
152 "NO INTENTIONS."

"I am not insolent-I only tell you the truth, As for Joel, the quiet question takes him t

and the whole world may know it. Your name a disadvantage. He doesn't know what to make
is 'Amilton.' You ruined a poor girl, under a of it.

promise of marriage, and left ber and her child "When a fellow's bin wronged," he bcgins,
to perish of grief and hunger! And, as sure as awkwardly-
there's a God in heaven, lIl make you answer for "1He demands satisfaction," continues Muir.
your wickedness toward 'em!" aven. "I quite agree with you. That idea holds

"Ugh!" groans the surrounding crowd of good in my class as much as lu yours. But yon
navvies, always ready, at tho least excuse, to seem to know very little more than the facts of
take part against the "blofed hairestocracy." this case. Suppose I cn prove to you that the

"I don't -know what you're talking about. poor girl you speak of was not wrongei by me-
You must have mistaken me for some one else," what then? "

replies Muiraven, who cannot resist refuting such "You've bin a deal too 'asty," whispers ot
an accusation. of bis friends.

"Surely you are not going to-parley with the . "But your nane's 'Amilton'-ain't it"
man! " interposes Stratford. sys Joel, nistily.

" You don't know of such a place as Hoxford, It is e of ny naies. But that is nn'hirr
maybe ?" shouts Joel, with an inflamed counte- to the purpose. Far from shirking inquiry, I
nance, and a clinched fist, this time brought well very anxious tç hear ail you can tell me about
to the front-" nor of such a village as Fretter- Myra Cray. Wheu eau you core home with ee
ley ?-nor you've never heard tell of such a girl as Now?"
Myra Cray ?-Ah! I thought I'd make you re- Muiraven! in Heavens name-is tlis one of

<wmember !" as Muiraven, turning deadly white, your infernal little scrspes?" says Stratford.
takes a step backward. " Let go, mates-let me In Heaveu's nane, hold your tongue fer oh

have at bina, the d-d thief, who took "the gal preseut, aud you shah kuow alI-Is there nu-
from me first, and ruined ber afterward! reason why this in s!ould not accompanyie t

But they-hold him back, three or four of then iy place of residence?" continues Muiraven, id.

at a time, fearing the consequences of any thing dressing one of the by-Manders.
like personal violence. .e can go *elliough, if he ikes to. Bt,

"Muiraven, speak to hum !-What is the mat- only here by the job."
ter? ". says bis cousin, impatiently, as be per. Wil yon core, then?" to Joei.
ceives bis consternation. I'm sure I don't know wbat to say," retuhe

"I cannot," he replies at first; and then, as Jeelsheepisbly. I'Tain't wbat I cail satisfaction
tbough fighting with himself, he stands upright te be geing 'oms with a gentleman."
and confronts Joel boldly. Core witb me first, and then, if I dont gin

«Wbat have you to tel me of Myra Cray ?- yod entire satisfaction with respect te this tu.4

Where is she ?-What does she want of me ?- ness, we will figbt it ont yonr own way afte.
Why has she kept ber hiding-place a secret for ward."
so long? "Gentleman 'tsay fairer than that," is b,

"Why did you never tale the trouble to look verdict of the'c wd. So Jeel Cray, shamefaced.
after ber?" retorts Joel. "Why did you leave ly enougb, an feeling as tbougb ail bis grand
ber to die of a broken beart ? Answer me that !"shemes for re nge had melted bo thin air, foi

"To die / Is she dead ?" he says, in a low lows M"irveu d Stratford ont of ths Dscb
voice. wile bis compaüÏons adjonrn te drink the helth

" Ay ! she's outdf your clntches--you needn't of bis eneniy i the neareat public-bouse.
be afraid of that, mister-nor will yver be in Whcre are you going te take hlm?" demird
them again, poor lass ! And there's nothing re- Stratford, as a cosie of hansoma obsyhis cousins
mains to be done now, but to take my satisfaction wbistle.
eut of yen." "uTo Saville Mozonas. You mu t con' it

"And bow do yen propose te, take it? Doyen us, Hal. I bave been living und .er a rnask fortit
wisb te fight me?"I demanda Mu irven, cainaly. last five years; but it is time I abonld be true a,

"Better net, mate!" Ilay eue of bis cmsyrades, -st."
lu a wi"per. 'I Tre ef lmyn What humbug, Muira hf

IlBled hum!" uggtt another, in the sane As if psl the world didn't kn gw-" y I a

tvee. niush, a l y-ou pain me. The wo
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