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THE CRITIC.

AT CROSS-PURPOSES.

{ Continned.)

Stuyvesant read this brief letter with some surprise. e did not under
stand the reason given for the cancelling of the enpagement,  He glanced
again over the letter, and he remarked it what seemed 10 lim hke foreed
gatety.  Charley was naturally humorous.  He had a heen perception of
the comic, and his conversation abounded in utnconventienal fun.  But this
note was not what Stuyvesant expected from hrn.  The Lunier struck him
as arttficial. It seemed to him almost as though the note was the result of
cfloit.  In general Charley was as light hearted a young fodow as could be
found in all New York, and had a flow of spirits as far ramovid as possible
from any suggestion of strain. And yet this was nut the fist time that
Sty vesant had scen signs of a certain constraint in Charley Vaughn.

He laid the letter on one side and began his breakfast.  The sun, stream-
ing in through the window behind him, set the room in a glow. As Paul
was pouring out his coffee he remarked that the tray was not quite level ; one
corner was higher than the other ; and beneath it he found a thin little
book, inside of which was a bundle ot slips of paper. In clearing ofl the
table he had overlooked this. 1le recogmzed it at once as the pass book
which he had sent to the Metropolitan National Bank to be balanced, and
which he must have taken out of his pocket the might before. The bundle
of slips was a collection of the checks which he had drawn during the past
six months.

Only half a year before had Paunl Stuyvesaut opened his first bank account,
depositing the check for the salary of his prefessoistup.  Before then he had
only just about money cnengh to get along comfortably and to make both
ends meet ; and althcugh 1n Europe he had drawn money through banking-
houses, he had never before kept a balance at his banker’s. Qld as he was
a check-book was still a novelty to him; and it was with a boyish pleasure
that he broke the band which encircled the thin bundle and began to turn
over the cancelled checks. To finger them made him feel more certain of
his position ; it gave him an assurance of his financial stability. As he
glanced at them lus mind ran ahead into the future, and he saw himself not
only paying his own way but making a home for his wife. Then he paused,
for in his hand, at the moment, was the very check he had drawn to pay for
the engagement-ring he had given to Katharine Vaughn. Not a few of the
other checks could be connected with her more or less directly.  Here was
one to a bookseller, and, while most of the books had been for his own use,
it had paid also for an “ Evangeline” he had sent to her.  There was another
next w it, drawn in payment of the little supper after the theatre-pasty which
he had given her and which Mrs. Duncan had kindiy watronized,—the sup-
per at which Charley had flirted so funmily with the pretty girl from Yonkers.
Yt a third was to the order of a florist ; and as he looked at it there aiose
a vision of Katharine Vaughn as she stood hefure him at the ball, radiantly
beautiful, supremely happy, and holding in her hand the bunch of roscs he
had provided for her.

As Swyvesaut turned this cheek vver, he tock up theune beneathit He
recognized that also, and he knew where the noney had gone.  The chuck
was to the order of Charles Vaughn, and it had been posted to him only a
fortnight Lefore, 10 repay the money Paul had borrowed to pay his shght
losses the last time they had played poker. e had be n unlucky that
evening, and he had not yet forzotten the four deuces with which Charley
had beaten Lis ace full.  He smiled, as the recullcction of a good game of
poker scems 1o make most Americans smile.  As he turned the check over
on the others he was stiuck by the endorsen:ents.  Most of the checks had
been deposited at once by the payees.  This aluie had apparently passed
from hand to harnd, almust as though it were a bank-note. It was endursed
four times ; Charley had given it 1o M. Zalinski, who had handed it 10 James
Burt, ard he in tura jassed it along to Eliphalet Duncan,  Now, Stuvyesant
knew Ehphalet Durcan as wzil as he knew Charley Vaughn; and they
knew cach other very well.  That a check which he had given to Charlcy
should fird its way iuto the hands of Eliphalet. aftcr passing through those
of two unknown men hke M. Zalinski ard James Burt, struck himas pecubiar.
M. Zalinski—1tle pame scetd sumenwhal famiaatr, aithou, we coud not
place it at once ; the handwritieg was suff and forcign ; 1 wbably the man
was a I"olish Jew. ‘Ike signature of James Burt was bald and irregulay, as
though it was the result of nuun strength misapplicd.

Stuyvesant tuined over the rest of his checks carclessly as he went on
with his breakfast.  Then ke took up the Gotham Gazelle, while he smoked
a cigarctc with hic coffzc.  The newspaper happencd to bz so folded that
the cighth page w.sunder hiseye.  #He had not more than glanced down the
first column before he checked the cup which he was raising to his lips.
A curt paragraph infurmed the readers of the Gutham Gazetle that the case
of James Busi, charged Lzfore Police Justice Van Dam with having burg-
lars’ tools in his possession, was postponed until the following Wednesday,
at the request of his Jawyer Mr. Ehphalet Duncan.

Stuyvesant laid down the paper and stared straight before him in decp
thought  He had feund apparently the connecung tink between two of the
four cndoisements on his check.  James Bust kad paid it over o Eliphaler
Durcan as a retainer.  That seemed simple cnough.  But who was M.
Zalinski?  And how came Charicy Vaughn to be paying moncy 1o a mau
who had dealings with a busglar? These questions ke put to himsch
repeatedly, and ke fourd no answer.  Charley was neither cceentric nor fast ;
and it was no casy task 1o account fur his having passed Stuyvesant's check
to a2 man who passcd 1t on again tc 3 honsc-breaker.  I'ne combmation of
circumstances was singular, certainly, bat probabiy it was of no significance
whatever. Charley “ad behaved queerly of late in more ways thao oac, it

—
—

was true, but no doubt he could explain in a few words this curious linkio
of his name with a malefactor’s.  Paul eaid to himself that he was attachn
100 much importance to a trifle, and that a perfectly innocent explanation
would be forthcoming in due time.  Of course, if Charley were in trouble iy
any way, Stuyvesant would do all that he could to help the boy out.  Katha.
rine Vanghn was a bond between them.  Paul was very fond of Charley fyr
s own sake atso, and he was ready to go great lengths, if he coull reneve
the young fellow from any worry which might be wearing on him.  Stuyve.
sant was not eight years older than lus fature brother in-law, but he fely
toward lum as an orphaned older brothe  uight frel toward the younger
brother he had boought up,  Not only for Kitty's sake but for Charley him.
self he would glady do whatsover might hie in his power,

For a few mimutes Paul sat silamly thionking, and not conscious of the
senes of concentrie smoking nings winieh ne was bluwing, une through the
other.  When his cigarette buraed down s.ed scorched his fingers, he aroused
himself. Lighting a sccond cigarette, he tovk up the newspaper again,  He
wirned 1t, and on the first page he found this depateh from Pans, set tosty
sith a hydralike protusion of * display heads ="

“ THE EXTRAORDINARY THEF1 UF A PILTURE!

‘The art world of Paris was thrown into a high state of excitement
to-day by a rum-r that the great painting of Mary Magdalen, by "f'itian, had
been stelen from the handsome apartment of Mr. Samuel Sargent, the well
known American midionaire and chief owner of the Transcontinental Tele
graph Company  This is the great picture which was so romantically
recovered two years ago. aficr having been lost to sight for nearly two
cenfurics 1t was painted in Ferrara i 13520, tor Lucrezia Borgia, and it hag
been lost since the beginring of the cighteenth century. It is a single head
treated in the great atists most glorious manner.  Mr. Sargent lias been
away in Russia for moie than six months, leaving his magnificently decorated
apartment in the Avenue de 'Opéra locked up. When it was opened the
Mary Magdalen was gone. Tt had been cut fre*s the frame.  The policeds
not know when the ;ubbery had been committe s ; but they say they havea
clue 10 the thieves.”

“ Now, that is very curicus indecd,’” said Stuyvesant to himself.  *“This
is the secoad paragraph in te-day's paper which is of interest 1o Charley.”

Just taen there came a sharp knock at the door.

CHAPTER III.

Stuyvesant looked up as he cried, * Come in 1"

‘The dvor upened, aud Charley Vaughn appeared.
1o the blazing fire and began subbing his hands.

“Well I said Stuyvesant, interrogatively.

“ Dan't 1alk to me till I've thawed myself out,” Charley answered. * I's
a climb to get up here to this seventh heaven of yours, aud it's lucky there’s
an alleviator. A man who had to clamber up to this sky parlor on his hind
legs would be entitled to join the Alpine Club. And the way the wind
wiistles up and dowan the perpendicular railroad out there would n:ake a ma
shiver even if he had been up Mont Blanc.”

Ciarley Vaughn was a lively little fellow, with curly bionde hair and s
quizzical face.  He wore a pair of eye-glasses, behind which lus sharp bls
eyes were never stitl.

“Is it very cold out?” asked Stuyvesant.

“Itisn't tie cold I mind,” Charley replied, taking a cigarctte from a cs;
of cloisonne enamel which stood on the mantle-piece.  ** 1t's the confuungsd
uncertainty of the thing. I'm in Greenland's icy mountains one day and 03
India's coral strand the next.  In the course of a week Qld Probabiting
scrves us up a great deal of weather of assurted sizes,—if you dun't se
what you want, ask for it.”

* If you want a match you will find a box on the bock case behind you”
suggested Stuyvesant, smiling.

*Thank you," rcturned Charley, gravely. ¢ Let me beg of you not
tive. 1 can help myseife 1 should hate to put you to any inconvenience.”

He lighted his agarctie, and then took up a favorite masculine positina
on the hearth-rug wath his back to the fire and his feet well apart.  He pufidd
away in silence for 2 mnute, giancing about the room. At last his eyes 22
on the breakfast-tray

** You got my letter, I see,” he said, watching Stuyvesant closcly.

“Yes,” answered Paul dryly,

There vas an awkward pausc lor a few scconds.  Charley kept his ejti
on his host until Stuyvesant happened 1o look up ; their glances met, atd
the guest, with a little nervous laugh, droppad his gazs 1o the floor. .

“1 came in to cxplain how it is,”” Charley bzgan, in a hesitating way,
marked contrast with his glib speech at his catrance.

Stuyvesant smoked on silently.

“1can tcll you how itis,” pursved Charley. ¢ [ like the Bishopd
Tuxedo : he's a white man, for all he's 3 ge=nclsharp.  And so I thoz¥
you wouldn't mind my postponing vur engagement for to-morrow.”

There was another awkward pausc and then Stuyvesant said,—

** 1 thought you hated staincd-glass with a holy hatred 7

“1 do hate it, of course; but "

* But you hike the bishop so much that you are willing to make an excep
tion in his favor?”

“ Exactly,” said Charley, quickly scizing at the explanation oblisistf
offered.

* Ah I” Swyvesant rejoined with significance.; .
** Now, what do yvu mean by that contemptible a4 7" cried Chariey, v

2 show of indignation, :

He walked straigh




