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- FF2ZMit him the money with an injunction that he should behave better fur 
«he future, and not «et into debt.' The man had heard no more of the 

matter, continued Mr. Morgan, “ except that Newton remarked he could 
now pay h,s tailor's bill, which happened to be a large one. This he had 
done The tailor had received £50 on the morning of the 19th from

t! ai HoTl i°IUrthe; traC6S °f him Could b" «'“"din Oxford, except 
hat the clerk at the railway station remembered that he had given a

ticket to a man answering the description of Newton

'■ I telegraphed to him," added Mr. Morgan, " conjecturing that he had 
&one home, but within an hour or two I received 
father, stating that he was gone abroad, and 
for some weeks. I then wrote to you. Our
sures
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an answer from his 

would probably not return 

. nc*t step was to take mca-
the J2T r fr,°m g0iDg int0 y0ur so"’s rooms in college. On
Ï a Z f 1 y0Ër ' ,eSC WCr° C“refully e“">ined. In the pocket 
of a port-folio, which your son was in the habit of usin- sevrai slins of
paper covered with imitations of your signature wore ditZÏ Lc 

had evidently been attempting to write 
tlie^e attempts 
the next we found
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your name. The first of 

poor but many copies must have been destroyed, for 
wore almost fac-similes of your handwriting. In his 

upon a couple of blank cheques ”

'V l*?n thc latter had «"i^ed speaking, he rose and said, » Mr. Wick- 
inan, the manager of the bank, prosecutes, of course ?”

Mr. Morgan bowed.

And the warrant is already issued against him ? ”
Mr. Morgan bowed again.
“ When does the trial come off?"
“ To-morrow fortnight,” was the reply, 

might still be hushed up if you could consent.
“1 wi" oonscnt to ""thing, I tell you,” cried Mr. Brereton. 

you I won’t stretch out 
fallen into.”

“ WU) yo« give mo your son’s address? I will write to him.”
“ 1 Wlll write, myself. Good morning, Mr. Morgan, I thank you for 

your trouble. And if it will give you any satisfaction you may hear 
curse my son."

Stop, Mr. Brereton ! ” again cried the clergy 
is not proved."
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But I have no doubt all

»,

“ I tell
finger to pull him out of the ditch he has
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“ Stop ; his guiltman.
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