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UNFINISHED BUSINESS. 31

rreat
tuia-
usJy
'onar

men A little woman with a shawl drawn over

her Bhouldere, and held with one small brown
hand, approached him timidly:

"I Kiteak not ths> English well," she said

ffently " but I have readf much. I have read

inihe plnyri of your tfkakespeare. I would like

to say to you tne M'ds ol! Uoealind to Urlaiido,

when he did flKht : 'Sir, you have wrestled well,

and have overthrown more than your eneii<ies.'"

And with theoB words shu was gone.

Yet not BO quickly but that pretty Mrs. Hop-
kinson, coming -as Victrix always comes to

Victor—to thank the great irenaior, alteit the

facesof his escorts were shrouded in gluom. saw
tho shawled Hgure disappear.

•* There," she said, pinching Wiles mischiev-
ouslv, "there 1 that's the womau you were
afraid of. Look at her. Look at that di e-iS. Ah,
Heave s ; lonk at thai shawl. Didn't I tell you
she hiid no style ?'

.' Who is sher said Wiles, sullenly.
•* Carmen de Haro. of course," said the lady,

vi^ aciouslv. " ^v hat are you hurrring away so

lor? You're absolutely pulling me along.'

Mr. Wiles had just caught sight of the travel-

worn face of Koyal Thatcher mong the crowd
that thronsjed the staircase. Thatcher appeared

Eftle and distrait ; Mr. Harlowe, his counsel, at

is side, rallied him.
.

" No one would think you had just got a new
lease of vour property, and escaped a great swin-

d'e. What's the matter with you'< Miss De
Haro pasBcd us just now. It wub she who spoke
to the Senator. Why did you not recognize

her i"
" 1 was thinking," said Thatcher, gloomily.
" Well, yuu take things coolly I And certainly

yoa are not veiy demonstrative towards the

woman who saved you to-day. For as sure as

you live it was she who drew that speech out of

the Senator."
Thatcher did not reply, but moved away. He

htid noticed Carmen De Haro, and was about
to greet her with mingled pleasure and embar-
rassment. But he had heard her compliment to

the Senator, and this strong, preoccupied, auto-

mat c man, who only ten days before had no
thought beyond his property, was now thinking
more of that compliment to another than of hid

success—and was beginning to hate the Senator
who had saved him. the lawyer whostooa be
Hide him, ani even the little figure that had
tripped down the steps unconscious of him.

CHAPTER XVL
AND WHO FO GOT IT.

It was somewhat inconsistent with Royal
Thatcher's embarrassment and sensitiveness

that he should, on leaving the Capitol, order a
can-iageand drive directly to the lodgings of

Miss De Haro. That on finding she was no at

home he should become again suiky and suspi-

cious and even be ashamed of the honest im-
pulse that led him there, was, I suppose, man-
Jike and natural. He felt that he nad done all

that courtesy required ; he had promptly an-
swered her dispatch with his presence. If she
chose to be absent at such a m(»inent, he had at

least had done his duty. In short, there was
scarcely any absurdity of the imagination which
J hio once practical man did not permit himself
to indulge in, yet always with a certain con-

sciousness that he was allowing his feelings to

run away with him—a fact that did not tend to

make him better humoured, and rttther incline>i

him to place the responsibility of the elopement
to somebody else. If Miss De Hare had been
home, etc., etc., and not going into ecstaoies

over speeches, etc., etc., and had attended to

her business—t.e., being exactly what he had
supposed her to be—all this would not have
happened.

' lam aware that this will not heighten the
leadei-s itbpect fur my hero. But 1 lancy that
the imp'irceptibiepiogret^^sof asinceiu passion
In the matured strong niun U apt to be marked
with even more than the usual haste and ab-
surdity of callous y<.uth. Tho fever that runs
rlui ill the veins of the robust is apttu pusri your
ailing weakling by. Possibly there n ay be
Sunie iiumuiilt> in luocuiuliun. It is Lothario
who is always seii-posseused and d es and says
tho light thing, Willie pour honeBi Cwlebs be-
comes i-idlculoos with genuine euiotiun.
He rejoined his luwyei in no vciy gracious

mood, i'ne chauibii s occupitu by Mr. ilariowe
were in the basement ot a )jrivateuwellingunco
'-'ccui led and made hiuturic by an Uon<jurubk-
Somebody, who, however, wa remembered
by the landlord and the last tenant. Ther^ were
various bhelvcs in the Wuils divided into com-
partments, sarcast.cally known a .

'* pltfcon
holes," la which the dove of peace had never
rested, but which still perpetuated, i >

theli legends, the feuds and animosi-
ties of feuitors now but common dust
together. There was a portrait, apparently or a
cherub, which on nearei hispeetion turned out
tu be a famous English Lord Chancellor In his
tlowiug wig. There were bouks whh dreary,
uneiillvenlng titles—egotistic always, as re-
curdiug Smith's opinions on this, and Jones'
commentaries on that. There was a handbill
tucRed on the wall, which at first ottered hila-
rious suggesilons ol! a circus or a steamboat ex-
cursion, but, vhich turi.ed out only to be a
sherlfi's sale, 'i here were several oddly-shaped
putkageslu iiewfcpaper wrappings, mysterious
andawlul In dark comers, that might have con-
tained forgotten law pai^ers on the previous
week's w shing of the eminent counsel. There
were one cr two newspaptrs, whlsh at fltst 01-

feied entertaining piospects to the waiting
client, butalways pruveu to be a law record or a
fcupreme Court decision. There was the bust 01
a late distinguished jurist, which apparently
had never been dusted since he hlmseif became
dust, and had already grown a perceptibly dusty
moustache on his severely-judicial upper lip. It
was a cheerless place in tne sunshine uf day ; ai
night, when it ought, by every suggestion ot its

du&ty past, to have been leit to lue vengeful
ghosts, tne greater par' ^>f whose hopes and pas-
sions were recordea ai.u gathered tnere ; wtien
in the do.] k the dead hands of forgotten men
were stretched from their dusty graves lo turn
ble once more for their old title deeds ; at night,
when it was lit up by flaring gaslight, the noi-
low mockery of this dissipation was so apparent
that people in the streets, lookin^^ through the
illuminated windows, felt as If the privacy of a
family vault had been intruded upon by body-
snatchc rs.

tj, Koyal 'I'hatcher glanced around the room,
took la ail Its dreary suggestions in a hait-
weary, half-lndlfferent sort oi way, and dropped
into the lawyer's own revolving chair as tnai
gentleman entered from an adioiniug room.

*• Well, you got back soon, 1 see," said Har-
lowe, briskly.

" yes," said his client, without looking up, and
with this notable distinction between himself
and all other previous clients, that he seemed
absolutely less interested than ti.e lawyer.
" Yes, I'm here, and upon my s^ul 1 don't ex-
actly know why."
" You told me of certain papers you had dis-

covered," said the lawyer, suggestively.
•* O, yes," returned Thatcner, with a slight

yawn. * * I've got heresome papers somewhere "

—he began to feel In his coai-pocket languidly—
"but, by the way, this is a rather dreary and
God-forsaken sort of place i Let's go up to


