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" rious as his name implied.

" cried, ‘Ism soglad!

-+ /1t was one day in midsummer, when the

©ourts were closed and many law offices

.. snd law books with them; but cslendar

changes made mno difference to Mr.
Bevers, junior member of the firm ot Mar-
cellus & Beavers. The judge might be
off to Europe, as be was ; the clerks might
be drawing cuts for the mest desirable two

“. weeks of vacation, as they were; even Abe

Cronkite might have left his desk and be
strolling around town, observing the pass-
ing throng in parks, hotels and streets, and
storing away bits of indiscriminate know-
ledge which time and again bad come pat
to an emergency, ss he was; it was all one
to Mr. B s. He p d an und

ating course to the office in the morning
and back to his modest lodgings at night;
even as he had ever simce the night he
came out of the country town, where the
judge himselt was born, to apply well
grounded principles of law and practice to
the lerger affairs of metropolitan lite. An
invalusble man was Beavers; as indust-
He bad the
code at his fiager ends, and was an ani-
mated cross-reference to the reports and
statutes. Knowing, too, was be in the arts

> of the procedure ; never without a preced-

ent for his action. Before his trained geze
the wiles of uscrupulous attornoys stood
out as manifest as the defects and mke

shifts of unskilful architecture.

Rat yet, this spare, dark young mas,
with respectable string tie and his watch
guard of his mother’s hair, bad remained a
stranger in the great town.  He knew his
way to the courts, the county cffices, ths
lecture rooms and the church; but that was
sll. His work had engrossed his time; it

' bad also engrossed hil shrewdness; so

as he came, sim-

lly, he r
ple and unloplnmcned
Oan this day in midsummer, then, Mr.
Beavers sat at his desk, drawing up s com-

" plaint in partition, and deriving msny ben-

evolent sensations from his masterly dis-
position of the property. He was alone,
and so preoccupied that he did not mnotice
the swinging of the door, or light, advanc-
ing steps. It was, therefore, with a start
that he saw, as he glanced from his work,
s the industrious often do to rest the
eyes, a beautiful young woman, dressed in
‘black, standing by him.
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¢Keep them in the dark as long as you can
regarding your plaus,’ be reiterated. ‘Let
them think, it possible, that there will be
no contest. Judge Marcellus’ appearance
will be all the more disheartening to them
if it is unexpected.’ So he eaid, and so I
repeat, except Iadd, Mr. Beaver’s appear-
ance.’

‘That is sound,” mused the lawyer.
¢When such unscrupulous tsctics are em-
ployed &s these papers evidence fire must
be fought with fire. But Isee the estate
is entirely tied up; pardon me, madame,
we have to be inquisitive, you know. Have
you sufficent means for your subsist {4

———
Gdubommh bat. Who oould be so
churlish ‘as to refuse her request, even if
judged unwiss P Not Mr. Beaver nmly !

As straight es if the magnetic needlg
pointed the way Abe Cronkite proceeded
to where the horses were running by the

ide, only pausing to make certain

Why It would be this morning & beautifu]
picture of the imagination if such sordid
details ss prudence and economy and fore-
sight were obtruded! And yet, one day,
in the early fall, as the lawyer looked over
the advances he had been overjoyed to
allow her to draw against the bonds in bis
possession, he was' dismayed by tbe total.
‘Dear, impetuous, uncalculcating Eleanor,’
be murmured, ‘I reslly must caution her
for her own good. Doubtless she is only
living up to her accustomed style, and the
contest will fall to piecss on our appear-
snce; but still, but still, why, there is
scarcely any margin left. Yes, the time
she comes I will expostulate with her.’

A laudable resolution, but only effective
on the coming of this vision ot light ! Days
passed and the Windsor chair remained ua-
occupied. Evenings drooped, and Mr.
Beavers lingered to the very last trip of
the el car. Then he grew alarmed.

‘At present, yes,’ answered the young
widow, & little doubtfully. ¢Of course I
have far more than that, but I am so mner-
vous about it. Yousee, a year ago, my
husband made me & present of twenty
Vidalia bonds, $1,000 each, you know,
and nothing better in the world; but the
interest day isn't until Oct 1. I might
hypothecate them, to be sure, but Mr.
Minister thought it wouldn’t be wise. He
is so fearful lest they should learn of my
possessing them and build up anotber in-
18mous charge sgaivst me. I have them
here and I want to leave them with you.
There is no place at the family hotel where
1 am staying, and as I said, I am so ner-
vous.’

Mr. Beavers carefully counted over the
securities, as crisp as if might from the
press. Have you the numbers P’ he asked :
‘no ? Then please jot them down yourselt.’
The young woman took from her reticule
a bit of & pencil, and made the memocan-
dum. *Here also is my receipt,” continued
the lawyer, ‘perhaps under the circum-
stances, it is prudent for us to be entrust-
ed with them.’

‘No perhaps, at all,” retorted the young

idow, each t b ing more and
mora vivacious, as the worries of her solit-
ude were so sttentively met. ‘Ob, I am so
gratetul to you; and you won’t mind my

g often for 1, may I say com-
fort? Here is my card, Mrs. Eleanor
Naughton, the Quenton. But you wont
bave occasion to send for me; I fear I
shall be such & nuisance.’

‘Nuisance, madam P’ exclaimed Mr.
Beavers, ‘it is my duty, my pleasure, my
—' Here worda failed bim, leaving bhis

houghts to express themselves in s low

I am seeking Judge Marcellus,” she

began, I bave & letter to him from the
‘Hon. J. K. Minster, of Mountain Dale, his
old-time friend. Are you he P”

There was a subtle flattery in the tone,
implying as it did that the young man
mighc well bave resched such legal emi-
nenc, which was very gratetul. He has-
tenea . therefore, after explaining that bhis
partner was away, to express the desire to
be of ‘any possible service to one so highly
recommended.

Oh, then you are Mr. Beavers,’ she
1 bave heard so
much about you, and you are so clever and
competent, I know you will arrange all
my troubles for me. Let me tell you my
story, sir, and it will be as clear to you as
itis dpbious and dreadful to me. My
name is Eleanor Naughton, and my dear
husband was Csrrol Naughton of Moun-
tain Dale. He died thres mohths ago,
leaving me all his property, but when his
will was presented for probate at the Sur-
rogate’s Court his brothers and sisters filed
objections—oh such awtul lies. S2e, here
' are papers, they tell better than I can the
conspiracy sgmnst me,’ and she drews
formidsble package from her reticule.

Mr. Beavers ran over the documents
with the rapidity of experience. Ab yes
he murmured. Petition, objections, ans-
wer, issue joined, appointment of tempor-
.ary administrator, and hearing set for Oct.
1 to which time the court stands adjoined.
And what's this ; blank power of substit—
ution from the petitioner’s attorneys,
Knowles & Vholes P Your lawyers have
abandoned the case, Madame P

‘Yes, brought off by the other side,’
‘sobbed Mrs. Naughton. ‘O3, you can’s
imagine the demosble means they have
used to overwhelm me.’

<I don’t have to imagine, I know, ma-
dame,’ replied Mr. Beavers, ‘from the
grun realities of many, many cases. There
is no tribunal in the world where the evil
$raits of humanity are so conspicuous as

the Smrogate’s court. It is a perpetual
exhibit of depravity in its lowest, meanest
forms. But to resume: You, of course,
wish us to appear for you: there is nothing
further to do before the return dsy, when
the judge will be here.’

“Ah, yes, interrupted Mrs. Naughton,
of know just what you sre going to say and
itqm- fully with Mr. Minster's advioe :

bow ot devotion, under which his client
drew about her the habiliments of woe,
and tripped out.

For & few moments Mr. Beavers sat in
a reverie, deliciously novel. Was there
ever such a charming creature, so perse-
cuted, so helpless. How sincere she was;
how simple, her faith ot finding relief and
comfort ! Well, he would manfully do his
devoirs, meeting craft with craft, planning
legal surprises which would be all the
more effectiva for the great surprise of the
firms appearance in the case. He endors-
ed the name of his new client on the bonds
and put them away in the safe. Then as
he resumed his ssat but not bis occupation
he moticed that Mrs. Naughton had left
her pencil on the desk. It was & comical
little butt for & woman to carry, and he
smiled at her naturalness in using it;
rather unusual in appesrance it was, too,
being yellow in color and with ac
indefinite semething about it which be-
spoke foreign make. Despite the
propriety which Mr. Beavers bad brought
with him from the ceuntry and enlarg-
ed through habit into primness, he
kissed the fragment and stored it with &
sigh in his vest pocket; mor didit in suy
way occur to him that Mrs. Naughton had
neglected to deilver the letter of introduc-
tion from the Judge’s old-time friend, the
Hon. J. K. Minister.

The summer waxed and the summer
waned, and a strange surpassing emotion

"dosyeloped and flowered in Mr. Beavere's

bresst. The clerks took their vacations.
and Abe Cronkite indulged his peripatetic
studios ; but the young lewyer’s devotion
to duty was all the greater. Why should
it not be, indeed, since at auy odd mom-
ent, not when he would least e xpect it, for
he was always expecting it, but when hard
and logical chances were sgainst any such
blessing, tho office might be illumined and
bis soul enraptured by the vital model and
torm of all feminine charms. Gone was
Mrs. Naughton’s melancholy, dissipated
by the confidence whieh the very nsme of
Marcellus & Beavery inspired. She no
longer appeared in those babiliments of
woe, only-less utter than her sense of be-
resvement. She now se/med the embedi.
ment of all that is lightand ethereal and
gvy, and as she floated to the Windsor
chair by bis desk, nﬂ?‘r the comvoy of &

Eleanor must beill, so ill as to be unable
to send him word. Inquiry at the Qaentin
only increased his agitation. Mrs. Naugh-
ton was mot there ; she bad not been there
for weeks; indeed, she bhad never been
there but fora few days st any time.
Whast did it mesn P What should he do?
What, then, was the Judge wont to do,
when any mystery arosein the cffice ?
With fingers singularly tremulous Mr.
Beavers touched the bell on his desk, and
called into consultation Abe Cronkite, who
bad desisted from his philosophical wan-
derings.

‘I remember years ago, sir,’ remarked

‘Abe Cronkite, after the case had been

stated as only an ensmoured lawyer could
state it ‘that Bill Dalton, the burglar,
made a haul of about all of one issue of
Vidalia bonds. But he never was able to
realize. They were cancelled by law, and
there was a reissue.’

‘What has that got to do with the mat-
sor P asked Mr. Beavers, savagely.

Nothing, sir, only it might be prudent
to inquire.’

‘Nonsense !" returned the other with un-
abated ire. ‘It would be an insalt to a
lady of highest, noblest character, recom-
mended to us by one of the judge’s: old-
time friends, the Hon. J. K. Minister.’

‘Would you mind showing me his letter?’

<] baven't it at hand just at present,’
said Mr. Besvers, evasively.

‘And you have never communicated with
her tormer lttornoyl, Knowlel & VholesP’

cbanges in his sppearance not on the side
of sustere respectability. These changes,
however, were so ' effsctive as to give him
ready acquaintance with the loungers about
the bar ot the adjacent hotel; and his glib
end adaptable tongue did the rest. By
the time the tramp, tramp along the piazza
indicated that the races were over for the
dey, be was generally sccepted as Mr.
Nerval, the starter for & Western track,
and a man worthy of cultivation by all the
knowing oves. As the crowd surged | .
through the windows Mr. Nerval grew
retiring. He stepped out to & corner of
the piazza and watched closely, while after
the first arid rush, the men snd women
noisily and flauntingly took places at the
various tables. One couple especially
seemed to attract the starter’s attention—
a pretty young woman, vivid with ribbons
and ablaze with dismonds, and s tall, well-
msde man, whose dress and manner
revealed all the onter signs and inner
graces of s dead game, all-around sport.
They were laughing boisterously, they
were ordering lavishly, evidently things
had come their way, and they wanted the
whole world, or at least their half, to know
it.

Soon the man, after his kind, sauntered
into the barroom, and Mr. Nerval followed.
«Jim Mixon,’ ssid s banger on, ‘shske
bands with Pop Nerval, the Western
starter.’

*You're a geod man to get next to,’ said
Mixon affably; ‘wbat’ll you have?” Aund
tortilized by interest and watered by con-
vivislity an intimacy between the two
sprang up like Jonah's gourd.

‘You must meet her,’ insisted Mixon
after a little, indicating his fair compani.n
with his thumb, and for the next hour the
three over a supersbundance ot half-cold
food and halt-warm wine talked technically
about the steppers, and whether so and s0’s
stable was out for the dust, and which was
the wiser course, to follow the jocks or the
colors, and in 0 doing and so saying,
swore an eternal friendship. So great, in-
deed, was the attraction of the Mixons tor
the Western man that they insisted when
the city was reached on his ranying
them to their Harlem flst, where a bird
and & bot promised a fitting ending for
what yet was only the shank of the even-
ing.

It was when these pleasures were cul.
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“No; why should I P’ asked Mr anen.
as he took a bit of yellow pencil from his
pocket and twirled it nervously.

‘Well, I noticed in the papers & month
ago an advertisement for some legal papers
lett on an elevated train, and it was signed
Kuowles & Vholes.

“That is the worst thing sabout you,

g, and the esmoke of the heavy
black cigars was curling lazily over the
wet table and clinging to the glasses that
Mr. Nerval little by iittle brought the con-
versation to s consideration of the many
monetary advantages within the grasp of
thoroughbreds like themselves. Many a
tale he told of **doping” and ‘‘ringing,” of
monte playing and the “long con,” tales
met and capped every time by long Jim

Cronkite,’ cried the lawyer, sll flushed
and excited; ‘your long association with
crime makes you so suspicious. You utter-
ly misapprehend my wishes in this matter,
the trend of your questions are ridiculous,
simply ridicalous. What I want to do is
to conduct an inquiry, in the most delicate
way, for & woman in distress, who has
powerful enemies, who is our client, re-
member, not mine alene, but the judge’s
and mine, and who seems to be missing.
Listen now, while I give you as accurate a
description as I can of her personal appear-
ance, and den't waste valusble time by
conjsctures so unfounded and unjust as to
seem both trival and malicious.’

Cronkite, notwithstanding, did not seem
to pay the strictest attention to Mr.
Beavers’s words. His eyes were fixed the
rather on his hands ; and when the lswyer
concluded he sbruptly asked: ‘Where
did you get that pencil, sir?’

“That question is tbo irrelevant for an-
swer,’ ratorted Mr. Beavers.

«But if by any chance, sir,’ the detective
persisted, ‘the lady should have happened

to leave it here, why it might prove s clue ;'

I don’t see just how, but little thingshavea
powertul way of pointing out; think of the
msgnetic needle, sir; so # you don't
mind —'

And Mr. Beavers’s anxiety was so great
that he not only admitted that Mrs.
Naughton - bad owned the pencil, but
delivered the precious relic into the de-
tective’s charge.

‘Remember,’ repested the young lawyer
s a lsst solemn injunction, ‘a simple in-
quiry delicately conducted! I not only have
the utmost confidence in our client, but the
highest esteem, respect, regard for her’
Brave words, but notwithstanding, siter
Cronkite had departed, Mr. Beavers him-
self made certsin simple inquiries, delicate-
ly conducted, too, of s broker, whose
specialty was municipal bonds, of the Hen.
J. K. Minister, and of the law firm of
Kuowles & Vholes, and when the fatal
answers came, as fatal answers always do,
he was unable sither to vork or to. dream;
he was duly, dumbly nzlup’y. very un-

bappy! v

Mixon, and extravagantly corroborated by
his fair partner, when he would turn to her
snd say: C‘Ain’t thst straight goods,
Neli®

‘Sometimes, though, the biter is bit,’ re-
marked Mr. Nerval with a laugh, as hé
Jolled back in his chsir, ‘as I happened to
find out once to my loss. Did you eve
hear tell of old Bill Dalton ? No P Well,
Bill was one of the old-time lags you resd
about, end his graft it was safe cracking.
One night he did a slick job at Vadalis,
lifting & whole new issue of bonds, blow
me it he didn’s ! His plan was to lay low
and wait for an offer, but the lawyer they
put their heads together and contri
law that cancelled the lot, and panmmd I
reissue, and old Bill was left with a fist full
of sleepers. After that any of the boys
who wanted to spring s game on some
bayseed, the old snide bond racket, you
know, would apply to old Bill for the col-
lat, and get it too for & thankee kindly.
Why, I had a bunch of the stuff s few years
8go that I let go for s song. Now here is
where the joke was oa me and old Bill,and
the rest of the fly boys. Oaly a day or so
8go, I heard, and it came right from head-
quarters, too, thet ths higher ceurts had
taken up the question of those Vidalis
bonds that old Bill prigged, snd decided
that since they had gotten into the hands
of innocent third parties they were good
for the face and interest. And that ain’t
all, by a jugfull. Being a good lien, as

Tells the nlory. W n your head
. aches, and you feel hiillous, consti-
pated, and out of tufe, with your
stomach sour «ud nu {appetite, just
o buy o package of

"s?aoa!’s ‘Pﬂ!&,

And take a dose, from 1 to 4 pilis
You will be ‘iul’n'"-cd. at bow easily
ey will do their wgrk, cure your
ohe and biliousness, rouse the
nd make you fe¢l happy agnin.
8. Sold by all mediciue dealers.
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the saying is, they comr in ahead of the
reissue. and command & premwm on the
Stock Exchapge, and ﬁ¢ quastions ask "
of about 5844mr cent.’

When the genial Mr. {Nerval fiaally took‘ !

8 long terewcll of his hdau. thry looked at
each other with dismgy. ‘We've heen
dore up for faw, Nell,’ #aid Jim. ‘Plum
in the kisser,” agreed the sllegoric Nell.
*But I won’t stand for if," went on the man
angrily, ‘to enchre myselt out of ten thou-
ssnd bones l:ke s gillie at the wheel! We've
got the dougn and to epsre, and we could
not invest it better. Now you go down
this morning, the first thing, to Beaver’s,
give him any old song jend dance to explain
where you've been, take up your loam,
bring home the bonds, and we can bresk
way ahead of the gaaie, and ss square as
young squaretoes himselt!’

The following afternoon when Abe Cron=
kite came into the offlce Mr Beavers greet-
ed him with an air of conscious triumph.

*Let this be a lesspn to you, Cronkite,’
he said, ‘ageinst hasty judgments. Mrs.
Naughton called this morning and paid the
amount I had advaniced on the bonds. Her
absence was caused! by the il'ness of a dear
friend ; and she was in such a burry to re-
turn to her that she had ne time to explain
fully the two or three discrepancies in her
case which you were so esger to pronounce
suspicious. Shewas shocked when I told
her about the bohdl, snd took them with
her for verification by her late husband’s
brokers. As tor the Hon. J. K. Minister,
it is easy to rly that, like Knowles &
Vholes, he bas'been bought by the other
side. Well, she has one staunch ard faith-
ful friend wh? will serve her to the end.”

And then Abe Cronkite,, perceiving that
nothing but the plsin truth would remove
an infatuation which the young lawyer’s
sterling quslities only made the stronger,
told the 7 fory from beginning tojend.

‘But . fow did you kaow where to seek
her P gasped Mr. Beavers. ‘I don’t un-
derstand I’

+*You forget the yellow pencil,’ explain-
ed Cronkite, ‘the moment I saw it I knew
she must follow the horses. You mnever
see one in use outside the ring. Why
should you? They cost much more than
the ordinary kind. Butthe bookmakers
and especially the sheet writers, require in
their business, as you will readily see, &
lead very black, untriable and tough ; and
these yellow pencils, which are .made in
Austris, fill the bi'l. It’s the little things
that point the way, sir, ss I eaid before;
and that little nub of s pencil sent bim as
straight to the track as it lteered by the
magnetic needle itself.

TO THE DEAF.—A rich lady, cured of her
Deafness and Noises in the Head) by Dr. Nichole
son Artificial Ear Drums, has semt £1,000 to his
Institute, so that deaf people unabie to procure the
Bar Drums may have them free. Apply toT: e
Institute, 780 Eight Avenue, New York.

Scotch Terseness and Thrift.

In a dull Scottish village on a dull morn-
ing one neighbor called upon snother. He
‘was met at the door by his friend’s wite,
and. the conversition went thus:

*Cauld? |

*Aye.’

‘Gaen to be weety} I think."

‘Aye.’ (

*Is John inP’ . :

*Oh, aye ; he's in. ]
*Can I see himP’ | J
‘No." [

*But I wanted to see;bim.’

‘Aye; but you nl~ see him. J olm'l

‘Aye,’ ! y

‘Sudden?*

Aye.’ i

“Very sudde?’ A

*Very sudden.’ !

‘Did he say onything absut a pot of
green paint bélore he deid”—Auecdote by
Tan Maclaren./ {

*Yes, I hoj

from debt.”
*Of course you mean ths 21st century.

to start the century free
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