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Continued from page 129. madman, and no one would willingly accept | I was young and light of heart, and when I had | Perhaps she expected me to plead for P“d"'

be a witness to our interview, it may end
futally for one.”

“Look here,” said Mr, Fowler, catching
Morton by the arm and placing his own back
against the door, « this sort of thing won't do at
all, Charlie; no case of « coffee for four, pistols
for two,” when Iam concerned. No sir, If you
want a little of the manly art, I don’t mind
holding the sponge for you, and wiping your
mouth out with a drop of vinegar when you can
scarcely come to time; but, none of this blood
and thunder business shall go on while I stand
sround. As soon as you get sane I shall be
happy to go up with you, and we'll interview
the doctor together. I don’t mind trying to
hang him in & square sort of way, you know;
but I won't have any unfalr business while I
am around ; 80 you must promise me, Charlie,—
I ean trust to your word—that there shall be no
violence, or you shan’t go to see him to.night.”

Mr, Morton laughed a little at this outburst

of his friend’s, and his fll-humor seemed to pass |}

away in & moment.

“Gus, old fellow, you need not be at all
alarmed,” he said, «I shall not make this a des-
perate case; come with me, if only to convince
You how mild and amiable I can be,”

“Charlie,” responded Mr. Fowler, moving
from the doof, and extending his hand, put it
there! You're a brick, that’s what you are ;
and I'll see you through this business as long as
I have a leg to stand on; and if the doctor’s

head wants punching we'll do it together, old
fellow, and I'll introduce him to a few of the
dodges I learnt from Joe Coburn, while I was
in New York.”

The peir departed arm in arm for Dr.
Griffith’s office, and Morton tried hard to be
merry and jolly as they went along. But the
effort was & severe one; the strong feeling
Wwhich had been raised within him by the story
he had heard, could not be easily controlled;
and Mr. Fowler noticing his companion’s ex-
citement was making mental bets with himself
a8 to the probability of the doctor’s head being
¢ punched” as soon as Morton met him.

The meeting, however, was not destined to
take place. On reaching: Dr. Grifiith’s office
they were informed by the servant that the
doctor bad left town and would not return for
two or three weeks.

“ Where has he gone 7” asked Morton.

“I don't know exactly, sir; but I think it
must be somewhere west, as I heard him say
he had to cateh the eight o’clock train.”

Mr. Morton looked at his watch,

such a reputation. To you, unknown reader, I
dare to recite the events of those four and
twenty hours—events which turned my life into
its now well-worn channel, and made me the
lonely, hopeless man I am.

At the age of twenty-four I was a clerk in
the establishment of Messrs, Carp and Cavil,
lawyers. I had energy and ambition, health
and opportunity—everything, in fact, that could
be wished for by & man who hoped to fight his
way up in the world, and win wealth and repu-
tation.

I was engaged to a young lady by the name
of Grace Hunter, a pretty, delicate creature, so
quiet that her pet name, Snowflake, seemed the
only one suitable for her. Her step was noise-
less; her movements soft; her volce sweet and

It was no |

use trying to catch him at the depot now as it |3l

was already past eight, and the train had
started.

“Gus,” he sald, 4I don't know what to do; |}

whether I ought to follow Harry, or wait quietly
until his return. What do you think ?”

“I think it’s no use trying to think about it
to.night.  You can’t follow him now, for you
don't know where he has gone, and even if you
did there is no train now to go by. Wait until
to-morrow, old fellow; aleep over it, and per-
haps some bright inspiration might come to
You in your dreams.” ’

To tell the truth Fowler was rather glad that
the doctor was absent, for he feared the oonse.
quences of & meeting with Morton in the humor
that gentleman was in, « Better give Charlie a
chance to cool off,” was Mr. Fowler's mental
soliloquy, s¢it ean’t do him muoh harm to wait
until to-morrow.” -

Morton turned impatiently away, and walked
rapidly down the hill in sllence, Mr. Fowler
Was & good walker, but he found some difficuity
in keeping up with his companion, and he felt
very much as if he was in fora walking match;
still he sald nothing until they had descended
the hill and were turning into St. James street,
when Mr. Morton suddenly stopped and said:

“Gus, I have thought it over. I'll put this
matter into the hands of a detective. I have
great faith Wn detectives, they are wonderful
fellows for inding out things.  I'll set Murphy
or Cullen to work to-morrow morning, and I'll
soon know whether there is any truth in Mr,
Harway’s story or not.”

“That's right, old boy, let the matter rest
until to-morrow; and, as you've nothing special
10 do to-night, come up to my room and smoke
& quiet pipe; perhaps, Frank may be able to
give us an idea, he’s a wonderful fellow for ideas
altho’ his head 1s always so full of hip bones,
and all that sort of things, you know.”

He linked his arm through Mr. Morton’s, and
they strolled up 8t. James street, towards Mr,
Fowler's boarding house,

To be continued.)

AN OLD BACHELOR'S STORY.

BY MARY KYLE DALLAS.
—

Iam an old bachelor. At sixty-five I can
say I shall never be anything else while I live;
but, like all other men—all I bave ever met, at
least—I have loved, and hoped to be happy with
my chosen bride.

That passion, those hopes, faded forty years
ago. 8ince then I have done penance for the
husty act of one night; 1 have shunned the
soclety of women, and forbade myself the
shadow of a hope that I might patch my tat-
tered joys with new ones. .

To none who know me have I ever told the
tale. I should have been estcemed a ligr, or &

once entered the lighted parlors I did not sit
silent in the corner.

I talked; I sang; I turned the music for
musical ladies; I walked through the Lancers,
At last I found myself flirting with one of the
female guests,

There are women a man i8 obliged to flirt
with. He does not admire them, respect them,
or love them one whit; he does not even de-
sire their society; but he must be more than
man ere he can refuse to respond to their ad-
vances. One of these women, I know now,
having played the looker-on for so many years,
can make any man appear to other women
desperately in love with her, while he almost
detests her. A woman of this kind was among
the company. She had hands thatdelighted in

#| worthy I had been, and a terrible grief

§i| the evening before, I would draw the com

' I drew from it penand paper. . I wrote &

‘and the room should have been dark: bub ot

| that of moonlight, &It startled nie.

8 letter,

God knows what possessed me. I ans :
only :

“May I not talk to & pretty woman boﬂ"
I hope to marry you some day 1" :

“ You were flirting—almost making lové
her,” she replied. o

«8he 18 the sort of woman with whom ™
fall in love,” I sald. ¢ Irresistible in her m#% .
ner, I've heard she makes conquesis ©
where : I don’t doubt it.” TP

Grace looked at me with a stern face—whbl
in the statlight, as a marble statue, o

“QOther women are always jealous of
women,” I added,

") 4 wﬂu

Her lip curled.
“I am not jealous of her,” she sald.
not be like her for a kingdom, Sheis 8 lﬁ
ble woman, But sfnoe you admire her 0y ] :
are free to tell her so after you have seed
to my door.”
“Grace!” I said. 4 :
« Miss Hunter, if yon please, Mr, Rutherford
said she., «We have both made @ litle mists* ']
easily rectified; that is alL.” D"/ '
I felt, as I stood looking at her, that the
of the wine I had drank upon me was M““;
than I had thought, but I gave no heed t0
Wwarning of my giddy head and rapid pulmthm, I
“ Just as you please,” I said, «I should fapet
that a jealons woman would curse any .
life. I'll gonow. I won't trouble you l0ag®
Good-bye.” w L
‘We wore not at the door of her hom:‘:"‘ ‘38
Were about half a block from it; but I
on my heel then and there, and left her. w
staggered a little as I walked, and I '“th""
and angry. Imademy way bome,and 'iP?“
unldreumg, fel upon my bed and dro
asleep. ;
In two hours I awakened sober. | I sat up e 3
looked about me, The scenes of the "xe.m"
recurred to me vividly, I saw how :os""
I put my head down upon my nand?
and burst into bitter tears. I had lost hery
with herall that made life precious. Then
dawned upon my soul, I would write t0
tell her how unused to liquor as I was, the :
had effected me. I would tell her that 10 %o "
sober self there was no ocharm in
woman who had seemed to enchant e #

self
fole

#
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son that I felt so keenly between her pure
and that bold-eyed fiirt. I would pray for
giveness, and she would forgive me.

Springing to my feet, I rushed to my 1atis
overflowing with remorse and tenderness. e 1
1t and re-read it. Then leaving it lying UPCS o
8pot where 1t was written, I stood af the W slo¥
Wwalting for the tardy dawn, jealous of the E
hours that kept my missive from my dar! m";g

The night was at its stillest. The stars W'
bright as ever, but the moon had set. doshr
h 4

eI

I had put out my candle when I left my

o
turned my head after & long and anxious re ll”'
Isaw that it was full of & pale %
did the light como? Had & miracle ocourred=
the moon risen again ? [
Suddenly, amid this silvery light appeared 2
still whiter radiance. It slowly took f“m'w
femaloe figure, in white garments so bright V' |
they dazzled the eyes, stood bending OVeF

*a
low. She never herself entertalned a large
company by her conversation, or did any of
those things that give a woman the reputation
for brilllancy; but her mental powers were
very fine, and in a {2te-d-téte she was enchant-
ing. A lady to the heart’s core, in my eyes at
least, a perfect beauty, she might yet have been
forgotten by most men in a room full of gig-
gling, chatting girls.

I adored her. I had felt that her love was a
Jewel worthy of an emperor's wearing, and I had
scarcely dared to utter the words that told her
all I felt. Even now her high-bred reserve kept
me at a little distance, I was proud of her, I
felt unworthy of her. She was at once the saint
whom I revered, and the being whom it was to
be my delight to cherish and protect until death
should part us,

Six months had passed since she had promis-
ed to be mine, At the end of six mnore, she
was to give me her hand. I bad a small salary,
but my grandmother had left me a legacy which
would enable us to go to housekeeping in plain
but comfortable style, and Grace Was willing to
fight 1ife’s battles by my side.

Life seemed bright and joyous to me on that
night of midwinter, forty years ago, when I
walked through the city streets with Grace upon
my arm, and looking down at her in her white
Wrappings, with gleams of frosty starlight touch-
iug her black hair, wondered if the angels were
fairer than ghe was.

We were golung to spend the evening at a
mutual friend’s residence. There was to be
music and dancing and cards, and a sociable
supper. I went becanse Grace desired to go.

+ Her sole society ut ber own home was more

delightf to me than auy otber company; but

¢'TI§ THXE OLT, OLD TALE.”—SEE PAGE 130, -

soft touches of hands masculine; eyes that
could cast glances bright and enchanting. She
possessed attraction rather than beauty. What
she said was nothing; her conversation had no
interest, but I knew that I seemed absorbed by
her—that I really was absorbed ; in two words,
tha.t I fiirted abominably with her. ’
Tace, meanwhile, sat apart from me,

talked to others in her low, sweet tones. 0?1’;:
she sang a pretty love song. Quite calm ang
self-possessed, with no appearance of noticing
my conduct, the thought that it troubled her
never occurred to me. So that when the even-
ing was over, and we had left the house to-
gether, I was astonished beyond measure to see
an offended look upon her face, and to hear an
offended tone in her voice, I offered her my
arm. She refected it, replying that the ground
was damp, and that her hands were accupied
with her dress, but I knew that this was mere-
1y an excuse; and feeling myself in the wrong,
and baving swallowed more wine than Ishould
at the supper table, I grow very angry.

“May I ask what I have done ?” I said.

¢« You know,” said Grace.

“I know !” I repeated,
thing of a woman's fancies,

+ I scarcely think it wo, h ”
«If you do not know thag ;tou ‘;L‘i‘::,oﬁi‘?,,'ﬁ .
to-night, I really should neg, care. You havg
neglected me, and devoted yourself to that vyl

gar woman. I heard a lady ;

you seemed to be tired “YyO;:rb:;;u::.y ‘g::
thought that you Were 1 1ove with that orea.
ture. s‘i‘i’g.v?"g".’ ‘Peoble. ‘Under the ciroum.’
sm’l'leelyl e a right to Ieel Oﬂ’ended, insulte

" Perhaps she thought I woulg deny her charge.

#Nay, I know no-
You must explain.”

wat
j! Dot in my power—and gazed on the ""W'”
. 1
. Seemed to turn the pages of my letter "m:h,p

}theheadturned
: I knew—the
 all on earth to me, endowed with &

‘| and divine beauty for which no man on

I remained motionless—to speak or Stir

Object with terrified intensity. The

transparent hand. I heard a gentle algh ; r)

of
onh
earth

sweeb

toward me, and I saw @
face that seemed the lovell

oould Aind words—the glorified face of
Grace Hunter, « 1d M0

At the sight I burst the bonds whioh he.C L,
—bonds 2s tangible as though I could bave e,
them—and rushed forward. I strove t0 ook
my love, or her shadow, in my arms. A 3%
such as one might experience from an 010"“'“..1'
machine flashed through me, and I fell PO
less to the fioar, lﬂd

When I recovered the day had d""”d'»d L
under the blue morning sky the d"“‘mf :
awakened ; but my day never da
My heart never awoke to life’s sweotness: . oy

To end this story in & few short
Hunter never reached her home that
and never was heard of sgaln, Tho th bef
imagined that she had remained With . 4
friends, and were not anxious about hers
left her within aight of her own door, Pput
she did not reach 1t I shall never know- 4
doknow that in some woeful mlm”’p:l;‘d '
that night, and that her parting spirit :
1ts flight to bid me a long farewell.

I have outlived my youth, and the
that fell upon me and_embittered many ¥
of my existence; but I never shall outd}
love for Grace Hunter, or my remorso for
Dight's woeful work, I shall never outii¥®
Enowledge that, in the madness by
oad an evil woman’s enchantment, I Wab
Gause of my darling’s unknown deatb.
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