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HUGH DAMER'S LAST LEGER.

RY MISS M. K. RRADDON,

CHAYPTER 1V.

» Fill the ean, and §il the cup:
Al the winds ways of men
Ave bue dust that rises up,
Andis hightdy laid agsin’

W5 went to the races in great style, I{ugh
Dawer driving a dmyg, with the majority of
his m&wulim. guests on the roof, and & merry
party of ladies inside, Mr. Dashwood travel-
ling in his handsome barouche with Laura,
the county matron, and one of her daughters
—Laura a vision of loveliness, in some cloud_\
costume of manve and white, under a big
white silk umbrella.  Arrived on the course,
Hugh posted both vehicles in an admirable
posttion  for .secing the rtace, and then
speedily dhappcarcd with the Squire, and a

good many of his friends. I, to whom the

things of the Turf were utterly indifferent,
remained with the ladics, but was not the
less anxions for him whose fortune depended
so much on the hazards of the day.

I knew nothing of Damer’s engagements—
what  borses he had lacked, or how the
aumerous events of the day were likely to
atlect him, but 1 heard fromt several quarters
that the runmuv was of an unexpected charae-
ter, calenlated to cause disappointment to the
majority,

Hagh came to us several times in the course
of the day, and, though he talked and Iaughed
withh Miss Dasbhbwood and the rest, and might
have seemed, to 8 casual observer, to be in
excellent spirits, I saw that in his face which
bontesd i1} for the issue of the day, He drank
a great déal of brandy and soda—drank with a
foverish cagerness ; but I neticed that Le ate
uothing all through theday, I secured a scat
on the box for the return journiey, anxious te
know the worst, and at once.

# Well, Hugh?? I asked, in a low voice,
when we were clear of the crowd, and bowling
rapidly along a swmooth high read; bordered
with noble old timber.

4 Well, Fred, I told yon abonut that rooted
vonviction of mine. It was preuy correct—
that's all”

# Then the day bas been a bad ons 27

: .\l\om as bad as it cc:nld bel”

- But there's to-morrow,” [ said, witha faint
attempt at hopefulness,

< Yes; and my luck will be about the same
to-morrow that it has been to-day, I have no
doubt. Did you ever see¢ anythiog like the
running to-day ;- No 'man can stand against
such a collapse as that, - Ptarmigan won the
Chester as eazily as these four bays of mine
could win a race against a costermonger’s
donkey, and to-day he let himself be passed
by a plater. - If T didn't know the character
of his stable, Icould swear the brute had been
gut at”

f Was
pu b‘m »

: Ob, the bookmen et the best 01 it of
courge.  None of the favourites won.’
“Were you nnfortunsate in eéverything % 1
ﬂ.akt‘d .

“Yes, overything.”

i You dow’ t know the trouble it cost me to
make my book, Fred. Tt was a great com-
hination, which might have made my fortune
—the last venture of a desperate man, who
wanted to redeem all by one great coup. Bm

the day good for the ring or the

I have no further faith in it now. The cam-
paign has opened with defeat,  To<day has
Jbeen my o Moscow ;. to-morrow will | bé
Waterloo.”

I tried to cheer him, in a few low wurd». I
don't think there was anything but gleom
and bitterness in his iind - but he had thai

natural pride which shrinks from the revela-.

tion of misfortune,  He roused himself with
an offort, and talked loudly and cheerily all
the way home, and 1. doubt if any one upon
the drag except Taysell sngpected that hie had
been a heavy loger by that day's work.

Aud by and by at the composite meal, half

dinner and hali - supper, which awaited us at
Churleigh—a sumptaous banquet in its way,
at which the men drank deep of Badminton
and Mosele cup in huoge silver tankards of
the Georglan era, while the ladics sippod tea
and coffee, or trified with a glass of Clicquot—
the gaye: 8 at the long oak table was the host,

who led every peal of laughter, and said thv'

tart things that were uttered that night. We'
sat long and late, the ladics only retiving. at
midnight, Miss Dashwood declaring, as she
bade hier host good night, that she had  never
in her life spent so dellghtful aday. 1 'waz
always fond of races,’’ she said, with a depre-
catitg air. #] fmppose itign pemi::imw tagte -
that is natural to a Yorkshicewoman—but 1
never enjoyed .mythm;., as much as the racing
“rd&)‘ "

%1 hope-it-is not the. lust h) a great many
that you will spend at Churleigh Wood,” Hugh
said, with a strange smile,

Late us it was when our party brokcj up
that night; Hugh Damer. and - Mr. Dashwood
were ¢logseted together in the Yibrary for a full
hour after thi: vest hal gone to their rooms, |
bosird ﬂmxr volees as th(‘y wished énch other

‘was no time to lose.

good night oun the stairs, and bheard my friend's

step as he walked: slo\\ 1y and heavily aiong
the corridor leading to his own quarters, - It
was not like his accustomed footfall, and 1
knew that interview in the library must have

“Leen 'an unpleasant one.

« You've sold Churleigh Wood, Hugh," I
said to him, as we dro\'e to the races mext
day. - ‘
“Yes, old fellow, the deed is done.  The old
place is gone from me fer everand ever. There
I mny want the money
before the week is out. The manufacturer
was very liberal ; has paid mea aplcmhd price
for his fancy; and the place is gonc—nnd
Laura’s children will play nndcr the oaks 1
used to climb fifteen years ago.”

4 (od grant they may be your children as
well as Laumw's,” [ said. %1 cannot bear to
thmk your lnrlhplaco is quite gone from
you."”

# Rather hard liues, wasn't it? But a man
must reap what he has sown, Fred,and T have
scattered the evil seed witha free hand. 1
don't deserve anything better.”

The next day was the Leger, That clean,
airy little town, which ig, in its normal condi-
tion, one of the quictest "and duilest in Eng-
hml brimmed over with human life, and mng
lond with the buzz and clamour of innumer-
able tongues. This great autumnal mecting
is the saturnalia of the North, and looking at
it from the outside, a pleasant festival enough;
but 1 contemplated that noisy gathering with
a jaundived eye and my heart sickened as 1
thought how the day wmight end for Hugh
Damer.

1 was tov anxious to remain with the ladies
to-day. Though Luey Dashwood, in a fresh
toilette of pale blue and a dainty bonnet that
was all forget-me-nots —as if that loral re-
minder were necded '—who could forget Lucy,
once having known her 7——wus lovely and
fascinating enough to have held any man.-~
not bitten by the scorpion of the Turf—boeund
like a slave to the wheel of her barouche, T
was very uncasy about my fricnd, and followed
him evervwhere, with the air of a meek
Pvlades dancing attendance on a very fiery
Orestes—into the ring—into the paddock—
and out into the pleasant streteh of turf on
the other side of the course fo see the horses
take their show-olY canter.

‘t There she goes,” be cried: * Baron Von
Bourse's Jezebel—that bay yonder with the
small heand—green body and pink sleeves, 1
wonder how many men’s hearts she carries at
her hoofs. My future depends on her, Norris,

saw her win the Guineas. i put every
sixpence I could stand upon Pasteboard—the
bony grey that had been winning evervthing
in the autumn—and she flew !.v him like s
bird. " Look at her, old boy! By Jove, she's
a-clipper. Isn't it a graceinl action? There
was a confonnded lot “of rain last night, and
the grounds heavier than I likatosee it. But
I think she must win—there’s nothing that
can touch her, to my mind."

“ Not (‘ou)nror yourgreat Y orkshire horse

# Conjuror is as fat asa pig.”

5 There's & beate yonder—with the Jockey
in black and crimson—that 1 hardly like the
ook of, Hugh,” I said, doabtfully. ¢ He's got
a =plendid stride.  8ee what a lot of ground
he covers.”

# Thatt” cned ngb comumpuum-d\ s
raw-boned beast that never won a'race in his
life, unless it was: some pﬂtlfog_z"m;,~ plate at
the Curragh.”

We posted ourselves about A quarter of &
mile from the stand, just outside the phalanx
of carriages, drugs, waggonettes, baronches,
family omnibusses, landaus, Wihiteehapel carts,
and the rest: posced ourselves at a point from
which we conld get a very fair view of the
ﬁmsh—-—Hugh standing on an old cask, loom-
ing gigantic above the rails ; | josti in front
of his knees. There was a cold, dead weight

at my breast, as the flag dropped and the

hoarse, clamorous ¢ry arose—

They're off 1 ‘

The start was beautifal. Forthe first quar-
ter of amile you might have overed the field
with a tablecloth, Then some obscure ani-
mal got away,and began to make the running.
Then half & dozen more crept after him ; then
the favourite, Jezebel, shot forward to the front,

and took « lend which she held steadily till

shie wus within somncthing Jess thau half & mile
of the judge's chair,

s She wing ' roared thm. mighty dmrtm

the mare wins

Hugh Damer clapped  his Tand on my
shouldér—such-a muscilar grip—it fult likea
bund in an iron glove,

“ God Bless her 1. he cried—mnot xmpmml)
T hope; #she hns suved harleigh.”

« Alast too soon had they cheered the victor
—~that raw-boned plater of which, Dirmer hil
gpoken Ro seornfnlly came u-mmg ovur the
heavy gronnd, with a thod upon the torf that
was like distant thundr r, and gained on the
graceful Juzebel,  There was enrthorse blood

“in-him, 1 believe — nothing . thorough-bred

could have pounded over the clay Jike that,
Tlooked: np at Damer, Oh; God, what »

‘white agonised fnce 1 kaw—tixed and rigid— .

with the eyes glaring at the winner,
“ Good bye, Churleigh;

choking wound, that was finlf lnugh, lmlfxuh

5 Thit brute has ridden- -away with my hirth-

place and my wife.  The ring has got. the dny,

P e cried, with a

old fellow. There'll be bonsting and rejoldng
in the tents of Kedar to-night, Cowme. along,
old chap.
hear. their pretty Laby-talk about its being
snch a splendid Tace—and, oh, . plense, which
is the Leger, Mr, Damer; Is it an epergne or
a tankard, and may’ we {..u and see it?

He put 'his arm in ming and dragged me off,

‘after he Had given that feeble caxk a kick that

sent it spinning into space.  This hollow-
hearted walety which he put on scensed to me’
very piteous. I think I would rather have

seen him cast himself prone npon the turf and

weep aloud.
« On this last night 1 had contrived to sceure
the seat beside him as’ we drove home, aud

otice more, nid in the same spot, 1 aumu! him:

the que stionn I had asked at the end ot' the
first day :

#Well, Hugh 7

¢ It's all over, dear boy,

s Quite rained, Hugh ?¥

« Past all possibility of redemption.”

1 I can't surely be so bad as that)” Tosaid;
0 1et me help you, [ am better off ‘than you
give me credit for being, T dare say. 1 eanp
do something at the worst”

“No, no, my dear fellow. Anything yon
lent me wonld only be s drop in the ocean,
1tz like you to make the offer, but it would
be letting you in for « loss without doing me
any gomi. T inwst make the best settloment 1
can with my creditors, and then — "

He paused, and 1 waited fu vain for the end
of that sentenee,

“And then what,
xiously.

“ Who knows?  Who knows what becores
of all the men whoe go 1o the doga?  They po
across the sens somewhere, T suppose, and drop
aut of the kaewledwe of the citele they have
fived in.  Anything s Letter than the chance
of being met in Oxford Street by un old ae-
quaintance, out at elbows and with boots that
are in themselves @ bistory.”

CThen you mean that you will emigrate,
Hugh 2"

“1 mean nothing ap present—except to
make the bost settlement of my debis that
fean”

U Hugh Damer, give me your honomr as
a gentleman that you will do nothing msh.”

“Rash! you mean that I mustn’t make a
sudden end of a worthiess life, DPon’t  be
afraid, Frod, men have a weak way of clinging
to v \x-tcur? let it be ever so (mullumm«:.
Life is a habit, you see, and sometimes a very
baed habit, bt its not one of which a man can
easily cure himself. . 1 shall go-on hvmg
depend upon it, somekow,”

“And remember,  Hugh,

1 am done foc”

Hugh? " 1 asked, au-

how m.m; mei

have to face the world wnhum B RiIXpence, 1o

truzt. to their own taletts alone for sucgess,
Aund you have powers 2o much above the ruck,
You are young enough to begin life again - -

“ At thirty, Frod, and after Hving at the'

rate I have ln ed. 1 dnubt it. But don't waste

~any thought upqm my future, dear boy—I'1g

not waorth it.’

My heart bled for him as we dvove ap the
long avenne iemhng to Churleigh, and I zaw
the old Tudor mansion, with its many-ghaped

windows flashiog brightness wpon the nutamn

night. Within there was the glow and warmth
of firex, welcome even. at-this early season.
The ﬂu.sh and glitter- of rare - olid glass and
silver on the long dining-table, and withal
that air of mmgh-d repose and (.,mudm:r only
to ‘be found to perfection in sn ol house,
whers every object has the grace and 5 harm of
an age that has gone by,

The Dashwoods, snid all the rest of the
grests, were to leave next day, but, at Hugh's
earnest reqoest, -the mannfacturer consentid to
stay till the following Monday moruning,

“ Let ug have one guiet Sunday to:.r-»t)mr,

my poor friend pleaded, glancing fram George:

Dashwood Lo his daughter, who stood a little
way apart, watching inm with parted, faintly

tremulous’ lips, and a somewhat: richer bloom

than usunl on her chévks; % just one quiet
Sunday. - You see the house has been ao full
of pnopls- that T have really been scarcely able

to enjoy yvour wmct)—-nnll Wi oare nmnvlhu)g

more than - ordinaey as quaintsnees, Weare

friends, are we not? and 1 should hkv for s

to have just one guict day together”

“ Friends! yes, I shonld think we are,
manufucturer answored, hewrtily ;
we shall pags many cliw together

g fhi’:

However,

as you wake sucha point of Sumlav, why w c'll' :

stay ; you don’t mind; do you, Laumm?*

She shook ber! huud, with a gracions m'nu :

and astill deeper blush, and then bent down
to caress a favourite poi nter of Hugh's,.

L sball be ghid to have: a walk round: the
grounds sl a little cerious (alk with you,
Damer ! her father “went on, % There are
some - alterntions I.think of wmaking, and I
should like your opinion sbout them,”

HOANterntions ! cried Laurs; surely  yon
wonld'nt dmn;;e anything where sl i 50
perfect.”

Hugh gave her s grteful louk—only one

briuf glmu-v hint it expre aserd u great dutl I
lhnught

(Ta ke can(t"hw:l,) -»

hig A oW
1ix Rights

SThe nuthor of #Ginx's l.uhy
volume rendy, & umlc AL The Coolir
anil Wranys.

“Let's go back to the “women mxd‘

“and 1 hope

“Weanthor's hot.

OIsTRRED In mcardanoe wiux cho Couyrlgm Aot
{Rots of 108.] .

[“ ritten fnr tho. Utxmdum au lufmu'd Ntuu.]

TALES

1~,,1;NI,<S‘ OB *LOV‘E.

By AI;RXANDKIC SOMERRVILLE,

LILLYMERE.

CHAI'TER XXIV —~Conlirinad,

Reverting to. the bed-chamber on the ocea. .
sion when Tilda, wife of the silken reins, got
up at dend of m,.,ht—uiulcm on carrying her
point, and brought Tommy - “ seomat to eat”
conjoined with otherarts-all her own, - Arts
which governed nn obstinate, avaricious mizer
A man of insatinble ‘greed of appetite, and
areed of mind ; one of far veaching sagncity
keen pereeption ; mensureless cunning.  Mr,
Iukle having eaten, and returned to bed,
spoke

“lhat wortgage of Rasper Clynel covers
groud property, It has Leen offered Coney’s
frivad for the warringe settlement | but ia re.
fused, The catablishment must b mine one
of those days, now Clyneh is dead.”

O What mortgage do you mean 'l

“ Dunderdyke and Willinhurst,  They are
like to strike oif there; but Pye an injuaction
preventing, Will at once foreclose that mart-
gage,  Then go in for oil”

41t was but vesterday you said Clynch had
made & Will, leaving all estate, alier the
widew's dower, to Lully Lundy, a ucighbour.
Why was that propesiy uwrt;mgrd e

S 0lhynch specalated much, and  gambled
some, - He but (o bave shares i all new prro-
jeots, and came (o me for money. You knew
whitt Rasper was in Cewd vountry afore we
CHle AWARY

“Was that the son Rasper Clyneh of
Warneth, as was zo grit with Uncle Clegg

S Ave, sure. He made a sight of wonrey in
Cnnada, bt were riven s deal too much to spe.
culating.  Anyhew he morigaged his land
and now 1Ux bonad to be mine”

11 that Lally Lundy be sole legates ke
wmay administer amd at once pay off the mort-
gage " . .

“ He's already administering, greatly to the
surprige of the widow, und every one else in
Dandendyke.  Bat I'm not »urpmwd *

4 Tommy, durhmﬂ _vun know a xig hl
people’s Kecrete 370 -

Would need ta, Tilda. \m hke 10 knmr
n glght of serreta, . With three detéetives on
the track of the bank customers, and detect-’

af

of

“ing oné agother, Lundy witl be allawed 46 pro-

voed with the fictitions Wil stolen asx we
dleve from Clyneh.  He oy be arrested jor
stealing the docoment, or procasiog e ab-
duition, He may be arrested for conspiring
to forge it. 10 e defends bimsedf he will
come up on n more serfous charge; a greatly
maore serious charge, Titda! ‘

6 Tommy, dnslmg what may that he 7°

& The mundee of Rasper Qlyach - Sending
Clynch and companions itto the torrent with
purpl)wt‘ly broKew onrs”

‘i Dear Iummn what a mght of- mmrula you
do know!?

4 The Bank of Inkle would-x !:mc. lbn;\ if
I didn’t know scerets a bit, - Well, Tilda, what
is it? This st wwwr, you knuw- why

‘come 50 clpse "

“Tommy | l.hr own lnmmy! Tilda's own
dear: Tommy! Youll give Captain Coney’s
friend instruction to insert one hundreed
thousand dollars in P‘:mﬂv' mnrringe papers,
won't vuu dear?”

# 1% keep 1o the fifty thousand -in- cash
down, and fitty thousand real property. None
contd b a better security than that Dutder-

“dyke and Willinhurst extate

St pat the Cuptain cannol remain in Canada
to fight all thows people - with arrests and
trinly, proofs of furgery, proofs of murder; be-
aides ¢ mnp::lluu: foreclostire  of nmrt;,ugv
Captain Coney is a gentleman”

“ 80 Aam 1, 'l‘ildn. clre thotn wouldn't bo a
lndy. Tt would do the Captain gowd to remain
in thix conntry and lake to busginess,

Wi thou give him a co-partnership? ™

“What! io the Bank of Inkle?”

“ Yes, in the Bank of Inkle, - Thi-Captain's
friend . informed e that wmll(l not. be re

Aused .

#Tilda, s wull ask mo to ekin tho hide. oy
my body and put Coney inte it»

oY ou're oo anvage, Tom. € ‘uumu nnd brutal,
Theret "

~ AL, wall, Tilda,. turn. thy, hack, lam«.

Thow's turn thy face when
winter comen, Thows face round whon some-’
thing's to be corxed ount of Tommy again.®

st Look thee, Tommy, 1'moout of bed, Never
do 1 enter ittq.,mn with. Tom ‘Inkls; nover,

11 thou rouges the blood of the Olu;.,gs of Old-

Chamin me, Tom, thow's bie worried out of thy
“Hife,

Come ot of bed right: away, and in
black and white with ihy name, give in my
hand the instrustion: for Emily's gottlement,

“one hitndred thourand flollurs easly down®

HCAnd AT done t, thnu’lt Diver mmc- in thy: k
)n-«l ngnin?”



