shut, and he could
swallow nothing. Then & doctor was
gent for, and the doctor was slow in
coming, and I had explanation after
explanation to give, first to tho dull-
witted landlord, who came blinkiog
out of a back patlor, then to inquisi-
tive customers; and when at last a
breathlees surgeon, hastily summoned,
came panting in at the heavy swing
door, amidst the surging crowd, there
was a necessary word or so with him,
“But where is my patient 7"’ asked the
Lewildered man of science ; and, in-
deed, the ‘;ﬁoor fellow ”’ who was the
object of all this stir had disappeared
in the midst of the hubbub, and with
him had vanished the heavy, stecl-
clasped, black morocco pocket-book,
which I remembered, too late, to have
incautiously laid on a table in the
flurry and confution of our sudden
avd awkward entry, and which was
gone, pitilessly gore.

“Cyril Vaughap, I always decmed
you to bea simpleton—a soft, as we
Yorkshire chaps say—but now I know
you to be a knave |’ thuadered oat
my irate uncle, the north country
accent in his serath{ul voice becoming
unusually predeminant,  “Had you
not been my_ relative, had not my
girl—who shall never be the wife of
such a sconndrel—begged you off, I
would have prosecuted you as I would
any other rogue, and sent you to
quarry stone among convicts at'Dart-
wmoor or Portland.  As it is, I won’t
hear anotber word of your lies or your
cxcuses, Go, got or I shall forget
Lucy’s pleadings and act asa citizen,
and not asa father, Tho ‘confidence
trick’ch? The countryman—~the—-

g | ont the shrewd lawyexa

1 am not your dups, 1ad ! Go, and got
yourself hanged alsowhere!  You
vion’t starve on tho sum of which you
uavo robbed me,”
.. Thon came a torritlo threo months—
it was that or moro—a time of de-
gremon, of crushod spirits, & half
roken heart for me. That I was
wrongfully suspocted gave me but cold
comfort, [ was innocent, but Lucy
was lost to me; my prospects were
blight2d, no one would give work to
me, and T was poor, and sinking foast
into tho direst depths of want. I re-
member how pale, and thin, aud
shabby I had become when I recs ved
a visit from my uncle’s lawyer, Mr,
Mordaunt.

“2r, Vaughan, you wonder to seo
mei’ said the shrewd solicitor, as he
topk the broken chair I offered him—
my wretched room in a subuvban
lodging-house contained but one—
“but I come now as a messenger of
good tidings. Do you remember a
serviog man, Enoch Clint by name,
whom your uncle and my client, Mr,
Braithwaite, engaged somo aix wecks
hefore the unlucky affair of the stolen
money? IHe was a smart youn
fellow, with excellent testimonials, aﬁ
fox% » by-the-by—and made himself
useful both in the house and atable-

-yard, and was vastly popular with his

fellpw-servants _on account of his
powers of mimicry and the juggling
tricks which he could perform.”

I bad an indistinet recollection of
having seen and heard of such a person
in my uncle’s household, .and I said so,
wondering haw there could be any-
thing in Enoch Clint to concern me.

“Thig Enoch Clint,” said Mr. Mor-
daunt, slowly, “was a north.country-
man,” I stared at him, sorel}y puzzled,
¢ He was your countryman,” drawled
and then a
light broke in on me, and I grew sick
and dizzy, and could hardly hear Mr,
Mordanat’s friendly voice as he said,
sheking my passive hand the while,
“You have been sorely wronged
Mr, Vaughan. I, for one, believ
you guilty, for which I heartily beg
your pardon. Now, listen to me.
This poor, wretch, Enoch Clint, was
two days’ since run over by a heavily-.
laden vap, not fifty yards from his
master’s door, and carmed back to_the
house, the crushed and blood-stained
wreck of a man, Ile asked for his
master, and Mr, Braithwaite being
absent, prayed to see Miss Lucy. To
her, in the doctor’s presence, the dy-
ing man gasped out soe inarticulate
confession, clearing you from all
blame but that of credulity, pardon-
able at your age, and implicating most
seriously avother person. At his own
desiro his broken statcment was, by
the doctor’s help, takon down in writ-
ing, but he died before the narrative
was complete. Miss Lucy had an
interyiew with her father, I nced
scarcely say, op his return home, a8 a
sequel to which, Mr. Braithwaite.
more agitated than I had over known
him to be, called on me and laid the
matter before me. Wo, too, bad a
long talk, and the result of it was, Mr,
Cyr, that on the following morning I
received a visit from—bave you

nessed it I—the confidential clerk,
Mr. Jenkins,”

“(‘)nredh{)r. ienﬁhﬂl}ﬂ” I returned
perplex o half-comic ession
on the solicx'{or.'e face, g

“Your Mr. Jenkins, if you will
cling to the ancient formula,” assented
the lawyer, with twinkling oyes.
¢ That commercial luminary came to
me blandiy unsuspecting, for, as it
turned out, ho had not even heard of
the death of his accomplice. My first
act, when he had made his how and
seated himself in the clien’t chair, was

to shut tho door and lock it. When
ho heard the click of tho lock bo
started and turncd as pale s Lis shirt.
collar, ‘Now, my friend,’ I said to
bim, in a frauk, pleasant way, ‘my ad.
vice to you is, for your own good, to
mako aclean breast of it at once.’
Then you should have scen the
ingenuous wonder of his intercsting
countonance. ‘Excuso mo, Mr, Mor-
daunt, but I can not have heard you
aright,” ho said, after a pause. ‘Ol
yes, you have,’ said I, ahakingMa
finger at him. ‘Come, come, M.
Jenkins, it is timae for you to drop the
sheop’s clothing aud stand forth as the
wolf you are—only this I promise, in
Mr, Brathwaite’s name, tbat if your
revelations be full and ample, you
shall have gentler and more gencrous
treatment than you deserve.’

“ A stormy colloquy cusued.  Once
I thought the man meant to strike me,
but there was something in my oye
that restraiued him, I suppose, for
next he began to sob, aud then to
whine like a beaten hound, as, sitting
on the edge of my writing-table and
glaripg at tho carpet, he stammered
out a confusion, which I reduced to
writing, and to which ho presently
affixed his reluctsnt signetire.

“The rovelation, when this slippery
witness was at length brought to make
—he did not kuow, you see, Ar.
Cyril, how much his colleague had con-
formed—was a tolerably complete one.
He had, it secmed, an especial malico
against yourself, a3 the kinsman and
future partner, and heir of the em-
ployer whom it had been the business
of his life to dupe by a show of zeal

‘and a display of mock honesty—1I say

mock, because, probably, when the
books como to be overhauled, it will
be found that this was not the first
time of a betrayal of trust.  And Mr.
Jenkins thought, too, that iounghas
you were, you did not share Mr,
Brathwaite’s high opinion of him, and
might one day ask troublesome ques-
tions. Wherefore, by the help of a
forged character, he got this fellow
Clint into goux uncle’s service, put
him up to the trick which he played
on you—Clint bad been a low come-
disn, mountebank and thimble-rigger
in his time—and received from Clint
himself, at the door of the City public-
house, the morocco pocket-book con-
taining the gold and notes, which you,
in the hurry and excitement of the
moment, had——Why, Mr. Vaughn,
your ase ill 2

Bat if he said more I heard it not,
for I was weak with long privation
and slecplessnees, and the blood
surged up to my temples, and there
was aroar as of wavesin my ears, and
¥ sank fainting on thoe floor.

1 bave not much more to tcll. How
condial, and sclf-reproachful cven, was
the reception which my uncle, Mr.
Brathwaite, extended to me, or with
what tearful joy my Lucy’s eyes met
mine, are easy to imagine, but dif-
ficult to deseribe, “1 wrobged yow,
my boy, and I thank heaven I was
wrong in what I thought,” said tho
old man, with a sob 1n his imperious
voice; ‘“*Lucy, here, knew you best,”

A girl must bave a feather fan.

Itching Piles—Symptoms svd Cure.

The aymptoms are moisture, like porspir-
ation, intonse {tching, incrsasod Ly ecratch-
ing, very distrossiLg, particularly at night
sce:us as if pin-worms wore crawling in ap-
about tho rectum; tho privato parts sro
sometimes affectod. 1f allowed to continuo
vory serious results may follow, “S\WAYNE'S
OINTMENT” is o ploasant, suro curo. Also
for Tettor, Itch, Salt Rhoutn, Scald Head,
Erysipelas, Barbors’ Itch, Blotchos, all
scaly, y Skin Discases. Sont by mall
for 50 copts; 3 hoxes, $1.25, Sl‘n atamps),
AddressDR, SWAYNE & 50N, Philadolphis,
Pa. Bold by Druggists.




