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THIE DISAPPEARANCE OF JOUN LONGWORTHY.
M. F. BGAN IN AVE MARIA,

NVE- Miles Talls Polities.

Mings did not appear at dinner, which was served as soon
as Mary and Esther hid taken a run upstairs to see that
their collars were all nghit, wind downstairs to see that thew
handmniden had not been remiss. Arthur found the dinner
very pleasant.  The turkey was not like other tarkeys, and
the minee pie. made without nandy by Mary's careful hands,
seemed something rare and strange. Esther forgot hier pre-
occupation, and chatted with great volubility until Miles eame
in, with the oranges and nuts,

Fitzgerald felt a cold ehill run down his back as Miles de-
clined to ent anything, but expressed his intention of having
a eigar and & cup of collee with hin.  Te had been out all
night with some political friends, he said 3 and the bloodshot
condition of his ¢ves showed the efleets of tlus outing, while
his hand trembled excessaively.  Sull, he was in good humor.
He had made up his mind thatthere would beno use in quarrel-
ling with Fitzgeradd,  The mystery of Jolm Longworthy's
disappearanee was by no means cleaved up in his eyes, and
vet he felt unable to see any clue to it. He determined
to cling to Fitzgeraid for a while with the tenacity ol a bull-
dog.

Fitzgerald sipped  his coffee in silence after the ladies had
gone- -LEsther gladly taking the exense to get away.  Miles
began to talk polites. e took Ingh moral ground : things
in New York State needed to be changed : what the State
needed was aman who would resist all attempts at corruption..
who would stick to his priveiples, und appoint hounest men to
the oflices.

Fitzgerald, who thought he had heard this before, replied :
* Of course.”

Miles went on to sty that if he were wm the Assembly he
would proteet the interests of the people, but not go in for
servile economy.

* The people don't want economy.”™ he «aid, emphatically :
¢ they want squae dealing ; they want to sce the men that
do good political work well vewarded.  ‘They are Americans,
sir: nov pettfoggmy. parsimonius erentm es, weighing every
cent. It is not money they eare for, but pinaples. If
legslators stick o prieiples, the people don't cave about
maey.  But when o politictan deserts his principles, then
people begin to be suspicious. 11 1 had the surplus, my
denr boy, I'd nxe it in 2 way that would makie every voter my
personal friend, and liave something left.  Primeiples would
fill the public eye to such an extent that filthy lnere wonld
be lost sight of.™”

* What prineiples 2 ashed Fitzgerald still more languidly.
as he wished that some power would oblige his companton to
release him.

 Pavty priveiples. The moment a man ceases to be true
to his own party he nuthes hnuself disliked ;. the monent that
he forgets that his first dugy is to the solidavity of that party,
that moment the people distrust him and ask for his accounts,
And when a public man bas to answer questions of n finan-
cial nature, mark his downwaind course.  Becanse why ? Be-
ause, Fhizgerald, they are the hardest to answer. 1 hope
when wmy turn comes to serve my country in the legislative
halls T way o conduet my=elf that no doubt can be eas: on
the integrity of my principles.”

* Nor of your practices,” abserved Fitzgerald, with a touch
of sarcasm.

** 1 shall never go back on a friend,” said Miles, trying to
fix Fitzgerald with an eagle exe: < and 1 hope you feel the
sume.  Come now, for old friendship’s sake, tell me what you
kunow about Jehn Longworthy."”

The question had come ¢ it could not be evaded.  "T'o refuse
to answer it would be to make an encmy of Miles, and to do
away with all chance of meeting Marvy . for he did not douht
that Mies conld find some way of misrepresenting him.
How could such a lovely givl be the sister of such a brute ?
But there he was, smoking a 1at cigar, lipping ashes from his
coat lapel with a heavy finger adorned with a ponderous onyx
seal-ring—and waiting.

“ 1 know nothing about Mr. Longworthy, except what 1
have seen in the newspapers and what M. Bastien has told
me.”

« But Longworthy knows you."

Pitzgerald frowned.  ** 1 never saw him; I never spoke Lo
him : I have no interest in him."”

Miles glaneed quickly at 1'tzgerald,  He often said to him.
self that ke could tell when a man was not telling the truth.
He conld see every line of Fitzgerald's face plainly.  Thero
wus 1o lie there ; but Miles felt that there must be some trick
in his words.

 How about Bastien, then

Fitzgerald started and a flash came into his eyes.
trolled himself.

* 1 hnve known Mr. Bastien for some time.  He has busi-
ness relutions with me. e is a man of great charity—"'

“ [ shouldn’t think that a pholographer in the Bowery
would have mmeh to give away, or drop billsaround in Long-
worthy’s envelopes, or use Longworthy's pocket-handker-
chiefs.”

Fitzgerald dropped his coffee enp with a clatter, but still
he controlled himself. )

« 1 happened to get that handkerchief from the laundry
by mistake. 1t belonged to My, Bastien, who ledged in my
boarding-house for a few days; the money he cluimed, and
which 1 dvopped in your house, was given we by him for
a specinl purpose, which is nobody's business.  Are you satis-
fied 2™

« Searcely,” answered Miles, with a confidential grin, lean-
ing neross the table. I say, Iitz, 1 want to make a propo-
sition to you. You're sweet on sther—I can see that—I
know how it is mysclf, and I don’t object. But I'm not &
fool. There's money m this Bastien business somewhere—
I'm sure of that.  Can’t we divide like—-like brothers 2

Miles looked eagerly across the table.  Fitzgerald did not
answer. e laid down his eigar, rose from his seat, turned
his back to Miles and went upstairs.

Miles staved at liis retreating figure.

« \Well, that's cool, in & man's own house, too! He looked
a moment as if be were going to knock me down. 'There
must be a lot in this thmg."” muttered Miles, taking his dis-
comforture with the philosophy of a man who has been out
all night and needed rest. ile yawned several times, and
concluded he would try to get some sleep.  Ile could not see
his way clear to another attack ou Fitzgerald, but he said to
Inmself that he would think it over.

Fitzgerald was bardly in a1 mood {o meet Miles® sisters.
He felt as it he had been dragged over a imuddy place—as if
he needed grooming before entering their presence.  There
was no help forit; he must at least say good-bye.

The gas was it in the parlor ; a delightful odor came from
the two pot-pourri jars, which were Mary  wresentto Hsther.
The gas fixtures were wreather? with holly ; « fire burned in
the old fashioned grate.  Mary sat near the window, idle for
the first time i many days.  The brightuess of the morning
had changed to murk and fog, and the lamps had been made
to glow in the street by the unnsnal!_y carly lamplighter,
eager to get home to continue the Christimas festivities in-
terrupted by his evening duty.  Fsthier was looking over a
book of part-songs, which she hield in one hand, while she
dipped the other occasionally into u box of bonbons on the
litsle table at hier side.

Fitzgerald was at once captured by Esther.  She wanted
lam to hnm a bar or two of an old English glee; she could
not get it right.  Fitzgerald tried it. Mary drew her chair
near them, and a halfl hour passed before this young man,
who dreaded to go back to his boarding-house and who felt
bie had no right to stay where he was, offered to take hig
leave.  Then Mary lit the aleohiol lump and made him some
tea. taking the utensils ont of a little lacquered cabinet,
which had been Esther's Christinas gift to her.  The three
managed to laugh over the making of the tea, and this pro.
cess helped to make one of the bryghtest hialf hours of the
dav. At last, with a sigh, Fitzgerald made his bow and
went away, feeling very muceh like o peri let out of para-
dise.

Ie had Lardly passed cut of the door when Miles awoke
from an uneasy dose, with his head on the dining-room
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