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from one saloon to another, attempting, by stupefyih.msel£ m a wild debauch, to escape the remS
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" /"" 7'^ " *^"' ^^''"'^ ^im as 1went. He came to a saloon full of negroes in low,Sulhvan street; and in paying the barkeeper he dTeout a handful of bills and displayed them with a reelo^ness that had its inevitable issue, for when he

street, and the fog closed over the thugs and their vi<
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Miss Morris's silence had left him no doubt of her disgust of him. All the failures of his life had crusheddown on him together and buried him in the deptZ
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!.^"" ^"' ^''^ """"'^ "' his incapacityHe saw his mother with that face of sorrow which hadso often looked out on him from his dreams. He sawhis father leaning across the cluttered dining-table

glaring at him in angry accusation. He saw MirMor:


