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THE FAVORITE.

Junn 14, 1873,

Tndia, tho rule of England tn this rogion would
bo greatly imporillod.

Projects are on foot which may give Russia &
continuous wator-way from 8% Potorsburg to tho
foot of tho Hindoo-Kooshi Mounismns, Thus
massod 1n foroo on the northern border of 1ndia,
with a fortllo and sudmissive oountry iu sio
rear and tho warliks and friondly Afghans in
front, India would lio open to invasion at any
timo that European troublos might give p eloxt
for such a courso; and in the ovent of any hoine
difficulty botweon England anga Rusals, wo may
safely 100k to the war’s being transferred to o
plains of Hindostan, and fought outon tho banks
of the Ganges.

G e

MY DEAD CLIENT.

Sliung alone In my chambers: I have dis.
missed my clerk, there being no chancoe of clienta
calling at this lato hour; and, indeed, I myself
ought to be off westward, buy 1 sit, dreamily
gazing 1nto the glowing cmbers, my mind wan-
dering to other soencs and to times iong past,
Thero 1s a great wind out-of«loors, and 1t 1a
bowling and roaring 1u tho chimney. it rushes
in violent gusta across tho Thames, which
1s now as rough as a ltio sca, and scems to
spend 1ts foree upon the Temple, /8 I tho spirita
of broken-hearted suitors, victiins to forged
cvidence, disappointed lawycers, anjust judges,
were abroad upon the blast, cndeavonng o
wroak thelr vengeanco upon the piies of bulid.
1ngs they 80 diligently haunted in thelr dives.

Why do 1 stiil sit hero ? 1 hardly know. From
o love for my gloomy chambers, assurodly.
The fact 1s, 1 havo notung parucular to do thia
evening, and 1 -have fallecn 1nto a roverie : old
faces and old sccnes are crowding upon my
memory--bright ¢ycs and golden Rair-~l0w
whispers and soft hands! Ah! I Xxnow no such
things nnowadays; butitis sadiy ploasant Lo re.
meomber them. Plessaater, porhaps, (o 81t here
thinking of them than to bo fighting my WAy
along the gasly streets toward the club for my
solitary dinger, with the prospect, aftorward, of
& lonely cvening in my lodgings. Timo was
when 1 hoped my cvenings were not to be
forever lonely—when I looked upon one falr
Yyoung face, and thought the eyes lookod moro
than kindly at me, But that hopo soon passed,
and it has never como agaln; and 1 do not think
1t ever will

A knock at the door—a soft, »olitary knock.
What can that bo? Was 1 mistakxen? Nol
there 1t is again. 1 rise hurrlediy and go to the
door—open it: outsidoe 1s standing the figure o1
& woman. I can hardly sce her; as the passage
15 but dimly Ughted.

« Is this Mr. Grantley's placo?”

¢ Yos, Iam Mr. Grantley. What is {t 1

« 1 wish to speak to you for A moment. 1am
afraid I bave not come at tho right ume, bat
Dloass let me &peak Lo you for & moment.”

Therc is & hurrind earnestnoss 1n her manner,;
and I admit her, closc tho outer doot, and placo
a chalr for her by the fire, Now 1 can sce her
plalnly . apparently a young woman, but her
faco is marked dy sorrow and suffering. Sho Ia
plainly dressed ; bat I take her to be alady. Fne
a fow moments she siia silcntly gazing into the
fre. Doos sho seo there any of tho scencs that
I have been gaxing at? 1 wander, vacantly,

« Mr, Grantley, I will teil yout shorily why I
am here. SBomo yoxrs Agc yoa were intimately
acqualnted with Goorgo AMarr ™

¢ 1 was indcod. Poor fellow 1—If you ocould
tel! me where ko is now, you woukl indoed be
weloome.!

4 You also knaw Dents Hilton

« Yes, I did.”

S Are you as anxioas to know where ho is at
this moment ™

s“lcan notsay Iam. Friendship existed bo-
twoen us ocooce. His canduct broke that friend.
shipin such a manner that §t can never be re-
newed.”

. “3 know it. 1o slandered you, Mr. Grant.
cy.

e Pardon me. It can bapdly be for the jwu-
posp of rTaunding moof anbappy circamslances,
ROW Jong pest, that you-—p perfect sanger came
to me thus

»#Ng, it is nol. 1 have come here to intrust

contonts, and thonaot a3 your honest conscloncs
bids you.”

1 tako tho packet mochanleally. Blho adds
aothiug more, and in & momont ot two 1 am
aluno again in my chambers, peoring 1ato tho
ombora as bofore.

1 am moro than ever disincllned to movo.
What ocan thero bo juside this mystorious
packot? I mustput it away carofully. Xavo
1 over soon this woman before? No; I sannot
rocall hor foatares. And then, what can she
koow of George Marr and Donis Hilton? Wo
woro all threo at oollogo togother, and at one
time werc great frionds. But that is a long
while ago. Denis and I did not continue friends;
for upon one cvoasion—thio partjoulars of which
thera 13 0o nocessity for mo o monlon LOW--
his oonduot was such that high words passed
botween us, and out intimacy came to an end,
But Denis had groat influsnce over George Marr,
and thoy continued to be as muoch together as
before. Tho cohsequence was that Donis Hiltor,
prejadiced Georgo agalnst me—or, at all evonts,
succoeded in keoplng him away from me—
though Goorge and I had at ono time been in.
separabic. It !s three Sokrs ago aow, nearly
aince 1 last saw Marr, and I bave heard thathe
has loft England, having gotiatosomo poounlary
difficultics, the exact nature of which I naver
fcarnod. Ab, Goorgo! why did you auvt como to
me, as you woald have dono 1n vid tmoa? Why
did you not conide your misforiunesto me,and
so0 whether I could not help yon out of them ?
Well, well; 1t's no use thinkingabout that now.
What 18 Donls Hilton doing twith himself,
wonder? 1 hoar 18 namo oocasionally in ocon.
aoction with wurf matiers, but from wbatlhava
hoard at the club, 1 don't think his reputation
stands very high. A gullen, cvil.tempered man,
who breaks out now and then into gay and
buistervus spirits, bat that is only whon bo haa
had plenty to drink. Noone llkes him~-noone
calls him friend.

1 really mast go now. 8taring at the rod-hot
ooals, and mentally survoying the past, may bo
vory asoful omployments, but cxhausted natare
reqairos w be reswred. 1 must go to dinner.,

Tho months passed on, Summer came, and
my gloomy chambers positvesy bocumo some-
what cheerful, butio proporton as thoy grow
choerfal X grow restless; for I had had enough
of roading #nd writlng, aod was longing for a
holiday. The packet given me by my mysteri-
otts client sttll remalined safely where I bad de-
posited it, and I beliovo I had almost forgotien
all about {t; and, indced, whenever 1 did think
of i, 1 endoavored o satisfly myscl! that it was
quite posaiblc tho wornan who had givea it mo
WAS only somo harmlicss lunatic, who had been
acquainted, in her sanc days, with Marr and
Hilton,

1 was golrg to pass threo months upon tho
Continent with an old Oxford friend of mlne;
and the morning before our departarc I was busy
packing op, and my traveling companion was ia
my situng-room, consulting ¢ Muarray ” and tho
Continental « bradshaw.” 1 wasintho bedroom,
which communicated with the sitting-room, and
tho door was open. Suddenly my friend called
outs

uI say, Grantley, do you cver study tho
socond column of the Timess™

« Of oourse I do; but 1 havo not had Um- to
look 2% it this morning.”

« Do you remembor Marr, who was ay Oxford
with us?”

« Yes, to be sure,” I reply, ontuzag the room.
« What about im 27

« ] 800 he is advertised for, Listen:

©¢£100 REWARD.—-Tho abovo reward will bo
given to any peraon or persons who can give such
information ns will load to the disoovery of
Goorge MarT, son of the late Colonsl Thomas
Marr, of Marr Court, in tho County of Glouoester.
The sald Goorge Marr was last scen 1n London,
in November, threc yoars ago, and has not boen
heard of sinoe. It ix supposod that ho emigratod
cither to America or Anstralia. Tho same ro-
ward will bo given on satisfaciory proofl of tho
doath of the said George Marr. All communica-
tions 1o be addressed to Moests. Blogley & Boll,
solicjitors, Gray's Ina'»

s { know that irm,” I said. ¢l ahould ltke
W ask sume questions abuul this, Mar was a
great friend of mine, as yoa remember.”

I magagod to find time, In tho course of that
aflernoon, to call in at Gmay's ILn, and 1 saw

croasing, tho wind and sea Increasing in tholr
fury; and whon wo woro safely in harbor at
Dover tho storm rosc to n hurricanc. Many
persons had gatherod togother on tho plor and
QuAYs, walting to seo the boat come in, Aslwan
walklng toward the rallway station, I particularly
noticed onc Ogure In tho crowd. It was a man
closoly muflled up, who, X obscrved, was oone
tinually glancing fArst over oneshoulderalnd thon
over tho other, as if toLeo if any bady was fol-
lowing him. Hisfaco was o pocullar one, and it
scemod nut anfamiilar to mne. I heard him ask
& custum-houss ofcer what he thought about
the woather, and would it provent tha n'ght
mall from crossing. Tho custom-hiouso ofilcer
merely repliod that the weather was about as bad
as {t could be, and that tho boat would cross 1
tho captain thought it cowld bo dono In safoty.
It waa not til I was comfortably scated in a cor-
nor of tho railway oarriege, and half-way to
town, that I remombered to whom that strarge
facn betonged. It was Denis Hilton that I had
seen &t Dover, evidently intonding (G cross ovor
that night if posalblo.

On that night thostorm raged on. The papers,
tho next morning, wero full of acoounta of great
damago that had boen done by the violence of
tho wind, and i1ts fury had not moderated whon
I walkod down to my chambers,

I was busily engegod In tho porusal of a casc
mhich had boen seit for my oplnton, when I fut-
..ed I heard tho sound of a confused murmur.
ing, and of many footsteps upon thc staircase.
A minuto or two afterward tlicre was a lurching
at my door. It was opened by my clork, I
hoard a whispering outalde, and thun my clerk
camo hurriedly 1ow my room, with a horrified
cxprossion on his fuoc, and sald.

«It 1a the Thames polioe, sir; they ltavo
brought somcthing for you to sce.”

‘Lot them bring it in,” I answered, suther

od.

Great Hcaven! What's this? Four men
bring in & aw . chier, apon which 1s lying sume-
thing covercu up.

« Beg your panlon, sir,” sald ono of the
e Wo fuutd s Lelo la the e his
morning.”

Ho purtialiy romoves tho cuvering,

My Gud! Itlstho samo woman who called
on me nearly ten manths ago, aud left & packet
i my charge.

# Why have you brought her hero?” I ask,

«On scarching her this bit of paper turned
up?

XTho man handed mo a crumpled plcoe of
paper, on which I could road these words: « If
over my body should bo found drowned, let it bo
taken to the chambers of Alr. Grantley, In tho
Temple. Heo will know what to do.”

«Pollenman,” I began, « I have only soon this
anhappy creaturo ouce in my Ufe, ard 1 cannol
{magino—--"

« Beg your pardon, sir,” tnterruptod tho man ;
ubut you arc a lawyer, and yon know as thero
must be an iequest. Woalda't it bo a3 well to
roserve anythiog yon have Lo say for that occa-
sion "

1 suw at onco what tho man hinted, I might
be impiicated 1o her doath. 80 I mercly ob-
served @

«All 1 say is, that I have not & notlon who
ahic ia, nor who her friends are,  You had better
tako tho body to tho usual place; and I shall bo
qQuito ready to attern! tbe inquost, and give ail
the Information in mny power.”

Silently the men boro away thelr ghastly bure
den, and I was left alone. Now, then, to open
that packet I was to read tho next time sho who
bad given {t to0 mo should bo in my room. She
had como t0 me again, and I bogan to suspact
that 1 understoo . tho motives of my Dead Clicnt.
I ok the packet from its placo of safoty, broko
tho seal, and road as follows :

s If you keep tho promiso which I shall azk
you to mako when I pinco this peper in your
hands, you will not read this letter till I am
dosd. If I donotdiein the manner {n which I
firmly believe that I shall ufe, it £3 posaidble you
may u.ver road 3t at all; but I know what must §
happen, sooqer of later, and 1 leavo o you tho
task of first avenging me,

« You will say, ¢ What has this woman to do
with moe? Wiy am 1 toavengo het? My aa-
sweI 1s—Yo0a wcro onoco Goorge darr’s best-
loved friend.

n8lx yoar» ago 1 was a hsppy and Ight-
hoartod rle Ali my fature bfc seccmed oy

—yot I strove tobo & good and obedient wife
to him ; and for & few woeks I bellove I waa
ocontented. But I soon discovored that hohada
terriblo proponsity for drink, aad though Lo
had kept a caroful guard over himsolf whilo he
was courting me, and for asbort time afler our
maurriage, the old habita soon camo back upon
him, and night aftor night he wouldcomohomo
torribly intoxiocated ; and when In this state ho
would bo madly joalous about mo, and would
fancy that thoro was some ono oonosaled in a
cupboard, or in one of tho rooms, and would
ocompol mo to go through tho house with him,
and soarch overy place. His dissoluto ooursos
woro tho causo of bia losing an oxcollont ap.
pointment which ho hold and conseyusutly wo
became very poor indeed ; and wo had to ro.
movo from our ploazant quarters in Bayswater
to & small house ih Chelsea, close to the river.
Denin's mabnners, 100, became &0 violont whon
tho effocts of drink wore upon him, that wo
novor could got a sorvant to stay with us ang
length of Umo. Ono day, aftor ho had beon par.
ticularly outragoous the night befars, our two
servants loft saying thoy would not stop an.
ather hour. Donis went out in a groatl mge, and
I wasleft alono.

«+ 1 was aitting solitary that dark November
ovening—orylng, I think—mourniny for the lost
happliness of carlier days, whon thers came a
gentlo knock at the door. I ran to open it, and
thero I found George Marr.

«+George Marr I’ I oxclaimed, *\What are
you como for ¢
« +To go6 you, Fanny,” ho ropliod. ¢I passed

you aocidontally tho othor dsy. You did not ses
me. 1 watchod you in here. 1 hadnot timoto
try and soe you then, as X was engaged, May I
not como in?’

« +You can como {p, if 1t will afford you any
ploasare,” 1 answored. + 1 should sceroely think
1t could do that. What makes you wiah to 800
me again ?”

++\What makes mo? Ob, Fanny§ Ihave
nover ceased to love yon.'

«Weo wore now 1n the sitiing-room.

«+ Hasb, Mr, Marz. How daroc yon speak to
mo like thie?’

¢ +Why not, Fanny? Good Heaven ! yoaarto
oot married ¥

4+ am-—t0 Denls Hilton, What reason bad
you to supposo that X should koep true to you,
when you woro 8o soon falss to mo?

«:: Falso to you ! Novor for an instant,

44 QGoorge, thoy told mo that you wore mar.
ried. Whon 1 lsarned that you had so forgot.
ton me I abandonod all hope.’

s s Who told you this?’

« ¢ My husband-—Denis Hilton,?

« « Ho told an infamoas le!

««Porhaps he dld; but it answered his pur-
pose, sald ancthor volos, 1n mooking tones.

¢ ] had Ioft the strest door open, and Denis
himaself had staggered in, just sober enough to
understand what was going on.

«+] told sou, Master Goorge,’ he continued,
+that you weren't always golng to have it all
your own way with the girls.!

« Donis went back §uto tho passage, and olossd
tho front-door; came back into thelittle parlor,
and closed that door too.

#1 And now you think you are going tomakoe
up to tho old love, doyou?’

«14] gy that you aro asooundrel, Denis, I caro
not so much for your having tricked me as for
your bolog ber husband, and showing yourself
bofore her the drmuiken brute you are.’

4 ¢What ! S8ay thatsgein. Drankén brute, ch?
How often havo you been here before — you,
Marr—whon I have bson out, eh ¥

««Never before this evening. Ihave besen
ab:;;d. I nover oven knew that you were mar
ot

«sYoulle—and 1 wlit have your life forft ¥

+ Denis sprang furioualy upon him, and thiore
was s short scuffle. They both fell—Denis up-
permost. Thoy foll closo beslde tho Aire-place,
and Denls, seizirz the poker, struck Georgs Alarr
trice boavily upon the for~head.

« ¢ You will not come again, I think, ho mut-
tered, savagely, after tho last blow.

s¢sWhat have yon done, L:01s? 1shricked.

« Ho Jooked upat me, with amaligoantsmile
uponhis face.

s+ Yoa and 1 have killed him,’ he replied, 10
a low tone.

“eKilled him !—JI! I havo dous nothing.

You villain! 1 will call the police.
« +No, you won't,’ he sald, rising. What had

you with sometbing. 1 have heard your name | M:. Bel, From him 1 learncd that Georgo
menloned often, and 1 know that yoa are aa § Marrs cider brotber was dead, and as ho left
upright and bonost an, and 1 may Wrast \RL” ¢ Lo lssus, thc ostito dovoivod un (toofgo—{ailing
*« sfors you 2o any farthor, 1 must remind | hin, oh & cousin, and this OKMID WA QALATRILY
Sou that you Bave not yet toid mo WhO you are.”  /albleX ANIIvUA W ADOW whether (OUIES Was
«Thero is Dot the siightost nood that Fou , &iive of o0t I'nivawe inquurica had boen fnado
should kpow my name. 1 bate my name—il ; ffuicmy ia al dircclions, but i1t waa Loped
shali oot paas my Lips annoceassrily, The favor j tbat svme information might bo vblainod by
that I am about to &3k of you is & vory slight ) jucana of the adverUsement which had appearcd
000 al presont; and 1 boitevo that you Wil not , that murmung iu tho Times, and bad boon sent
refuse mo.” § ¢ 1nsertion in American and oolonial papers.
¢« You are adboul to oconfide somsthirg to me. ; Well, wo went abroad (o #pend oz houdayas,
1t 33 uoreasonabdis that 1 shomid ask why you , and 30 picasantly did the timo pas that the
oonflds in mse, AL L Ay NOL Atk Who you are I™ , loug vacallon socmued unovmmonly shori; dbut
<] confide in you bocauss, rom What l hate , a8 wial we Aid aud where we went have notlang
hoand of you—ii 13 DO Use Lo ask whed of whets,” , 10 du With the main point of thts story, 1 musi
sl “re&Kks in, harriodly, as she s0es the qusstion , “vine at oace to the day of our rcturn to Eog-
io my face— from what 1 have heard 0] you, 1 , land.
believe thas you will faithfally comply wWith my ; it was tho last day of Ucwber, Tus aniamn
request.” ] of that particular yoar broke up hurried)ly, and
Bhe rises from ber chair and gathen hsr , wale: seemod (o DO alromdy open Gs, and whea
shaw] aboul her, &3 if 10 £O 0Nl 110 LU SLOIIDY WO AITIved &3 Calals 1ho woalber was 30 sionny
o1ghy agAaln. 4 that some GUTLL Was ¢x)rossod as to the posal.
“Wnat 1s 137 Whatis this requsst you 80, biuly of the mau-boat crossing tho Channel.
strangely maks o me ™ , Mlowever, wo huriled on bosrd—those of tho
From he: pooket she Arawa oGl WbalseeIualo [wmascugeTs, thal ia, wio had DO Ume Lo spare,
be a ietter, soaled, . and woro bound o be in Loudon thal evening;
*Take this packet. When yoa next sse me  many siald bebind, intenxliug to WAL fOX Chuaist
‘R tbls T00Im—qTtL a0t before—open ity reed the , woatlier, 1 think Wo wore noarly fuur Jwur

smitle upun me, and 1 Lad & happy home. But, happened seemed to bhavo quite sobered him.
vo oamo to Mc, And, Juscarldiy al Hry, aumy  *Boonos than that you should do that, 1 woald
happinoss fadod away. It wasal s siuail janly , s0vVo you the skmo.  Don't bo a fool, Fanny—
10 the country that 1 Arsi mcl weergo Mart and |, the law will bolievo you to be as gullty aa I am.
Dents Huton, Both «f them paid mo groat at- ,Sso horo;’ and ho took a pockel-book from
| tentva, butl Lkoa o foriaw, aixd dslked tho | Goorge Marr’s broaat. - Lhero are plsnty of bank.
mier.  Time pamscu on, and George and 1 grew | notos 1asids. We are known to be wretchoediy
o iovo cach w®her, bul suddesty my fatber ook , poor. If this ia discoverod, weo shall both be
& vioicnt piycios agawst him, decdured that , hang, 1o hissed this last word inwo my car.
George had been making love 10 me agalnat his | « Come, we must hide it away,'
~my fathers—dourcs; axd forbado um toeater ;  «Mang! 1 belleved bim, I bellovedthay 1
the bouse agaln. 8o atfict & wach Wwas Kepi on , shonld be thought to be his sccomplics In the
me that 1 bad no chanceof cummunioatiug with , murder, and 1 feared 1o die. Ob, what & cowand
him, and £t ux months 1 saw and hownd oo | 1 have been ! 1 havo done worse than dio every
thing ol him. Then Alr. Hiltoa began to como  day since then ; and yoi — the trial! the ssu.
frequenuy to bar bousc; my Mnet LKeq him, jtenoo! tho scamhid !
and was constantly throwing hum into my com- | < All that night, nearly, we worked stoalthily
peny. llo was kina and genuo In his behavior, § —at leaat ho workod, while 1 isy on the groand
and sometimes bo wonid talk about Goorge, but | closo to him ; and he removed, after great diff.
1t was ID A fecTved and caulious fmeonet, but , caity, turec fag-stonea from the fNow of tho lit-
at laat 1 Joarned from hum thal Ueorge Was mar- | Ue oellar, Ang 0ul & grare benoaid, axQ there, al
fic,. Whas could | Go but scatier to «ie wind ; this moment, Les George Mar? |
my ahatlered Jove?!  What coaldl do bat acceps ¢+ 1 bave Litls rmore w0 tell. 1 vyowed that
Denls Hilton Sor my hmband, a few mouths , vengeanoce shotld one day overtake Denis ; dut
aftorwani, when arged passionatsly by him an | 1 dared not truat myself 10 do the task, for fear
l stroogly by my father ¢ l of 1ta falling through my woskness. Putl had
+ 1 001lAd 00’ JOve bim ~there Was sumesntng | oflen, In happy days gono by, heard Georss
1n 18 asture that preveutod mo from dolng that | speak of you, A, Grantiey, as » brave and hoa.




