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want to know, Jack will call on you and
ask you. And itis to be in that church
over the road—Trinity Church, you know,
with the two little towers in front,”

8o, then, it wasalready settled, Kitty?"”

“I'm afraid it was, sir,’” the girl answer-
ed shyly. “Itis to be on Friday.”

o ‘yery well, Kitty,” ke eaid rising, *if
Jack comes and asks me to act as best-man,
I Bhl’lu not faif him. What o’clock is it to
be I”

¢ Twelve, sir—and many thanks,” the
girl answered courtseying, and tripping
away back to Cadogan Square.

He looked after her for a while, and then
turnedaway u}: the King’s Road with a sigh.
In the space of & few minutes he had tor-
gotten all about the maid’s wedding in the
reaction of his feelings concerning himself.

One duty, however, he at once performed
while the heat was upon him-—not, indeed,
that thero was any probability of his alter.
ing his mind. He went into & stationer’s
sho%nnd wrote a_brief and decided line
to_ his uncle, addressed officially to the
office in Pall Mall, declining to t

ing during these d‘i: wero bitter
days. He gave up, finally, afl hope of ob-
ing for

taining a situaation—he gave up
one, More than once he detected in his
landlady’s eye, as he crept in or out, & cold
look of mingled curiosity and pity. On the
Thuraday morning of that weok the woman
precipitated his decision by asking him,
civilly bub firmly, if it was bis intention to
retain his lodgings another week. Poor
Arthur was hit bard by this Knctial home.
thruat at his prospects, and he answered at
once in the negative,

He sat down, when the woman
room, and thrusting his hands in his
pockets, burst into » bitter laugh. ‘Jacta
ales est " ho seid : to-morrow he would be
gsy at Kitty’s wedding, and makelove to the

ridesmaid ; and then—on Saturday mosn.
ing he would deliver bimself into the hands
of the recruiting ler{e:nt.

. But while Arthur Loring had been eating
his heart those days past with disappoeint.
ment and desperation, several things were
bappening which, indirectly at least, were
of some b to him. Firt of all, Mr.

left the

the employment offered to bim. This being
off his mind, with a certain feeting of com-
fort in his breast referable to the case of
Mr. John Hornbl{; Arthur proceeded to
beat up his uncle Ralph.

CHAPTER 1V.—No Briis.

Arihur found his uncle Ralph engaged in
transferring himself into easy evening gar-
ments after returning from the City.

“If you value your comfort, Arthur,”
Ralph observed as he put on his slippers,
“ perform this duty to yourself every even-
ing when you return from your office.”

*Bnt I am not going to that office.”

“Lh?

‘“That’s the fact uncle. I couldn’t doit.
Lshould be in collision with that secretary
inside of an hour, and then it would have to
cnd, anyhow.”

Ralph emitted a geatle and very knowing
whistle, the manifest significance of which
embarrassed the yoanger manm. “* Well,
well ; so that's the way already. I haven’t
seen much of you tho last few days; how
have you been passing your time, Arthur? I
know how dull and tiresome you must bave
found it, my poor lad,” said the old gentle-
man sympathetic&ll{.

Arthur was a little vexed, but he laughed.

“ You haven’t had a collision—as you call
it—with Mr. Longfield yet, or with any one
elge ?”

«¢ I baven't secn Mr. Longficld since I was
last here, so that I have had no collision
with him or with any one else. —I did, how-
ever,” ho added, awkwardly, after a few
seconds’ hesitation, ‘“ have something to say
to Mrs, Loring this evening.”

*“Ih? Tell me about it.”

With a good deal of stumbling among
words, Arthur Loring told pretty literally
all that had ed ; and as bis uncle wos
silent at the conclusion, the young man re-
licved his own feelings by relating the re-
sult of his intcresting interview with Miss
Lavelle’s maid.

““So you aro still o gentleman at large,
Arthur?” said uncle Ralph, aftera pause.
¢« Honestly, my boy, I I'm afraid your pro-
spects are very blue, unless”—— He paused

again,

*t Unless what, Uncle Ralph ?”

“1 have been thinking a good deal over
your case, Arthur. As faras Ican aee, you
bave only two choices for your future, In
& London business office I more than doubt
whetber you would ever be able to maintain
yourself cven in decent poverty.”

* I am much of your opinion, uncle,”
said Arthur with a sigh of unpleasant con-
viction. ‘¢ What are the alternaiives? I
fancy I seo onc of them pretty clearly.”

¢« The recruiting sergeant ¥

¢ That's it.”

¢ That's it, Arthur. That is one. The
other would be better, if you could accomp-
lish it. That other is Maud Lavelle,”

Arthar Loring had the satisfaction, such
as it was, to learn from Mr. John Hornby
himself next day that he was retained
in the situation in the Annunitants’
office. He had aleo some sympathe-
tic conversation with that excellent young
fellow relative to his approaching marriage,
and cheerfully undertook to support him on
that interesting occasion. After which Mr.
Homby went away very lmp%z; to keep an
appointment with his pretty Kitty, leaving
Arthur, it is superfluons to add, in arelapes
of decp despondency. Indeed, lifo began to
look very dark for him. The recruiting ser-

cants opposite St Martin's Charch became
?a.mﬂiur with his appearance, and regarded
him with lively interest. 1o always walk.
ed awsy whenany of those officers showed
his interest too pointedly ; bat thoy were
experienced men, and knew how to bide
their time.

He did not go near his uncle Ralph Lor-

Henry Loring was disappointed, and the
sacretary not ill pleased, by the young man’s
refusal of the stool in the Annuitants’ office.
“ Why, wouldn't yoa have enjoyed whip-
ping the whelp about 1" was Henry Loring’s
gitlvs way of putting it to Mr. Arthur Long-
old.

*It would have gratified you more than
me, Honestly I hopo we have seen the last
of him. There has been too much of him
already.”

*““ You’re jealous, Arthur ; upon my soul,
you are.”

*I'm not lover enough to be jealous. But
it isn’t pleasant to know that the girl yon
are going to marry has o strong fancy for
another fellow.”

‘¢ Nonsense ; there is nothing of the kind.
She basn't forgotten her position towards
you, and her mother haa taken care of your
interesta. It is he who will smart.”

The secretary grinned, and they dropped
the subject.

Sooner than they secmed to have antici-
pated, this pair of worthies had more seri-
ous matters to engage them. The business
of the Annuitants wasnot carried on accord-
ing to methods tbat would bear scrutiny,
and Henry Loring and his secretaty had
been sailing near the wind for some time.
The Annuitants, good, easy confiding folks,
were easily satistied so long aa they were paid

p‘i:o close by, with his hands in his pock-
©

“ Arthur, if this had come to pass, say,
two years ago, I would have leb ihe thing
burst. It is unsound to the core—and worse
than that,”

¢ What do you mean to do then ?” the sec-
retary impatiently demanded. * You might
thtow sway every penny of mother and
daughter’s on this wretched thing,
and to a certainty you would come to this
in the end just the same.”

“I'mnot such a fool What Imean is,
that wemust extricate ourselves frow it
gradually, and then let the Annuitents go
to smash undeor other auspices. Meantime,
Arthur, we must stave off these present
difficulties, and provide the usnal dividend.
I: will require a cool fifty thousand to do
i »

““ And I am to provide the fifty thousand
which of course 1 shall never see again 1”
said the secretary, red with indignation.

*‘ Don’t exhibit your natural ﬁeneriosity
of character too soon,” observed Lor-
ing, with & look thab brougbt the man to his
senses quickly. *‘ You arenot master of the
girl and the money yetu Suppose it was my
whim to alter my views and try another
method? Maud, I have reason to think,
would not object to marry my nephew at an
hour’s notice ; and neither of them would
think asecond about passing over a hundred
thousand of her fortune to me for the asking.
Think over the possibility, my dear fellow,
and carry it in your mind so long as the risk
exista.”

The ashy mortification of the sccretary’s
faco showed that he felt this to be a ¢ stag-
gerer.” He was sensible enough not to con-
test it.

.4 Of course you must have it your own
way. Very well. As far as I can see you
will want the money in a week.”

‘‘Just so, That’'s the way to faco it.
What do you say to Satarday next for the
ceremony ? We can’t spare an earlier day.”

This was on Wednesday. The secretary
shrugged his shoulders. *‘‘As you will; [
am ready. You must get a special license.”

“That is in train, aud I shall have it tu-
moarow. I think,” he maid reflectively,
¢ you bad best go to Priora Loring for the
honeymoon. I have taken it on a short
lease in my wife’s name ; but asit will be
yourown directly, it would be the proper
place to go to. And for another reason, I

ially wish it.”

good dividendson their p ittle invost-
ts, and the Manag itapointt

poy thedividends with delightful regularity.
They fluctuated o little from hali-year to
ho,lL{enr, but werealways goed ; and the
jovial directors, nover disappointed in their
own official remuneration, were perennially
prepared to takeso satisfactory a state of
things as it was; and to congratulate the
happy sharelioldera. It was the old, old
story,of course; and the pinch was now grow-
ing severe and relemtless on the manager.

%[‘he details of loans and liabilities and
other bad tidings knocking at the handsome
door in Pall Mall need not be gone intohere;
but they began to knock with no uncertain
sound; and the half-yearly meeting for the
exchange of dividends and congratulations
wasg very close at hand. In fact, it was not
a fortninght off ; and hundreds of the annui-
tants had a monthago begum to borrow on
the strength of the never-failing expecta-
tions.

Henry Loring sat at his table in the office
one morning with bis brows knit, The
secretary was lounginsg against the mantel-

tmadea

s y
« Aliright,” said, Longfield. * Just as
you please.”

. . . . . . . .

As Arthur Loring could not be certain
that it would not be his fate to lodge in St
George’s barracks as a recruit next night, he

roceoded that ovening to confide to the

eoping of his uncle Ralph the only thing
belonging to him on which he sot value.
This was his mother's portrait ; and after a
tender and silent farewell to the sweet
familiar face, he wrapped the picture up and
started for Chelsea. The young fellow had
an unsettled idea of leaving it with the ser-
vant at the door and a morbid intention of
afterwards] walking about until he was
fatigued, and then of sleeping with the other
waifs and vagabonds of London it'St James’s
Park, He felt that he wag come down al-
most to thatlev:l; and Maud Lavelle, to
his hopeless fancy, was now an unreachable
star for evermore in the highest heaven
above his head.

As he came to the door, an odd thing hap-
pened, which ho eoon dssmissed from hia-

mind just then, but which he had reason to
think of afterwards. His unclo was eaying
‘* Good-night” toa broad-chested clergy-
man, when he beheld his nephew, and ex-
claimed : * Hullo, Tom—hero is my nephew
Arthur Loring.”

. The clergymen turned with considerable
interest, and shook bands with Arthurina
specially cordial manner. ¢ I am delighted
to know you, Mr. Loring, ” he said genially,
oand took his departure,’

*“The finest fellow in England,” said
Uncle Ralph, as they went up-staira. ““It
is good to know a man likke Tom Thoraton. 1
bave know him since we were at Winchest-
er toglether a8 boys.—What have yoa in the

reel

Arthur put tho parcel on the table and
made for the door, hesitated an instaut, aud
then returned and burst into tears.

Instend of speaking, Ralph took the
packet and opened it, gazing in silence for
some minutes on the sweet face of the lad’s
mother. Then he covered it again reverent-
ly, and laid it back on the table. ¢ Poor
boy, poor boy,” he said, very gently; *it is
bard. I know how bard it is. Now,as I
daresay we shell see little more of each other
after this, 1 want to tell you some family
history., A few words will do it, but they
will contain a good deal.”

. *Idon’t know, uncle, that I have much
interest now in anything.”

1t is too soon to say that, my poor boy,
at two-and twonty—even if you do eolist a4
asoldier. Wo never know whatnay occur,
g0 I think it beat to tell you.”

¢ 1t is about my uncle Henry, I suppose ?”

¢“It is about that gentleman. He has been
& successful scoundrei, there’s no doube.
Look at the rich wife he has ; to be sure, he
can't touch her money, but the income from
it is no joke, I tell you. And that isn’t all.
T have just heard—by a private but trust-
worthy informant—that Maud Lavelle is to
be married to the secretary Longfield this
week ; and I know what the baste means.”

“Whet does it mean ?” asked Arthur
Loring faintly. Poor fellow ; he was think-
ing only of what it meant for himself, and
for the girl who was being sacrificed.

“It means that the Annuitants’ office is
on the edge of a crash, from which a prompt
and lorge slice of the gitl’s fortune is the
only thing to save it. Your uncle is getling
ready to abandon the concern that he has
pavigated to ruin ; but he dosen’t want to

ot out of it in the smoke of an explosion.
%e will ieave that to others,”

““Then thereis & bargain between him
and Longfield?”

““Just so. It is the condition on which
Longficld obtains his wife. The arrange-
ment is a good onc for both—the men, I
mean,”

‘¢ How did they come together—Longfield
and my uncle?”

** Birds of afeather—you know the pro-
verb? 1t is very sad for poor Maud Lavelle,
~1 wish you bad come on the ground sooner;
ylolu 'could have won her in spite of them
allt”

It was not kindness on the part of the
inconsiderate old man o torture Arthur
Loriug in this fashion.

“I thought, uncle” said the latter, ina
voice that was frought with pain and re-
proach, ‘it was another subject you wanted
to speak about.”

‘“Ay, ay; but they are both so related,
you see. And my feelings get the better of
me sometimca.—%Vell. %;cnry Loring? I
will say no more about ker’—he looked at
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