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TWO ARTFUL SCHEMERS.

THE SCHEMERS,

It was not absolute destitwtion, nor were the two hevoes afflict-
ed with the modern pessimism that looms so largely in the literature
of the day; on the contrary, Ted Delaunay, chronieally hard up,
always took n rosy view of his surroundings, and Jimmic Bells
methods mizht be deseribed as chavacterised by perennial boyish
vivacity 3 moreover, he was blessed with a happy disposition and n
sunny temperament, and debis,

Mr, Edwmid Delaunay was in the War Otlice, salary €180 per
anuum--* perfeetly aidiculous, ” he acknowledged, and  always
laughed about ity and Jimmic Bell had top-tloor chambers in that
funny little court off Holborn, hnown as Barnard’s Inn. Now, af
anything would damp a man’s spirits and 1ender him a prey to
sloomy  fuiebholdings, a daily  residence in the  smoke-begrimed
dinginess of Barnaird's Innought to du it; but, biess your eyes, Mr.
James Bell would sit at the open window and gaze mto the little
dead-alive square with the liveliest satistaction.  He used to speculate
about the antique-looking houses opposite and wonder when they
would fall in from old age, admire the straight simplicity of the
three lamp-posts, and remon whether the stunted trees intended to
have a leat this summer—not that he cared, he said, the count-y
wag good enough for him, aud when he wanted leaves he kuew
where they were. He was perfeetiy fealess abont briefs—that is,
hie never got in a fricht about any coming his way.

Like many other youthful barristers, he did press wak.  He
had lately written an amusing though thoughitul article, entitled,
“A New Way to Rewmove Old Whinkles, ™ which had ! cen ar once
published in the  London Lady's Journal, ™ aich, influential, and
widely-civculated paper  Jimmic Bell was sitting ar the open
window with tie cheque in his pocket, smoking expensive cigars, a
box of which he had ordered but had not paid for; he had abo a
crumpled-up note in the other pocket lrom the editor, saving he
wonld be glad of anather article upon the same topic. It seems
there had been a ron on the paper that week, and the buyers were
not all women.  Wrinkles are the baue of fashionable lite. A
Jewess had once told Bell how to get 1id of them, hence his my-
sterious knowledge.

[t never rains but it pours.  The postman coming upstaivs hand-
ed him a letter ; it proved to be from an American editor, and con-
tained a cheque for a hunrdred dollars,  Bell smoothed it out on his
writing ta’ ie, opened a bottle of ale, aud returned to the open
window,

« Ishall go to the country to-morrow and sce it there are any
leaves.”  This airy remark was made to Mrs. Baggs, the char-wo-
wan of the chambers, who had entered in a desnltory way atter the
postmian, and was now supposed to be sweeping up the neat room.
Inacality she was making a trightful doat,

Mrs Bages was accustomed 1o tike things literally.  Her ife
was toe hard to develop humour; she always had a tired, sct ex-
pressgon,
from *“her gentleman, ™ and merely asked if < Mr. Bell was conin
back immejately, as she might have a spring cleanin’, bein’ con-
sidered wholesome this time o° year, a matter of two shillinz for the
ole day.”

“ You can spring-clean all over the place, Mrs. Daggs, only
don’t touch my desk.  Ull be away two or three days, no doubt. ”

To tell the truth, he had not expected to receive the American
cheque so promptly ; it was in payment of a long and ‘ivacious
article he had written under the remarkable title of ¢ Royal Rabbitts,”
which was simply a number of minute details respecting European
rulers, their numerous offspring, their lives, what they did with
them, and how well paid they were for living.

Amcrica, generally speaking, revels in the daily details of
Royalty, the inside track of State junketings, and the bottom facts
of aristocratical error, though they pretend they do no not; most
amusing pretence, which their newspapers typographiclly deny
cvery day.
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She was likewire inured to all and auy kiod of remarks |

{

About hall past four Ted Delaunay walked i, baving finished
reading the **Fimes ™ at the War Oflice, and otherwise got through
the official howst the two men geeted cach other wul the ine
formality of oll ticnds. ,

*Take woeizar? ™ said Bell © They've Espanolas ™ His friendg
sefected one from the boy,

“ 1 was just admiring the view

1) hange the view,” said Delaunay, © do you know, Junmie,”
he continued laughing, *+it’s most vidicnlous, but I'ns hard up.”

“ No, I know it doesa’t matter at all; but I've lately heen':
thinking out a scheme to settle ourselves—it seems monstrous that
souand 1 at our age eannot do as we hike,
you w

Let's see, how old are

«Im twenty-cight

“ And how wach do you vonsider you are worth ?™

“ I'm worth fise thousand a year’

* Well ! that's the figure T eompute myself at.”

¢ Oh, then—have you heard of the heiress?” (It will be scen
by this that the conversation had turned wpon an oll subject of
theirs )

I have.™

* Good ! how old is she?™

* Au clderly forty.”

o She's not fifty 1s she:™

© Well, you know how dithicndt it is to tell a woman's age.”

«Is she in town, Ted 7™

o Mo, she lives at Park Lendge, Compton-1oad, Easthourne, and
she's got onr fizure, €5.000 4 year.”

“Gool! What are you going to duo.”

« We're going to save her lite.”

« Bat it tsu’t in danger, s it? "

** Not yet—Dbut that can be arranged.”

* That's all very well,” commented Jimumie Bell, lighting a
fresh cigar, ¢ bnt,” talking between the puils, ¢ [ don’t sce it—two
men ean’t”—putf —marry one woman ™

* Now listen.  You remember my cousin, Ay Tudor?  Well,
of conrse, her father has smashed 3 most ridiculous, all Jier family
are out and abroad ;. Amy, cleverest of the ot, has gone as a
campanion to this Miss Carmichael of Eastbourne.  Now, I should
want your assistauce or you would want mine, so we'll toss up who
proposes for her. Lend me half-a-ccown to toss with.”

Bell gave him the evin.

“ Whoever wins the toss govs in for the heiresss, and upon the
warriaze day pavs to the other one—that i, the loser—€1,000
cash down, it consideration of his affording the uttermost mntual
help and sympathy during the courtship.™

« That scems fair aud reasonable,” said Jimmie Dell.

** Here, Jim, you'd better toss up,” exclaimed Delauncy, sud-
denly growing and looking comically mervous. ¢ 1 wmade the
scieme, you know, so you'd hetter toss.”

Bell span the coin and canght it.

“ Woman ! Sudden death !” cried Delauney.

« It is,” remarked the spinner. < You've got her, old fellow
~—1')l see vou through—when shall we go down?

** Have you got anyihing clse to drink except beer?
brandy seltzer.”

I'd like a

¢ Brandy's in the cupboard—I say,” raising his voice, ** Mrs.
Baggs, just run over and order in a dozen seltzer at once.  Better
bring two or three bottles with you.”

Mrs Bagas, who always worked with her bennet on, appeared
for a second, dusty and dispirited, asked if she was to pay for it,
and receiving an answer in the negative, slowly clattered down-
stairs, along the paved passage, past the quaint Hall of the Inn,
stopped a few minutes to pass the time o’ day with a laundress she
et with a basket of clothes; dnifted into Iolborn a tired speck in
a hmirying throng, and got lost down a side street.

¢ Lok here” said Jimmie Bell, looking highly clated, * xc'll
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* Never mind.” I
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