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Mr. Foskett went on to say that he had founi
a medieal practitioner at* Folkestone, enlling
himself Dr. Battershy — now a very old man-—
whose beoks showed thut he bad been i atrend-
unce at the birth of the child ealled Harry Mose
and further that ho had assisted st the entraneo
into the world of the Kl of Belvidere, who was
then —for his [father lwas still living, though
absent in Jreland — designated by His Loni-
ship's second titls of Viscount Bellamont. It
wias upon the Doctor's  recotnmendation that
Mrs. Moss had been engaged to fuitil those wa-
ternal daties which the Countess' unfotrunate
stote of health forbade her to undertake.

“ What is realiy curiou< about obd Dr. 15e-
tershy's evidenee i thin, mid Mra. Pokeu.,
fCAs | have already mentioned, he 1w very old
man, sud it is unnecessary 1o teerpt his “Uate-
ment implicitly ; he hus no record of the faey,
and his memory may be altogethicr at fanlt. B
he declares with much positiveness that be die-
tinetly recollects that the Conntess’ child wax
uf n datk complexion — ar, as he puts it ¢
black-headed baby - -the while he is equaliv -
tain that Mrs. Mors' fnfant was fuir, or, :
says, "u white headed hahy," "

*Then, so far,” said His Lordabip, ¢ M.
Niblar'y story is confirmued.”

Well, " sabd the lawyer, 90t mav be viewed
as it a degree confirming ber sory. Bt it
amounts to cery Nttle. 1 don't see that much
importanee should e attuched to thicold wiecs
story.  Very likely his wenvory has played bim
~ome trick. Thete i< no particnlur ressen why
he should roentlect i thive eases whieh baby
wax black headed and whieh wis white Beaded.,
He  does ned }-rs"mnvl to ternlbet e com-
pioxiens of other chitiren T diedped e tie
world abont the sane tie, oy, tddeed, lane of.
tere and.”

1 ogpust have been what he wou'd eall a
white  headed \\u‘l_\'," st His
thenghtfully,

OPgssibdy, " observed My, Foakett, with e
aiy of one reluctant to ke any  admission
wihntever,

o Aud this Harre Moo

©*Well, eddly eiongh, thix Harry Moss ivoa
blok hared young wan, with 4 o mipeadon nf
A tiitowy sorn”

ol mnst see B, said Dord Befsi o,

b den’t advise i, bet D don’t sen auy abiso-
hutie alijection to such aecarse i Your Pordship
tnsists upon it ) oneed hardle conneef the nt
ot eantion in dealing with him, He n
At tessed i the most goanded wayve b b
then care to ascertain that hie s altopether

as he

Lesdsbip,

<t he

tgncrant of Mra, Nibla's stoay of 2
Heds not o elaimant as yet. He does not proe-
tened to beoanythiog meee {han what he really
ta—t law writer, as we sav, in the emplovment
of Mr. Tock, law stationer, of Cursitor stroet”

o Hew soon ean bsee Jaw b bam reddly most
apxious to see him. '

“ For that matter, 1 have no deubt Yeour
Laipdship could see him ot onces 1 have only
to write a tine to M Took, 1 have a cletk in
attendance ; he ean go down du s cab aud bringe
the voung man back with him, T dure say, in
littte more than haif an henr or <0

Vi

“Hope Tsee you well, gents both,” suid Hare
ry Moss, upon his aduds<on to the presenes of
Lord Belvidere,

Tl yotge man was perfecty cabmoand at bis
case ;e wis not in the least awed o0 fmpriss-
eid o othere was no sweh thing o< ditfidenes or
mesdecty in his composition o loe was as iy
vent #s 4 Lowden spartew. A thin faced venue
man, with a<atlow, x]-u:l,ml m.mpi.-\'inn, sy [
Llack  hair that tumbled over his foreload,
dingily diessed in asmearsd, frayed wnd thread-
Yare suit of cheap tweed, altegether nnwholbe-
rame of aspeet, aw adar of stale tolaeeo smoke
haunting him, with a savor of pnblic honses o
this was the rightful heir to the Belvidere peer-
nye,

" Lord Pretvidere ratsed his eveglass and peered
at his vistor.

“ You se the likeness ™ s Lordship in
tronbled tanes inquired of his solicitor, )

* May 1 inquive what Jikeness 7 My Lord.

1t peemns to me that he ¢ v resenbdes
the old portrait of Hyperon Bellasis, the first
Laord Belvidere.  You remember the pieture ' It
hangs over the ﬁrr‘])]:u‘e in the Linge dining
vanm at Beamish Castle”” Beandah Castle was
the Camily seat in Huaatingdonshire,

| pemewmber the picture,” said the laeyer,
 but | don't see the likeness, 1 never da see
likenvsses,™

SOWhat am T to say to him ' asked His
Lordship, with some agitation. What are we
to do with him *"*

“ You would like somcthing to drink 7" said
the lawver to the visitor.  His Lavdabip was so
elearly “settling down  into helplessness, that
Mr. Foskett felt bound to go to the helm, as it
were,

“ Right you are,” answered My, Moseo 41
am nlways game for a drink. | came thirsty in-
to the werld, it's my belie, and | sh:\I.l go
thirsty ent of it. Udon’t eare much what it is
so long as it gety into my head, T not one
tar non intoxieating liquors,  Give me the in
toxicating, and plenty of ‘em.” )

Curtis was bidden to brivg a bottle of cham.
pagne. ‘

YDy vou mean it ' eried Mr, Moss, exett-
edly.  ** No larks! [ never tasted real cham |
but onee, and Pve dreamed of gooseberries ever
sinee. | eall this prime,” Lo snid presently,
after Curtis had twice filled his glass, ¢ Thank

you, as yon're so peessing Udon't mind if 1 do
take another. Your jolly good ‘ealthy, my
noble wwell”  And ko drained a bumper in
honor of his hosts.

Y He's acad,” mormured  Lord  Belvidere,
“He veally is a Gightfu) one.  Butno doubt he
means well,”

1 warned Your Lord<hip, if you remember,
that he was not a very uice young wian,” whis-
prered the Tawyer,

“But, of eonrse, fortune has not been kind to
bim 5 it may be that he has been very cruelly
used, deprived during many years of hiy just
rights,  That must be borne in mind.”" .

Mr. Feskett raised  his eyebrows aud  his
shoulders, bnt xail wo word.  He had hoped
that the appearance of Mr. Moss would have had
its wdue effect upon His Lardship, wonld have
completely diseredited Mre, Nibloe's story and
ended all question of the youmye man's claim to
the peerage.

“Amd now, gents, may I ask what you want
with me?  What ean 1 do for yor 7" he asked.

e hiad been gazing round the room  with
quick shifting ves, noting the fruitnre, the
pictures, the hittle minor aecessories and decora-
sons, ot adiringiv, bat with a pert air of
dispratsgement, ridicule and eontempt.

“ P afvadd he looks terribly hka a pick-
poeket,” mused Lord Belvidere,

“Yoware emplayved by My, Took, of Cursitor
styeet O beesn the Liwyer,

YHhat's oo Pve worked pretty regularly for
B Took altegether. He sacks me now and
b bat he's generaily zlad to take me on
o, For T hack myselt to do wore and better
any el the whide biling of Taw writers
i the bamer ;. and when T oain't
" S Uve got throngh

s
3

b edded candidly,
adeod muny fulios for your office, Mr. Foskett,
takinge one ihing with another—chavcery, cone-
vevapeing aisd o common Jaw, i yaw'll excase
Y wents uing i

“sa baw o ownter's a bard dife 27 inguired
Lord Belviders vather timidly.

SOl shondinUsay it was aosoft ene,”
Mro Moss,

wooatopye

Y"l-‘.‘h‘li
HRometimes ity what you may call
snpeadl nizet and working-the-hair.
nrdiad sort of it Sometimes it's write,
write, write (il ven seem going blank hlind,
pudoyenr eyes bl ke droppiug out of your
head,  And then there comes the cramp in
verr forearta, and vour fiugers all pins and
s, and vou'tt give the world for winks,
adasen't tuke Cen Aud don’t vour
wd burn, sed din’t you frel a pain fnside von
as theaigh ver'd swallowed a Jive suake and
voritddn” dizost han, and ke was setting to wask
oy ture renned aned Bive his way back again to
daylighe t 1908 precious hand  to stay awake
some-tines, | know, thongh von may driok the
blaekest cottee anl take pinches of the strongest
sintfe-they max powdered glass with ir, o por-
poses they tell me—1to keep vonr eves open, and
stieeze voursell into Hveliness, N, law writing
ian't Paradise o D doubt if its mech worse thun
petal servitude, though of conrese 1 don’t speak
from s Xperiencee 3 Uve pever trivd thatl”'

Bt if the chofee were permitted you, what
wonld vou wish tw be — how wonld yon employ
voursei 7 usked His Lordship.

COWET sanetimes §othink I'd ke to go on
the turf s theswe tlash bookmakers have a fine
tine of it, 1T seetus to ne, Sometimes 1 faney
myeelf Keeping a public house, all gaslights and
looking glass and adudterated drinks.  I'd like
to wear the real things m elothes, rings on my
tingers, a shiny hat with a curly brim on my
bhead and o prime weed inomy wouth,  1'd like
to go to a musie hall every night and warry the
girl nf wy hears”

“You love, then

SOIF v minst know, Pondead gone on Poily
Vavasonr—which her real name i3 Muggeeridge.
You've never heand of er? Yon surprise me.
b thenght every one kaew  Paolly  Vavasour,
she'sin the comie singing and daneing line ot
busine-s.  Waonderful favorite at the halls: al-
ways gets donble eneares wherever she appears
pretty ltdde givl, and about as cheeky as they
make em,”

s Lordship sizhed and glaineed despairingly
toward bis solicitor,

S Dot 'm deing all the talking, it seems to
me, ™ satd Mr. Moss vivaciouslyv,  © Yo sent
for me, my noble swells; may one ask what
for 1"

COThe Faet 15, Dord Belviders rn‘pﬁ(‘;l siels
denlv, with an air of fuspiration, ** 1 want -ome
writing doue, some capring, aud Meo Foskety
was kind enottgh to recommend me to apply to
vor."  As he spoke he toek a bulky manuseript
from one of the drawers of his dexk. 1 want
a fair neat copy of this work. 1Tt is, in point ot
fact, & pocin, in twelve cantos — an early per-
formance of mine, but not without merit of a
certain kind, 1 sometimes Hatter myself.”

“ Pantry, is it! What queer looking stutf !

“ Verse,” explained s Lordship; ¢ Spen-
worian stanza,  The work is partly historieal,
bat the chief characters are fietitious.  It's en-
titled ¢ Avethusa ; or The Last Crusade.” 1
want it neatly and plainly written, and am pre-
pared to pay liberally. Yo will be kind
enough to acvept this on acconnt.”

Ho thrust 1 bank note into the goiled palmof
Mr. Moss.

“ Right you are,” said the law writer, He
¢lanced at the note and whistled siguiticantly,
He had been much overpaid.  He contemplated

R

his lordship and murmured @ - ¢ 1 thought as
much, A noble gent with more mouey thau
wits, 11 were in his place how 1'd make the
sovervigns #y."” .
“ 1'll copy it in double quick time,” he said

alowd, ' thongh it seems awfnl rubbish to losk
at, 1 never conld stand poetry,”

“ Gat rid of him, for God's suke,” Lord Bel-
vidiere whispered to Mr. Foskett. “ ] ean't bear
it any longer.”

T'he witerview was abruptly brought to a close.

VIIL

“He's a ead, a frightfal ecad,” said Hig
Lordship, dabling his forehead with his hand-
kerchief.  ¢“ But at least he wmust be provided
for."”

I trust Your Lordship will do nathing pre-
cipitote,” interposed Mr. Foskett.

*“ 1 must have time to think. Only the more
I think over his wretched hnsiness the tore
convinerd I am that grave injustice has heen
done. 1t is elear to me—clear as posssible—that
that this dreadful cad —1 beg his pardon, this
mast unfortunate amd nohappy young man, I
should rather say—is the true il of Belvidizre,
anid that T am the real Harry Moss. He shounid
be here, rich, noble, prosperous, reapected, and
I should be there, in Cuarsitor strest, eopving
legal documents to gain my bread, toiling like
a slave, writing as he deseribed it till my eyos
sected dropping out of my head, keeping mysell
awoke with pinches of horribde suufl, and feeling
my arm paralyzed with cramp and my fingers
all pins and pecedles—-wasn't that what he said 9
What richt have 1 to despise him? | have
robhed hiw of his birthright, 1 survey him
from an eminence to which | have maunted by
dishanest meany, at his cost, at the sacrifice of
his life L anay almost say--atany rate, of ail that
makes Tife warth baving, Bronzht up as he has
breen—adragzed apoin the keaned, ill-treated,
sturve:d, worked to death abuost, breathing poi-
sonous air, purs ing an unwholesome calling—
what womder that he is what he is, vulgar,
vicious, brutsl—that he dees what he does,
thinks as he thinks, drink« as he drinks—as.
pires to keep a public honse, good God—and
touks forward to martying Miss Polly Vavasonr,
of the musie halls, who s, as he zays, ‘as cheeky
as they make them 77 In his place | should be
daing the same, or worse very likely : while in
iy place he wonid be leading the life T lead, or
a better, a nobler one, and that might casily be,
fe would be here, with every eomfort about
him, and engaged to many Lady GGwendoline ?
I feel mysell gone mad.”

YLt me Lew Your Lordship to comapose vour-
self aud to take a wmore ressonable view of the
situation,” said the lawyer. **Your Lordship
i far too ecager to credit this monstrous story
of the change of children.  For my part I re-
tuse to believe a word of it. There is really
not a tittle of evidence put forth in support of
it."”

“There is the evidence of one’s own senses,”
protested His Lordship.

“There is absolutely nothing to gn toa jury.”

“ But the maw’s likeness to Hyperion Bul-
lasis 1"

“Tdon't seeit. ITt's a freak of Yonr lord-
ship’s imagination.”

“There are things one knows and feels to be
true, althongh they may not heeapable of legal
Jdemonstration.”’

*Then they are things a lawver need not
tronble himself about,” said Mr. Foskett, sharp-
1y.

¢

P amuot a lawyer, T know,” admetted His
Lordship.

1 am alawyer, and Tentr-it Your Lordship
to be advised by me.  Help this voung fellow,
if yon like. T don't say that he's a very deser.
ving object, bat his pasition is no doubt hapless
cnougly, and he s the son of & woman who acted
asnarse in Your Lopdship’s family, and was for
sote time in the serviee of the late Countess,
vour mother.  But stop there.  Rid vour mind
of all rotmutic notions about this fellow's ori-
gin,  Turn adeaf ear to Mrs. Nibloe's nonsen-
sical fable.  It's suited to the stage or the circu-
lating library, but it won't bear the test of day-
light and comtarison with the conditions of lif,
Instruet me to assist this vouny wan, and then
forget him. Plengage that you hear ne more
of this elaim-—made on his behalf, not hy him-
solf, vou will bear in mind. e knows nothing
of the matter.  Be assured that Your Lordship’s
titles, estates and properiy are all swrietly and
Justly yourown, and that veu can not ba de-
prived of them.”

But Lerd Belvilere coubl uot or wonld not be
convineed,  Over and over ngain he remiuded
himsell of the rewembrances of tHarry Moss to
the portrait of Hyperion Bellasis; he repeated
the story told by Mrs<, Nibloe, and he dwelt upon
Dr, Battershy’s statement that the heir to the
peerage born at Fulkestone was a black-headed,
and not a white-headed baby.

Vitl.

One thing was elear.  Believing himself to he
Harry Moss and not Lerd Belvidere, how could
he marry Lady Gwendeline ! He could not, He
loved her 5 she was beantiful, lively, faccinating,
But he felt himself unworthy to be her husband
He conld not sutfer her to be married toa Harry
Moss. In this matter, at any rate, he could not
honestly.  The sacritice was great, but he could
renounce the hamt of his attianeed bride.

ile sat down to write to her. But he was
mueh troubled o find expressions. ““ Cireaw.
stances over which he had no control.” What a
trite and barreu phrase it was 3 how tnadequate
to the veeasion ! .

He sat for some hours with & blauk sheet of
note paper before him. Then he was spared
further anxiety on that matter. Curtis entereg

stands well on its own merits.

with a fetter. “From Gwendoline,” muitered
his lo-dship, as he tore open the envelope.

The letter ran thus :—* Dearcst Phibs (her
lac¢yship had been wont thus to diminish his
Christian name), can you forgive me? Let ug
be friends and not lovers; still less let us be
husbind aud wife. We could not possibly be
happy together. I like you very much, but !
don’t love you iu the least. The plain truth is
that we are not at all svitad to each other. You
are wise and clever, and grave and good. [ am
silly and stupid and frivolous, and only pratty
good. Let our engagement end. Tryand think
kindly of me, Phibs, and don't let this pain you.
[udeed it's for the best. Good by, God bless
you.” Her ladyship’s signatare followed, aud a
postaeript.  “‘ T have half promised to marry
little Charley Brabazon.” .

Lord Belvidere buried his face in his hands.
He sobbed audibly, his tears oozing from be-
tween his fingers. When he was calmer he wrote
a long letter to his solicitar, instracting him to
arrange for the paynient of liberal annuities to
the persons known as Mrs. Nibloe and Mr,
Hurry Moss during their lives.

“I'1l be as just a¢ [ can,” moaned his lord-
ship. I cannot be wholly just—what nan
can? 1 onght to give up everything, and [
should give up everything if [ were honest. But
I am only indifferent houest, as Hamlet says.
However, the real Lord Belvidere will be amply
avenged forany wrong | may have done him.
Lif: has lost all charm for me ¢ my hippiness in
this world is at an end forever.””

He bade Curtis pack lis travellin s tranks,
He was going abroad for syme time—for @ vesr
possibly.  He left Loudon by an early train on
the morrow.

Lord Belvidere was never scen in Englani
again. And little more was ever heard of him,

It was reported that after wandering sym-
years in Eastern Europe and Asia he hal taken
up his abode among the Drusesof the Labanoun.
He hud adopted Oriental dress, manners and
customs, it was even said that he had becowe
a Mohammedin and had been permitted to make
a pilgrimage to Mecea. e had acquired repu-
tation as a physiciau ; not that he understosl
we-dicine, but he had liberally dispensed certqin
patent pitls he had chanced to carry with him
from kis native land.

Travellers in th« past sometimes encountered
this eccentric Faglishman ; they spoke of his
kindness and generosity, and of the valuwiie
assistance he had been prompt to render them ?
but they did not hzsitats to pronouncs him stuk
mad. He had only asked of them that they would
not add: e:s him by his title.

He died at Symrna of yellow fever, when his
papers and personal property came uunder ths
charge of the British Consul there. The strany:
will he left, entirely in his own handwriting,
was generally viewed as very complete evilen:e
of his state of dementia. He appointed his soli-
citor Mr. Foskett, his executor, aud begueathed
his entire property, buth real and personal, to a
certain Harry Moss,

Bat it happ-ned, the bequest was of no avail ;
the legacy had lapsed. Some time before the
demise of his lordship at Symrna Harry Moss
had departed this life.  His end had, perhaps,
tieen hastzned by the means of living idly snd
protligately with which Lord Belvidere's gener-
osity had provided him, for he had beenin re.
ceipt of & handsome income paid to him punctu-
ally by Mr. Foskett ot Furnival's Inn. In tiuth,
Harry Moss died of delirium tremensin a London
hospital.  Mrs. Nibloe had turned to better ae.
count the anuuity placed at her disposal. Sue
bucame the mistress of a beershop in the Botonzh
road and there prospered remarkably.  She had
given her hand to an ex-sergeant of police, and
was reputed to be an exemplary wife to a hus-
baml of somewhat arbitrary disposition.—Dutton
Cook In Belgravia,

e e el e e

FURS,

There is a great demaund for raw waterial in
tars this fall. The weneraticu which was bronght
up to have its dresses and cloaks made to order
after a careful selection of cloth has not died
out, und there are also left some of the fussy
class who always think they will be better suited
to putter over their clothes and waste more time
shepping and dressmaking than they save in
dollars and cents. For such deludel sist-rs
these prices are quoted :—Plush, from 33 to Sz
a yard ; brocaded silks, twenty-one inches wide,
from $2 50 to $4 ; sicilienne, sixty inches, from
$7 to 89 ; Russian hare, width three to eight
inches, from lifty cents to 81 2 yard. Children’s
garments are all in cloth, but in great variety,
nearly all beinyg teimmed with plush or astrak-
an, aud the best in natural beaver. Ulsterets
for girls from twelve to eighteen years old cost
from 310 to $18.

The new style havelock is more desirable; in
rich plaids trimmed with velvet or the betore
mentioned materials thev cost from §8 to §14,
and are cheaper in plain clothes. The fur robe
interest is unot allowed 'to sutfer. Springticld
has always been in the frout in this trade, and
the sales increase {rom year to year. Black,
white aud ciunamon bear in the best grades are
very searce, and as the supply grows less these
robes will increase in price. The Hudson Bay
woll is a standby, and the Japanese wolf, black,
white and gray abounds to the extent of re-
plactng the butlalo, which now sells at fancy
tigures. English plush loses its forced character
of an imi atioan when uwsed for lap robes. It
caunot be mistaken for bear or butltalo, aud
They are very
rich in coloring, and tolerably high in price,

selling from 823 to 87 5.—Springficld Republican,
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