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if not cxactly worthless, sull, one of so fickle
and undomestlic » character, that sho would
simply make a bappy married life an impossibi-
lity,

)And now there began {o steal in, under cover
of theso suspicions and alurms, a speculation
thiat sadly troubled Paul.  Mistress Preston had
certainly scemed, yust for a brief space, while
tulking about the mercer, to put vn quite & new
character—to become clear, decided, energetic,
business-like, caleulating.  What could that
mean 2 He didn't know. Al kinds of funwes
disturbed hit , and he was obliged to dismiss
the subject withvut obtamng any kud of satis-
tacuon, for hie could not bear to realize, even to
his own fancy, the odious idea that sue was
literally weither wore nor less than a lited
mercenury spy. )

And then, as the fumes of lus spatitual intori-
catiun passed away—as dreams began to puss
uto reahity, ideal moonlight mto prosuic day—
lie begau to note, by tusensible but sure steps,
the nature of the descent bie had been aceom-
plishing.

No doubt of it. e wus going down, down,
deeper and deeper, and that, too, mnmediately
atter lus wonderful redemption fiom the natural
consequences of his ctime. He had vowed to
Limself he would never sce Mistress Preston
agam,  Itwas that mtention that hud enabled
him to carry things with such a high hand betore
the mercer.  He bad felt so strong, so indignunt
with his master at his desire for inteiference.
Well, how was it now ? Why, he bad justificd
cverything the mercer said and did.  Puul saw
this, and seemed to sink utterly.

He was losing his masters friendship, if,
indeed, it was not now absolutely gone. e
would presently be without the means to carn
his bread, except, possibly, by the most severe
and degrading labour. Damel Sterne and he
were eovidently scparating 1in feching,  All
things were going from him, except Mistress
Preston ; and, when aul looked at her from
ihat stand-point—the ruins of the industrious
home he bad possessed—be seemed 20 Junger 10
have any fuith 1o her,

Poor fellow ! The fact was, his nerves were
su utterly unstrung, that no part of his intelloc-
tual being was faithful to bim—no part was fit
10 give him true counsel. An intense depres-
siou overwhelmed bim the instant he cscaped
from the influence of Mistress Preston’s fascina-
tious. He wished himself dead. Ay, young as
hie was, be began to find a kind of morbid plea-
sure in recurring to the thought of suicide.

Strange! Ins first thought always was, in
connection with it, how it would shake the wer-
cer! N

Was he, then, so vindictive? Noj; it was
rather from the strength of his natural love for
hiis master—tle earncstness of his desire for his
respect ; and, when the love and thé-Fespect
were both alike bopeless, and had been replaced
by panful and unseemlyimages of justice, con-
stables, whipping-posts, and other amenities of
1be kind, Paul naturally felt a strong revulsion
of bis former feelings, and became for the mo-
ment intensely antagonistic.

Whatever the teraptation, thefancy grew upon
Jum. ¢« Cato” was played about this ume, and
Paul borrowed a copy of the play, and hung
upon its words selative o suicide with a morbid
Yearniang, ’

Still, be was too-manly to play at suicide.
Consequently, he guarded his thoughts so
jeslously that Danial Sterne, imposed upon by
his gay, light conversation when they mot in the
garret at night, had not the slightest thought of
what was working beneath in Puul's imnd.

Butwhen Panl' wasslone in higbed-chamber, tho
-ear] occasiofially g9ing ta Blackheath, he.would
sit foriours togelher on his.bed,- not reading,
buEsimply.yiclding 10 the terrible stream of evil
robghts that were striving to carry lnm to de-
strucion, .

At timeé'he svould break out into a flood of
passionate teats, and throw bimself on the bed,

und there lie hour afler bour, asking from God,
that he wight die without having to compass-

his own death by an nct of wickedness, All
Cato'’s reasoning bad not sufficed to destroy

Paul's natural and true instinct. Heo wanted
now but a single determining incident to lead
to a catastroplio ; and that incident was ot long
in coming.

Growing more and more annoyed at Paul's
behaviour, justly incensed at his ungenerousness
in not percerving that he- hnd been allowed to
postpene his return to tho less honourable
labours of the slop, in ordor to give him a chance
to win the knight's favour—or, if he perceiv-
ed ity then at Ins obgtinacy in refusing to take
advantago of the kindness—the mercer suddenly
called on Paul oue morning, wlhen e was pasg-
mg through the shop to go to his nccustomed
place in tho parlour, to take his place under
Suncox, and serve,

Paul coloured. said nothng, took his place,
and after a few mmnutes, becawme the very hfe
and soul of his comeades, with lus sly whispers
and jests, his sativical humour, s buoyunt
spirtts,  The very men who had been prepared
to pumsh bum, by making him drink to the diegs
his cup of humihiation, were delighted with hum,
and beeame gewmal, kind, respectful.

Once, when Paul noted that, a ghastly change
came over lus fuce, that those who saw it could
not understand, but asked him if he was ill.

¢ Never better mall my hfe!  I'm not fitted
for pen work. I shall stick to the counter in
futwe.  You won't catch me gomng back there!”

Paul glauced with his eye in the direction of
the patlour, but there was so much meaning in
the tone and the tovk, that the kindly fellow to
whom the 1emark was addressed felt guite un-
comfortable,

Juast about the time when it was Paul’s turn
to go to dinner there was a great bustle outside,
Pauyl glanced through the window, aud saw
Christina alighting from the mercer’s couch.

In aninstant he -was out of the shop, then
madly leapmg up the stairs, two or three at a
time, tll be reached is garret.  The door was
then closed abruptly after lmw, locked, and
bolted.

His features were violently distorted, his
himbs trembling, his hand shaking violently, bis
accents hollow and broken, as he said—
¢« No better time! No better time! She basn’t
stgcu me there. She will see me man hour’s tune,
i __‘"

Paul sat down and wrote with some difficulty,
and not without more than one outburst of tears,
the following haes on o piece of paper, which
he intended to leave just where it was 1

“ I have spoiled my life by my own act. I
have notbing good to live fur. 1see, if I live, 1
shall live only for evil. Itisa cowardly thing
to fly temptation thus. 1 know that. I wouldnt
do so if that was all. 1f I was now true, honest
—anything but what 1 am—I would fight on.
But as it is——

“To any real friends I way have—any who
will care for me—1 Leg to give my landest
regards, and I ask humbly their forgiveness next.
to God's. 1f they need any excuse from ne, let
themrbelieve I am very miserable,

41, indeed, my master should be shocked, and
even fecl inclined to grieve for me, then ] would
say—Farewell, dearest and best of men and
masters' Do not too long think barshly, of
your miseruble servant, T
PAvL ABKDALE"

When Paul had finished the writing~of this
paper, which was not accomplished wifhaut
maoy tears as he approached the-end; Ye séémed
to dismiss 1t determivedly from bis- thonghts,

there anything he-hind forgotten that ought to
be remembered at sucha tioe?  Bugeven while
be thought, and while various things scemed to
begin to troubls him, be put his hand 4o his
kead, ae if ho was getting lLopelessly confused,’
and then he dismissed them without furthér
effort. . NN

He then, in a strangely furtive manner, as if
suspicious of eyes secretly on the watcly; ‘drew

-the name above it had been so defsced as to be
illegible. One saw in that prescription that the

essential feature of the medicine was laudanum

and begin to look about bim, as if asking~Was '] -

|-tho - miercers ¥o Chuis

forth a plual. with & lubel, on whith was written | i
& prescription, how obtaived was ot clear; as; bak to the'same ultimate solution—that whid

——

—that it was a powe-ful preparation of (s
drug, asaf for some very specinl disease, and
finally, that the proper dose wns a fow drops
water, whereas licre was a phial full, and reay
for more sinister uses, :

Yes, Il know well euough ‘thut, wlien b
looked ugon that little phinl, ho looked upy
that which was quite powerful enough, if 1
whole were taken at once, to kill him,

After n glance nt 11, as if only to satisfy i,
self he had it, and that ho had not accidenta)
brokeun the bottle and spilled it conteuts, by
roturned the poison-inedicine to his side pocks,
and went to gaze out through bis little windgy
upon the river.

It wag u fhwe, bright, sunny, breezy nopy
when the very uir seemed to have somethingy
it of the spirit of music and dance, and 10t
full of promises of enjoyment, present and futen

lHow full of life the world scemed to Paul, g
tho moment when ho was going to quitit! T
watermen's wherries were fiying nbout w
directions. A civic barge, gleaming m goly
and rich in gorgcous colouring was noviyg
slowly along, with the cven, strong, maguificen
sweepof oars held in many hands visible n
either side, as the vessel appeared in a fureshon
ened position. A superb bund was on board!
and it was playing as though the whole word
just then had vothing to do but to play oy
listen, °

Paul fult he would never again make oge i3
such an excursion! Never again handle wig
practised cealt the oars of the wherry! Nery
ngain be, what he had ofien been, the delighy
w lris companions—their leader in a thoussi
follies ; the bean ideul of wmany a Yulingy
'prentice, who thought 10 himself of the wy
handsomeness, good humour, courage, hardibood
and irrepressible gaicty of Puul Arkdale, asd
strove vainly to imitate.

aul's head dropped on his hands. wirhy ke
clbows on the window-siii, and there he remay.
ed g long time, & single toar glistening ju ty
sunlight, but with 1o other wanifestation of by
feelings or intentions. }e seemed himself o
Lave forgotten, or put aside for thu mowent, th
momentous questioo of‘tae Lour,

‘ No,” he murmured, after a.long pause, <]
see but too elearly I havé ruived my Jife by that
oune act. Iam not of the stiff out of whichy
make criminals—not ceiminals, at least, of tht
most infamous class, Were 1 less sensitive |
might accept my fate. 1f men looked at meny
woudering, ¢ Ig°this the sceret thief?” Imigh
look at them again, and grow brazen by inss
siblo degrees. Asitis, I don't feel inclinedix
any such struggles: 1 don’t feel inclived 4
acknowledge that my honour, happiness, ps
tion, hopes, aims, 1ove, life—overytliug I posss
in tho world—are at any noment, for aughtl
know, to be at the mercy of brutal, detestshe
wretches, who would not mind pointing at
under the slightest prevocation—porhaps, eves,
ouly because they kuew I was doing my duty,
Wby, then, do.1 stay my hand ? Am I afpaif?

“No, I cananswerthat, 1 am not afraid, &
regands my miserable body; butl own it wodld
be-to e a priceless bicssing if mny life woh
now pasy out of wy bauds by some nobler red
*than this cowardly, tricky une—this shamefd
suicidef "

“ Could I not join the army, taking careh
get to where fighting is going on, and thend
scttle tho busiuess by dying.in a kind of halod
honour, such as desperato.¥alour might gift
¢ven 10 o max stained like mo? ;
“iAh, y8s,“thal wopld o delicions, were }
-but'practicable | ‘Bat thie. relief must bo now, 1
‘om 1ot ol to-trist inyself 10 delays. No;

“§$ now-oraover M - 3
- And-yetidoabt and perplexities, innumenti
‘shaok-the unlishpy youtl,:and chiustd freshsd
fregly Jiesitatiofis. ™ The shiogkitothis brother, ¥

) - dierce htistinae-dyén to bis e
acquaintance; Daniel: Bierat; did:it times appd
hiby; a3 with o sénse of This eroélifrong be p
posed {o-cotfnit, Bat thea, he always et

<,

his friends could mot prevent they must bew.
If he lived hie would only disgrace them ; sbey

and summary measures, therefore, were best.




