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HARD TO BEAT.
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PREFACE.

WHEN these stories were written, more than four years ago, they
were somewhat hastily prepared for weekly public:ition, and some
things crept into them which calmer consideration has shown me

it would have been wiser to omit. In preparing the stories
therefore, for publication for the first time.in book form, I have
carefully re-written them, making some alterations which I hepe
may prove improvements, without changing the plots or materially
altering the language. "I would fain repeat the experiment I
tried three years ago when I published ““ Thompson’s Turkey,” of
asking my readers to send me candid criticisms of the book, butits
want of success then somewhat deters me. Out of some five
hundred and odd persons who purchased the book not one complied
with my request to criticise it; and the only criticism from my
readers which I received was one from a lady to whom I bhad
presented a copy. However, I am naturally hopeful, and will
trust in having a better return this time, and, therefore, request
every reader to send me his or her candid opinion of these stories’
(either signed or not, as the writer pleases) to my Post Office
address, Box 1,413, Montreal. It will not cost much time or
money, and will be a great source of gratification to me. I not
only want people to buy and read my book, but I would very.
much like to know what they think of it.

JOHN A PHILLIPS,

MoNTREAL, April, 1877.
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PROLOGUE:

YOUTHFUL LOVES.,

SCENE L

IN THE JAWS OF DEATH.

May the nipeteenth, eighteen hundred and fifty-four; time, 8ix
o'clock in the evening; place, St. Leonard’s churchyard, in the
Island of Barbadoes, West Indies.

The fierce tropical sun had sunk to rest, and the brief half hour
of fitfal light which comprises West Indian twilight was drawing

to a close. The day had been intensely warm; the sun had shone - u

with that fierce withering heat known only in the tropics, and
under which nature seems sometimes to collapse, and all life and

vigor to be scorched out of every animate and inanimate thing.

At last he declined in the west, sinking down in a blaze of blood-

. red glory, and throwing his rays far into the heavens in a magni-

ficent burst of departing splendor. No evening breeze sprung

up after his setting, as is usual on the small sea-girt islands of
the West Indies ; the very wind seemed too prostrated by the heat

to blow, and, after a short ineffectual effort, the breeze sighed itself

wearily away, and nature seemed to hold its breath preparatory

to a grand outburst of fury. The air was terribly close and

oppressive ; a leaden weight seemed to press it down, the frequent

flashes of sheet lightning showed the atmosphere heavily charged -
@ with electricity ; and the quickly gathermg clouds told of a fast

8 approaching storm.

B The chapel of Saint Leonard’s is proba.bly the most pecuhar in

@the West Indies, where buildings are usually low, broad, and

flat-roofed ; and it would seem strangely familiar to a Canadian.

It is long, narrow, high, and has a singularly steep roof, framed

expressly to throw off the snow—an unknown luxury in the
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vogion where the Titte chnguel atmda, 6 wnacin et huitt aftor
the maodel ot a vhareh nonye Gunboe of whivh g nepliew of the
Bisbp of Darbadoss waa paator at the time 86 Loonael’s wie
ittt he hind sent a photogeaph of his cheelc to his wnele, aid
the old man, thinking that aa gooid o model e a church ag hi

“needad, had the chaped bailt sfter the patteen of the Uandinn
churel, A€ the enstorn omd vises atadl, thin spive with oopcholes
e e bellas but there i only vne ball, sl that s nol wweot.
tonad it had boen tolling monentully neavly allday on thia nine
toonth of May, and the old bandy logged negro who (el e poal;
of bollvingwe had gone (o sleep with his oot in tlw Botbrispe wnd
vontinued 1o tolldismally in his slnmber,

The churehyand nt Saint Leimnnd's i n pretly one g even then,
eightoen vears ngw, befire the dwarColives amd willows wern (ully
wrown, i1 had a boantitil appenrance. The chapel stnds ahout,
one hundied and ity vands o the rond, and g on top of n little
Al vimingy ina gentle slope eom the road to s elevation of nhout,
Ay feet. A Droad civenlar drive sweepa ap to within ten yneds
o the poreh, and s thinged on both sides with dwne olive trees,
while peeping out through the lenvea ave seen numerous white
marhle tombstones, neat fvon vailings, modest. wonden hendbonrds,
and, here. and there, 8 bad of woaer or other flowiers, tonded by
some Toving hand which endenvored. to keep beautitul the spot
wheve: some thend or velative reposed.  The cometery in sbout
Talt & mile fom Bridgetown, thr enough to. ba temoved from its
notse and bustle; and a holy, peacetul quiet usually pervaded the
precinets of the dend, broken ouly by the merry twitter of' thae hinds
ax they winged their way to their evening rest, or the shouts of
laughter fhom an adjoining field where some children wore wont §
to play. : ’

Qn thiz partienlar evening, however, the churchyard bove little
of 1ts ususl aspect ;- the plot of ground within the cirenlar drivo
was the scene of & weird and terriblo animation, such as had
never defore been witnessed on the island, and such as, T trust, may
never be seen there again. The scourge of cholera had been
sweeping over Bridgetown and its suburbs for the past weok, and
‘hundreds were daily falling vietims to its violence.  Standing at
the chapel door—amid & garden of tube-roses, tiger lilios, gera-
niums and other flowers and shrubs which grew in profusion in
3 peat little enclosure extending around the chapel—one could
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whnoar n atrangs and fantaatio sesnn, more fike sams pitturn of
pidemonitm than a laaf from vend G in the ninetostitl contiry.

R duak 3 the Ry lingering enyn of the aediing stn o
mﬂ( vivil ononich o aave the pesne from total diekesa, yot Infl g
in e ameortaing ghinpnering lht, wnd the gquickly  peathering
maaarie of ek, eoin daden elowdas thraw o deap shados aver the
ontth, sl aliat oot the light of the alars,  On the ezteeme right.
of the plol of gronnid swithin the eirfmlar thrive was o hoee pit,
soemingly (hirly or furly funt sywiee ; near it wers anvoral Linging
tor bnevels throwing o loeid tight inty the elosing wight ;. ont iy
the eontra of the plob were othey pite, and aeattersd aemind soro
rome dogen or o e haresls nll nhings. -

I these pite, noar thees pita, and pited on snapicions-lonking
moutids of earth in the vicinity of the tar buerals, wers ntumoroms
henpa of lime which shone with o ghastly whitestoss undor the
flickeving light of the blaging ter. Purthor awny on the right, ..
where the fieal vietitme bl hean buried - were large minhors of
newly marde graves, coversd with lime, thrmgh which s sickly
phosphorescent. light made its way, and gave furth o pals blrish
fame, sich ania popudarly connected with ghosts, e the cisanlar
drive were numerons henraes, carts, earvingos, waggons, afl fflad |
with nh-xmL bodies ;. one vehicle fraquantly containing soveral, n,nd
the hefirses hnving eorpros steapped on their tops s wall as thres
or four inside.  NBome of these corpees were in coffins, some wrap-
B o in tar shoets, mome clothed in the garments they hwl died in
Qand some with searcoly any covering o hide “their nakodness,
Undar the torrible fene of infection, mothers forsonk their ehildren,
Biusbands dosortod thoir wives mmrl y sl who conld flod from f,he
plagnestrickon vietima, and they were loft to die alune, -As they
tliod, 8o were thoy buried, 0o time 10 make coffing, no one to make
}mm i no time for mourning friends, no one to mourn for them ;
o timo for anything, but to hurry them to the pits. and bastily
over thom with their mothor earth. Bo quickly was this done

I somo cayes that frequently cholera vietims were baried within

o hours after the breath had left their bodies. The manner of

terment was simple. Moving about incessantly in the terrible

oom of the graveyurd were fantastic looking figures, appearing
b the ghastly light like demons gloating over the wreck of human
fe. They were the grave-diggers, swarthy negroes with coarse

utish faces, and callous hearts who filled: their solemn and fear-
pl vocation with hardened recklessness ; laughing, joking, singing,

ta
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they threw the corpses into the yawning pits as carelessly as they
would have thrown sacks of oats. Most of them were stripped to
the waist ; their black, oily skins, glowing with perspiration, glit-
tered in the strong glare of the tar barrels, and shimmered like
the slippery skin of an eel. With steady, constant labor they
seized each corpse or coffin by the head and feet—one grave-digger
at each end—and with a  one, two, three,” sent it rolling into the
pit, then a bucketful of lime was cast in and the burial was com-
plete, all but filling in the earth when the pit was full.

No! Not quite complete; the faithful minister of God stood firm
to his post, unterrified by the awful plague, unmindful of the
terrible blow which the dread disease had struck at himself, taking |
from him the wife who had cheered, helped and comforted him - §
for a quarter of a century; heedless of the rising tempest, and
fearless of the dreadful contagion everywhere around him, the
noble old man stood amid the heaps of dead, and poured forth in
fervent tones the solemn words of the burial service over each
pitful of victims. * His ample surplice fell in snowy folds around
him, his thin white hair floated gently in the breeze, and as he
raised his eyes to Heaven uttering the solemn words, ¢ In sure and
certain faith of the resurrection of the dead,” he looked almost
angelic; and his tall commanding figure stood forth in bold relief,
the one bright spot in the dark gloomy scene, telling of peace
beyond the sky, and of a glorious hereafter for those whom the
sudden coming of a swift and terrible death had found prepared to
meet their Maker. A - .

Near the pit on the left which the negroes were filling, was a
heap of four coffins, just deposited from one hearse, and all brought | ﬂ
from one house; two of them evidently contained adults, and the
others children, one coffin being very small as if containing a child
of three or four years. The negroes had thrown several bodies |
into the pit, and approaching the heap of coffins seized the largest
of the two containing children, and threw it into the dark yawning §
gulf. The weight being light the coffin was thrown forward with |
considerable force, and, striking against another already in the pit, §
it was broken and the body of a boy, apparently twelve or four-
teen years old, swathed in the garments of the grave, rolled out, 5
and lay amongst the coffinless corpses in the pit.

The rude shock seemed to have brought back the fleeting spirit
to resent the outrage offered the inanimate clay; a.faint sigh
escaped the pale, firmly-closed lips; the head moved feebly on one
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side; the tightly-clenched teeth and strongly-clasped hands, with
the finger nails buried deep in the palms, telling of cramps, slightly
relaxed; the drawn and distorted limbs made an effort to
straighten themselves, and animation seemed to be again returning
to what was considered a corpse. In a few seconds the eyelids
slightly parted, and the boy looked about him in a dreamy, half
unconscious sort of way, as if only partly realizing his position.
At last he seemed to become aware of his perilous situation, and,
unable to move or speak, a deep, bitter groan escaped him, as his
whole mind cried out against the terrible fate of being buried alive.
“QOh, golly! What'sdat?” exclaimed one of the grave-diggers,
staring in affright into the pit from whence the sound proceeded.
“ Look a-here Jim,” he continued to.another grave-digger, who was
near him, ¢ dar's sumting berry curious agwine on har. I s’pecs
it’s a ghost.” :
“You's a fool, Mingo, ” replied the polite Jim, *ghosts is got
sumting better to do than go fooling about churchyards. Gi’ me
a han’ wid this un,’an’ we’ll soon settle the ghost.”
“ O-h-h h!" came in a long, deep groan from the pit, and both
negroes started back in terror.
“Dar, I tole ye s0,” exclaimed Mingo. “It's de debbil sure—
Oh, golly! I seen’im wag he tail.”
“’Taint no debbil,” responded the matter-of:fact Jim, * debbil
too busy now to go lying down in holes to get cubber up 1It’s
one of dem corpses cum to life again. Fling in sum mo’ dirt
afore he kin get out. We aint got no time to fool away wid dead
‘fokes dat want to cum to life again. He orter fine out he wasn’t
dead afore he cum here. Too late now to bodder wid him.’

" “But say, Jim; ef he aint dead we aint got no bissness to bury
him. We’s paid to bury dead fokes, not live uns.”

“'Taint no different, Mingo; de man orter be ded ; an’ ef he
aint, he sune will be when you cubber ’em up; so shubbel in the
dirt.”

“Blest ef I does,” responded Mingo, “ye can cubber ’em up
yourself’; I aint agwine to bury no live people.”

“’Ell sune enuf be dead,” said the imperturbable Jim, taking
up a spadeful of earth and throwing it over the body.

The slight shock of the earth striking him, seemed to infuse
desperate strength into the weak frame of the boy, and half
raising himself on one elbow, he cried in a faint voice,—

“Help!”
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‘“Blowed ef I'se agwine to see a live man buried dead,” said
~ Mingo springing into the pit.

‘“ Here, Jim,” he" shouted a moment later, ¢ God- a—mercy, ef

"taint Massa Harry. Here ye onhuman ole mgger len’ me a han’
an’ get 'em out of de hole.” »

Jim finding the boy was really alive assisted Mingo in lifting
him out of the pit, and laying him by its sxde The sensation of
relief at his rescue from & terrible death, and the i immense revul-
sion of feeling proved too much for the feeble strenvth of the
almost dying boy, and he relapsed into a state of unc‘onsciousness,
from which he was slowly roused by the constant and tender
attention of Mingo.

Meanwhile the clergyman had approached the. group, and as
he came near started with surprise and exclaimed, ¢ Mercifal
Powers! What is this? Some unfortunate being almost buried
alive ?” , - )

“Golly, massa, he had a mity tite squege for it. Two minnits
mo’ an’ he was adead boy fursure,” said Mingo; “but I tinks he's
all rite now. I'se agwine to tak ’em home rite away.”

“Who is he,” asked the clergyman, ‘“ who has thus been saved
from being hurried into his Maker’s presence before his time ? ”’

“ Massa Harry Griffith.”

“ Harry Griffith! Poor fellow; the life you have saved Mingo
will bé blank enough, for he has not a relation left in the world.”

“Is de ole man dead, sah?” asked Mingo, Wlth a touch of re-
gret and respect in his voice.

“ Yes; he died this morning shortly after his wife; and it was
thought both children had followed their parents. The cholera
took every soul out of that house, except, it appears, the one
which hag been so mercifully restored to life. Poor fellow, poor
fellow,” he continued, looking sadly at the boy. ¢I.know not
where to send him. My own home is the abode of sickness and
death, and I almost fear to ask anyone toreceive him, although
there is little fear of contagion now.”

“An’ so de ole man’s gone,” said Mingo half soliloquizing, I
knowed de ole man ebber since he war knee high to a grasshopper,
an’ now he gone dead. Wall, wall, I ’specs we’s all agwine dat
road purty sune. I tinks, Massa Parson,” he continued, “T better
tak 'em to Miss Morton; I ’specs she don’t care nuffin 'bout col-

“lerer, an’ de ole man an’ she was grate frens.”

B 8 & 5° 0 950 red et p oo sy
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“You are right, Minge, the very person. Mrs. Morton is a
good, worthy soul, and has been of immense service to the poor
and suffering in this trying time. Take him there.”

A stretcher was soon procured, the boy placed on it, and Mingo
and one of his fellow-laborers bere it to Mrs. Morton’s house which
was quite close to the graveyard.

m—

SCENE II.

IN THE ARMS OF LOVE.

Mes. MorTON was a widow with two children, the eldest, Char-
lie, was about seventeen, and his sister, Mary—or as she was gen-
erally called, Mamie—was two years younger. Mrs. Morton’s
husband had been dead several years, but she remained a widow,
preferring to devote her life to training her children to accepting
any of the offers she had to change her condition.” Her husband
had left her moderately, but not bountifully provided for; and
although the neat little cottage on Eagle Hall road belonged to
her; she frequently found it difficult to make both ends meet, un-
" til Charlie reached the age of fourteen, when he left school and
went to business with an old friend of his father’s, who was a com-
mission merchant, and the small salary allowed him helped to
meet the family expenses. Charlie—no one ever called him any-
"thing else—had not been what is called ¢ a smart boy ” at school ;
quiet, patient, persevering, he had won his way to a good position
in his class by dint of hard application; not a high place, scarcely
high enough to be above mediocrity, but better than was expected
of him. Diffident and shy, retiring in manner, rather awkward, -
and not at all self-asserting, he had attained the soubriquet of
“Stupid;” not a very enviable appellation, and one which he
really did not deserve ; for under that sluggish exterior there was
more strength of purpose, more determination and more energy
than he was given credit for. When he left school he selected to

go into business in preference to studying for a profession ; influ-
_enced mainly by a desire to afford some assistance to his mother
and sister as speedily as possible, and.in this he had been partially
successful, thanks to his close application more than to his aptness
for commerecial pursuits.
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He would have preferred to have been a lawyer; he had an idea
that he was intended by nature for that rara avis, an honest law-
yer; but he knew his mother could ill afford the expense of a
college education for him, and he also felt that it might be many
long years before he could expect to attain affluence, or even a
bare competency by the practice of law, even if he were successfal,
which was doubtful; therefore, he gave up his own wishes and
turned his attention to pursuits which promised more immediate
remuneration.

Charlie had one idol; he loved his mother with tender filial
affection ; but he fairly 1dohzed his sister, Mamie. All his hopes,
all his plans, all his thoughts and cares for the future were based
on her happiness, and all his finely-built castles in the air had her
- for their presiding deity. No dream of success or hope of great-
ness was complete without her to share it ; it was for her he had
given up his own wish to become a lawyer, and adopted commerce,
as it promised & shorter and more.direct road to wealth; for her
sake he labored hard at mastering the uncongenial mysteries of
exchange and foreign values; for her sake he sat late into the
night studying the. history of the commerce of various nations,

reading of great discoveries and inventions of the day, and striv-

ing hard to solve that-unsolvable problem, the short and easy road
to wealth. Many times he thought he had found a certain path,

“but abandoned the idea when he found it would take years to ac-
complish. '

Years, years; ah! how long they seem to youth with all its
bounding ambition ; and how terribly short and startlingly fleet-
ing they .appear to our more mature conceptions. Ten years seems
a lifetime to a boy of fifteen, and he would with difficulty be per-
suaded to enter on any enterprise which would need that period
“to accomplish; but ten years to a man appears a short time to
wait, if the end to be gained is sure; and how many men of sixty,
seventy and even eighty years of age do we see entering on specu-
lations from which they can expect no return for ten or fifteen
years, and doing so with little or no heed to the time necessary. to
wait for a fulfilment of their hopes, and unmindful of the fact that
they will not, in all probablhty, live to see their hopes realized.

Mary Morton was in some respects a peculiar girl; peculiar in

 appearance, for she had that rare combination, raven black hair,
bright, sparkling light blue eyes, and a clear, creamy complexion

" with ruddy cheeks. Young as she was, she gave promise of great §

D 8B et bk o o L
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beauty, and, like all pretty girls, she was conscious of it, and some-
what disposed to be a little proud—a trait in her character which
was not lessened by Charlie’s almost slavish adoration. In tem-
per she was quite the reverse of her brother, quick, where he was
glow ; seizing on knowledge with avidity, where he could only
acquire by steady application; self-asserting, where he was diffi-
dent; bold, where he was timid; it was often told in jést by
their mother that it was a pity their.sexes had not been changed,
and Mamie born a boy. Charlie’s love to her was amply repaid ;
“no one was to her like him. From the early death of her father,
t Charlie had to some extent taken his place, and she‘looked up to
him for guidance and counsel, more than sisters usually do to an
elder brother. She understood him better too than any one else,
and could see what others failed to discern, that, under his shy,
modest exterior, there was a strength of character, and a depth
of purpose which none expected to find there, and which would
one day bear their fruits in his future life. It was a happy house-
hold, and, as yet, no thought of care or sorrow seemed to cast its
dark shadow over it.

* The lamps were not lit in the modest little parlor on this even-
ing of the nineteenth of May ; and Charlie was lying on a sofa by
the open window, gazing idly out into the closing night and build-
ing magnificent castles in the air, while the queen who was to
inhabit them sat at the piano in the darkened room, her fingers
' straying carelessly over the keys, and occasionally picking out the
notes of some plaintive air. It was afavorite fashion with them of .
spending the twilight hour, and, 1o Charlie at least, it was the most -
enjoyable period of the day ; tolie there gazing out into the night,
planning future greatness for his darling, and to have her playing
gentle, touching airs, was the perfection of bliss to him. Presently
| the music ceased, and Mamie looking up and noticing Charlie’s
absent manner, knew well he was indulging in a day dream, and
said gaily:
A penny for your thou«rhts, boy.” «“Boy” was a pet name
with her for her brother, and, indeed, she rarely called him any-
thing else; he rather liked it, too; if any body else called him a
‘boy he resented it, and intimated that he was a “ young man,”
but, somehow, from Mamie it appeared to have an ancient sound,
and to be in some inexplicable manner a sort of deferential
acknowledgment of his two years’ semonty ‘The sound of her
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* voice broke the spell of his dream and he turned on the sofa so §
as to face her as he said : .

“ They are worth more than a penny, child, although they were §
very sad.” Child” was his pet name for her, and she rather
liked it.

“Tell me what they are, boy, won’t you ?” she said, crossing to
the sofa and sitting by him; “tell its big sister who has been -
bothering the poor little boy to-day.” '

"““Nobody has been ¢ bothering the poor Tittle boy,”” he said §&
smiling, and smoothmg affectionately the long black hair which
fell unconfined over her shoulders ; “ I'was not thinking of myself,
I was thinking of the poor Griffiths; so sudden and so terrible.
The cholera seems to be spreading more and more, and I was |
thinking whether we eould not afford for you and mother to go to §
Saint Vincent until it is over ; the steamer leaves the day after to-
morrow, and I think we might manage it.” .

“ And leave you behind to die? Don’t get such a stupid notion §
in your head, boy, for, if we go, you go with us. But I don’t think @
mamma Will consent; she says if God wills that we should die of §
cholerd, we will die, no matter where we go; and if He does not, §
there is no danger for us anywhere ; and I believe so too, Charlie,
and I don’t like the idea of running away. Tell me about the

Griffiths; Mamma went there as soon as she heard Mrs. Griffith &

was dead, but she has been out all day and has not come back yet.”
“It was very sudden, and very sad: Mrs. Griffith was taken ill

early this morning, and died about ten o’clock ; her husband never [§

left her until he was seized with the cholera himself, and he died
within an hour after she did.” -
“Oh! T'mso gorry. Poor Harry! Poor Harry! What a dread- ;
fal blow for him.” .
“ Harry, Harry? ” said Charlie, with a puzzled, troubled air-
“Why, don’t you know? He left the house when he heard his |
mother had the cholera, and refused to go back. Poor fellow,
he was taken back dying two hours after, and was laid in the grave
with his parents and his sister, this evening. It almost looked
like a judgment on him for his conduct to his mother.’
¢ Oh, Charlie, Charlie, it can’t be true ! ” she’exclaimed, passion- §
ately, tlir()Wing herself on her knees by his side, and hiding her
face in her hands, while she sobbed as if her heart would break.
Charlie let her cry for some little time, smoothing her hair
" meanwhile, and caressing her in his fond affectionate way. Harry §
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Griffith had grown up almost as a brother with them, and his own
heart felt heavy enough at his sudden death: it was only natural
that Mamie should express great sorrow for the loss of her play-
mate. He waited for some time for her grief to spend itself, and
then said gently: ‘

¢ Come, come, Mamie, it's no use crying. Poor fellow, I feel
his loss heavily enough myself, but tears won’t bring him back;
and, after all, perhaps it is just as well ; you know his father was
utterly ruined by Danver’s running away, and I fear poor Harry'
would not have made a good man, if he had been ob]iged to fight
his way against the world.”

She drew back a little, and flashed up at him instantly, with
more anger in her tones than it was usual to find there :

“He was the noblest, best-hearted boy I ever knew ; and you
ought to be ashamed of yourself to speak of him so, Charlie, now
he is dead. Dead! dead! Oh,I can’t believe it!” and she threw
herself again on her brother’s shoulder, and burst into another
paroxysm of tears,

Charlie said nothing; but, as he looked down at her, his face
grew strangely stern, and a hard, cold look stole over it, which
was rarely seen-on that usually calm and open countenance. By

- degrees her sobs ceased, and she laid still for a few seconds, then
she raised her head, and putting her arms around Charlie’s neck
said, in a singularly calm and deliberate tone :

“You need never be afraid of my leaving you now; I shall
stay with you always, for I shall never get married now.”

“I hope not. I want you to be with me always, but, I sup-
pose it is only natural you should marry some time.”

“Not now. There was only one being for whose sake I could

. B ever have left mamma and you, and he is dead. You may smile,

Charlie, and think this is only a girl's fancy, but it is true; I feel.
f that I shall never love any man now, but you, and none enough
to marry him.”
“ And you would have married Harry ?”
"« Yes, that I would, when we were old enough.”
“Then I am glad he is dead! Yes,” he continued savagely
@ starting up, and pushing her slightly back from him by the move-
ment, “ I'm glad he’s dead, and I'd rather see you dead too, than
to think you should live to be the wife of a cold-blooded, hard-
Bhearted thing like that, who deserted his mother when she was
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dying, out of fear for his own safety, and who was selfish and
heartless to the core.”
All the latent strength of the young man’s character blazed up,

and all the bitterness of a naturally sweet nature was found out

in these few words. No one knew so well as Mamie the force of

the passions which burnt under her brother’s usually placid stoli- §

dity, and she stood for a moment, half frightened, looking at him
in amazement. While they were still looking into each other’s
eyes, hurried steps were heard on the gravel outside the window,
and a man’s voice cried out:

“ Massa Charles, Magsa Charles! op’n de do’ quick fur God-a-
mity sake.”

Brother and sister hurried to the door, and both started at sxght

of the burthen the men bore.
“Tt's Massa Harry,” said Mingo, “he ain’t ded.”

«Not dead'! Thank Heaven for that,” exclaimed Mamie, bend- |

ing over the limp figure of the one snatched from the grave, and §

imprinting a kiss on his cold, clammy forehead.
The boy opened his eyes for a moment, and gazed into the
‘bright blue orbs shining down on him, brimful of love and tender-

ness; and then the shadow of a smile flitted across his lips and @

he whispered :
“ Not quite, Mamie ; death almost had me, and I scarcely cared
whether he did or not, but I will try to live now, for your sake.’

¢« Live Harry, live for me.”” She threw her arms around him,}

and pressed him to her heart, while, with the help of the negroes,
he was taken into the house.

Charlie Morton stood a little apart, watching the scene, with a§

dark frown on his brow, but he neither spoke, nor offered to
interfere.

SCENE IIL

IN THE WASTE OF WATERS.

- UnDER Mrs. Morton’s experienced care, and Mamie’s gentle nursf
ing, Harry Griffith soon recovered health and strength ; indeed
it is one of the peculiarities of cholera that recovery is almost as
rapid in proportion as the disease, and if death does not come
quickly it does not come at all, and recovery is neither long mnor
doubtful. In a few days he was able to walk about the house§l
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and would even try short strolls in the garden, supported by
Mamie’s loving arm. She had watched over him with tender
solicitude the first night and day of his rescue from the grave,
! when he seemed to be sinking under the reaction on the nervous
system consequent on the immense shock he had received ; and
even now when there seemed no danger of a relapse, she still kept

& a watchful eye on his every movement, as if fearing without her

care some evil might happen to him. Charlie seemed to have
lapsed into his normal conditien of easy-going quietness, and
altho’ he sometimes showed signs of jealousy at Mamie’s attention
to Harry, he kept a good control over himself, and there was no
~further outbreak between brother and sister. Mamie could not
fail to notice, however, that a feeling of strangeness was growing
up between them, which had never been known before, and it
grieved her deeply to think that the playmate of their childhood
should be the one to cause the only estrangement she had ever had
with her brother. She loved Charlie as truly and deeply as ever;
but a love of a different nature seemed to have suddenly been
called to life within her, and almost frightened her at its strength
and intensity. Shehad always loved Harry Griffith, with a girlish -
love for the companion she had known almost all her life; but
since his recovery from the grave her love had turned to the love
of a woman, and she felt that she could give up “brother, home,
B friends, everything for his sake. She did not anticipate having
to do this, however; she knew her brother too well to think he
would long resist her pleadings where he knew her happiness’
§ to be at stake; yet his terrible earnestness on the night Harry
§ was brought to the house, his fierce angry manner, and his quiet,
almost sullen, behavior since, made her anxious and uneasy, and
she watched over Harry as if she thought it was not safe to leave
him alone with her brother.

* A month passed, not altogether happily, for the joy of Hany 8
constant presence was marred by the thought thatzhe would soon
be parted from him, and that she would not see him again for
B years, perhaps never again in this world. The late Mr. Griffith’s
affairs had been settled sufficiently to show that Harry was quite
destitute ; after the debts against the estate were paid, there would
scarcely be enough left to pay Harry’s expenses to Toronto where
he had an uncle, who had, some time before his father’s death,
offered to take him. It was not a brilliant prospect for him, poor
B 1ad, but it was the only one, and he built airy castles of his rapid
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success in that El Dorado of his imagination, Canada, where it
seemed to him hard work was the only requisite to acquire a
rapid fortune.

Charlie seemed to thaw a httle after it was known that Harry
was to go away, and his manner towards him was kinder and
more like his school days than it had been of late. He talked more
in his old style to Mamie too, but the feeling of dislike to any
thought of love between his sister and Harry had not died away,
and he took an opportunity of speaking to Mamie about it.

«Child,” he said, one evening, about a week before Harry was
to sail, % come and sit by me, I want to talk to you seriously "

She nestled close to his side, and he took her hand in hrs and
caressed it softly while he spoke.

« Mamie, I don’t believe I ever said a harsh or unkind word to
you in my life, until the other night; and I wouldn’t then, only I
was angry, and scarcely knew what I was saying. I am sorry for
it now ; try to forget that I was ever unkind to you. You know
you are all the world to me, and it has made me sorry ever since
to think that you and I should eome so near a quarrel;” he paused
for a moment, then lifted her face and gently kissed her.

¢ Don’t mind it, boy,” she answered, throwing one arm round
his neck, « I knew you didn’t mean it; I'll forget all about it.”

« But I did mean some of it, Mamie, and I don’t wish you to for-
get all about it ; only forget that I spoke crossly to you.”

The arm was withdrawn from his neck, but the hand was left in
his, and he continued to pet and caress it.

“ And about Harry ?” she asked presently.

“1 meant what I said about him,” he answered very seriously ;
“ it appears foolish,” he continued, speaking more playfully, “for
you and I to talk about this matter, as if you and Harry were
grown up, instead of being scarcely more than children; but, you
know, Mamie, how much I love you, and I can’t help being -
anxious to prevent you forming any attachment now which may
bring pain to you in after life. So don’t be angry with me, child,
but try to.think that what I say to you is for your good.” Harry
Griffith will make a bad man, and I don't want your future linked
with his in any way.”

“ But [ love him, Charlie.”

“ That is only boy and girl love, child, and you Wlll socn get
ovter it if you: try.” :

«1 don’t think so, Charlie; it seems to me that my life is bound
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beyond all power of severance to Harry’s, and, as we grow older,
we shall only be linked closer and closer together. No,” she con- -
 tinued after a pause, looking steadily before her into vacancy, and
speaking half to herself in a dreamy kind of way, I know I can
never forget him, and I don’t thinkit possible that I can ever cease
10 love him ; even if he was to die I should still love his memory.”

«Well, I'm glad he’s going away,” said Charlie presently,
« and T hope he will never come back.” '

« Yes, he will, he'll come back for me, by and by, when he has

made a fortune. Charlie,” she said, suddenly, looking up at her

B brother, “ what has made you take such a dislike to Harry so sud- -
denly; you were school-fellows, and always great friends, almost

R brothers, why do you change your mmd all of a sudden and think

B him everything that is bad ?”

«T don’t know exactly what it is,” he answered slowly, “I
 was always friendly with Harry, but we never had much in com-
mon ; he is selfish, bad-tempered and cruel,and I never knew how
heartless he was until he deserted his mother when she was dying
of cholera, and had no one near her to cheer her last moments.
E A boy who would do that can never make a good man, and I
should be sorry that my little sister should have anythmcr 1o .do

with. him.” -

“But, Charlie, suppose he makes a good man ? I know he is
loood now, although he ought not to have deserted his mother ;

fuppose he turns out a good, good man, what then ?

“Then I shall be very glad of it,” he said kissmg her forehead
enderly, ¢ but we had better wait until then ; it is a bad plan to
ount your chickens before they are hatched. ”

“ But you wouldn’t obje¢t then, Charlie ?” she persisted nest-

ging up to him, “if he was a good, good man, yow wouldn’t mind
ny marrying hxm, some day when we are all ever so much
blder ?

“I will wait until that day, child, before I give my consent ;
but, somehow, I hope I will never be asked to do that, for unless

f¥larry is made of very different stuff from what I think he is, I
fhould never give it.”

“I should be so sorry for that,” she said softly, “it would be so

ard to have to choose between you.”

“I hope you will never have to do that; but if you did which

ould you choose ? ”
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«T don’t know exactly now ; but I think—I think it w0u1d be
Harry.”

*****************

Ten days after Hm'ry Griffith sailed for New York in the good
ship Gazelle, laden with sugar and molasses ; the Captain, who
did not usually take passengers, taking Harry as a favor, as ho
had been woll acquainted with his father.

«You'll have to rough it & bit, my boy,” he said, but it will
do you good; lots of fresh sea air, and plenty of salt junk and
hard tack, will put any quantity of flesh on your bones ; and I
will land you in New York as fat as a pig.”

Harry did not show much regret at leaving the island, except
at parting with Mamie. He was of a proud, ambitious nature,
and had already learned to value success above all things. His
father had been an easy-tempered, good-natured man who
had all his life been the victim of every one who had pro-
fessed friendship for him, for the sake of getling assistance
from -him. The very essence of truth and honesty himself, he
believed all men to be the same; indeed, his favorite maxim was, §
« Believe every man honest until you find him arogue,” and acting
on this maxim he had found more rogues in the world than in his

simplicity he thought it contained. He was fond of saying, what §8

many other people say and think, that there are not nearly so
many rascals in the world as the croakers would have us believe,
and that there were no,such villains in real life as authors told us
of in books. Hé had®undoubting faith in the, world's honesty ;
and as disaster after disaster befoll him, caused by. his implicit
confidence in so-called friends who were untrustworthy, he became
disheartened, despondent and at last, when an old school-fellow
and bosom friend ran away, leavmg him responsible for debts
which would swallow up nearly all the remnant of his once large
fortune, he appeared fairly broken-hearted, and said the world was
a great deal worse than he had ever thought it was, and he did not
care how soon he left it. He soon left: the cholera came and
ended all his troubles. ’

A greater contrast to the father than the son could scarcely have
been found. Suspicious, crafty, jealous of the success of others,
selfish and ambitious, careless of. what means hé used to gain his §
purpose, Harry Griffith before he had reached the age of fifteen §
had gained for himself the reputation of having “ an old head upon
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young shoulders;” and the wiseacres used to prophesy: “ He'll
never make a fool of himself, like his father.” Perhaps not; he
- had great cap'acity for good or ovil, but it needed a strong will to
koop him in the right course, and he had no one now to guide

him but himself. His father's easy nature, and many misfortunes
had served as a lesson to him, and he used to say, bitterly :
“ Believe overy man to be a rogue until you prove him honest,
and then don’t trust him if you can help it.” A poor opinion of
human ndture for a boy to have, but he had passed through a
severe school; he had seen his father go steadily round by round
down the social ladder through no fault of his own, except his
credulity, dragged down by the men who called themselves his
friends, and who betrayed and ruined him, and then laughed at
him for his folly in being duped so easily. -

Oh, you may laugh at this if you please, and eay such people
only exist in books; I tell you there are hundreds and thousands
[ of them walking the earth to-day, shaking hands with their vie-
¥ tims, coaxing, cajoling, flattering them, until the last dollar has

been gained from them, the last favor granted, and then, when im-
| pending ruin stares the unhappy victim in the face,and the crash
- of falling fortune rattles in his ears, these quondam friends will be
 the first to turn from him, and will say wxsely “I told you so,

I knew it must come sometime.”

Harry Griffith had seen this ; he had seen his father almost heart-
broken, and, boy as he was, it had bred hard and bitter thoughts
| of the world in him ; thoughts that the great game of life was not.
a game of chance, but one of skill, and that he who could-play
@ best, or pack the cards most skilfully, had the best chance of win-
ning. He had loved his father dearly ; as children will generally
love a pure-minded, affectionate parent, who never was harsh, but
always kind and indulgent; and his death was a bitter grief to
him. During the few weeks he was at Mrs. Morton’s the memory
of his father seldom left his mind, and he vowed to himself again
jand again that he would ¢ get even w1th theworld ; ’ for what, or in
what way he never paused to consider, he felt, somehow, that the
jworld had done him a great wrong, and he determined to right him-
self. How he was to do it, gave him little thought ; youth is very
hopeful, and castles in the air are cheap to build, as the material

i B never gives out, and the workmen never strike for higher wages:

Somehow, he was determined to succeed ; and his hopes were high,
B . ,
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and his spirits nothing daunted as he bade farewell to the land of
his birth, and prepared to seek his fortune in another country.

“ Good-bye, Mamie,” he said, holding hér in his arms while she
sobbed on his shoulder as if her heart would break, “don’t cry
that way, Ishall be back again before you think I am gone; and
1 shall bring a fortune for you, and then we shall all be happy.”

“Qh, Harry, I vnsh you did not have to go; Ifeel as 1f I shall
never see you agam

¢ Not see me agam, no such Iuck I shall be back in five years;
and mind, I shall come back for you, and you only; for but for
your sake I should never care to set foot on this island again. So
keep up your spirits, write to me often, and don’t get any foolish
notions in your head about my not coming back. I've said “I
will,” and when I say that I mean it, and I'm hard to beat.”

He sailed that night, and the voyage went pleasantly and

smoothly enough for the first few days. '
~ Past St. Lucia, well to windward of the island, passing Guade-

loupe in the daytime, so that a good view could be obtained of the | '

smoke-capped volcano of Souffriere, towering five thousand feet
above the sea, and so running gently along the inside margin of
the Windward Isles they reached St. Thomas on the fifth day out,

and passed out into the broad Atlantic, steering for the American
coast. :

The winds were hght and vanable, and the passage promised to
be a long and uneventful one; but on the twelfth day out, just as

they were about the latitude of Cape Hatteras, the glass began to | f i

fall, and fell so steadily all day that although the wind had died
away, and it was almost a dead calm at sundown, the Captain’s face
wore -an anxious look as he ordered sail shortened, and every-
thing stowed away as snugly as could be.

It was almost midnight, when the hurricane struck them in all
its fury; the wind had been moaning in fitful puffs for some time
before, and the sea had answered with a hollow moan, as if it §&
knew it was about to be shaken from its calm repose, and protested
against the liberty. The clouds had been banking up, and now
the last ray of moonlight was obscured, and after a brief pause, i
and a few preliminary drops as a warning, the storm broke in all |
its fury ; the wind came with one grand rush and roar, driving the
rain before- it with such fury that it seemed to have no time to §
forni into drops but came down in straight lines. '

The blast struck the noble little barque as if striving to bury '
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her beneath the waters in its fury; but she struggled gallantly,
and rose from its first embrace, quivering in every part, but intact, .
and boldly held her own against its fury. Again and again the fierce
blast assailed her; again and again the angry billows came leap-
ing toward her as if they regarded her as the cause of their dis-
quietude; and sought to bury her beneath their depths, but still
the little barque held out, and as hour after hour had passed and
no leak was discovered, although both the fore and.the main masts
had been carried away, hopes bega.n to be entertained that she
would weather the gale.

The darkness was intense, and only by the frequent and vivid
flashes of lightning could any glimpse be caught of the forward
part of the vessel.

Suddenly there was a slight lull in the storm ; a short pause as
if the armies of the elements were re-forming for another and a
| fiercer attack on the devoted little barque; then in that lull arose
asound more terrible than the roar of the elements, a sound rever-
b berating with terrible distinctness within a dozen yards. of the
| doomed barque, ¢ Ship ahoy!” Ere the helmsman eould change
the course of the vessel, a dazzling flash of lightning revealed to
the startled crew the huge black form of an ocean steamer bear-
R ing down; in another moment she had struck the devoted little

- barque amidships, cutting her in two; there was a terrible crash-
ing, grinding sound, a momentary check to the steamer, and then
she drifted swiftly away, as the storm again broke over the spot
where the barque had lately proudly floated, and which was now
strewn with the débris of the wreck, and the forms of frantic, de-
spairing men struggling madly for life in the tumultuous water.

END OF PROLOGUE,




ACT 1.—FRIENDS, OR RIVALS.

SCENE L
' A PERFECT MUFF.

AvausT nineteenth, eighteen hundred and seventy; time, even-
ing; scene, McVittie’s billiard room, Montreal.

“ Will you go up and play a game of billiards, Gus,” said Frank
Farron to his friend, Gus Fowler, pausing in' their walk up Notre
Dame street, opposite the saloon.

“No, Frank, I am in a hurry; I want to go to the concert at
St. Patrick’s Hall, to-night, and I cannot spare the time.”

«“Oh! come along! it's just half-past five, and it will only take
ten minutes ; you've lots of time, come a.long Perhaps we shall
meet Charlie.”

“ Who wants to see that muff? I'm sure I don’t.”

“Oh, Charlie isn’t a bad fellow, although he is a perfect muff.
Come, we could near]y have played a ga.me while we have been
talking.”

“ Well T'll go up for a few minutes, but only to play one
game.”

Frank langhed it was a weakness of his companion’s to always
say that he would only play “one game,” but after that one
game was played he would try “just one more” and then J
¢ just another,” until many games had been played.

‘As they entered the room they met the object of their late con- B .
versation, Charlie Morton. He was standing near a table, draw- §
ing on his coat, apparently having just finished a game. Sixteen
years had passed lightly over his head, and he looked almost boy-

ish yet. . He was tall, well made and good-looking, with light §§§

auburn hair and blue eyes so peculiar to the Anglo-Saxon race.

His light curly hair still grew thickly about the temples, and his §& i

long fair moustache hung with a graceful curl over a mouth which
showed more lines of firmness than the other features gave any
indication of.  The peculiarities of his boyhood had matured with §
him in his advancing years, and he presented rather an analogous g
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appearance. He was very nearly being extremely handsome, but,
somehow, he wasn’t. It was almost impossible to say in what
particular point he fell short, but it was clear that he could not
be called exactly handsome; good-looking he undoubtedly was, but
that was all.  So he came very near being intellectual looking ;
‘the clear high forehead, the full wide temples, the firm lines
around the mouth, and the clean cut strong chin seemed to indi-

B cate intellect and strength of character; but then the quiet,

almost stupid expression of the face, the want of any depth or
brilliancy in the pale blue eyes, dlspelled the idea, and it appeared
that, although he might not be a fool, he did not possess any great
amount of talent, and that he would never achieve greatness unless
some terrible emergency called forth powers which now lay dor-
mant. This was the ¢ muff,” as his companions called him—
behind his back—and his appearance really did not greatly belie
the cognomen.

“Well, Charlie,” said Farron, * have you been gettmg your
hand in ? Let us make a match.”

“No, Gus; I've played a couple of praetice games with J ohnnie,
and I have scarcely any more time to spare.”

“Oh!” said Farron, with rather a peculiar smile, “ on duty to-
night, I suppose ?”
- “I don’t know quite what you mean by ‘on duty,’” replied
Charlie, coloring up slightly; “I have an engagement this even- -
ing, and I mean to keep it.”

“ Going to the concert, I suppose?”

“Yes”

“Alone?”

111 No ”

Mr. Farron did not pursue his inquiries any further, but smiled
- peculiarly with a half look towards Fowler, who also smiled.

Morton seemed for a moment as if about to resent the merri-
ment of his friends, but quickly recovering himself he said plea-
| santly, _

“Boys, I haven’t time to play a game, but I can wait long
i enough for us to take a drink. What will you have? Gus, what
B is yours, a cock-tail ?”

. “Sir,” replied Fowler, with an assumption of utmost gravity,
“the man who offers me a ¢cock-tail,’ ”—here he dropped the

l heroic, and added quickly, « offers . me something I never refuse.

§ Johnnie,” to the bar-keeper, “ mine’s gin!”
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While the three friends were waiting for their drinks, an
exquisitely-dressed individual entered the room, and, after a hasty
glance around, advanced with outstretched hand towards Fowler.
" The new comer was a ““swell” of the first magnitude ; his cos-
tume was in theacme of fashion,and his whole appearance denoted
a man who, having nothing to do, devotes a large portion of his
" time to adorning his person. In the present instance the person
was worth some pains in adorning, for the stranger was tall, well
made and rather handsome, in 2 womanish, effeminate style of
appearance. He was exceedingly fair, with a warm, rich color
which told of perfect health, his eyes were of the palest possible .
blue, and his hair of the lightest possible tinge of blonde. He
called it  golden,” but his less complimentary friends designated
the hue as * molasses froth color,” and, as far as actual similitnde
went, they were, probably, most correct. The face was an open

-good-humored one, but gave no signs of intellectual power, and 8§

looked somethmg like what the face of an overgrown baby might
resemble.

“ Why, Polly, old fellow, where did you drop from ? ” exclaimed
Fowler, seizing the outstretched hand, and shaking it warmly,
“T thought you intended spending the winter in Europe ? ”

“Yaas, yaas, I did have some such idea, you know, but it's such
awful slow work travelling alone, you know, especially when a
fellow don’t understand the language, you know. Ah ! Frank, how
are you, old fellow ? o

“ First rate, how have you enjoyed your trip?”’

“ Aw, pretty well, saw lots of strange sights, you know ; was in
Paris during the excitement at the declaration of war, you know,
and saw the departure of the troops for Berlin. - But I'm preclous
glad to get home again and see some of the boys, you know.”

¢ Polly,” said Fowler, who had been speaking to Morton, ‘ allow &

me to introduce you to my friend, Mr. Morton ; Charlie, thisis my -
friend Mr. Theophilus Lancelot Polydor Johnson, whom for short
we call ‘Polly.” He’s one of those lucky individuals who are
blessed with industrious fathers who labor hard to amass a fortune
in order that their sons might have the pleasure of spending it ; and
« Polly ” bids fair to circulate his father's dollars with as much
pains as the old gentleman took in saving them.” «
The two men shook hands, but not warmly ; although not known to

each other personally each had heard of the other, and there was
an evident disposition toward a very cordial mutual dislike.
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“ When did you return, Polly ? ” asked Fowler.

« Just a week ago to-day.”
~ «You've seen the Howsons, of course?”

“Yaas, yass, I've seen them once or twice since my return.
Awful jolly girl, Annie is, isn’t she ?”

«T haven’t had the felicity of seeing the lady for some months,
and am, therefore, unable to testify as to her jolliness. So she is
kinder to you than she was before you went to Europe ?”

- “Yaas, she’s evidently getting fond of me, and I like it.”

Morton flushed up very suddenly, and took a step forward as if
to address the speaker, but checking himself he walked to an
unoccupied table and began knocking the balls ubout.

~« Really, Polly,” said Fowler, in a bantering tone, you ought
to be careful or you will steal the hearts of half the girls in Mon-
treal. What with your “ good looks” and “winning ways,” to
say nothing of your quarter of a million of dollars, you create
fearful havoc amongst the fair sex, in justice to. whom I think
you ought to have a label put on your breast, ¢ dangerous.” ”

“Stop your chaff, old fellow, and let us have a game. I have
only time for one game; have to get home early to dress.”

“ What, are you going to-the concert too 2"

« Yaas 2

«Alone ?”

“No, I think I shall take Annie.”

- Charlie Morton suddenly dropped the cue he had been knocking
the balls about with, and, crossing to Johnson, said:

“I agk your pardon for my inquisitiveness, bat, did I under-
stand you to say that Miss Howson was to accompany you to the |
| concert to-night ?”

“Yaas, I said s0.”

“ May I ask if Miss Howson made any engagement with you to
go? 27
- “Well, no, not-exactly; that is, you know, she told me she
was going and asked me if I wouldn’t go too: and I thought it
was a hint, you know.”

“It appears to me you take rather too much on yourself,’
replied Morton, warmly, “to announce in a public billiard-room
on such slight grounds as that that you would ‘take Annie.’”
He turned to the bar-keeper, paid for the drmks he had ordered,
and prepared to leave the saloon.

“ Look here, old fellow, you know, if you are spooney in that
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quarter, you know, I don’t mind it. I don’t care how many fellows
there are after the thing I want, I can always win, you know, if
"1 want to.” * ’
«Can you?” said Morton, his temper fast rising, “ And so you
think —7”
«Qh! bother what he thinks,” exclaimed Fowler, mterruptmg,
«if we are to have a game of billiards, let us begin at once. Polly
“and I will play you two, if you lxke, that will make an even
match.”

Morton pulled off his coat, and quletly selected a cue; five
minutes before no power could have induced him to lose the time
necessary for a game, but the few careless words of Johnson’s
had so irritated him that he felt an unconquerable desire to ¢ mea-
sure swords”—or, to be more correct— cues ” with the smiling
gentleman who thought himself so invincible. ,

The game was 250 points up, 4nd from an early stage it was
evident. that the contest rested between Morton and. Johnson,
Fowler and Farron being but indifferent players and neither of
them contributing much to his partner’s score. The two men
‘were very evenly matched. Johnson was a brilliant, reckless
player, attempting the most difficult strokes with a carelessness
that showed clearly his immense self-conceit, but withal playm§‘
a strong game, far above the average. Morton, on the other hand,
was a slow, careful player, who never seemed to do anything bril-
liant, made no long runs, and few “fancy shots,” but his steady
runs of ten or fifteen kept- adding to his score in a way which

more than counterbalanced the occasional runs of forty or fifty M

“from his more showy opponent.

. The game was closely contested all thi'ough, and as they turned
the string into the last kundred, it stood, Morton, 235; Johnson, §
201; it being the latter’s turn to play. .

« Loook out, boys, now, and see me run out,” he said, boastfully,
as he played the first shot, a difficult carom, which he made. For-
tune certainly seemed to turn suddenly in his favor; the balls
broke splendidly and kept well together, and he continued to
‘make shot after shot, until he had run the score up to 249, want-
ing only one to go out, and the balls lymo well together for an
easy carom.

«That's the way to do it,” he said conﬁdent]y, “«T told you I
always win,” and leaning careléssly over the table he struck his
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ball, but, playing half at random, made & “ miscue” and missed -
the shot. '

It was now Morton’s turn to play, and he commenced with even
more than his usual caution. - It was a very trifling matter, the
winning or losing of the game, but somehow he felt as if it was+
a personal struggle between Johnson and himself for superiority.
During the long run Johnson had made he had suffered all the
agony of defeat, and when he found he had another chance he was
so nervous that he almost missed the first shot. Gaining nerve,
however, as he weant on, he kept the balls together and made the -
15 points necessary to win the game; then turning to Johnson
with a little smile of trmmph he said:

“ You see, Mr. Johnson, you don’t always win,” and putting on
his coat he left the saloon.

4

SCENE IL

A PERFECT FLIRT.

TaE same evening ; place, Mr. Howson s residence on Sherbrooke
street.

Mr. Howson was aretired merchant of considerable wealth, who,
having acquired a fortune before he was too old to enjoy some of
the pleasures of life, resigned his position in.the business-world,
and determined to spend the remainder of his days in quiet enjoy-
ment,:free from all the cares and troubles of mercantile life. He
was a widower with two dadghters, Annie aged nineteen, and
Julia who had just attained the dignity of her sixteenth birthday
The establishment was presided over by a sister of the late Mrs.
Howson, Miss Moxton, a maiden lady about whose age there was
| some doubt but about whose temper there was none.

Miss Moxton and her eldest niece were alone in the splendidly
furnished parlor, the former seated by the centre table, busily
engaged on some worsted work, which she was working at with
most praiseworthy application, and the latter listlessly turning
over some music at the piano, and occasionally trying a few bars
in a careless uninterested sort of way.

They were a perfect contrast, the aunt and niece. Miss Moxton
was tall, angular, and exhibited rather too generous a development
of bone. Never blessed with any great pretensions to good looks,
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her features, partly on account of her thinness, and partly on ac- §
count of a natural acidity -of temper, had assumed a pinched and
sharpened look which gave her somewhat of a bird-like ap
pearance ; the high cheek bones, prominent nose, sharp grey eyes

and thin sallow cheeks affording an outline which bore a fanciful &8

resemblance to a bird of prey. Miss Moxton’s nose was her pecu-
liar feature; originally intended for a Roman it had turned out a
complete failure; starting well at the top, it, somehow, projected so §
suddenly and formed so complete an arch that it could only be
classed under the denomination of ¢ hooked,” but, half way down
it suddenly underwent another change, and the tip turned up in S
the most aspiring and determined manner. It wasa wonderfully §§
flexible nose too, and the extent to which Miss Moxton could elevate
_ it, when wishing to express her contempt or dislike of anything,
was something tremendous. On such occasions she was accus-
tomed to give her head a sudden toss and elevate the nasal organ

with a sort of snort and an exclamation that it was ¢ a shame,” < 3 8

perfect shame,” or other expressions indicative of her dislike.
Miss Moxton’s dress was plain, almost severely so, and the small
quantity of hair which time had spared her, was brushed back from
her forehead, and done up ina tight little bunch at the back of her
head, having somewhat the appearance of half a French twist loaf.
Altogether she gave the idea of being a severe, rigid woman, with
rather determined ideas, and no hesitancy about expressing her
opinion. '

Annie Howson was a brunette, and a beautiful specimen of one,
Her complexion was clear, with a rich warm color tinting her 8
plump cheeks, face a pure oval, with a delicate Grecian nose, eye-
brows so perfectly shaped that they at first caused a suspicion of
penciling, and great masses of raven black hair which fell in mag- §
nificent profusion far below her waist. But it was in Miss How-
son’s eyes and mouth that her chief beauties lay ; the former were f§
not exactly black, but a sort of velvety brown color, which deep-
ened to black in moments of excitement. ~Very large, and bright, §&
and bewitching were those eyes, and it was an ecstatic pleasure to
gaze into their pure, limpid depths and fancy you read there the §
soul of truth and constancy. Pleasurable it was, but dangerous
also, for,with all her appearance of guilelessness and innocence, Miss
Howson was an arrant flirt, and delighted in using her beautiful
eyes to lure captives to her feet and then sport with them. As for
her mouth, it was perfect ; small, delicately-shaped and fringed with B
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thin, ruby-tinted lips it set one longing to kiss it; and when the
coral fringes parted in a sparkling smile and disclosed two rows of
small beautifully white teeth the charm was complete. The figure
was in perfect keeping with the face, rather under the average
§ height, full and round without any disposition towards stoutness,
it was exactly suited to the face, and it was no wonder that Annie
Howson was the acknowledged belle of the city, and that both
L young and old men bowed in admiration before her.

Miss Howson was what is known as an ‘““accomplished young
lady ; ” she could sing well, because nature had endowed her with
a good, sweet, pure voice of considerable power, which art had not
f been able to spoil; could dance with becoming grace; play the

piano with a certain amount of mechanical exactness; could speak

French so that every Englishman and no Frenchman, would un-
| derstand her perfectly; and . possessed a sufficient smattering of
| geography to know that Poland was the capital of Russia; and of
§ history to inform you that Romulus was the founder of the British
Empire. Of astronomy she only knew that there was a man in
the moon, and she often wished that she could take a trip -to the
‘moon to see that man. In fact Miss Howson had been “ finished ”
8 at a fashionable uptown ¢ academy for young ladies” in New York
—where her father had sent her in preference to giving her a
good sound education in Canada—and she had learned everything
that was useless, and very little that was useful.

“ What time is it, auntie? ” asked Miss Howson, turning to-
wards Miss Moxton who was facing the clock on the mantel-piece.

“A quarter-past seven.” -

“ A quarter-past seven! I think Charlie might have been more
punctual, he promised to be here at seven to practise this duet with
me, before going to the concert.”

“Perhaps he has been detained by business. It is quite early
yet, the concert does not commence until eight.”

“ And it will take half an hour for me to get ready after he
& comes.” ’
“Well, I'm sure,” replied Miss Moxton with a toss of her head,

& “if you are in such a hurrv why don’t you get ready before he
comes!”’ '

“ And sit here wa1tmg for hlm' No, I thank you, I don’t please
‘to wait for any man.’

“But you thmk nothing of keeping a gentleman waiting halfan
hour for you.”
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“Oh! that’s quite another matter; no gentleman expects to find
a lady ready to go out with him when he calls for her.”

‘“ But she ought to be. The want of punctuality in the young
ladies of the present day is shameful, perfectly shameful,” and Miss
Moxton elevated her nose with a scornful snort as a protest.against
the unpunctual habits of moderr young ladies.

There was silence in the room for a few minutes, and then Miss
Howson, looking impatiently at the clock, rose and walked to the
window.

“T wish Polly would come,” she exclaimed petulantly, « I wouid
go to the concert with him, and teach Mr. Charlie to be more punc-
tual in future.”

“Go.with Mr. Johnson ! " said Miss Moxton in surprise, then
you would have to go alone, for I should not accompany you.”

“ Well, what would be the harm ; I don’t see why a girl cannot
go out with a gentleman without having some one dragged along
all the while ¢ for propriety ;* no one ever thinks of such a thing
in New York; andI don’t think Pollyis a very dangerous person §

- to trust one’s self with.”

“ Dangerous or not,” replied Miss Moxton with another toss of §

her head, it would be very improper for you to go out alone with
. him unless you are engaged to him.” ;

“ Engaged to Polly ! I must be very anxious to get married be
fore I engaged myself to such a fool as he is.” :

" “T'm sure,” retorted Miss Moxton, ¢ I wish you were engaged,
.or married to some good man—like Mr. Morton, for instance,” she
continued after a moment’s pause. ‘ '

Miss Howson turned from her aunt and walked to the mantel-

- piece to consult the clock, which would go on registering the fleet-
ing seconds with such provoking regularity ; but her color rose a
little, and she kept her back to Miss Moxton as she replied, half
petulantly, «Charlie, indeed! Why he is nearly old enough to be
my father, and I've known him ever since I was a little girl.”

“So much the better, my dear, you have known him long enough
to learn to respect: him ; and, as for his age, thirty-five is just the
right time for a man to get married.”

“Yes, but to some one nearer hlS own age than I am; beeudes,
Charlie is such a muff.”

~“I am surprised, Annie, to hear you use such an expression,
especially as applied t0-Mr. Morton.”

“Everybody says he is; even Polly calls hlm am

-

o
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« Because everybody says a thing does not follow that it is true.
I'm sure 1 never saw anything ‘muffish’ in Mr. Morton; he is one
of the nicest, most agreeable gentleman I ever met.””

- “But he ig so shy; I don’t believe he ever kissed a girl in his
life.”

|« should think his wife would not be apt to find fault with him
on that account. Ihate your flirting men, making love to a dozen
different girls without intending to marry one.”

“ And I like a fellow who can make himself agreeable to a girl.
B 1have no great fancy for your ‘ quiet gentlemen,”

i Further conversation was prevented by a ring of the bell, and

B almost immediately afterwards the delinquent entered the room,

looking very hot and uncomfortable as if he had dressed in a

% hurry, and rushed off in haste to keep his appointment, knowing

'he was late. Miss Howson looked at the clock which pointed to

half-past seven, and Mr. Morton following her glance, grew more

uncomfortable. .

“Tam very sorry, Anme,” he commenced hesitatingly,  that
I am so late, I was detained — :

“ By business, of course; that is always a gentleman 8 excuse,”

“No, not exactly busmess, but I was unexpectedly detained. I
am sorry about the duet; I suppose there is not time to try it

f now, if we want to hear the first part of the concert ?”

B I have been trying it all the afternoon, but I could not get on
very well without you. I have a great mind not to go to the con-
cort now, just to punish you.”

“It wiil be pleasant punishment, if you will let me remain here
and practice the duet with you.”

" Mifs Howson stood undecided for a moment and then said:

“Ithink we had better go. I promised to meet some friends
there, besides, auntie would be disappointed.”

“Oh, don’t mind me,” exclaimed Miss Moxton, * I don’t care at
8 all about going.” '

Another ring of the bell, and in a few minutes Mr. Johnson
entered the room in considerable haste.

“ Ah, Miss Howson, afraid I would be too late, you know, didn’t
 want to miss the concert, we'll be in plenty of time, if it does not
take you too long to get ready, you know,” he paused as he

g noticed Morton, and looked towards Miss Howson. - That young

8 'ady did not fee} very well at ease, and, wishing to gain a moment's

time to collect her thoughts, introduced the two gentlemen.

{
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“Mr. Johnson allow me to introduce to you my friend Mr.
Morton, Mr. Morton, Mr. Johnson.”

Morton made the slightest. posmble inclination of his head and

said, very stiffly,
“T think I have met the gentleman once already to-day.” _
¢ Oh, yaas, yaas!” said Mr. Johnson, “ billiards, you know, lost §

by a fluke ; shan’t lose next time. We’ll be late, Miss Howson,” i

he continued, “ unless we hurry.”
Miss Howson had had time to recover herself, and in the brief &
moments occupied by the introduction she had decided, in her §
own mind, which of the two men it would be best to break with, &
if she was forced to renounce her present flirtation with both. |
Both men were rich, Johnson was the wealthier of the two, but .

Morton was alsorich and doing a large, safe, paying business. In o

all her flirtations, and they were numerous, Miss Howson always @
took care for the contingency of the flirtation ending matrimonially &

‘and, therefore, she seldom flirted with any but ¢ eligible” parties. & ]
In the present case she had renewed an old flirtation with John- £
- son, on his return from England, but she had no intention of @&
marrying him, and could better afford to break with him than g8

with Morton, who was a great friend of her father's, and whom she y
really liked, although not able to persuade herself that she loved &8
him enough to promise to become his wife when he asked the E£i

momentous question which' she sometimes thought she could see
trembling on his lips. The fact was Miss Howson fancied hersclf &
in love with some one else, and counted on Morton’s help to gain g

~ her father’s consent to her marriage, which she knew he would &
- oppose; she, therefore, was anxious to keep on good terms with &

Morton, at least for the present, and Mr. Johnson was doomed to &
be snubbed accordingly.

"«You have made a mistake, Mr. Johnson,” she said, ‘“and labor £
under some misunderstanding. ' I made no engagement to go to §
.the concert with you, for auntie and I promised long ago to go &
with Charlie. IsaidI hoped to meet you there, but I never led &
you to believe that I could go with you.” She turned to Morton §&
and said, “Sit down five minutes, Charlie, and I will get ready to E
go with you; pray excuse me, Mr. Johnson, we shall be late unless &
I hurry,” and, bowing shghtly to that astomshed gentleman, she 8
left the room.

Miss Moxton had retited some time before to.don a very stxﬁ'—
looking bonnet and a wonderfully plain shawl, and the . two
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| gentlemen left together looked at each other for a moment very

S nuch like two dogs who meet in the street and seem to be undeci-

8 ded whether to fight or not.

f  Johnson was more annoyed than he cared to show; he really
liked Annie Howson, and had settled it in his own mind that he
would marry her sometime, when he had got tired of his bachelor

&= life, and he did not at all relish the quiet way in which Mr.

Morton seemed prepared to contest the prize with him. Of
course, he knew that he had no positive engagement with Miss
E Howson about the: concert, but he took the liberty of doubting

§ Miss Howson’s word, and did not believe that Morton had any

engagement either, and Mr. Johnson chafed at whathe consxdered
B 2 preference shown to his rival.

Morton walked to the piano, and began’ softly practising the
duet he was to have tried with Annie. Johnson stood by the
centre-table turning over the leaves of a photograph album with.
out looking at it ; he was undecided whether it was best for him
& to go or remain until Annie returned, when the door opened and
B Julia Howson entered the room. :

. “Good evening, Mr. Morton,” she said with a merry smile
§ crossing to Charlie and putting her arm familiarly on his shoulder,

“I am ever so much obliged to you for those beautiful chessmen
i and board; they are just lovely. Annie says I am only wasting
8 my time learning chess; what do you think, will I ever make a
& good piayer?”

“If you take time and have patlenceto learn, you might,” re-
plied Charlie, “ but I am afraid you are too great a madcap ever to
emulate Morphy or Staunton.”

& The girl pulled his ears playfully, she looked on Charlie as a big
(8% brother who humored and petted her, and she was rather proud
B of it. Noticing Johnson for the first time she spoke to hlm, and
asked carelessly if he was going to the concert..

Mr. Johnson looked a little annoyed, but recovering himself he
@ s2id with a smile:  “I haven’t got anyone to go with me, you
know, and my ma don’t allow me to go to places of public amuse-
ment alone. If you would promise to take care of me, and your
aunt doesn't object,” appealing to Miss Moxton, who had just re-.
g8 entered the room, “ Ishould like to go. I have secured a couple

g of good seats, you know, and, as the fellow says i in the play ‘the
carriage waits.’”
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Miss Julia was nothing loth to accept the offer, and, after some
persuasion, Miss Moxton gave her consent, and the party started
for the concert, Charlie, Miss Moxton and Annie in one’ carnage,
Mr. Johnson and Julia in another.

SCENE III.

A PERFECT FIX.

TwEeLVE o'clock on the same night ; place, Mr. Morton’s bed-room.
" The concert had not proved successful, as far as Mr. Morton in-.

. dividually was concerped.‘ Mr. Johnson, by a private arrange-

ment with one of the ushers, expressed in current coin, had man.
aged to get his seats changed for two immediately behind Miss &

Howson and her aunt, and Miss Annie had kept up an animated =

flirtation with him all the evening, very much to Mr. Morton’s §
annoyance, and greatly to Miss Moxton’s disgust. : :

Mr. Morton now sat in his own room, indulging in a quiet smoke, §
and thinking over the events of the evening. He was trying to @
make up his mind whether he was jealous, and, ifso, whether he ¢
loved Annie Howson, and could trust her enough to ask her to be B
his wife. :

He thought not only of the present, but of the past. His mem-
ory took him back to ten years ago, when he had left his island §
home to seek his fortune in a new country where there was a wider g
scope for him, and he pictured in his mind’s eye the two loved &
- ones he had left behind him, his mother and sister. Fancy re §
called to him Mamie’s tearful entreaty to be taken with him, and §
the thought added to the bitterness of the feeling that he could §
never see her smiling face, or hear her loving voice again.

On his arrival in Canada Mr. Howson had been one of his
earliest and best friends, and it was to his business he had suc
ceeded when that gentleman retired. He remembered Annie when J§
she was a little girl in short frocks, with a perpetual stickiness §
about the face, superinduced by the too-liberal allowance of candies §
provided by himself, and before she had gone to New York to be
“finished.” He remembered how he had petted and learned to
love the little girl, who used to impose on his good nature, and &
tease him into letting her have her own way in everything, when §
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he could gratify her wishes or influence her father to indulge her;
and now it seemed to him that that love for the child, as a child,
had strengthened into the love of a man for a woman, and be
hoped to win her as his wife.

Yet he was not altogether sure that he did desire Annie How-
son for a wife, or that she would make him the loving and affec-
tionate “helpmeet” that he often pictured to himself; for there
would rise before him the picture of his *“beau ideal” amongst
.women, his sister, and he thought how often he had said that he
would never marry any woman until he could meet one like his
dead sister. .

« Dead sister.” Ah! there wasthe pain and the bitterness of it.
Four years after his arrival in Canada his mother had died, and
' _ he wrote to Mamie to come to him, as he was able then to provide
a home for her. Her answer was that she would leave the next
week in the barque Montezuma, and after that all that he knew of

88 her fate was the following paragraph from: an American paper,

i published some five weeks after the sailing of the Montezuma from
Barbadoes :

“The ship Tropic Bird, from Demerara for Philadelphia, reports
& that on the 24th May, while off Cape Hatteras, she picked up a
& boal found bottom upwards, marked, Montezuma, New York. It
is supposed that the Montezuma went down in the gale of 23rd
B idem, and that all hands are lost. The captain of the Tropic Bird
reports having encountered a very severe gale, which carried away
his foremast, on 22nd May, and supposes the Montezuma was
B caught in the same storm and went down.”
Heremembered thedeep, deep, unutterable grief he experienced
§ on seeing the announcement, and the long patient waiting for
news from that other boat in which he hoped Mamie might be.
Then came the recollection of letters from a friend in New York,
 giving full particulars of the loss of the vessel, as gathered from
the owners, and related to them by the one surviving sailor.
® Vividly he recalled the nervous anxiety with which he read the
% shipping news for months and months afterwards, in the blind
B hoping against hope that his loved one might have been saved and
be restored to him; and then came the recollection of the gradual
dying out of hope and the unwilling acknowledgment that the
envious waters had snatched his darling sister from him.

Nearly six years had passed since then, yet at times the bitter-

@ness of the loss. he had sustained would return to him, and he
c .
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would sit wondering and thinking whether he could ever take
again the same interest in life he had done before the first grand &
object of his life—the happiness of his sister—had been destroyed
by her death. ' , ;

The midnight hour had passed, and a new day was dawning ere §
he decided togo to bed. He had not thoroughly made up his mind
whether the memory of his dead sister was not dearer to him than
the living woman he half thought he loved; but he thought he
owed it to the living woman to marry her if she willed it so, and
to strive to make her a loving and faithful husband.

" And so while the first streaks of morning were illumining the §
sky, and Miss Annie Howson was dreaming of a certain doctor she

hoped to win, Mr. Morton fell into a troubled slumber, after having &

resolved to offer Miss Annie his hand and fortune at the first favor- &
able opportunity.

SCENE 1IV.
A PERFECT GENTLEMAN.

AvUGUST twenty-third, eighteen hundred and seventy ; time, nine -
o’clock in the evening; place, Dr. Griffith’s consultation-room, &
Beaver Hall Hill, Montreal.

At the close of the prologue Harry Griffith was left struggling .

in the water. Of course, he did not perish, for the same steamer &

which had caused the disaster succeeded, in spite of the storm, in 8,

- launching enough boats to rescue the crew of the Gazelle. The
. steamer was bound for New Orleans, and from thence Griffith
‘made his way to New York, and finally to Toronto where he &
remained three years with his uncle. Canada quickly proved too &

slow for his fiery energy and yearning for rapid success; and so, g

having a small amount of money, he went to New York to seek B
his fortune. For the next four years he had varying success. but,

on the breaking out of the war, he was lucky enough to be en- f;

gaged in the office of a broker who was well informed of the vari-
ous army movements and political events transpiring at that§
time, and, using his information to his own advantage, he made a
rapid fortune. »

Bold, unscrupulous, and almost unprincipled, he was one of the
leading spirits in the mercurial risings and fallings of the value '

Y
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of gold durmg 18634, and his profits at times were enormous.
B The bad feeling instilled into him in boyhood remained, and he
looked on all mankind as his natural enemies, whom it was his duty
| to fight, and conquer, if possible. He was known “on the street”’
as a hard man to deal with, honest, in so far as not to overstep the
law, but tricky and always ready to take any advantage he could
] gain. The man’s whole strength of mind and energy seemed- to
be centered on one object, to gain money, and he sacrificed every-
8 thing for that.
Yet there was one tender memory left in Harry Griffith’s heart,

& and one humanizing influence clinging to him, his love for Mamie

Morton. The old feeling of his boyish love was strong in him, and
8 he fondly pictured the time when he could claim her as his own.

& But that time seemed distant. Charlie still continued his objec-

L tion, and, as Mamie said she would never marry without her
=8 Dbrother’s consent, Harry was almost driven to despair.
&  Then came Charlie’s emigration to Canada, and, subsequently,
= his mother's death. Then all the strongest passions of Griffith’s
B nature called on him to make one effort for the possession of the
£ girl he loved, and, unfortunately, circumstances helped him only
B too well.
He had corresponded with Mamie, and knew of her departure
_for New York, en route for Canada to join her brother. He saw
& the announcement of the wreck of the Montezuma,and grieved for
& Mamie's loss as deeply as her brother did. But Mamie was not
£ lost; three weeks after the reported loss of the Montezuma, the
S two sole survivers, Tom Bowles and Mamie Morton, arrived in
ew York, and Mamie, knowing no one else there, called at Harry
gGriffith’s office.
| When he found Mamie Morton was alive, his first thought was
iito make her his wife before Charlie could learn of her rescue;
tthis he knew it would be very difficult to persuade Mamie to do, but,
#prompted by his evil genius, he determined to tell her that Charlie
#as dead, and either inform her of the falsehood after their mar-
- @riage, or trust to chance that the brother and sister should not
meet. v
B His scheme was perfectly successful. Mamie never for a.
Bkwoment doubted his story that Charlie had died of typhoid fever,
nd 80 she married Griffith a week after her arrival in New York. -
Rfier his marriage he felt some little shame at the trick he had
layed on an unsuspecting girl, and so put off the disclosure of the
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secret until, at last, he determined in his own mind that it was
best not to disclose it at all, and so brother and sister lived on for
six years, each mourning the other as dead.

The union did not prove a happy one. Harry Griffith had got
into the habits of a fast life before his marriage, and he was not
a man likely to render the domestic hearth happy. The constant
excitement of a speculative life engendered a craving for other
excitement, and unfitted him for the calm delights of home; and
80, almost before the first year of marriage had passed, Mamie
found herself a neglected wife, and the evenings which her
husband ought to have passed with her, were spent at the club,
or amongst his gay companions.

Still she loved him fondly, devotedly, and comforted herself
with the idea that he was true to her, and when her little girl was
born, ayear after their marriage, she was happy again in the
smiles of her baby, and hoped to regain the entire love of her
husband.

But it was not to be. Harry Griffith grew more and more
indifferent to his wife, and although her love for him was un- }
changed, she could not blind herself to the fact that he had ceased
to love her. So passed five years; and then came a crisis in
Harry Griffith’s business, and his subsequent departure from New
York. The speculations which had so prospered formerly, now
all went wrong; stocks would go up when they ought to have
gone down, and down when they were confidently expected to go
up; and so the fortune Griffith had amassed was nearly all lost,
and some of his later transactions, in his desperate efforts to
recover his losses, were so questionable that he found it safest to
leave New York for a while.

He came to Montreal about one year before our story opened,
and entered practice as a doctor, he having studied medicine in
Toronto, although he had not practised in New York. Mamie did
not come with him, and he represented himself as a bachelor.

His acquaintance with Charlie Morton was renewed shortly
after his arrival in Montreal, and Charlie introduced him to some
of his friends, among others to the Howsons. Griffith soon began
to pay rather marked sttention to Miss Annie, and he was the
¢ Doctor” whom that young lady fancied herself in love with.

Matters had gone on very pleasantly for him until-within the
last few weeks, when Mamie had suddenly arrived in Montreal, {
and declared her intention to remain with him. Unable to induce [
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her to return to New York, he had taken a house at Longueuil for
her, and there she was now residing with her daughter.

Dr. Griffith sat in his study, thinking over his position, and
' endeavoring to see a way out of the difficulties by which he was

- surrounded. What he had intended as a flirtation with Miss

Howson, had grown to a passion with him; not only was he
fascinated by her beauty, but her fortune was also a consideration
to him, and he chafed at the restraint which rendered it impos-
- sible for him to marry her.

Was it impossible ?

It was impossible while he was a married man ; but, if he should
become a widower ?

He sat down to think about it.

There was a ring at the bell, and soon afterwards the servant

& ushered in a man who said he wanted to see the doctor.

&  He was aseedy-looking individual, who staggered slightly as
@ he entered, and there came in with him a strong smell of spirits.
He was dressed in rusty black, and his hat was in the last stages
of dilapidation. He drew out a very dirty pocket-handkerchief,

with which he dusted his boots, then wiped his face, and returned

it to his pocket, from which he drew a crumpled card, and handed
it to Griffith with a slight bow.
“Dr. Griffith, I suppose; allow me to offer you my card.”
The doctor took the card, and read the name written on it,
: " % Mg. JAMES Harway,
General Agent,
Montreal.”
; “Take a seat, Mr. Harway; What can I have the pleasure of
[ doing for you?”
& Mr. Harway carefully deposited the dilapidated hat on the floor,
cleared his throat with a preliminary ¢ ahem!” seated himself, and
| said:
| «Idon’t suppose, Doctor, you remember ever seeing me before.”
“Ireally do not remember having had the pleasure,” replied
B Griffith, seeing that the other hesitated, and thinking he had rather
& a queer patlent to deal with.
“No; you don’t remember? I didn’t think you would, because -
& you never did see me before, that I know of. You see I like to
B put things plain for I always acts as a perfect gentleman.”
| The doctor bowed as the only answer to this speech. He was
| getting more and more puzzled about his patient.
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“You've lived in New York, haven’t you?” resumed Mr.
Harway, after another slight polish of his face with the dirty
handkerchief. ’

“Yes; I resided there for several years. May I ask what is
your business with me? I am rather busy just at present, as you
may perceive,” and he pointed to some manuseript which lay on
the table. : :

Mr. Barway hitched himself about half an inch forward on his
chair, again had recourse to the handkerchief, and replied :

«“Certainly, certainly; never hinder a gentleman’s time, -and
being a gentleman myself I always acts as such.” :

He paused again, and Griffith, thinking it better to take the il
initiative, asked, abruptly,

“ What is your complaint?”

“That's it ; you've hit it. My complaint is a tightness in the @
chest.” -
“ Ah! the result, probably, of indigestion.” -
«No. I think it is the result of having nothing to digest, caused §
principally by an emptiness in the pocket.” :
«Oh!” The doctor looked at his visitor for a few seconds while :

a quiet smile played about the corners of his mouth. You'rea
wag, I suppose, and have a begging letter, or something of the g
sort, about you.” , . ‘ _ g

“ Please don’t insult me, sir; I’'m a perfect gentleman, and 1§
always acts as such; begging letters I'm above. Do you think I
look like a man with a begging letter ?” ,

The doctor looked at him and was forced to admit to himself &
that his visitor did not look like a man who would carry around 2§
begging letter with any great probability of success.

Mr. Harway was not nice to look at. He was ugly, he was §
dirty ; soap and water were evidently too great luxuries for him to f§
indulge in, and he had the general appearance of being thoroughly f§
soaked in bad whiskey.

“« Well, if youdon’t come to beg, and you do not want to consult§®
me professionally, what do you want?”

« [ want to borrow five dollars,” replied Mr. Harway, promptly. B
“or, to put it plainer, I wantyou to pay me five dollars on account ji§
of what you owe me for keeping something for you.” ;

« Keeping something for me.”

“Yes.” ' :

« What have you kept for me?”
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“ A secret.”

Dr. Griffith looked again at the man. Mr. Harway stood his
gaze calmly, and met his eye steadily, and the two men regarded
each other for a moment, as if each was mentally measuring the
other’s strength.

“You see, doctor,” resumed Mr. Harway, “I know all about
the gal as was thought to be drowned and wasn’t; and T know her
brother would give a’most anything to know she is alive. I don’t
understand your game in keeping Mr. Morton in the dark, seeing
you're kind of friendly with him, but that ain’t my business, and
I'm a perfect gentleman, and don’t interfere with what don’t con-

- cern me.”

Dr. Griffith regarded his visitor for a few seconds, and then said
very quietly:

“Look here, my dilapidated friend, I do not understand what
you mean by my secret ; but, it appears you fancy you can extort
money from my fears about something you pretend to know. If
by ¢the gal as was thought to be drowned ’ you mean Miss Mor-
ton, I should be only too glad to know she is alive, but you may as
well understand at once that you can make no money out of either
Mr. Morton or myself, by your story, whatever it may be, I
shall see Charlie to-night, and warn him not to be imposed on by
you .

Mr. Harway sat stupidly looking at the speaker, and mechanic-
ally drew out the dirty handkerchief and wiped his face with it.
At last he zave vent to the exclamation. ‘

“Well, 'm blessed !'” ‘ .

“Pm glad to hear it,” said Griffith, sthiling quietly., ¢TI should
never have thought it, judging from your appearance. You do”
not look as if you were greatly blessed.” 4

“I'm blessed I” reiterated Mr, Harway, and then paused.

“You said that before,” replied the smiling doctor.

“I'm blessed if you aint a going to swear the gal was drowned,

i an’ I saved her life myself, an’ brought her to New York, an’ saw
you with her.” .

“You!” exclaimed the doctor, springing up; “you!”

“Yes, me; I'm a perfect gentleman, and as such bound to tell
the truth ; my name is Tom Bowles, although it’s more convenient
for me to call myself Harway just at present. I brought the girl
. to your office six years ago, and I saw both of you several times

B afterwards.” '

”
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Dr. Griffith paused before replying. He did not really care very
much whether Charlie Morton knew that his sister was alive or
" not, except that it might interfere with a half-formed plan in his
mind, which he scarcely allowed himself to think of yet. He be-
lieved that Harway was really the man Bowles, and that he knew

that Mamie was alive, but did he know where she was at present? |

He would find out, if possible, whether Harway was in possession
of sufficient information to give him any present annoyance; in a
week or two—he did not ﬁnlsh that thought, but asked, abruptly,
“ When did you last see Miss Morton ?”
“Six years ago,” answered Mr. Harway, thrown off- his guard
by the suddenness of the question ; but he continued with scarcely
any alteration in his tone, as he saw he had been caught in a trap,

- and a careless observer would have noticed no change in the man’s §8

tone or manner.

“Six years ago was the first time I saw her; and two weeks
ago was the last.” -

Griffith had watched him closely, and noticed his hesitation,
he therefore asked him, -

“ Where did you last see her ?”

«In New York,’ answered Mr. Harway, boldly. He knew he
hal to lie, and he told the lie he thought would look most like the
trath.

“ Very Well ? rephed the doctor, relieved to find that no imme-

" diate danger need be expected, as Harway would not be likely to
search in Longueuil for a person he supposed was in New York,
“1 will make you a fair offer, my friend;_ bring Mamie Morton
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to me within a month, and I will give you not five, but five hun- i

dred dollars. Until you find her you will get nothmg

“ [hen she is alive; you admit that?” ‘

“Not at all. You say you saw her two weeks ago, I say she
has been dead for years; if you are right, and she is alive, find
her; no one will be more pleased to see her than I. Tell me
where she is and earn your reward.”

¢« Couldn’t you let me have that five dollars on account.”

« Not a penny. Youare an impudent impostor, trying to obtain
money under false pretences, and you ought to feel obliged to me

for letting you off instead of handing you over to the police. Go!” §&

Mr. Harway made a desperate clutch at his dilapidated hat, and
prepared to depart.
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« All right, doctor; I'm a perfect gentleman, and can take a
hint ~ You’ll keep your word if I find the girl ?”

“Yes.”

Mr. Harway bowed himself out, and when he had reached the
sidewalk he soliloquized thus :

“ The gal is alive, and there is some reason why the Doc wants
to keep her out of the way ; if I can find her my fortune is as good -
asmade. Where is she? Not in New York, that's sure, or he
wouldn’t have dropped on me so quick. In Montreal? I think
# not. -Maybe he’s got her somewhere across the water. .Anyhow,
Ican watch him. Maybe he gets letters from her, and servants
f can easily be bought. I want that five hundred dollars, for I'm a
perfect gentleman, and I like to earn an honest living, provided I
don’t have to work for it.”

He polished +his face with the dirty handkerchief, produced a
plug of tobacco, bit off a piece about the size of a walnut, gave it .
§§ 2 twist with his tongue, sailor fashion, as he placed it in his cheek,
and staggered away. ’ ;

Meanwhile Dr. Griffith returned to his seat and reflected on the
8 interview.

“ Another danger to be guarded against,” he thought, « but

f scarcely likely to give trouble. He won'’t tell Charlie as long as
B he thinks he can bleed me. I have only to persuade Mamie to
¢ remain in Longueuil until her confinement—she is as safe there
8 as anywhere—and after that——" he paused, even to himself he
| did not like to confess the thought which was in his mind.




ACT II.—ACROSS THE RIVER.

SCENE 1.
MR, HARWAY MAKES A DISCOVERY.

TiMe, August twenty-fourth, eighteen hundred and seventy ; place, i
the village of Longueuil. -
Mr. Harway passed what he considered a pleasant evening, after &
his interview with Dr. Griffith. He got drunk. He always thought
he passed a pleasant evening when he got drunk, but discovered ,,
his error next morning when he awoke with a racking headache.

He was not habitually an early riser, but this morning he was §
later than usual, and it was almost one o’clock before he got out
of bed.” He was enjoying all the miseries of a too-free indulgence
in bad whiskey, and, fancying a walk would do him good, he §8
started from his boarding house and strolled down Notre Dame
street. o -

It was a fine bright day, not too warm, and Mr. Harway found £
his walk invigorated him so much that he extended it down St [&

- Mary street as far as the Longueuil ferry. He had no definite §
object in walking in that direction, but after he had reached the §
ferry he suddenly took a fancy to cross to the other side. He
.thought the trip on the water would help to restore his shattered
nerves, and assist in his recovery from the last night’s debauch,
so he invested ten cents in a ticket, and took a seat on deck, so
that he could extract some comfort from a short black pipe.

He had towait some ten minutes before the boat started, and he g
occupied his time in calling to mind, as well as possible, all that 8
had passed between Dr. Griffith and himselfon the previous even-§
ing. He was trying to determine whether it was really worth
while to spend his time hunting for a person he had never seen, i
and who may have been dead for years, as Dr. Griffith said she
was. ' '

He had never seen Mamie Morton, for the simple reason that he
was not Tom Bowles, as he had claimed, but a brother of Bowles
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wife. . Bowles had told the story of the wreck of the Montezuma,
and how he had saved the life of a Miss Morton, a lady passenger,
L and also how she had married a gentleman in New York, and that
her brother had died a few days prior to her arrival. The story
made but little impression on him at the time, but he noticed as a
curious feature in the case, that no mention had been made in the
papers of the saving of the young lady, and that Bowles was re-
ported as.the only survivor.

Mr. Harway had been compelled to “leave his country for his
country’s good,” and selected Montreal as a place well suited for
his peculiar faculty of getting a living without working for it.
He had by chance become acquainted with a clerk in Morton’s
office who was rather more fond of talking about his employer’s
affairs than he should have been.

Prom him Harway learned enough to show him that Morton
was the brother of the girl who had been saved from the wreck of
the Montezuma by Bowles, and who was reported to have died. He -
also learned, for the first time, that Morton believed his sister had
been drowned.

This was sufficient for Mr. Harway, and he soon came to the
conclusion that there was ‘‘a game,” as he expressed it, and that
B Dr. Griffith was the prime mover in it. It did not take him long
i to find that gentleman, and the review already recorded was the
i result. .
€ Mr. Harway landed at Longueuil, and, being in a pedestrian

mood, strolled about half a mile out of the village. Suddenly he

started, and instinctively dodging behind a neighboring tree,
- cautiously peeped forth.

. The sight which met his view was not very alarming, a lady

and gentleman accompanied by a little girl, apparently five or

six years old, were entering the gate of a pretty little cottage
f standing a few yards back from the road.-

The gentleman was Dr. Griffith.

Mr. Harway remained behind the tree until Dr. Griffith and his
companions had entered the cottage; then he produced the dirty
j handkerchief, polished his face a bit, and gave vent to the ex-
g pression.

“I'm blessed ! ”

He really seemed to think he was ¢ blessed ”"—as he expressed
| it—and, sitting on the grass, he pulled up the skeleton of a collar
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‘whlch did duty with him as linen, and held sweet communion
with himself. :

“I'm blessed,” soliloquized he, ““if I aint hit it right off. That
must be the gal, and the little one is a responsibility incurred
since the gal wasn’t drowned. I suppose Bowles told the truth
.when he said he saw them married; that will give me a grip on
the Doc somehow. Can’tsee his game; but, I can see how to
make it pay me. There is somethmg or other he wants to keep
dark, but what his game is I can’t see.” _

Mr Harway stared very hard at the tree he was resting. under
agif he expected to find there an explanation of Dr. Griffith’s con-
duct. Apparently, _howgver, the explanation was not easy to
arrive at, for-he sat for nearly half an hour before he'seemed to
have come to any conclusion which was satisfactory to him.

The explanation of Dr. Griffith’s conductin hiding Mamie’s exist-
.ence, and the fact of his marriage, from Charlie Morton, seemed
to flash on Mr. Harway all of a sudden, for he sprang up from
the grass and, waving the dlrty handkerchief in tnumph over his §
head, exclalmed :

«“ I’m blessed! I see it now just as clear asa yard of pump B

water. It's another woman.”
Then Mr. Harway sat down to think about it. )
The minutes stretched themselves intoc hours, and the sun began
to sink in the west, but still Dr. Griffith did not leave the house,
. and Mr. Harway maintained his position behind the tree. ~Mr.
Harway was hungry, he had eaten nothing all day, and Mr. Har-
way was. thirsty, but still he kept his post and watched the little

cottage. He had quite made up his mind now as to what course B

of action he should pursue, and only wanted to be quite sure that §
the lady he had seen with Dr. Griffith was his wife ; once that was
ascertained he felt assured he could blackmail the doctor as much
as he pleased.

It was nearly six o’clock when Dr. Gnﬁbh left the house, and
proceeded towards the ferry, and Mr. Harway carefally kept him-
self concealed until he had passed; he then approached the house §
and boldly rung the bell.

A smart little gxrl came to the door and mqmred his business.

¢ Does Dr. Griffith live here ?

“ Yes, sir; but he has just gone over to Montreal.”

«Is Mrs. Griffith in? ”

4 Yes; do you wish to see her ?”

.
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. “Noj; I only wanted to know if Dr. Griffith left a parcel here
for me. He promised he would leave some medicine here, and I
was to call forit; will you see if he left anythmg for Mr. Thomp-
- son—my name is Thompson.”
~ The girl made -the requested inquiry, and, of conrse, answered,
as Mr. Harway expected, that nothing had been left for him.
He then .drew the girl into a little casual conversation, and
learned that the family had only lately arrived from New York,
and had been at the cottage a few weeks.

Fully satisfied with his day’s work, Mr. Harway wended his
way towards the ferry, thinking over his fature plan of action.

1 shan’t tackle him just yet,” he thought. “I will let a few

| days elapse and, meantime, I can watch him, and, maybe, find out
something more as will be useful.”

He had recourse to the dirty handkerchief and black pipe as he
reached the ferry-boat, and, when séated on the upper deck, he
again expressed himself, half-aloud.

“I'm blessed ! ” :

SCENE II.
MRS. GRIFFITH MAKES AN ANNOUNCEMENT.

g THE scene which had transpired in the little cottage had not
been a peaceful one. Doctor Griffith had visited his wife with the
idea of securing her consent to remain in Longueuil for the next
two weeks, but his mission had not been so successful as he had -
 anticipated.

Mamie was taking a walk with her little glrl when the doctor
landed from the ferry-boat and met them, and they strolled up
together towards the cottage.

The doctor did not feel in a particularly amiable mood, and
Mamie was far from being pleased at the way she had been
treated since her arrival in Montreal ; the walk to the cottage was,

8% therefore, almost & silent one. The little girl ran ahead for most
Bof the way, and from time to time endeavored to attract the atten-
8tion of her father with some casual childish remark, but with only

partial success.

_Arrived at the cottage Dr. Griffith prepared to urge his reasons
for Mamie’s remaining in Longueuil until after the birth of her
baby ; but before he could do so she took the initiative by remarking:

-
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« Harry, I want to go over to Montreal to live; it seems so §
strange for you to be living there, and Fan ”—that was the little
girl—“and I over here. Besides, you come to see me so seldom,
and I am getting nervous about my sickness, and I should like to
have you with me wheén I am ill.”

Her husband drew her towards him and tried hard to show a
semblance of the love he did not feel; but the kiss he imprinted
on her forehead was very cold, and she half tarned from him with §
a sigh.

“Don’t get foolish fancies in your head ” he said, playfully
smoothing her hair, *“ you will get through all right, and, of course,
1 will be with you ; but, I don’tsee what good can be done by your
going to Montreal to live. You have a nice, comfortable house |
here, and it would be better for you and Fan to remain here until
the winter sets m, then, of course, you must move over to Mont-
real.”

She remained sﬂent for a few moments, her head drooped on his §
‘shoulder, and a few tears forced themselves into her eyes as she
answered :

« Harry, you used to love me once—oh! how long ago it seems
—don’t keep away from menow, it won't be for long. I feel thatl

_shall never live through the next few weeks, let me die with
you. I have noone but you and Fan, let me be with both of
you to the last.” .

Her head rested on his shoulder, and she sobbed convu]slvely a8
she clung to him. He held her tenderly in his arms, but there
"was no love in his heart as he tried to soothe her, and drive away

_her fears. He remembered how, years ago, he had loved this
woman, and hung on her lightest word; how he had sinned to win

her, and how he had gloried in the fact of having won her, and he §&

wondered at himself that he could now be so cold and insensible
to her caresses; but another love had entered his heart, and it was
dead to the one who loved him so well, even after she knew he no
longer cared for her. ’
Woman's love is & curious anomaly ; pure and holy in itself; it
so often becomes attached to some impure and unworthy object,
but, like the limpet to the rock, it clings on till deathJ and, al-
“ though conscious of the unworthiness of the object of its adoration,

still it cannot change its devotlon, but remains constant in its
aﬁ'eemon to the last.
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Mamie Griffith knew her husband well and thoroughly. She
 knew him as a bold, bad, unscrupulous man, and was only too well
| assured that he had ceased to love her; but at this moment all the
 old tenderness for him came back, and she almost persuaded her-

self that she might yet re-kindle the affection of the past within
his breast, and win him back-to her.

She cried softly and quietly on his shoulder for a few secords,

@@ and he continued to smoothe her hair and try to calm her excited

feelings.

« Come, come, Mamie,” he said, « you are excltlng yourself un-
necessarily ; there is no danger; you will be all right in a few
weeks, and, meanwhile, you can be very nice and comfortable here.
I will come over every day to see you, and soon you will laugh at
your own foolish fears.”

His tone was soft and gentle, and he continued to caress her;
g but she drew slightly away from him, and looked up at him in

partial distrust.

“Harry,” she said, “why do you want to keep me out of Mont-
Breal? Ever since I came from the States you have tried to pre-
& vent my visiting the city, and have made me remain here as much

as possiblé. What is the reason? ”’

“There is no reason,” he answered, drawing her to him and
pressing her forehead with his lips, “ it is only your own imagina-
tion. I think it would be better for you to remain here until the
baby is born ; you are not strong, and the air here is purer than
in a large city.”

“But I want to be in Montreal; I want to be with you.”

“And I say you shall stay here.” His voice was cold and hard

Bnow, and there was no gentleness or tenderness in its tones.

She. drew herself quite away from him and stood proudly re-
carding him for & moment ; then she said, not hastily nor angrily,
Bout slowly and with emphasis:

“I shall move over to Montreal on the first of next month, when

pur lease is up.”

“What? "

“I mean what I say. You have some scheme or plot which I
on't understand now, which requires my absence from Montreal ;
but I won't be made an innocent party to any of your schemes.
Irust me, Harry, oh, trust me as you used to when we were child-

en together "—the woman’s voice had grown soft and tender

pgain, and there were tears in her eyes—* and I will be true and
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loving to you, as I have always tried to be; but”—and here her
voice grew hard and firm again—“1am your wife, and as long as
Ilive I will allow no woman to usurp my place. You might have
ceased to love me, but you have no right to love any other woman '
while I am alive, and I won’t permit it.”.. - :

She stood boldly and defiantly before him now ; and he lowered
his eyes as he answered her, half soothingly: i

«Don’t let us have a scene, Mamie ; you shall not come to Mont-
real now ; I do not please that you should. In the course of three
or four weeks you will be well over your sickness, and then you
can come.”

« T will come next week,” she answered obstinately, and then
sat down exhausted on the sofa, and burst into a passionate flood
of tears. All the jealousy in the woman’s nature was aroused ; she
feared that her husband loved another, and she was of too fiery a
disposition to remain quiet under the insult. He might not love
her, but he should love no one else while she lived.

SCENE IIL
DR. GRIFFITH MAKES UP HIS MIND.

Dr. GrirriTH and Mr. Harway crossed on the same boat from Lon-
gueuil, but the latter, noticing the doctor, made himself scarce,
and escaped observation. It was no part of the plan of systematic
blackmail he proposed, that his victim should know too soon the
information he had gained ; in fact Mr. Harway was not very cer-

tain that he had gained any very important information yet, but B8

_he had no doubt that, by quietly watching the doctor for a few
days, he could supply the links he needed to complete the chain of
evidence as to the “ game” the doctor was up to.

To put it in Mr. Harway’s own thoughts to himself there was
«g woman in it somewhere,” but who the woman was, and just
«where” she came in were points he intended to discover before
‘he again visited the doctor. For this purpose he followed his in-
tended victim home, and, having watched through the blinds and

“seen him seated at the supper table, retired tosatisfy the cravings
of his own inner nature, he being very forcibly reminded that he
had had no breakfast or dinner, and that all the support he had
received that day had been derived from the doubtfal source of the
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- black pipe, and an equally black bottle without which he never
travelled.

| But Mr. Harway did not desert his post long ; having fortified

himself with some bread and meat at the nearest restaurant, and

replenished the black bottle, he returned to Beaver Hall Hill and

took up his position opposite Doctor Griffith’s office.

The doctor did not enjoy his supper. The -scene with his wife
had not tended to improve his appetite, and he soon rose from the
f table to return to his-office. As he was leaving the room the
servant girl handed him a small envelope which had been left for
him dunnor the day. On reaching his office he opened it and read.
the few lineq traced on the scented note-paper enclosed.

This is what the note contained :

“Ihave not seen you for a week. Why don’t you call ? ANVIE ?

He read the lines several times, and pondered over them for a
few minutes. In the humor he was then in it needed only some
8 trifling incident to decide him as to the desperate step he had been
contemplating for the past week.

f “ Annie Howson, and one hundred thousand dollars.” That was

the thought which filled his mind ; and, terrible as was the course
[l he was steeling himself ty.pursue in order to attain his object, he
§ had made up his mind ‘to follow his evil inclination, ere he rose
L from his chair and donned his overcoat and hat to call on Miss
Howson.

Mr. Harway, peeping throufrh the blinds wondered at the stern,
hard expression which gradually crept over the doctor’s face as
he sat and thought over the details of his cruel design; but Mr.
Harway, bad as he was, would have shuddered if he could have
read the thoughts which were passing through the man’s mind.
“ Annie Howson, and one hundred thousand dollars.”” The
words seemed to have photographed themselves on his mind, and
the thought them over again and again as he lowered the gas, and
ipassed out into the street.

Mr. Harway slunk after him in the darkness and followed him
ntil he reached Mr. Howson’s residence in Sherbrooke street.
He watched until the doctor had entered, and then approaching

khe door he read the name, very plainly marked on the imposing

brass plate, :

“James Howson.”

Amongst the various scraps of knowledge which Mr. Harway

had found very frequently useful to him was an acquaintance
: D : ;
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with the names of the richest men in any city where he may
happen to temporarily reside, and when he read the name “ James
Howson ” he recognised it as that of one of the ¢ merchant
princes” of Montreal, and he rubbed his hands pleasantly
together in a satisfied sort of manner.

“«Tm blessed,” he mnttered softly, «“if I don’t see his game F8§

now. “It'sa b1g fish you're angling for, Doc.’, but I hope you'll

land it and I'll come in for my share of the spoils. I'm a perfect § g

gentleman, and I do like to earn an honest living without having
to work for it. :

SCENE IV.

MISS HOWSON MAKES'A CONQUEST.

N 4
Miss Annie Howson sat alone in her parlor, anxiously expéct B
ing a visit from the doctor, and when she heard the door; bell §§
ring, she, imagining who it was, opened it herself in preference
to waiting for the servant.

“ What a naughty man you are, not to have called on me for
so long a time,” she said when they were seated together in the
parlor.

- « How could I be sure you wanted to see me ?” He asked the
question in the tone of a2 man who felt confident he could receive
but one answer.

“You may be certain I am always plea.sed to see you.”

She looked down for a moment, and blushed slightly ; and the
doctor, emboldened, drew up nearer to her. ‘

“You almost encourage me to tell a secret,” he said, “ Ya

are so kind. May I?”
« I suppose 80,” she answered, half affecting not to understand

him.. “ Women are always fond of secrets.”

“ Mine is a very important one to me.”

«] hope it is nothing wicked!” she said looking up to hin
with a soft gentle light in her eyes, which said very clearly tha
she did not think he could in any way be connected with a wicke
secret.

Hard as he was, and passmnately as he loved her, he could
~ repress aslight blush, the question was so pertment to his though
But he qmckly recovered and even managed to smxle as he place
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his arm round her waist and drew her gently towards hlm, whis-
pering :

“ Nothing very wicked, unless it is wicked to love you.”

She made a very slight movement as if to draw away from
him, but he pressed her a little closer and took her hand, which
remained passive and unresisting in his, as he continued:

“Yes, Annie, I love you tenderly, devotedly, sincerely, with
all the strength and passion of my nature. I have loved you
from the moment I first beheld you, but feared to speak, dreading
you might think me too presumptious. But I can resist no
| longer, I must know my fate to-night. Tell me, can you care a
little for me?”’

He drew her still closer to him and pressed the hand she did
not withdraw, and her head dropped gradually towards him untll

This was exactly the kind of love-making Miss Howson liked.
She could not have believed any man loved her if he stood calmly
before her and told her so. She did not exactly care that he should
| drop on his knees, but that arm around her felt very comfort-
- ing; it suggested protee’aon and all that sort of thing, and the

- occasional pressure of her hand was very pleésant

She had had many flirtations and several proposals before, but
- none which came so nearly up to her-idea of how a man should
tell a girl he loved her. The words he used certainly did sound
§ very much like dozens of similar speeches she had read in the
cheap literature she was so fond of, but what of that, they were so
sweetly uttered.
_ Until now she had only thought she loved the Doctor, now she
felt sure of it, and a slight sigh of pleasure escaped her as she
allowed him to draw her still a little closer to him.

“ Look up at me, darling, and let me read in your eyes, whether

| there is any hope for me.”

She raised her head for an instant and looked at him with happy
 tears standing in her lustrous eyes. Ere she could replace her

head upon his shoulder, he drew her blushing face towards him
 and kissed her,

“ And you will be my wife ?
She did not answer in words, but her eyes replied for her, and
as he drew her to him again and pressed her unresisting hps, he

felt that he had almost accomplished his object. * Annie Howson
and one hundred thousand dollars.”
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Yet at that moment there arose before him the remembrance of
another woman he had once loved as passionately, and he in-
voluntarily shuddered as he thought of the terrible means he had
. decided on for extricating himself from the dangerous position in
which he was placed. :

¢« Harry,” said Miss Howson, and she flushed up a little as she
used the word, for it was the first time she had addressed him by
his christian name, ¢ Harry, I'm afraid you will have trouble with
papa in getting his consent.”

“ Do you think so?”

For the first time the possibility of a refusal from Mr. Howson
occurred to him. His acquaintance with that gentleman was
very slight, and not particularly cordial, and it now seemed tohim
very likely that he would refuse to give his daughter’s hand to a
. man of whose past life he knew nothing, and with whom he had
been acquainted for less than a year.

“I will try to persuade him to give you to me, nevertheless,
little one, and I think I shall succeed.”

«T hope you will,” she replied; *but if he don’t, what can we
do?”

“ Do without it!”

“ What ! Harry, you surely wou]d not Wantto marry me without
papa’s consent.”

“Of course 1 would much rather have it than not, but, if he
. won't give it, what else can we do? I wantto ma.rry you, darling,
_not your father, and 1 mean to do it at all hazards.”

He meant it too, and no one but himself knew the full mean-
ings of those two words, “ all hazards.” He fully recognised the
risk he ran in marrying again while his wife lived ; but would she
live? Only he and his God knew what he had determined on
that point.

He could not possxbly have pleased Miss Howson more than by
telling her he meant to marry her at all hazards. It had a smack
of the “going through fire and water ” about it which so muchjig
delighted her in literature, and which she had always fondly
hoped to experience in real life. She was fully prepared to rm
away with him that night, and would probably have consentel
had he proposed it. But he did not propose it ; his next questlon
had somethmg more of the prosaic about it. :

-
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« Annie, don't you think it would, perhaps, be better if we
kept our engagement secret for a week or two, and, in the mean-
while, I can get to ' know your father better, and possibly he may
learn to like me, and so not refuse hls consent when I ask for

ou?”
’ And then avose before Miss Howson’s vision another scene. -A -
grand marriage at the Cathedral; splendid wedding presents;
- ‘half-a-dozen bridesmaids; a champagne breakfast; the congratula-
- tions of friends, the envy of rivals; a paragraph in the papers,
and a wedding tour.

Yes, take it all together, Miss Howson thought she preferred
the realistic to the romantic side of the picture; and, although
t she was fully determined to get married without her father’s con-
sent, if necessary, she thought it would probably be better to
obtain the paternal blessing, if possible, and, therefore, she said,
after a slight pause:

“ Perhaps you are right, Harry, it would be better to gain papa’s
consent; and, if you desire it, our engagement can remain a secret

& for the present; but not for long, Harry dear, I am so anxious to

show you to the world as my affianced husband.”

She allowed him to kiss her again, and I am not very certain
~but what she kissed him in return, for there was a pause of
several seconds, and the round of labial salutations several times
repeated before he spoke again. :

“T think two weeks will be sufficient, darling ; if I cannot gain

' his consent in that time, I may well despair of ever doing so.”

‘ Perhaps I can help you, Harry.”

“Certainly, darling, I expect you to assist me all you can.”

“ But I don’t mean by myself, Harry, I mean through some one
else, some one papa has a very high opinion of, and in whose
judgment he places great confidence.” ’

Her manner was not very confident, and she seemed rather
doubtful as to the manner in which he would receive her answer

| to the question ; he immediately asked her.

% Who, Miss Moxton ? ”

“No; some one on whose opinion papa places more dependence
| than he does on auntie's.”

“Who?”

* Charlie Morton.”

“Charlie Morton ?

“Yes; he told me he had known you from boyhood ; that you
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were at school together, and if he will only help us I know papa |
will consent ; he will almost always follow Charlie—Mr. Morton’s §

—advice, and Charlie—Mr. Morton—will do anything I ask
him.”

He thought over this for some time. The idea that the brother
.of his wife should use his influence to gain him the hand of f§§

another while that wife lived was something which staggered him
for a moment ; and the multitude of thoughts which erowded into
his mind as tohis own designs with regard to that wife pressed on
his brain so strongly that he remained silent for several minutes,
and scarcely heard Annie’s question:

«“ Well, what do you say ? Don’t you think we had better get
Mr. Morton to help us!”

“No,” he exclaimed half starting from his seat, I will owe
nothing to Charlie Morton ; I will win you. or lose, by my own
exertions. I might lose you, but I intend to try hard to win you,
and when I try I am hard to beat.” '

O Frd O e b et ot e e



ACT IIL—DEAD.

—

SCENE L.
MR. FARRON FINDS A SUBJECT.

AvausT twenty-ninth; time, six o’clock in the evening ; place,
Mrs. Grub’s boarding-house in St. Urbain Street.

Mr. Frank Farron and his friend Mr. Gus Fowler occupied,
jointly, a medium-sized room on the second floor of a boarding-
house in St. Urbain Street. The room was furnished, like most
second-class boarding-houses, with a good deal of nothing and very
little of anything. The most prominent feature in it was a huge,
stove which stood in one corner and occupied a very fair portion
of the rather limited space, and which alternately kept the room
too warm or too cold, owing to its having a weakness for suddenly
blazing up very hot and then burning rapidly out. The landlady
said it was the fault of the draught, but Mr. Fowler stoutlv main-
'~ tained that it was due to the plentiful scarcity of coal. This stove-
| was never taken down but stood solemnly in its corner winter and’
summer. o

The remaining farniture consisted of two chairs, a washstand
with a cracked basin and a mug minus the handle, a couple of .
trunks, a small table, and a bed which Fowler declared would
soon prove too small if Farron continued to get stout in the way
he was doing. The carpet was old, faded, and torn, and frequent
patches . bore evidence of the thriftfulness of its owner.  The
walls were covered with dingy paper, which showed all its
‘blackened ugliness when the young men took possession of the
room ; but Mr. Fowler soon remedied that defect by hanging on it
half-a-dozen sporting pictures of impossible horses running with-
out taking the trouble to touch the ground, and. by suspending a
pair of monster snow-shoes, which neither he nor his companion
could wear. ‘ o

Messrs. Farren and Fowler were medical students attending
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Viectoria College; and, although their lodging was not very
sumptuous, they found it convenient on account of its propinquity
to the dissecting-room.

‘On the evening in question both gentlemen were at home. Mr.
F.rron was seatad at the table reading, and assisting his studies
by constant apphcatxon to a briar pipe, and occasional sips of
gomething which was in a glass at his elbow, and which looked
considerably darker than water.- From time to time he would re-
m>ove the pipe from his lips, make a fresh addition to the new
‘pattern he was gradually producing on the carpet, consult the glass,
‘replace his pipeand continue his reading.

Mr. Fowler was sitting by the stove with his feet restmg on it,
and his chair tipped slightly back. He was also armed with a
briar pipe and a glass with something in it, but he was not or-
namenting the carpet for the simple reason that he found it easier
to open the stove door and convert that article into a gigantic §
spittoon. :

« Silence reigned supreme " for about half an hour, when Fowler,
having finished the contents of both the glass and the pipe, re
moved his feet from the stove and turned towards his companion:

«“8ay, Frank, what on earth are you studying so intently ? I
should think you had had enough of it by this time at any rate.”

Mr. Farron looked up from his book, and, after an attack on the
glass, which completely emptied it, replied :

“I've been studying a magnificent case, Gus—an amputation of
the thlgh just at the hlp-bone I never read a'more interesting

case.

“Qh hang it! don’t talk shop. I thought you were reading &
novel, or I would have spoken to you long ago. What is the good
of botherincr about hip-bones and such things until term com-
mences.” :

“« Well, term will commence in a week, and I thought I Would
polish up a bit; I've got awfully rusty during the summer vaca 8
tion. Just read this description of the operation,” he contmued '
offering Mr. Fowler the book.

« No, thank you, I don’t care about hip-bones, especially after
supper.” '

«T wish I could get a subject,” half soliloquised Mr. Farron,
«T should like to try that operation; it must be very interesting.”

« If all you want is 4 subject, I suppose there are plenty in the
cellar at the oollege
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- “No. I've been there, and there is nothing very good. I should

like.to get a fresh one.” .

“«I wish,” said Mr. Fowler, half solilaquising,  that old mother
Grub could find it convenient to die just now ; if it’s bones you
. want, she would supply little else, and if she proved only half as
tough as the whit-leather she provides for us and honors with the
name of beefsteak, it would be fun to see you trying to cut her up,
But, no,” he continued, sadly shaking his head, ¢ there is no such
luck ; she is one of the sort that never die ; she will gradually dry
| up, and some fine morning, when there is a stiff breeze, she will
blow away like a chip, beefsteak and all. May the day not be far
distant!”  He shook his head again, put something out of a black ~
bottle into his glass, added a little—very little—water from the
mug without a handle, took asip with an air of satisfaction, lighted
his pipe, and resumed his seat by the stove.

“Never mind your chaff now, Gus,” said Mr. Farron, “old
mother Grub won’t die to please you, and I must look elsewhere
for a subject.”

“ Then why don’t yoa——" began Mr. Fowler, but ere he could
complete the sentence he was interrupted by a knock at the door,
and the head of a servant-girl quickly following the knock, she
announced : '

“There’s a man below wants to see you, Mr. Farron.”

“Tell the man to come up.”

.The head was withdrawn and the two occupants of the room
smoked on in silence until the door opened again and * the man”
¢ (ntered the room. = ' .

He was a middle-aged man of rather unprepossessing appear-
 ance, dressed in a shorf coat and well worn dark pants, which
were rolled up at the bottoms as if constantly expecting a tramp
 through the mud.

“Good hevening, gents both,” said the man, pulling off his hat
B and making a scrape with his foot, « I ‘opes I sees you well.”

“Ah! Boggs, come in,” said Mr. Farron, “called about that
little bill, I suppose ? ' .

“That's hit,” replied Mr. Boggs promptly, taking one step into
the room, and planting himself where the door-mat ought to have
been but wasn’t, for the reason that there was no door-mat. “You
told me to call, yer oner, hand has I ham not driving this week, hi
thought a few hextra stamps would ‘elp to keep 'ouse. No hof.
fence hintended, gents both.”
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« All nght Boggs, how much is lt?” agked Mr. Farron with
the proud confidence of a man who is prepared to cancel liabilities
to any amount.

“Two dollars hand a ’alf, sir.”

- Got change for a five ?”

. “Yes, yer oner,” replied Mr. Boggs, apparently shorht}y sur-
prised at finding so prompt a response to his-demand from a quarter
where he had expected an excuse. But Mr. Boggs' surprise
changed to absolute astonishment when Mr. Farron drew from
his pocket-book a considerable roll of fives and tens, and selecting
a five, handed it to him. )

“ Hall right, yer ’oner; ere s the change, with my bearty

. thanks, gents both.”

“Take something, Boggs?” inquired Mr. Fowler, holding out

~ the black bottle in'one hand and a glass in the other.
" «Thank’ee, sir, hi don’t mind hif hi do.” )

He about half-filled the glass, made a sort of general sweep with
bis band and saying, ¢ 'Ere’s your good ’ealths, gents both,” gently
tipped the glass and continued tilting until it was completely
empty. He could not be said to have exactly “drunk ” the liquor,

- he simply let it run down his throat; when it was down he
smacked his lips in a satisfied manner, wiped them with the
sleeve of his coat, and smiled pleasantly. ‘

« Hi shall be hon the stand again next week, gents both ” he
said, “ hand shall allers be happy to serve you hin any way.”

Farron and Fowler exchanged an expressive wink, and Mr.

“Boggs brushed his hat with his sleeve preparatory to taking bis
leave.

“Wait a mmute, Boggs,” said Farron. ¢ Have you done any-
thing in the way of carrying dead freight lately ?” =~

. -“No,gir, hi haint done nothink hin that line lately, hand h1 m
~ a’most afraid to try: The police makes themselves too busy with

" a-poor man’s business, hand hif hi was caught hit would be the
‘death of the hold woman, she’ s that pertickler, gents: both There

" haint a better woman nowhere than the hold woman,” he cor-
tinued, warming with his subject, “ honly she won't be 'appy;
*taint no use doing nothink fur her, she won’t be ’ appy ; she’s got
a’most heverythink- ha woman can want; she’s ha 'ouse hand ha

’ome, hand ha ’orse, hand ha ’usband with a ’appy ’art, but she

- will worrit and wornt herself hand won’t be 'appy, hand h1f bi
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" was took hat the game you referred to, gents both, hit would
. worrit the hold woman to death.” '

Mr. Fowler made no direct reply to this speech, in fact he could
searcely be said to have replied toit at all, for he simply remarked,
“Take another!” at the same time producing the black bottle.

Mr. Boggs evidently believed with Shakespeare that ‘ brevity .

| is the soul of wit,” for he weplied with the one word ¢ Thanks,”
| and took it. :

“Now, Boggs,” said Mr. Farron, “let’s to business. I wanta
good fresh subject; can’t you get one and take it to the College ?
You know it will be all right.”

“Hi'd rather not, gents both, but hif it was made well worth
my while, hi might keep my heye hopen, hand maybe hi might
see somethink.” : ’

“You need not be afraid of the pay; you know that is all

| right.”

- “His hit the hold price, gents both; hit’s very little for the
risk, hand bodies his hup.”

“Yes, I have no doubt they are ‘up’ when you get hold of
them,” said Mr. Farron; “ but, come now, I know you have
managed many a quiet job before; get me a good subject inside

g of ten days and I don’t mind giving you a trifle myself besides
- what the College pays.” :

Mr. Boggs paused for a moment, scratched his head, and then
remarked :

“His hit ha man hor a woman; hor does it make no differ-

 ence ?

“ A woman would be best,” said Mr. Farron promptly.
“Hi'm sorry for that. Hi hallers feels squeemish habout

| women ; hi don’t care so much habout men, but women his differ-
ent; hit hallers makes me think hof my hold woman.”

“Don’t let your féelings‘ get the best of you, Boggs,” said Mr.
Farron, “ You can make a goed thing out of this if you like, and -

| witkout any risk; why, bless me, how often is it you hear any-
§ thing of body-snatching, and yet you know very well, Boggs, it's

done oftener, than most people suspect.” : .
“Hi knows it, gents both, hi knows it. Did you say han hextra
five hif it was a good one ? - ‘ ,
“I did not say five, but, perhaps, it might be that.” _
. *“Well, hi’ll do my best, gents both, hand hif hi succeeds you'll
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‘ear hof hit hinside hof ha week.” After firing off which volley
of h’s Mr. Boggs bowed himself out of the room, and the students
prepared themselves for an evening stroll.

SCENE 1L

MR, MORTON FINDS HIMSELF MISTAKEN.

Time, September fifth, eighteen hundred and seventy ; place.
Mr. Howson's residence in Sherbrooke street. -

Mr. Morton had not been able to carry out his intention with
- reference to Miss Howson during the past two weeks, for the reason
that he had never been so fortunate as to find her alone. On the
occasion of all his late visits he had been forced, somewhat unwil |
lingly, to endure the company of either Mr. Johnson or Dr. Griffith,
and sometimes of both.

I am afrajd these trials did not sweeten Mr, Morton’s temper,
‘and he fervently wished both the doctor and Mr. Johnson could
be transported to some remote portion of the earth, there to
remain until he should desire their recall; he thought it very
probable they would remain there some time.

The three or four visits during which he had encountered his
two rivals, for so he felt them to be, had served to confirm him in
his determination to ask Miss Howson to be his wife. She had
been kinder to him on his last visit than she had been for some
time past, and Mr. Morton flattered himself there was a touch of
tenderness in her tone when she asked him to “ call again soon.”
He determined to take advantage of the invitation, and so, on the
evening of this fifth day of September, althouoh it was only three
nights since he had seen her, he called again.

Fate was not any kinder to him on this occasion than on former
ones, for on entering the parlor he found Dr. Griffith already
there ; however, this time he was the last caller, and he determined
to quietly sit the doctor out.

The meeting between the two men was polite, but not very
cordial. Charlie'Morton had never quite got over his boyish dis
trust of Harry Griffith; he treated him as an old acquaintance
and school-fellow, and to the outward eye they were great friends;
but ‘there was no bond of sympathy between them, and they never
grew to be more than intimate acquaintances and nothing more.
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There is a mueh broader gap between the meaning of an ¢ inti-
mate acquaintance” and “a friend” than most people suppose.
QOne is a person whom we meéet frequently, are always on pleasant
terms with, trust, perhaps, to a small degree with some of ourlittle

secrets which are not very important; but we cannot place im-
' 8 plicit confidence in him; we cannot open our secret soul to him,
go to him for advice or comfort in the hour of need, place our
whole trust in in the hour of danger. Although our tastes may
B assimilate, our pursuits be almost the same, our intercourse con-
 stant and intimate, yet we never get beyond that imperceptible
parrier which divides acquaintanceship, however intimate, from
‘true friendship. The other is one whom we can trust fully and
b entirely, in whom we repose our whole confidence, and lay bare

our most secret thoughts to, certain that we shall get an honest
expression of opinion, well and kindly meant; it may not always
- be pleasant—a true friend’s advice is frequently the reverse, for
he will tell us our faults, which an acquaintance won't,—but there
isa bond of sympathy between us which makes the most unplea-
sant pills go down, because we know they are intended for our
| good. Two such friends may have the ocean roll between them, -
but it will not wash away the bond that links them together;
they may not see each other’s faces. for years, but the old kind
feeling will remain; their tastes, interests, pursuits may differ,
but that very difference frequently only serves to strengthen the
bond; there is something more than mere companionship between
them—they are friends; they can have trust and contidence in .
each other, and neither time nor distance will change the feeling.
-There is nothing like absence, or danger, or difficulties to test
 friendship ; many persons walk through life apparently surround-
.ed by friends, and yet when the time of trial comes it is found that
they are simply intimate acquaintances, nothing more. And so
with marriage ; many and many a couple go through life to the
grave, and never get beyond the stage of intimate acquaintance-
ship; they have a transient passion for each other, which they
think is love, that wears off; there is no bond of sympathy between
 them, and they drift into intimate acquiintanceship, and never
rise to the height of friendship. Husband andswife, of all people
in the world, should be friends,—close, intimate, bosom friends,—
and when they are not there is always danger of their union
| being an unhappy one; they may drift through life together

without any serious mishap, but they are very apt to run aground
on the first sandbank they meet.

.
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Charlie Morton and Harry Griffith, from early associations,
from circumstances and from habit, had reached the stage of inti.
mate acquamtanceship, but they were destined never to pass it.

The evening at Mr. Howson’s was not a very brilliant one. M,
Howson “looked in” for a little while, and the doctor engaged
him ix a lively discussion about the war and other current topics,
but Mr. Howson did not seém to relish it very much, and after
half-an-hour’s conversation, in which the doctor did nearly all the
talking, he went off to his club, consoling himself with the reflec. §
tion that Charlie’s presence would have a neutralizing effect on
the doctor’s fascinations, and that he would not be able to attack
Miss Annie’s heart—which be strongly suspected he was doing— §
too severely that night.

Mr. Howson was an easy-going, quiet man, who was quite con- §
tent to let things take their natural course, so long as that course
was not highly. improper; he was a man of very even tempers
ment, but of strong will, and, when once he made up his mind on
any subject, he was, to use a vulgarism, ‘‘ as ohstinate as a mule.
He knew Miss Annie's weakness for flirting, but it gave him little
uneasiness; he consoled himself by saying “all women have &
certain amount of devilment in them, and it is just as well if it
comes out while they are young, they will make better wives and
mothers for it by and-by.”  So he troubled himself but very little
about Miss Annie’s suitors, thinking that ere long she would get
tired of having half-a-dozen strings to her bow, and be content to
settle down-into staid matrimony. On that point Mr. Howsc
had made up his mind, and it would take a great deal to cause hin
to change it.

- After his departure matters did not improve very much in the
parlor. *The neutralizing” process was strongly at work, and
although everything went smoothly on the surface, each gentle
man heartily wished the other at the bottom of the sea. As for
Miss Howson, she would have preferred a téte-d-téte with her be
trothed, but she also desired 1o have a quiet talk with Charlie]
Morton, for she had determined to solicit his assistance in gaining
her father’s consent to her engagement; she felt, therefore, very
much hke Captain Macheath in the Beggars’ Opera:

"% How happy I could be with either,
Were ’tother dear charmer away.” - -

There was some singing and playing and a good deal of conver

sation about nothmg, but it was hard work to each of the thres
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to talk, and what was said wa§ neither very brilliant nor very
| Dew.

At last the little ormolu clock on the mantelpiece chimed out
half-past ten, and the doctor, tinding Morton was determined to

- sit him out, rose to go.

Miss Howson accompanied him to the door, and it seemed to
Mr. Morton, who-sat idly running his fingers over the keys of the
piano,‘ that it took much longer to say good-night than either
| necessity or politeness required; at last, however, she returned,
§ with rather a heightened color, and seating herselt’ at some little
- distance from the piano, said:

« Sing something for me, Charlie; youonly sang once to-night.”

«I don’t feel like singing, Annie,” he answered, changing his
geat to one a little nearer to her. I have something very serious

to say to youw.”

« Something serious to say to me ?” she asked in surprise,
rising and facing him, * that is a strange coincidence, for I have
something serious to say to you.”

He did not notice the interruption, but went on

« ] want to ask you a very serious question, one which will have
a very great influence on both our future lives.”

“ Uh, don’t, Charlie, please don’t,” she said, sinking back in her
chair, and looking at him half in wonder, half in sorrow.

She knew he was going to propose to her, she could tell that ;
but it seemed so strange that he could sit there so calmly with his
elbows resting on his knees and the tips of his fingers joined
together, and make a formal proposal for her hand. A few days
agoshe would have laughed at him, but now she wanted his help
and assistance, and she grew half'trightened as she thought that
it she rejected him—as, of course, she must—he might use his
iufluence with her father against her, and soincrease the difficulty
of gaining his consent to her engagement.

“ It is a question,” continued Mr. Morton calmly, although his
voice quivered a little with suppressed emotion, “ which I have
for ‘'some time thought of putting to you, only I had not quite
made up my mind whether it was best to do it ornot; now I have
made up my mind; Annie, the question is—will you be my
wite ? 7

She buried her face in her hands, which were clasped on the
back of the chair, and half moaned, “ Oh, Charlie, please don’t.”’

&
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He rose and crossed over to her, and laid his hand on her shoul-
der. :
| know I am considerably older than you are, Annie; indeed
I feel almost like an old man when I remember that I used to know
you when you were in short frocks, it seems so long ago, but you
know the old adage, ¢ better be an old man’s darling than a young

man’s slave.’ 1 love you, Annie, as truly as man can love woman; |

I learned to love you when you were a little girl at school, and
my love has gone on growing without my knowing it, until I feel
as if it would be impossible for me to live without you. You used
tolove me when you were a little girl, Annie; tell me, has all that
love departed with the short frocks, oris there a little bit left yet?
Look up at me,” he continued, placing his hand on her head and
smoothing her hair, “look up at me and tell me if you still love
me as you used to.”

«] still love you, Charlie, as I used to when T was a little girl,
as if you were my big brother ; nothing more.”

“ And that is enough for the present; give me leave to try to
teach you to love me better ; I think I can succeed.”

“ No, no, Charlie, it can never be. I cannot be your wife.”

“ Why?”

« Because—because I have promised to marry sore one else.”

“ Engaged!”

He removed hlS hand from her head and returned to his
seat, where he sat with his head leaning on one hand, tho
roughly overcome. by the suddenness of the blow. He knew
Annie had been flirting with Johnson and Dr. Griffith both, as she
had done with half-a-dozen others, but he did not think matters
had gone so far as this._ And with the knowledge that she was
pledged to another, came also the knowledge that he loved her
more truly, more deeply, and more devotedly than he had ever
dreamed of. He sat stunned, and the hot tears almost started to
his eyes. :

¢ Oh, Charlie, I'm so sorry,’ saxd a soft voice beside him, half
broken by a sob, and a little hand, white and plump, was laid on
his shoulder, “1’'m so sorry you should have takenit in your head
to want to marry me, at least just at this time when I am in such
trouble, and want your help so much, and now I can’t ask it.”

“In trouble, Annie; trouble that I can help you out of ? Tell
me what it is, child ; you know I never refused you anythm you

- asked me.” .

w-m-m‘-:-“-m“- ~ AT M e Mt i




lfR. MORTON FINDS HIMSELF MISTAKEN. 73

She pushed a low stool towards him and sat on it, resting her ‘

arm on his knee and looking up at him.

« You're so good, Charlie, and I'm so sorry for your dlsappomt‘

¥ ment, but I couldn’t help it, you know, could I?”
"« suppose not, child ; I've been a fool, that’s all; but what isit
 yon want me to do 2”

«T want you to tell Papa, and make him give his consent to my
engagement.”

It was very hard for him to promise that; it was hard enough

to know that the girl he loved was engaged to another, but it was

| harder still to think that he should have to lend his assistance to
enable that other to win her. Still he loved her so well that he

‘cared only for her happiness, and as she sat at his feet time seemed

to roll back, and she was again a little girl -pleading 1o him to -

intercede with her father for some favor she wished to have grant-
ed. It was hard to see her another’s, but if it was for her happx-
ness, he was content.

« Are you sure you love this man, Annie ?” he asked after a

pause , ¢ are you sure that you will be happy with him ? ”

«T never could be happy without him.”

i «Who is he?”

« Dr, Griffith.”

- Soraehow he.had felt from the moment she told hlm of her en-
gagement that Griffith was the man, yet, now that she called him.
by name he felt a strong and sudden aversion to the man, and he
bould not promise to use his influence with her father to gain his
onsent.

“I'l afraid papa don’t hke Harry,” she contmued ‘“but you
ere at school with him, and have known him all his life nearly ;
ou can tell papa how good he is, won’t you, Charlie ?”

He paused for a few seconds, unwilling to refuse, and still more
nwilling to consent. - At last he said :

“I cannot promise to-night, Annie; you are mistaken as to my
jnowing all about Harry Griﬁth’s life ; the ten most important
ears of his life are almost a blank to me. I will find out all I can
pout them, and then—perhaps—I——Oh, Annie,” he exclaimed

assionately, his love and grief breaking down his usually calm,
iiet manner, “ you don’t know what you ask me to do when you
bk me to help your marriage with another man. I never felt
ntil this moment how much I love you and how hard and bitter
is to give you up; but I love you too well, child, to let my hap-
: » E A

4




74 , ‘ HARD TO BEAT.

piness stand in the way of yours; if you think you can be happier
with this man than with me, I can only say, ‘ God grant it may
be s0,’ but don’t ask me to assist in accomplishing your marriage,
at least not yet; give me a few days to think about it, then I will see
you again; and now, good-night.”. '

He raised her head from his knee, where she was rapidly
changing the pattern of his pantaloons with her tears, and, draw-
ing her to him, pressed his lips lightly on her forehead, and before
she had time to say anyihing he had left the room. -

SCENE IIL.
DR. GRIFFITH FINDS HIMSELF FREE.

TiMe, September seventh, eighteen hundred and seventy;
place, Griffith’s residence in Longueuil.

Mrs. Griffith did not carry out her determination to remove to
Montreal, for the reason that on the day after her interview with
her husband, she found herself so ill as to be scarcely able to leave
her room, and for over a week she was compelled to keep io the
house.

Dr. Griffith was very attentive to her during this time, vxsmng
her almost daily and striving: hard to show a love for her which

he did not feel. He did not attend her professionally himself, he i

called himself «Mr.” Griffith in Longueuil and dropped the
« Doctor "—but called in the aid of a village practitioner who
pronounced Mrs. Griffith very wealk, and advised her to keep very
quiet for a few days.

On the sixth the baby was born; a poor weak little glrl with J8
scarce strength enough in it to breathe the fresh air of heaven §

Dr. Griffith was with Mamie at the time and remained with her
that night and the following day and night. She was very il
the village doctor gave but little hope of her recovery, and th
disconsolate husband appeared greatly afflicted; but there wass
demon of joy dancing in his heart, and he could have thanke
God for saving him from a crime, only he had forgotten how #
thank God years ago.

All that day of the seventh he watched by her, apparently mth

the deepest solicitude, but really he was watching her with a c&

like stealthmess, dreadmg to see any signs of improvement. i
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was very feeble and could scarcely speak, but it seemed to give
her great pleasure to have her husband with her; she expected to
die, and told him so, committing her two children to his care and
praying him to fill, as nearly as possible, her place to them; he
tried to comfort her, and even attempted to laugh away her fears -
but there was no heartiness in his voice, and only the blindest love
could have thought that he meant the words he said.

But Mamie’s love was blind now; in the hour which drew her
close to the grave, as she thought, she forgave and forgot all his
past neglect, all his coldness, all his unkindness; she could only
i remember that he was her husband, the futher of her children,
and that he had loved her once; and, when he whispered “Try to
live for me, darling,” she believed he felt the words he uttered,
that his old love was returning, and she humbly prayed that her
life might be spared, and that she might prove a source of joy
and comfort to him in the future.

The day of the seventh was murky and overcast, the sun seemed
| ashamed to shine out boldly, and only showed his face occasionally

for a few minutes; it rained fitfully, and the wind sighed mourn-
fully through the trees surrounding the cottage; altogether it was
a very disagreeable day, and one calculated to depress the spirits.
Dr. Griffith was fully conscious of its euervating influence, and
. after supper he went for a short walk to try and drive away the
feeling of depressmn which was fast stealing over him. He felt
B < out of sorts ” and tried air and exercise to invigorate him.

Mamie was asleep when he returned, but the nurse told him

| that the village doctor had called during his absence and given
her a sleeping draught.

R “ And he says, sir, that she looks a little better, and if she passes.

¥ 2 good night there will be no danger,” she added, as he turned to-
wards his wife’s room.

Hestood by the bedside for some mmutes, gazing intently at her,
 but he did not seem to see her, his gaze was fixed far, far beyond
in that dim and distant future which we are all trying to read, but
whose mysteries we cannot pierce. At last he aroused himself
with & start and watched her attentively as she slept, calm and

peaceful as a little child. Her breathing was soft and regularand
the faintest tinge of color was returning to her cheeks; he care-
fully took her wrist in his hand and counted the pulse; it was
very weak, but it was regular and fast assuming a healthy tone, it
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was clear that the fever was abating and Mamxe s chances of life
were largely increasing.

“ Curse her,” he muttered, “ the doctor is right, she will live,and .
if she lives what am I to do ?” -

He returned to the parlor and sat for a while thmkmor deeply,
a basket containing some knitting was lying on the table where
Mamie had left it when she was taken ill; mechanically he began
playing with the contents, pulling over the work without noticing
what he was doing. It was a little jacket she bad been knitting
for the baby she expected, and the pins had been left sticking in
the large ball of scarlet worsted ; he pulled one of the pins out and
began idly pushing it in and pulling it out of the ball; again-and
again he stuck it, sometimes with a fierce stab asif he was driving it
into an enemy, sometimes with gentle carefulness as if testing the
amount of resistance the fluffy substance offered to the blunt point
of the instrument ; that bright little rod of glittering steel seemed
- to possess a curious fascination for him, and he sat playing with it
until the clock tolled out the hour of midnight. He rose feeling
hat and feverish and opened the window to let in the cooling air,
but still he held the little piece of steel in his hand, and stxll the
* thought was ringing in his ears, “if she lives what am I to do?”
He turned from the window and approached his wife’s room.

- “Half-an-hour will tell now,” he said, « If she awakes from this

sleep with the fever gone, the doctor will be right and she willlive;
and if she lives what am I todo?” -

«Tt is a terrible blow, my dear sir, a very terrible blow, but not
quite unexpected ; you must endeavour to bear it with fortitude and
not give way to your feelings too freely. We must all die, it is
natural to die, sir, and we all have to do it at some time or other. |
The case was abad one from the commencement, great prostration,
never saw a person more thoroughly ‘prostrated in my life; to be
sure I did have some hope last night, she seemed to be rallying a
little, but it was only momentary, the last struggle, the final flic
kering up of life before it went out forever. It is sad, sir, very §
sad to lose so estimable a lady, but we must all die.”

"1t was the village doctor who spoke, and the scene was Mamie's
bed-room. How still and solemn it seemed in the early morning
light, and how awful in its terrible quiet seemed that rigid figure
lying on the bed. 8o cold, so calm, so still; a slight smile still
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hung around the lips where it had been frozen by the icy hand of
death ; the eyes were closed, and the face was calm and peaceful ;
death must have come without a struggle, and the spirit have
winged it way to its Creator without pain. Very peaceful and
placid it looked in the grey tints of morning, very happy and con-
tented to die; but terrible, oh, fearfully terrible to the one who
knelt cowering by the bed-side, his face hidden in his hands and
| convulsive sobs shaking his whole frame; he was free, he had
attained the hope for which he had hoped and plotted ; the one
barrier to his union with Annie Howson was removed ; but, as
Harry Griffith knelt by that still, placid figure, he would have
given up all his schemes, forfeited all his hopes, abandoned all his
plans, if he could only have put the life back into that inanimate
clay.

It was the reaction after the long strain on his nerves Whlch
caused the sudden outburst of feeling, the village doctor had wit- ‘
nessed, more than any strong returning passion for the dead ; for
a few minutes he really did feel that he could give up all to
restore her to life once more; but it soon passed, and the cold, hard

 feeling of joy that the one obstacle in his way had been removed,
returned, and he rose from his knees without one feeling of pity
or sorrow in his heart for the one who had been cut oﬂ' in the
pride of her womanhood. :

The baby did not long survive its mother, and, on the day fol-
lowing, mother and child were buried in one grave in the village

@ churchyard. Dr. Griffith attended the funeral and mourned as
became a bereaved husband and father, and a few of the villagers
with. whom Mamie had become acquainted during her brief
sojourn amongst them also attended out of respect, and were not
surprised at the depth of emotion shown by the new-made widower.

§ Harry Griffith wasa good actor, and few could have imagined that
B his grief was not real and that, under the outward. garb of sorrow,
there was a devilish joy filling his heart; all danger was passed
now, and he would win “ Annie Howson and one hundred thous-
% and dollars.” C

After the funeral Dr. Griffith had the cottage closed up, dis-
charged the servants with handsome presents for their care of
their dead mistress, and took his little girl over to Montreal with
him. That afternoon Fan was placed in the Hochelaga Convent,
where he had determined to leave her until he made up his mind
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a8 to what her future life was to be, and he returned to his office
on Beaver Hall Hill for the first time in four days.

He found two notes awaiting him; one was from Annie
reproaching him for his neglect in not calling on her, and asgking
him to see her immediately as she had something important to
communicate ; the other ran as follows:

MonTREAL, September 9th, 1870,

Dear Doc,—Having being out of the city on business for the
“past ten days has prevented my calling on you sooner. You will
be glad to hear that I have found the gal—of course you'll be glad,
you said so, and as I'm a perfect gentleman myself I alway

believe what another gentleman says. I've found her for certain [§
—how is that for high, Doc? She’s living over in Longueuil— §
how is that for low, Doc? She is visited constantly by a M. |

Griffith—how is that for Jack, Doc? and I'm coming to see you i
™ to-morrow evening to. get my five hundred dollars—how is that :

for game, Doc? Five hundred dollars ain’t much considering the
stakes you're playing for; but, I am a perfect gentleman and as

that was the sum.agreed on, it'will do for the present. Eight §

o’clock sharp I'll be with you, until then

I remain, _
.-~ Yours to command,
James Harwar

The letter, was written in a sprawling, irregular, shaky hand,
if the writer was not very much given to correspondence, and his
nerves were rather unsteady ; the odor of stale tobacco hung pal
pably about it, and on one corner was the unmistakable impres
of a wet glass, which bad probably been placed there to hold the
paper steady. '

Dr. Griffith smiled in a quiet, satisfied way as he read the nots
and then tore it into small pieces and threw them into the empty
grate.

« All right, my dilapidated friend,” thought he, ¢ you can come
as soon as you please now, you are too late, for I am free now anl
by to-morrow uight, if T mistake not, I shall have no cause to cart
how soon it is known that Mamie Morton was not drowned siz
years ago, but was buried to-day in Longueuil Cemetery.”

He ate his supper with a good appetite, smoked a cigar w1th '

apparent relish, and started about half-past seven to pay a visit
Miss Howson.
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'SCENE IV.

MISS MOXTON FINDS HERSELF DISGUSTED.

Miss HowsoN was alone when the doctor arvived. Miss Moxton,
who amongst other peculiarities had a perfect mania for walking,
had gone for a constitutional, accompanied by Julia, who went
under protest, and Mr. Howson was in his study looking over some
new magazines; the parlor was therefore free to the lovers, and
thev were nothing loth to enjoy the pleasures of a téte-a-téte.

The doctor soon managed to get himself forgiven for his appar-
ent negligence. He pleaded that important business had called
him out of town, but forgot to mention what the business was or
where it had called him, and Miss Howson was so well pleased to
have him with her that she did not press him very closely with
questions.

She informed him of what had passed betweea Charlie Morton
and herself, and he bit his lip with vexation as she said that Morton
half promised to use his influence with her father to gain hxs con-
sent to her marriage.
~ “Annie,” he said, half sternly, “I doo’t want Charlie Morton’s
interference or assistance ; I think I am quite able to manage my
own affairs without his help, and T am sorry you spoke to him at
all about our engagement.” _

“But, Harry, how much longer is our engagement to be kept
secret ? I want it known as soon as possible ; there is no use being
~ engaged unless the other girls know it.” ~

Dr. Griffith was not in quite so great a hurry to proclaim his
engagement as Miss Howson appeared to be. Somehow athought
of that lonely grave in Longueuil would recur to him, and he felt
as if he would prefer that a littlé more time elapsed before he took
to himself anotber wife; yet he did not let Miss Howson fancy that
he was not as anxious as herself to proclaim their engagement, so
he said : A

“I think to-morrow will end our coucealment. I have paid

_more attention to your father of late, and I think I can venture to
ask him for you now with a reasonable chance of success. Yes,
to-morrow I shall ask him for you, Anme, and if he refuses his
consent we must——"

“ Do without it,” Whlspered Miss Howson. ¢ Oh, Harry, I hope

¢
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‘papa won'’t force me to it, but I'd run away with you to-morrow
night, if you asked me.” .

“Then I doask you. Promise me that if your father refuses
his consent you will elope with me to-morrow night. We can
eagily arrange the details without exciting any suspicion ; the
train leaves for Toronto at eight o’clock, you can take a walk with
your aunt about half-past seven; it will not be very difficult to
induce her to walk in the direction of the depot; I will meet you
there, and before she can recover from her surprise we will be far

“beyond pursuit. I will try hard, darling,”—here he placed his
arm around her waist,—to gain your father's consent; only
should he refuse it let us carry out our plan.” Miss Howson's
head had gradually drooped toward his shoulder until it finally
rested on it; her face wasraised to his, and bright, happy tears
stood in her eyes: , : o

- “I'll go with you, Harry, anywhere you ask me,” she threw one
arm around his neck and held her lips up to be kissed.

Of course he kissed 'them ; they were warm, sweet, kissable lips,
and it would have needed the soul of an anchorite to resist_the
temptation; there was no show of resistance, and he kissed her
again and again, getting more and more determined to win her
with or without her father’s consent. R

“ Well, I'm disgusted,” exclaimed a hard, cold, clear ‘voice, and
the astonished pair saw the rigid figure of Miss Moxton standing
before them. “ Annie, I'm ashamed of you, as for you, sir, it’s
a shame, a perfect shaine,” and the flexible nose went up and the
angular figure drew itself more poin tedly together. '

The fact was that Miss Moxton’s pedestrian predilections had

“not been thoroughly gratified, and -she had been forced to return
home somewhat summarily; Miss Julia had obstinately refused

- to walk the many miles Miss Moxton had proposed to travel, and
had resolutely set her face towards home; this placed Miss Mox-.
ton in a dilemma; “propriety forbade that Julia should walk home
alone ;. propriety -also forbade that Miss Moxton should continue '
her walk unattended, and while propriety was thinking the mat-

~ ter'over, Julia was obstinately walking towards home; it did not
take Miss Moxton long to discover that she-had the worst of the
position, and to induce her to accompany Julia, and so it chanced
that returning long before she was expected, and entering without
~/any noise, Miss Moxton found Miss Howson in her lovers arms.
“ I 'assure you, Miss Moxton,” said Dr. Griffith, starting up ; “1
assure you that——" ' o o

-
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“Never mind your assurance, sir,” replied Miss Moxton, in her
| most severe and acid tones, and with an extra upturn of the flex-
iblenose. “T see you have assurance enough and to spare; but
1 think it is only proper that Mr. Howson should be informed as
to the terms of intimacy his daughter is on with a stranger.”

Miss Moxton turned to leave the room, but Miss Howson sprang
to the door before her and stopped her exit.

“ Don’t say anything to father to-night, auntie,” she said, Harry
intends to tell him of our engagement to-morrow.”

Miss Moxton made no reply, but with a scornful elevation of the
nose succeeded in opening the door and securing her retreat. '

Her absence was a very brief one, for she quickly returned
accompanied by Mr. Howson.

“My sister-in-law has given me some very unpleasant mforma- :
tion; may I ask to have a few minutes conversation with you in
| the hbrary He bowed to Dr. Griffith and motioned him toward
| the door. The doctor did as requested, but paused for a moment

to look at Miss Howson who was weeping on the sofa, and at Miss
Moxton who was standing rigid in the centre of the room. As he
opened the door the latter lady gave a vigorous toss. of her head
and said :

“ Im perfectly;dxsgusted ” 4

* * * * *

Mr. Howson 8 1nterv1ew with Dr. Griffith was very short, and
eminently unsatisfactory to that gentleman; in very plain and con-
cise terms he refused his consent to his marriage with Annie, and
desired that the engagement should be considered as broken. He
politely, but firmly, refused to listen to any explanation from the
doctor, and finally bowed that gentleman out before he had time to
fully recover from his astonishment. The doctor returned to the
parlor to get his hat and coat, and contrived to whisper to Miss
Howson as he passed her :

“ Remember, to-morrow night.”.

She answered with an inclination of her head, but so slight that
| neither of the two other occupants of the room noticed it. The
doetor then bowed with rather excessive politeness to Miss Mox—
ton, who only elevated her nose, and left the house.

- Mr. Howson returned to the parlor and spoke to Miss Annie
who was still lying on the sofa crying. He was not harsh with
her, but very firm; in almost the same words he had used to Dr.
Griffith he told her that he would not consent to her engagement,
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“T know very little about the man,” he said, “and nothing to
his advantage; he seems to be an adventurer who is probably
trying to marry you for the sake of the fortune he fancies be will
get with you. I am sorry I did not undeceive him on that poiunt,
for you may as well understand that if you marry without my con-
sent, you do so on your own respouasibility, and not one cent of my
fortune do you get. You will very seriously displease me if you
have any further communication with this man ; yon have kaown
him but a short while, and I do not think your feeling’s can be very
deeply interested. I should like to see you married, but to some
good man whom I know would take good care of you, not to some
adventurer whose very name might not belong to him for all we
know.”

Mr. Howson seldom indulged in solong a speecb and his daagh-
ter knew him well enough to feel assured that it would be useless
to remonstrate with him ; he had “ made up his mind,” and when
he had done that it was a very difficult thing to induce him to
change it ; perhaps, with Charlie Morton’s help she might succeed,
but if that failed she was iully determined to elope with the doctor.
She had inherited some of her father’s obstinacy, and her mind
was as firmly made up to mar ry the doctor as his was to prevent
her.

She said nothing, but before she went to bed that night she
penned the followmg note which was delivered to Dr. Grlfﬁnh next
morning : :

“Dear HA RRY,

« Father continues 1o re‘use his consent. We will do without it.
I will meet you at the depot at seven this evening; we can be §
married before we leave the city, can’t we? It would be betler
I think. ¢ ANNIE.-




ACT IV.—ON THE TRACK.

—

SCENE L
MR. HARWAY GETS KICKED OUT.

TruE, September tenth, eighteen hundred and seventy ; place,
L Dr. Griffith’s office on Beaver Hall Hill.

. That amiably-disposed gentleman, Mr. Harway, had notallowed
g0 long a time to elapse before calling on Dr. Griffith without
having good reasons for so doing. He had watched the house at
Longueuil for two or three days, and had formed an acquaintance
with the smart little servant girl from whom he soon gained all
the information it was in her power 1o give. From her he learned
that Mrs. Griffith had resided in New York for some years with
her husband; and, as he was determined to present as strong a
case as possible to the doctor, he repaired to New York for the
purpose of gathering, if he could, full particulars of the marriage,
to settle, if practicable, the doubt which had arisen in his mind as
- to whether the lady who was called Mrs. Griffith in Longuenil
- was really Mamie Morton, or some one who bore the title * Mrs.”

only by courtesy.

It puzzled him rather to think that the doctor should contem-
plate so serious a crime as bigamy with the evidence of his guilt
so conveniently at hand; and he feared that after all he might be
mistaken, and that the doctor may have told the truth when he
said Mamie was dead, and that the lady at Longueuil may not
have any claims on him which would prevent hlS marriage with

i ‘Miss Howson; he, therefore, determined to gather all the facts
possible relatmg to the case before making his demand on the doc-
- tor for the promised five hundred dollars.

His visit to New York had proved entirely saccessful, although it
had taken him longer than he had anticipated. His sister had
left the city and Bowles had gone on a voyage, as he discovered
from the owners of the sbip in which he was mate. After some
. time Mr. Harway succeeded in finding Mrs. Bowles, who was re-’
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siding at Yonkers, and from her he learned where and when Ma- |
mie Morton had been married to Harry Griffith, and without much
difficulty obtained a copy of the certificate of marriage; he also
- found out that the lady in Longueuil was undoubtedly the same
who was saved from the wreck of the Gazelle, and married in New
York six years ago, for Mrs. Bowles had seen her often, the last
time only a few days before ber departure for Montreal where she
said she was going to meet her husband.

Mr. Harway did not enlighten his sister as to his reasons for
being so inquisitive about Mrs Griffith’s affairs, but fully satisfied
with the information he had gamed he returned to Montreal and
wrote the letter we have already seen to Dr. Griffith. He had no
fear that Mrs. Griffith would be taken away from Longueuil, for
the smart little servant girl had informed him of the expected
baby, and somehow it never occurred to him for a moment that
she might die; it was, therefore, with a light heart and full con-
fidence of success that he approached Dr. Griffith’s office on the
evening in question.

The doctor was out when he called, and Mr. Harway retired to
a peighboring restaurant and regaled himself with liberal doses of
cold gin and water until it was almost ten o'clock, when he
returned to the doctor’s office.

Dr. Griffith was in when he called the second time, but Mr.
Harway could see at a glance that he was not in a very amiable
mood ; his brow was knitted, and a dull passion shone in his eyes
which showed that his temper was none of the mildest, and that
it would be dangerous to trifle with- him. He had not yet
recovered from his interview with Mr. Howson, and he looked very
much as if would like to have some object to vent his anger on.

~ * Mr. Harway noticed the look and instinctively kept near the door,

remaining standing with the dilapidated hat in one hand and the
"dirty handkerchief in the other, as if prepared for instant ﬂxgbt on
" the first hostile demonstration. :
The dirty handkerchief was dirtier than ever, and appeared to
have been innocent of soap and water since we last saw Mr. Harway
- using it; he gave it a'slight flourish now, and polished his face &
bit before addressing the doctor.
Griffith sat by the table smiling rather grimly at his visitor and
apparently enjoying his surprise at his cool reception.
“So, you have really had the impudence to come back, after
_ what I promised you. ‘Well, what is your’story now. You have
found Mamie, I suppose?” '
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« Yes ; she is living in Longueuil.”

«That’s a lie.” : -

“I'm a perfect gentleman, and as such I never tell a lie when
the truth will do as well. I saw you with her with my own two
| oyes. I'm blessed if I did'nt, ten days ago.”

“Did you? Well you might have seen me in Longueuil some
days ago with a lady whom I allowed to call herself Mrs. Griffith,
a title she had no legal claim to; but how can you prove that that
lady was Mamie Morton, or my wife?”  Bad as he was it cost him
s pang to say this, and he turned a httle way as he spoke of Mamie
as being his mistress.

«You're a deep one, Doc,” said Mr. Harway partially recover-
ing his composure and advancing a little from his position near
£ the door, “you're a deep one, but I think I can prove too many
for you. -You see, I thought you would try some such game as
this, so I'm ready to answer all questions; for I'm a perfect
R centleman, and it ain’t polite to refuse to answer another gentle-
| man’s questions, if they are civilly put.. I know you're married,

for I saw the ceremony, and I've been to New York and havea
§ copy of the certificate; I know it’s Miss Morton you married, for
Irecognized her myself as the gal I saved, and my sister, whosaw
her only two or three days before she left New York, will come
on here and identify her. Oh, you're a deep one, Doe, but I,
f cuchre you this time, for I've got both bowers and the ace, and I
{ mean to play them unless you do the square thing.”
“Do you? Play away, my dilapidated friend, but you won’t
win. How long is it since you were in Longueml 27
“ About ten days.”
. “Then you have not seen this?” As he spoke he extended a
copy of the Star for that evening to Mr. Harway who read, with
| sstonishment, the following paragraph- under the heading
f < Deaths” :
<At Loncueml on 7th inst., Mrs. Mary erﬁith a.ged thirty-
one.”

“Well, 'm blessed!” exclaimed Mr. Harway, depositing the
dilapidated hat on the floor and taking both hands to give his face
a good - polishing with the dirty handkercheif. “I'm blessed if
you ain’t killed her again.” '

“Killed her. Who says so ? ” shouted the doctor in so fierce a
manner, and springing forward so suddenly that Mr. Harway
made one desperate dive for the dilapidated hat, and, missing it, .
bolted bare-headed for the door. Once gaining this point of
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vantage, he stood half-in half-out of the room, holdmg the door
with one hand so as to be able to close it at a moment’s warning,
and ventured to explain : !

“You needn’t cut up so rough, Doc, I didn’t mean to say you
had murdered the gal, of course not, you ain’t such a fool as that:
I mean you're trying to play off agam that she’s dead when she
- ain’t. But it won’t do,” he continued,  gaining confidence and

edging himself slwhtly towards the delapxdated hat, “ it won’tdo;
I see your game plain now and if you don’t do the right thing by
twelve o’clock to-morrow, I’ll blow the whole story to Mr. Morton
- and Mr. Howson ; they’ll thank me, and pay me t00, so you see it
ain't no use cutting up rough, Doc, for 1f youdon’t come down
with the dust right off, I'll let the cat out of the-bag sure as my
name is James Harway, and I'm a perfect g ventleman and I never
tell a lie when the truth will do as well.” \\ ‘
He stooped, as he finished, to pick up thq dilapidated hat, with
the evident intention of making a dignified and imposing exit;
but the temptation of the bent figure was too great for Dr. Griffith,
and ere, Mr. Harway had regained an upright position, the doctor’s
foot. was raised, and a vigorous and well directed kick sent the
perfect gentleman head first into the hall-way, where he carromed
on the hat-rack and pocketed himself in the coal scuttle standing
at the foot of the stairs, and lay a helpless mass, while the doctor
" stood over him glowering with rage, and loo‘kmo' very much as
if he intended to repeat the operation. n
“ Will you ?” he exclaimed fiercely, ¢ then l?t me tell you that
if you are not out of Montreal before to-morrow I will have you
in jail for robbery and arson. 1've been ma.kmg inquiries too, and
I've made discoveries as wel as you, and I have discovered that Mr.
James Harway is very badly wanted at Brattleboro, Vt.; to explain
_ what he knows about breaking into the Bank there three months
ago and setting fire toit. I've telegraphe{l for the detectives, and
they will be here to-morrow morning; so-if you know what is
~ good for you I would advise you to get out of this at once; it's
no use trying to blackmail me for I won’t stand it, and your
secret, as you call it, is worth nothing; if I really cared that
Charlie Morton should not know that his sister only died three
days ago instead of six years, as he supposes, would I have ad-
vertised her death in the papers where anybody can see it. You
“are_ a very shallow fool, my dilapidated friend, and have over-
reached yourself by trying to be too smart. A week or ten days
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| ago I might have been induced to buy you off, but now I am free,

v m me buat hard words and harder,
blows. I have the cards in Iy own hand now and I mean to win,
and when I say that, I am hard to beat.”

He slammed the office door behind him and left Mr., Harway to
house the best way he could.

oL, however, seem in a great hurry to
leave, for he remained severa] seconds where he had fallen, wiping

his face in a mechanical sort of way with the dirty handkerchief,
-and ejaculating occasionally, :

“I'm blessed.”
At last he rose, shook himself together

a bit, put on the dilapi-
dated hat, brushed his boots with the diri

¥ handkerchief as if to
shake the dust from off his feet, and slowly left the house,

alk he paused a moment and shaking his
the house, said :

“ This game ain’t play
many trumps as you suppose;

a shot at you before I 8o that'll make you jump. H

m I, plaguy hard, as you'll fin
I'm done with you. . Kick me out, did you? Ill m
worst kick you ever gave anybody as sure as I'm P

e continued, turning to go d s
“if Tain't as dry as a red hot stove. I must get a little cool, re-

freshing gin pretty soon, or I'll go off by spontaneous combus-
tion.” '

The idea of so lamentable an occurre
bim greatly, and he started down the hill

ard to beat,
d out before

0ce seemed 10 animate
at a good pace.

——

SCENE II,

MB. FOWLER GETS DRUNK,

Trxz, September tenth, eighteen hundred and seventy; place,
Mrs. Grub’s boarding-house in St. Urbain str ‘

eet. .
- Augustus Fowler, commonly known ag ¢ Gus,” stood before
the cracked looking-glass in his room in St. Urbain street, endea-

\ k-tie to his entire satisfaction: and gt
last, after fifteen minutes of hard labor and great loss of patien ce,

be found he had so crumpled and soiled the delicate white muslin

’
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cravat he had intended to wear, that he was forced to abandon the
idea of using it, and content himself with a black ¢ butterfly”
which had’seen some service, bit which possessed the advantage
of having only to be hooked on to his collar button. '

You may laugh, if you please to, at Mr. Fowler for his clumsi-
ness, but I tell you thefe is more in tying a neck-tie than is gen-
erally supposed. A neck-tie per se is generally an amiable and
well-disposed article of dress to manage, that is when a man don't
care much whether it ties or not; a dexterous twist of the wrists,
a skilful use of the thumbs and fore-fingers, and it falls into its
- place at once; but, make & combination of love and a neck-tie,
and the tie immediately becomes a fierce and untameable monster,
obstinately refusing to be managed on any terms, and slipping,
twisting, crumpling, and getting dirty in a most extraordinary
manner. -

Mr. Fowler was in love, and—mind this is a secret—he was go-
ing to see his girl. Is it any wonder then that it took hlm s0
long to arrange his neck-tie to his satisfaction; first it refused to
go under the collar at all, and, slipping from his hand, fell on the
floor, when he puthis foot on it and soiled one end ; then it twisted
itself inside out and showed the seam in front, which necessitated
his untying it after he bad accomplished what he considered a
most successfal bow.

It ‘was a wonderful tie for gettm« up under the left ear ; you
may have noticed that ties seem to have a weakness for getting
under one ear, and that there:is a great partiality shown for the
left ear; but this tie of Fowler’s was as much in love with his left
ear as he, Fowler, was with Bessie Sudlow, and persisted in get-
ting up under it so often that by the time he had finished trying
to pull it straight for the hundredth time, the tie was finished too,
and, having 1ost all shape and semblance of a well-made cravat, '
' appeared only as a limp, crumpled, dn'ty piece of muslin, which
Mr. Fowler discarded, and adopted the “ butterfly,” which, being
of gentle disposition, was more easily managed.

_ It was half-past seven, and Mr. Fowler had to hurry, or run the

" dreadful risk'of being late, and so receive Miss Bessie’s reproaches;

he therefore endeavored to complete the remainder of his toilette

as speedily as possible. -~

. His hair did not take him over five minutes; it had been cut,
and shampooed, and oiled, and brushed, and.curled, and puffed up

to the last point of excruciation only half-an-hour before by one
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of the St Lawrence Hall barbers,-and Mr. Fowler had not intended
to touch it at all; but, in putting on a clean shirt, which he found

| absolutely necessary, although extremely careful, he had an- acci-
dent ; his collar button caught in the puff over the left ear, entire-
Iy demolishing it, and destroying at one fell tug the work which
it had taken a painstaking barber nearly five. minutes to accom-
lish. Mr. Fowler did not exactly swear, but he gave vent to a
guttural expression which sounded something like an oath, and,
as he tried again and again to restore that puff over the left ear to
something like its pristine splendor, he gave vent to various ex-
pressions of impatience which did not sound altogether like bless-
ings. .

it last the puff over the left ear was settled to his satisfaction;
his neck-tie remained firm and well arranged under his collar ; his
nether habiliments hung gracefully to his heels; his shirt-front
presented an unruffled space of white linen, starched to the last
degree of stiffness, and ornamented with three small gold studs,
and he had nothing to do but to put on his vest and coat and be

B ready to start.” ;

Nothing else to do? Mr. Fowler remembered, with a sudden
start, and a cold feeling down the back, that he did have some-
thing, else to do, and that something very important, and he looked
down at his slippered feet with a sigh.

He had forgotten to put on his boots.

* Now putting on a pair of boots; especially old, well-worn ones
isnot a difficult or dangerous task; but, struggling into a bran -
new pair of patent leathers—made tight in theleg to suit the close-
fitting trowsers—is a very different thing, and Mr. Fowler fully
recognized the fact as he gazed at the brightly shining foot coverers
slmly reposing under the table, and despairingly contemplated
he probable consequences to the stiffiy-starched shirt-front, or the
hossibility of bursting a button off his pantaloons, .or of totally
bnnihilating his shirt-collar.
| There was no help for it; he must get them on; he could not
goin his slippers, and his old boots were too: far advanced into the
“sere and yellow” to be seen in company with the gorgeous
ppparel which he had provided especially for this occasion ; he,
gherefore, sat with a sigh of resignation on the edge of a chair
nd tried to persuade the new-comers to go on easy.
} Ho tried the right boot first—somehow men generally do try

he right boot first—and it went on beautifully ; onestrong steady
. ‘ F




90 ) HARD TO BEAT.

* pull, a slight wriggling of the toes, a light tap of the heel, and it
was on. Mr. Fowler felt so elated at hissuccess that he rose and
walked a few steps about the room in the one -boot and a slipper to |
. see how it went. It wentwell ; and he re-seated himself witha
satisfied air to try the left boot.

When accidents happen, they nsually oceur w1th the left boot,
and so it was with Mr. Fowler; just in proportion as the right
boot had gone on easy, so the left boot seemed determined to have
a struggle for it before yielding and allowing itself to be walked
in as any respectable boot ought to do. First there was a decided
misunderstanding between the heel and the instep; both wanted
to go down together—the heel having a little the worst of it,—
which resulted in a dead-lock, and no amount of wriggling and
steady pulling could persuade that boot to budge ; then Mr. Fowler
discovered thatthe boot was twisted a little, and he had to take it
off and put it on straight, then the toes got bent under the sock,
which had become a little damp with the perspiration super
induced by the exertion of the first encounter, stuck to the lining
- of the boot, and another dead-lock ensued.

A good five minutes had been spent; the hands of the clock
pointed to five minutes to eight, and Mr. Fowler very nearly swore
as he pulled off the refractory boot: for the second time; herose
and, going to the dressing-table, took up a box of powdered
chalk, and poured a portion of its contents into the boot, giving
it a good.shake to make the powder spread. :
© « Tl get you on this time,” he muttered, « or I'll know why.”

He knew why right off. Seating himself on the edge of the

chair, he elevated his foot, inserted it into the boot, and, after -

gently working it well down, gave “a long pull, a strong pull
and a pull altogether,” firmly determined to get it on then or never.
Baut, alas for the vanity of human expectations! While the foot
was at its greatest altitude, while the pull was at its maximum
strength, and the boot at its severest point of resistance, ** crack,
crack,” went both straps, and Mr. Fowler, totally unprepared for
$0 unforeseen a catastrophe, fell backward over the chair, ani
rolled ignominiously on the floor, to the serious disarrangemert
of the stiff shirt-front, and very nearly causmg a dislocation of
the collar button.

Then he did, swear. There was no doubt at all about it this
time; he gave vent to an expression which ought to have cor
'vinced any right-minded boot that it ought to go on; but no, th
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“obstinate boot was beyond control, and could not be by any means
persuaded to do its duty, and so, after one more ineffectual trial,
Mr. Fowler was forced to give up the contest. Mournfully he
pulled off the right boot, which had behaved so well ; spitefully he
kicked away the left boot, which had behaved so badly ; and, with

a sad, but resigned smile, put on the old boots whxch he had so - .,

scornfully rejected a few minutes before. .

The boots were old ; they were slightly torn, and th‘ey needed
cleaning; but there was no help for it, he must wear them or
nothing, so he wisely determined to submit to circumstances and
don his old friends, mentally resolving, however, that he would
keep his feet as much under the sofa as possible, or hide them be-
hind the friendly shade of Bessie’s dress if he was permitted. to
sit sufficiently close to her.

But they needed cleaning. That fault was quickly remedied,

{ and in a short time he had them shining like mirrors. He pulled
them on, placed his feet together and gazed at them with some-
thing like a smile of satisfaction ; they did not look so bad after
all; it was wonderful how a good dose of blacking and a little
skilful brushing had improved their personal appearance. Ah!
there was one flaw he discovered ; the right toe had been missed ;
it did not shine with the refulgent brightness of the surrounding
leather : he elevated his foot on the edge of the chair, stooped
over, brush in hand, to rectify the omission, and—oh ! luckless
Fowler !—in that fatal moment the sole button by which his braces
were fastened behind gave way with a loud snap, and he could
feel his trowsers give a sudden start towards his knees.
* Here was a terrible position ; he could not go out without braces,
B his trowsers would not keep up without them : it was too late to
think of taking them off and sewing on.a button, it would take
too much time, so there was nothing left to do but to go down
stairs to the servant:girl, and meekly request her to pin him up,
which she obligingly consented. to do, and accomplished the task
after having only twice run the pin into hisback.

Poor Fowler ! his misfortunes had been great, and he was not in
avery sweet or serene mood when he finally lit a cigarette—a
tigar would have taken too long to smoke—and, after putting a
few cloves in his pocket, started for Miss Sudlow’s residence.

Miss Bessie Sudlow, the object of Mr. Fowler’s adoration, was a

gir-haired little creature of sixteen with whom he had managed
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to get acquainted during her walks to and from school. She lived
with her mother and aunt in a small, two-storey house in St.
Dominique street. The house had a high stoop, and the few
square feet of ground in front of it were enclosed by a low picket
fence. Mr. Fowler had succeeded in gaining an introduction to
Mrs. Sudlow, but that lady thought Miss Bessie altogether too
young to think of having a lover, and Mr. Fowler’s visits were
discountenanced.
. He had not seen Miss Bessw for several days, and ‘dared not
‘call at ‘the house to inquire for her; it was, therefore, with most
pleasurable surprise that he opened a delicate little  envelope,
which smelt strongly of musk and was ornamented with a very
fat little boy without any clothes,;thoughtlessly pointing a head.
less arrow at nothing, and read the following note:

« DEAR Gus:—I have been sick for three days, mother and
auntie are going out to spend the evening, and Chloe will have to
go to market, so I shall be alone until about half:past nine. Come
up if youcan. The gas is very bad, and the parlor is almost dark
at nights, come up, won't you? .
. Bgessiz.”

It was nearly half-pasteight when Mr. Fowlerreached the house
where his loved one dwelt ; as he got near to it he threw away the
remnant of his cigarette, hastily took a couple of cloves from his
pocket, chéwed them up a bit and swallowed them. He then
smoothed down his shirt front as much as its rampled condition
would permit of, straightened his tie, gave a final pull at his collar
to see that it was all right, ran his fingers lightly over that left
puff to be sure it had not got out of place, tugged at his vestto
make it lie smooth, gave himself a sort of a shake to be perfectly
certain that everything was all right, and then rang the bell.

There was the tripping of light footsteps in the hall ; the slight
rustle of a dress: a faint suspicion of patchouli floating through
the keyhole, and then the latch was raised and—

Well, the door.didn’t open.

‘There was a slight sound of impatience on the inside of the door;
a strong tug to open it—the door didn’t seem to mind that ;—and
then there was a curious settling sound, as if some one adorned

" with copious crinoline had suddenly sat down ; then came another
rustling-movement as if the same crinoline was getting up agais,
and-at last a soft voice said,

“Is that you, Gus 2"’
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“Yes, darling.” Mr. Fowler used the word darling because he
felt confident he could not be overheard, and he also gained a little
additivnal assurance from the fact of a two inch door interposing
between him and the person he thus ventured to address. Hehad
thought several times that he would like to call Bessie « darling,”
but, somehow, when the proper moment for using the term arrived,
he had always lost courage and had substituted some other word
not quite as affectionate ; but now, thanks to the interposing door
he had gained courage enough to use the term, and he felt as if he
had accomplished something, and mentally determined to try to
use it again when there was no interposing door and it might lead
to happier results.

«Qh, dear ! ” said the voice on the other side of the door,  the
door is locked |

“Uunlock it, darling,” promptly replied Mr. Fowler, now fully

making up his mind to use that term of endearment and no
other.

“But I can’t, Gus, the key is gone.”

“ D——n it,” ¢jaculated Mr. Fowler; this word sounded a little,
avery little, like ¢“darling” through the key-hole, and Miss
Bessie thought it was, but the now enlightened reader knows it
wasn't.

« Oh, Gus,” she said, “ what shall I do; that old fool Chloe has
locked me in and carried away the key. I cannot open the
door.”

«T can’t crawl through the key-hole, darling,” said Mr.
Fowler with a desperate attempt at gaiety, but feeling that if
Chloe had been present in the flesh, and he had a good big pocket
 knife, he would have liked to cut her up into small pleces and

introduce her in detail into the aforesaid orifice.

“No, Gus,” said Miss Bessie, ¢ but—but—don’t you think—
perhaps—couldn’t you try—that is, the window isn’'t very high,
you know.”

“Qf course it isn’t,” said Mr. Fowler, as the idea suddenly
dawned on him. “I've climbed higher places before now.’

“ Then walt a minute until I open it, and you can get in that
way.”

There was another gentle rustle of crinoline, and the soft trip-

| ping of little feet, and Mr. Fowler gave a slight hitch to his
trowsers, just as sailors are popularly supposed to be constantly
doing, and prepared to climb up through the window.

—




94’ HARD TO BEAT.

-I have said that there was a low picket fence enclosing the few
feet of ground in front of the house, and against this Mr. Fowler
leaned in the most picturesque attitude he knew how to assume,

" until the window opened and Miss Bessie appeared.

How beautiful she looked in the dim, shadowy light with her

golden hair framing her pure, girlish face all aglow with excite-
ment, and the dim gas light—it was bad as she had said—throw-
ing a faint beam of brlghtness over her. Very beautiful she
looked, and very deeply in love Mr. Fowler felt, and he deter-

mined to exhibit his prowess before his lady love, as gallant

knights of old were wont to.do before theirs.

I have said that the picket fence was low, in fact it was about
two feet and a half high, and as Mr. Fowler’s left hand rested on
the top he thought'he would exhibit his powers as a gymnast—
he was a pretty good one too—and so he made a slight spring and
vaulted lightly over it.

Oh, poor misguided Fowler! What made you change color so
violently, and place your hand so suddenly behind you, as you
alighted on the little grass plot? That treacherous pin had given
way, his braces were again unfastened and his trowsers in imminent
danger of sagging down uncomfortably. There was no friendly

servant maid at hand now; no way to repair the terrible damage, |

and he could only look up at the beauteous vision above him and
sigh.

The window was about eight feet high, and Fowler could have
easily sprung up so as to grasp the window sill and swing himself
into the room; but, “ what would be the consequences?” He
shuddered as he thought what they might be, and he stretched
his band up, as if to test the dlstance and sajd sadly, .

¢« Tt's too high.”

. % Can’t you jump, Gus?” asked Miss Bessie, Who was rather
hurt at her lover’s apparent apathy, ¢« I thought you could jump
ever 50 high.”

“I could,” said Mr. Fowler, sadly, « but—but T've sprained
my,” braces, he was gomg to say, but added, ‘“ankle.”

“ Oh, I’'m so sorry,” said Miss Bessie, leaning down towards him, |

and looking more like an angel than ever, he thought, ¢ does it
hurt you much ?”

¢ No—yes—that is, not a great deal.”

«I'm sorry,” said Miss Bessie again, sympathetically, the,
~ suddenly, “ Oh, Gus! I've a splendid idea; I'll get the step ladder

‘ going ‘to

school ig
hsve soni
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L Cijloe uses to hang the clothes up and then you can get up-without

B aoy trouble.  Wait a moment, and I will bring it.”

The beautiful vision, as Mr. Fowler called it, disappeared, and -
he occupied a few spare minutes before her return in endeavoring
to find the remnantd of that treacherous pin, so that he might make
- some kind of temporary repairs, if possible; but no, no trace of the

pin could be found, and he could only give an extra hitch or two
to his trowsers, and await Miss Bessie's return. :

‘She soon came, and tears almost stood in her bright little eyes
as she said.

«] declare it’s too bad, Gus, that hatefal old Cbloe has locked
the door at. the bottom of the stairs leading to the kitchen, and I
cannot get the steps to help you up ; I'm so sorry.”

She leaned far out of the window, and he drew himself together
as if for one desperate spring; for one moment he hesitated, then
‘prudence prevailed over rashness and he contented himself with
reaching up to her and trying to take her hand. She held it down
provokingly near him and he seized the plamp little palm in his
and gently squeezed it. The pressure was returned; he could
swearit was, and heraised himself yeta little higher that he might
press the dainty little fingers to his lips; his head was thrown
back and his gaze fized on the radiant face which glowed less than
two feet above him; one more effort and he could reach her hand;
his throat was swelling with the strain of stretching so much, but
with a strong effort he raised himself a couple of inches, his lips .
were pressed to her fingers; he was drinking in sweet draughts of
loving consent from her eyes when—¢crack” went that faithless
collar button, his “butterfly ” fell to the earth, both ends of his
collar started up under his ears, and he dropped to the ground
thoroughly disheartened and discouraged.

Miss Bessie, who did not know the misfortune which had -
happened to him, was surprised at his letting go of her hand so
suddenly, but she said nothing ; she was just beginning to remember
that it was not very proper to have a young man standing under
the window kxgémg her hand, and thatsome of the neighbors might
see it, and report the fact to her mother, so she said:

“Gus, it’s no use my keeping you sta.ndmg there, you can’t get
in, that’s evident, and it is after nine now and Chloe might come
back at any minute, so I had better say good night. I shall be
going to school on Monday, and, if you like, I will meet you after
school is over,:at the old place, and we will go to Alexander’s and
have some cream.” :
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Of course Mr. Fowler could make no response to this' but “yes;"
he bad not courage enough now to add “darling,” his two mis-
fortunes coming so suddenly on-him had rather dispirited him,
and he climbed over the fence—he did not dare to jump this time
—in a rather lazy, careless manner. He stood for ‘a moment sadly
_on the sidewalk, half-irresolute which way to turn, and then fell on
- his ear a soft, silvery voice, saying gently: ‘

“ Good-bye until Monday, Gus, dear.”

How sweetly that word of endearment slipped from her ruby.

lips, and how delightful they sounded to the. enchanted Mr. Fow-
ler; his heart gave a great bound, and he very nearly scaled the
fence and made a jump at the window to steal a kiss from the
sweet ruby lips which had uttered that fond word ; but, prudence
forbade, and he merely threw back his head and kmsed his hand
to her, saying gaily:

“ Good night, darling.”-

-

Ah, luckless Fowler, his evil genius was pressing him hard to-

night, for as he threw back his hesd the action made the loose end
~of his collar fly up and strike him in the eye whlch caused him to
turn Weepmg away.

* * ¥ * * * %k

Mr. Fowler wended his way slowly and sadly down St. Domi-
niquoe street; he chose the darker and least frequented side of the
street—although both sides are dark enough, for that matter—and
kept well in the shade of the houses with his coat collar pulled up
about his throat. He walked pensively dewn as far as Craig
street and took a short cut across the Champ de Mars, steering as
directly as possible for the Richelien Hotel. Arrived there he
enlisted the good services of the urbane bar-keeper, Isidore, and
with hi? aid and assistance got himself pretty securely pinned up
—two pins, crosswise, in the braces this time.

Then Mr. Fowler thought he would takea drink; having taken
it, he concluded he wanted a smoke, took a cigar and sat down 10
-enjoy it; after a little while he concluded he would take another
drink and did so.

I.am afraid Mr. Fowler's disturbed and uneasy state of mind
had rather interfered with his usual steady and sober habits, for,
on the entrance of some acquaintances, he insisted upon standing
drinks round on the ground that he was « just going to have one.”
After that one others followed, and when Mr. Fowler left, in com-

leisure;
8aW one
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pany with his friends, about ten o’clock, he was very~Qoubtful
whether there was only one St. Vincent street for him

or two; if he shut one eye and took a good square lookhe could
- only see one; but, every time he looked with both eyes

see two, and one of them seemed to be performing a sloMwaltz
around the other; which was moving and which was stayding
still he could not quite determine, any more than he conld make
up his mind which was the nearest way home for him to take, the
< one that moved or the one that stood still.

It was very puzzling to settle this question, and Mr. Fowler
leaned up against the house so that he might think about it at his
leisure’; what bothered himm most was when heshut the left eye and
saw one street standing still, it would begin to move as soon as
heopened theright eye ; but ifhe looked with the right eye he could
see & stationary street which immediately began moving when he
opened the left eye; that was what he could not settle to his satis-
faction, whether it was the street he saw with his right eye that
was moving, or whether it was the one he saw with his left, and
50 he leaned against the wall to think about it.

He was not, however, permitted to remain there long, for one
.of his companions, who was sober, took him by the arm and pulled
him forward. .

“Come on, Gus, old boy,” he said.” “I had no idea you were S0 °
bad as this.” '

“Tshall rite,” replied Mr. Fowler, “ I'm porf'ly sober; on’ I
cou’'ndt tell which street to go'p.”

“What on earth have you been drinking to get you so tight in
such & hurry. I never saw you so before. What did you drink ? ”’

“Braces,” replied Mr. Fowler, sententiously.

“ What ?

“ An’ collar but'n.”

“I think you must be going mad;’ replied his companion.
“Here, boys,” to the others, “ call a cab and let us take him
home.”

A cab was speedily brought and Mr. Fowler and his companions’
got in. Mr. Fowler recovered quite as rapidly as he had been at-
tacked. His drunkenness seemed to be of that evanescent kind
which will partially prostrate a man for a few minutes, but rapidly
passes away. By the time the cab reached Place d’Armes Hill he
was more than halfsober, and protested against going home in
such plausible terms that his companions, thinking he was all




—

'HARD TO)BEAT.

right agreed to his proposal to go down to Freeman’s and have
some oysters. '

After oysters—and. a few glasses of ¢ ’alf-and-’alf” to prevent
- the oysters disagreeing with them—a game of billiards was pro-

posed and the four adjourned to Chadwick’s where they gota
private room and enjoyed a quiet game for about an hour.

It must not be supposed that these games were played dry; on
the contrary they were wet games, that is to say the losers of each
game had to pay fordrinks; there were not many drinks, because

.there weré not many games; but Mr. Fowler conceived a passion-

“ate desire for brandy cock-tails, and not content with the regular
drinks on each game indulged in several « drinks between drinks,”
which tended to make his playing rather peculiar.

‘Wonderful billiards did Mr. Fowler play, and marvellous were
the shots he made. The principal difficulty seemed to be that he
saw too many balls on the table; he never saw less than seven or

- eight, unless he shut one eye, and then he invariably missed, and

the extraordinary manner in which they managed to run about

the table without hilting each other greatly surprised him. Stil

he was not discouraged, and, although he seldom made a shot, and

rarely struck anything but the cushion, he was hopeful and cor- i§
fident to the last, and felt fully persuaded that when he ¢ got. his
hand in ” he could do wonders.

But although he could do nothing with the balls he did wonders
with the chalk; every time he missed a stroke he chalked his cue;
not content with chalking the tip he covered it half way up its
length with a thick coat of chalk; he chalked the butt; he chalked
his hand clear up to his wrist; he chalked the cushion every time
he had to rest his hand on it; he chalked the bridge whenever-he
had to use it; he chalked his trowsers and his nose, and once, in
a fit of partial abstraction, he meditatively began chalking hi
head until he had introduced a large premature patch of grex
hairs.

Still he wasn’t drunk. Oh dear no! He said he wasn’t, and
" he ought to know. He kept his legs well, however, walked abou
all right, and talked pretty reasonably ; his face was very muchji
flushed, and his eyes looked as if they had been boiled and hail§
not got thoroughly cooked, but he behaved quietly and orderl;[
much more so than some sober men do.

About eleven the party left Chadwick’s and went down to the
St. James, where they had a partmg drink, Mr. Fowler a.vowmg
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his intention of going to St. Urbain street, and his companions
| starting for their boarding-house in University street.

I don’t think Mr. Fowler could have gone directly home, for it
was nearly twelve o’clock when he found himself opposite the
Bank of Montreal; he could still walk a little, but in a very un-

certain and wobbling sort of way. The sidewalk in front of the -

| Bank must decidedly have been too narrow, for, although there
was no one else near him at the time, Mr. Fowler could not find
room to pass the lamp-post, and so ran against it.
“Skuze me, o’ fel'w; didden shee’r.”
" He leaned up against it, and feeling one of the projecting orna-
t ments, took hold of it and shook it warmly.
«’S hall rite, o’ fel'w ; 'l shee'r home, nev’ f’ar.”
He passed his arm aﬁ'ectionate]y around the post, and leaned
b his head against it; his hat fell off, but he did not notice it, and
 in a fewseconds he was more than half. asleep
“Look a here, young fellar,” said a loud, authoritative voice
in his ear, “this 'ere won’t do. What's the matter with you?”
j and a blue-coated limb of the law laid his hand on his shoulder
i and gave him a shake.
“’S hall rite, p’'lesman; my fr'n ’ll take m’ home.”
“Will he; well I think not; I'll just run you in and leave you
 where you ll be well taken careof; so come along, young fellar,

s @ 2nd no nonsense with you;” and to show his earnestness in his

| intention of ““running him in” he took Mr. Fowler by the arm
and turned his steps towards the Central Station. But it was no
use; tired and outraged nature could stand it no longer, and
 before he had got him fairly across the street Mr. Fowler was
fast asleep and fell heavily on the sidewalk. Fortunately he did
not hurt himself, and the policeman, calling a cab, put him into
it and took him down to the Central Station, where he was placed
in one of the cells in a state of unconsciousness.
t Mr. Fowler did not awake from his drunken sleep until about
fsix o’clock in the morning.  He had.uot p@s&d a very qmet or
agreeable night; he had slept, but that sleeg had been greatly
fisturbed by dreams which were partially. re,ahtles He dreamt
gihat he was chained down to a bed of ice, while legions of fierce
ppnd terrible-looking monsters galloped over him, and he was
powerless to resist their constant attacks.. Monstrously hideous
Fhapes, with long, clammy, sticky legs, seemed to crawl with
ickening sliminess over his face, nibbling at his hps and eyes,

T e

&
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and scratching with malignant pleasure the end of  his nose.
Curious fantastic visions of monster rats, with huge glittering
white teeth, and tails of prodigious length and thickness, passed
before him. Squeaks of surpassing loudness and shrillness were
ringing in his ears, and the dull, rusty creaking of gigantic por-
tals ever and anon crashed upon his brain. Wild shrieks, and cries,
and ribald laughter, and profane words seemed to ring perpetually
in the air; the low wail of sorrow, the wild outburst of frenzy,
the piteous pleading of maudlin drunkenness were heard over
and over by him. A dim chaos of sound appeared to be rol}mg
constantly through his mind, and slowly moulding .itself into
definite shape. He slept; but it was the troubled, dlstefnper.ed
sleep of the drunkard, which racks and wrenches the bl:am with
frightful visions, and leaves bim in the morning with tlf‘?d, ach-
ing limbs, and a dull, heavy head with sharp shooting pains dart-
ing through it.

It was still quite dark in the close, fetid cell when Mr. Fowler
awoke and tried to collect his scattered senses sufficiently to tell
where he was. The horrors of his dream were partially realised,
for there were ancient and wise looking rats prospecting about
the bodies of the recumbent figures on the damp floor, and Tegh-
ments, squadrons, brigades and armies of cockroaches were per-
forming their evolutions along the floor, the walls, the sleepers
and the ceiling ; the atmosphere was heavy with the fumes of stale
Hiquor and still staler tobacco, and it geemed as if a combination
of every known and unknown stench pervaded the place.

There was about a dozen inmates of the cell beside Mr. Fowler,
and they were for the most part lying on the floor in all sorts of
uncomfortable positions just as they had fallen when first brought
in ; some laid on their back with arms and legs distended, mouths
open and stentorian breathing denoting that they had not yet e
covered from their drunken sleep ; others were crouched into small
heaps, head down, looking as if dead, one or two were awake and
standing at the barred door trying to induce the turnkey to pro-
cure them some coffee. One man was sitting in a corner of the
cell mumbling over something to himself, and as Mr. Fowler ros
to approach the door he struck this man with his foot.

“T beg your pardon, sir,” he said politely, it was quite acci
dental I assure you; but this place is so crowded there is scarcely
room to move without striking some one.” -

“ All right,” replied the man,  that’s enough, you're a gentle
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t man I can see, and as I'm a perfect gentleman myself I'can’t ex-
pect anything more than an apology from another gentleman.”
‘The man rose and approached the door at the same time as
Fowler, and they enquired together if they could be allowed to
bail themselves out. ) _
| Mr. Harway (for, of course, it was him) appeared greatly relieved
when told that his bail would be two dollars and a half, and still
-moreso when informed that four dollars and a half had been found
on him when he was picked up drunk on Notre Dame street.

“ All right, Doc,” he muttered. ‘I'll.give you the slip yet;
your detectives can’t artive before half-past nine, and by that time
I shall be well on my way to New York.” He stood near the door
while Mr. Fowler made inquiry about his case and overheard what
was said.

Mr. Fowler’s case was very simple, two dollars and a half was
required for bail and he was free to go. But here a difficulty arose;
Mr. Fowler didn’t happen to have two dollars and a half, and he
inquired whether he could send for a friend. The turnkey replied -
that he eould do so, and, after some delay, broughta small boy who,
in consideration of a. promised quarter, agreed to go to Mrs. Grub’s
and inform” Mr. Farron of the unpleasant condition his room-mate
was 1n.

While Mr. Fowler had been talking to the turnkey, Mr, Harway
bad been observing him attentively ; and, when the boy had been
despatched, he turned to Fowler and said :

- “lExcuse me, sir, 'm a perfect gentleman, and I mean no
offence, but ain’t I seen you somewheres before ? ”

“Very likely,” replied Mr. Fowler, good humoredly. «I'm
pretty well known in Montreal,” ’

“I'm blessed ! ” exclaimed Mr. Harway, as a sudden light seemed.
to break in on him. “ I'm blessed if you ain’t the gentleman that
a3 80 anxious to break the little game of faro I had at the last
races. You shouldn’t play so reckless, sir, or you'll lose your
money,” * 5

“I'm pretty sure to lose it playing with you,” rejoined Mr.
Fowler, turning away; but Mr. Harway put his hand on his arm
and detained him.

“Excuse me, sir, but you. were with Mr. Morton that day,
wasn’t you ? ”

uYes.n

“He's a great friend of yours, ain’t he ? ”

0"
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“Yes; what business of yours is that? ”

« Well I'm blessed ! ”’ said Mr. Harway, with emphabls ; “I'm
blessed if this ain’t thé queerest go I ever heard of. Now, Doe,
my boy, I'll be square with you before night. I couldn’t afford to
stay in the city long enough to do it niyself, but T'll fix you now,
never fear. Come here a minute, if you please, sir,” he continued
to Fowler; “I have something of importance to tell you which
concerns your friend, Mr. Morton. I'm a perfect gentleman, and
I never tells a lie when the truth will do as well, so you can
believe every word I say.” _

The two men sat down together, and before Mr. Farron had
arrived Mr. Harway had related all he'knew about Dr. Griﬂith to
the astonished Mr. Fowler.

“I don’t suppose I shall make anything out of this JOb now,”

" said Mr. Harway, in conclusion; “hut I promised the Doc I'd get
square with him for that kick last night, and I'm a perfect gentle

t“

SCENE II1.

MR. MORTON GETS INFORMATION.

TrE trifling matter of prov1dmg hail for Mr. Fowler having
been satisfactorily arranged by Mr. Farron, the two gentlemen
left the Station, accompanied by Mr. Harway, and proceeded to
the Jacques Cartier Hotel where Mr. Harway insisted that it was
" necessary to his peace of mmd and happiness that he should have
a little cold gin.
 “What will you take, gentlemen,”. he said : I always ﬁnd a
little cold gin lies very warm on the. stomach in the morning; it
a good thing for the digestion too, and helps the appetite wonder-
fully if you pat a little bitters in it. Gin and bitters,” he contin-
ued, to the bhar-keeper, “ I'll put in the gin.”

He about half filled a tumbler with raw gin, added a few drops
of bitters and swallowed the mixture without troubling the water
jug. Mr. Fowler needed the cool and refreshing services of a

- “John Collins” to restore him, and Mr. Farron wisely contented
himself with a cigar. :
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« Gentlemen,” said Mr. Harway, after the drinks had been
disposed of, “I leave it to you to see your friend Mr. Morton
righted. T'm blessed if I wouldn’t like to stay and.see the game
out mysélf; but, there’s folks coming here on this morning train
that I dor’t want to see, and so I'll have to leave; but I trust to
| you to fix the doctor all right. I told him I'd be even with him
for that kick, and I like to keep my word ; and, if the affair gets
into the papers, perhaps you wouldn’t mind sending me one,
gentlemen, I'd esteem it a favor, and as I'm a perfect gentiemen I
am always willing to accept a favor from another gentleman.
| You see,” he continued, “I shouldn’t have minded anything so "
much as a kick; if he had knocked me down with his fist, I
shouldn’t have cared so much about it; I've had that done before.
Even'if.he had fired at me with a revolver I should not have
minded so long as it didn’t hit me ; but a gentleman naturally has
his feelings hurt when he gets k.lcked like a dog, and, as I'm a
perfect gentleman, I couldn’t stand it. So blow his game, gentle-
men, aud let me know of it, if you ean.”

After delivering this speech Mr. Harwa’y gave an address to
Fowler, and then bowed himself out, and started for the depot to.
leave the city before the detectives from Battleboro’ arrived.

Mr. Fowler retired to his boarding house and betook himself to
bed where he endeavoured to sleep off the effects of his last night’s
potations. It was afternoon before he felt sufficiently recovered to
go out, and when he reached Mr. Morton’s office he found that gen-

' tleman had gone for a drive around the mountain with some friends
from the States; he ‘was therefore compelled to postpone his in-
tended disclosure until the evening when he was told Morton would
be at home. He, however, utilized the afternoon by a trip. to Lon-
guenil where he discovered the house lately occupied by Mrs.
Griffith, closed, and obtained particulars of her death from the
neighbors.

Mr. Harway had carefully instilled into Mr. Fowler’s mind his

| own theory that Mrs. Griffith was not dead at all, but merely re-
moved by the Doctor ; he, therefore, paid but little attention to the
account of the funeral, etc., which he heard from the people he
questioned on the subject; and it was in a strong belief that
Mamie was alive that he called at Mr. Morton’s in the evening.

| Mr. Morton had only returned from his drive a few minutes
when Mr. Fowler ‘entered his room, and he was enjoying a quiet
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pipe and a glass of ale when Mr. Fowler made his presence known
by a loud rap ‘on the door.
“ Come in,” said Mr. Morton, and Mr. Fowler did as requested;
. he sat by the table where Mr. Morton was seated and said, in a con.
fidential sort of way : ~

“ Charlie, I have something very serious to say to you.”

Charlie Morton smiled quietly, for he was accustomed to receive
half-confidences from Mr. Fowler, who was always gettmg himself
into some little scrape.

““ What is it, Gus ; anything I can manage for you ?”

“No; it is something you must manage for yourself. I got
into difficulties last night, old fellow, and—well—you see, the fact
As—1I got into quod.”

“ Arrested ?” :

“Yes.” It cost Mr. Fowler something to make this confession;
for Charlie Morton was one of the few men whose good opinion he
valued ; and he scarcely wanted to let-him know where he had
spent the night; still there.was no way of explaining his story
except by a full statement of the circumstances under which he

. had gained his information; so, Mr. Fowler “ made a clean breast
of it,” and gave afull account of his meeting with Mr. Harway, and
all that had been “told him by that personage. :

« T'll tell you what it is, Charlie,” he said in conclusion, it's my
opinion that Harry Griffith is a rascal.”—I am rather .afrald that
Mr. Fowler used an adjective before the word rascal, but I don’t

-+~ like to record it without being very sure—¢ he is playing some
double game, which I do not qulte understand ; but confound hxm
I want to see his game spoiled.’

Mr. Fowler struck the table with his clenched hand as if exem-
pyf&mg the way he would like to see the doctor spoiled ; but uw

.fortunately he was rather too excited, and struck the table so hard

that he hurt his knuckles, and put the back of his hand up to his

mouth inthe most inglorious and unheroic manner:

Charlie Morton did not say anything for some minutes ; he was
strongly and-deeply excited, but-he was thinking the matter over
as quietly and calmly as he could.

“ Gus,” he said at last, .« I think this man Harway has been try-
ing to make a fool of you. Poor Mamie was drowned years ago,
for if she had not been she would have written to me long before
now. Sheknew I was in Montreal ; and.it is not likely she would
- be in the same city with‘me and not try to find me. I have nota
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very high opinion of Harry Griffith’s character; and he might,
very possibly, have tried to deceive me, but Mamie never would.”

« But suppose she thought you were dead; suppose Griffith told
“her so? ” said Mr. Fowler, half doubtfully “ He might have done

- it, you know.”

Mr. Morton paused for some time before replymg, he was think-
ing over the strange mtelllgence he had heard, and when he spoke
it was in a hard unnatural voice, quite unlike his own.

“You may be right, Gus; perhaps you are; Mamie may be alive
—oh, God grant that she is,—but I scarcely think she can be. I
don’t feel it, somehow; I don’t feel as if Harry Griffith could have
played so mean a part towards me. ..Why man,” he continued, “ I
was his old school mate ; we were boys together—of course, I ob-
jected to his marrying Mamie, because I always thought he would
tarn out bad ; but, such a devilish scheme as this I would be sorry
to credit him with. And Annie too—,” he stopped suddenly,
and a hard cold look totally unlike hls usual aspect seemed to come
over his face. -

“Gus,” he said after a while, «if Harry Griffith has done this -
thing to me; if he has stolen my sister; stolen my friendship;
stolen my love; played me false everyway, while I have played
him true, Lwill hunt him down, I'll hound him to death—I could _
kill him neﬁimthout one particle of remorse, and T'll do it, if
this story proves tride.”

The man’s whole nature seemed to have changed in the few
-seconds which had elapsed since Fowler told him the story he

had heard from Mr. Harway. Morton had at first listened quietly,
§ aud with a gentlemanly smile of disbelief on his lips. He had
said nothing ; and he had only regarded the tale as spme idle fancy
¥ of Fowler’s, or a story which some designing person had told
Fowler with the ultimate design of making money out of it; but
a8 the possibility of the truth flashed on him, all the latent
strength and force of his nature was called into life, and he rose
to leave the room, fully prepared to wring the truth from the doc-
tor, if it cost the life of one or both in doing so. ;

«“Hold on, old fellow ; where-are you off to ?” said Mr. Fowler,
endeavoring to detain h1s companion. “ You didn’t put your hat
on, and you might catch cold in the nose or some such thing.”

“Gus, I must see Harry at once. T can tell in one second after
I ask him ¢ where is Mamie,” whether the story you have heard:
is true or not“ﬁ_ Come with me ; perhaps, it may be as well for
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both he and I that there should be a witness to our interview, it

him s

may end fatally for one.”

“ Look here,” said Mr. Fowler, catching Morton by the arm, and bad &
placing his own back against the door,  this sort of thing wor’t @
do 4t all, Charlie ; no case of ‘coffee for one, pistols for two,’ follow
where I am concerned. No sir. If youwant s little of the manly th:‘nk
art, I don’t mind holding the sponge for you, and wiping your It
mouth out with a drop of vinegar when you can scarcely come to follow
time, but, none of this blood and thunder business shall go on if you

- while I stand around. As soon as you get sane I shall be happy °lfi fel
to goup with you, and we'll interview the doctor together. I might
don’t mind trying to hang him in a square sort of way, you know; To
but I won’t have any unfair business while I am around ; so you ?bsent,
must promise me, Charlie,—I can trust to your word—that there in the
shall be no violence, or you shall not go to see him to-night.” - chan.ce

Mr. Morton laughed a little at this outburst of his friend’s, and do him
his ill-humor seemed to pass away in a moment. A ﬂli‘[f)rt‘

“ Gus, old fellow, you need not be at all alarmed,” he said. “] o mls
shall not make this a desperate case; come with me, if only to i : If? ;t‘
convince you how mild and amiable I can be.” : °

¢ Charlie,” responded Mr. Fowler, moving from the door, and ;y ha
extending bis hand, “ put it there! You're a brick, that’s what. W“eGn M
you are, and I'll see you through this business as long as I have hand us;
a leg to stand on; and if the doctor’s head wants punching we'll won dzx?f'
do it together, old fellow, and I'll introduce him to a few of the " Work‘
dodges I learnt from Joe Coburn, while I wasin New York.” any trat
~ The pair departed arm‘in-arm for Dr. Griffith’s office, and Z Tl‘hui
Morton tried hard to be merry and jolly as they went along. But and 5 a
the effort was a severe one ; the strong feeling which had been an d’snslyi

- raised within him by the story he had heard could not be easily a0 idea Oh

~ controlled, and Mr. Fowler, noticing his companion’s excitement, s full :) p
was making mental bets with himself as to the probability of the He lin]
doctor’s head being “ punched” as soon as Morton met him SJ 1

The. meeting, however, was not destined to take place. On cames
reaching Dr. Griffith’s office they were informed by the servant
that the doctor had left town and would not return for two or three
weeks.

‘“ Where has he gone ? ” asked Morton. .

“I don’t know exactly, sir; but I think it must be somewhere

. west, a8 I heard him say he had to catch the eight o’clock train.” §NIss How

Mr. Morton looked at his watch. It is no use trying to catch
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him at the depot now as it was already past ‘eight, and the train
had started. ’

~«Gus,” he said, “ I don’t know what to do; whether I ought to
follow .Harry, or wait quietly until his return.. What do you
think ? 7

«] think it’s no use trying to think about it to-night. You can’t
follow him now, for you don’t know where he has gone, and even
if you did there is no train now to go by. Wait until to-morrow,
old fellow ; sleep over it, and perhaps some bright inspiration
might come to you in your dreams.”

To tell the truth Fowler was rather glad that the doctor was
absent, for he feared the consequences of a meeting with Morton
in the humor that gentleman was in. * Better give Charlie a
chance to cool off,” was Mr. Fowler’s mental soliloquy, it can’t
do him much harm to wait until to-morrow.”

Morton turned impatiently away, and walked rapidly down the
hill in silence. Mr. Fowler was a good walker, but he found some.
dificulty in keeping up with his companion, and he felt very much
ssif he was in for a walking match; still he said nothing until
they had descended the hill and were turning into St James street

| when Mr. Morton suddenly stopped and said :

“Gus, I have thought it over. Tll put this matter into the
hands of & detective. I have great faith in detectives, they are
wonderful fellows for finding out things. I’ll set Murphy or Cullen
to work to-morrow morning, and I'll soon know whether there is
agy truth in Mr, Harway’s story or not.”

“That's right, old boy, let the matter rest until to-morrow ;
and, as you've nothing special to do to-night, come up to my room
and smoke a quiet pipe; perhaps Frank may be able to give us
anidea, he’s a wonderful fellow for ideas although his head isalways
so full of hip bones, and all that sort of thing.

He linked his arm through Mr. Morton’s, and they strolled up
§t. James street, towards Mr. Fowler’s boarding house.

SCENE IV.

MISS HOWSON GETS MARRIED.

Miss Howson set about her arrangements for her elopement in
4 more business-like manner than would, generally, have been ex-
ected from a girl of her temper and dlsposmon
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She had given up all hope of gaining her father’s consent to her
marriage with Dr. Griffith; she knew him well enough to know
that once he had * put his foot down,” as he expressed jt, it re

quired considerable power to get that foot up again; but she knew }

‘also his natural kindness of heart, and, she wisely concluded that,
although he would not consent to her marrying the doctor,she would
most probably be forgiven if she ran away without leave, and
asked forgiveness afterwards. ‘

She did not try the plan Dr. Griffith proposed ; she was a little
bit afraid of Miss Mexton, and, therefore, did not like to give her
the slightest opportunity of being able to interfere with the elope-
ment. She had a sort of undefined idea that her. aunt might
catch her at the depot at the last moment, and spoil all her hopes
by causing her arrest, or the doctor’s arrest, the train’s arrest, or
somebody’s arrest, and so prevent the consummation of her hopes

She was not at all clear about this arresting business ; but, she

“had got it in her head, somehow, that any two persons trying
to elope, may be arrested by any person who pleased to dose.
She could not exactly settle in her mind whether it was burglary
or manslaughter she could be arrested for; but she settled it def:
nitely that they should not be arrested at all.

She laid a very careful plot. In the first place, she took a
opportunity, after breakfast, to see her father ; and, with one smal
effort to influence his consent to her marriage, appeared to a:
quiesce in his desire.

" Next she confined her plans to Julis—who entered into then
warmly—and then the two sisters went out to make a call,
' Now, amongst Miss Howson’s most intimate friends was a Mrs.
Sloper, an old schoolmate who had sloped off with Sloper abou
~ two years ago; and who, having been forgiven by her father, hal
been impressed with the idea that eloping was a very fine thing
To Mrs. Sloper Miss Howson and Julia went, and she was to
of Mr. Howson’s objection to Annie’s marrying the doctor, and i
‘determination of both parties most intimately concerned to elop
and her kind offices were solicited. .

“My dear child” said Mrs. Sloper, “ I have not heard of au

thing so deligbtful since I ran away with dear Frank,—and a tif§
rible time I had. You know how mother went on about my mif

rying him, and how she persuaded father to order him out of t
the house. I did not care so much for him, but I did not Ii
the way mother wenton about it, and so I determined to have b
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st any price. But mother was too smart for me for a while.
Twice she spoiled our plans by going out with me when I wanted
to go out alone, so that I could meet Frank, and we could be off,
until I began to suspect that John, the coachman—who carried my
letters to Frank and brought me his in return—-—was playing us
| both false. And so it proved to be; the mean old thing used to
open both letters and read them, and then tell mother the contents.
He was making money by it, for, of course Frank and I both -
- psid him, and mother also gave him money, so, he liked it very
- well.

“ When T was sure he was playing me false I did not know what
to do; but, at'last, I thought of Bridget, the cook, who had always
been very kind to me, and I determined to confide in her.

~ utShure am’ faith,’ she said, ¢ ye’s needn’t want any favors of
that nasty old John. T'll fix it all right for ye, honey. You jist
write a note to Misther Frank, tilling him to meet ye at the cor-
ner the night afther to-morrow, and I'll show ye how to git off
without any body suspectin’ ye.!

“And then she advised me to try a disguise. Ob, girls, you
ought to have seen me after I had put on a suit of Bridget's
clothes, and blacked my face, and had on a pair of father’s cast-off
boots, and wore a wig of curled horse hair! I was a sight.”

The recollection of the “sight” seemed to come so vividly
before Mrs. Sloper that she threw herself back in her chair and
langhed heartily. At last she continued: -

“I dressed in the kitchen, and, just a8 I had finished, mother
came down stairs. I was frightened I can tell you; but I was
determined to get away if possible, so I faced her out. She
§ looked at me suspiciously when she entered, and asked Bridget
who I was. Bridget answered at once that I was a friend of hers,
one who had been kind to her in the South, and that seemed to,
satisfy her. ¢Bridget,’ she asked, ‘have you seen Jennie within
half an hour? She is not up in her room, and I can’t find her
anywhere.’

“ Bridget hesitated for a ndoment, and then answered ¢ Shure,
mum I.never goes up to her room, an’ she sildim comes doun
here, an’ how could I tell ye where she is?’

“My mother appeared satisfied with this rather ambiguous
fanswer ; and I went out the back way, as soon as possible. I met
Frank; we got married ; father and mother forgave us, when they
found they could not unmarry us; and you know how happy we
have been together. So,” concluded Mrs. Sloper, “ I advise Annie
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to black her face, and walk out of the house without any one
recognising her.” -

% No,” replied Miss Howson, decidedly, “ I won’t black my face
to please any one; but I think I can manage without that, only I
want you to help me. I want you to ask Julia and I to dine

here today. To write a letter, I mean; so that I can show it to
auntie, and prevent any suspicion. Then Harry can call for me
-about seven, and the four of us, you, Harry, Juliaand I, can go
to Dr. Bellowhard, and there will be no more trouble; and Harry
and T can take the train for Niagara to-night. In your note say
¢come early,’ and I will tell auntie to send the carriage for us at
half-past nine, and you can give the coachman a note I will write
"to papa.” o a0 '

Mrs. Sloper immediately agreed to the plan, and wrote the
required note, which was shortly afterwards delivered at Mr.
Howson’s residence. , _

The doctor was duly notified of the plan -and arrived at Mrs.
Sloper’s residence shortly after seven. He and the three ladies
jmmediately proceeded to the residence of the Rev. Dr. Bellow-
hard, and in a few minutes Dr. Griffith and Miss Howson were
declared man and wife. ,

Mis. Sloper and Julia left the newly married couple to proceed

to the depot alone, and returned to Mrs. Sloper’s residence to-

await the arrival of the carriage which would only have one
occupant instead of two. Annie had written the letter to her father
and entrusted it to Julia, but that young lady felt uncommonly
uncomfortable as she drove home alone, thinking of the possibility
of her father’s anger descending on her head. .

The station was crowded when the doctor and his young wife
arrived; but they met no one they recognized. .

Tickets and a state-room in the Pullman had been previously
secured, and no time was lost in reaching the car as the conductor’s
warning voice was already crying « All Aboard,” and the last bell
was ringing. :

The doctor was assisting his wife up the steps of the car, whens
gentleman, running out very hastily, struck her and almost threw
her back into her husband’s arms. )

« Excuse me, miss,” he exclaimed. “’Pon my word, you know,
I'm quite ashamed of my carelessness; can’t see a yard before me
without my glass, you know—why,” he continued, after he had
succeeded in fixing a diminutive eye-glass in his left eye and looked
through it spy-glass fashion, “I declare it’s Miss Howson ; I'm
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swiully glad to see you, you know, and ever so sorry that I was
swkward enough to run against you, don’t you see. Are you going
- away. or only, like me, come to see some friends off?” and Mr.
Theophilus Launcelot Polydor J ohnson took off his hat and bowed
very low.

That fear about anybody being able to arrest her while x-unmng
away returned to the young bride now; but she felt braver with-

 her husband by her side, and she answered promptly :

“ My husband and I are about to start on our wedding trip to
Niagars. Will you be kind enough to let me pass into the car, the
train will start in a minute.”

“Your who?” exclaimed Mr. Johnson in astonishment.

"« My husband, Dr. Griffith. Please let me pass.”

“Oh certainly, pray excuse me.” He got off the step and the

doctor assisted his wife into the car. The two men glared at each
g other for a moment, but neither spoke. In another minute the
train was steaming out of the depot, and Mr. Johnson was left
standing alone, gazing at the departing cars through his eye-glass,
which was stuck so firmly in his left eye that it seemed as if it
would never come out again. ‘

“Here's a go, you know,” he said after awhile, addressing nobody
inparticular, and still looking at the red light of the fleeting train ;
“it must. be a go, don’t you see, I can’t’ ma.ke it out exactly; but
I'll see about. it.”

He proceeded to see about it immediately by leaving the depot
snd walking towards St. James street.

SCENE V. ,

" A GOOD MANY PEOPLE GET ASTONISHED.

Mz. JomNsoN stopped on the way and purchased a cigar; he was
not & man capable of any great amount of very hard thinking, but
BB be had un idea that he always thought better while smoking than
at any other time.

He felt pretty certain that he had just witnessed an elopement ; _
but could not exactly make up his mind what action he ought to
take in the matter. Klthongh a fool he was a gentleman, and it "~
seemed to him that it was scarcely fair that he, an admirer of -
Miss Howson'’s, should turn informer on her when she had shown .
W decided a preference for another as to marry him. And then
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he thought that if she was really married—which he did not
doubt—it could be of no-advantage to him to have the runawayg
stopped ; but another consideration rose before him, and that was
his duty to the “old boy,” as he mentally termed Mr. Howson ;
and whether it should be honorable in him to keep the knowledge
of Annie's elopement a secret from her father.

“It's an awful puzzle, you know,” thought Mr. Johnson ; “its
a brick wall I can’t find a hole in to peep through, don’t you .

see. I mustask somebody about it; perhaps it would be as well
to ask Gus, he is an awfully clever fellow for getting himself and
other people out of scrapes; and he might see a way out of this

which I can’t. ~ Yes,” he added, after a few contemplative puffs

at his cigar which seemed to inspire hlm, “yes, I'll tell Gus, and
hear what he says about it.”

When Mr. Jobnson reached Mr. Fowler’s lodgings, he found"

that gentleman in close conference with Morton and Farron.
They were talking very earnestly together when he entered the
room, but stopped their conversation as soon as they saw him, so
that a momentary pause ensued. '

¢« Halloa, Polly | ” exclaimed Mr. Fowler, breaking the silence,

how are you? Sit down and have a pipe. I'm ever so glad to
see you.” ‘

Mr. Fowler, however, did not look at all glad ; on the contrary
he seemed annoyed, and looked very much as if he wished Mr.
Johnson at the bottom of the Red Sea, in company with Pharaoh

" and all his host, or anywhere but where he was.

Mr. Johnson did not take the chair Mr. Fowler kicked towards

him, but after speaking to Farron and bowing to Morton said,

“ Gus, I want to see you about some private business; can you.

come outside for five minutes? ”

«All right,” replied Mr. Fowler looking very much as if be

thought it was all wrong; and taking his hat he moved towards

the door, after saying to the others, *“ wait for me, I won't be

long.”
- “What is the matter, old fellow 2 he said when they had gamed
the landing.

“I'm in a muddle, don't you see, and I want a bit of advic
from you, you know.”

“Well, go on; we can talk here lnst as well as in the stree!,
and I want to go out with Frank and Charlie as soon as possible
No one can hear us here; what is it ?”

Mr. Johnson told his adventnre a8 brleﬂy as possible, and the
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doubt he was in-as to what he ought to do, and was very much
sstonished at Mr. Fowler’s suddenly seizing him by the arm and.
pulhng him back inte the room they had just quitted. - -

«It is all right,” shouted Mr. Fow]er, greatly excited. ‘I know
where the doctor is ; he has eloped with Annie Howson, and they
are on their way to Niagara Falls; Polly saw them at the depot,
and Annie told him they were married, and where they were go-
ing.”

“ What ?” exclalmed both his hearers. « Eloped.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Johnson, “ that is, you know, they were going
away together, don’t you see, and Annie said she was married you
know, and I am in a fix as to whether I ought to tell the ¢ old boy,’
don’t you see.” * :

There was dead silence in the room for a few seconds, which
was broken at last by Morton, but his voice sounded so hard and
unnatural that Fowler and Farron involuntarily started as they
heard it. He was trying hard to keep cool and hide his emotion,
but his face was very pale, his eyes glared fiercely, and his hps
twitched convulsively as he spoke.

“] am very much obliged to you, Mr. Johnson,” he said ; * but
‘ss.an old and trusted friend of Mr. Howson’s I will save you the
trouble of telling the ¢ old boy,” by informing him myself. I can’t
go down to the Police Station with you just now, boys,” he con-
tinned to Fowler and Farron, that matter must rest until to-
morrow mornmg I must see Mr. Howson at once. Give me my
hat, boys.”

He rose to go, and Fowler and Farron exchanged glances to
know whether it would not be better forone or both of them to
go with him, but before either of them had time to rise there Was
aknock at the door, and, in answer to Mr. Farron’s c¢ry,  come in,’
Mr. Boggs entered the room.

“ @ood hevening, gents all,” he said giving a sort of general
bow, “hi opes hi sees you well.”

“Wait a moment, Charlie,” called Mr. Fowler, as Morton moved
toward the door,“I'm going out, and I'll walk a little way with
youw”

“Make haste, then ; I feel as if- [ was on fire.”

Mr. Fowler did not make quite so much haste, however, as was
expected of him, for the simple reason that he could not find his
hat which had fallen off when he dragged Mr. Johnson into the
room, and was quietly reposing at the foot of the stairs while
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Mr. Fowler was searchmg under the bed, and in every hkely and
unlikely place for it.

“ Hi’ave got what you wanted, Mr. Farron,” said Mr. Boggs,
advancing into the room, and speaking conﬁdentmlly, “hand hits
ha beauty.” .

« All right,” replied Farron, who had lost all interestin hip

" bones for the present. “Call to-morrow and I will settle with you;
I am busy now.”

« Hall right, yer 'onor,” replied Mr. Boggs, backing towards the
door. ‘You'll find it a beauty, sir. Poor lady, so pretty-looking,
too, hand she just 'ad a baby. The baby’s there, too, has I thought
hi might as well bring hit along.”

“Where did you get it, Boggs ?” inquired Mr. Fowler, who,
after an unsuccessful dive under the bed for what he thought was
his hat but found to be a boot, had just reappeared, looking very
hot and dusty.” '

“ Hat Longueuil, gents both.”

“Longueuil !”

The word fell like an echo from the lips of both students at once,
and they looked into each other’s faces with an expression half
astonishment, half fear. .

“ When ?” asked Farron. A

“ Last night, gents both. Hi took hit hup to the college this
morning, nice hand tidy done hup has a sack of potatoes, hand I
should ’ave come round sooner but my hold woman was took with
& sickness which hadded one to the male population, and hi ’opes 1t
will make ’er 'appy.”

“Come on, Gus, what are you so long about ?” sald Morton,
turning from the window where he had been standing gazing with
a vague, far-off look into the street. ’

“Don’t be in a hurry, Charlie,” said Farron. “ Sit down a minute;
there may be something of more importance to attend to than see-
ing Mr. Howson a few minutes sooner or later. This man was
engaged by me to procure a subject, he tells me he has gota
mother and a little baby from Longueuil ; perhaps——"

He said no more, for Morton’s face told him he understood all
that ¢ perhaps ” might mean. :

“I see it Frank,” he said, after a pause. “I can satisfy all my
doubts at once. Let me once look on this corpse, and if it proves
to be a stranger it W111 tend to allay my. anxiety ; if 1t should be
Mamie—" .
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He said no more, but a hard, stern look stole over his face, and
he clenched his-hands until the nails almost pierced the flesh.
“Let us go,” he exclaimed presently. «I am all on fire until I

b know the truth,” and he took Farron’s arm and left the room.

“Yes, let us go,” echoed Mr. Fowler who had a misty sort of
idea that the greater number of people went the better, and he

| clapped Mr. Johnson’s hat on that astonished gentleman’s head,

and hurried him out of the room as hastily as he had a short
while before ushered him into it. Indeed so great was Mr. Fow-
ler’s haste that he quite forgot he had no hat on, and would most

 undoubtedly have gone bareheaded had he not, fortunately, stum-
bled over the one he had dropped at the foot of the stairs.

. “But, here, hold on, look here, old fellow, where are you going
to, you know,” said Mr. Johnson who, of course, had not under-
siood the dialogue about the body which Mr. Boggs had exhumed,
“You can’t go to Niagara to-night, don't you see?”

“Niagara! Who wants to\go to Niagara ? ”

“Then where are you going ? ”

“To the college.”

“No, thank.you. I went into the dissecting room once with
Frank, you know, and the fellows played tricks on me, don’t you

j see; put a piece of liver in my pocket, pelted bits of ‘meat,” as
they called it, at me, and gave me nasty bones to smell, you know.
No, I don’t like a dissecting room.” '

Bt his protest was unavailing, for Mr. Fowler had hurried him
tlong s0 rapidly that they were -already at the college and the
four young men ascended the steps together.

Mr. Boggs did not leave quite so hastily. As soon as he was
satisfied that they were out of the house, he went to the closet in

| which he remembered having seen Mr. Fowler deposit the black

¥ Wottle on a former occasion; and, having found it, took a pretty
good drink. He sighed, helped himself again, then replaced the
bottle and glass, wiped his lips with his coat sleeve, and said; as he
 left the room :

“Hi know they’d ’ave hasked me hif they ’ad remained, for they
know hi’ave ha’appy 'art. I wonder, ” he continued as he went

| down the street, ““what it was has made them bolt hoff so sudden-
ly? Hi’opes has 'ow ’taint nothing wrong habout my subject,
has hit might "urt the hold woman hif hi was took up. Hit his ha
bed time to- worrit a woman when there ’as been ha hincrease to -
the census. Hi a’most wish hi ’adn’t been hin this job; but hit's
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80 "andy to-'ave ha few hextra dollars when one _expecté ba hin.*

crease that hi couldn’t withstand the temptation.”

He returned contemplatively to the stand and resumed control |
of his horse and cab, which had been cared for during his absence
by a brother Jehu.

k- % * * * * *

Mr. Farron led the way direct to the dlssectmg-room, and left
his companions there.

¢ Wait a minute, Charlie,” he said, *“ and I'll go down stairsand

see about it.”

Morton leaned agsinst one of the heavy oak tables and looked
about him in a listless sort of way. Thescene was not new to him,
and, had it been, he would scarcely have paid any attention to it.

" Some fifteen or twenty students were working away at various -

k]

parts of the human body which had been taken: from the different
subjects under dissection ; most of them were smoking, and occa-
sionally a light jest or a snatch of a song might be heard. Ona
table at the furthest end of the room was a body at which a soli-
tary student was at work ; it had not been dismembered yet, and

* he was opening;the body toremove theintestines, ete. ; from time

to time he took out portions and laid them beside h1m
It seemed an eternity to Mr. Morton before Farron returned;

~ yet it was only a few minutes before he re-entered the room and

said :
“Tt is up here, Charhe now don’t get excited, it may be alla
false alarm, but if it isn’t we will'know in a minute. Here, boys,”

~ he continued, turning to his brother students, “ which is the last §

body sent up ; that of a woman ? " : {s;?

*It’s over there in the corner,” replied one of the dents, who~
was scraping away very industriously at a leg bone; « Billy is at
work on it; he’s practising post-mortem examination.”

“It's mlghty queer,” said the party mentioned as Bﬂly “I-
can’t see through it at all.” e

“ What is the matter, Bllly? ” mquu'ed Mr. Farron, approach-
ing the table. _

-« The heart won't come out. I've got it now,” and giving &
good pull, he brought out the organ. The moment his-eye fell on
it he changed color, and, hastily passing it to his left hand, he took
hold of something which appeared to be sticking in it, and drew
itout.

It was a long slender rod of ghttermg steel, with a finely sharp-
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ened point, which he held up to the light, as he cried in a voice
of terror:

« @reat God, boys, this woman has been murdered ! ”

“Murdered ! ”

Every student started from his work, the Jest remained unﬁn—
ished, the song died'on the.lips where it was to have been born,
every voice was hushed as they gazed with startled eyes on the
fatal evidence held -up before them ; the trickling of a few drops of
blood to the zine floor and the rumbhng of a passing cart fell with
terrible distinctness on the excited nerves of the horror-stricken
- group. The presence of death they did not mind, but to stand face
toface with a foul crime, discoyered by one of themselves, was a
new experience to these embryo doctors.

«Stand aside; let me see it.”.. ‘Was it the voice of a man or of
- some tortured spirit that spoke ? Was it the face of a man, or of
a ghost, which met their gaze as they turned towards whence the
sound proceeded 7

Charlie Morton had started from the table against whlch he had
been leaning at the sound of that word « murdered,” and was
advancing toward the table on which the body lay. His face was
aslivid as those of the corpses-around him, and his eyes blazed
with almost a maniac glare ; he clutched athis collar as if it choked
him, and, although he looked straight before him, he walked like
one in a dream. He saw but one thing in that whole room, the
still white form lying mangled on the table at the far end of the
room ; he heard but one word, that one word “ murdered.”

The students stood respectfully aside to let him advance; they
had been startled, shocked, astonished at the discovery Bllly had
made, but they felt now that that was only the first act of a ter-
rible drama which was about to be enacted, and that one of the
.principal actors now stood before them. :

Morton advanced slowly to the table and looked down at the
form lying on it.

One glance was sufficient ; all his worst fears were rea.hzed all
doubt was at an end ; all hope was fled.

The body was that of his sister.

The form was torn and mangled by the disseeting-knife ; the
face was pallid with the impress of death ; the light blue eyes
were closed forever ; the ruby lips were blue from the touch of
the destroyer; years, sorrows, pain, suffering had left their traces
in the hollow cheeks, sunken eyes and dented lines; but the heart
that loved that. form so well in years gone by knew it in an in-
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stant; knew it, aye, would have known it even if he had not half
hoped, half feared to find it there. The face was calm, there wag
almost a smile on it, no sign of pain at dissolution; the murderer
had, at least, been merciful enough to make her death swift and
sudden.

‘He stood for some seconds gazing ilently at the inanimate form,
then stooped over it and pressed his lxps to the cold rigid ones of
the corpse. :

“ My darling.” he sald kreeling on the bloody zine floor, and,

~ throwing his arms around the corpse, he drew the head up to hxs
shoulder and fondly kissed the lips and forehead’ ““my darling,
that I have mourned for six years as dead, to find you thus cruelly
murdered, to know that I have been betrayed, deceived, and that
your life has been made the penalty of gratifying that man's
passion; it is hard, very hard, to bear ; but you shall not go una
venged to your graye; here, by your dead body, I swear to hunt
Harry Griffith to death, to have his life for yours ; if there is any
law in Canada he shall die the death of a dog, and, if the law
will not do me justice, then I will take the law into my own hands,
and kill him as I would any wild beast.”

He dropped his bead on the cold dead face and remained silent
for some time.

Mr. Fowler had meanwhile got a sheet from the janitor’s wife
and thrown it over the rémains ; most of the students had quietly
~ left the room at a signal from Farron and he was explaining the
state of affairs to them “gutside. - Only Fowler, Johnson anda
couple of students who had more curiosity than politeness now
" remained. ’

Morton continued so long kneeling by his dead sister that Fow-
ler feared he had. fainted -from excessive emotion, and at last
approached him and placmg his hand on his shoulder said :

« Charlie, old fellow, this sort of thing won’t do; .don’t break
down now when you require all your energy and coolness to bring
this rascal to justice. You don’t need me to tell you, old fellow,
how deeply I feel for you, you know it; and you know that I will
help you, if my help can do any good, in hanging the doctor.” =

- He put his arm round Morton’s shoulder and tried to raise him _
from the ground; at first he did mot succeed, but after a short
while Morton rose to his feet and held his hand out to Fowler. -

The two men clasped hands, with a warm close grip, and looked
into each other’s faces. No words were spoken, but actions and
logks are frequently more expressive than words. :
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Fowler was young, volatile, rather too fond of a spree and not
of any great depth of character ; but he was greatly attached to
Charlie Morton, and his heart was weeping for his friend although
there were no tears in his eyes.

«Come,” he said, “come, old fellow, we must go about this
matter at once. Don’t break down now, we have a tough fight
before us. You may depend on it that rascal Griffith has left very
few tracks behind him, he is too clever for that. We may have
. trouble to prove that he committed the murder, although there is
no doubt in our minds that he did. You know his favorite saying
he is ¢ hard to beat ?’”

“Yes, yes, I know,” responded Mr. Morton, rousing himself with
an effort, “he says he is hard to beat, but murder and false-
hood and cowardice and baseness are never hard to beat where
truth and honesty and manliness are arrayed against them. Hard
to beat,” he continued savagely, “yes: we'll see who is hard to
E beat. He has robbed my life of all its sweetness, he has found it
| casy to triumph over me with his plots and schemes; perhaps,
he'll ind at the last I am harder to beat than he thinks.”
| By this time Mr. Farron had partially explained the case to the

sstonished students, and he now re-entered the room accompanied

by some of them.

Mr. Farrop was a very clear-headed, practlcal sort of young
man, and, although greatly excited, he managed to keep pretty
cool.

“Look here, Charlie,” he said, “ you must get out of this as
soon as possible; we are only losing time. The body must
remain here for the present, Billy will look after it and Gus will
notify the Coroner—of course, there must be an inquest—while

k vou and I will go down to the Police Station and consult the
detectives, if there are any there now. I believe one is always on
duty at night, but I am not -sure.”

“Iam,” said Mr. Fowler, I saw Cullen there last night when
I—well, when I had business there,” hé added suddenly remem-
bering that he did not want his companions to know where he
had spent the previous night.

“ All right, Gus, you go at once to the Coroner, he lives some-
where in St. Denis street; you can find the number in the
directory ; get him to come here to-night, if possible, and hold an
inquest early to-morrow morning. Hurry up now, take a cab;
take Boggs if you can find him on the stand, and find out where
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he lives, so that we can have him summoned but, don’t let him
have the least idea that he will be wanted, or he'll run away.”

«Not-a foot shall he run if I have to tie him,” replied Mr,
Fowler as he left the room.

It was wonderful how Farron, actuated by pure friendship, had
suddenly taken the lead, and, while Morton was dreaming of some
indefinite plan of vengeance, put in motion the machinery of the
law, which was almost sure to hunt the doctor down. Oh! a very
practical man was Mr. Farron, and destined, perhaps at some

future day to become a star in the medical firmament, for he had

. presence of mind, promptness, coolness, courage, patience and
knowledge on his side ; and, only add experience to those and it
does pot need much more to make a good doctor.

Morton was half heart-broken, and had only a vague undefined
idea of hunting the doctor down; Farron was all coolness and
determination; he knew how to accomplish his end and he meant
to do it. “Don’t any of you touch the body,” he said as he took
Morton’s arm to leave the room. ¢ It must be left as it is until the
Coroner has seen it. Billy, you remain here; you made the dis
covery and you will be one of the principal witnesses. I saw you

draw the needle out of the heart, and if you will look on the left } '

~ breast you will find a small blue spot; I know how the murder
was done exactly, there are two well authentlcated _instances on
record.”
¢« Iwonder if I could get a special‘ train to-night,” said Mr
Morton when they had reached the street :
« A special train! what for?”
¢« For me to go to ngara
“ Go to Niagara, what an idea! what good could you do? Be
sides, you must remain here to attend the inquest. ~A detective
will leave for Niagara by the first train to-morrow to watch the
doctor, and the moment a verdict is given I will get the Chief ©
telegraph and have him arrested. There is no fear of his trying
to run away; he thinks he is quite safe, and has not the most dis
tant idea that detection has followed so speedily after his crime
In what queer ways things do come. about,” he continued, begir
ing to philosophize, “if I hadn't have wanted. a hip bone, it
~ most probable this murder would never have been discovered; o,
at all events not until some future generation began to build o
the ground now used as a church-yard, and the wonderfal di
covery would have been made of a skeleton with a kmttm
" needle driven through what had once been its heart.”
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~ «Imust go to Niagara,” said Morton, “not only that I want
10 be sure of Griffith’s arrest, but—-"

« Ah, yes; poor girl it will be a terrible thing for her.”

" «That's what cuts me. It seems so hard that in avenging the
murder of my sister I should have to strike at the heart of the
girl I love; but I can’t help that, although it stnkes into my own
heart to cause her one moment’s pain or sorrow.”

There was but little more conversation until they reached the

Police Station, where they found Murphy on duty, and were lucky
enough to meet the ‘Chief, who was out visiting the different
Stations.

Their tale was soon told; the Chief and the keen-eyed, quiet-
looking, detective listening Wlth eagerness to the stra.nge story of
crime,

«] don’t think there is a particle of doubt about the crime
laving been committed by him,” said the Chief, when Farron had
told all he knew of the case; ‘“give me a description of him as

| sear a8 you can, and I'll telegraph to Niagara at once to have him
arrested on suspicion on his arrival. Murphy ean go up for him
tomorrow night to bring him down, while Cullen works up the
wse in Longueuil.”

«No,” said Morton, “I don’t want him arrested until I am
{ure. I want to have him watched so that he cannot escape,
It I want to be there when he is arrested.”

“Don’t want him arrested ?”

“No. You see his wife is an old friend of mine. Poor girl! it

will be a terrible blow to her, and I would rathex; be there to help
hor when the arrest takes place.” =

“Well, it won’t do any harm to telegraph to Ni lagara anyway.
tis not likely he will get any warning, and of course he has no
dea that his crime has been discovered. He thought once his

ictim was underground he was all safe, as he would have
ben as a general thing; and would have in this instance had it

ot been for that body-snatching carter. I must look after him.”
{ #Charlie,” said Mr. Farron, “it's no use your going to Niagara ;

w must stay here to look after the inquest, and funeral, and all

rts of things. Now, I'm not wanted and I will go in your

face. I will look after Annie for you and tell her you sent me.
tat is the bestygllan, old fellow, and you had better let me follow

“Thanks, Frank; you are right. "I never knew until to-night
o B ; : .
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how true & friend you were; God bless you'and reward you for
standing by me in the way you have. I can never forget it.”

“Do you happen to have a photograph of him?” asked
Murphy. - -

“ No,” replied Morton, “but I suppose I can get one easily
enough.”

“ It might be useful,” said the detective, * although I don't
expect there will be much difficulty in identifying the parties.”

“T've got a picture of his ugly mag,” said Mr. Farron, “and
you shall have it to-morrow morning. Come, Charlie, it is get
ting late and we have to see Mr. Howson yet. Nothing more can
be done to-night, so there is no use wasting time here.”

“Wait a moment,” said the Chief, “ you will be going near the
telegraph office, would you mind sending this telegram to Nis
gara; he won't be there before to-morrow night, but theres
nothing like having things prepared beforehand.” .

They proceeded to the college where Fowler had just arrivel
with the coromer; and, after an inspection of the body, it wa
covered with a sheet and left where it laid until the next morning,
Morton insisted on remaining all night by his dead sister’s bod,
and Farron, who would not leave his friend, shared his watch.

To Mr. Fowler was entrusted the task of hunting up an under

taker, and making arrangements for removing the body as sonfl phrf:

as it had been viewed by the jury;:-while to Mxr, Johnson ws
commissioned the task of informing Mr. Howson of }’}ﬁs daughters
elopement, and the subsequent discovery of the murder.

Mr. Johnson was notin a very happy frame of mind ; he haf
discovered when he left the dissecting room that--to use his om
words to Mr. Fowler—¢some fellow, you know, put somebody
shin-bone in my pocket, don't you see, and when I went to i
my face I pulled it out with my pocket handkerchief, you know
and rubbed the nasty thing all over my face, you see.”

He fulfilled his mission very creditably, however; but w
much astonished at Mr. Howson’s manner of receiving the intelii
gence. Of Annie’s elopement he, of course, already kmev,§
he had received her letter and had also seen Julia; but the ne
of the discovery of the murder shocked him ‘greatly. His- ang
against Annie for her disobedience was greatly increased, and i
swore in the most solemn manner that he would never recogui
her as a child of his again. His rage was terrible to see, siiong
frightened Mr. Johnsen so-that that-gentleman managed for o

& .
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in hxs life, to- utter three oonsecutlve sentences -without 8 single
% you know,” or -““don’t you see.’

At last Mr. Howson cooled down a little, and ﬁna.lly promised
to go down to-the college and see Morton, who was a great favor-
ite of his, and effer to have arrangements made for . the faneral
taking place from his house; and then Mr. Johnson departed.

‘Mr. Howson went to the college as soon as Johnson had left,
“sadspent & long time in deep and earnest talk with Morton, with
vhom he strongly sympathized; and the arrangements for the

funeral were completed before he left.
| Of Annie he said little, but that little was very bitter and
severe. He would not listen to-Morton’s pleading on her behalf,
and firmly declared he would never see her again.

All that long desolate night Morton sat by thé side of the dead
form he loved so dearly; silent, motionless, living his life over
sgain. It seemed but as yesterday that he had played about St.
Leonard’s -churchyard, a merry-hearted boy, climbing up on the
‘waffolding of the then uncompleted chapel, clambering, at the
imminent risk of his neck, up the steep roof and standing in the
boles in the spire made to receive the bells, while a trim little
figure in white, with flowing black hair, looked in wonder and
smazement out of her deep blue eyes. at the feats ¢ brother ” was
 frforming. Memory carried him back to that eventful evening
when Harry @riffith had been brought, almost dead, to his door,
ad when Mamie had declared her love for him; and he almost
wished that the negroes ‘had left him. to perish in the grave from
which they had rescued him.. Then-came the thought of how he
ad heard of Mamie’s death, and how he had mourned for her, and
his heart grew hard and bitter against the man who had so out-

od him. After that came the remembrance of his love for Annie
owson, and how Griffith had again come between him and hap-
piness ; and then came a crowd of other thoughts, tenderer, gen-
erthoughts of her he loved ; and by the side of that cold, man-
led corpse Charlie Morton fought out a'long, stern, bitter fight
ith his two loves; between duty and love; between what he
wed to the dead, and what to the living. :
.Great as was lns sorrow over Mamie’s wrongs, still greater was
Bis grief at the thought of the pain and anguish about to fall on
o one who was now more than ever all he cared for on earth.
g and deeply he thought, striving hard to find some way to
ield her and punish his sister’s murderer But there Was 1o

—~—
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way. Farron’s promptitude had already pla;éed the case beyond
his control ; it was now the property of the law, and he felt that

own life to save ‘Annie from pain and disgrace, but the sacrifice
was not permitted him; he could almost have wished the doctor
to escape if that would have shielded her from the odium of being
a murderer’s wife, but it was too late for that now; before another
sun had set the story of the murder would be sent from end to end
of the land, and fancy pictured to him how the newspapers would
, glory in the item, how they would embellish the article with
« double headers,” and ¢ ocross heads,” and, perhaps, even a por.
trait of the murderer. It was impossible that Annie should not

‘Would she love him still ? That was a question which occurred
to him again and again. Somehow, the man never thought that

entered his mind that Annie’s love diverted from the doctor might
revert to him, he was too unselfish for that; his own happines
had no part in his thoughts; he loved Annie deeply and truly
. and he cared only that she should be happy, he never for ot
! moment gave any consideration to himself,

And what was to become of her? That was another troubls
gome question over which he pondered deeply. Mr. Howson hal
spoken so strongly and bitterly about her, that Morton knew ther
was but little to be hoped for from that quarter, for some time &
least.. Where could she go? What could she do?

These .were puzzling questions, and Mr. Morton thought ai
thought over them until the first faint -flush of early morniy
came and found him still with the difficult problems unsolved
and Mr. Farron fast asleep with hishead resting on one of th
heavy oak tables on which laid the book he had been reading, anf
which contained that very interesting hip-bone case which he by
Jbeen looking over again when sleep overcame him.

* * * * * % *.

Mr. Fowler, having executed the commissions given him, X
tirned to his boarding house. It Was late, and Mr. Fowler ¥
~worn out, both in mind and body, but he did not retire to the
"which he was destined to oceupy alone that night. Instesd
" doing so he went through a curious and remarkable pantom I

the law must take its course. Willingly would he have given his

know her husband’s guilt, éven if he succeeded in evading the law. &

‘the death of the doctor might tend to promote his own happiness,
by gaining him possession of the object of his affections. It never
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wluch would haye caused a spectator to imagine that he had lost
| his senses, and was a fit candidate for an apartment at Beauport.

In the first place he divested himself of his meck-tie, collar,
cost and waistcoat ; then he tied his braces very tight round kis
waist, took off his enﬂ’s and rolled his shirt sleeves up far above his
elbows in two very hard, tight rolls; then he took the bolster,
. doubled it in half and set it up on end at the head of the bed sup-
| portéd by a pillow on each side.
. Great pains did he take to have it nicely adjusted, and properly
balanced, and when it was arranged to his' entire satisfaction he
stood off, threw himself into a boxing attitude and began to spar
in the most alarming manner. All kinds of wonderful feints,-and
guards, and passes did Mr. Fowler make ; and most tremendous
blows did he bestow on the unoﬁendmg bolster, now with the
| right hand, now with the left ; straight from the shoulder, under

cuts, overcuts, all kinds of cuts.

Every time he knocked the bolster down he would set it up -
again only to knock it down again ; with praiseworthy persistency
worthy of a better cause he kept up this exercise for nearly half
anhour. Now springing back, now dodging, now guarding and
slways ending by knocking down the bolster, you could plainly
see. that_he was going through an imaginary fight, and doing so-
with great heartiness.

Was he mad? No, Mr. Fowler was perfectly sane. Was he
drunk ? No, he had taken only one drink during the whole even-
ing. Was he merely exercising himself? No, he was far too

f tired for that ; the fact is Mr. Fowler wag in fancy carrying out
the advice he had given Mr. Morton with regard to the doctor, -
and was mentally “ punching his head.” And a terrible punching
itwould have got had it been in the place of the bolster which
got pounded, and thumped, and shaken in a way no bolster had
ever before been treated in Mrs. Grub’s boarding house. At last
with one tremendous “ back-hander,” he knocked it completely
off the bed, almost overturned the wash-stand, and a cloud of
feathers gave evidence that he had punched its head to some pur-
pose, for he had split the tick, and the brains, . e., feathers, were

p . coming out in large quantities.

This seemed to restore him to his senses, and he paused in his
work of destruction, and re-arranged the bed.
~ “Iwish it had been him,” he said, “I'd have enlarged and
embellished his physmgnomy to such an extent that all the pho--
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phers would have' been trying to ge:t” pieimres of him ag
:;;‘xi‘lala, orone of Darwin’s ¢ missing hnk‘l; oom i tho hnd .
- He slowly undressed, got into bed, afnhmw:;mt n b
dreams with the golden-haired objeot o .

Iris n
inquest -
days; s
vant wh
the nigh
the cent;
8 knittin
and hear:
thought -
¥r go in

‘morning

10 other
was attem
said he w

The'res

 for the cr
in a verdi

bad been



ACT V.—-THE WAGES OF SIN.

SCENE 1.

SPENDING THE HONEYMOON.

Ir is not my intention to enter into the particulars of the
inquest which opened next morning and continued to sit for two
days; suffice it to say that Cullen succeeded in finding the ser-
vant who had lived with Mrs. Griffith, and she testified that on
the night of her mistress’ death she had seen the doctor sitting at
the centre table in the parlor, playing with a ball of worsted and
aknitting needle; afterwards heard him go out’/into the yard,
and heard the old grindstone which stood in one corner going;
thought the doctor was sharpening his pen-knife ; heard the doc-
tor go into his wife’s room, and did not hear .any more until next
‘morning when she was told her mistress was dead. There was
0 other man but Dr. Griffith slept in the house. The nurse who
was attending Mrs. Griffith had been sent to bed by the doctor who
uid he would watch his wife for a few hours.

The'rest of the evidence went principally to .show the motive
forthe crime, and after two days’ investigation the jury brought
ina verdict of murder, and stated that in their opinion the murder
bad been committed by Dr. Griffith.

A warrant for his arrest was issued, and Farron and Murphy
left for Niagara.

On the night of their departure the Chief received a telegram
from Niagara which greatly annoyed him ; the train on which Dr,
briith and his wife had left had arrived, but neither of them
were on board. This made him fear that the doctor had either re-
teived information of the discovery of the murder, or had wilfully
nisled Miss Howson as to their destination, so as to elude pursuit,
Mr. Howson should follow them. He telegraphed to various
points and sent instructions to Murphy which he would receive on
bis arrival ; but two days passed away and no information was
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received ; it appeared as if the earth had quietly opened and
swallowed Dr. Griffith and his wife.
* * * % * ok *

The mystery of Dr. Griffith’s disappearance is very easily ex-
plained. He had not gone to Niagara and never intended to go,
although he had told Miss Howson they would go there and had
bought tickets for that place ; but he had only gone as faras
Prescott where he had remained over night, crossed to Ogdens-
burg next morning, and, doubling back to Rouses Point, took
the Champlain steamers for Whitehall, and from thence went to
Saratoga, which he had always intended to make the limit of his
journey.

Very happy and pleasant were the three days it took to perform
the journey, and very happy and pleasant were the three days the
newly married couple passed at the far-famed watering place ; it
was lafe in the season, the races were over and the hotels not
‘more than half full; but Congress Hall and the Union are so large
that when only half full they contain the population of a fair-
sized flourishing village.

But even had the hotel been empty they would not have cared;
they were all in all to -each other, and did not want to make
acquaintances. They preferred driving out to the lake together
and being rowed over its calm surface, and a stroll through the
quiet streets in the evening was more acceptable than the glare and
glitter of the handsome parlors. So time slipped quietly away;
and, as Dr. Griffith seldom spoke to any one, and did not read the

New York papers, he remained perfectly oblivious to the fact o]
his being accused of murder and being searched for everywhere. |

As for Annie she was as perfectly happy and contented as any

young lady can be at Saratoga, if she happens to have eloped and|

forgotten to take ten or twelve trunks with her. Indeed she
constantly declared she was “not fit to be seen,” but for once it
her life it did not seem to annoy her that she could not dress &
well and expensively as her neighbors. She was too . happy b
mind such trifles, too happy in her new love, too happy to I
with h1m on whom she had centred all her affection. Her hear!
had gone out to the man who had deceived her, -and she felt per
* fectly happy and contented with him.
She wrote to her father as soon as she arrived at Saratoga, telling
him where she was, and asking his forgiveness for the rash sty
she had taken. :
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When Mr. Howson received the letter he at once called on Charlie
Morton and showed it to him:

“There’s your murderer,” said he, go and cstch him; or
telegraph and have him arrested.”

« But Annie ?” replied Morton, “ what is to become of her?”

«I don’t know; and I don’t care very much,” replied Mr.
Howson. “If she has pleased to marry a murderer she must
abide by her choice. I will not have anything farther to do with
her.”

“But I will,” hotly replied Mr. Morton. “You ought to
be ashamed of yourself not to have more feeling for your own
daughter.” -

“8he is no daughter of mine, now,” repheer Howson. ¢ Her
disobedience has brought disgrace on me and mine, and the bed
she has made for herself she must lie in. I don’t want to be too
barsh with her, and won’t let her starve or go on the street for a
living, but I won’t have anything to do with her.”

Mr. Morton knew it was-useless to argue with him then, 5o he
wisely let the matter drop.

The next morning Morton and Murphy started for Saratoga, and -
arrived there the same evening. :

It was a bright, warm evening and Mrs. Griffith was seated at

the window of her bedroom enjoying what little breeze there was,
and the doctor was in the adjoining sitting-room writing a letter.
" There was a knock at the door, and, in" answer to the doctor’s
“come in,” Mr, Morton entered aeccompanied by Murphy and a
local officer, whose services had been engaged by Murphy to make
the arrest.

~ Morton and Griffith® Iooked into each other’s eyes, but neither
spoke. The doctor gazed at that stern, calm face and felt that the .
secret of the false part he had played was known to Morton; but
he cared nothing for that now, he little thought that the dead had
been bronght as evidence against him.

“That is the man,” said Morton, pointing to him, and the local
officer advanced and put his hand on his shoulder:

“1 arrest you in the name of the law, for the murder of your
- wife Mary Gmfﬁth at Longueunil, Canada, on 7th inst. You are
my prisoner.”

Discovered! All his plans, all: his schemes, all his sin for no
purpose. Discovered! and dlscovery meant death, and a shame- '
ful death at that. - All the force of the evidence agamst bim, all

B
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the certainty of his being hung, flashed through his mind ina

moment; and Morton would triumph over him at last, and perhaps

console himself with Annie, after the gallows had done its work.

. That should never be; he would sacriﬁce two more lives rather
_ than that shonld happen.

All this had passed through his mind in an instant, while he
was standing by the chair—from which he had risen on the en-
trance of his unwelcome visitors; in another instant he had put
his hand behind him, drawn a small silver mounted revolver which
he always carried, and aimed directly at Morton's head.

But Chartie Morton’s time had not yet come. Never from the
moment of his entering the room had Murphy removed his glance
from the doctor, and the lynx-eyed detective saw the rapid motion
with which the pistol was drawn, and sprang forward in time to
throw up Griffith’s hand, and the bullet buried.itself harmlessty
in the freseoing of the room.

The doctor turned savagely on the detective, and a fierce
struggle for the possession of the pistol ensued; but Murphy,
although nota particularly strong man, has a grip like & vice, and
he held on until the local officer interfered, and in a few seconds
the doctor was securely handcuffed.

Simultaneously with the report of the pistol there rang outa

" piercing shriek, and then came a heavy fall in the adjoining apart-

.ment. Morton at once rushed into the room and found, as he
expected, Annie lying sepseless on the ground. It was the work
of a moment to lift her in his strong arms and lay her gently on
the sofa, and then he tried all the means he knew of to restore
her to consciousness. . -

And what a consciousness! He thought of it bitterly, sadly,
88 he chafed her hands and threw water on her face; would it

‘not be better for her if she never awoke from that death-like -

swoon ; never returned to the world in which she was doomed teo
suffer 50 much in the future; never knew in this life the utter
baseness of the man on whom she had placed her young affections,
and who had brought such deep disgrace upon her ?

He gazed at the pale still face, and ashy lips, and he almost
hoped—much as he loved her—that she had been saved from all
further pain and sorrow in this world. ‘

It was many minutes before she showed any signs of returning
consciousness, and the doctor had meanwhile been removed ; but
gradually a slight tinge .of color showed itself on her cheeks,
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slowly a few faint sighs escaped her, flutteringly the trembling
eyelids opened, and she looked about her in 2 bewildered sort of
way.. Her gaze fell on Morton, and she looked at him half-won-
deringly as if she doubted her senses in seeing him by her side.

“Charlie?” she said questioningly. . -

“Yes; lie still a little, Annie, you have not quite recovered.”

“ Where is Harry,” she asked ; then with a sudden exclamation.
a8 the remembrance of the cruel words she had heard came back

- toher, “ Ah! they have taken him away ; that man that said he
had committed——no, I won’t say it; I won’t believe it; let me
goto him; ” she rose in her excitement and would have moved
foward the door, but Morton gently restrained her.

“You cannot go just now, Annie j you are too weak and excited ;
when you recover I have something very serious to say to yon.”

“Ah1” she exclaimed as-another remembrance returned to
ber, “that pistol shot; tell me,—tell me,”——she clutched his arm
with one hand and pressed the other to her heart as she almost
whispered the words, “ is he dead ?” o -

[{3 NO."’ .

| “Thank God for that! Who was wicked enough to fire at
him?”

“No one; don't agitate yourself; I want you to recover your

- strength as fast as possible. I have something very terrible to
tell you.” :

“Terrible | Terriblel What do you mean? You cannot dare
to insinuate that what I heard that man say is true ? You know
itis false.”

“It is true,” mournfully responded Mr. Morton. * Alas| only
too true.” P

“It is a base, wicked lie ; this is some foul plot to separate him -
from me, and—you—you; it is you who have done this; you have f” o
concocted this dastardly scheme.” The woman’s manner was wid = 7
and excited now, and her eyes gleamed with anger and her face /

j 7as flushed as scarlet as she approached Morton; but her—

§ manner suddenly changed, and she said in a sad sorrowful tone,
“Oh! Charlie, Charlie, to think that you, whom I have known ever

since I'was a little girl, should have done this thing.” -

“Good heavens, Annie, what can you mean. Do you think—
Here,” he continued drawi g & paper from his pocket, “ you must
know the truth, some time. I cannot tell you; read that.”

She took the paper from him and a violent spasm shook her




132 HARD TO BEAT.

whole frame ags she read the first words: *“Murder.—A doctor kills
his wife and elopes with another woman.” She did not falter,
~ however, but read on steadily to the end, and with distending eyes
: and horror blanching her lips and cheeks; read with the words
seeming to burn themselves into her brain; read with all the blood
in her body feeling as if it had turned to ice and her head to fire;
read, with the room dancmg around her, the story of her husband’s
guilt.
It was very accurately and substantially told, although it did- -
have—as Mr. Morton had thought—a plentifal supply of “ double
’heads,” “and. “ cross headings,” and was written in rather florid
style; but it was correct. Mr. Farron had seen that if he did not
give the reporters a correct version of the whole affair they would -
hash up some kind of a story replete with—well, say, misstate-
ments, I won’t say lies, because newspapers never tell lies, every- J8 b’er,
body knows that; and so he had told the whole story as he knew
"7 ———it; and there it all was in print, even the story of her elopement,
and she stood there and read it, read how the man she loved and
honored had for years been a living lie; how he had a wife living ;
when he asked her to marry him; how he had murdered that wife “the W
to gratify his wishes. - b see.

She read it slowly and carefully, omitting nothing, and Morton |
stood and wondered at her firmness; but his wonder changed to
grief and fear when she threw the paper from her with a loud
laugh and turned her flashing eyes, in which the light of madness
gleamed, full upon him.

“Ha, ha!” she laughed, “he killed her, killed her that he
might marry me. I will go to him at once, he shall find T can be 80ITOYV
faithful to him even now,” and she turned and threw herself on knew
the sofa in a violent paroxysm of hysterics.

Mr. Morton rang the bell hastily, and three or four chamber-.
maids who had been waiting susplclou.sly near the door wonder-
ing what that pistol shot meant, and what had caused the doctor’s
arrest, entered at once, and to them Morton resigned her while ke

_ ‘went downstairs to obtain medical aid. ’

A doctor was soon found, and under his hands she shortly be- § When
gan to revive; but no returning consciousness came with the lady w
revival, the hght of reason had fled, and brain fever set in.

Mr. Morton sat all that long, dismal night by her bedside, watch-

. ing with almost breathless intensity and listening to her incoherent,
rambling utterances. Now she was a happy school girl again;
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now she laughed over some youthful frolic ; -then she would revert
with horror to the dreadful story she had just read, and repeat
leng paragraphs, for the words seemed to have branded themselves
. on her brain ; he sat and watched and wondered why his own brain
did not give way under the strain which had been placed on it.
He had telegraphed to Mr. Howson as soon as the doctor had
pronounced the attack brain fever, he bad also sent a brief tele-
gram to Miss Moxton informing her of her niece’s condition, and
" now he could only watch and wait. :

* * * % * * *

" 1have already mentioned that there was no doubt about Miss
Moxton’s temper, and had there been it would have been dispelled
‘had anyone seen her when the news of Annie’s elopement reached
ker ; her first act was to box the ears of Miss Julia, who conveyed
the information, which so enraged that young lady that she vowed
never to speak to her aunt again ; then Miss Moxton indulged ina
long tirade about “ shameful proceedings,” and “impudent hussies,”
.- and “the fast girls of the present day,” and such like' topics, and
“the way that flexible nose went up and down was wonderful to
see. She fully shared Mr. Howson’s’ resentment against Annie,
and strongly advised him never to recognize her again.

But Miss Moxton was like a good many dogs whose bark is
worse than their bite, and the news of the murder, following so
close on that of the elopement, greatly cooled her anger. Annie’s

| punishment had been so terrible, and had followed so quickly on
- her fault, that Miss Moxton felt her heart melting towards the poor
sorrow-stricken girl she had raised almost from infancy, and she
knew that Annie had only to come to her and ask for forg1veness
to receive it.
| -But Annie did not come, and Miss Moxton's heart was zgettmg
- hard again when Morton’s telegram arrived, and it melted down
in a moment.

It was late in the evening when the telegram arrived, but Mr.
Howson had not yet gone to the Club and was seated in the library
when Miss Moxton entered. A visit to that sanctum from that
lady was a great novelty, and Mr. Howson was proportionally
astonished.

“Js there anything wrong, Jane?” he asked—Jane was Miss
Moxton’s Christian name..

“Yes, there is somethmg very wrong,” responded Migs Moxton
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promptly. “You and I have both been wrong, James, and the
sooner we repair that wrong the better. Did you receive a tele-

gram froin Charlie?”

« Yes the murdering doctor has been -arrested, I am glad to
say.”

“ And Annie is dying of brain fever.”

““Not quite so bad as that, I'think. Charlie says she isill; an

attack of nervousness, that's all.”
“ Nervous fiddlesticks | ” exclaimed Miss Moxton with & violent

elevation of thenose. ¢ Can’t you see that theshock hasderanged
the girl, and unless she is properly taken care of she. will die
amongst strangers. or become a confirmed lunatic? She must be
brought home at once.”

“ Not here; she has chosen her own path let her follow it. I
will furnish whatever money she may require. I will not seeher
starve or beg; but I never want to see her again.”

“ James Howson, you're a brute.” 'When Annie ran away I was
as incensed at her as you; but now she is ill, in trouble, in dis-
grace, and amongst strangers; thank heaven my heart is not
made of stone,” this was said with a toss ofthe head and an eleva-

tion of the nose which clearly indicated that Miss Moxton knew-

some one who was not so happily situated. I shall go to Sars-
toga to-morrow and bring her home.” ‘

¢« Not to my house.” '

“Then it shall be to mine.”

“Yours!”

“Yes, mine. You have forgotten, I suppose, that I have two
thousand a year in my own right. I'mean to take a house and
have Annie live with me.”

Mr. Howson looked at her in blank amazement. For- fifteen
years, since the death of his wife, Miss Moxton had presided over
his establishment and filled the place of a mother to his children;
for fifteen years his household affairs had been managed with an
ability which he only too well appreciated, and the idea of attempt-
ing to continue housekeeping without Miss Moxton at the head of

- affairs seemed so hopeless to him that he sat looking at her in
blank bewilderment.

“You can't be serious, Jane.”

“I never was 1gore serious in my life; if you have no feeling
for your own daughter I have some for my sister’s child, and I

won’t leave her to the cold charity of strangers while I have the

means
to tell
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means of providing a roof to shelter her. Will you be kind enough
to tell me when the first train starts for Saratoga ?
“8ix o'clock to-morrow morning,” he answered mechanically.
“Very well, I shall go by that train. If you come to yoursenses
before I return, you can telegraph me to bring Annie here, other-
~wise I shall take her to a hotel until I can obtain a house,” and
Miss Moxton sailed majestically out of the room with her nose
almost dislocated, it was so fearfully elevated.
" The next morning Miss Moxton left for Saratoga, where she
arrived the same night and found Annie still dangerously ill. .
Amongst her other accomplishments Miss Moxton was an excellent
nurse, and she immediately installéd herself in the parlor adjoin- -
ing Annie’s room and took that young lady under her special
care.

Good nursing is scarcely less important than good medical
treatment; but although Annie had the most constant and devoted
care, and the best medical attendance which money lavishly spent
could procure, it was three weeks before the light of reason once
more shone in her eyes, and it was past the middle of November

before she was strong enough to return to Montreal. She returned o

to her father’s house, fully forgiven.

Mr. Howson had made a show of holding out, but one week’s
experimenting at keeping house without Miss Moxton to manage
for him brought-him to terms, besides he reslly loved Annie very
dearly, and when his anger had had time to cool, he made up his
mind that he had spoken and acted hastily, and, like -2 sensible
man as he was, he owned his rashness; 8o, one fine morning Miss
~ Julia was told to'pack her trunks, the house was left in charge of
the servants, and Mr. Howson and Julia started for Saratoga
where they remained until Annie was strong-enough to travel.

During all the time of Annie’s illness Mr. Morton never left
her ; no brother could have been kinder or more affectionate, or
more untiring in his efforts to be of service than he was. When
she returned to consciousness it was he who devised all manner
of contrivanees to amuse and interest her; it-was he who planned
the short drives she was allowed to take—they never went out
to the lake, as he had heard it was-a favorite drive of the doctor’s
and he feared to awaken unpleasant memories. It was Morton
who took her in his strong arms as he would a little baby and
carried her down to the carriage; it was he who carefully
wrapped her up; as the weather grew colder; it was he who was
| always by her side promoting her every wmh ‘
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Very gentle, and tender and kind was Mr. Morton and very
quiet and thankful was Annie; Mr. Howson looked on contentedly,
and even Miss Moxton forgot to turn up her nose. Very tender

and affectionate was Mr. Morton, but it was not the affection or

tenderness of a lover; but rather that of a fond brother. No
thoughtoftaking advantage of his position to speakone word of
love ever entered his head, and Annie saw and liked him -the
better for it.

SCENE II.
DEAD ON THE RIVER.

Tme, twentieth of January, eighteen hundred and seventy-one;
place, the St. Lawrence river, opposite Montreal.

Dr. Griffith was taken back to Montreal, but was not tried at the
Court of Queen’s Bench in September, the case being postponed by
* consent of counsel until the March term.

He was very silent, very reserved ; had contented himself with
a simple_plea of “not guilty,” atthe preliminary examination,
and engaged two of the best criminal lawyers he could get to
defend him. He offered no explanation, gave no information to
his counsel, and they made up their minds they were defending
a hopeless case, although they tried their bestto find some tenable
line of defence.

Time slipped away and Annie returned to Montreal; she was -
still very weak, very pale, very thin; all her beautiful hair, of

which she had been so proud, had been cut off during the fever;
her form was wasted, her cheeks hollow and devoid of color, and
she was scarcely recognisable as the happy, joyous beauty who
had run away only a few short weeks before.

She had never mentioned Griffith’s name since that fatal night at
~ Saratoga, andall allusion to him was carefully avoided in her pre-
gence, she was very still and silent, all her old gaiety and spirit
seemed. to have been driven out of her, and she moved about the
house like the ghost of her former self.

Mr. Morton returned with the Howsons and continued as atten-
tive as ever, the short drives were resumed, sometimes Juliaor
Miss Moxton accompanied them, sometimes they were alone.
Almost every evening he made a short call, and she seemed to
enjoy his society more than that of any one else ; a quiet sort of
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melancholy had settled on her, and Charlie was the only person
who seemed to possess the power of temporarily driving it away.
For no one else would she sing or play, and, sometimes, when she
was playing some brilliant piece he would see the tears start into
her eyes and quietly course down her wasted cheek. It was very
bitter for him to watch her grieving so, but how could. he help
her. -

Mr. Howson noticed this growing intimacy with great satisfac- -
tion; he had long ago ‘“made up his mind ” that Annie should
werty Morton, and it pleased him greatly to see that matters were
tending that way. He was too wise a man, however, to interfere,
and so things were allowed quietly to take their own course.

Miss Moxton highly approved the turn affairs had taken, and
s careful was she not to interfere that she generally managed, on
wme pretext or other, to leave the parlor when Morton called, so
that he and Annie were.a great deal together alone. .

One evening about the middle of December they were sitting
together, she at the piano idly running over the keys with her
thoughts far away, he looking sadly and pityingly at her; present- —
lyshe rose and pushing a low stool to his side sat on it, resting-
her head on his knee as she used to do when she was a little girl
and Charlie was her big brother; somehow the old time seemed

B 0 have come back of late, and at times she could scarcely persuade
herself that all the terrible events which had happened so recently
were not a horrid dream, and that she was still a little girl with
ber big brother to watch over and protéh”é her; only one thing re-
wlled her to the reality of what had happened, a plain hoop of _-
gld on the third finger of her left hand. '

“Charlie,” she said after a short pause, speaking so low that he
wnld scarcely hear her, ‘¢ will they hang him ?”

It was the first time she had alluded in any way to the doctor,
ud the question came with such startling suddenness that Morton
fovoluntarily started; in a moment her arm was thrown over his
fhoulder in the old childish manner, and her face was raised be-

peechingly to his.

“Oh, no, no, Charlie!” she cried piteously,  not that, don’t _

et them kill him; you can save him, I know you can. Do it for
ny sake; Charlie; I shall die if he does. Don’t let them kill him,
harlie, I love hxm go. I know it is wrong. I know he has been

fery wicked, that "he committed——"" she could not utter the .

Ford, but continned, ¢ buthe did it for my sake; I can’t forget that, '
. ; e 1
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Charlie, and I feel as if I was to blame too. And then I swore
- before God to love, honor, and obey him and to cling to him for
better or worse; it has turned out worse—oh ! 80 much worse—
butthat does not absolve me from my vow. I am his wife still
and it is not for me to desert him when all are against him. Help
me, Charlie, help me to save his life. Iknow what a hard thing
I am asking you to do, to help the man who has so deeply, deeply"
- wronged you; but, remember ¢ Vengeance is mine, I will repay,
saith the Lord, and be sure as you are merciful to him, so God’
*will be merciful to you in your hour of need. Promise me, pro-
mise me, you will not let them take his life.”

The appeal had been uttered so earnestly and so rapidly that
Morton had had no chance of interrupting her even had he beén
so disposed ; as she stopped now he said, very gently:

“ Annie, as God is my witness, if I had Harry Griffith’s life in
my hand I would give it to you and say ¢ take him, be happy with
him if you can;’ but it is not in my power; I am not his judge;
he is in the hands of the law, and no action of mine can stay the
law from taking its eourse. What the result of the trial will be
no one can at present positively assert; but it would be cruel in

-me to raise hopes when I see no probablhty of their bemg real
ized.”

She had scarcely heard him, she only knew from the tone of his
voice that he was refusing her request, and she hid her face in her
hands and wept silently.

“ Will you let me see him?” she asked after a whlle without
looking up.

He had been expecfing this question ever since ‘she had returned

" -to Montreal, and he had prepared to answer it. :

“There is no objection to yourseeing him as often as you like;
but I do not think your father would approve of your visiting
him.”

The face, wet with tears, but radiant with a happy, thankful
smile, was raised to his, and she said:

“Take me to him to-morrow, Charlie, won’t yon? Papa can
scarcely object to a wife visiting her husband while he is in pri-
son ; and I am sure he won’t if you go with me.”

, So it was arranged, and the next day their drive was to the jail,
and the promised interview took place.

Mr. Morton, aftergaining Annie admission to the ward in which
her husband was confined, withdrew; he did not wish to meet
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Harry Griffith, he wished never again to look on the man who had
wed him so cruelly; he intended that justice should take its
course, he had sworn that by the corpse of his murdered sister;
but as long as the law could execute justice without his inter-
ference he was content.

What passed between husband and wife it is not my business
torelate ; let that-be secret between them.

Annie’s visit had a strange effect on the doctor; hitherto he
had been dull, apathetic, scarcely seeming to care whether he
lived or died ; now he was all life and animation ; he had thought
that Annie had discarded him like the rest of the world, but when
be found out he had all her love still he felt there was something
left worth living for, and he determined to leave no stone unturned
tosave his life, if possible.

He had a long interview with his lawyers next day, and they
were astonished at the clear and plausible way he mapped out a
defence, which, wild and improbable as it was, and scarcely likely
toimpress a jury, still afforded them the loop-hole which they had
wt been able to discover, and through which their client might
§5eape.

Annie’s first visit was followed by-others; sometimes she was
sicompanied by Morton, occasionally she was alone. The turnkey
began to look for her regularly two or three times a week, and so
the old year died and the new one was born, and winter was fairly
ket in and the river frozen.

It was in the middle of January when Annie began to put into
procution & scheme she had formed the first time she visited the
octor, and that was to .effect his escape.

They planned it over very carefully together, and it was agreed
Rist if ghe succeeded in getting free he should go to Australia,

here she promlsed to meet him in three years. -

As it was now very cold weather and the gaol was a little damp,
he doctor had been - allowed to wear his overcoat and cap, a con-

gsion: which he found very useful to him when he came to plan
s escape. Annie furnished him with a rope, a file, and a bottle

ol, which he thought would be all he would require, and the
jzit of the twentieth of January was set down for the attempt;
pe visited him during the day and took an affectionate farewell

him, promising to come to him as soon as he sent for her. On

i part he was greatly agitated and excited, but tried to appear

for fear the suspicions of the prison authorities should be
vused,
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The mght was well adapted for his undertakmg, it was intensely
dark, cold, and a biting, chilling wind was blowing ; a night when
the gunards in the yard would not be likely to see him if he suc.
. ceeded in getting out of the prison proper, so that he ran com.

paratively little danger of discovery in attempting to scale the
wall. °

He waited until nearly ten o’clock before he began his attempt
to escape, and it was past one ere he stood outside the prison wall
a free man. I am not going to describe his escapm’f have no
notion of telling everybody how it was done/ Suffice it to say
that he succeeded in his plans and gained his liberty.

" He was well provided with money, Annie having given him
nearly a thousand dollars, the proceeds of the sale of some of her
jewels, and he had his plan well laid out. It was to cross the river,
hire a sleigh to drive him to Rouses Point, and take the train for
some Southern city before his escape was discovered.

It was intensely cold; the thermometer stood almost twenty
degrees below zero, and the wind was cutting like a knife as he
made his way down the bank towards the river. He had intended
making his way to St. Lamberts, but in his hurry to get out of
the city and to leave the public streets, he took the river at once
and bent his steps towards Longueuil.

Some fatality seemed to influence his change of plan; some un-
seen power appeared to be urging him on to look once more, and
for the last time, on the scene of his crime. He knew the risk of
detection he ran ; he knew he was well known in Longueuil and
liable to be arrested at any moment if seen, but he trusted to the
darkness and the little probability there was of any one being ont
at that hour in the morning. A fierce desire to view again the
house where he had committed the murder took possession of hin,
and he lost all power to control his passion. He would see the
spot once more, and from the place where he had done the for
deed should date the new life heintended to lead in the future.

He felt no remorse for his crime. He was sorry for itin one sens
but if it had to be done over again, he would probably have actd
as he did before. Hard, cold, selfish and unscrupulous in gaining

his ends he had been all his life, and hard, cold selfish and T

scrupulous he would be to the end.

He was sorry that he had committed the murder, but it was
gelfish sorrow ; he was sorry because the result had been so dis

- trous to himself, and he cursed the folly which had preventedb

taking some surer and more certain way to avoid detection.
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On through - the darkness he went, now straying off the track -
and stumbling amongst the ice heaps, again regaining the
ro8d by the aid of the balises placed to mark it. The cold wind
whistled past him ‘with a mocking laugh, and the drift covered
him until he was a mass of snow. Once he strayed from the path
and fell into an air-hole. going down to the arm-pits, and with
difficulty saving himself from being drawn into the rapid waters
below. o

By a great exertion he managed to extricate himself and again
finding the road, continued on his way ; but the shock had greatly
exhausted him, and he felt his strength begin to give way. He
could feel the water on his trousers forming to solid ice ; he could
hear the turbulent stream below roaring in its might, as it hurried
on to the sea. A numbness wasseizing his whole frame ; his feet
felt like lead, his hands had no sensibility in them. Huge icicles
hung from his hair, moustache and eye-lids, and a sound of singing
wasin his ears. And still the pitiless wind persistently pelted him
with perpetual pillets of snow, and the fierce blast swooped down
on him like a mighty giant, chilling his very life-blood.

Still he kept on. To stop was death; to go on was his only
chance for life. Up almost to his. knees in the drift 4t times or
blown almost down by the mighty force of the wind.

That sound of singing grew louder and louder in his ears, and
now church bells mingled with Hhew: and again and again loud
noises, like the booming of cannon, reverberated through his
brain. The blood, fast turning to ice in every other part of his
body, seemed changing to fire in his head, and his mind grew
stronger in its intensity of perception as his liinbs grew feebler
and feebler under him. }

Now in fancy he could see the church spire of Longueuil al- -
though it was still far, far away from him, and memory's eye
pictured him the little ‘cottage, on the outskirts of the village;
again he saw the still white face of his murdered wife lying placid
on the pillow as he had last seen it; again he went through that
fearful scene which had placed the brand of Cain upon his brow;
sgain he laid the white bosom bare; again he placed the sharp
point of the glittering steel upon thé snowy flesh ; again with
fiendish force he drove the slender rod into the vital part, with a
blow by a hammer ; again—Ah ; there before him he sees it now,
shuman heart,.bleeding and pierced with a slender, glitering rod
of steel ! It waves before him as he struggles, with difficulty,
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forward ; mocking voices ring out around him through the driv.
ing blast ; sounds of ribald laughter and jeering shouts are borne
to him on the whistling wind ; the very balises which mark his

way seem to point at him and gibe him and hiss ¢ murderer” at TryE,
him. | » v [ placs,
He cannot pray ; long ago he has forgotten how to address him. The
self to his Maker and sue for pardon and grace ; he has placed con- mothes
fidence only in himself all his life; and has never learned to look | . gre
for help and comfort to the Divine Giver of all good ; he has steadi- Annj
ly and persistently stifled the voice of conscience for years, and gave w
now it cannot be aroused ; no pitying angel is near him now, no §§ deeper,
soft words of comfort are whispered in his ear ; hard he has lived grew 1
hard he must die, with little of hope or fear for that life beyond B ... oq
of which we all know nothing. drives 1
‘Still he blunders on, now up, now down; still the icy feeling in- now; i
creases in his limbs, and the bells sound louder and louder, and that J .10 o -
pierced heart swings more fearfully before him; still the mocking @ .. 1
voices and ribald laughter ring out more and more distinctly, and § away, t
" then— he stumbles and falls, falls to rise no more; and the distant $8 .4 ec’k y
spire grows more and more indistinct; the bells and singing grow Mr, -
fainter and fainter; the sounds of laughter and of mocking are § sccomp;
scarcely heard ; the blood begins to cool in his head ; the pulsations #8 Let
of the heart grow weaker and weaker; a kind of sweet languor @8 1 1y |
comes over him, a heavy drowsiness in which his thoughts travel i@ 4. o
back through long years and he is aninnocent happy boy again;he j§ . mj i
hears the songs of birds as he used to hear them when a youth; the With
scent of the balmy southern flowers is in his nostrils; he seescaue Jt 4 1} o .-
fields nodding their waving plumes in the soft warm air; he feels descript
the impress of youthful innocent lips upon his forehead, and. then preparat
—the numbhness and the drowsiness increase, he gradually sinks mountin
into unconsciousness, the pulsations grow less and less marked, thefl ;14 ). -
action of the brain slower and slower, and there, out in the middlel ;; o P
of the icy river, Harry Griffith ends his earthly career, frozen W@ 4.,
death. _ light we
About five o’clock some habitants crossing with a load of hay} little, fee
were startled at the sight of a man lying on the ice, and hasteneif ;; out of
to raise and attempt to restore him to consciousness; but it was ol « yry ..
late, life had been extinct for hours, and Harry Griffith’s guilt/ll vhep 11
soul had winged its way to its Maker, where, let us hope, it WS« 00
mercifully dealt with. “Nor I

baby I ev
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TivE, June twenty-fourth, eighteen hundred and seventy-one;
place, Mrs. Griffith’s bedroom in her father’s house.

The mortal remains of Harry Griffith were consigned to their
mother earth with but scant ceremony ; few followed the corpse to
the grave, and only one heart mourned for the one it had so loved.

Annie bore up well under the news of the doctor’s death; she
gave way to no violent grief, but her melancholy grew deeper and

 deeper, and she seemed to be slowly, but surely fading away. She
grew more and more quiet in her habits, and even Charlie Morton
seemed to have lost his power to amuse and interest her. Their
drives together were discontinued, and she never sang or played
ow; indeed she tried as much ag possible to avoid being left
alone with Charlie, and he, seeing that his visits troubled her,

- came less and less frequently.  And so the long, dull winter passed
away, the brief spring came and went in its mantle of green, and
bedecked with myriads of gorgeous flowers, -

Mr. Howson tried to induce Annie to go to the seaside, or to
accompany him on a trip to Europe ; but she steadily refused :

{  “ Let me die here, in the old house, father,” she said, “ I know
Ishall not live long now, and I would like to end my days under
the roof where some of the happiest, and some of the saddest hours
of my life have been spent.”

With the summer came the quiet bustle and preparation incident
to the advent of a little stranger. Mysterious garments of a non-
deseript character were being busily prepared ; asubdued sort of
Preparation was going on; a splendid cradle with wonderful
mountings- and gorgeous curtains was placed in Annie’s room;
od Dr, Heartyman, the family physician, called frequently, and
it was perfectly evident that an important event was at hand,

At last one morning early, when the first faint streaks of day-
light were fighting for the mastery over night and darkness, a

@l little, feeble spirit struggled its way into the world and looked at
it out of the pale grey eyes of a little girl. .

“What an ugly baby,” exclaimed the doctor, involuntarily,
vhen the red little specimen of bumanity was presented to him,

B Tnever saw a greater littlo fright.” .

“Nor I,” answered the nurse, “it’s the most awfullest looking

taby I ever seed.” :

>
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They had both spoken very low, but Annie’s quick ear had
caught the words, and a hot flush suffused her face as she called
in a weak low voice from the bed : :

“ Let me see it.”’ :

Very tenderly she took the little form in her arms, and a strange
feeling thrilled through her as she pressed her baby to her bosom
for the first time. Long and earnestly she gazed on iis red,
_ swollen little face, and a few warm tears fell on it as she thought
. of its father lying in a nameless grave."

There was no doubt about its being an ugly baby ; the head was
of immense size, misshapen, with curious bumps in some places
and queer indents in others, as if it had been sat on; as for fea.
tures, if a baby can be said to have any, they were decidedly bad.
It would not be perfectly true to say that it had no mnose, but
really that organ was so small that at first sight it seemed to be
Wantmg, the- deﬁclency in the nasal department, however,
was more than made up in the mouth, which was so large that
when it cried—which it did as soon as it was born—its head

_appeared to open in half on a hinge, and be in great danger of
falling off. The body was most disproportionately small, thin
and attenuated. that it was quite a wonder to find that sucha
a frail form could contain such excellent lungs, for it could cry
with great strength and persistency.

It “certainly was an ugly baby; every one who. saw it said s,
everyone but the one who had *given & birth; to her it was the
perfection of beauty, the embodiment of grace and. Jeveliness
Laugh at.a mother’s pride in her first-born if you will; ‘but there,
is a subtle essence of poetry in the pride a mother takes in the
appearance of her offspring which we men cannot fully under
stand.

“ You ought to be ashamed to call her ugly,” Anme sald %
indigantly as her weak condition would permit, “she is the very
image of her father, and no one could call him ugly.”

This was said in a sort of general way to both-the doctor and
‘the nurse, and they accepted it jointly by simply bowing their

_ heads in acknowledgment.

Very ugly was the baby, and very cross and feeble it proved
also; it scarcely could be said to have enjoyed good health from
the hour of its birth; it appeared to have come into the world
. without enough vitality to keep it alive, and, before it was ten
days old, Dr. Heartyman declared that, although it might live,

V]
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for & few days longer, he did not believe there was any hope of
- jts being reared.

Annie was extremely weak, but anxiety for her child seemed -
to give her temporary strength, and in three weeks she was out
of bed. Very pale, and thin and feeble she was, but her heart
was bound up in her baby, and she managed for it’s sake to keep
up well. She never forgot the words used by the doctor “and
narse at the child’s birth and used to sit for hours and hours-
looking at the fragment of humanity and repeating to herself:
“she is just like her papa, she isn’t ugly at all.”

On the twentieth of July the baby was seized with a severe
attack of croup. Dr. Heartyman was sent for; he saw at once
there was no hope and he tried, in the gentlest and kindest way,
to prepare Annie for the worst. :

“Tt is a very severe attack, my child,” he said, “ and few babes
of her age could withstand it, even if they were strong and
hearty ; she is very weak and so—"

“ Oh no; no, doctor !” she exclaimed covering her face with her
hands, “don’t say she must die, don’t tell me there is no hope ;
must everything I love die,and I be left alive. Oh, my darling,”
she continued passionately, throwing herself on her knees by the
-cradle and taking the little form in her arms, ¢ would to God we
| could die together; if you must go would that I could go with
you. It seemed like a ray of sunlight when you came to brighten
the darkness of my life; you are all I have to remind me of him,
and you are so like him. Oh! stay with me, or let me go with

¥ you. And they called you ugly—you did, doctor, didn’t you ?—

| my beautiful little baby ; and now you must die. Ob ! doctor you
cannot call her ugly anymore, for in a short while she will be one
of God’s white-robed angels, and they are all beautiful. My poor
little darling, they called you an ugly baby.”

“She is the prettiest child I ever saw in my life,” blurted out
Dr. Heartyman, with tears standing in his eyes, angd great sobs
commg up in his throat, “I never saw such a pretty baby. She
is the image of her father.”

“You thinkso?”-

“ Yes.”

It was a lie, Dr. Heartyman, a gross, palpable lie, and you
ought to have been ashamed of telling an untruth at your time of
life; you knew it was an ugly little brat, Lut the bright, happy
smile which for a moment lighted up the mother’s face, the look
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of gratified pride and pleasure satisfied you.” You had touched
the key-note of her heart and let in a ray of sunshine on one who
was weighed down with care and sorrow; you had gratified s

. harmless and Eardonable pnde and had, for the moment, hght

ened the burden of care pressing heavily on a tired heart.

- Yet it was none the less a lie, doctor;.but I think that when
the recording angel looked into yoﬂfheart and saw the goodnegs
and purity of your intention, he either did not record that-sin
against you, or dipped his pen in the sympathetxc ink ofaﬂlercy
8o that the record would quickly fade away. - .

The baby died that night. '

~ Annie never recovered the shock of her baby’s death she did
not appear to Slave any special disease, she simply seemed to fade
away. It was painfully evident that she was sinking, that she
was daily losing strength and going, slowly but surely, to the
grave. It was in vain that the most eminent physicians were
called; 'in vain that every effort which affection could prompt,

. and money procure, was made to rouse and interest her; Annie's
", .interest in this life was almost over, she cared but little for this

world now, and had placed her hopes in the life beyond the grave,
where she fondly hoped to be united again to those two loved
ones who had gone before her. -

The sun was sinking to rest on a warm July day, and his last
departing rays lengthened the shadows in the room where Aunnie
~ was lying in bed, taking her last look at the bright world,

and bidding -farewell to those kind and loving hearts she
would know no more on this side of the grave. She knew she
was dying : she felt sure of that without the kindly warning of
Dr. Heartyman, but she félt no fear; she had long ago prepared
herself for this, and tried to make her peace with her God. .She
wanted to die; life had lost all its sweetness and freshness to her,
and she waa anxious to pass that mystic bourdary between the
known and the unknown, and solve the problem of the hereafter
at once; soshe had no fear, only a firm, quiet confidence in God®s
mercy and goodness to aid her through the awful valley of the
shadow of death, and to bring her to His everlasting kingdom.

It was a very sad group which assembled around her bed, Mr.
Howson, Julia, Miss Moxton, Dr. Heartyman and Charlie Morton.
Annie had taken leave of all of them except Charlie, somehow

- she seemed purposely to have left him for the last. Her voice
was very low and weak, but she retained perfect consciousness,
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and was in possession of all her faculties: her illness had wasted -
the once plump form, and hollowed and paled her cheek ; the color
had faded from her lips, and the old bright, laughing sparkle of
her eye was dimmed; but a purer, holier expression-had come
over her face—a quiet, dignified ecalm which lent it a higher tone
of loveliness. It was the first imprint of the beauty beyond the
grave; the beauty which we are taught to believe and hope comes
E when the deformity and unsightliness of sin has been shaken off,
and when the spirit stands in the presence of its Creator.

" % Charlie,” she said, holding out her attenuated hand to him,
«] am so sorry for all the grief and misery I have caused you. I
‘Iknow, I can see it now, that much of what has happened was
the result of my thoughtless, heartless flirting ; I didn’t mean to
pin or grieve you, Charlie, you have always been good and kind
| tome, my ‘dear, big brother,” a faint smile wreathed itself
around her lips as she used the term, and she continued; “ Yes,
my big brother, for you always have been like a brother to me;
but I know I have pained and grieved yeu, Charlie, and you must
try to forgive and forget me. No—don’t forget me; don’t let me
pass out of your mind ; think of me sometimes, Charhe, but don't
think of me &s the headstrong, wilfal woman who caused you pain
snd suffering, but think of me as the little girl you used to take
on your knee and pet and caress. Love me, Charlie, as you used
to in those days.”

He was down on his knees by the bedsuie now with his face
buried in his hands, and great heart-drawn sobs shaking his whole
frame: 1t seemed so hard to him that all he loved must be taken
from him, and in the bitterness of the trial he prayed that it m.xght
please God to take him too.

“Don't ery, Charlie,” she continued, ¢ don’t cry for me; Ishall -
be happier, I hope and trust, in the world beyond the grave than ’
Iever-have been, or could be on earth. 1 haven’t been as good as
Iought to have been, but God is S very merciful, and I feel calm and
B happy in His love.”

- There was a pause of some minutes broken only by the half-
suppressed sobs of the spectators, and then she spoke again, but
% low, so feeble, that the words could scarcely be heard.

“It is coming now, I can see it, death; but I do not fearit. I
see a bright and radiant form beside it, and fear is swallowed up
in-hope and thankfulness. Kiss me, Charlie, let the last memory"
I take out of this world be of your pure and noble love ; kiss me.”
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Fondly and reverently he folded the frail, loved form in his arms
and imprinted a kiss on the pale lips; the first kiss he had
-pressed on them since she had grown to womanhood. A happy
* gratified smile stole over her face, a bright joyous light danced for
a moment in her eyes-; herlips trembled as if they strove to utter
something, but only a faint sigh escaped them, and while he held
her in his arms, while his lips were pressed to hers, the last beams-
of the setting sun flooded the room with a momentary burst of
glory, and ere its brightness had passed away, Annie’s spmt had
taken its flight.

SCENE LAST.
THE CURTAIN i‘AI‘{LS.

TiMe, April “first, eighteen hundred and seventy-three ; place,
. the author’s office. N

My story proper ended with the foregoing cha.pter but, some-
how, I cannot sever the connection between my readers and my-
self without a few “last words.” Even a criminalon the 'scaffold
is allowed a few last words, and I suppose this culprit may be
permitted to claim the same privilege.

I cannot claim any very high or mighty moral for my tale; it
has a moral, I suppose, that crime and wrong-doing is sure t
meet its just punishment, that vice may be triumphant for a while,
but retribution is certain to overtake the wicked ; I have not tried
to gild evil so as to make it look like good and I have not endes-
vored to place virtue on stilts so that it may be admired from s
distance, like some sculptured marble; I have tried-to paint human
nature as we see it around us every day, and if I have succeedel
in that, and in interesting and amusing you, I have attained my
purpose as nearly as I ever expecteo. todo.

Tt is now almost two years since the date of my last chapter, and

~ perhaps you would like to know how some of the characters |
have been writing about have fared in that time.

Charlie Morton is not married, nor is he likely to be. -Hi
heart lies buried in Mount Royal Cemetery under a pure white
marble cross, bearing the inscription “ Annie Griffith, aged 2
years 3 months,” and he is not a man likely to love twice. He

¥

discoves

good ha

ber ther
possible

DOW, an

far as h

bring hi

be appli

carries 1

the fair-

ber whe
Morton’s
ness of I
Letus h
love in a
characte

Mr. [
detective
man is
he will,
little abo
of any e
taking a
pleasure
Ithink h
him.

MI‘. BOJ‘
body-snat
and he 'y
next.year
4 handso
Townshi;

Theopt
mit matr:
that Julis
hymenial
and be- st

Mr. Ax
the study
He says 1
murder, 4



THE ‘CUR'um FALLS. K 149

discovered where his niece had been taken, and finding she was in -

- good hinds with the kind-hearted nuns of Hochelaga Convent left
ber there, content to visit her frequently and endeavour as far as
possible to fill a father’s place to her. She is all he has to live for
pow, and Miss Fan stands a good chanee of being a spoiled child as
far as he is concerned, for her will is law with him, and he cannot
bring himself to believe that the word “ no,” was ever invented to

| be spplied to her. Often as he takes her out with him memory
carries him back twelve years in his life, and he can almost fancy
the fair-haired little creature by his side is Annie as he first knew
ber when a little girl. Very quiet, still and methodical is Mr,
Morton’s life now, having but one object, the education and happi-
ness of his niece, and time slips by easily and pleasantly for him.
Let us hope that the future may bring him all the happiness and
love in an old age, which his single-heartedness and simplicity of
character deserve.

Mr. Harway was not so fortunate as he hoped to be; the
fetectives were rather too smart for him, and that perfect gentle-
man is now serving out his time in the Vermont State prison where
he will, probably, spend the next three years. He complains a
little about the prison rules which do not permit the consumption
of any cold gin; and he protests strongly against the turnkey for
taking away his handkerchief, thereby depriving him of ‘the
pleasure of dusting his boots and wiping his face afterwards; but
Ithink he is well taken care of where he is, and there I shall leave
him. .

Mr. Boggs- does not. drive a cab now; his participation in the
body-snatching busimess came out rather strongly at the inquest,
and he ‘was consequently refused a license when he applied the
next.year. He did not suffer by it, however, for Morton made him
3 handsome present, and he now keeps 3 hotel in the Eastern
Townships and is doing well.

Theophilus Launcelot Polydor Johnson, Esq., is about to com-
mit matrimony. Since Annie’s death, Mr. Johnson has discovered
that Julia is the girl for him, and he proposes to lead her to the
hymenial altar some time next month, you know, and settle down
snd be-steady,_don’t you see.

Mr. Augustus Fowler—commonly called Gus—has abandoned
the study of medicine and devoted himself to the legal professmn.
He says he has made up bis mind that he was not quite equal to
murder, therefore, he is not suited for the medical profession ; but
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he thinks he can tell. hes in.a plausible sort of way, and that will
be of great advantage to him if he ever gets a case to plead.’ Mrs.
Sudlow has been more gracious to him of late, and there'is every
prospect of a wedding in St. Dominique Street some time this sum-
mer ; the golden haired little beauty having expressed her opinion o~
that she prefers June to July because——well, she didn’t state the :
reason, but I suppose it is because June is one mouth earlier than
July. I think that is ally and that everybody i is disposed of, and,
therefore, I will retire, and—and—

“ Prompter, ring down the curtain!”

Finis.
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'FROM BAD TO WORSE.

CHAPTER 1.

OUT OF THE STREET.

Ir was a cold, windy morning in December, about eight years ago. -
The snow which had fallen during the night was drifting about in
tlinding clouds, rendering travel exceedingly unpleasant, and
making those indoors very loth to quit their warm rooms to face
the chilling blast. Perhaps it was the desire to get a little warmth
into their half-frozen limbs which caused the crowd filling the
gallery of the Recorder’s Court, Montreal, on this particular morn-
ing to be so great; but, far more likely, it was that curious and
depraved taste which delights in witnessing the punishment of
others, which so large a number of Montrealers, especially amongst
the lower orders, seem to have.

It is a curious thing to sit and watch this gallery in the Recor-
der's Court ; to see the men and boys who day after day frequent
it, and stand patiently (there are no seats) for hours listening with
infinite relish to the dull monotony of the ¢ drunks and disorder-
lies,” and the stereotyped sentence ¢ One dollar, or Elght days” fall
from the lips of the Recorder.

I have often sat and watched the gallery-——when I was forced to

attend the Court daily—and wondered what possible pleasure these
people could find in visiting the Court so often and hearing the same -
old story told over and over again. - It isn’t funny work. Once
ina great while a little bit of humor will get into a case, or His
Honor will say something funny, and all the policemen, as in duty
bound, will laugh a quiet, decorous laugh, just sufficient to show
hat they “see the point,” which they generally don’t, but as a
beneral thing it is dreary work; and how anybody can attend
fhe Court with any idea of deriving pleasure from it I cannot dis-
over. - .

I remember one old man whose silvery locks gave him a grave

nd venerable appearance, and who seemed to be rather above the .
briinary run of visitors to the gallery in station, who actually
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attended during the whole sitting of the Court for seventeen
consecutive days and seemed really to. enjoy it. I got quite
accustomed to seeing his white head in the crowd, and feit quite
disappointed on the eighteenth day when he failed to appear. I
am afraid he is dead, or has left the city, for=1 have not seen him
since ; and I scarcely think he could have withstood the pleasure
it afforded him to attend the Court if he was in town.

This gallery is not an inviting place. It is the very concentra-
tion of filth, although the officers of the Court try manfully to
make it presentable; but no amount of soap and water and scrub-
ing can possibly get much of a start on the constant stream of
tobacco juice which is squirted on the floor, and on the little plat
form which runs in front of the gallery. The smell is almost
insufferable, and the normal condition of the walls is dirt.

On the morning in question the Court was more than ordinarily
~ crowded, for it was Monday, and, as is usual on that morning, the

. number of cases was large. The Court was a little late in open-
ing, and practised observers expressed an opinion that the delin-
quents would * catch it heavy,” as the Recorder came in withs
dark frown on his generally good-natured, jolly countenance.
Evidently something had disturbed the usual serenity of his temper,
and “the quality of mercy” was not at all likely to be- strained
that morning. )

There was very little of interest in the first dozen cases or s,
they all coming under the denomination of «simple drunks.” The

next case, however, caused the Recorder to smile as he read the §

name “John Smith.”

« What is his real name?” asked His Honor, leaning over his
desk and speaking to the Sergeant who was in charge.
* « T don’t know,” replied the Sergeant. I never saw him before.
He was very drunk when he was brought in, and refused to give
any other name.”

« John Smith ! ” shouted the Sergeant, and John Smith steppel
in the dock. -

He was quite different in appearance to the «hard cases” Wh§

had preceded him. He was apparently about twenty-five yeas
of age, tall, dark complexioned, with long, straight black hair,
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like the miserable remains of a once elegant suit. But for the
sodden, bloated appearance which drink had stamped upon his
countenance, he would have been a remarkably handsome young
man; but in his present condition he looked like a fair sample of that
miserable state of existence known as ¢ shabby genteel.” He
seemed greatly ashamed, and hung his head as if to hide his fea-
tures as much as possible from sight.

“ What is your name ? ”’ asked His Honor.

“John Smith.” »

“I know that is thename you have given, sir; but what is your
real name ? ” said His Honor, very severe]y

No answer.

“] will not have persons giving false names here,” continued
His Honor; “for all that I know John Smith may be a very re-
spectable citizen, and it may injure him-to have his name appear
in the list of delinquents before this Court. Poor John Smith,”
he half soliloquized, ‘“he must be a very great drunkard indeed
if we are to believe all the statements persons make, for there
isscarcely a day but what his name is given, but generally by a

different person. Come, sir, what is your name, now ? I know -
itisn’t. John Smith.” '

“Arthur Austin,” this was said very low, and the sound scarcely
reached half way across the Court.
“What ? Speak up man, open your mouth and let me hear

what you have to say.” :
No answer. : o

“Sergeant, bring him round here, I cannot hear what he says,”
sid His Honor, and the prisoner was placed in the small iron
enclosure immediately in front of the Recorder.

- “ Now, what is your real name ?”

“Arthur Austin.” The reply was made in a very low voice,
uif the owner of it was ashamed to hear it in such a place. ‘
““Arthur Austin,” repeated His Honor, writing the name over
that of John Smith on the sheet before him. ¢ It isreally a pity,”
he continued, indulging in one of his little lectures, ¢ tosee 50 young
and respectable looking a man as you given over to the demon of

irink. With your appearance of intelligence you ought to be
Willing some responsible and lucrative position, instead of which
gou stand here a miserable object picked.up drunk in a gutter,
here you ought to be thankful you were not left to freeze to
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death and to be hurried into the presence of your Maker in a state
of intoxication. What is the case, Sergeant? Call the pohceman
who arrested him.”

A venerable policeman, with a large development of -under
lip, and who, probably, had had many such cases to deal with
during his long career in the force, stepped into the witness box
and began in the usual stereotyped style:—

« Between eight and nine o’clock last mgbt your Honor, as I
was coming down Craig street I seen —’

“In the city of Montrea_l? ”-agked the clerk of the Court, whois
very exact and particular.

“In the City of Montreal,” repeated the policeman in a depre.
catory tone; as if he had intended to say it if he had been given a
fair chance, ¢ I see this man—"

« Do you mean the prisoner at the bar ?” interrupted the precxse
clerk.

“ When I see the prisoner at the bar,” said the policeman, allow-
ing the correction, ‘“lying on the sidewalk near St. Lambert's
Hill. He was very drunk, so I arrested him, and took him to the §
station.” :

“'What station ?”’ sharply demanded the clerk, as if he felt sure
of catching the policeman tripping this time.

“The Central Station.” - '

¢ In the City of Montreal ? ”

¢ In the City of Montreal ” admitted the policeman, and the clerk
leaned back in his chair, rested his head on his hand, and gazed
before him, with the calm conviction of a man who has performed
a,great and trying duty, and, if the prisoner escaped justice now, it

. was through no fault of his.
“ Did he make any resistance ?”’ asked His Honor of the police
man. : :

“ No, your Honor

“ Had he no money about hxm ?” asked the Recorder of the
Sergeant.

¢ Only five cents, Your Honor.”

¢« One dollar, or eight days,” and Arthur Austin was taken dow
stairs, either to pay his fine or go to jail.

There was a very respeetable, well-dressed, pleasa.nt—lookmv
old ‘gentlemen sitting in one of the seats appropriated for wit
nesses, or the better class of visitors, who had watched the young
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man while he was in the dock, and seemed greatly interested in
him: He took off his gold-rimmed spectacles, carefully wiped
~ them, replaced them on his nose, and, turning to the person sﬂ;tmg
pext 1o him, asked,

« Will he be sent to jail if he does not pay that dollar ?”
-« Of course he will, for eight days,” was the answer.

“Itis a great pity,” said the old gentleman, sadly, “a great
pity, to see so respectable a young man in such a condition. Could
suy one pay the ﬁne for him ‘? " he continued, after a moment’s
pause.

“ Certainly ; perhaps his friends will, if he has any.”

«Where is the money paid ?”

“ Down stairs, to the sergeant in charge.”

The old gentleman said no more, but sat quietly until the case
in which he was interested was called. It was a very simple one;
his nephew, a boy of about ten, had been coasting down Guy

street, and a bobby, blessed with long legs, hwd arrested him, after a
| brief but exciting chase. _

It took a long time to get at the fucts of the case, for the police-

~ man was not very consecutive in his evidence, and he was 8o often
interrupted and kept to the point by the exact clerk, that his tes-
timony was considerably mixed, and it appeared extremely
doubtful whether it was the boy who was coasting in a bob-sleigh
and knocked down the policeman, or the policeman who was
coasting and knocked down the boy, or the bob-sleigh which -
knocked down both; all that was very clear was that there was
apoliceman, a' boy and a bob-sleigh, and that they got consider--
sbly mizxed. At last the policeman made out a pretty fair case
sgainst the boy, which was to the effect that he was crossing Guy
street, on St. Antoine, when two boys came down the hill on a bob-

sleigh and knocked him down, that he chased the boys and arrest-
ed one of them, the prisoner at the bar.

His Honor cleared his throat and prepared to administer a
little “ good advice ” to the boy, before fining him. ¢It.is won-
derful.” he said, -*“ to think how little regard for their own or other
people’s lives many of the boys in large cities have. Every winter
there are numerous accidents, caused by boys sliding and coasting
on the streets and sidewalks, and the only wonder is that all of them
are not run over and killed: by sleighs and taken home dead to
their parents.”

.
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Here he 1ookad very ‘hard at the boy, who seemed greutly
xmprossed by the idea of his own sudden death, for he stuck his
tongue very hard into one cheek and looked intently at the floor,
while he traced the shape of & coffin with the toe of his boot.

“It is-to & great extent the fault of paronts,” continued His

Honor, looking very hard at.the old gontleman in the gold spec.

stacles, “who allow their children to run about the.streots when

they ought to be at home or at Sunday school.” :
Here he looked so hard at the old gentloeman in gold ﬂpectaeles

that that individual grew very red in the face and roso as if with |

the intention of addressing the Court, but was forced to sit down
again rather suddenly on account of & vigorous pull at his coat
tail, administered by a policemun who whispered something in
his ear. )

“I am determined to make a few examples,” continued His

~ Honor, with another look at tho old gentleman, and if parents

or guardians choose to allow their children to desecrate the Lord’s
day and annoy, and possibly injure, people going to or coming
from church, they must be made to pay for it, and I hope the
‘boys will get good whippings  whon they get home. Fifty cents

‘or four hours’ imprisonment.” -

The latter part of this speech had made a great 1mpressxon on
the small boy, and he appeared, to a casual observer, to be moved
to tears, for his face was almost buried in his hands and his frame
shook with emotion; but. a close examination would have shown
that the thumb of his left hand was suspiciously near his nose, and
the expressive wink he gave at another small boy accused of the
same heinous offence was not very suggestlve of fear or veneration
for the majesty of the law.

- 'When the case was over the old gentleman went down stairs,
and received from the Sergeant the difference between the amount
at which the boy had been bailed—two dollars and a half—and the
amount of the fine.. .

‘Has Arthur Austin’s fine been paid ?”” he asked.

“ No, nor not likely to be. He says he has no friends in the
¢ity to whom he could apply for help.” e

¢ Could I see him, and talk to him for a fow minutes ?”

* Certainly,” said the Sergeant “pohtely, Just step th1s way,
please.”

The old. gentleman followed the Sergeant, and ‘was s00n seated |

in the inner portion of the Station, talkmg to Arthnr Austm
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The young man's story was very simplo, and very common
" Ho was an Englishman, whose father had emigrated to the States
.whilo he was quito a boy ; he hal been in business with his father
in Now York and had beenvery rich. A financial panic oceurred
snd the firm failed ; the father died; the son came to Canada to
seek omploymont as a clerk; he hnd succeoded at first, but the
‘mania for drink, which had grown on him since his misfortunes,
had caused his discharge about threo weoks hefore the opening of
my story, and he was Snow without a friend or a doliar. 'This was
sbout the substance of Arthur Austin’s story. He told it simply,
did not attempt to offer any excuse for hm dxsslpatnon, and seemed
heartily ashamed of it. ’
The old gentleman looked at him quietly for 8 little while be-
fore he spoke, then he asked, suddenly :
“Were you ever locked up before?
“Never,” he waid, thh a shudder, “tmd xf 1 ever get out I'll
take procious good care I ‘hever get in again.”
“ Then you must give up the use of intoxicating drinks.”
“I have done 80 ; , I have had my last drop of inboxica}t,ing drink
for my whole life.”
“Good !" said the old gentleman, pattmg him on the back
' “stick to that vow and you will be all right.” )
“J have made no vow, and need to make none; the memory of
tié misery I stiffered in that cell and in the prisoner’s dock this
morning is stronger than all the vows'I could make.” ,
| The old gentleman talked to him for some time and at last paid
his fine, gave him a dollar to buy something to eat, and told him
tocall at his office at two o’clock. On the card which he gave the
joung man was printed “ Lubbuck, Lownds & Co., Produce and
Commission merchants, Common street.” The old gentleman was
Mr. Stephen Lubbuck, the head of the firm. '

* X .k % * * *

'.l‘hat visit of Arthur Austin to Mr Lubbuck proved the turning
point in his life, and opemd to"him a new and honorable career-
The old gentleman had taken quite a fancy to the yoyng man,
oe of those curious freaks of a generous nature which sometimes
wear- with elderly gentlemen towards those whom they look on
# young enough to be their sons. The quiet, gentlemanly manner,
and plain. stralghtforwa.rd answers of the young man, increased
this feelmg, and it was, therefore, not surprxsmg that before the

k)
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. interview was over Arthur Austin found himself engaged at s

- fair salary as assistant bookkeeper to the firm of Lubbuck,
Lownds & Co. He had several letters of introduction from New
York and Boston houses; and the firm by whom he had been
employed here gave him an excellent character for everything
except temperance. That point Mr. Lubbuck determined torisk,
feeling confident tha.t Arthur would not retm'n to his old hablt
again.

Arthur Austin’s conduct for the next four months fully justified
Mr. Lubbuck’s good opinion of him, and the old gentleman con-
gratulated himself on having secured a treasure. Early and late
. Arthur was at-his post, and performed his duties better than any
-clerk Mr. Lubbuck had ever had. Quick, attentive, fully acquainted

with his business,” Arthur Austin not only gained the confidence of
his employer but of his fellow clerks, whom he was always ready
and willing to assist in their duties.

Arthur Austin had now a career of honor and usefulness opened
to him, and seemed determined to profit by his opportunity. He
left the boarding house he had been in, so as to remove himself
from his old jolly companions, and went to one in a better and
quieter neighborhood. He avoided all his old haunts, in order more
securely to guard himself against temptation, joined a temperance
association, and devoted his spare time almost entirely to reading.

As thespring gradually advanced and navigation opened, Arthur
Austin proved himself of still greater service to his employes.
He was acquainted with many of the leading produce and com.
mission houses in Boston, New York and Chicago, and speedily
gained several mew and valuable correspondents for Lubbuck,
Lownds & Co., whose business was greatly increased thereby, and
Arthur rose strll higher in his employers’ estimation.

It was his custom on leaving the office to walk up St. James
street and through Victoria square on his way home, and one
evening, as he was crossing the square, he noticed a young lady
standing by the fountain, with the tip of her parasol resting on the
low wall surrourding it. She was gazing in an abstracted, pre
occupied manner into the water, and only presented a profile view;
but as Arthur first caught a ghmpse of that outline he thought
he had never seen anything half so beautiful i in his life. Justs
he stepped close behind her she started suddenly and looked up,

- and in the action of surprise loosed her hold of her parasol and
it 1mmed1ately tumbled into the water.
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It was the work of a moment for him to step forward, rescue
" the parasol, and return it to its owner, with a few words of apology
for having unintentionally startled her, _

“QOh, don’t apologize,” she said, turning on him the full battery
of the sweetest pair of blue eyes he had ever encountered, while
s smile rippled for a moment across the rosiest and most kissable
lips he had ever seen, “it wag my fault; I stood dreaming while
[ waited for Frank, and your step startled me, that was all.”

Arthur stood for a moment, gazing at her in admiration, and
wondering whether he might, with propriety, endeavor to improve
the chance acquaintance, or simply raise his hat and pass on.
“Who was Frank ? " he thought, and somehow a feeling of deadly
snimosity to that unknown individual stole over him, and he would
bave very much liked to have had « Frank” there, and have had it
out with him on the spot, "




CHAPTER II.

OUT OF THE SQUARE.

M-r. STePHEN LUBBUCK was an old bachelor, and lived in a pleasant
little villa of his own on Sherbrooke street, where his widowed
sister and her two daughters, and the little boy we have already
seen figuring in the Recorder’s Court, lived with him. Mr. Lub-
buck was an easy-going, quiet old gentleman who had drifted
through life very pleasantly, having met with few misfortunes
other thdn those incidental to any young man struggling 1o make
his way in the world. He started from his home in England at
the age of sixteen, and came to Canada, where, after several years
roughing it, he settled down in Montreal as a clerk in a produce
house. His progress was slow, but sure; and, at the age of thirty-
five, he found himself admitted as a junior partner, and in a fair
way to competency, if not great wealth. He had been too busy,
heretofore, to think of matrimony, but now he began to think
how pleasant it would be to have a home of his own and a bright,
loving face to grace it.

He was a careful, prudent man, however, was Stephen Lubbuck,
and he thought he would get the cage first and then catch the
canary. that was to inhabit it. “But it took him a year or twoto
get a cage to suit him, and then he looked about for several years
more before he found any one to suit him; and he was still look-
ing about him when he received intelligence of the death of his
brother-in-law, Herbert Williams, and- he thought of the bright
little sister of tén he had left behind in Liverpool twenty-five years
before, and who wasnow & widow, almost destitute, and with three
children, two girls, aged eight and nine respectively, and a little
baby boy of four months. He thought of his bright boyish days
and his fond sister’s love, and he thought he had found his canary
—or canaries—and so he sent for and installed them in the cage.

Very happily and pleasantly did the little family live together
for the next ten years, and many and many a time did Mr. Lub
buck congratulate himself on the canaries he had finally put in his
cage after 80 many years waiting.

The two girls grew up to budding womanhood, but, as they grew

organs of 4
able lives
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older, they became more and mors dlssxmllar, both in appearance
and temperament. Frances, the elder, was.a tall, robust girl, with
big boues, and a general appearance of having been lately polished
with an exceedingly rough towel. Her hair wasan uncertain black,
snd her eyes of a waterish grey, quite the reverse of beautiful;
ber nose was undoubtedly and defiantly a “snub,” and her wide
mouth displayed a formidable array of grinders, unquestionably
highly useful in the masticatory department, but quite a fajlure as
regarded beauty. There was no question about it, Frances was a
very plain-looking girl, and had a decidedly masculine appearance..
She was slightly masculinein tastes, too. When a little girl, she
twuld run, jump, climb trees, and play marbles, or peg top with -
my boy in the neighborhood. As she got older she affected mus-
cular exercises, could pull a good oar, use dumb-bells, etc., and
nanaged to develop a vast quantity of bone and a good proportion
of muscle; indeed she had more than once remarked, “I could
take half these whipper-snapper things called young men, and
treak them across my knee without any trouble,” and she certainly
looked as if she could do it. She not only preferred boyish games
and exercises, but also masculine studies. She learned Latin,
Greek, mathematics, etc., and studied hard at medicine, for the
practice of which she acquired a great taste; and it was only by
the greatest persuasion that her uncle could induce her to forego
ber pet idea of going to college, receiving a diploma and entering
oo general practice. In her early days she had killed four dogs,
experimenting on them, and she totally destroyed the digestive
organs of three promising young cats, and made them lead miser-
able lives until she had ‘worried the whole twenty-seven lives out
of them. Now she experimented on the servants, but in a mild
manner, and did not make more than one a month dangerously ill,
which was better than some doctors could do.

You must not think I am describing a wild, uneducated bur-
lesque on femininity ; poor Frank, as she was usually called, was
8 good and warm-hearted a girl as could be found in Montreal,
quiet and unpresuming in manner, talented beyond the average,
id generous to a fault. Her great drawback was that she looked
ike & man, thought like a man, had the tastes and’ feeh ngs of a
man, and was a woman.

It would have been hard in all Montreal to find a greater
contrast to Frances Williams than in her sister Jessie. Short,

W slight, petite, with great masses of Wavy golden hair, bright sky-

|
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blue eyes, a clear pink and white complexion, a rosebud of s ¥ of the m
mouth, and pearls for teeth, Jessie Williams was the fairest what he
sweetest little vision one could wish to dawn upon him. Made all «Com
for sunshine, and joy, and pleasure, she flew about like a beautiful sister,
butterfly, carrying warmth and light wherever she went. - walked

In temper, asin appearance, the sisters were equally dissimilar, But Jess
‘While Frances was quiet, slightly reserved and self: ~sustained, bright gl
Jessie was all impulse, poetry and sensibility. It is almost use- lighter af
less to say that Jessie was the pet of the family, in fact, almost a many a
spoiled child. She had had a first-class superficial education; . § brilliant -
could play the piano well, sing passably, dance exquisitely, had a dreamed
smattering of French, and had acquired an immense stock of heard a s
romance, gathered principally from sensation novels and the [ kind enot
- American weekly papers. A girl of tender loving qualities, capable :
of being a good, useful wife and mother, or a heartless flirt and

coquette, according to the circumstances into which she was thrown. i Arthur
ountain,?

Memory
 Arthur Austin’s dilemma did not last long. While he was §lirescued he
/ debating with himself whether he should simply bow and pass on, [ fuite abse
or endeavor to take advantage of the slight opportunity offered him Jl love at
to improve a pleasant chance acquaintance, his doubts were i
- suddenly simplified by his companion exclaiming:
‘“ Here’s Frank!”
Arthur turned and saw approaching them a severe > and not very
prepossessing female, who struck him very much at first as being
a man in disguise. Miss Frances Williams—for, of course, she was
“ Frank "—advanced rather quickly, and threw an inquiring
glance from her sister to the strange gentleman she. found her
with.
“Oh, Frank,” said Jessie, before her sister could speak, I got
80 tired waiting for you that I began to have a day-dream by the
fountain, and I dropped my parasol into the water ; and—and—this
gentleman,” with a sly look at Arthur from under her eyelashes,
which set his blood boiling, “was kind enough to fish it out for
me ” .
“Iam very much obliged to you, sir, for saving my sisters
parasol from drowning ” said Frank, very demurely. I hope you i
did not hurt yourself much by the exertion.” smile, ang
~ “Oh, no! I assure you—very much pleased—allow me—” stam- Jriond, Jeg;
-mered Arthur, so mugh surprised at the quiet, self-possessed tone %o couples

ES
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of the masculine feminine he was addressing that he did not knowy
what he was saying.

«Come, Jessie, let ns go home " said Frank, turmno to her
sister, “ I am sorry I kept you so long waiting,” and she quietly
walked “off with Jessie without looking at Arthur Austin again.
But Jessie turned as she passed the fountain, and shot back one
bright glance and a half smile at Arthur, and he went home feeling
lighter at heart and treading more elastically than he had done for
many & long day.” All the evening he thought of that
brilliant vision he had seen. beside the fountain, and at night he
dreamed of a mass of golden hair, and a pair of sky-blue eyes, and
beard a soft, sympathetic voice saying, “ And this gentleman was
kind enough to fish it out for me.”

* * * * * Tk

Arthur Austin thought a good deal about ¢the lady by the
fountain,” as he styled her, during the next few days; and the
memory of the handsome young gentleman who had so gallantly
rscaed her parasol and ruined his shirt cuff in so doing, was not
quite absent from the mind of Jessie. Perhaps,you do not believe
inlove at first sight? Well, I do not altogether, in the abstract,
and such passions are usually evanescent, yet they do sometimes
ocour, and  both these young people who had met so casually felt
themagnetic influence of each other’s presence ; and, without being
“inlove” with each other, still very sincerelj desired that this
tccidental meeting should not be their last. Fortune did not favor
Arthur Austin for some days, for, although he almost « haunted ”
Victoria Square, he saw no more of “the lady by the fountain.”
dbout a week had elapsed, when one evening as he was walking
bome with a friend they met the object of Arthur’s thoughts,
scompanied by her sister. _

As she approached Jessie averted her eyes, but took a sly glance
wt under the lashes. ‘Arthur timidly and half hesitatingly
raised his hat, and then she turned towards him for a second, and
cknowledged his salutation by a slight bow and a bewitching
ittle smile. Frank elevated her snub nose a trifle higher than
irual, and was passing on when she noticed Arthur’s companion,
Who was bowing very politely, and then her features relaxed into

smile, and she returned his salutation with the air of an old
riend. Jessie, also, gave him a kindly smile and bow, and so the

Wo couples passed each other.
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“You know them ? ™ said Arthur. -

K Certainly,” . returned Charlie,Benson, his companion. « Frapk
and her sister are old friends of mine. You know them also, do
you not ? I thought you bowed.” I

. “Yes, after a fashion. Who are they ?” ~
“ Frank Williams and her sister. Where did yon meet them that
you do not know their names ? "’

Then Arthur told of his little adventure by the fountain, and
his friend laughed at it.

- «(Case of love at first sight, I suppose ; struck dead and all that
sort of thing, eh ? Well, a little harmless passion does not do s
boy any harm.” _

Benson was about thirty and Austin about twenty-five, so the
former thought he could affect a few senorial airs.

“You did not tell me the name of the youngest lady ? ”

“ Jessie.” o .

“ Jesgie ; ‘that is a very pretty name,” said Arthur.

“Yes; and a pretty httle doll of a g1r1 ” replied hls com-
panion.

“ Are you very intimate with them ?” '

“ Yes, ‘tolerably well so; know them for about five years. Ob,
don’t be bashful, I know what you want to say, you want me to
introduce you; well, I will display the natural generosity of my
disposition and promise to do so without being asked. Want to hear
a little family history ? Here it is. Girls’ father is dead, they and
‘their mother live with their uncle, a rich old bachelor who will leave
them all his money. There is a chance for you. I don’t mind
confessing I feel alittle spooney on Frank myself sometimes, only
she is so fond of practising medicine I am half afraid she would

. dose me to death in a year Say, seriously, old boy, Jessie would
not be a bad spec for you,” and he smiled a quiet, peculiar smile
which Arthur remembered afterwards. © Ta, ta, Pm at home:
the next time we meet them I will clalm the privilege of an old
fmend stop them, and introduce you.” A

* * * * % * *

Arthur Austin was duly introduced. Frank turned. up her nose
again, but Jessie smiled very sweetly, and, as the quartette walked
away together Mr. Benson went a little ahead- with Frank,.and
gave Arthur and Jessie an opportunity to pleasantly bring up
the rear. The conversation was very commonplace, but Jessio

had a charming way of saymg nothing as if it meant some

thing,
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thing, and smiling and looking up with those bright blue
gyes of hers, which was very bewitching ; and Mr. Arthur Austin
felt himself momentarily falling deeper and deeper into that un-
fathomable abyss called love. - He knew he was fallmg, but - he
liked it and wanted to fall more. _

After that first afternoon Benson and Austm managed to meet
the girls several times, and Arthur's acquaintance progressed
rspidly and pleasantly. There were no direct words of love
spoken, few compliments and fewer “ pretty spbeches;” but
Jessie could scarcely fail to understand the warmth of his manner,
and she liked it. As for-Arthur, he was alternately hot or cold as
Jessie smiled on him, or smiled at some chance acquaintance they
met. I am afraid Miss Jessie was a bit of a flirt, and liked, as all
firts do, to torment her victim a little, and then pacify him by a
litle extra graciousness ; just as a playful child will swing a pet
kitten by the tail preparatory to giving it a saucerful of milk.

One day about twelve o’clock Arthur was crossing Victoria
Square, when he saw Jessie coming towards him alone. - It was
the first ‘time he had met her alone since that memorable after-
noon when he had saved her parasol for her, and his pulse beat a
little quicker as she approached. They met at nearly the old
gpot, and after a few formal sentences they got mto closer conver-

Bl sation.

B They were sta.ndmg talking earnestly tooether when M_r Ste-
phen Lubbuck, coming up one of the side pat;hs saw them, and
‘stopped in amazement at finding his pet niece and his confidential
derk in such close converse. The old gentleman took off his gold
spectacles, wiped them, put them on again, took another look,
wtisfied himself that he had not labored under an optical illusion,
and then retired the way he had come, without having been
wticed by the pair; but there was a sterner and more angry
expression on his face than was usually to be found on that serene
tuntenance. ,

Arthur Austin’s acquaintance with Jessie was rather a peculiar
ome. He knew her personally ; he knew that she was an old friend
of Benson’s, and that she was the sweetest little lady he had ever
met, but he did not know where she lived or who her relations
were—except her sister; or in fact scarcely anything about her,
except that he was deeply in love with her. At that last meeting

by the fountain she had been kinder than usual, and, after accept-
. L » :




honor as a gentleman to the truth of my assertion.”

170 FROM BAD TO WORSE.

ing s pretty little bouquet which Arthur had ventured to present

her with, had pulled a forget-me-not from it and fastened it in his-

button hole, promising that if he and his friend Benson chanced

to be walking down Sherbrooke street about four o’clock the next .

afternoon they should meet two young ladies they knew.

Arthur Austin completed his errand and returned to the office. |

To his surprise he found Mr. Lubbuck still there. The old gentle-
man usually went home about half-past four,and it was long after
that hour. - A4 soon as Arthur entered Mr. Lubbuck said, very
gravely,

“Mr. Austln, I should like to see you in my private office for a
few minutes.”

Arthur followed the old gentleman into that sanctum sanctorun
of business houses, the ¢ Private Office,” and stood before his em-
ployer awaiting developments.

"« Mr. Austin,” said Mr. Lubbuck very gravely, and Arthur felt |

hurt that he should address him so formally, for lately he had

always called him by his Christian name, “how long have you

known my niece?” ‘ o

“ Your niece,sir! I know you have two nieces, but I have not
the pleasure of being acquamted with them, nor have I ever seen
them, to my knowledge.”-

“Iam very sorry, Mr. Austin,” 'said Mr. Lubbuck, severely,

“ that you should think it necessary to tell me a lie. I have been

a good friend to you, have lifted you to a good position, andI

regret, for the first time, to find that you are untruthful. You ssy

you do not know my niece, yet. I saw you talking to her notan
hour ago.”

“ Do you mean in Victoria Square?” asked Arthur, beginning
to understand the facts of the case.

“Yes.” )

“ Then Miss Williams is your niece ‘? ”

« Most undoubtedly.” - . -

«] assure you, sir, I was not aware of the fact. If you had

. asked me if T knew Miss W1111ams I should have admitted at once

that I not only know her but greatly admlre her; but I was not
aware of the fact that she was your mece
«Is this true 2.”

«I hope you will not doubt me, sir, when I pledge my word of

again ¢
“God
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“No, no, I do not doubt

8gain on this subject."
“Good evening, sir,”

- Arthur Austin left the room ; and Mr, Lubbuck put on his hat,
pulled it well down over ks eyes and started for home, thinking
deeply on what he should sa,

¥ to his favorite niece abont thestrange
scquaintance he had discovered that she had mad

, 1
t T will speak to yon

you in the leas
Good evening.”
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" CHAPTER III.
OUT OF THE CHURCH.

“ Jessie, how long have you known Mr. Austin ?”

Jessie looked up at her uncle with a quick i inquiring glance and |

answered promptly about a month.”

“Do you think it right or proper for a young lady to have
clandestine meetings with a man she has only known a month,
axd whose acquaintance with her is at least a doubtful one?
Where did you first meet him ?

“I met him in—in—" stammered poor Jessie, gettmg quite con-
fused and growing uncomfortably red in the face. Before she
could finish the sentence, however, Frank came to her assistance
- in her usual prompt manner, by saying, * Charlie Benson intro-
» duced Mr. Austin to us one afternoon when we were out walk-

ing.” .

“Oh! you know him too!”

“ Certamly, and I think him a very pleasant fellow,” said Frank,
anxious to give Jessie a little time to recover. Mr. Lubbuck
stood a little in awe of his mascuhne niece, and in very whole
some dread of her doses and decoctions in the medical line; besides,
he knew and liked Charlie Benson; and he had, moreover, a high
regard for Arthur Austin; he was not therefore, disposed to view
the matter very severely. Still, he did not like to be toolenientall
of a sudden, so he preserved his grave manner and said, addressing

Jessie, «“I do not approve of young ladies meeting young gentle-

men in public places, and standing talking confidentially to them;
it does not look well, and freqnently gives occasion for unkind
and unpleasant remarks. How did it happen Jhat you met Mr.
Austin alone ?”

“J—I—don’t know,” faltered poor Jessie, feeling very much
like a naughty child who feared punishment, “ I was only-——

“Uncle,” said Frank, cutting in suddenly, and speaking in her
prompt, determined way, ¢ it seems to me ycu are speaking very
harshly to Jessie about a very simple matter; one would think
that Jessie had been meeting Mr. Austin clandestmely, and by
~ appointment; now I have been with her every time she has seer
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bim and it has only been three or four times, and then only for a
few. minutes walk—and she happened to be alone with him in the
square because—because— * Frank hesitated a moment, blushed a
little and continued— " because I left her in the square for two or
three minutes while I did an errand at Morgan’s for Mamma.”

‘Frank omitted to state that it was on a former, and not the
present, occasion she had so left Jessie.

“Oh! Frank,” exclaimed Jesgio.

“Don’t be-a fool,” said the brusque Frank sotto voce.

“You misunderstand me, Frank,” said Mr. Lubbuck rather
- overcome by his niece’s volubility, “I do not object to a proper
acqiaintance between Mr. Austin and yourselves; I only took
exception to the manner in which that acquaintance had been
formed ;- but don’t let us say any more about it; you girls are
young and giddy, and I daresay no harm was intended on either
side. I might say,” continued Mr. Lubbock, willing to make a -
little concession, “ that I esteem Mr. Austin very hlghly, he is
.an exceedingly clever young man, steady, and undoubtedly a gen-
tleman ; I scarcely think you can derlve any harm from an acquain-
tance w1th him, provided it is properly conducted and not allowed
to go too far.” '

“So you know him, too!” exclaimed Frank.

‘“Certainly, my dear, he xs my bookkeeper and confidential clerk,
avery clever young man.’

“Then, Uncle,” said matter-of-fact Frank, determined to make
the most of the advantage she had gained, “if he is such a clever
young man and you like him so much, why don’t you ask him to
come and see you ? I'm very democratic in some things, you know,
and I believe in employer and employee knowing each other
socially as well as in business.” .

“Yes, my dear, but— "

“Oh! you need not be afraid of me, I'like men’s socwty,—-—I
wish I was a man, instead of a poor helpless woman, but you need
not fancy I shall fall in love with his handsome face and fine
| moustache ; and as for Jessie, if such a foolish notion gets into her
head T'll give her a seidlitz powder, and bleed her. So, Uncle,
ask Mr. Austin and Charlie Benson to dinner on Sunday.”

“Oh! its Charlie? is it?”
“Don’t be a silly old goose, but ask them hke a good old fellow .
a8  you are. " ,
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“ Mry. Williams presonta hor complimonts to Mr. Arthur Austin
xmd roquests the ploasure of his oumpany to dinnor on Sunduy
next at six o'clook,”

1t was a stift, formal littlo noto, but in Avthur Austin's Oy il
wan vory prooious, for ho folt that Mra, Willinms nover teneod those
tuiry charnctors, and it was an muoh a8 ho coutd do to vrostrain
himsolf from prossing tho weiting, which he folt suro was Jossio's,
to his lips, - Ho did not do any thing so ridieulous, howevor, but,
aftor a fow momoents’ thought, walked into Mr. Lubbuek's Private
oftfee, and, handing tho noto to him, said : ,

1 found that on my dork, 8 tow minutes sinco, sir.”

“You. 1 put itthore mysolf, and 1 bog to add my own roquost to
‘that of Mrs, Williams, that you will dine with us on Sunday.”

* I shall bo very happy, 1 assuro you, sir. 1"

“Mr. Austin,” said Mr. Tubbuck, gravoly, «1 lmve alroady told
you, and have givon you tangiblo prmfu of my sincority, that [
have boen highly ploased” with your conduet sinco you have
boen - with mo.  Qur business areangements have been highly
s:\t.-ist‘actm'f, but I fool, as my nicce Freank oxprossos it, that

“omployér and omployoe should know each othor nocially as well

assin business.” 1 think moen got at onch othor's inner natures
botter over their dinners, and a glass of wine, Oh! I ask your

pardon, 1 forgot you do not take wine, and quite right-too—than

in & year's businoss transactions togother. I do mot mind con-

fossing that I desiro to know you more thoroughly than I have.

done during tho six months you have boen with me, as I con-
" templato some business changes this fall which may render it

necessary for meto beable to trust implicitly in you. I, therefore,

hope to see you frequently at my house in future, and hope that
our social relations may prove as satistactory as our busmsag ones
have done. I wish, however, to be perfectly frank with you; you
will of course be frequently thrown into the society of my nieces,
whose acquaintance you have already made; now I do not object
to an acquaintance, or even a friendship springing up between you,

‘but there must be no idea of its-ever being anything more.

Frank, I'ni not-afraid of, she’s ahle to téke care of herself, and is

more than a match for any man, unless he can stand unlimited:
_experiments in medicine, and has the constitution of a horse;

but my little pet Jessie is scarcely more than a child, and I won't
“have ony “one trying to staff her head with nonsense for these
many years to come. I am pla.m thh you, bécause I want no
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8tin mistndaorstanding in this matier, . If you want, to fall in love with
anybody try Frank, sho'll voon blood and blistar you ond of the
iden. — I'havo boon mo candid with you hoenuse you sid you not.
orly knew but ndmived my nioco; now got any wuch foolish notion
out of your homd at oneo, or it will load to n dinruption of all our
relations, bisinoss and othorwive,  That will do; bring me the
C morning pupor and the lottors.”
* - * L4 * * # Ed

Arthur Austin soon hocamo n constant, and woleomo vikitor at
Mr. Lubbuclk's, and grow stemdily in favor not only with the old
gontleman, but with the whole fumily.  Fven Frank-—whe,
although sho likod the wocioty of men, generally declarod that the
young mon of the prosent day had no braing and wero docidedly
At " -=doclurod that Arthur wis “a brick,” which wis o gront
compliment from Miss Frank, and that he was “a follow who
know somothing.” ‘ :

In {net Arthur was “a follow whn know womething ;" ho hawl
received af first-class” oducation, had truvolled o grent deal, was
naturally olmurvunl and poskonsed that rare fuculty of fnllclrngJuHQ
onongh to ploaso and intorost, but not enough to boré.. e could
sing tolorably well, possessing ‘s fair voice, which ho rmanaged
doverly. Ho fairly captured Frank by his knowledge of medicine,
and when he showed that young lady an experiment in clc('tru-lty

and very noarly rosuscitated a defunct tom-cat which had heen
poisoned while experimenting on him the day before, Miss Frank’s
asdmiration knew no bounds,-and she almost threw her arms round
him and killed him for joy, but contented herself with slapping
him on tho back and saying, “that’s first rate, old fellow!”

Arthur was certainly very attentive to Frank, and, strange to
say, Mr. Lubbuck seemed to like it. Arthur and Frank used to
have a great many arguments on medical and other topics—Frank
was every inch a man in her love of argument—and the old man
‘would sit and listen, nodding approval, and occasionally puttmg
ina word. At first he used to keep Jessie by him, but Arthur
tried hard to keep his implied promise to Mr. Lubbuck, and

searcely spoke to that young lady, except the most commonplace
dvilities. After a little while Frank discovered that Arthur ;
' played chess; and.claimed him frequently for a'game, while Jessie.™:
either sat qmetly, by, pretending to do some fancy work or would
steal off to the piano and play over old-fashioned airs softly to -
herself. - Although they met frequently now, Jessie and Arthur
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had really less opportunity of speakmg to each other than when
he and Charlie Benson used to meet Frank and Jessie for little plea.
sant walks; each seemed to avoid the other, for Jessie felt hurt that
Arthur did not pay her more attention, and Arthur was very care.
ful to remember, if possible, Mr. Lubbuck’s warning. Try as he
would, however, it was no use; the mere fact of her presence, a
turn of her head, a glance of her eye, would attract his whole
attention at once; when he was playing chess with Frank at one -
end of the room and Jessie was singing at the other, he would
bend all his attention to catch the lowest marmaur of her voice, or
the softest note she touched. Often Miss Frank would take him
to task for his absent-mindeduness ; and numerous were the pennies
that young lady offered for his thoughts without havmg her stock
of pocket—money reduced.

About six weeks after Arthur had pald his first visit to Mr.
Lubbuck’s he was sitting one evening playmg chess with Frank,
with Mr. Labbuck looking on and Jessie singing softly to herself.
Mrs. Williams was not very well, and had excused herself after
dinner. Presently a servant ‘came to speak to Mr. Lubbuck about
one of the horses having gone lame, and he went out to consult
with the groom. Jessie had been singing very softly, so softly
that Arthur had been unable to catch a word, but as her uncle
left the room she raised her voice a little and sang clearly and
distinetly a scrap of & simple little ballad :

“Have you forgotten the stroll by the fountain ; .
._Have you forgotten the path o’er the l¢a; .
- Have you forgotten those days on the mountam
Have you forgotten them all, with-them me? ”

Arthur sat silently listening while the simple strain lasted, fool- ]
1shly holding his queen in his hand, and at last making the very
worst move on the board, putting it immediately in the way of
Frank’s queen. That young lady promptly captured the unlucky §
queen, and crying ¢ Checkmate,” rose from the table, saying:

“ Mr. Austin, you don’t seem to care about playing chess to-
night, and I want to-read; make yourself useful by turning over
Jessie’s music for her.”

She threw herself into an easy chair and took up a book but she
did not read ; the book was only intended. as a blind, under the
cover of which she might observe what was going on at the other
end of the room. The fact is Miss Frank had noticed Arthur's
absent manner, his wrapt attention to Jessie’s singing, and his
eager watching of her every movement, and she made a pretty
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good guess as to the state of his feelings. Don’t suppose Frank
felt the -least bit jealous, she liked Arthur Austin very much, he
was a sensible fellow, could talk well, and had many tastes and
pursuits in common with her, but Miss Frank never for one
moment fancied herself in love with him; in fact she was more
in Iove than she cared to confess with some one else, and it was as
much to pique that some one else as anything that she had
thrown herself in Arthur’s way so much. So shequietly watched
tehind her book and awaited developments. Arthar sauntered as
meoncernedly as he could up to the pxano, and, leaning over Jes-
sie, said:

“ Will you please smg that ¢ Have you forgotten ' again, it is so
sweet? ”’

“I'm sorry I inter rupted your game of chess, Mr. Austin, pray
do not let me disturb you.”

“T was only too glad to be interrupted so pleasantly, Miss Jes.
sie; won't you, please, repeat that song?”

“Frank will expect you to finish your game,” said Jessie, rather
sgitefully.

“ Miss Frank herself gave up playing, and desired me to come
and turn over your music.’

“Have you quarrelled with Frank ?”

“ Certamly not; what could make you think so ?”

“When people. who are so fond of each other, and are so much
trgether, suddenly separate, it looks—it looks,” continued Jessie,
s if she doubted whether to say the next words or not, ¢ as if
they had had a lovers’ quarrel.” ‘She finished, desperately, sav-
iely intoning the “ Iovers.’

“ Lovers’ quarrel ! ” Why, Miss Jessie, what on earth can you
mean?”

“Why, you and Frank are so much together and so much—that
werybody—-well, it looks as if —” said Jessie, with a rising sen-
sation in her throat, and tears almost starting into her eyes.

“You never thought so, Miss Jessie, did you?” said Arthur,
knding earnestly over her. )

“Why, of course, I ——.I —.

" “Jessie, darlmg, how could you fancy such a thmo' I admire your
sister, of course, but you must have seen, must. know although I
have never told you so in words, that I love, never can love any one
bt you. I know I have acted strangely of late, but T was forced
it by a feeling of respect to the wishes of your uncle, who
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almost made me promise to avoid you. I tried, tried hard to tear
you from my heart, darling—but it was impossibte, the more T tried
the more I loved you. Jessie, I am only a clerk, and shall lose

my best chance of advancement by this step, but I have health §

and strength, and, with the hope of your smile to cheer me on, I
will succeed. . Will you give me one word of hope, one smile to
show me I am not wholly indifferent to you?”

«“ And you don’t love Frank?” said Jessie, bending over the
piano until her glowing face was almost hidden by her falling
hair.-

¢« No one but you, darlmg Ohl Jessie, will you give me one
word, one look. Will you promise one day to be my wife ?”Jessie
- said nothing, but raised her eyes, swimming with happy tears,
to his, her cheeks glowing with burning blushes and a bright smile
p]aymg around her lips. She half rose from ihe piano stool, and
in another moment Arthur had clasped her to his heart and im-
printed a burning kiss on her glowing lips. .

“Hallo!” exclaimed Miss Frank, bringing her book down on
the table with a bang which caused the lovers to spring apart,and
Jessie to run over to her sister and hide her face on her shoulder

—*this is more than I bargained for; I did not thmk matters
had goneso far as that.’

“Oh! Frank,” half sobbed Jessie, “ I'm so sorry—and I'm so
‘happy—and Arthur didn’t mean —” '

“ T hope, Miss Frank,” said Arthur, ‘that my conduct of late
has not deceived you; I know it was wrong, but I promised your
uncle to avoid Jessie, and I hope—"

“That I have not fallen in love with you; make your mind

easy on that score. I like you very well, you're a sensible fel-
low, and will make a first-rate brother-in-law. I think you are
just suited for Jessie, and I give my consent ”?

“ But your uncle? ‘

«Oh, he’s very fond of Jessie and won’t want to part with her,

" but he'll get over it. IT'll manage him, if T have to give him 3
_dose of physic to make him sick.” e
: Frank was as good as her word, and succeeded much easier tha
she had expected. Mr. Lubbuck held out for a little while,and
required, as conditions to his consent, that Jessie should not leave
him, but Arthur come and live with them; and, also, that the
wedding should not take place for a year; to both of which pro-

st be g

pople had
ely on th
oo as the
Of course
Jhan ge thei
ason, and-
Wwnds &

posals
fnally g
 York to
futed as
give his
(ourt, wi
bim. TH
fund th|
with his
banking-
for himsd
wessful, a
him in th
8 great d
ad at t
pal'tnel‘ i
e millig
tirned, th
dustin &
gpeculatiol
mined.
tttack of H
w0t wishin
e had ong
rcommen
habits of i
Pontreal.
orals, exq
tisfied on|
When tw
1d abetted

wist,  Mr,
preed to w




OUT OF THE CHURCH. , 179

peals Frank unconditionally surrendered. Before Mr. Lubbuck
fnally gave his consent to Jessie’s marriage, he wrote on to New
York to an old confidential friend, and had private inquiries insti-
M fited as to Arthur Austin’s antecedents,—for he did not intend to
gve his pet niece {o a man he.had picked out of the Recorder’s
(ourt, without taking good care to know who he was and all about
lim. The information he received was highly satisfactory. He'
fund that Arthur had come to New York about ten years before
with bis father, who wassent out as travelling clerk for an English
toking-house, but who soon gave up that and went into business
fir himself as a gold broker, in Broad street, and was highly suc-
wssful, amassing a large fortune in a short time. Arthur joined
tim in the business, and, by lucky speculations, managed to make
s great deal of money ; his speculations were bold and daring,
ud at the time of his coming of age, and being admitted as-a
prtner in his father’s business, he was judged to be worth nearly
me million of dollars. Six months after the tide of speculation
trned, the close of the war paralysed Wall Street for a time, and
Austin & Son were one of the firms which hopelessly failed. Over-
gecalation had dome its work, and both father and son were. -
nined. The shock so affected Arthur’s father that he had an -
tack of brain fever, from the effects of which he died. Arthur,
ut wishing to begin at the bottom of the ladder in a place where
b had once held so high a posmon’i esolved to go to Chicago and
pecommence life as a clerk. About this time he began to acquire
fabits of intemperance, which had clung to him till he came to
ontreal. Nothing whatever was known against his charaeter or
orals, except his intemperance, and, as Mr. Lubbuck was quite -
tistied on that head now, he gave his consent.

When two young hearts are anxious to be mated, ‘and are aided
od abetted by a masculine feminine of a medical turn of mind, it
st be & very obdurate old gentleman, indeed; who could long
sist.  Mr. Lubbuck was not obdurate, and, consequently, he soon
greed to waive the provision in his consent, by which the young
pople had to wait a year; indeed, he had changed his mind en-
rely on that point, for he insisted that they sheuld be united as
oo as the necessary arrangements could be made.

0f course he had a motive for this; staid old gentlemen don’t
unge their minds so suddenly and completely without some good
pason, andthis was Mr: Lubbuck’s reason : The firm of Lubbuck,
ownds & Co. was a branch of an English house, Lowry, Lub-
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buck & Lownds, the said Lownds being a young man, son of the
‘former head of the house, and also partner in the firm of Lubbuck,
Lownds & Co. One fine morning it got into old Mr. Lowrys
head that he wanted to die, and so he died right off, leaving
Stephen Lubbuck his executor, and bequeathing to him the bulk
of his large fortune.

Mr. Lowry, like his partner, was a bachelor; and he had no
near relative that he cared about. When Mr. Lubbuck received
information of his partner’s death, he saw that he must at oncef
go to England to settle up his affairs, and, probably, to make
arrangements for residing there permanently, as head of the firm
A few mornings after he received the intelligence he called
Arthur Austin into his private office, and said :— -

“ Arthur, J have received news of the death of my old friend
Lowry ; he has left me his executor, and I shall be obliged to g
to England for some time, probably for several months. I sha
sail on 13th November, you must be married on 29th October, and
must return from your wedding tour before I leave. I shall give
you a power of attorney to represent the firm during my absenc
and you will, of course, take charge of my house while I'm awa
Mr. Lownds may perhaps come out to take charge during thg
winter, but he will not remain long. I shall return inthe spring
and then we shall see about re-constructing the firm. Howd
you think Lubbuck, Austin & Co. would sound, eh ?”

, * * k. % *

The wedding took place. in Christ Church Cathedral, and was
very grand affair; Frank was chief bridesmaid, and looked su
premely uncomfortab]e as she did not know whether or notto b
exceedingly happy or perfectly miserable. Charlie Benson w
groomsman, and took such a deep interest in the service that on
might think he was rehearsing for his own benefit. A weddingi
a stupid thing to “describe, so I shall simply say that the Rz
Canon Baldwin united the happy pair, and the ceremony pra
ceeded in the usual way.

As the wedding party was about entering the church, a seed
looking individual, who was apparently sauntering purposeles

- down St. Catherine street, approached, evidently attracted b
curiosity only. He was a peculiar looking individual; his ha
was red, and he wore it very long, but it was brushed to the mo3
exasperating degree of smoothness, and, indeed, appeared to ha

* been literally  plastered ” to his head and then pressed down wi
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shot iron, so smooth and glossy did it appear; his red whiskers
vere very luxuriant, and were brushed as carefully as his hair;
}is dress was seedy in the extreme, and his thread-bare coat was
‘ttoned close up to his throat as if to hide any want of clean
finen, but every garment was shining from the etfect of frequent
lrushing, and not one speck of dirt could be noticed on him. His
d:lapxdated old hat was t:pped jauntily on one side, and he car-
ried a mean looking scrubby little cane with the air of a swell.
R [c was quite close to the wedding party when Arthur Austin got
atof his carriage, and as soon as the dilapidated individual saw
lim he gave so natural and unexpected a start that the jaunty hat
wery nearly tumbled into the gutter, * Saints alive, can it be pos-
gble ? Arthur Austin,as I'm a living sinner! Evidently in
dover too, dear boy, and about to be sphced to'a very charming
yung lady. How well the dear boy is looking too, and dressed
o such unexceptionable togs. I must do myself the honor of
ritnessing the nuptial ceremony.”

He entered the church, and Leepmo' well behind one of the
jillars to escape observatlon watched the ceremony to its conclu-
fon. Waiting until the happy party had departed; he strolled
kisurely up to the sexton and began conversing with him:

“An exceedingly nice affair, and most excellently conducted,
tanks to your admirable arrangements. May I inquire who are .
te happy parties ? " :

“Mr. Arthur Austin and Miss' Jessie Williams. A very nice
vung- gentleman,” continued the sexton, thinking of the liberal
fe Arthur had slipped into his hand.

“Undoubtedly so ; and rich seemingly.”

-“Bless you, no! He is only her uncle’s clerk, but her uncle is
mormously rich, and very fond of the young man.’

“Dear me, how interesting! And the uncle is?—"

“Mr. Stephen Lubbuck, one of the richest men in Montreal ;

by say he is worth over two hundred thousand dollars.”

W “Is he ? Then he has two hundred thousand additional claims
bmy esteem. The happy pair go on® wedding tour, I suppose ?

“They go to New York by this afternoon’s train, but won't
fay long, as Mr. . Lubbuck goes to England shortly, and Mr.
ustin must return before then, Excu“se me, sir, I must close the

SRthurch.”

“Certainly, my dear sir, certainly; business before pleasure,
i we say in the classics. Allow me to wish you a good day, and
b thank yon for your kmdness.
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«Two hundred thousand dollars !” soliloquized the seedy stran.
ger as he stood in the porch of the church, ‘ here’s a windfall!
- Mr. Robert Brydon allow me to congratulate you ; and he shook
hands with himself. “Very lucky thmg for you,” Bob; things
were getting to a very low ebb, but now the tide has t.urned with
avengeance. You always were a lucky fellow, Bob, but this beats
all. How surprised the dear boy will be. Well, Montreal is a }
nice place, rather dull for a man of fashion like myself, but it will
do. I shall hang my hat,” he continued, taking off his dilapida-
ted head covering and looking at it, “no, not this hat, but a
new one I mean to buy, and prepare to spend the rest of my
natural daysin Montreal, and lead a virtuous, happy and peaceful
life. Mr. Austin, I shall do myself the honor of calling on You
a8 soon as you return from your pleasant trip.”

He tucked the scrubby-looking cane affectionately under his |
arm, tipped the dilapidated hat the least bit over his right eye,
and walked Jauntxly away.




CHAPTER 1IV.
Ovurt oF THE CANTEEN.

Tee wedding trip of Arthur and Jessie was a short but a very
happy one. Once in a while a shadow of an old sorrow would
fit across the brain of Arthur, but one glance at the bright, joy-
ous face by his side would quickly dispel the vision, and he would
ke gay and happy again. As for Jessie, all the warm impassioned
iove of her nature thawed naturally and quietly out under the in-
fuence of the sun of her adoration. Their holiday was. brief—
warce two weeks—but they thoroughly enjoyed it. There is scarcely
uy city, except, perhaps, Paris, when Paris was at her zenith,
vhere two weeks can be more thoroughly enjoyed by persons who
lve'no business but pleasure than they can be in New York.
The splendid vistas of streets, the magnificent buildings, the teem-
iig population, all so earnest and busy; the- glories of Central
hark, the calm quiet repose of Greenwood, the flash and glow of
the theatres, the splendors of the opera, the roar and bustle of -
Sadway, the vivid vitality of the whole place, tends to make up
spicture of fascination which it is difficult to rival. Jessie had
wver been in any larger city than Montreal, and the glories of
e opera and the wonders of the theatrei were all new pleasures
wher, and she drank them in with avidity, and turned from them
rith regret when the brief holiday had passed away and they were
lliged to return. - Although her life had been a happy one yet it
gemed to her she had never known what true happiness was until
fithin these two weeks. Still she was not sorry to return to
lontreal, as she pictured quieter domestic joys which would more
ten compensate for the giddy round of pleasure she was expe-
Fencing. .o .
Mr. Lubbuck sailed for England at the time specified and left
rthur Austin in full charge of the business, unless Mr. Lownds
Jould take a fancy to visit Canada. Mr. Lubbuck expected to
[ :bsent about a year, and Arthur was duly installed as master of
house during his absence. The old gentleman had taken care
iraise Arthur's salary to a liberal figure, so that he might not
#l dependent on his wife, whose settlement had been a very
beral one, securing her $2,000 a year during her uncle’s lifetime
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and one-half of his fortune at his death. It was about a week after
Mr. Lubbuck had sailed that Arthur was walking up Jacques
Cartier square when he felt a hand laid lightly on his shoulder,
and a voice which sounded familiar saluted him with : '
¢ Dear boy, how magnificently you are looking; allow me to
congratutate you on your improved appearance and also on your
improved .prospects. I had the pleasure of witnessing that in-
teresting little ceremony at the Cathedral a couple of weeks ago,
and I assure you it affected me deeply.
- - “Why, Bob, old fellow; I am astomshed to see you, and should
. certainly never have recogmzed you, your appearance has so much
changed, you look s0—so——"

“ Seedy, dear bay, don’t be delicate about expressions! Con-’
foundedly seedy, if you feel in a humor for using adjectives. I
confess the fact, dear boy; luck has run dead against .me,
and I believe I am the most impecunious and seedy individaal in
Montreal.”

«] am really sorry to hear that, and you know, old fellow you
have only to call on me for any help you need, but where hare
you been these last two years that I have never heard from you;

* and how did you come to Montreal ?”

¢ Dear boy, one question at a time; the story is long, and stand-
ing here is not pleasant, let us adjourn to a quiet retreat I knowin
the neighbourhood where we can obtain food for the body as well
as the mxnd and where we will not be disturbed.”

They walked down Notre Dame street to Claude, and down that
almost to St. Paul, when Brydon stopped in front of Joe Beef's
" canteen. . ' R

“Let us enter,” he said, “the exterior is not. inviting, and the,
interior is very little more so, but it is cheap, very cheap, and, as
a natural comsequence, extremely acceptable to a man whose
finances are in a chronic state of consumption; the fare is simple,
but nutritious, and wonderfully hllmg,—a little of- it goes a long
way. Letus enter.”

“No,” said Arthur, «1 do not beheve in v1sltmg saloons. and
I don’t like the appearance of this one.’

“Mere prejudice, dear boy. Enter and refresh your droupm
spirits with the bounding cocktail, or the foaming tankard
Besides,” he added in more senous tones,” 1 have somethm
very particular to say to you.” )
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“You have certainly selected a very curious place,” said Arthur,
« but it makes little difference to me.’

They entered, not the saloon where two rotten cheeses, & heap
of ham knuckles, and piles of flat-looking bread, bountifully dis-
played on the counter, were the pervading features, buta sido
- room which ‘bore over its entrance door the pretentlous sign,

« Qyster saloon, meals, ete.”

It was a low, dark, mean-looking room, furnished with a few
heavy square tables and some benches and chairs, in one corner
stood a platform which looked as if it had been used for a piano, if
the place had ever been a music hall, and the walls were orna-
mented with a few rude pictures on sporting subjects. Mr. Bry-
don led the way to a side table, and sat with the air of a man who
“had been there before.” Arthur sat opposite him, and awaited
with some impatience the. communication which Brydon said he

' had to make to him.

Mr. Brydon settled the seedy-looking hat firmly on his head,
 dived into one pocket and produced an old clay pipe, black with
' age; into another, and brought out a handful of tobacco, filled the

pipe, and carefully returned the few grains left in his hand to his
pocket. He then dived into another pocket and, producing a
match, lighted his pipe “and took two or three contemplative
whiffs.

Arthur Austin had known Robert Brydon for many years, they .
had been school-mates together, and Brydon had been for some
fime in-the office of Arthur’s father when Arthur himself was a
dlerk there. He had left the office under rather suspicious cir-
umstances, & cheque had been forged for a small sum, and suspicion
had for some time been thrown on Arthur Austin, but a thorough
mvestlgatlon showed Mr Brydon as the probable culprit, the case
w8 not, very clear against him, and Mr. Austin contented himself
vith simply discharging him. Brydon- took the discharge in.the
light of an injustice, and tried hard to throw the ‘guilt on Arthur,
bat Mr, Austin so scouted the idea that he quickly changed his
tactics, and tried to conciliate the friend he had endeavored to
thuse. Arthur was of an easy, forgiving digposition-and soon
forgot the injustice and wrong Brydon had tried: to do him. At
that time Arthur was rather wild—as young men with plenty of
money generally will be—and Brydon soon’ estabhshed himself as
lis boon companion. They had numerous “ sprees ” together, and

Brydon was closely connected in a transaction which Arthur had
M :
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evéry desire to blot from his memory, and every wish to kéép

concealed from the rest of the world. Brydon after he left Mr.

Austin, had for & while run a faro bank on the Bowery; but
some ugly tales had been told to the police, and one night a descent
was made on it, and the proprietor and inmates arrested. It does
not take much trouble or ingenuity—but generally a good deal of
money—for the keeper of a New York faro bank to escape from the
clutches of a New York Judge, and so Robert Brydon suffered noth-
ing more than a heavy fine, and the confiscation of his “lay out,”
“checks, &c.” He remained about New York for a few months after
this, figuring conspicuously as a «sport,” attending the races,
driving a fast team in the Park, wearing a big diamond pin in his
shirt bosom, and otherwise playing the heavy swell. Then he
_ disappeared, and Arthur Austin had seen or heard nothing of him
for over two years, when they suddenly met in Jacques Cartier

Square. When Brydon left New York Arthur Austin was at the -

height of his success, and reputed to be enormously wealthy. Ina
few months more a collapse had come, and he was reduced to
almost beggary. What Brydon had been doing in these two years

and a half, and what had reduced him from the gay cavalier to the

seedy individual he now was, were matters of conjecture to Arthur
Austin. : ‘

« 8it down, dear boy, and refresh,” said Mr. Brydon. ¢ Allow
me to recommend the beer; the presence of water is plainly
recognizable, but it retains some of its ancient flavor and is not
bad, all things considered. Mr. Beef,” continued he, as that per-
sonage entered the room, “will you oblige me with one of your

" excellent steaks and a tankard of mulled ale. ~My friend will
take——7” N

« Nothing, thanks,” said Arthur. I do not need ‘smy lunch,
and I never take any intoxicating liquor.” e

« Phew,” whistled Mr. Beef, “ you're a cold water customer,

3,

are you? Well, I shouldn’t wonder if you were,” he continued,

with a supercilions glance, *“you look like it.” ;

. «Dear boy, dear boy,” said Mr. Brydon, ¢ you don't mean
say that you have come the cold water dodge! Sorry tohear it,
very; it ruins the coating of the stomach, and brings a man to
an early and uncomfortable grave. You won't take anything?
then I must drink alone. Mr: Beef would you oblige me by see-
ing that that steak is fat and of fair proportion, I feel slightly
Peckiﬂh." - 7 . ) . . .
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«Yes, you generally do fee] ¢ peckish ’ when you come in here,”
responded Mr. Beef, as he went into the bar-room to execute the
order. Before leaving the room, however, he took the poker out
of the coal-scuttle, gave it a preliminary wipe with kis handker-
chief and put it in the stove.

“ Brydon, what is it you want to say to me, and why did you
come here to say it ?” asked Arthur Austin, as soon as they were
alone.

« Dear boy, what-a trick you have of asking two or three ques-
tions at once. One ata time will last much longer, and give me
go much more of your company.”

“I have no time to wait, what do you want? Do you want
money ? 7 '

“ Dear boy, your last remark is the most sensible one you have
made yet. I have for some time past been in a chronic condition
of wanting money.”

“Well, you know, Bob, you have only to tell me how much you
want, and if it is possible for me to accommodate you I will do so.”

“Dear boy, your kindness overpowers me.. Suppose we say ‘a
tenner’ to begin with. I have a most unexceptionable suit of
togs, for which I paid—no, I mean owe—Brooks Brothers fifty-five
dollars ; and an obliging relative of mine in Montreal—in fact, my
uncle—was considerate enough to lend me three dollars and a half
on them. With those released, and a new pair of boots, ‘ Richard
will be himself again.’ No, stop, not quite himself. I promised
myself a new hat to hang up in Montreal, perhaps you wouldn’t
mind adding another V so that I may keep my promise.”

Arthur Austin took out his pocket book and counted out four
five dollar bills which he handed to Brydon, saying, **Bob, you
know I bave been under pretty heavy expense lately, and my
finds are running low. I willlet you have all I can spare, twenty
dollars, and if I can be of any further use to you, you can com-
'mand me. I will be wanted at the office, so I must leave you.”

“Dedr boy, you are generosity itself, but do not-go-just yet. I
have somethmg to tell you which it is important for you to hear.”

Further tonversation was interrupted by the entrance of Mr.
Beef, ar mstxcaqny arrayed in his shirt sleeves, bearing a pewter
nug of ale in one-hand and a red herring suspended by the tailin
the other. He placed the mug on the table, took a plate from a
tupboard and skilfully slun'g it along the table until it stopped
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in front of Mr. Brydon. He then proceeded to the stove and

m
drawing out the poker, returned to the table and said : : Ii

« Here's your two-eyed beefsteak and your muiled ale,”’ at the on

same time bringing the herring down with.a smart slap on the plate, Iv

and plunging the poker into the ale, thch foamed and hissed tas

T tremendously. ‘ an
R “ And very excellent they appear to be, good Mr.- Beef " saxd hes
: Mr. Brydon. “May I trouble you for a cracker and the her
mustard ?” ‘ ' “«

“ Here's a cracker, there ain’t any mustard. I’ll trouble you for wit

five cents.” poi

-« He’s too civil a chap by half,” muttered Mr. Beef to himself “

as" he went back to the bar, “and I don’t liike the looks of nea

him, though he has been here pretty often the last two weeks, and mer

always paid his way like a man.” “

“ Now, Brydon, what is it you want to say to me ?” «

“ Dear boy, don’t be impetuous, this herring is excellent, and «

80 is my appetite; the beer is thin, but; I am thirsty: allow me to stor

refresh. I T

-7 Arthur sat silently thinking for a few minutes whilst Brydon enan
“refreshed.” He was thmkmg over his friend’s manner which did capt:

not impress him favorably. He knew Robert Brydon thoroughly,
and although he would lend him money for ““ Auld lang syne,” ordo
him a good turn if he could, he would not trust him. He was
aware of one or two dark spots in Mr. Brydon’s career, and he
placed little confidence in bim. He also remembered that Brydon |

was fully acquainted with an unpleasant episode in hisown career, # mem}
Which he wished to forget but could not, and, spite of himself, the § beart
man’s presence in Montreal gave him an unpleasant, anxious @ is onl
feeling. What had brought him to Canada? Perhaps some sort J not de
of misconduct in the States, but what could it be that he wanted « N,
to say to him ? part, |
_ “Brydon,” said Arthur, at last, ¢ you have very nearly finished «M
that herring, and my time is precious, what is it you have to tell B the fai
me?” ’ 8 lette:

“ Excellent refreshment, and filling at the price,” said Mr. @ byrieq

Brydon, quite imperturbably, “but rather dry and needing more
fluid to wash it down. Mr. Beef, will you oblige me with another
mug of beer, cold this time, the poker imparted rather a greasy|
flavor to the last lot. Now, dear boy,” he continued, after his mug
had been replenished and he had taken a good pull at it, ¢ pardon

¢
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my keeping you in suspense, but what I have to say is serious, and
1 prefer entering upon a serious subject on a full stomach, it gives
one more confidence. Dear boy, that wasa very pleasant ceremony
I witnessed the other day, and I congratulate you on your good
taste; Mrs. Austin No. 2 is certainly a very charming little lady,
and I do not wonder at your susceptible heart being captured by
her beauty, without taking into account the ulterior attraction of
her uncle’s fortune.”

“T do not see what my wife’s personal appearance has to do

with the matter,” said Arthur very stlﬁﬁy " pray come to the

point.”
“ Dear boy, that's just what I am.coming to, but the pomt very

nearly concerns Mrs. Austin No. 2, and, therefore, I am forced to
mention her.”

“What do you mean by calling my wife Mrs. Austin No. 2?”

“’Simply, dear boy, that there is a Mrs. Austin No. 1.”

“ Was you mean, not is; there is no use dragging up that old
story of my folly and its punishment. I will save you the trouble
of repeating the tale of how a beardless boy, not twenty, became
enamored of a pretty ballet dancer, with a well turned ancle and
captivating black eyes; of how he followed her in his infatuation
to a small village in Pennsylvania, and, in a momeut of madness,

married her ; of his awaking from his wild dream to find that she .

,\ﬁg;wicked, abandoned, vile, all that a woman should not be, and
that he was tied to her for life; of the year of wmisery that he
passed. No, there is no need for you torepeat that old story, I re-
member it only too well; it is only toe deeply engraved on my
heart, and is the one dark memory of my life. But, thank God! it
isonly a memory, death has closed that page of my life and I do
10t desire to have it re-opened.”

“Not the least doubt of it, defr boy, and quite proper on your
part, but I fail to understand your allusion to death.”
“My wretched wife died four years ago, just about the time of

N the failure of Austin & Son. Oh! dén’'t look incredulous, I have
sletter from the doctor who attended her and the undertaker who
buried her ; the letter enclosed bills which I paid; but although the
gentlemen were prompt enough to send me their bills, they were

never polite to. forward receipts for the money. I also saw an *
tnnouncement of my wife’s death in a Savannah paper, in which -

place she was playing at the time. Besides, you know, I was
sllowing my wife $2,000 a year at that time, and her quarterly
. A

1

i RS
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allowance has not since been claimed, not that I could have paid

- \_/i't;'Because our failure left me without the means to do 80, but be.”

cause there was no one to pay it to.” ,

« What a wonderful memory the dear boy has,” said Mr. Brydon
rather mockingly, « but incorrect as to facts. Miss Effie Barron,
or, 1o speak more correctly, Mrs. Austin No. 1, must be a very

“remarkable person to die in Savannah four years ago, and to have
been alive and well in New York two months ago when I had the
pleasure of seeing her.” S

« Alive!” shouted Arthur Austin, starting from his chair.

« Not the least doubt of it,.dear boy, alive and kicking, abso-
lutely kicking, for I saw her kick a bell-boy atthe St. Charles Hotel
‘because he refused to furnish a couple of brandies and soda with-
out payment in-advance.” '

“It's a lie.” : - .

« Perfectly true, dear boy, perfectly true; the doctor’s and the

" undertaker’s letters and bills were ingenious forgeries, very neatly
executed by a friend of yours who desired to relieve your mind of
a load of grief. - Your first wife is alive and very anxious to find
you, as she is confoundedly hard up and would like her allowance
renewed. The pleasant little ceremony I witnessed at the Cathe
dral was, no doubt, very enjoyable to you; but it was a sad mis
take for you, dear boy; it is an awkward thing to commit bigamy.”

« Bigamy! Oh Heavens! Poor Jessie, poor Jessie! ”” exclaimed
Arthur, clasping his head in his hands and leaning forward on the
table; ¢ My poor. little darling ! ” ‘

“Yes, yes, it is rather hard on the little lady with the golden
hair; but it is rather harder on the other lady, Mrs. Austin No. 1"

« Robert Brydon,” said Arthur rising, and looking at his com-
panion with a vengeful, dangerous look, “I know you to be 3
scoundrel, a thief, a liar, and an unprincipled adventurer.”

« Don’t be complimentary, dear boy, please don’t, or you will
make me blush.” : S

- «You will remember,” continued Arthur, “that I induced my
father to spare you once when you forged his name. I hare
always been your friend in good repute and evil repute. I would

even be your friend now, for we played together as children, and
grew up almost as brothers; but, by Heaven, if you are hatching
any of your infernal plots against me I will hound you to death
like a dog. You are trying to raise the phantom of my pas
misery to blight the happiness of the present, but have a care! 1
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know enough of your past life to send you to prison, and I will do
it if you try to annoy me.”

“Don’t, dear boy, don't, I have been there, and I cazx'f say I
like it; the grub is meagre, and their drink is bad —,dnly water,
and poor at that I have resided in Sing Sing two yearsand have
o desire to return there, besides, dear boy, youforget [ am quite
safe in Canada, although T might bein danger in the States.”

“ What does your story mean ?”’ said Arthur, restraining himself
with an effort, and again taking his seat. “Is it an attempt to
extort money from me? ”

_“Extort money,” said Mr. Brydon suddenly changing hw man-
ner, and rising and speaking with great force and emphasis,
totally different from his former quiet, bantering style. “ To extort
money ? yes; but it is more than that, Arthur Austin, itis to pay
off an old score. I have had a debt of hate against you for a long
time and [ mean to pay it, Arthur Austin. You have crossed my
path three times in my life, and I mean to lie down across yours
for the rest of your or my existence, o that you cannot geterid of
me. “Excuse me, dear boy,” he continued, suddenly changing his
manner again and resuming his seat, “I am afraid I was a little
excited ; I hope you will pardon me, and allow me to tell you a
little story. Can you remember twelve years ago, Arthur Austin,
when we were at school together ? Can you remember how you
bullied nie ? I can. Do you remember thrashing me? Ido. Do
you think I have ever forgotten those days, no, no, I remember
well every blow you gave me, every cross or hard word you used,
and I'swore then that when I came to manhood I would retarn
you ¢ blow for blow’ and I mean to keep my oath. Oh!I kept
on good terms with you, was-always your good friend, but it was
only because the nearer I was to you, the deeper I could strike.
My first blow failed. You remarked just now that I forged your
father’s name. I did, yes, I forged his name and tried to throw the
guilt on you. I failed, and was discharged,—that was the second
time you crossed my path. I still kept on good terms with you
and bided my time. One night I was fool enough to introduce
to you the girl on whom I had set my heart, and who I believed
loved me.” Your baby face, your smooth, plausible manner and
your wealth, won her from me. You married her. Well, Effie
Barron never was a good lot, and you found that out very shortly
after your marriage, when the scales had dropped from your eyes.
You tried to get divorced from her, but Miss Effie was too
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clever 1o have committed any act since her marriage which
gave you any legal claim to cast her offi Oh, no! virago,
devil, as she was, she was too clever to give you the power to
throw her aside when you discovered what she had been. Bad as
she was—and none knew better than I how bad—I loved her
wildly, passlonately, loved her then, love her now, and shall always
love her.” He Had spoken fiercely, his voice gaining depth and
passion, although it was only slightly raised. He paused now,
overcome by genuine emotion, his voice almost choked by the thick
quick sobs which rose to his throat. Any one looking at him now
would scarcely have recognized the easy-going self-possessed cyni-
cal individual who had been speaking a few minutes before. After
a short pause he continued: “ When she first told me she was going
to marry you,I meant to shoot you. I waited for you one whole night
outside her house but you did not visit her. I dogged your foot-
steps for three whole days, watching for an opportunity to murder
you, and finding none. Then I changed my mind. Death was too
quick a punishment for you. I would wait and seek some more
lasting means of torturing you as you tortured me. You will re-
member, dear boy,” he continued, again changing to his light, play- §
ful manner, ¢ that I assisted at that little ceremony at which Miss |
Effie Barron became Mrs. Austin No. 1; I assisted at one or two of ]
the amusing little matrimonial squabbles in which you indulged;
I assisted in furnishing you information about your wife’s former
character ; I assisted in defeating your application for divorce, and
1 assisted at some thing else which you did not suspect—your
wife’s funeral which never took place.” He was speaking earnestly
and bitterly again, and the wicked, devilish look was on his face.
“After your separation from your wife she returned to the
stage—she could scarcely be said to have ever left it—and I met
her. I had some money then, and I could atford to pay for &
whim, I thought that if deatb relieved you of your wife, or,to
speak more correctly, if you supposed death had relieved you, you
would- probably marry again. I proposed a scheme to Effie,—she
loved you none too wéll, and joined with mereadily. I wrote the
the letters and bills you received. I prepared the advertisement for |
the Savannah papers, which, by the way,was contradicted next day,
although you did not see that. I laid my plan carefully, and. thenI
came North and was with you in New York when you received
the letters which had been posted by Effie herself. I remember
well your joy at their receipt, and I expected tosee you a married
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man in less than a year, but your confounded failure drove you
from New York and spoiled your chance of marrying again for
gome time. I thought I was foiled again, but fortune has favored
me at last. You are married now—married well and wealthily ;
and I hold the dagger in my hand which can fall and destroy
jour happiness and commit you to prison whenever I please,
and I please to keep the dagger suspended above you.”

Brydon had risen to his feet, and his voice had grown in inten-
sity and power, although only slightly raised, but it contained all
the concentrated force of long pent-up feeling. As he stood
bending over Arthur Austin,whose head had drooped on his crossed
srms on the table, with his right arm uplifted, he seemed as if he
reslly fancied he held a dagger in his hand, and only hesitated a
moment before plunging ‘it into his companion’s heart. He re-
tovered himself quickly, however, and, resuming his seat, said in
more quiet accents: “I have been a little violent, excuse me; you
sem slightly overpowered will you take something to steady
jour nerves ? "’

“Brandy!” said Arthur in so hoarse and unnatural a voice

W that Mr. Brydon involantarily started.

“Mr. Beef,” Brydon called, “ will you oblige me with a glass of

your best brandy, and another glass of beer?”

The drinks were brought and Arthur tossed the brandy down
tone gulp, and ordered his glass filled again. When the second
Wilass had been swallowed in the same manner, he turned to
Brydon and said:
“What do you mean by what you have told me? what do you
Wvant ? you did not lay so clever and diabolical a plan for nothing. ”
“Quite right, dear boy, quite right, it is wonderful how the
randy has cleared your powers of perception.”. The man had
mtirely recovered his equanimity again, and spoke in his usual
bntering style: ¢ I certainly did not expend so much time, money e
ind ingenuity without some definite plan of remuneration. One - 4
motive I have already told you, the other I will now explain, and \,’ 2%
shall do it in the fewest possible words: I want to be provided = -
or.” -
“Provided for 2
“That is exactly the idea, dear boy, I see you understand it
perfectly. ” .
“ You are mistaken if you suppose I can support you in idleness;
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I'am only a clerk working for a falr but not large salary. My
wife—"'

« Mrs. Austin No. 2,” interrupted Mr. Brydon. ‘

“ My wife,” contmued Arthur Austin speaking very quietly,
has an allowance until her uncle’s death, and will then receive i
one half of his fortune; but not one penny of that money shall you |
ever touch.” :

¢ Certainly not, dear boy, certainly not, your sentiment does
you infinite honor; you are doubtless thinking of the ‘necessary
provision to be made for a prospective group of charming little
Austins, all with their mother’s golden hair and bright blue eyes.”

¢ Cease speaking in your sneering way of my Wn‘e, or I dare
you to do your worst.” 3

“ Sneering! You mistake, dear boy, I greatly re~1pect your
charming lady.” 2

“Your proposmon is nonsensical, I am unable to support you
in idleness.”

“JIdleness! dear boy, you labor under a delusmn I never said
anything about idleness. I proposed that you should provide for
me; but, of course, I intended that you should do so in some easy,]
pleasant way. Do I look like an idle man? I flatter myself I
look like an energetic man. I only want some nice quiet place
where there is little or nothing to do, and good pay for doing it.
Surely you can assist me to some such place. Get me a contrac
with the Corporation, ora good fat berth under Government where
there will be nothing to do but draw my pay.”

T cannot assist you in that way, I have no influence. Brydon,{

"1 may as well speak plainly with you.” -

¢ Do, dear boy, I admire candor, and always practice it myself”

¢« I do not believe this story of yours. I regard it all as a base
fabrication invented to wring money from my fears. I shall sif§
this matter thoroughly, and if I find you have told me the truth I
will be forced, I suppose, to—to—"

« Make terms, dear boy, make terms, that is the correct expre
sion.’

¢« Make terms; yes, I suppose 80, for I cannot give Jessie up.”

-~ “Nothing further from my wishes, dear boy ; ; don’t think for4
minute of giving her up.”

“ But if I find you have attempted to play on my feelings, and
extort money from me, I shall hunt you down as I would an)
other mean, contemptible cur.” .

E
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« Don’t use b&d words, dear boy, you hurt my feelings. You
doubt my word also, that hurts my feelings again; perhaps you
‘can believe your own eye-sight. You think your first wife is dead,
here is a letter written by her to me about three months ago;
excuse the caligraphy and orthography, dear boy; and also a few
ornate embellishments, in the way of oaths, ete., for which Iam in
no way responsible, they are the exclusive property of Mrs.
Austin No. 1. ’

Arthur took the letter, glanced at it, and his cheek blanched,
there was scarcely any mistaking that struggling hand, and that
supreme disregard of Lindley Murray. TIt~brought back un-
: pleasé.nt memories, and seemed to him like a message from the
dead. He read it through twice; the first time with a dead feel-
ing of fear and misery at his heart, the second with a slight flush
on his cheek and a bright sparkle in his eye. -As he read the
letter a second time, hope whispered to him that there was a way
ot of his difficult and dangerous position which he could
sccomplish without the aid of Mr. Robert Brydon. That gentleman
watched him keenly, and as Arthur handed him back the letter
with asmile, he said :

« Amusing, dear boy, is'nt.it? T could not help smiling myself
when I read the affectionate terms in which Mrs. Austin No. 1
writes of you. You seem elated too, dear boy; you think you
lave found a way to untie the Gordian knot don’t have any such
fincy. I can tell you what you have been thmkmg You have
woticed one or two expressions in that letter which lead you to
believe that you can renew that pleasant little divorce suit with a
better chance of success by making your humble servant co-
respondent ; quite an error, dear boy. Even if you could prove that
Mrs. Austin No. 1 had been unfaithful that would not improve

ifigl the  position of Mrs. Austin No. 2, you would still have committed

bigamy by marrying her before you were divorced from Mrs.
Austin No. 1. And again, the moment you institute proceedings
for divorce that moment my dagger falls, and Mrs. Austin No. 2
is made aware of the fact that she is not married at all. You see
the position, dear boy; I am prepared for any emergency.”

“What can I do?”

“ What I bave already proposed to you; provide for me.”

“Icannot.”

“You must.”

*Brydon, I shall begin to-morrow to inquire into the truth of
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what you have been telling me. It will take a week or ten days §
to find out whether it is true or not; meanwhile, T will supply
you with what money I can spare. What guarantee do you give
me that you will keep faith with me?” ‘
. “ My word of honor, dear boy, my word of honor.” .

“Your word of honor; that is worth a great deal, ig'nt it?”
~ “Don’t be cynical, dear boy; well my personal advantage then, §
© for if the cat jumps, out of the bag, my supplies are cut off, don’t
you see; and, therefore, it is my best policy to keep a still tongue
and quietly bleed you.”

«And Effie?” -

‘“Shall receive a letter from your humble servant, dated from
New Orleans, informing her that I have traced you to that city
only to find that you had gone to Rio Janeiro, or Buenos Ayres, or
Hong Kong, or Honolulu, or any other place you might prefer;
and if she chooses to follow you there she will have a long search,
that is all.” \

“Very well,” said Arthur rising, “I must go now; I shall be
wanted at the office.”

“ One moment, dear boy ; that word office gives me an idea. You
are in charge now that Mr. Lubbuck is away, and you must find
your duties rather arduous. You want a bookkeeper’; the position
will suit me exactly, you can do the work and I will draw the
pay; equal division of labor, you see.”

“You in Mr. Lubbuck’ office! No, no, I don’t care to have so
much of your company.”

“ But if I insist.”

“ We will see about it.”

The two men left the canteen together, but separated at the door.




CHAPTER V.

OUT OF THE S80BER PATH.

iprHUR AvsTIN did not go directly to his office, in fact he did not
g there for quite a long while. Onleaving Brydon he went first
to the © Terrapin ” and had another drink, then lighted a cigar,
mlked down to Viger Garden and sat for a long time thinking
md smoking. The terrible calamity which had fallen on him had
quite unnerved him, and he could scarcely collect his thoughts.
ilthough he affected to, he.did not really disbelieve the strange
sory Brydon had told him. He knew Brydon to be utterly un-
mincipled and capable .of almost any wickedness; and he knew
lis former wife to be low, cunning and vicious. He remembered
ler rage and threats when he first discovered her true character,
and tried to thrust her from the proud position she had expected
hoccupy as his wife. After the first shock, therefore, he was not
arprised to hear that she had joined Brydon in a scheme of re-
wenge and blackmail on himself. Her ceasing to draw her quarter-
4lr allowance had completely fooled him—no doubt Brydon, who
mas well to do at the time, had made that up to her; for Arthur
dustin had seen, what Brydon did not think he had seen, the con-
radiction in the Savannah, papers of the report of Effie Barron’s
feath. It was scarcely a contradiction, merely a line or two say-
bg that they had been misinformed a8 to her death; but that she
s most dangerously ill and not expected to recover. The letters
om the doctor and undertaker, added to the fact of her not draw-
@iz her quarterly allowance, completely deceived him, and he
filly and honestly believed himself free until Brydon had laid
tare to him the diabolical plot to which he had been made a
victim.
He sat for a long while thinking it over. At first he thought
llic would make a clean breast of it to Jessie, separate from her for
ttime, and endeavor again to get a divorce from his wife; but
ien the publicity, the disgrace, the pain and grief to Jessie, the -
thance of a criminal prosecution of himself, all rose in terrible
uray before his vision, and he-had not the moral courage to face
le dangers that threatened him. He would compromise, he
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would concilinte Brydon and endeavor to lkeep him quiet. He
by no means, however, intended to accept Brydon’'s statement
without examination; and after duly considering the matter he
decided to apply to one of the detectives and get him to test the
truth of Brydon’s 8tory, by making minute inquiries in both New §
York and Savannah. With this resolution he rose and started at |
once for the Central Station; on his way, however, he-stopped at
the first tavern he came to and took another drink. . :

From the moment Brydon had told him of the crime he had un-
consciously committed he appeared to have become an altered
man ; he forgot, in one moment, his vow and the pleasure he had
experienced since he -Had taken the pledge, he forgot his duty to
the woman he had~“sworn to love, honor and cherish, and re-
membered only that he had a dull, beavy feeling at the heart, and
" that the old cravingefordrink was on him again. 1t was during
the exciterent and worry of his failure that Arthur Austin had
first sought consolation from the bottle; and when trouble again
overtook him he turned again to his old enemy and destroyer, and,
without a thought, without a struggle, gave himself up to the
power of the liquid demon. '

1t is one of the most dangerous, and, at the same time, the most |
incongruous, features of the power of drink, that men instinctively
turn to it at the very moment they should most shun it. When the
mind is most enervated by some gigantic calamity; when the
brain is temporarily : prostrated by some sudden and unexpected
blow ; when-the physical system is shaken by some great shock; §
when the shadow of some dire misfortune throws its pall over
mind.and body, and mind and body are least able to withstand the.
attack of the enemy, it is then, above all other times, that men in-
stinctively turn to the arch destroyer who s always lying in wait
for them. They drink under the idea that the temporary stupe-
faction of the brain is relief, and wake from their slumbers only
to find their brain on fire, their throats parched, and the griet or
sorrow heavier to bear than before. At the very time a man needs
all his intellect, all his force of mind, all his moral and physical
" strength to tight against some great disaster, at that very momentjs
he voluntarily enlists another enemy against him—the most dan
gerous he can have, for it strengthens all the others.

So it was with Arthur Austin. At the very time he ought ©
have kept his mind clearest, in order to combat the wellllgj
" schemes of his enemy, he quietly and without a single etfort ¢
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‘ave himself, gave way to the domination of drink. Had he looked

bis trouble in the face like a man, met and combatted it like a
‘man, with a firm faith and trust in God, he cogld easily have ex-
tricated himself from the difficulties in whnch he was placed ; ‘but
he enlisted the devil on his side, and from that moment hls course
was downward, downward to destruction.

It was past five o’clock when Arthur reached the Centr&L,'
Station, and none of the detectives happened to be in. Ile was
wld that Cullen would be on duty at night and would be in any
fime after eight. Ile then returned to the office where he had not
been since one o’clock. ,

“Mrs. Austin is in the private office,” said one of his fellow
derks as he entered.

" Arthur went into the office and found Jessie sitting in the large

dffice chair swinging about in it, and tapping her little foot im-
patiently on the carpet.

“Why, Arthur,” she exclaimed starting up, * where have you
been so long ? I've been waiting for you nearly an hour,” and she
loked at the little clock over the desk as if to corroborate her
datement.

“Ihave been very busy, darhng I am sorry to have kept you
miting but I could not help it. I will be ready to go with you in
sfew minutes.”

“Is anything the matter, Arthur?” she asked as she camb to

Miim and laid her hand on his shoulder, “ you do not look well.”

“Idon’t feel very well to—day, darling; I have been worried a
pod deal about some unpléasant basiness.” He stooped over her
md kissed her. Jessie half started from his arms and gave a little -

uy as she looked suddenly into his flushed face and said, “ Oh,
Arthur.”

““What is it, httle one?” )
“Oh, Arthur, you've—you’ve been drinking,” she half sobbed

s she hid her face on his shoulder.

Arthur paused for a moment and his face flushed with shame,
8 he thought, for the first time, how weak and culpable he had
een.  *“ Not much, darling; I have been very unwell to-day and
took a little brandy .medicinally,” he added after a little hesi-
ation and a blush at the falsehood he was telling.

“Well, don’t do so_ -anymore, Hubby; I don’tlike people who
frink, and I 1ove my Hubby so much and am so proud of him, I

+
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don’t want him to do anything which will lower him in the esti. §N°
mation of others.” ' ‘
She seid this so sweetly, and clung to him with such a tender, |

loving clasp, that Arthur groaned in spirit, and had to support af’m?
himself by holding on to the table to prevent himself from falling. gg;
In one moment he felt all the bitterness which he would suffer at H
being parted from Jessie and all the misery he owed Robert
Brydon for his diabolical plot, and if that easy-going individusl J ©™
had been there at the moment, Arthur could have killed him with. | uf ;
" out the slightest compunction: B i :
“Let us go home,” he muttered, and they left the office together. vﬁuou
* * * * * * * nous
‘When Mr. Robert Brydon left the canteen he walked up to the “« 3
corner of Notre Dame street and soliloquized thus: -
“ Robert, my boy, allow me to congratulate you; you have S8 .14
opened the campaign nobly, and a great career lies before you. ] Ch
Nothing to do, and well paid for doingit. I like the programme, Bl i, 5 1
but I scarcely think I shall stick to it, I am so fond of doing some- 3 Jittle
thing. The people here seem green and confiding; I should like 8 « T
" to introduce them to some of the mysteries of Faro, or Poker, 88 -~ «m
perhaps it would not be a bad idea to open a bank. I'll think 8 tneut
about it. Meanwhile, Bob, my boy, you look seedy, confoundedly «y
seedy, and you need a thorough renovation; the trouble is you Mr.
need so thorough a renovation that it is difficult to determine] compl
where it is best to begin. I think it would be best to begin with $8 414 4
the shirt. It is so long since I have indulged in the luxury of & seedy,
clean shirt that I really think I must begin with that.” o With
He purchased a shirt, with aflashy set of cheap jewellery, a pair 88l  thin]
~of boots, a rakish white hat, with a black band around it, a pair§l (ranst
of gloves and a cheap cane. He then proceeded to the pawn-§M of the
broker’s. where his clothes were pledged, and, having redeemed ﬁlﬁe, ]
them, took all his treasures to a house in Bonaventure street wherellf plete, .
he was living. He decked himself out in gorgeous array, and@ ge
then consulted the three square inches of dimmed glass which did ro0m,
duty with him as a mirror. It was
«The get up is pretty good,” he said complacently lookingll reminq
down at his pantaloons, and affectionately regarding his welk light, b
fitting frock coat; it is a pity, a thousand pities, that I should bell gip o
- deprived of the services of so thorough an artist as the cutter afl o).}

Brooks Bros., New York, and such confiding people as they arg
Ah, well, well, Bob, you can’t expect to have everything exactijl
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15 you desire it, you must cultivate some Montreal tailor and do =

the best you can with him. The get up-is good,” he continued
after a pause, again looking in the glass, “ but the aid of the ton-
sorial artist is sadly needed. I must take a stroll as far as the
Hall and indulge in the luxury of a shave.”

He put on the new white hat, drew on his gloves, gave the new
cane a gentle twirl in the air and went out. He strolled leisurely
up to the Hall, and, entering the barber shop, placed himself in
the hands of Charhe

- “ My sable friend, I would like you to take off all the super-_

flious hirsute appendages you can, leaving me only a modest

B moustache, and a fair allowance of ha.lr ”

“You want to be shaved ?” inquired Charlie.

“That is my humble wish, my most noble knight of the lather
and razor.”

Charlie went to work industriously with a pair of scissors, and
ina few seconds Mr. Brydon’s ample whiskers and beard lay in a
little heap on the floor.

“ Do you want a close shave, sir?” e
" “Take off everythmg but the skin. Leave that, if possible,
wneut.”

“Yah, yah! You bet I don’t take none of that off.”

Mr. Brydon’s shaving, hair cutting and hair dressing being
completed, he had his hair and moustache dyed a glossy black,
snd arose from the chair a new man, scarcely recognizable as the
seedy, unkempt individual of the morning. He surveyed himself
with great satisfaction in the glass and muttered,  That will do.
I'think it would puzzle a Philadelphia lawyer to identify Richard
(ranston, of Richmond celebrity in the past, with Robert Brydon
of the present. I have wanted to make this change for some
time, but waited until I could make it complete; now it is com-
plete, and -Brydon is himself again.”

He walked jauntily out of the barber shop, stepped into the bar-
ro0m, took a drink and a cigar, and then went for a pleasant stroll.
It was quite dark when he got tired of walking about, and, being
reminded by certain inward cravings that his lunch had been
light, he proceeded towards the Terrapin, determined that his
dinner should be heavy, and that he would drink to his own good
bealth in a pint of champagne.

*. * * * *
_— .
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It was more difficult for Arthur Austin to keep his self-imposed quie
appointment at the Central Station than he had supposed. With Bl .t
true womanly instinet Jessie knew thal something very serious Sl min

“had happened to annoy him; and, although she forbore question- S pand
ing him, she fluttered around him all the evening, giving him now il stre/
a gentle caress, now a fond look, now a bright smile. She sang 3,
for him, and tried all a woman’s loving wiles to cheer him and §M ind |
win him from the gloom which seemed to weigh him down: But well.
it was in vain. The more Jessie caressed him, the greater the ébjo;
weight grew at his heéart ; and, although he tried hard, the gloom Th
would deepen on his brow as he thought how soon he'may be o 01
debarred from enjoying those caresses. At last he rose to leave S8, 0
the room, and said he was going for a short walk, but would be §,h.1
back in half an hour. : burnj

“Let me go with you,” said Jessie. “I have been indoors $lsiibe
nearly all day and a walk will do me good.” 0 Lis

¢ No, darling. I am going to meet a gentleman on business 3., 1;
and it would not do for you to go with me. To-morrow night we little 1
will take a nice long walk together.” oma

Jessie pouted the least bit, and a tear sprang to her eye; it was}
the first request Arthur had ever refused her; and she, spoiled §
‘child as she was, felt it more keenly than others would a more
serious matter.

genera,
ie tho
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¢« Don’t fret, pet,” said Arthur, kissing her, “I won’t be long, . .,
Cu“e |

and Frank will keep you company until I return.”
“1 shall wait up for you, Arthur, so come back as soon as you Hustin,
can.” han wh
“ Wait up for me! Why, I shall be back before ten.” fegreo h
¢ Are you quite sure ?” bith his
143 Qulte i3] . g of
It was a little after nine when Arthur Austin reached the Cen-Jil fion o
tral Station. In angwer to his inquiry for Cullen he was directedfy.. . |
to the detective’s room up-stairs, where he found the detective in haginat

conversation with an-eccentric-looking individual who, he after-B (y11ep
wards discovered, was a mewspaper reporter. Cullen was eviflij wisp
~ dently giving him an “item,” and the reporter seemed greatlyflu,{ oy
pleased thereat, for he laughed heartily as he made notes in hisll « yp .,

- :memorandum book of what Cullen was telling him. “I wan
Arthur stood in the background and quietly watched the detecilli, »
tive. Somehow he gained comfort from looking at him. Thofll«y,, .
face was that of a thoughtful, intelligent, honest man. Mild@m ., ¢,
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quiet eyes, with a slightly meditative look in them ; a strong fine-
cat mouth, giving indication of strength of purpose and deter-
mination ; a well-knit frame, of good size and proportion ; large
l hands with strong wrists, giving indications of great physical
strength : altogether he was a man to prepossess you at first sight—
sman you instinctively felt it would be safe to trust a secret with,
snd who would do his work quietly and unobtrusively, but do it
well. He was smoking an ancient meerschaum pipe in quite an
enjoyable sort of way.

There is quite an art in smoking a pipe. Do not think that
smoking consists simply in putting the end of a pipe in your
mouth, violently inhaling a quantity of smoke and then as rapidly
ihaling it again. That is not enjoying a smoke. That is only
burning tobacco. I like to see a man smoke calmly, slowly and
teliberately ; to draw in the smoke quietly and easily and hold it
B his mouth a moment as if he enjoyed the taste of it. I like to
we him emit the smoke carefully, a little at a time, in curling
lttle puffs, and let it twine about his face as he inhales the rich
roma of the weed. A man who smokes in this way has not, as a
gneral thing, “a sweef-smelling savor” to the non-smoker, but
i thoroughly and entirely enjoys a smoke as nobody else does.
fis pipe is to him a friend and companion, tobacco smoke a sort
f ether in which his fancy roams at will, and pictures beautiful
ud fantastic shapes in the clouds of eddying vapor as they rise.

Cullen smoked a pipe in a comfortable sort of way, and Arthur
lustin, who was a great smoker, felt his confidence increase in the
nzn who knew how to smoke a pipe well. In a corresponding
egree his opinion of the reporter fell as he noticed that he sat
fith his knees doubled up, the heels of his boots caught in the
g of the chair, and puffed away in short quick jerks, like the
ption of a steam tug, at a dirty-looking briar pipe; so short and
iick were the puffs that it did not need a great stretch of the
pegination to fancy that he heard the panting of the engine.

Cullen rose as soon as Arthur entered, and advancing to him
id, with just “the least bit of a brogue,” which made his voice
/@ud even fuller and sweeter than it naturally was,

B “ What can I do for you, sir?”
“Iwant to see Detective Cullen. I suppose I am addressing

b gy -

“Yonare. Take a seat, sir, I will be disengaged in one minute.”
Then turning to the reporter, he continued, “I got a cab at the

RPN
B
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depot and brought him up to the Central Station, and he will
appesar before Mr. Brehaut to-morrow morning.”

“All right,” said the reporter, making a few rhild-looking |
hieroglyphics which passed current with him for notes. * Any-
thing else to-night?” ‘

% Only one little case of a glrl stealing some clothes. TLafon
can tell you about it, I do not know the particulars, or, perhaps,
the sergeant in charge can tell you. Now, sir,” he continued,
turning to Arthur as the reporter left the room, still puffing away§
vigorously at the dirty-looking pipe, “what can I do for you?”

“Sit down, Sergeant, I wish to have a long talk with you if you
please. Don’t put your pipe aside, I like smoke, and perhaps
yon will allow me to light a cigar. Can I offer you one?”

% No, thank you, sir: T prefer a pipe.”

Cullen filled and lighted his pipe, and Arthur lit his cigar, andf
both men took a few whiffs in silence; then Arthur said:

“ What I wish to consult you about is a very delicate and pri
vate matter, and requires great care and caution. I need scarcely
tell you that the utmost secrecy is expected.” '

‘“Quite unnecessary, sir; all our affairs are secret. If we werd
even to begin to talk, our work would be done, and we would
never find out anything.” ‘

“Good. Now I want to know if you could go to the States fo
a week or ten days, t0. prosecute some private business for mef§
Of course you shall be handsomely rewarded.” ‘

“I might beable to- go, but 1 should have to get orders frox
the Chief. I could not go without his order.”

“ Then it will be necessary for the Chief to know the erran
you goon?” '

¢ Certainly.”

Another to be taken into his confidence; another aware of |
guilt, if he ‘was guilty ; another who would hold in his hands t§
power to dash the cup of happiness from his lips. The thoug
was a bitter one to Arthur, but there was no alternative; 8
must find out the truth or falsehood of Brydon’s assertions, 2t
there was no way so sure, so silent and so speedy as this. I
paused for a2 moment and then said : '

¢« A friend of mine has suddenly and unexpectedly found hi
self in a very curious position; in fact he has every reason 1 see 1
fear that he has, unintentionally, committed a great crime.” §ue inf

“ Murder?” '
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“No; not quite so bad as that, but bad enough—bigamy.”

“Phew,” whistled Cullen in a sympathetic sort of way, «I
never could find what some people want with so many wives;
ome gives trouble enough as a general thing, but two or three
slways make mischief. What are the circumstances, sir ? ”

Arthur narrated the circumstances of his first and second mar-
riage, just as I have already told them, only he concealed names.
He explained Brydon’s plot, and said that he thought the woman
was in New York, where he wanted inquiries first-made to ascer-
tsin whether she really was alive; he also wanted inquiries made
in Savannah where her death was reported to have occurred.
When he had finished, Cullen paused for a few moments, thinking
over the case; he then said, “ I don’t see anything difficult about
the case ; if she is alive, I can easily find her ; she is an actress and
Iean get her address from the Clipper or from one of the Dramatic
Agencies, I should think. She goes, I suppose, by the name she
bore before her marriage ?” -

“I donof know. When she returned to the stage after her separa-
tion¥fom her husband she resumed her maiden name, but if she
wis cunning enough to sham death she would be cunning enough
to change her name.”

“Most likely. What was her maiden name? ”

“REffie Barron.” ‘

“ What was the name of the gentleman she married ? ”

# Arthur Austin.”

Cullen carefully noted the two names down in his pocket-
book, and then asked for a general description of her appear-
mce, age, ete. This was given with great exactness and minute-
1ess by Arthur Austin, indeed so minute that, when he mentioned
smole on the left shoulder which was quite hidden except whon-
the wore a very low dress, and a small bright red mark behind
ter right ear, Cullen looked up very sharply at him as if he had
st conceived an idea.

“T have her photograph, taken some five years ago, if that will
b of any use to you,” said Arthur, in conclusion.

“It might be, at all events it won’t do any harm to let me see
it” ) . -

I will bring it with me to-morrow morning when I come down

% see the Chief. I am much obliged to you, and, if you can bring
me information of that woman's death, I will gwe you one hun-
tred dollars.”
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“I can’t bring you the information unless she is dead, but T {
think I can find out the truth of the matter at all events.”

“Get me the truth, and you shall have the reward all the same;
of course, I pay all your expenses. When will you be readyto
start? ”

“ By to-morrow afternoon’s train, if the Chief will let me go.”

“Very well, good night.”

“ Wait one moment, sir, please, !ou did not give me your name |
and address. ’L,.

¢ Is that necessary ? ”

« Certaiply, we must know who we are working for, or we don't

-know how to proceed.”

Arthur paused for a moment, and then handed Cullen one of his §
business cards. i

¢ I thought so,” said Cullen as soon as he had read the name and |
address. ‘I thought from the start that this was your own case,
Mr. Austm, but it makes no difference, sir, you might have trusted
me at first. I know your uncle, Mr. Lubbuck, well ; he’s a fine old |
gentleman, and I shall do my best to find out all I can for you
‘“ Good night, sir!” :

“ Good night! ”

It was only half:past nine when Arthur left the police station ]
and he sauntered leisurely up Notre Dame street. His interview
with Cullen had excited him considerably, and again the tempter
whispered in his ear that he needed some stimulants to strengthen
his nerves. When he got opposite the Terrapin he paused for 8§
few seconds, and finally, deciding in favor of the devil, wentin and
ordered a glass of brandy and water. After he had drank it, it
occurred to him that he had eaten no lunch and very little dinner,
and that he felt rather hungry ; he, therefore, ordered some oysters §
and went into the inner room to wait for them being cooked.

“ Ah, dear boy, (hic) glad to see you,” said the voice of Mr/
Robert Brydon as he entered, and turning he saw that worthy,

¢

evidently a little the worse of liquor, sitting at one of the tables,fii

eating nuts and raisins and drinking champagne. The change infii
the man’s appearance surprised him, but it made him look more
like the Robert Brydon he had known in other days and- under
other circumstances. His first impulse was to pass on and take
the most distant table he could find, or leave the room altogether;
but, on second thought, fatal second thought! he fancied that he

=
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would pretend 1o be very friendly with Brydon, and so disarm any
suspicion he might have that any investigation was being made;
besides, he thought, in his present condition, Brydon might be
talkative and perhaps drop some information which would be of
service to him; he, therefore, patted Brydon on the shoulder and
said familiarly,

“ Why, Bob, old boy, you are completely metamorphosed; allow
me to congratulate you on your improved personal appearance,
you look something like your old self”, ..

«Don’t flatter, dear boy, you will make me blush. Sit down,
ud try some of this ¢ Moet and Chandon.’ Capital, upon my word,
and you know I used to be considered quite a good judge.”

Arthur took a chair and the proffered glass, and these two men
who had once been friends, and who now hated each.other with a
deep and bitter hatred, drank each other’s ¢ good health” with -
seming cordiality. This is the democracy of drink. Arthur set
limself to work to get Brydon drunk so as to make him even more
talkative than usual, but, like many another man who has started
ot with the intention of making a friend drunk, he unfortunately
Mook too much and got drunk himself. They sat drinking and

talking until midnight, when they adjourned to another tavern and
kept up the carouse until nearly two o’clock, when the proprietor
wnt for a cab and ordered them to be taken home.

* * * * * * *

Jessie sat silently thinking for a long time after Arthur had
kft her ; Arthur’s curious behavior, and the fact that he had been
Wirinking, worried her greatly. Her young life had been so free
from care, so much one unbroken chain of joys linked together
by loving hands, that the least thing fell with blighting force on
her sensitive nature, and she already fancied that she saw the
Wibadow of some great sorrow looming up in the distance. She
gindered and pondered, but could find no solution for Arthur’s

Mr.Sinxious, abstracted manner, and Frank found her in a brown

itudy, in the parlor where Arthur had left her, still thinking,
hinking, what could be the pressing business which had called
irthur away from her side for the first time since they had been
arried.
“Did Arthur go out ? ” said Miss Frank, “I thought I heard him
b the hall.”
“Yes, he is gone, and oh! Frank, I am so anxious, there’s some
orrid business Arthur is keeping from me, and I feel miserable.”

4
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“Pooh, pooh ; you haven’t got over your honeymoon yet, and, of
course, you expect Arthur to be tied to your apron strings. Women
always make that mistake when they are first married ; they think
the man marries them, on the contrary they marry the man, and
that makes the difference. Arthur won’t run away, Jessie, don’t
be afraid of that. Come and play something for me.”

“I can't play, Frank, didn't you notlce how strange Arthur
appeared to-night?”

“Yes, he seemed to me to be troubled w1th bile, and I shall
recommend him to take a blue pill in the morning. - Come, play
something for me.”

. Jessie obliged her sister for half an hour or 8o, and then began
to weary of playing, and finally went off to her room about ten
o’clock and waited for Arthur’s return. Miss Frank waited in the

parlor for half an hour, picked out a few airs on the piano, sang |
‘ Champagne Charlie " for her own edification, and finally decided

to go to bed and read her brother-in-law a small lecture in the
morning. By eleven o’clock -the house was perfectly quiet, and
there was only one anxious, loving heart, waiting in breathless
expectancy, and listening with fervent earnestness to every
sound, longing, fearing, hoping for the coming of the one it loved.

Eleven—twelve—one—two o’clock struck and still Jessie sat at

the window, anxiously waiting for Arthur’s return; all sorts of
fancies flitted across her brain, the most fearful disasters which
might possibly have befallen her darling appeared-as possible as
the most ordinary every-day occurrence. At last she heard the
sound of.approaching wheels, and a cabstopped before the house;
the cabman descended, and with great difficulty assisted a limp
and helpless figure to the ground and managed to guide it as far as
the door. The moment Jessie saw that figure she recognized it,

- and she ran down stairs at once, and opened the door before the

cabman could ring the bell. The cabman assisted the figure—it
could scarcely be called a man—to the staircage and then left it
clinging blindly to the bannister. The door was closed, the cab-
man had departed, when poor Jessie, almost broken-hearted,
approached the swaying, uncertain figure, and, claspmg it tenderly
but firmly around the waist, said : .

“ Arthur, darling, come to bed.”

. Slowly and with great difficulty the helpless figure was assisted
up-stairs by the frail girl, and when their room was reached the
figure sank heavily on the bed andin a few seconds was in a fast
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deep sleep. His gentle, loving wife—the girl of but Yesterday—
hung over him with tender care, loosened his collar, opened hig

shirt, with almost superhuman effort placed him easily and com-

fortably in bed, and then sank on her knees by the bedside and

honoured with fervent, passionate adoration, lay before her an
inanimate mass of humanity,

sodden and stupefied from the effects
of drink; the idol of her adoration was abased, and she cried in
bitterness of 8pirit at the great sorrow which had fallen upon
her. ‘ o




CHAPTER VI.

OUT OF THE THEATRE.

Me. RoBerT Brypon did not return to his boarding-house after
“-he parted with Arthur, but went to the St. Lawrence Hall and
took a room for the night, or rather morning. He was very
drunk, but not nearly as bad as Arthur, and he awoke about ten
o’clock the next morning, with just a slight headache, and feeling
as he expressed it “ rather seedy.” Hewas too old a campaigner
to care much for that, so he took a good cold bath, ordered a
. «John Collins,” imbibed it with evident relish, and started for a
long walk. He walked his headache off, then had breakfast, and
afterwards called at the office of Lubbuck, Lownds & Co., to see if
Arthur had come down. The clerk in charge told him that Arthur
had not been at the office that morning, and, while {hey were
_ talking together, Jessie and Frank came in to say that Arthur
was not very well, and would not be at-the office all day. Jessie
looked very pale and worn, and her eyes showed signs of recent |
tears. Mr. Brydon politely raised his hat, and Frank elevated |
" her aspiricg nose, and quietly looked him down. Mr. Brydon had
a very fair share of assurance, but the calm, quiet, unflinching §
_stare of Frank’s clear grey eyes took all his impudence out of
him, and he actually tried as hard as he knew how to blush, ashe
put his hat on again and turned away. The girls did not stay
long, and, as soon as they were gone, Mr. Brydon addressed him-
- self to the clerk again, saying carelessly,

“Mrs, Austin, I presume ?”

“Yes.” .

« And the lady with her ?”

¢ Her sister, Miss Frank.”

“Ah! thanks. Please tell Mr. Austin that Mr. Brydon will call
on him at eleven to-morrow morning. Good day.”

“ Her sister, Miss Frank,” solilognized Mr. Brydon— that
reduces matters a little—two into two hundred thousand goes
one hundred thousand times. Very neat, very neat, indeed; }

~and worth looking after. Miss Frank is a fine-looking girl,
too, plenty of bone and lots of muscle, not much beauty to

a
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boast of, but a good, healthy—lookfng girl, and I don’t care
much about beauty. I must make Austin introduce me; the
spec would not be a bad one, and I mean to go in for it. I must
think of other matters though. I must fiot neglect business, and
my business, at present, lies in the epistolatory line.”

He strolled back towards the Hall, and on the way ‘stopped at
astationer’s, and bought a packet of envelopes and a quire of note
paper. He then went into the reading-room at the Hall and
addressed himself to his task. The letter seemed to be a very
particular one, for he thrice tore it up and re-wrote it; at last he
seemed satisfied with his efforts; he read the letter over carefully,
gealed and directed it, and then went over to the Post Office and
mailed it for the states. y .

Arthur Austin passed a miserable day. Jessie uttered no word
of complaint, but her pale face and sad expression reproached
him more than any words of her’s could have done. He fully
realized how foolish and cruel he had been, and firmly deter-
mined that he would never yield to temptation again. He attempt-
ed no explanation with Jessie, but was even more tender and
loving to her all day than usual, as if to-offer some sort of mute
apology for the pain and sorrow he had caused her the previous
night. He went to business the following morning, not feeling
@ very well yet, but sufficiently recovered to attend to his duties.
Punctual to his appointment arrived Mr. Brydon, looking as
fresh and bright and as scrupulously clean and polished as usual.

“ Ah ‘dear boy, charmed to see you again. Quite recovered, I
hope, from the effects of Wednesday night ? ”

“ Nearly so, but not quite. Come into the private office, I want to
peak to you.” '

They entered the private office, and Arthur carefully closed
the door. He stood by the table for a few seconds, watch-
ing his companion, who had seated himself in the large easy
thair and was quietly surveying the room, and then said :

% Brydon, we must come to lerms.”

“Exactly, dear boy, nothing will suit me better.”

B “Ihave told you I have very little means of my own..I can
make you a small allowance, and I am willing to do it if you will

; Wkeep my secret until I can find some means to get out of the ter-

tible difficulty I am in. My present salary is eighteen hundred
I am willing to allow you fifteen dollars a week,

<




DARY BARAAE WA b e

At b gt it G bt

WHAH ot el e b st
Wt e Aaviest

N Bhaaal deany “‘\n\‘ vort Whanal o bt bbby et B il
Bt Vi s ekl ven b P b i e bt b it
. vty Bhe v fdea o \\.\H\g\ ‘\u\.\»‘h\'\\m\, iy bt b b g tii
‘ T e PO TN T PR UKL U L Y FRC T Y FOS I KT B T T TTR TR i
T et o Reeiee B b s b sipina e wmi Ha 1l
el b ool smiethiing 168 ek e chagen m
T T O I Y O PRI T (R filt
e ‘ fyan
W iy i
Wire, b Vasimds & s want o bk o Bidialid wy fin
AT e W W e phan bl or bt b sy 1ot Hng il
R TR L 1YY St bt Ve oo died s Hha | ths
A MU SRS O T R RO P TR (T I R U ST O TP
As e =alaL e s whiay i Vot et Wadtae thie b
Tyt BEddht v A i st ma aiitlee e mee ssdiet e )
) ) e W, 1 ean B i L what Loy hwi\\hn Crnider S 0
v Then ens e Ba amada iy b Fitt
Tl T e ndea T ednd Loty b emveehe B thae vighe .
:\\'\“Si"g\l’:\‘a\ A\ 'iﬁﬁwi\\n.:ﬁ ‘“‘“}‘ \?‘\,\\N\\‘ My .','\ﬂ\‘,\\h"t\: Al R funy
vrEY n e dudl sraan Whon oo vivat 1y Wi all il \\\.W!( ol
?\\ Aog, W e ek Bendon, S0 e gat te by LRRU 'rm-‘
Xw 4%y RPN H &\\nu, T ¥ vy Doy iy sk o vl !
than : WATRROT AV | ' ‘ i
Fhacs nalomd dear By den s e v mdand B pengindiond "
. KNI TWRWE BRSO oAt g v e g P dow Wl
- : AR R R WIS e oA et cend e Blsae wvselt with, ihy
L NN RN A e RN e R e p\m fup e ‘\‘\w wends S Noll
e, SRR SRR N TN e Mp WA W iy g oy of B R
' \‘n\‘k\\\:"“g\\‘ R, \wsein N 3 lu\n\\\ Tt \m\n\\w Iriiind e “|
I o R ) SURNEE S R I S T U RS (T SR TSRO woll Wi v B tane
GAORER T AN S RPN AR .\\\ Bty i g e tad, s in e i
. . i B AR WY, WAEY 1R eminens et ahliek, Tawida & ki
A ' 1 00 MR WL B et Whine T gives noman on aiv ol 0y
‘ IURNANCREITON X RBRew we e asraehad f s great hotnso, and LI e
‘ AN e & IRE veapecialiiiy i Manteenl, i
Aveduy SO0 @ minai o fw thinking, We did not wish o -w,_,““
_ A Redan oA offiee widh hing bat then JE may ouly bo B ey
S s Do e ORUeR st de haek in two ot thiree weeks oy
R waad WAl W owwdid fhen Ruew the teuth or fulsehood 8 ang ¢

°



el

IR
Aoy

TR
waonl

h-x\‘\\

am
[ERRITIIY
Phat d
‘\‘\ Hin
R
Vovedyn

RYFER IS

b Q'\g\“\"
[RRITE
Wik

wilh o«

ol a ;

ndived
RIENE
with,
Wyl
way o
R
(R} }"\‘\\
TRITEA
ARAES

e b

st L

vinh o
wly be
woeks

wad ol

Wy ﬂm‘ b netlee ‘l ulm w ul I‘vihw vy “wf

R T R I A T LR N (1 S i

'h (»'nn'u i (B “ Hi w‘un 'H'UC\' n'sp MIH (-lm"?y fyig o ' vﬁ-“mirsrf
MHD o e ““l,\ b "v‘” g s ’\H vevighd Bt gy Uit iy [”'4
uhh\h Jyee aiiehil geihoec crtidend o0 6 e tigeitliyed o it iy

ST AT .abfj‘nhﬂﬂ a Mitioe Trina e vl then lin wald gty

: ,.i".:‘eh*‘ iy ih m-:iihs,

Hi ”h.‘-!!(r'l‘ Howeaaihd bav bind o b Fits o “1;"’/&': . biiee T,
wontt b bo tetied by sl D s b sy | g bengie ot frrste i
fit i ot sl wehilenon e The sosere tinebed oo biiede ol antedl 1
foand 1l ptvent, TR ‘6‘“"‘::-11 bre ovvpegeedon 1 ok "Ht'l’ll:,‘?lr"‘ BT
flutea i weeaes tn e cdfec untoge M Buidibogedes nlengon,
!HN! v ey oy "“krh‘ prfigres, fors vagtel '“1-','/’:1![ l ey H;Ih
[ b Bstbeas Pl spas adgogbd Vs beteenide ¥ et sstinn bbb The firesi
Hoan it hasedde evavpuis 0 Hhiee it ae oty oo ot pelossren ™

Fl b e mnit e, dean By b oo oiening

Vb well; ium unimz will 'km nigr it fortriehpod desibeopre | kit h

peepet v ool mam:-u fr "vmlc Hhes nnpulm afonbges. pine by

reisty tF i e gk,
it pasd et i 41

P

N «vmn'uv‘hu‘, iy by, 1ud sty et o h ! b o Ftivp o P
fuwslew Dpedeseapriba, Kok compotent, indent
il dwaslen bibdoniols, ivsenribee & €l beongr 08 Lo pest bepoprdant e,
Imf-p i

Hoptngsh be ey sy

X el then ol Bty nhindl brosepe bhyeenn,

Virtr gthiinge
plare stintwit oy ¢

et e sevepl bne Feillinge atter, which ja penrenly
worthe moend e | shetntg el Bidees beo s dpetetloend b iy Mmrrﬁ
g W wii, and disy porlivnlaely snnaradine laoking sictor
Nodliivg Bl viltteatiog b domstio yirties, ziunr hery, andi e
fenow U alswnya wans Bl of Inlion’ sty

L o wdvsntages Lo b grined From yoad haging an aequnin.

Annew with my wite:

ok b e coorideeabile advantage b b gainad Frepn nn se,
quaintanee witly her chartisng sister.”

CWhat U v yon dusigng an Franke t Why, Brydon, gim sre
the most e tenonlinney ching | aver met, o yon mant mn G
tnity to win Miss 1fvanks nnd her bondpred thonsting défine
well, Udon't think ther is the lenst chante for yom, bnt yoni sy
ey

“Plinnks, don by § #e to the chanos I frn somesahat egrtistionl,
and think that whon & kindred sl like her's hewrnes aoqpaintes

e

(/ ,




v 214 FROM BAD TO WORSE.

>W1th a kmdred soul like mme, it will be a case of ¢ veni, vidi, vici,’
as we say in the classies.””™
« Which in your case W111 mean, I came, I saw, I got. kicked

out ” %
* * * * * * *

-Leave for Cullen to go to New York was easily obtained from
the Chief, and the detective accordingly started on his voyage of
investigation. He Was away for three weeks, during which time
he did not write, and Arthur became very anxious to know sowme-

thing of his success. At last one morning he walked into the of: |

fice very quietly and gave his report. He had been successful and
unsuccessful ; he had established beyond a doubt that Miss Effie
Barron did not die at Savannah at the time her death was reported
to have taken place. He had visited Savannah and discovered
that there were no such persons as the doctor and undertaker
from whom Arthur had received letters; he had made inquiries
and found that Miss Barron had been 1ll—or had pretended to be
—Dbut had recovered and left Savannah, it was thought for Charles-
ton, he had gone to Charleston but could find no trace of her. He
next tried New York ; the Dramatic Agencies knew nothing of her;
she had never been of much importance in the profession, and very

little importance was paid to where she might be. One agent §

thought she was dead, another that she was married and had left
the stage. He bad inquired at the St. Charles hotel, where Brydon
said he had seen her, but no one knew her by name, or recognised
her photograph or description; the proprietor said the photo-

graph resembled-a Mrs. Cranston who had boarded at the hotel §

some two or three months previously, but it could not be her, as

hef husband was with her, and she was much stouter than the |
photograph appeared to be. Application to the police evolved |

nothing, and a pathetic advertisement in the Herald, inviting

Effie Barron to communicate with “ an old admirer and hear of §

something to her advantage, ” brought forth no response. Cullen
was, therefore, obliged to return very little wiser than he went,
except thathe had established the truth of Brydon’s assertion that
Effie Barron bad not died at Savannah at the time Arthur Austin
supposed- she had.

This news was not very satisfactory to Arthur, but he was
compelled to be content with it; Cullen had evidently done all in
his power, and he must now trust to finding out something from
Brydon. That gentleman developed a new quality —he got fond of
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work ; he actually set himself zealously to work, keeping the
books and accounts of Lubbuck, Lownds & Co., and, being a good
accountant, he soon got them well in hand and managed to make
himself tolerably well acquainted with the position, financial stand-
ing, resources, etc., of the house. He found out that a large
smount of money was kept in the Banks during the winter season,
when trade was almost at a stand-still, and that a still larger sum
was temporarily invested in stocks and other easily convertible
securities. He found, without much trouble, that the amount so
invested reached the sum of something like seventy-five thousand
dollars, and he used frequently to lie awake at nights, thinking
about these ¢ available funds,” as he used to call them. He was
 steady and attentive to business, and really assisted Arthur a good
deal. They got on very well together. -Arthur trying to disarm
any suspicion Brydon might have of him, and Brydon endeavour-
ing to dispel any feelings of resentment which Arthur might
have against him on account of the rascally trick which had been
played on him. The constant strain on Arthur’s nerves, the
incessant dread of discovery, the fear of Brydon’s treachery at any
noment, and the uncertainty of his position operated on him ter-
ribly. Never accustomed to exert much self-control, and not natural-
ly possessed of a very strong will,he lately gave way to temptation
igain, and sought from the use of stimulants tofortlfy his courage
o deaden his sensibilities to the danger of his position. Many
ud many a night Jessie would wait up for him and, although he
¢ldom came home in as beastly condition as he was on the first
tight he met Brydon, still he never came home sober. " He

Miccame slovenly and untidy in his dress, let his beard grow, and
tok no pains with himself. In his carouses Mr. Brydon was his
onstant companion, but what was poisonto Arthur Austin seemed
neat to him, and except an occasional headache and, oncein a while,

@: little flush in the face, or eyes a trifle blood-shot, he showed no
igns of his dissipation, and did his work as well as if he had kept
werfectly sober. To be sure he did not drink nearly as hard as

hur, who drank with the reckless avidity of a man who wants
b drink himself drunk, but still he drank a great deal, and nothing
nt the excellence of his constitution could have borne it so well,
fothing ‘more was said by him about being introduced to Jessie
nd Frank, and Arthur thought he had given up the idea, when
e evening, about a week after Cullels return, the sisters called

the office for Arthur, and went into the private office with him.
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They had not been in there more than two or three minutes when
Mr. Brydon wrote on a slip of paper “ introduce me,” and entering
the private office, under & pretence of getting a letter signed for
the mail, handed it to Arthur, who, after a moment’s hesitation,

complied, and introduced Mr. Robert Brydon to his wife and sister- -

in-law. Mr. Brydon did not stay long in the room ; he exchanged
a few commonplace remarks with Frank, paid Jessie a little
compliment about how pleased he was to see his old friend so
happily married, excused himself on the plea of business, and
bowed himself out. He had accomplished what he wanted, the
ice was broken, and he could cultivate the acquaintance at his

leisure. He could be very pleasant and affable if he pleased, and §

his easy, rattling style had made him quite a favorite amongst
the ladies at one time of his life, and he had no doubt he had
enough of the old fascination left to interest Miss Frank. To

be sure that independent young lady had not seemed.much

‘impressed at first sight, and had slightly elévated her nose—she

~ had a trick of doing it when anything did not please her—but Mr,
Brydon did not take that very seriously to heart—his self-conceit
being more than sufficient to make him believe that he . could
easily overcome any little prejudice about  first impressions.” - -
~« did not know you had anew clerk, Arthur,” said-Jessie, when
Brydon left the room; “he seems very gentlemanly, t00,” she

added, as the memory of the compliment Brydon had paid her§

recurred to her. Jessie had only been married a short while, and
~ any compliment about her marriage still made her blush and fee
very happy. L
« He's a snob,”’ said blunt Frank, “and I don’t like him.”
« Oh ! Frank, I am sure he seemed very polite and quite a gentle
man. Who is he, Arthur?”

«T told you his name, darling, Robert Brydon. For the rest hg

was a schoolmate of mine and is an old friend.”
« There, Frank,” said Jessie, triumphantly, “he is an old frieng

of Arthur’s. How could you call him a snob ?”

~ « Because Arthur isn’t a snob it doesn’t prove that all his school
fellows or acquaintances are not,” said the persistent Frank.
Brydon may be a very nice gentléman, but I should never accus
him of it, judging from present appearances. But never mind him
come, Arthur, let us go home ; dinner will be waiting.”

Thi
mome
and p
by Eff
ingeni
friend,
there v
mixtur
writter
traced
a five y
for his
the Cre

Miss
husbanc
a threas
that she
tion ang
him feel
entirely
ever bef,
8 acat
make hi
which Je
the eyes
married




OUT OF THE. THEATRE. - 217

‘Three months slipped quietly away, and brought nothing very
momentous with them. Mr. Brydon showed Arthur a letter dated
and postmarked “ Paterson, N. J.,” which was evidently written
by Effie Barron and addressed to Mr. Brydon, New Orleans, that
ingenious gentleman having contrived, through the medium of a
friend, to write a letter from New Orleans, and receive an answer
3 there while he quietly remained in Montreal. The letter was a
mixture of bad grammar, bad spelling and bad temper; it was
written in answer to one from Brydon informing Effie that he had
traced Arthur to New Orleans only to find that he had accepted
sfive years’ engagement in the Figi Islands, and that he had left
for his new home about a month before he, Brydon, had reached
the Crescent city. ‘

Miss Effie wrote in a very bad humor, abused her scamp of a
lusband,” as she called Arthur, very liberally, and concluded With
athreat which he sincerely hoped she would carry out, namely,
that she intended to apply for a divorce on the ground of deser-
tion and infidelity. This letter reassured Arthur a little, and made
him feel somewhat more at ease, but still he could not overcome
entirely his uneasiness with regard to Brydon, and the fear was
ever before him that that gentleman was only playing with him
©acat does with a mouse, in orderto prolong his torture and
make his ruin more complete. Then the anomalous position in
@i "hich Jessie was placed was a constant misery to him; a wife in
e eyes of the world, and about to become a mother and yet not

married to him. Again and again he tried to tell her, and again

ud again his courage failed him. Then he thought of writing to
§iir. Lubbuck, expldining all and asking him to return or to get
fir. Lownds to come to“Montreal to take charge of the business,

d allow him, Arthur, to take Jessie 10 England, where he thought
lie could leave her with less scandal than he could do here. But
le never wrote the letter; when it came to the point of doing so
lo always put it off and allowed himself to drift on, trusting to
thance to shield him from discovery and disgrace before Mr.
lubbuck’s return.

@ During those three months Mr. Brydon had been propriety
Jiteelf. Wonderful to relate, he had not exceeded his salary, had
il ‘borrowed * nothing from Arthur, and had attended closely to busi.
tss. He lived quietly and indulged in no excesses—at least none
bat were known—except his periodical sprees with Arthur, and .
fogether behaved himself exceedingly well. His sprees grew

0 :
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less frequent, and he even attempted to dissuade Arthur from his 8
habits of intemperance, which had grown terribly strong on him,
and really did influence him a little ; but the habit had become too
strong, and nothing but the greatest effort of self-control could stop §
it now. Mr. Brydon had become a regular and frequent visitor at
Mr. Lubbuck’s, and, singular to relate, appeared to have made a |
favorable impression on Miss Frank. She did not call him a
snob any more, but confessed that, although he was not very
refined, he was exceedingly polite and highly entertaining and
amusing. He was full of anecdotes and stories, had read a good
deal of the light literature of the day, and was rather an agreeable
companion. He sympathized deeply with Frank in her medical
studies, and actually studied medicine a little, on' the sly, to be
able to converse with her. He escorted her to church every Sunday
evening, and sang the hymnsin a very loud voice, very much out
~ of tune. - To be sure, he used to gotoa well known French restau{
_ rant afterward and indulge in a game of euchre with any one who
was not aware of his extraordinary luck in holding bowers and
"aces, and drink a good deal of brandy and water ¢ to wash the
‘taste out of his mouth,” as he called it; but nobody but himself
knew of that, and he passed as a very quiet, respectable, steady]
young man. ' : '
Miss Frank had not assumed her liking for Brydon at first; in
fact, she quietly snubbed and ignored him for about a month, bu
_ gradually she had changed her manner towards him, and now
treated him politely, and, indeed, sometimes very kindly, as if hg
was an old friend. Mr. Brydon ascribed this change to his owg
personal powers and agreeable manmer, and would have bee
- greatly chagrined had he known the real cause of her altero
demeanor towards him. That penetrative young lady had ve
quickly discovered that there was some private understanding
between that talkative young man and her brother-inlaw. Sh
noticed that Brydon exercised some sort of authority over Arthuz
She knew it was not that authorizéd by old friendship, for she w2
convinced Arthur did not really like Brydon, and would hav
kicked that insinuating young gentleman out of the house hadh
dared to do so. What, then, was the secret that bound thej
together? That there was a secret of some kind Miss Frank w4
certain, and as she had a natural antipathy to mysteries, sl
resolved to ferret this one out. She noticed that Arthur’s habit g
intemperance had commenced only after his acquaintance wi
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Brydon, and also that his whole nature seemed to have changed
since his intercourse with that worthy. Frank had not more than
the average curiosity of women, but she felt there was something
wrong about the secret between Arthur and Brydon; she mis-
trusted that glib individual, and determined to set her woman’s
wit to work against him, and in favor of her brother-in-law whom
she really liked and sincerely respected. This-was the secret of
Miss Frank’s changed manner towards Mr. Brydon, but that gen-
fleman being totally unconscious of it prided himself 6n an easy
conquest, and already felt that the hundred thousand dollars was
secured to him. '

Matters went on smoothly for three months, when Mr. Brydon,
led away by his self-conceit, made trouble for himself by formally
proposing for her hand and hundred thousand dollars,

Frank was thoroughly astonished, and Mr. Brydon had Tissed
her hand and attempted to press her to his breast before she had
recovered her presence of mind enough to snatch her hand away
and tell him not to make a fool of himself.
~ “Mr. Brydon,” she said, “ you have perfectly astonished me.
What could ever have put into your head a notion that I ever
wared for you ? I have treated you as Arthur’s friend, but nothing
more, and any other construction you may have put upon my con-
tuct bas been the result of your own self-conceit. I trust you
will never recur to this subject again.” . She bowed haughtily, and
left the room. _ ,

Mr. Brydon in his turn was thoroughly astonished. He had
il expected an easy victory, and had suffered instead an ignominious
lefeat. - He saw all his brilliant project of getting one hundred

o«@lthousand dollars vanish in a moment, and his disappointment was

very bitter. He appealed to Arthur to mterfere, but this Arthur
premptorily declined to do.

“1 told you you would have no chance with Frank,” he said.
‘You have tried and failed, and I do not intend to interfere.
Besides, Frank is her own mistress, and what I could say would
"@irobably have very little weight with her. You must manage
Spjour own affairs without any assistance from me.’

W “Very well, my dear boy, I will try, and perhaps I shall
pucceed.”

Although Mr. Brydon tried to speak lightly, he felt his dis-
ppointment keenly. - He had taken quite a little fancy to Frank
ud quite & large fancy to her’ prospective hundred thousand
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. A
dollars. In fact, the possession of that had become quite a 8t her
morbid fancy with him; and he felt as if he had actually been M his hea,

- defrauded by Frank out of what properly belonged to him. He 8 fixed ;
was not a man, however, to be defeated by one rebuff, and he set J sudden]
himself to work to find out a way to recover what he considered young 1
his lost fortune, and, to a man of such great resources for evil as Husb
he was, it did not take long for him to devise a plan which he Mdile
thought would answer his purpose. His plan took an epistolatory J8 scornfu]
form, and again he addressed himself to his correspondent in the bowing -
States. A few days after he made his first application to Arthur piece. ]

for money : he said he wanted two hundred and fifty dollars for a {8 set down
few days, when he would return it. Arthur gave him the money, 38 of the gc
but had no idea it would ever be returned. : in the pr
£ 3 * x £ * B ES & movemer
It was now the early part of March, and the theatre had been Sl Were now
closed for several months, when suddenly every dead wall in il exchange
the city was covered with flaming placards announcing in lltime that
glaring letters of immense size that Mdlle, Seraphine, the great Jland notic
pantomumc and burlesque actress would give six performances, “Arthr
commencing on the following Monday in the great sensation il 3ying he
drama of the “ French Spy.” Arthur was a great admirer of the{ll fom her ;
_drama, and although he did not like plays of the French Spy order, 8 “No, nc
as a general thing, still it was so long since he had any opportunity @l want sor
of attending the theatre that he determined to go. He therefore3lind move
engaged a box for the opening night, and asked Jessie and Frankill “ Let us
to accompany him. On the evening of the performance, however,Ssiay.”
Miss Frank excused herself on the plea of a headache and remainei8 “No, nc
at home, and Jessie and Arthur went to the theatre togetherfllfaggered
The house was crowded in every part, and the piece proceededfilitie backs
smoothly until near the middle of the first act when Mdlle. Sera He did n
phine madeé her entrée as Henri St. Almi, a French soldier. Shellind Jessie ;
was a fine looking woman, coarse, but of great physical developfilter, that he
ment, and her handsome tight-fitting uniform displayed her ampl@llt word, and
figure to great advantage. She came on with the easy sel toted his re
possession of an actress who feels assured that she will be welliioment akh
received by her audience, and she was not disappointed ; ringinglioming to o
plaudits greeted her from every part of the audience, and sh@erving hers
‘paused near the centre of the stage and, raising her cap, bowedll It may be
low in acknowledgment of the compliment. As the applausgnost dramat
subsided she raised her head and looked with a steady unflinchin@t when the
gaze into the private box where Arthur and Jessie sat. One loofurning arro
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st her sent every drop of blood in Arthur’s body chilling back to
 his heart; he sat like one suddenly turned to stone, gazing with
s fixed rigid look and blanched terror-stricken countenance as one
suddenly spell-bound, and unable to remove his eyes from the
young French soldier.

Husband and wife looked into each other’s f‘aces

Mdlle. Seraphine paused only for a second, and then with &

@ scornful, bitter smile she barely touched the brim of her cap,
bowing very slightly, and turning to the actors went on with the
piece. No one had noticed the acting of this small drama, “ not

§ et down in the bills,” and all were now too intent on the business
of the scene to pay any attention to the pallid, horror-stricken face
in the private box, watching with glaring, wild-looking eyes every

@ novement of the voluptuous figure on whom the attention of all
were now centered. Even Jessie did not notice the strange glance
exchanged by the actress and Arthur, and it was not for some

f time that she turned to him to make some remark about the play,
and noticed his deadly paleness.

“ Arthur, darling, what is the matter, are you ill?” she said,
laying her hand on his arm. He started as she spoke, and shrunk
from her touch as if it stung him.

“No, no,” hesaid in a hoarse, pained voice, “I am notvery well,
Iwant some fresh air; I will be back directly.” He rose hastily
sd moved towards the door of the box.

“ Let us go home, da-lmg, if you are notwell; I don’t care to
stav ”

B “No, no, you remain here, I will be back presently.” -He

saggered out like a drunken man, and had to-support himself by
the backs of the seats as he passed out to the entrance door.

He did not return until the second act was nearly completed,
ind Jessie saw with pain, by his flushed face and unsteady man-
ter, that he had been drinking heavily. He took his seat without
s word, and sat sullenly looking at the stage. Mdlle. Seraphine
toted his return, and a strange hard: bitter smile hovered for a
moment about her lips and then passed away. She was just
wming to one of her most effective “ points," and she appeared
lerving herself for a great eftort. ’

It may be remembered by some of my readers that one of the

Buost dramatic situations in the French spy occurs in the second
pot when the heroine, disguised as the Arab boy Hamet, shoots a
juning arrow over the walls of Algiersto the French forces with-
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out. All actresses take great pains with this part of the business
and execute it carefully; and Mdlle. Seraphine acted the panto-
mime with more spirit than she had hitherto displayed. She
affixed the paper on the arrow, lighted it at the old sergeant’s
torch, as is always done, and then advancing to the footlights
fitted the arrow to the string, knelt for a moment on one knee as
if silently engaged in prayer, and reverently kissed the haft of
the arrow. But instead of rising, going to the back of the stuge
and shooting the arrow off, as all actresses do, she simply turned
~ on one side facing the box Arthur was in, and, with a look of
deadly hatred on her face, raised her bow, and almed the point of
the arrow directly at Arthur’s bead.

¢ Bravo! Bravo!” shouted Mr. Brydon from a front seat in the
Ppit, bringing his hands together with a mighty clap like a young
cannon : ¢ never saw anything finer, splendid! splendid !” ~

Madlle. Seraphine started at the sudden noise, her hands tremb- |

led, and the arrow, unconsciously released, buried itself harmless-
ly in the wainscoting of the proscenium. She stifled & half uttered
curse, and turned angrily up the stage. In a moment however, |
- she recovered her self-possession and drawing the arrow from its
position she continued the business of the piece, apparently suffer-
ing only from the interference of Mr. Brydon. That gentleman
did not find his position a comfortable one, the andience evidently
looked on him as an evil-disposed person, who had maliciously
spoiled a very fine situation and there were many friendly sug-
* gestions to * punch his head,” *“put him out,” etc., but Mr. Bry-
‘don saved anybody the trouble of putting him out by quietly leav-
ing the theatre and going round to the stage entrance. As he
went up the narrow dark alley leading to the dressing-room he
thought to himself: .

« A near squeak, by Jove! One second more and that she-devil
would have driven that arrow through the dear boy’s head, and I
should have lost my fortune. No, no, Miss Effie, I am very fond
of you, and you can have the pleasure of shooting the dear boy if
you particularly desire it, but not until I have done with him,§
and provided the necessary funds for both of us to spend the re
mainder of our days in virtuous ease and comfort.”

" He went behind the scenes like one accustomed ‘to the place,
and baving the right of entree, and waited at the wing until
‘Mdlle. Seraphine had finished her “grand broad-sword combat,"
and the act was over; he then followed that young lady to he
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dressing-room and, carefully closing the door, had 2 long and
earnest conversation with her.

Arthur scarcely noticed the pointing of the arrow at him, in
fact he was too drunk to notice anything, and, even if he had, he
would have wished that the arrow had sped on its way, and he had~
been relieved of all his difficulties by death. Jessie, however,
wticed the strange action of the actress, and the wonderfully
vengeful expression which came over her face at the moment she
levelled the arrow, and she was greatly terrified ; she thought the
sctress was mad, and Arthur had in some usknown manner ex-
tited her resentment—no suspicion of the truth occurred to her,
and her first thought was to get Arthur away before the next
st commenced. Arthur, however, refused to go, and they sat
while the orchestra was playing, Jessie trying to get Arthur away
ind he obstinately refusing to go he could not tell why. There
B 738 a long wait, and the orchestra had to fill in another piece ; the

mdience was getting impatient and expressed its displeasure free-
ly; there was considerable excitement behind the scenes, the
sctors were all ready, the scene all set, but the « star” was still in
ber dressing room and the prompter could not induce her to come
out and continue the piece. A very stormy scene was being en-
scted in that dressing room between Mdlle. Seraphine and Mr.

Brydon, but Mr. Brydon won, and the result of his victory was

that before the orchestra had finished the “Overture to Zampa "

for the second -time Mdlle. Seraphine had written a note and de-
spatched the call-boy to the front with it. The note was addressed
fto Arthur Austin, and this is what it contained :

“ ARTHUR AUSTIN,—Your legal wife wants to see you to-night .
tfter the performance, you will find her in zoom — St. Lawrence
jHall. Mind you come, or look out for trouble.
i : ' - “Errie.”

The audience was at last appeased, the curtain commenced to
rise, and almost at the same time the note was delivered to Arthur;
be glanced at it—intuitively guessing its import—and then said
burriedly to Jessie : ¢ Let us go home. I am sick of this trash, I

fin sure you must be.,”

Jessie was only too glad to go and get her husband home before
te would have an opportunity to drink any more; they thereupon
left the box at once, and when Mdlle. Seraphine made her first
sppearance in the third act she found the box empty. When
Arthur reached home he simply opened the door for Jessie to
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This

enter and told her to go in, , that he hnd to meet Brydon on some
business and would be ba.ok in an hour, She tried hard to get him felt he
to remain at home and not 20 out again at that late hour, but he rose ver
was obstinate, and slamming the door behind her, went back to ¢ Chs
his cab and ordered the driver to take him to -the St. Lawrence Iam in
Hall. ' L o | talk tha
* * * . ¥ * * * do.”
Miss Frank had her own peculiar reason for having a headache “ Wh;
and ‘not being able to go to the theatre, and -the following note, “T we
written by her, might elucidate matters a little : bim lik
“ DEAR CHARLIE,—Come and see me about eight, or half-past to- § between
night, sure ; something speclal to say to’ you. life.”
Her m
It might be as well to recall to my reader’s memory the fact of B8 with con
the existence of such a person as Mr. Charles Benson, to whom the “ Well
above note was addressed, and who had quite a sneaking kindness $8 you ask ;
for Miss Frank; but Mr. Benson had been suffering a great deal W life for y
during the last few months; all the jealousy, ill-will, malice pre- “My w
pense, ete., etc.—it wasn’t much with him—had been stirred up “ Your
by the “ scandalous way Frank was carrying on with that fellow l  “ Char;
Brydon,”—I quote his own words—and he had openly cut Frank that thing
and he was ready at any moment to “ punch Mr. Brydon’s nose” @ yourself.’
—his words again—at the slightest provocation. The receipt of “But d
Miss Frank’s note pleased him greatly, but he was wary and care- “No, I
ful; he really loved Frank—he had only found that out since S because I
Brydon s appearance on the scene—and he meant to win her if he B I wanted
could, but he did not like to exhibit any signs of haste, and there- 3 from a bs
fore he waited until almost nine o’elock before he replied in per- think T.w
son to Frank’s note. . Tejected hi
“You're a pretty fellow! " said Miss Frank, as soon as_he en- MIwant yor
tered ; “here I have waited half an hour for you, why didn’t youll “ You h:
come at the proper time ? ” “Yes, I
«1 was afraid I might interrupt a pleasant téte-d-téte;” Mr. @ there is no
Benson said this with what he considered a cuttingly sarcasticl® Mr. Bep
* intonation, but Miss Frank did not seem to be at all impressed by it, @ most extrs
she simply shook her head and said: Frank ; he
. ¢ (Qh, Charlie! I did want some one with bra.ms so much, andfiat a respec
P I am so sorry to find you are such a fool!” ind once ¢
“ That’s very complimentary, but really I did not wxsh to intrudefashamed to
on your-—well your——yonr frzend Mr. Brydon, by coming toofsle a bit,
tion which

early.” ‘




OUT OF THE THEATRE. 225

This was another attempt at sarcasm, but somehow Mr. Benson
felt he was not succeeding at sarcasm on this occasion. Frank
rose very quietly, and laying her hand on Mr. Benson's arm, said :

¢ Charlie, you and I have been friends almost from childhood.
I am in a trouble, and I thought you would help me; but, if you
| talk that way there is no use my telling you what I want you to
do”

“ What do you want me to do, Frank ?”

“I want you to watch Robert Brydon; I want you to haunt
him like his shadow. I want you to find out what secret there is
between him and Arthur and to know something of the man’s past_
Me »

Her manner had grown very earnest, and she clutched his arm
with convulsive force as she finished.

“ Well, that’s cool, Frank ; you press me rather too hard when

you ask me to Watch your lover, and find out something of his past
life for you.”

“My what ?”
" “Your lover.” ) ¢
“Charlie Benson, I never thought you were such a fool ; what !

that thing Brydon ! he a lover of mine; you ought to be ashamed of
yourself.”

“ But don’t you—"

“No, I don’t. I have tried to get ‘into this man’s confidence
‘because I suspected he had some secret power over Arthur, and
I wanted to find out what it was, so that I might protect Arthur
from a bad man, but you men are all fools. Brydon must needs
think I .was in love with him, and he has proposed and I have
rejected him ; and, of course, I cannot watch him myself now, so
I want you to do it for me.”

“You have rejected him ?”

“Yes, I didn’t mean to tell you, but as I have said it I suppose
there is no great harm done.”

Mr. Benson made no answer in words, but he indulged in the
most extraordinary action he had ever ventured on with Miss
Frank ; he had known her for several years, but had always kept.
sta respectful distance ; now he suddenly caught her in his arms
ind once or twice kissed her—three or four times. I am almost
ol sshamed to say that Miss Frank seemed to like it, and didn’t strug-
gle a bit. The next half hour was passed in that imbeeile condi-
tion which lovers always think indispensable to a first confession.

S

P
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* thei ual love. Miss Frank was the first to recovgr-he.r self:
gszt::i‘o::::l come back to the matter she had 'be'en discu.ssmg.

“So you see, Charlie-dear, I want you to get. mt1m{1te with Bry-

don, to find out who he associates ;vith, z:ti 1f ,Posslble solve the

‘ ich binds him so strongly to Arthur. -

my;‘s %3317;;::1{, Tl try ; but 'pon myword I'd rather pun‘ch tl'me,

fellow’s head than shake hands with hi¥n ; but as you wish it, )

and it is for. Arthur’s sake, I shall cultlvate. Mr. ]’?rydpu very | Hﬁs' M

extensively ; and he had better look out for himself. ‘ Ar: Yu:S’
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CHAPTER VIL

OUT OF THE HONEST WAY.

“Has Mdlle. Seraphine returned from the Theatre yet? " asked
| Arthur Austin of the polite clerk of the8t. Lawrence Hall.
“Yes, sir, she just came in a moment. ago ; here Jim, show this
gentleman to No.—”
| Arthur was shown Mdlle. Seraphine’s room, and, in answer to
his knock, received a rough invitation to *come in,” which he
B} accepted and found his wife half reclining on a' sofa with a large
tumbler of gin and water, which she was in the act of imbibing,
momentarily suspended in her right hand.  She looked for a
moment at her visitor, finished the spirits, and then said,
“8o you have come, you villain; I supposed you would, you
kmew it would be best for you.”
B Arthur paused for a moment and looked intently at her before
§ replying ; drunk as he was he could not but be struck at the great
R change to her appearance from what it had been four years before.
On‘the stage he had not noticed it, but now, face to face, the false
color of the rouge glowing on her cheek only lent intensity to
‘the yellow, unhealthy color of the flabby skin; the fine lines of
India ink under the eye-lashes, intended to impart brilliancy to
the eyes, only served to show the dark circles under them, and to
throw up in strong relief the glassy, filmish expression of the
eyes themselves. - The finely rounded form lost all its symmetry
when released from its tight bracing, and showed only an
| wsightly mass of bloated humanity. The rich, sensuous lips,
Q@ which looked so lovely and kissable from the front of the theatre,
‘ Were smeared  with vermilion, and the pungent odor of gin drove
: away all ideas of grace or beauty from them. Arthur saw her as
she was, a drunken, besotted creature, without one spark of true
womanhood about her; given .over to the demon of drink and
abandoning herself freely,to all evil passions; he saw her, and even
to his drunken mind came a' feeling of repugnance, and he
wondered if it could be possiblethat he had ever loved this creature.
He did not pause long, but, advancing one step nearer to her, said :
“What do you want with me ?”
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“That’s a pretty question for a husband to ask the wife he hag
deserted for four years. What do I want with you ? . I want you
to support me as your wife, as you ought to do; I want you to put
away that baby-faced doll you had with you to-night; I want you
to go back to the States with me, and live with me as my husband

~—1I love you so-much.” She said this with great passion, and she

threw all the bitterest contempt and scorn she was capable of
into the last few words: ¢ I would have you know, Arthar Austin,
that I claim you as my husband, and I don’t mean to allow any
woman to take my place, unless I please that she should, and 1
don’t please that yellow-haired child should do it.”

“T thought you were dead, Effie.”

“ And was glad to think so, no doubt ?”

“God only knows how thankful I was at my supposed release.”

“No doubt ; but you're not released, and I don’t. mean that you
shall be yet awhile, I shall hve a long time, you may depend on
» it. I mean to, just to spite you.”

“Why did you send for me?” ‘

“ want to make arrangements with you.”

“What arrangements ? ~ God knows,” he cried in the bitterness
of his spirit, “the miserable plot of Brydon and yourself has

borne enough wretcheéd fruit already. The pair of you laid a very |
pretty snare for me ; I unconsciously walked into it ; I am caught.
Now I know both of you well enough to know that you did not

go to so much- trouble and pains  without hope of ultimate gain;
how much do you want ? ”

“I want my old allowance renewed, and the same right you
have taken yourself to marry whoever I please.”

“J cannot pay you the money; I am not able to afford it.”

“ Mr. Arthur Austin, I close my engagement here on Saturday
night. Unless I have my first quarter’s allowance, five hundred
dollars, paid me before three o’clock on Friday, I will have you
arrested for bigamy before ten o’clock on Saturday. Do as you
please,—what-I say I mean.” ‘

¢« Suppose I comply with your demands what guarantee have I
that they will suffice, and that you will cease to annoy me?”’

“No guarantee but my word; you ought to know that I can
keep it when I please. Do you remember when you tried to
shake me off by claiming a divorce? Do you remember that I
swore then to be even with you? I am even with you now.
You had better accept the terms I offer you, and these are the

P
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terms : if you pay me two thousand dollars a year for five years,
§ quarterly in advance, payable at any place I please to name, I
will gwear not to molest-you in any way for that time: I to enjoy
myself any way I please, and you to possess your tow-headed
‘darling. At the end of that time I shall do as I please. Accept
or refuse as you see fit, it is six of one and half a dozen of the
other to me.’ ‘
¢“Suppose I accept, what guarantee have I agamst Brydon ?”’

“ Bob will go with me !”’

“ What ?"". , '

«T will take care,” said Miss Eﬁie, guarding her speech more
closely,” that Mr. Brydon does not annoy you?”

“You speak very confidently about Mr. Brydon.”

“I do. I know more of his secrets. You may depend on it
that I can make him do what I promise he will do. Do you
accept my terms?”’ . o

“Give me a few days to thmk “them over.’

«I will give you until twelve o’clock Weduesday lel that
“suit you?” :

l «Yes”

“ Good night.”

* * * * * * *

Mr. Brydon did not sleep the sleep of the model young man he
pretended to be that night, in fact, he tossed about for a Iong
time without sleeping at all. He “reviewed the whole position,”
88 he called it, and ‘came to the conclusion that he had made &
mistake when he selected Montreal as a good place to hang up
his hat. In his present mood he would have greatly preferred
Paris, or some quiet German watering-place where there are no
‘unpleasant questions asked as long as a man can pay his way.
Miss Effie’s exhibition of temper and passion in the theatre had
greatly discomposed him, and his estimation of that lady had
fallen considerably. He had no wish or intention that sheshould
so suddenly kill the goose which he expected to lay so many
golden eggs; and he made up his mind that he would in future
play his little game alone. He had concocted a very neat little
scheme in his own mind of how he would ¢ get square” with
Miss Fraok for refusing him, by gradually drawing most of her
fortune away through Arthur, helped out by the presence of Effie in
Montreal ; but her sudden passion had shown him that she was a

; i very unreliable agent to work with, and he tried hard to find
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some way to make a ‘“big haul,” that's what he called it—and | -

leave Canada.. There was one vision that constantly recurred
to him as he lay tossing on his bed, and that was a vision
of seventy-five thousand dollars of available funds,” and,
after much thought, he believed he had solved the problem of
how the available funds of Lubbuck, Lownds & Co. were to be |
appropriated to the personal use of Mr. Robert Brydon, and then

he turned over, went to sleep, and slept happily and comfortably,

* ® % * * * *

Arthur Austin hesitated for some time before accepting the §
terms his wife offered him. He knew he would be utterly unable-

‘to carry out the agreement for any length of time, as he had Ji

simply promised to pay her more money than he was working for ;
but in the miserable hope of “something turning up” to free him
from his difficulty, he decided to temporize, and accordingly paid
Miss Effie five hundred dollars, and agreed to pay her a like sum
every three months. Of course he expected that .she would leave f§

“Montreal at the close of her engagement at the theatre, but to his

surprise she remained at the Hall day after day and week after
week, and announced her intention of spending the summer here.
For this result.he was indebted to the influence of Mr. Brydon,
that gentleman having made up his mind that he needed Miss §
Effie’s presence for a short time in order to assist him in carrying
out his plans with regard to the “big haul” he contemplated. ;
Mr. Brydon studiously avoided her, at least he appeared to do so,
but he managed to meet her nearly every day in private, and he
kept her well informed of Arthur's movements, and so it hap-
pened that Miss Effie was constantly meeting Arthur in the most
« gecidental ” manner. In his drives with Jessie he was almost
certain to encounter Miss Effie, and she would smile so sweetly
and bow so kindly that poor little Jessie began to be quite jealous
of the bold-looking, handsome actress, who seemed so intimate
with her husband. Arthur had told her that Effie was a friend of
Brydon’s and that he (Arthur) had only a very shght acquain-
tance with her ; but as the meetings confinued, and the bowing
and smiling grew more and more marked, Jessie began to be
geriously grieved, and had many a hearty cry at what she consi-
dered Arthur’s faithlessness to her. Arthur, for his part, was
driven almost crazy by the continued presence of Effie, and the §
daily, almost momeéntary, risk he was running: through her being
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~here. He abandoned himself more than ever to drink, and, for
days at a time, scarcely knew what it was to be once thoroughly
sober. He was ably assisted in his drunken orgies by Mr. Brydon,
_who, however, took good care not to- get very drunk himself, and
managed to be always able to attend to business, so that he was
gradually getting the affairs of Lubbuck; Lownds & Co. under his
own control. There was one person who had long ago suspected
i that Brydon was trying to worm himself into the secrets of Lub-
buck, Lownds & Co. for some purpose of his own, and that person
was Miss Frank. To think and to act was synonymous with that
energetic young lady, and she, therefore, wrote a long letter to

BB her uncle, telling what habits Arthur had fallen into, and beggmg

him to come home at once, as she feared matters were not going
well at the office.

Mr. Lubbuck found it was impossible for him to leave England
at the time he received Frank’s letter. The winding up of his old
partner’s affairs proved more complicated than he had expected,
and he found it would be necessary to remain in England some
months longer. The news he received from Frank about Arthar
affected him deeply; he felt hurt, grieved and angry at Arthur’s
conduct, and resolved to read him a severe lesson.” He wrote to
him, expressing himself very severely, and informing him that
Mr. Lownds would leave England at once to take chdrge of the
house during his, Mr. Lubbuck’s, absence.

This letter sobered Arthur a little, and he really made an effort
to break his habits of intemperance, but in vain. Mr. Brydon was
constantly at his elbow, and Miss Effie was too regular in her
tnnoying attentions to leave bis. mind very easy, and, as he became
@ troubled again, he again fell into his bad habits.

* * * *® * * *

Mr. Lownds arrived about ten days after the letter. He was a
small, wiry, active man of about two or three and thirty, close
and sharp in business matters, fond of hard work, attentive to
business, and having few pleasures outside of the office. Moderate
and abstemious in all things himself, he was little disposed to
; 8 view Arthur’s excesses leniently, and he felt slightly prejudiced
© ¥ against him before he had seen him. Acquaintance, unfortunately,
- @ did not very much alter the first impression. Arthur sobered up
for & few days, but in the course of a week had fallen back into
his old habits, and sunk proportionately in Mr. Lownds’ estima-
tion,  Mr. Lownds at once teok the general management into his
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own hands; but Arthur still acted as cashier, although his power-

of attorney to sign for the firm had been cancellgd, and Mr,
Lownds signed all cheques, etc., himself.
Mr. Brydon was in high feather he took the pledge—so he said

—the day of Mr. Lownds’ arrival, and he was so attentive to busi- §
- ness, and knew so much of the affairs of the firm, that he created

quite a favorable impression on that gentleman. Mr. Brydon had
not, however, forgotten “ the'available funds,” and, as it was now
getting near the opening of navigation, when the available funds
would be actively employed, he bestowed more thought on them,
and finally had everything arranged in his own mind to his entire

satisfaction.

One morning, about a month after Mr. Lownds’ arrival, Arthur

! was sent to Lachine on business which would probably detain him

all day. Itso happened that on that very day Mr. Lownds needed
ten thousand dollars to send to Chicago as"an advance on some
grain he expected from there as soon as the river was open; he,
therefore, gave Mr. Brydon a cheque on the Merchants’ Bank,
where the firm had a balance of about twelve thousand dollars,
and told him to get a draft on Chicago for the ten thousand dol-
lars. - Mr. Brydon speedily returned with the startling intelligence
that there was only about two thousand dollars to the credif of
Lubbuck, Lownds & Co., and that a cheque for ten thousand dol-
lars had been paid to Mr. Austin a few days previously. Mr.
Lownds was very much astonished ; he knew Arthur as a drunkard,

but never once suspected him of bemg a thief. He went to the |8
Bank and examined the cheque; it was apparently filled up by |

Arthur, and signed with the signature of the firm. There seemed
no doubt at all about it, and Mr. Liownds at once consulted the
Chief of Police. The case was given to Cullen, who immediately
formed his own conclusions, but said nothing about them, based
on what he knew about Arthur, and Mr. Lownds did not, viz., that
he had two wives, and Cullen could see, what Mr. Lownds conld
not, a motive for the robbery. He had very little doubt that

Arthur had left the city, but took all proper measures to ascertain §

the correctness of his suspicion. He found that Arthur had gone
to Lachine, and following him there discovered, to his surprise, that
he had returned to Montreal. Cullen was puzzled at this. It
looked cuvious that Arthur should not take advantage of so good
an opportunity to get across the line, and he thought that, perhaps,
there may be a mistake somewhere and Arthur may not be guilty.

d Her
bad n
only
Arthy
the cH
accide
stagg
his hs

[{3 I d
you.

X 144 A
the wo

‘u FO
143 It’
was &
Ihave d
[ Yo 0
|“T mig
Lownds
the firm
the part
jou mus|
“ Must
pause. ¢
ing ? ”
“Not t
“ But

ind he b

ind. his w|

thock thig
“You ¥
ubut’u he

like, and b

exhaps yq

hg;” he s
large wag

e fact of

Ruce of in

Jis by no 1
Arthur w

lillen exec



OUT OF THE HONEST WAY. 233

g He returned to the city and went to Mr. Lubbuck’s house; Arthur
had not been home. It was now evening, and Cullen thought the-
only thing he could do was to put a man at the depot to see that
Arthur did not escape that way, and watch the house himself on
the chance of Arthur’s returning there. About eight o’clock he
sccidentally met Arthur in the street. He was very drunk, and
staggered from side to side. Cullen went up to him and, laying
his hand on Arthur’s shoulder, said:" :

“1 am very sorry for it, Mr. Austin, but 1 have orders to arrest
you. You are my prisoner.” '

. “Arrested,” said Arthur, a terrible fear coming over him that
the worst must now be known ; ¢ what for ?”

¢« Forgery,” said Cullen, very quietly.

“It’s-a lie,” exclaimed Arthur, greatly relieved to find that he -
was arrested on a charge of which he was innocent. “ Who says
Ibave committed a forgery ?”

“You had better not talk much, Mr. Austin,” said Cullen, kindly,
|“I might have to use what you say as evidence against you. Mr.
Lownds has made an affidavit that you have forged the name of
the firm to a cheque for ten thousand dollars; you will learn all
the particulars before the Police Magistrate to-morrow morning,
jou must go to the station with me now.”

“Must I be locked up all night ? " asked Arthur, after a moment’s
pouse. *“ Cannot I give bail for my appearance to-morrow morn-
ing ?” »

“ Not to-night, sir.”

“ But I must see Jessie, I must tell her—poor girl, poor girl;”
id he broke down entirely; the hot tears starting to his eyes,
ind his whole frame trembling with emotion as he thought of the
thock this would be to Jessie in her present delicate condition.

“You won’t be able to see Mrs. Austin to-night,” said Cullen,
‘but,” he added kindly; “I will go and see her for you, if you
ike, and break it to her as easy as I can. Don’t get down-hearted,
iekhaps you will be: able to show it's all right to-morrow morn-
in B he said this more to cheer him up than anything else. The
barge was very strong, and the proof seemed pretty clear; still
e fact of Arthur’s returning to the city and his honest appear-
nce of innocence weighed a good deal with the detective, and he
klt by no means certain that Arthur was guilty.

Arthur was locked up in the Central Station for the might, and
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- had occurred. She took it much quieter than he had expected.
Did not go into hysterics, nor make any great exhibition of her
feelings; but the deadly pallor of her face, the short, quick
catching of her breath, her painfully-constrained manner and
unnatural quiet, showed how deeply the blow had struck, and it

" wae all the more deadly because she bore it, and made no sign.
Not for one moment did she believe him guilty, never for an
instant did she doubt his integrity ; she loved him, trusted him,
believed in him too fondly, too implicitly, too truly for that, but
there came over her a terrible fear, a nameless dread of sdmething
unseen, unknown, and undefined, which loomed up in fearful in-
distinctness behind this ridiculous charge, and terrified her more
than she could express. Yetshe kept seemingly calm, and asked
Cullen the ‘particulars of the case with an amount of quietness
that surprised him, and caused his admiration of the delicate, fair-
haired little creature, who bore up so nobly under misfortune, to
increase considerably. She had asked him several questions with
forced self-control, when Frank entered the room, then Jessie’s
courage suddenly gave way and she threw herself into her sister’s
arms,sobbing hysterically, * Oh Frank! Frank | Artbur is arrested,
and I shall ‘never be his wife again.”

¢« Arthur arrested ! What for; for drunkenness ? ™

“ No, Miss,” said Cullen, “ I wish it.was for that; but it's a good
deal more serious.”

“ What is it for ?”

“ Forgery. ‘ _

« It’'s a—it’s not true,” indignantly shouted Miss Frank, almost @
forgetting herself in the sudden heat of her indignation. ¢ What
would Arthur want to commit a forgery for ? ”

“ That I don’t know, Miss,” replied Cullen, ¢ but a cheque of
Lubbuck, Lownds & Co.’s for $10,000 has been forged on the Mer-
chants’ Bank. Mr. Lownds is very certain that the writing in the
body of the cheque is Mr. Austin’s, and the signature looks some-
éﬁng like his writing; the teller says he paid the money to Mr.
Austin.” :

“ What does Arthur say?”. ‘

« He says, of course, that he’s not guilty, and, to tell the truth
he don’t act or look as if he was.” ‘ . 8

Miss Frank tenderly laid Jessie, who was still sobbing hysteri
cally, on the sofa, and bending over her, and kissing her with more
tenderness and gentleness than her usual manner seemed capablog:




OUT OF THE HONEST WAY. . 235

of, she whispered, ‘don’t cry and make yourself ill, Jessie dear,

or you will only add to my difficulties in helping Arthur, by getting
sick on my hands, and then I shall have to nurse you. Try and
-bear up as well as possible. You don’t believe Arthur guilty, nor
doI. Iknow he is a great fool, for he has had some trouble on
his mind for a long time, and has not told you what it is, as he
ought to have done; but he isn’t a thief. I know it, and, please

God, I'll proveit! »

“You will, Frank! Oh! bless you for that,” and Jessie
threw her arms around her sister-and wept again, but they were
calmer, almost happy, tears now. She had been accustomed from
childhood to look up to Frank as some one who could never be
wrong, and who could do almost everything. The force and
strength of that young lady’s character had always exercised a
great control over Jessie's weaker, but more affectionate nature,
and Frank’s bold assertion of Arthur’s innocence, and her
announcement of her determination to stand by him, greatly .
re-assured Jessie, and she felt almost as if Arthur was free
already.

Cullen stood in the centre of the room, silently watching the
pair, and feeling more and more uncomfortable about the case he
was engaged in. He is a tender-hearted man, and there is a soft
“spot under the left side of his waistcoat; and so it was no discredit
to him that he found his handkerchief come into requisition once
or twice, and experienced a sensation in the throat as if he was

 trying to swallow something which absolutely refused to go down.
f Frank did not keep him waiting very long; she left Jessie on
the sofa, and, placing herself in front of Cullen, took a good look at
him and then said : )

“You look like a sensible man. Who are you ?”

“T am Cullen, the detective.” :

“Very well, I'm glad of that. I want to see whether you are 2
good detective or not. Now who do you suspect of having com-
mitted this forgery ?”

“Mr. Austin Ss the only person suspected and the evidence-
against him——

“Fiddlesticks for your evidence,” said Frank, contemptuously
snapping her fingers; “you're a nice defective not to see that this
is a plot to throw the guilt on Arthur and shield the real culprit.
8§ You detectives are all alike, you never find out anythmg unless itis
‘W rubbed under your nose:”’
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% Well,” replied Cullen, meditatively rubbing his nasal appen-
dage, and rather nettled at Miss Frank’s sharp attack, «if I did
suspect anybody, it would not show me to be a smart detective if
I told you who I suspected.” :

“That’s true; and as you are afraid to tell me what you suspect,
‘I will tell you what I am sure of; and that is, that this forgery
‘was committed by that born devil, Brydon, who has managed in
some way to throw the blame on Arthur.”

“Whew | ” whistled Mr. Cullen in astonishment ; this new view of
the case struck him so suddenly and unexpectedly that he momen-

tarily forgot his usual politeness, and could not avoid giving vent
to a slight whistle. Up to this moment he had never had any
very serious doubts of Arthar’s guilt; he wavered occasionally, but’
it seemed so clear to him that Arthur, goaded by the presence of
his first wife in Montreal—he knew that, for Arthur had taken him
fully into his confidence and set him to watch Effie,—and driven
to despair at the danger constantly hanging over his head, had. |
determined to leave the city, either with one of his wives or
alone, and try and find peace elsewhere; and what more natural
than that he should take advantage of hls position to appropriate
some funds to be used in commencing life in & new world ? But
now the few earnest words of Miss Frank had let in a flood of
light on his mind; he was well acquainted with the peculiar part
Mr. Brydon had played in the supposed death of Miss Effie Barron ;
Arthur had also told him that Mr. Brydon had been in love with
Miss Effie, and it did not take the astute detective more than a
few seconds “ to take in the whole position ” from his new stand-
point. He saw in a moment how Mr. Brydon could at once
satisfy his love, his revenge, and his cupidity by stealing the
money himself, throwing the blame on Arthur and then quietly
eloping with Miss Effie and his iligotten gains. It was easy
enough to see it, but he knew il would be a very hard matter to
~ prove. He looked with more respect at Frank, and at last said:
“You may be right, Miss Williams, but it will be a terribly hard
case to prove. I know something of Mr. Brydon, and I know he's
a bad one, and not likely to try such a game unless he was pretty
sure to win. Mr. Austin will have a hard matter to get out of his
clutches, now he has got him.”
“Ah! you know what the secret is between them ?
“I didn’t say anything about a secret,” said Cullen, hastily,
rather surprised at Miss Frank’s quickness.
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“Don’t tell a story now, I can see you are not accustomed to
it; you blushed as much as your whiskers would let you, and a
man who blushes never makes a good liar. I know there is a
secret and I mean to find it out, 80 you might as well tell me, for
I have a man now on Robert Brydon’s track, and he will hunt him
to death, but he will find out the cause of Brydon’s influence over
Arthur.”

“Who is the man ? perhaps he might help me in this case.”

« He might; we will go and see him together. Tell me what it
is you know about Brydon ? ”

“ Well, I'm not sure but what I ought to tell you now, but—"'
he paused, and cast & meaning glance at Jessie, who wasstill lying
on the sofa, in response to which glance Miss Frank bestowed on
him a knowing wink—she was not at all afraid of winking when
she thought it would be more expressive than words—and cross-
‘ing to Jessie, knelt by the sofa and laid her hand softly on her
sister’s head :

« Jessie, darlmg, I have been talking to Mr. Cullen, and T think
there is no doubt we can prove Arthur as innocent as we know he
is, so don’t cry and make yourself miserable. You had better go .
8 to your room and try to get a little sleep; I am going to see

R Charlie Benson, I think he can help us.”

“ What ! at this time of night, Frank ? itis nearly nine o’clock.”
¢ What difference does that make; I am able to take care of
myself, and if I wasn’t I have a big detective who is going with
me to take care of me. Mr. Cullen,” she continued, turning towards
him, ¢ I shall be ready in two minutes to go with you. Can I offer

you a glass of wine, or anything else, while you wait for me ?”

“No, I thank you, Miss, I never drink anything strong; but, if
you'll excuse me, as I haven’t had any dinner or supper, and I don’t
know how Iong this job will last, I wouldn’t mind having some-
thing to ea

“No supper' come down stairs at once. Idon’t believe in people
working on empty stomachs, it breeds indigestion.”

Miss Frank only occupied a few minutes in making her prepa-
rations, and joined Cullen in the dining-room before he had qmte
finished a hasty supper.

“ Now, Mr. Cullen, we are alone, and you can tell me what you
know about Brydon.”

%1 am doubtful whether I ought to tell you at all, as I promxsed
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Mr. Austin to say nothing about it; but it might be useful now to
use against Mr. Brydon, and I suppose it must be known some day.”

“Promised Mr. Austin ? Why, does Arthur know you are
acquainted with the secret ?

“He told it to me himself when I went to New York and
Savannah to make some inquiries for him.”

“Inquiries! What about?” Rl

“ About his first wife.” el

¢« His first wife! - Why, man, you are crazy. Arthur was never
married until he married Jessie.”

“ He was married_about six years ago to Miss Effie Barron in
Wilkesbarre, Pennsylvama '

¢ It is singular that Arthur never mentioned it to any of us; he
never said he was a widower.”

¢ He is not a widower.” v

“ What ! man, man, what do you mean ? ”’

“That his first wife is alive, and is in this city now.”

“QL, Heavens!” exclaimed Frank, springing to her feet as the
whole truth flashed upon her, and then sinking hack again nearly
famtmg, while she muttered, “Poor Jessie, poor J: essw, it will kill
her.” :

Frank did not faint, however, she was too strong-minded for
that, she poured outand drank a glass of water, and after a slight |
pause to recover herself said in a low, husky voice, «Tell me all
about it.”

. Cullen told herall he knew of Arthur’s marriage to Effie Barron,
of her supposed death, of Mr. Brydon’s appearance on the scene, |
of his own exertions in the case, 4%id finally of Miss Effie’s appear-
ance in Montreal as Mdlle. Seraphine, and of the watch he had
kept on her, by which he had discovered that she met Brydon fre-
quently, and that there was, no doubt a perfect understanding
between them.

Frank sat quietly watching him until he finished, then she
thought a little while, and at last said, “ I fully believe Arthur
thought she was dead; it is-a diabolical plot between this woman
and Brydon, but I'll defeat it yet as sure as my name is Frank
Williams.”

* She brought her hand down on the table with a mighty smack
that made Cullen jump, and as he looked into her calm grey eye
ablaze with passion, her face slightly flushed, and her mouth
firmly set, he thought Mr. Brydon would be very hkelyto discover
before long that he had met his match at last.




CEAPTER VIIL.

OUT OF THE COURT.

Mz. CHARLES BENsoN had been having an alternately very an-
comfortable and very ecstatic existence for the past few weeks.
He had not previously had the slightest idea how much he loved
Frank, and he was perfectly happy while he was in her company,
nor had he known how cordially he disliked Mr. Brydon, and he
was proportionately uncomfortable when he was in that gentle-
man’s company ; for he made it a point of honor to “cultiva
him as he had promised Frank he would; but the more he culti-
vated him the less he liked him, and his reward in the way of
information obtained from Brydon scarcely repaid him for his.
‘trouble. Indeed he found out nothing about Brydon except that he

“was very, very intimate with Mdlle. Seraphine, and met her fre-
quently, but generally at some out-of:the-way place around the.
mountain, and seldom visited her room at the Hall. Of course he
was ignorant of the relation in which Mdlle. Seraphine stood to
Arthur, and her intimacy with Brydon did not specially attract
bis attention.

- Hehad written to Captam Jobn Young of the New York detec-
tive force, but received no information from him, except that
Brydon had been discharged by Austin & Son some years ago, and
it was supposed there was something wrong, and that he afterwards
kept a faro bank in-the Bowery, and had been pulled by the -
police. He had been absent from New York for three or four years,
and pothing was known of him, This by no means satisfied Mr. .
Benson, and he sat on the evening of Arthur's arrest, in his -
boarding house in Bleury street, with his feet resting on the stove,
medltatwely smoking a pipe, and thinking he would go and tell
Frank that it was no use trying any longer to pump Mr. Brydon,
as he absolutely refused to be pumped. It was rather late
for a call, being after eight; and, Frank being. always parti-
cular about. his coming early, he thought he would post-

pone his visit until the next evening, and make one more -

endeavor to “cultivate” Mr. Brydon, by passing the evening .
playing billiards with him,—although that gentleman’s wonderful
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skill with the cue made it rather an expensive luxury, even if heavi
nothing more than the game, drinks and cigars were played for, } handk
He was disappointed, however, for, when he reached Mr. Brydon’s man’s
boarding-house, he found that gentleman had not been to supper, in inn
and had not come-in since. Mr. Bengon felt rather surprised at a ford

this. Mr. Brydon was a man who so constantly and persistently innoce
got the best "of his fellow-men in everything that Mr. Benson “y
thought it somewhat suspicious that he should allow the landlady he got]
to gain one supper on him, and he went home slowly, trying to send. i
guess what could have occupied Mr. Brydon's evening. Onreach- § « Pa
ing home he was rather surprised when he opened the door to find largely
Miss Frank seated in front of the fire, and Cullen leaning against aequai
the mantelpiece talking to her. street
“Frank | Why, darling, what has happened ? What brings you to-mo:

here?” he exclaimed, seizing Miss Frank in his arms and kissing “Yo
her, without the slightest regard for Cullen’s presence. W sir,” sa

“Charlie, a terrible thmg has happened—Arthur has been % Rid
arrested for forgery.” 1 throug

“ Forwhat ?” : ' ‘ clear.”

“ Forgery | but oh ! Charlie, you can’t be fool enough to think

he is guilty ? ” _
“ T'll be—well, I don’t think heis.” = * ' Arthy
Mr. Benson was considerably surpnsed but he had got W morning
accustomed in the last half-hour to being surprised, and, therefore, §ll mitted f
he quickly got over his astonishment, and quietly thought the 8 The c
matter over while Cullen was finishing his statement of what he gl fact wag
knew of Arthur’s first marriage. ' cheque
“Tt’s all stuff and nonsense,” said Mr. Benson when Cullen had #funds—as
finished. ¢ I begin to understand this fellow Brydon now; it's as §llhad been
. clear as crystal; he was in love with this actress and has been which ss
trying to revenge himself on Arthur for cutting him out. As to §regard tq
the question of bigamy, no sane jury would convict Arthur on [0 Arthu
that charge, while the conspiracy between Brydon and Effie Barron teller) th
. could ‘be proved. What I am afraid of is that Brydon has been -@énd advi
more careful in this forgery business, and that Arthur may be W Wasident
found guilty of the very crime of which he is innocent.” | but none
- ¢ How can he be found guilty ?”’ eaid Frank “ he never com- it, it look
mitted this forgery.” Mr. Br
“My dear girl,” replied Mr. Benson “when you know as much [reluctanc
- of law and lawyers as I do, you will find that the more innocent ¥riting ir
- aman is, and the less he has done; the -more likely he is to suffer §of the Bar
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heavily when he gets under the power of the law. Steal a pocket-
handkerchief and you will be sent to prison for a year; knock a
man’s brains out with a stick of wood and the jury will bring you
in innocent of even a common assault. If Arthur had committed
s forgery I feel confident he would be acquitted, but, as he is
innocent, I am afraid we will have great difficulty in clearing him.

¢ If this forgery was committed by Brydon,” said Cullen, ““ and,
he got the ten thousand dollars, he won’t keep it here; he w:ll
send. it somewhere where it will be safe.”

“ Perfectly correct,” said Mr. Benson, “and the probability is
largely in favor of hls sending it to New York. Iam pretty well
acquainted with the brokers in New York, having been in a Wall
street office for’ two years, and I mean to start for New York
to-morrow morning.”

% You had better engage alawyer for Mr Austm before you go,
sir,” said Cullen. '

# Right again; I will engage two, and if they can’t pull him
through then I am afraid there is no 'way of getting him
clear.”

Arthur Austin was brught before the Police Magistrate next
morning, and, after a preliminary examination, was fully com-

mitted for trial at Queen’s Bench.
- The case agamst him was very strong, and a new and alarming

‘Sl fact was disclosed by Mr. Lownds’ affidavit that, not only had a -

cheque been forged on the Merchants’ Bank, but all the available
finds—amounting to some sixty. thousand dollars, in bonds, ete.,
bad been abstracted from the safe where they were kept, and bo
 which safe no one but Arthur and Mr. Lownds had a key. With-
W regard to the forgery, the teller testified to having paid the money
to Arthur, but said that Arthur was so drunk at the time he (the
teller) thought it was scarcely safe to trust him with that amount
and advised him not to take it. The handwriting in the cheque
was identified by the clerks in the office as being probably Arthur’s,
but none of them, except Mr. Brydon, could swear positively to
it, it looked like Arthur’s writing, but there was a little difference.

Mr. Brydon's testimony—given with a great deal of pretended
reluctance—was very damnatory. He swore positively to the
writing in the cheque, and produced a $100 bill, which the teller
of the Bank had sworn was one he had given to Arthur, and which
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Mr. Brydon swore Arthur had lent him the day after the cheqne
was forged,and an I O U of Mr. Brydon s for a like amount, bear-
ing the same date, was found in Arthur's pocket. He also swore
that he had seen Arthur send a package by express the same day

" the forgery occurred, and that the parcel was addressed to New
“ York, and appeared to contain money. The books of the express

Company shewed that such a package had been sent on that day,
but the clerk could not identify Arthur as the man who sent it.
Two lawyers appeared for the prisoner, and, by their advice,

he simply put in a plea of “not guilty,” and reserved all attempts

at defense until the trial took place, which would be in about three

- weeks’ time. Charlie Benson had explained the whole case to them, |

and they eame to the conclusion that it would be better that Mr.

Brydon should not think he was suspected, and that the time |

intervening between the commitment and the trial would afford
ample time to make any inquiries as to any attempts which might
have been made to dispose of the stolen funds. It was agreed that

Mr. Benson should go to New York and endeavor to find out ifany i

of the bonds had been offered to the brokers there, and the lawyers
were to institute the same inquiries in Montreal. Mr. Benson left
by the afternoon train and nothing was heard of him for sbme
time, and the lawyers began to despair of his success.

“k * * % * % %

The change which came over Arthur from the moment of his
arrest was something remarkable. He grew strangely calm and
cool; he refused to be admitted to bail—which could have been
easily obtained, as he had numeroue influential and wealthy friends
—and preferred to be committed to jail for trial. He stoutly as-
serted his innocence ; but was forced to confess that, on the day of
the forgery, he was so drunk for the greater part of the .day that
he had no recollection of what he had done, and that he might
have drawn the money from the bank without being conscious of

it. He was certain, however, that he could not have filled up the |

cheque, as when he was drunk he was unable to write legibly,
although he could walk and talk tolerably well. His lawyers
spoke to him about his first marriage. He was, of course, sur-
‘prised that they should'know of it, but gave them a full account
of the whole affair, and explained his connection with Brydon and
Madlle. Seraphine since he had been in Montreal in a way which
gave the lawyers hope that they might pull him through in spite
of the hard facts against him.
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Jessie visited him in prison.” Frank did not come with her the
first time, and they met alone, thanks to the courtesy of the
Governor of the jail, who allowed the interview to take place in
 his own parlor instead of the general ward for untried prisoners

in which Arthur was confined. It was a long and painful inter-

view, for Arthur told her everything; the time for concealment
| was past, and Jessie learnt the terrible fact that she was about to
become & mother, and yet was no wife. She bore up bravely, more
f bravely than could have been expected of her under the circum-
stances, and clung to her love with all a true woman’s fondness
and devotion.

¢ Arthur,” she said, “ you were wrong to hide this thing from
me, you ought to have told me as soon as you knew it; but'it is
too late for reproaches now. In the sight of God and man, I am
your wife; I love you as truly now as I ever did, and I shall never
& cease to love you in thlS world or'the ne

* * % * * * *

The trial took place at the regular sitting of the Court of Queen’s
Bench. The evidence was very strong against Arthur. Mr.
Lownds testified to the forgery, and the Bank teller identified
Arthur as the person to whom he had paid the money. The cross-
examination of these witnesses was very slight, the lawyers for
the defence appearing to be reserving their forces for something
which was to come.

It was in the afternoon when the case was called, and it was
f nearly four o’clock when Mr. Robert Brydon stepped into the box.
Both counsel for the prisoner gave their gowns an extra pull up
at the shoulder—lawyer’s gowns somehow always will slip down a
little at the shoulder—as if the « something ” they had been wait-
ing for had come, and both began to take copious notes of the evi-
dence as it progressed. It was insubstance very much the same as
he had given before the Police Magistrate, but had ev1dently been
very carefully prepared.

While his evidence was being given a boy came into the Court
with a telegram for Miss Frank, which that lady read with great
“finterest and immediately had it passed to Arthur’s counsel who
perused it with great attention. The two lawyers then laid their
heads'together and conversed in an animated whisper for some.
. limoments ; the taking of notes was suspended and their attention

‘P vas entirely diverted from the case, until the prosecuting Attorney,
fin the course of his examination of the witness, said :
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« Mr. Brydon, you have known the prisoner for a long time;
has he always borne a good character? ”

“Yes.” . )

“Do you know of any reason why he should so suddenly have
changed his nature and committed this robbery ?”

« I know one reason,” said Mr. Brydon, speaking with assumed
reluctance, “and that is. that Arthur Austin had a wife living at
the time of his marriage with Miss Williams ; his first wife is now
in Montreal, and is, I believe, about to enter proceedings against
him for bigamy. Austin knew this, and he may, perhaps, have

‘thought it best for him to take all the available funds he could lay
his hands on, and leave the city.”

There was dead silence in the Court for nearly a minute after
this announcement, and then the Prosecuting Attorney turned to

* the prisoner’s counsel and said : :

“Gentlemen, the witness is yours.”

The leading counsel for Arthur rose, but instead of beginning
the cross-examination of the witness he.addressed himself to the
Court as follows:

“Your Homor, it is now nearly five o’clock, and I would re-
spectfully ask that the cross-examination of this witness be post-
poned until to-morrow morning. It isimpossible to finish the case

~ to-night, and I have just received a very important telegram from
New York, informing me that some witnesses who are very es-
sential to the case will be here to-morrow morning. I would also ]

- ask that the witness be detained as 1t is very 1mportant that he
should be here when the Court opens.”

« Have you any objection to showing me the telegram ? " asked
the Judge.

“ None, I will read it.” He looked straight at Brydon to watch
the effect of the telegram on him, and read as follows:

New York, 2 o’clock.

"« Miss F. WILLIAMS, Montreal,—Have found out enough to clear
Arthur of both charges. Evidence complete. Leave with witnesses
to-day. Keep-an eye on Brydon, he will be wanted.

¢ CHARBRLIE BENSON.”




CHAPTER IX.
OUT OF THE DETECTIVE'S OFFICE.

Me. Benson did not find his task in New York an easy one.
He did not find so many of his old friends in Wal street as he
expected. “ Black Friday,” “the collapse in Mariposa,” “the
big rise in Central,” and other prominent events in that specu-
lative locality had taken place during-Mr. Benson’s absence from
gthe home of American gambling, and many of his friends had
been “on’the wrong side,” and had been squeezed dry by the

W8tulls and bears, and had retired sadder and wiser men, but

infinitely poorer ones also. Wall street brokers are not, as a rule,
joommunicative- men ; if they are very anxious and willing to
rive you “a point,” you may be pretty sure * the point” is the
wrong way ; and it is not at all likely that brokers to whom he
was partially unknown would tell Mr. Benson that they were
lealing in bonds or securities which were known to have been
itolen, or inform him which of them had received ten thousand

eheque. His only way of gaining the information he wanted
vas through his old fellow-clerks ; but most of them had developed
nto full-blown brokers, or had speculated, got ruined, and ‘left

”

he stree The two or three that he found in their old positions
ither knew nothing of either bonds or money, or knew too much
0 say anything, and Mr. Benson found that his acqumaintance in
Wall street availed him nothing. It took him a week to arrive
¥t this conclusion, and when he had arrived at-it he felt rather
iscouraged ; he had counted surely on being able to trace some
f the bonds or securities by their numbers. He had obtained a
st of nnmbers, ete., of the secuntles from Mr. Lownds, who

nd, although he left a prmted description of the various secu-
[ities with every broker, nothing was known of them, and he
hgan to fear that they had either not been placed upon the
larket or had been sent elsewhere than New York. He applied
h Captain Young of the detective- force, and offered him ﬁve
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thousand dollars for the recovery of the securities—it is no use

trying to get a detective in New York to do anything unless you

offer him a big reward—but nothing came of it. Day after day,
Mr. Benson’s spirits fell more and more, and when the first of
June came, and he had discovered nothing, his spirits fell to zero,
and he very nearly abandoned his task as hopeless. Captain

Young told him the same story every time he called on him ; the ]

bonds had not been offered on the market, and nothing was known
of Mr. Brydon. On tke fourth of June Mr. Benson sat in his
room at the Hoffman House after dinner, ruminating on his
failure, and thinking himself the most miserable fellow in New
York. Again and again he read over the following telegram
received a few minutes before from Miss Frank: ¢ What are you

about? Why don’t you find out something at once? Arthur is |

o be tried to-morrow and will be convicted unless you do some-
thing. Please do. something.” And the more he read it, the
more convinced he became that he could not “do something.”

At last, in sheer desperation, he put on his hat and started for the &

police headquarters to see Captain Young, and find out if he could
“do something.” He strolled leisurely down Broadway, puffing

at a very doubtful cigar, for which he had been charged a quarter, §

and which obstinately refused to «draw,” and thinking whether
it would not be better for him to telegraph Arthur’s counsel that
he had “done something,” and that he must get the trial post-
poned until the next term. The idea did not strike him as very
brilliant, but he thought postponement would be better than
nothing, and he had almost decided to send the telegram when
just as he was passing Wallack’s theatre, that prince-of ticket
speculators, Gus. Hamilton, accosted him with, “Want a ticket,
sir. Good seats in the orchestra or dress circle. . House very full.
Can’t get any seats at the box office.” * Mr. Benson paused for a
moment, and, looking at the posters on the side of the entry way,
saw advertized, “ Last night of the season. Last appearance of

Mr. Lester Wallack in Rosedale.” He was a great admirer of]

Lester Wallaek, and as he had not seen him act for some time
he thought he would go in *for an hour or 80;” he, therefore,
invested to the extent of a dollar and a half with the obliging Mr.
Hamilton, and got a pretty good seat in the dress circle. When a
man goes to Wallack’s to see “Rosedale” “for an hour or 80,”
he generally stays until the performance is over, and it was a
quarter past eleven when Mr, Benson left the theatre. It was too

late t
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late then, he thought, to see Captain Young, and he walked down
Fourteenth street to Delmonico’s to get some supper, his dinner
having been rather light, and nature reminded him that she
needed support. He entered that fashionable restaurant, and was
‘making his way to a vacant table near a window opening on Fifth
Avenue, when a gentléeman who was sitting at one of the centre
tables with a couple of young ladies, suddenly rose and came.
towards him, exclaiming,

“ Why, Charlie, old boy, where did you drop from?” e

“Fred, old fellow, I'm delighted to see you. I’'ve been wonder-
ing several times that I have not met you. I called at Clarke,
Dodge & Co.’s, but the boy in the office at the time told me you.
had left, and did not know where you were.”

“ Yes, I left them over a year ago. I am with Frank Worth &
Co. now. Come over to our table and take supper with us. Fli
introduce you to some nice girls.”

Mr. Benson went, was duly introduced to the * nice glrls,” and
3 chatted for a quarter of an hour on unimportant topics, varying
his conversation with a spirited attack on an excellent chicken
salad—you can’t get chicken salad in perfection anywhere but at
Delmonico’s—and an occasional sip of champagne. His friend,
Mr. Fred Parsons, and his party had been to Niblo’s and the
young ladies were rather ecstatic about the scenery of the « Black
(Crook,” and the wonderful dancing of the beautiful young ladies
in very scant clothing. After the salad had been finished, and
theatrical matters pretty well discussed, conversation flagged a
little, and Mr. Parsons found time to ask Benson something about
his own affairs.

“Well, Charlie,” he said, after rather an awkward pause, * where
have you been, and what have you been doing, the last two
Yea‘rs ? ” .

¢ I've been in my native cxty, Montreal ; you know I left New
York to go there to my father, who is in business there, and I
have been with him ever since.’

“ And what brings you to New York?”

“Well,” replied Mr. Benson, rather hesitatingly, ¢ partly busi- -
uess, partly pleasure,” he did not want to tell Mr. Parsons exactly
what business he was on, and how miserably he had failed. .

“QOh, yes! I know you Montreal chaps seem to be lucky. You've
come on to invest, I suppose. By-the-bye, do you remember Bry-
don who used to be with Austin & Son some five years ago? Of

&
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course you don’t—that was before your time in Wall street. Well,
he seems to have hit a fat thing in Montreal. I hope you were
in with him.” )

« No, I wasn’t,” half gasped Mr. Benson. ¢I know Brydon;
what fat thing has he been into ? I never heard of it in Montreal.”

“No! Why, he sent us on a lot of bonds and other things three
or four weeks ago, and ordered them all to be sold and invested in {
New ‘York Central and Erie; he knows what he is about, both
stocks are sure to rise.’

“Qh, yes! he knows—that is, I know—how much did he
send ?” said Mr. Benson, in such a strange, exclted manner that
his friend, instead of replying, asked :

¢ Charlie, old boy, what’s the matter? You don’t Took well.”

“T’m all right; how much? Tell me quickly how much ? ”

«1 don’t know—something like fifty thousand, I think.”

“I've got him,” half shouted Mr. Benson, “ D—n him, I've
got him, and I've ¢ done something after all ;” he was so much .
excited that he brought his hand down with a sudden slap on the §
. table—mistaking it, no doubt, for Mr. Brydon’s head. The ladies

screamed a little, and ‘the polite waiter, almost strangled in a
white tie, slid deferentially up to the table to see if the gentleman |
had not been taking too much wine.

“ What is the matter, Charlie ?” said Mr. Parsons, a little
alarmed about his friend’s sanity. ‘¢ Are you ill ?” g

¢« All right, old fellow,” said Mr. Benson, regaining his compo-
sure, “I'm all right now. Excuse me, ladies,” he continued, bow-
ing to themr, “-you can haveno idea of the importance of the infor-
mation Fréd has given me, or you would forgive my apparent
rudeness; let me hope you will forgive me any way, and I will
not offend again.” The ladies, of course, bowed forgiveness, but
looked uncomfortable, and the one to whom Mr. Parsons seemed
devoted gave that gentleman a very meaning nod, and pushed her
chair back a little, intimating that it was time to go. Mr. Parsons
was greatly astonished at Mr. Benson’s warmth of manner; but
he managed to stammer out : A

“ My information, old boy; what do you mean ? ”

« Nothing,” said Mr."Benson, who had quite recovered his com-
posure; “ I was a little astonished at something you said, but this
is not the place to talk about it. Can yon call at the Hoffman to-

" night for half an hour? You will do me a great favor, and the
matter is urgent and important ! ” .
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“ All right, old fellow, I will be there in about— ” he hesitated,
looked at his young lady, she shook her head, he sighed, and then
added, < in half an hour.” . '

The party left the restaurant, Mr. Parsons to escort the two
young ladies home, and Mr. Benson to rush up Fifth Avenue to

j the Hoffman House, as though his life depended on his being there
before Mr. Parsons. Once arrived at the hotel he stationed him-

self at the entrance, and impatiently awaited Mr. Parsons—that~

gentleman was late; he found that he had more “last words” to
say to his young lady than he had thought of, and many times he

'bad to stop her as she was going from the door to tell her some-
thing very important, and to—well, never mind, most of us, I
suppose, know how a fellow feels when he is talking nonsense (he

B thinks it sound, common sense) to the girl he loves; or thinks he
loves, at the door of her house, late at night, when he knows he
ought to go away at once, but doesn’t want to, and generally
doesn’t under an hour. .

Mr. Benson got awfully impatient, and stamped up and down
the pavement in the most restless manner, but that did not hurry

Y Mr. Parsons, and it was nearly one o’clock before he arrived at
the Hoffman House. ' : 4 -

| Mr. Benson at once took Mr. Parsons up to his room, and ex-

{8 plained fully to him the nature of his business in New York, and

how the information of Brydon’s having sent a large amount of

bonds, &c., from Montreal, immediately after the robbery would
affect the case.

Mr. Parsons had known Arthur Austin when he was one of the
luminaries of Wall street and it was an honor to know him, and
he was ready and willing to help him now. He told Mr. Benson
that, some three or four weeks since, the firm by whom he was
employed had received a letter from Brydon, who was an old
customer of theirs, enclosing a large amount of United States
bonds and other securities, with orders to sell them, and make
other investments. They had received no gold or notes. Mr. Par-
sons did not know the numbers of the bonds, &c., but promised to
get a list next morning, and offered to accompany Mr. Benson to
Montreal. ‘

* * * C R * *

§ Mr. Benson slept happily and contentedly that night, although
be dreamt a little; but his dreams only added to his happiness,
for he dreamt only two dreams, in one of which he saw Mr. Bry-

q :




250 FROM BAD T0 WORSE.

don hung up by the neck; and in the other he (Mr. Benson) was |
leading Miss Frank to the altar. He dreamt these dreams over §
and over again, and awoke in the morning in a great state of
cstacy, feeling that he was much more than 4 match for Mr. Bx-y_
don, and very confident that he would soon prove it to the great
dissatisfaction of that gentleman. He met Mr. Parsons at the
time agreed on; but was greatly disappointed to find that the
bonds and securities sent on by Brydon did not agree in any
particular with the list found in Arthur's desk. Mr. Parsons was
quite sure about the numbers, denominations, &e., of the securities
received, and Mr. Benson felt thoroughly nonplussed. At last he
thought he would call on Captain Young, and see if that clear-
headed detective could throw any light on the subject. :

They found Captain Young in his office, talking' to a rather
‘dilapidated-looking individual, who rose on their entrance, and,
turning himself out of the room, said he would call again in an
hour. ,

The Captain heard Mr. Benson’s story, paused for a moment to
consider, and then said :

% Mr. Benson, your case is as good as finished; the list of secu-
rities you have is a forged one, put in the drawer it was found in by
Brydon to throw suspicion on the wrong track. We have been try-
ing hard to find bonds and other securities which either don’t exist,
or are out of the market, while the stolen bonds have been quietly
disposed of through one of the most respectable firms on Broad §
street. It was a clever dodge of Brydon’s; he must be a mighty
gharp customer, and it is some credit to get square with him, but
the game can be spoiled easy enough now. You want to take
Mr. Parsons and, if possible, another wituess, on to Montreal with
Brydon’s letter; you also want & good expert to compare the
letter with Brydon’s writing in the books of the firm with the}
forged cheque. It is just about as éasy a case as I ever saw, and
it is almost dead sure to be all right: I wish'I could say as much
for another case I am engaged in, but that is a tough one.”

“ What is it ?” said Mr. Benson, not feeling the least interest, §
but simply because the detective seemed interested in it, and
appeared anxious to tell the story.

“ Well, you sée it is & ¢ase of fhistaken 1dent1ty, and has led to
some queer developments. Something like six months ago a man
calling himself Richard Cranston went to Richmond, Va., putap 1. F
Spottswood House, and cut quite a swell for 4 fow days. H8
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opened an account in the First National Bank of Richmond, deposit
ing a couple of thousand dollars in bills, and got very much liked
about the hotel on account of his easy, ‘pleasant way, and the
strong Southern principles he advocated. After about a week he
went into a tobacco speculation, and bought several hundred cases
to be shipped to. New York. It was a pretty big purchase,
amounting to between six and seven thousand dollare, and he paid
in a cheque of the cashier of the National Bank of Commerce,
New York, for five thousand dollars, and drew -against it. The
cashier of the First National Bank, Richmond, was a little doubt-
ful about this cheque, so he telegraphed to New York and found
that it was a forgery. Of course, payment was stopped, the
tobaceo not shipped, and a warrant issed for Mr. Cranston’s arrest ;
i but he had, somehow or other, got wind of the affair, had dis-
appeared, has not since been found. A few days after he left it
was discovered that the bills he had paid in when opening his
account were counterfeits, and the Bank determined to make an
effort to secure Mr. Cranston, although they had not lost very
much by him. You see, this sort of thing has been tried several
times in ‘Richmond and “an example” was wanted. The Bank
offered $1,000 reward for Cranston’s arrest, and Brownson, of the
Richmond force, came on here and applied to me, as it was thotght
that Cranston had come to New York—somehow, people willthink
that all the rascals in the world come to New York; but, between
8 you and I, I think that New York exporis more thieves, burglars,
and rascals generally than she imports. Brownson and I worked
up the case together, and we traced Mr. Cranston to the St.
Charles Hotel, where we found that he and his wife had been
staying for a few days. They had left; and we could not get any
trace of Cranston until about ten days ago, when, by chance, I dis-

© M covered that Richard Cranston was living out at Flatbush. Now

comes in the funny part. I arrested Cranston, and telegraphed for
Brownson and the cashier of the First National-Bank of Richmond,
both of whom knew Cranston well by sight, to come on and iden-~
tify him. They came on and did identify him; but Cranston
pleaded ignorance of the charge, and proved beyond the shadow of
4 doubt that he could not have committed the crime with which
he was charged. He showed by numerous respectable witnesses
that he had not been out of Brooklyn for more than a day or two
at-a time, for over two years; and on the very day the forged
theque was presented in Richmond he was in the Second Precinat

"




252 - FROM BAD TO WORSE.

Station House, arrested for drunkenness. It was the clearest alibi
I ever saw ; but still it would bhave been hard for him to get off,
only that the story he told, and the way he told it, was so plausible
that we were forced to believe that he was not the Richard
Cranston that we wanted. This Cranston is a peculiar look-
ing man—you saw him here when you .entered—with long §
shaggy red hair and whiskers, and rather marked features. Now
it seems that there is another man who looks as much like ]
Cranston as his own brother could—only Cranston hasn’t gota
brother, so he don’t exactly know how he would look. The only
material difference is that the other man’s bair is black, but a
bottle of hair dye would soon’set that all right; and Cranston says
" that if they were both dressed alike he could scarcely tell which
was himself, and which the other fellow. You see, Cranston—
who turns out to be a very respectable man, although not well off,
‘and addicted to going on a spree once in a while—owes this Bill
Gangley, as he calls himself—although, I suppose, that is ot his
real name—a grudge on an old score, and wants to get square with
him. It appears that some six or seven years ago, Cranston mar-
ried a ballet girl and she turned out a bad one, they often do,
and ran away from him, and took up with Gangley. Cranston
does not care much about her; but it isn’t pleasant for a man. to
have another man run away with his wife, and then steal his name
-and commit forgery under it, and so Cranston wants to get
square.”

“T hope he will,” said Mr. Benson in an absent way, feeling
rather bored, and not more than half understanding the story;
“and I hope he will find his wife.”

-« Oh! he don’t care much about her; it isn’t likely he would be

- very anxious to find such a bad lot as Efﬁe Barron.”

“Who ? ” shouted Mr. Benson, now fully interested. “ Who did
you say ?”

- ‘Why, his wife, Effie Barron.”

“I've got it,” exclaimed Mr. Benson, throwing his arms in hisf§
excitement around the astonished Captain. “ I've done something
now, and no mistake. It’s all right, hurrah!”

" “You've got me, certainly,” said Young, somewhat surprised,
““but what else have you got?”’

“Why, don’t yousee? Of course you can’t see—you don’t know
—1I didn’t tell you—can’t you understand ? No, I don’t suppose
you can.”
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“ Most certainly I cannot understand what ;ou have just said.
What do you mean? "

“I mean this,” said Mr. Benson, making an effort to be calm,
“that if Effie Barron married Richard Cranston six or seven years

- Mlago, she was a married woman when she committed bigamy by

marrying Arthur Austin; and Robert Brydon and Richard Cranston
No. 2 are one and the same person, and—and—I've done some- .
@ thing ; hurrah!”

“ T wish,” said Young, quietly, “ you would compose yourself and
explain what you mean so that I can understand it.”

Mr. Benson rapidly collected himself and told Captain Young
the whole story, so far as he knew it, of Arthar’s marriage, ete.
The Captain sat quietly listening until Mr. Benson had finished,
and then said, “I can straighten this thing out.”

“T am sure you can,” said Mr. Benson, rather too confidently.

“ What is the reward ?” asked practical Captain Young.

“You get $1,000 reward for Brydon’s arrest from the Richmond
Bank,” answered Mr. Benson, “and I will give you the same
smount if you can take Cranston to Montreal and prove that he
was married to Effie Barron before she married Arthur Austin.”

«Make it $2,500 and expenses paid, and I'll fix the thing all

right in Montreal to-morrow,” said practical Captain Young.
< All right,” said Mr. Benson, “ consider it a bargain.”

“Put it there,” said Captain Young, extending a large, hard,
brawny hand and holding it palm upwards.

Mr. Benson “put it there” by bringing his rlght hand down
heartily into the open palm of the Captain, and the two men shook
hands on the agreement. -

A short while afterwards Mr. Benson sent to Montreal the tele-
gram which closed the last chapter..




CHAPTER X.

— , OUT OF THE WORLD.

Ir was not a.vex;y difficult  matter to get Arthur's trial post- §

.poned until the next morning, and Mr. Brydon found himself a
gort of honorary prisoner in the hands of High Constable Bisson-
ette, who was exceedingly civil, polite and accommodating to him,
but by his vigilance debarred Mr. Brydon’s one great hope. now,
that of effecting a bolt. - Finding there was no chance of escape

Mr. Brydon became affable; he had plenty of money about him'

and he proposed a little supper and a cigar; Bissonette refused

supper, as the bosom of his family was waiting for him to Tepose

on it for the evening meal, but he did not mind taking a cigar to
~ smoke after supper. Cigars were obtained and under the influence
of a gentle whiff Mr. Brydon obtained permission to walk “as far
a8 his boarding house, accompanied by Constable Lafontaine, and
obtain a clean shirt, collar, etc., which he declared he was greatly
in need of. He was only a few minutes in his room and the Con-
stable was with him all .the time, yet he managed to take some-
thing out of - the bureau and put it in his pocket, and he seemed
- greatly pleased at what he.-had done. '

Mr. Benson and hig witnesses arrived next mornmg, the. case
was continued, and did not occupy a great deal of time. A genuine
list of the bonds, etc., was found in a private drawer of the safe,
where no one had thaught of lqokmg for it—it being said that the
list had been found ‘in Arthur’s’ desk—and the evidence of Mr.
Parsons and the experts fully cleared Arthur, and after a very
short trial the Judgegnstructed the jury to dismiss the complamt
. which was accordingly done. Arthur’s counsel then formally
moved for the discharge of the prisoner which was granted, and
Arthur Austin came from the prisoner’s dock to the floor of the
. Court a free man and received the hearty congratulations of his

" friends. But there was one whose .congratulations he valued more

than all and that was the one he had always loved, and whom he
now knew was really and truly his lawful wife. There was quite
*: & pausewhen Arthar came out of the dock and hxs friends crowded
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nnd hlm, and the Judge good-naturedly waited a few minutes
for the excitement to subside before the next case was called.
There was one person who did not feel particularly elated at
Arthur’s acquittai, and he, of course, was Mr. Brydon. That
gentleman had not as yet been formally arrested and was still 4
sort of honorary prisoner, seemingly not under control, but really
watched constantly by two or three constables, gnd as he had been
brought up for cross-examination at the opening of the trial, but
¥ dismissed to make way for more important witnesses, he was still
in court and was standing in front of the reporter’s desk when Mr.
Austin was formally discharged. Arthur passed quite close to
him as he crossed the court to speak to Jessie, and Mr. Brydon’s
lips twitched convulslvely, and his right hand stole quietly into
the ‘breast pocket of his coat: He controlled himself, however,
and while. Jessie wag st111 in Arthur's arms he advanced towards
the pair and said ; :
- .# 8o glad, dear boy, to see you a,cqmtted allow me to congratu-
l_ate you on your triumph—but it will not be for long,” he con-
tinued savagely, suddenly changing his tone gad manner, “ not for
long, Arthur Austin; you have won ‘against me all the time, but
Tll trump your last trick of my name is not Robert Brydon!”
Quick asthought he withdrew his right hand from his coat pocket,
& bright shmmg barrel gleamed for one moment in the air, then
came a sharp ringing report, a loud scream of agony, and Arthur
Austin fell on the floor of the Court a dead man. There was
searcely a quiver of the flesh; hardly 3 movement of the muscles,
the bullet went straight to the heart and death was instantaneous,
Ere the horrified spectators could attempt to seize him Mr. Brydon
had placed the barrel of the pistol in his own month and pulled
the mgger.

£ % % * & . %
My story is almost done. The report of Mr. Brydon’s plstol
Qvoked an expression of terror from almost all the astonished
pectators, but above all rose one scream, one outburst of heart y
agony, as Jessie threw herself on the lifeless form of her murderedA =
husband. For a moment all was wild terror and confusion; but’
"the Judge quickly recovered his equanimity and restored order
and quiet by his prompt and self-possessed action. It wasatouce
discovered that Arthur was dead, there was no question about
- that; and it was feared that Jessie’s spirit had followed that of
the one she loved fo the shadow land, Medwal hslp was gpeedily

bl
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obtained, and Jessie, in a state of unconsciousness, was removed
to her home closely attended by .Miss Frank, whose medical
knowledge had proved of some account, as her quick and effective
‘treatment of Jessie showed. No one seemed.to consider Mr.
Brydon, and he lay on the floor. a mangled mass of humanity,
until a carriage was.obtained to take Jessie home; then Miss
Frank turped to His Honor the Judge, as she was leavmg the
Court, and said:

“That wretch Brydon is not dead '.['ake good care of him and
get him well, for 1 mean to see him hanged.
~ Miss Frank was right. Mr. Bryton was not dead; the bullet

he had meant to penetrate his brain had been misdirected, and had

passed through the back of his neck, inflicting & dangerous, but
not of necessity mortal, wound. - He had ample attendance, and
was conveyed as soon as practicable to: the General Hospital,
where he was well cared for. But Mr. Brydon had no desire to be
hung—he knew that was inevitable,—and as soon as he recovered
strength sufficiently to lift his waistcoat from the chair by his side,
on which it had been laid, he took a little rough-looking paper
ball out of the fob pocket and deliberately chewed it up and
swallowed it. It was a preparation which Mr. Brydon had care- -
. fully made up many months ago, and its efficacy was fully proved
now, for the nurse who attended him reported about two hours
after that he was dead.
"~ The ‘Coroner, of course, held an inquest, and the medical testi-
mony showed that Mr. Brydon had died from poison; the
intelligent jury, after much deliberation brought in a verdict of
suicide, and Mr. Brydon’s career was closed.-

Jessie was taken home insensible and lingered for a couple of
days, and then she quietly and peacefully passed away to join the
one she loved. The long strain on her nervous system, conse-
guent on Arthur’s arrest, and the sudden shock of his death,
brought on premature child-birth, and she was too weak to
survive its pangs. She remained unconscious, and knew not of
the advent of a little girl, who only opened her eyes on this world

to close them again for ever; and in three days after Arthur’s °
murder his body and his wife’s and child’s were la1d side by slde in
- the cold earth.

" There is little more left to tell. Of course Frank married Mr
~ Benson, and they are living happily together. ‘There are several

~ little Franks, and their maternal parent takes' good care ot‘ them
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88 far a8 medical matters are concerned,/and her first son, whom
she called Arthur, after her brother-in-law, bids fair to become a

 travelling drug store; but he bears up bravely under it, and will
no doubt become some -day a fine man. Miss Frank and her . -
husband are happy, and live trangailly and pleasantly together,
but there will sometimes come over them a feeling of sadness, and
& spirit of gloom when théy think of the two who were so
suddenly snatched away from them, and how much brighter and
happier they might have been if Arthur had possessed sufficient
moral courage to grapple with his trouble like a man, and not give
himself over to the demon of drink as he did, from which moment
his course was downwards to destraction. . :
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A TERRIBLE CHRISTMAS

A STORY IN TWO PA:BTS BY TWO PERSONS,

PART THE FIRST.

THE MADMAN’S STORY.

WHEN was it? Was it last Christmas, or next Chnstmas, or
was it ages and ages ago?

I can’t remember. I can’t remember anythmg since that night.
I can’t even be sure, sometlmes, that I really remember all that
took place then, or that all I remember ever did take place.

Let me see, where was it ? Was it in Montreal?

I can’t remember. Sometimes I think it was, and sometimes

- I think it was far, far away in some country I have forgotten now.

I know it was in a large city. I remember the great tall houses,

and the wide streets, and the constant buzz buzz of trade, and

the whirl and swirl of fast and fashlonable life. I remember the

gay equipages, the prancing steeds, the handsome women, the

 foolish, foppish men—Ah ! one of the women was so beautiful ; and
one of the men was so foolish.

I remember the churches too ; with great tall spu-es stretching .
up, up until they were lost in the clouds. [ remember climbing one
of the spires until I had reached the clouds and rolled over and
over in them, and danced in them, and swang to and ﬁ-o in their
fleecy folds as in a hammock.

Oh, it was fine fun! To be tossed up and down ; to be danced

“back and forth; to hang on the gossamer thread of a thought, far
above strugglmg humanity, and laugh at man's puny efforts to
peer into illimitable space, and lay down the path for the planets to
follog in their orbits, while the faintest trace of a cldud could mar
his vision and set all his calculations at variance. And I could

" roll in the clouds, and laugh at men—aye, and women too; and

above all at that one. woman who was 80 beautlfnl, and that one
man who wus 8o foohsh
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Fool | The clouds got into my brain. I can feel them now, still
rolling over and over, still dancing back and forth ; now banking
up dark and lowering ; now breaking out bright and glorious sun.
capped mountains of golden vapor as the orb of day shoots his
slender rays over them, tinging and fringing them with gold.

~ Clouds, clouds, clouds. Always ‘clouds now. Sometimes damp
and heavy, and wet with the vast amount of aqueous matter sus.
pended in them ; sometimes hot and dry and parched, as the fiery
sun eats them up and leaves only a thin transparent film, which I
only can see, to tell where they have been. o .

Was it all a cloud ? Did it all happen up in that steeple? Did
it ever happen at all ? '

Ido not know. Sometimes I think it did; and then again it

- Beems as if it had got mixed up with something else and I cannot
remember, - -

A TERRIBLE CHRISTMAS,

- It commenced bj the sea. It was a gorgeously bright and clear

day. The ocean lay lazily stretching itself out, out, out until the
clouds came down and joined it and you could not; tell where the
ocean ended and the clouds began. The sun shone brilliantly,
changing the little ripples of the water into shining scales, until it
appeared as if the water had been converted into a million suits
of burnished scale armor, and the sunbeams were dancing dizzy,
whirling, maddening waltzes on it. The waves rolled slowly
upon the long white beach, chasing the gleaming pebbles, rolling
them over and over, in mere wantonness, and then leaving them

stranded, high and dry, and lazily drawing themselves back to

the depths of ocean. . Isn't that like life? Does not strength
always thus play with weakness; and, when its momentary
Pleasure. has grown satiated, draw away and leave weakness to
- regretits own folly in being so easily beguiled ?

- I cannot tell. The clouds have come again and I am rolling in -

them. Jolly clouds. There is fun ‘in you; but even you are
‘treacherous, and open suddenly and drop me from your dizzy
heights of airy thought to the dullness of earth. Away, I want ne
more clouds! Let me think. o s -

Ah! I remember again, I remember that the wind whispered
softly to the waves—I heard it, ‘although it thought no one was
listening ; and it kissed and caressed ‘them, aud they tossed them-
selves up in laughing little flakes and kissed back again, as the
Soft zephyr breathed gently over the face of the water. Here and
there brilliantly gleaming fishes darted through the calm aad
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shinifig water, and a boy on a neighboring jetty, armed with a
rod and line, threw his seductive bait to them in vain. They were
too happy in that gloriois sea to be seduced by thé false sham of
& wriggling worm only half concealing a c¢ruel hook. Are mén-
&8 ‘wise as fishes? Do they seize at the apparent worm without
régarding the concealed barb which will stick into them and
poison their lives? . I cannot reimember. The clouds have come
again. ,
- Yet she langhed-—she ! Ah, how the clouds have rolled away and
I can remember again. ' '

She was with me. Westood by the seashore together, on a high
rock, and gazed at the beauties of the sea, the sky, the earth; but
naught was so beautifulin sea, in sky, on earth, as she. 1In all the
wondrous beauty of her budding womanhood she stood by me
and we gazed into each other’s eyes; and while we drank in full
draughts of nature’s loveliness spread before us, our glances re-
flected back the deep, pure love which burned within us, and we
felt that our hearts were made to throb in unison, our lives to be
mingled together, even as the brodklet trickling out at our feet
‘mingled with the ocean and rejoiced in the union.

. Ifelt it, and thought that she felt it. I felt the warm passion-
ate love surge through my veins and pour itself out in a torrent of
words; Isaw her start back to throw herself into my arms and
seal our love with a kiss, and then—then—then—what then? I
can’t remember. The clouds have come again and I am swallowed
up in them. :
_ Was it then, or was. it afterwards that he came ? I cannot tell
-how. Was it that day by the seashore, or was it years afterwards
in another country, and in a different scene that I saw him throw
himself at her feet, and heard him utter words of love which she
listened to with longing ears? I cannot remember ; the clouds
tome into my brain and swallow all the recollection up.

But one thing I can remember. I can see that night plainly
before me now. I can recall all its great agony, all its grand
triumph. Ha!ha! if Was rare sport to hear his bones crackle in
the warm, leaping flame. It was joy to see him writhe and twist

" When he was seized in the arms of the fiery bride he little
affected. I was deliriots=stop=-stop; not delirious ; no, no ; blot
thiit out. I am sane, perfectly sane, you tan see that, can’t you?
I dm quite calm now. Listen, I will tell you how I revenged
iyself on hini for his perfidy in stedling ty love. How I paid
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" him back a life fora life. Oh, I am calm now. - He stole my love
and robbed me of my reason. I know, I know,you say I am ‘mad;
wait a mmnte wait until the clouds get out of my brain, I wﬂl
tell you how 1 took his life—aye, his life—lo pay for my reason.
But it could not pay for my love; no, no; ahundred lives like his
could not have paid for the one love be robbed me of—but I killed
him. ' Ah! ha! I killed him—killed him—killed him. - Burnt
him up, body and soul. I saw him burning. I lighted the fire,
I watched him as his cheek grew pale ; as his lip quivered; as his
- breath came short and liis strong hands clutched helplessly at the

cords with which I had bound him; I heard him shriek for help,
and I laughed—laughed long and loud—and then, and then, the
~ clouds came and I rolled in them, and shouted at man’s folly
and woman’s love, and when I awoke again they told me I was
mad. Mad!  Well, perhaps, Iam. I have loved; all who have
loved have been mad. .

A\ ]

PART SECOND.

~ THE sANs m’s' STORY. -

My earliest ambmon was to attain fame as alawyer. T burned
to achieve success at the bar ; to force truth and  justice under
the law ” into the minds of the most unsympathetic and phlegmatic
jury, and to rescue injured innocence from the attacks of wrong
and injustice and show it pure and spotless before the world., \
I know there is a popular prejudice against lawyers; that the
word is often misconstrued liars,” and that the main component
- part of a lawyer’s soul (if he has one, which some people will not
admit) is generally believed to be costs ; ” but I think that there’
are rather more law. students who enter on the ¢ praotme of the-
law” with honest intentions than can be found in any other
profession. How long these “honest- intentions ” last I am not
prepared to say ; but, in the majority of cases, I reaﬂybeheve that
they last as long as life does. : '
I was brimfal of *honest intentions” when 1 recexved my
~ degree of B.C.L. from McGill College, Montreal, some- ten years
ago, and determined to enjoy a vacation, extendmg over the whole
summer, before I settled down to the  practice of the Iaw Yet
before that summer was over L ‘had 6roken what was more than
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an 1mp11ed promise, and had greatly failed in my ‘“honest inten-
tions.”

My story, up to this period, may be briefly told as follows: I am
the orphan son of a farmer in a small township (which I do not
care to particularize) near the border of the United States. Both
my parents died while I was quite young, too young indeed to
know anything of their love or care. I was left to the guardian-
ship of a bachelor uncle, who lived *across the line.,” and who
carefully nursed for me, during my minority, my small éstate.
Uncle Bill was and is—for I am glad to say he is still alive—as
genial, whole-souled and. kindly a man as I have ever met. He is
a strict observer of the obligations of honor, and has never been
known tv break his word.

My boyish days with Uncle Bill passed very pleasantly, and,
having never known the love of either father or mother, both
seemed to be made up to me in him. So time slipped away until
I was fifteen years of age when, having graduated at our village
school, Uncle Bill decided that I should pass the next three years
in the high school, Montreal, and then study for a degree in law at
McGill. My firstterm at the high school passed aboutas pleasantly
as such terms pass. I was not “the light of the school,” neither
was I the dullard, and [ returned to Briardell, my uncle’s home-
stead, not much better or worse than I had left it. But Briardell
had undergone a great change since I had left it, my aunt Bella
(Mrs. Isabella Stewart, widow of George Washington Stewart,
who had lately gone to some other world, whether better or worse

@ino one knew) had taken'up her residence for the summer with
Uncle Bill, and brought with her her only daughter Ettie, a pink
skinned, blonde-haired little fairy of twelve.

George Washington Stewart, whose status in “the unknown
world ” ‘was rather apocryphal, had had a pretty well-defined
position in this world; he had for many years enjoyed a position
of trust and emolument under the benign sway of Unecle Sam’s
Treasury Department, and on his decease left some three hundred
and odd thousand evidences, in the shape of dollars, that he had
looked after his own interests well, if not after those of his country.
Mrs. Stewart was, therefore, a “rich widow,” and Ettie was, pro-
bpectively “a great heiress;” but I do not think either ‘she or I
was aware of the fact when we first met at Briardell, and grew
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- I'like cousins, that is, I like' cousins in the abstract, but [ like
one cousin in particular. Ettie and I soon became friends, then
- “ great friends;” and, as the summer vacation drew to a close, we
- advanced to the stage of boy and girl love so common to youths

of fifteen and' maidens of twelve; and there I think we should

have halted had it not been for Uncle Bill. )

That worthy gentleman, Heaven bless him! had viewed the
growing intimacy of his rich niece and his poor nephew with dis-
favor, and thought it incumbent on him, as our mutaal guardian,
‘to admonish me, as the sterner animal, on the subject ; therefore,

" he called me into his private room the evening before my return
to_school—Mrs. Stewart and Ettie were to remain a few days
longer—and addressed me somewhat as follows : :

¢ Look-a-here, The-o-fullus,” (my mother’s father was named

‘Theophilus and I was given his name) « yer must git eny fullish J

noshins abut Tetter out uv yer hed.” :
Ettie’s proper name was Henriette; she preferred to be known
“only by the four last letters, and so did her mother and I; bat
Uncle Bill, and others, insisted upon it that Tetter was the proper
abbreviation for Henriette, and so called her ; just as many people
 persistedin calling me  Foley” as an abbreviation of Theophilus,
and my uncle always addressed me as The-o-fallus. Uncle Bill
paused a few seconds and then continued :
“Yeou an’ Tetter hes been prutty entimet this summer, but yer
aing nothin but gat an’ boy, an’ yer aint to git no foolish noshins

in yer heds; so I warn yer Tetter es a great lady with hundreds]

uv thousands uv dollars comin’ to her, an’ yer aint got a red cent
y g

~over seventy-five akors of ground thet aint worth the cost uv asf§

much-salt es wud enduce hef a dozen sheep to graze on it. So,
Foley, don’t yer get no foolish noshins in yer hed ; yer got to gitl
. yer livin’ an’ mak’ yer way in the world ; an’, meybee, yer may
. be Presidint ef the States effore yer die—purvided yer live long
enuf; but Tetter hes a diferunt kereer befur her an’ yer two aint
ment to hitch hosses. So jest yer look sharp an’ mind what I tell
yer.” After which speech he walked off, quite satisfied” with his
explanation, and I went to bed thinking, for the first time, that I
was in love with Ettie. '
Next morning I was to return to school in Montreal, and beforg
Ileft my uncle spoke to me again. o
¢ The-o-fullus,” said he, “ hev yer thought uv what I said to yeq
last nite 2 ” :
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“Yes, uncle, I have,” said.I; “and I promise you that I will
follow your advice with regard to Ettie, as far as possible; and I
will never marry for money, but work honestly for my own liv-
ing.”

“ Thet's rite,” said he, “stick to thet ?

, * * * % * * * .

Six years had slipped away since that day when I graduated at
McGill, and determined on a six months’ trip through the States
and West India islands before settling down in Montreal. My
uncle had husbanded my seventy-five acres, which he said were
not “ worth the cost of as much salt as would induce half a dozen
sheep to graze on it " so well that, not only had my college expenses
been paid, but I had a sufficient surplus to warrant my proposed
trip before commencing work. During these six years I had not
" 'met Ettie again, although I had often heard of her, and we had
occasionally corresponded. Lately her letters had ceased, and for
two years past I had not heard from her, and did not even know
what part of the States she was living in. So runs my story up
to the 15th of June, 1866, when I left Montreal for my six months
trip. -

Tt is unnecessary to dwell on the incidents of my visits to the
various large cities of the Union, suffice it to say that I,gmdually
made my way South until I reached New Orleans, from whence I
crossed to Havana, and there took the steamer for St Thomas and
the Windward West India islands. : Yo

It was a charming afternoon in September when the steamer
| dropped anchor in Carlisle Bay, Barbadoes, and I was pulled ashore
_ by four stalwart blacks, who captured me and my baggage, and

placed both in a rather dirty boat, before I quite understood what
‘was being done to me. Bmdgetown, the capital of the island, is a
veritable bee-hive of industry, and presents a pretty, animated
picture from the bay; but it possesses little or no architectural
beauties, and about the only imposing-looking building in the
‘place is the fine old cathedral of St. Michael with its great massive
‘square tower, in which is a good chime of bells and a rather un-
certain clock as far as correct time is concerned. The strong
point about the island is the garrison, where about a thousand or
more English troops and a regiment of blacks are usually stationed.
The barracks are very large, well-built and substantial, situated
~on a bluff at the head of the bay, and are considered the finest and
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most healthy quarters for troops in the West Indies. - The parade
. ground is large, very.level, and Well shaded, and it is usual for the

troops to be ¢ put under canvas’
months of August and September, the “ hot season” out there
This was the case when I arrived ; and, as it chanced to be Thurs-

o .. to the parade ground——about a mile from the town— to hear the
' " band practice, which it did every Thursday afternoon. Thisis the
- fashionable assemblage of the island; there all the notables con-

. chat or flirtation with the officers of the garrison, for the Barba-
does girls, like girls the world over, are fond of the red coats of the

a favorite bathing place, and * the rocks” at Hastings are a great
- resort for-those who love to inhale the salt sea breeze, or to enjoy
- asentimental stroll along the sands. I had been furnished with
letters of introduction by some friends in New York,-and one of
my newly formed acquamtances, a young man named Henry
Bergen, a clerk in a large commission house, accompanied me to
‘the parade ground, and proposed that we should extend our
~ drive to Hastings rocks, which of course I did. I had noticed that
Bergen frequently looked anxiously around while we were on the
parade ground, as if searching for some one he could not find; but
-on reaching the rocks his face lighted up with pleasure as he
‘noticed a handsome landau, drawn by a fine pair of piebald horses
come .towards us down the Worthing road and stop at the rocks.
Four ladies were seated in the carriage, two of middle age, two Just
W blooming into womanhood.
I have never seen any one who so thoroughly filled my idea of
perfect beauty as one of the young ladies who sat on the® front
" seat of the carriage. I shall not attemps to describe her for two
~ reasons; first, I could not do thorough justiée to her, and, secondly,
"+ men’s ideas of beauty differ so much that, possibly, what I con-

looking ; suffice it to say that the face so attracted me “that [
_ involuntarily asked my companion who she was.

" «Miss Stewart,” he answered with a blush which showed me

there was no doubt what his opinion on the subject of her beauty

mother, is paying a visit to the Jones’ while they get some law
busmess settled Isn’ t she pretty 2" . ,

w

' for a few weels during ' the -

day, I soon found out that the “ correct thing " to do was to go up -

gregate, and there the girls dehght to go and have halfan-hour’s § N

" British Army. Beyond the garrison is the little village of Hastings, -

sider exquisitely lovely, you may think ordinary or even- plain

was, ' “She s a young lady from the States who, with her J
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I looked at the elder ladies and instantly recognized my aunt,

- who had changed very little in the six years which had elapsed

- since I had last seen her, but Ettie had “ grown out of all know-
ledge,” as the saying is, and I should never have recognized her
again as the golden-haired little beauty with whom I had been
go desperately in love six years before at Briardell.

- Bergen, who was acquainted with all the ladies, proposed that

- we should alight and speak to them, which we did, he kindly intro-

- ducing me, as I did not tell him I was a relative of the Stewarts.

" My aunt did not recognize me, and the name, « Mr. Langdon, a
gentleman from Amerlca,” did not seem to help her recolle(,txon at
all; but Ettie knew me almost mstantly, and holding out both

- hands in her old, impulsive way cried out,

~ “Why, it's Tbe' ” Somehow no one ever ‘gives me my whole

.name, I always get it in fragments; sometimes a piece of the
beginning, sometimes a part of the end, ushally a nickname.

~ “You dear old stupid,” she continued, getting out of the carriage
and slipping he# arm through mine in the old familiar manner,
“ who would ever have thought of seeing you in this out-of:the-’
way place; and what a fright you look with those great whiskers
~and beard. You'll just shave all the hair off your face to-morrow,

" except your moustache, or I'll never speak to you again.’ .

We walked away from the carriage, and in a few morments were
back on the friendly footing of childhood, laughing and talking

“over old memories and teUmg each other something of our lives .
~ during the past six years. Bergen remained by the carriage
moodily, and I noticed his eyes flash as Ettie and I walked away;
I paid no attention to it at the time, but I remembered it after-
wards.

Ettie told me how it was I had met her mother and herself in
Barbadoes. It appears that amongst the other property George
Washington Stewart had left, was.a claim to a portion of a sugar

- plantation in Barbadoes; and as the agent in charge had not been
‘working it satlsfactorlly of late years, Mrs. Stewart had deter- |
mined 1o visit her possession and endeavor to sell the estate.

This had taken longer than was expected, as Stewart’s partner in .

‘the pla.ntatlon had lately died and the property could not be sold ~.
“until his son came of age, which would be about Christmas, and
Mrs. Stewart had determined to wait until the sale was completed,

a purchaser having been found. The heir whose majority they
- Were awaiting was Mr Henry Bergen, a very devoted admirer of
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@

Ettie’s, who seemed to think it would be a far better arrangement
than selling the estate if a new partner was admitted in the per-
son of Miss Ettie. . What the young lady thought on the subject it
“was difficult to say; when 1 laughingly tried to Joke her abont
Bergen’s very evident admiration, her cheeks ﬂushed and her eyes
glanced half angrily at me as she said,
« Don’t talk nonsense, The; Mr. Bergin and I are very good

" friends, that is all. You men are all so stupid; if a girl says a

civil word to you, you 1mmed1ately think she is in love with you.
‘What has Mr. Bergen been saying to you?”

« Nothing. . I have seen very little of him the past few days”
—this conversation took place a few weeks after my arrival—
< and then he has scarcely spoken to me. He seems out of sorts.”

«The,” she said very earnestly, “promise me you will not
make an enemy of Harry Bergen You don’t know what he may
do to you.” '

«T have no desire to make him an enemy,” I replied lightly ;
« and I have no fear of anything he can do to me.” ,

¢« But promlse me,” she insisted. “Ido not want that man to be
your enemy."

« ] will promise anything to please you,” 1 said, trying to be
impressive ; but, although she blushed slightly, she pretended not -
to notice the intonation of my voice, and continued,

“Try to avoid him, The. I know he does not like you, and you
must remember that there is insanity in the family.”

«Is there?” I answered carelessly; “I was not aware of the
fact. Now you mention it, I remember havmg noticed several
times that he has a strange, wild expression at times. So he is
mad ?”

«No. I did not say that; but his father dled in the lunatic
asylum- here, and he has been “queer” two or:three times as a
boy; but the doctors think he will get over it as he grows older,
if he lives a quiet, steady life.”

““ Gets married and settles down, eh ?” I said, trying to catch
her eye; but she Tose hastily, glanced out of the wmdow and
said, . :

-1 must go and dress for dinner now. Shall I see you at. the

- rocks this evening ?”

I replied in the affirmative and left the house. In the avenue I

met Bergen, and I spoke to him. He glared savagely at me and
' passed on towards the house without returmng my salutation,
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« Mad as a March hare,” I soliloquized, as I went back to my
hotel to dinner. o

When I landed in Barbadoes I had intended to remain there
“only a day or two, and as soon as I had visited “ Hackleton's
Cliff,” “the Animal Flower Cave!’ and % The Boiling Spring,”
(the three “sights ” of the island) to have taken the first trading
vessel for St. Vincent and continue my tour through the beauti-
ful islands of the Caribbean sea; but that chance meeting with
Ettie changed my purpose, and indeed changed my whole life,
and I lingered on from day to day, from week to week, falling
more and more in love every time Isaw my cousin. My “ honest
intention” on being admitted to “the practice of the law ” was
to earn a competency before.I thought of marriage, and that I
would never so demean myself as to owe fortune to my wife, but
that resolve was gone, and I found myself hanging on every word
Ettie uttered, and constantly trying to decide whether she really
returned my love or whether she had only that cousinly feeling
for me which sometimes comes so. near to being love and yet is
not. ‘While at dinner I resolved, for the hundredth time, to
“know my fate” that evening, and with that resolve went to
keep my appointment with Ettie at the rocks.

It was “band” evening and the rocks were crowded. I saw
R the Jones’ carriage with Mrs. Stewart in it, but Ettie was not
there; she had doubtless alighted for a stroll along the beach as
usual, and, after saluting my aunt, I turned to seek her. As I
turned I $aw her. She was standing on the highest point of the
rock, leaning against a wall which bounded a private residence,
and by her side was  Henry Bergen. He was speaking rapidly
and gesticulating violently, and she appeared terrified, and anxious
to break from him. Suddenly he threw himself on his knees and
his words poured forth in an almost unbroken torrent as he
‘declared his love and pleaded his suit with her. By this time I
was quite close, and as Ettie turned to leave him she saw me and
sprang towards me. Bergen jumped to his feet and fuced me.
Never can 1 forget that wild, despairing look, nor the gleam-of
madness starting from his strained and glaring eyes.

‘«Ah,” he shouted rather than spoke, *itis you. She leaves
me to go to-you; but it shall not be. Youshall not have her, she
is ‘mine, mine, mine! We are going to be married beneath the
sea,” and with a wild laugh he sprung on Ettie, seized her in his
arms and leaped off the rocks into the water below, -
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The movement was so quick that although I was within a yard
of him I could not arrest him before he took the desperate leap,
and Ettie's terrified scream of horror rang out on the calm air,
startling the idle loungers into a knowled«re of the tragedy
. attempted to be enacted before them.

Ip an instant I had plunged after them and seized the maniac.
The rocks at this point are over twenty feet high, and the wavey
break under them into a cavern formed by the constant surging
of the waters; fortunately, however, the' tide was out and the
water was not over two feet deep. Bergen turned as I touched
him, and loosing his hold of Ettie allowed her to drop into the .
~ water while he turned on me. I am naturally powerful, and my
athletic training at McGill had greatly developed my muscles;
but I was no match for the raving lunatic who rushed on me like
a demon and strove to throw me into the water. I struck him a
heavy blow in the face, but he did not heed it, and in another
second he had closed with me, and what I knew was a struggle
for my life had commenced. Strong as I am I felt like a child in
his grasp, and in less time than it takes to write it he had forced
my feet from under me and we both fell into the water, he above
me holding me down and endeavoring to keep my head under
water.  The struggle was brief but fierce, and I felt my strength
failing me, when help arrived, in the shape of some gentlemen who
had run down the rock to the beach and hastened to my assist-
ance. Even with this assistance it was A difficult task to secure
the madman and take him to the shore, which Ettie had already
reached, and where I was speedily assisted, for I wus too much
exhausted to stand alone.

That night I told Ettie of my love and learned that I was loved }
in return.. Mrs. Stewart, with whom I was a great favorite, will-
ingly gave her consent. Indeed I think she wassecretly very much
obliged to me, for she was greatly afraid of Ettie’s falling in love |
with one of the “red coats” and being separated from her.

My aunt’s censent to my union with Ettie was, however,
conditional. © She approved of the marriage, but required that I
should return at once to Montreal, commence practice, and the
wedding should take place a year from the next Christmas. Of
course I consented—I would have consented to any terms—and
left Barbadoes about the middle of November, Mrs. Stewart pro-
mising to be in Canada early in the ensuing year. " Harry Bergen
was then in the lunatic asylum, apparently a confirmed lunatic.
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I returned to Montreal, and at once secured an office on that por-
tion of St. James street then known as ¢ Little " St. James street,.
and entered on ‘“the practice of the law.” Everything went well
with me. I got alarge amount of business, for a young lawyer,
and, before my first year had expired, I had gained some celebrity
by winning two or three rather difficult cases. My aunt came on in
the spring and, partly to please Ettie, bought a house in Montreal
and decided to settle there.

So matters stood with me on the day before Christmas, and an’
eventful day it seemed to me, and so it proved to be, although not
in the way I had expected, for I was to be married on Chrxstmas
“day.

I spent Christmas Eve at my aunt’s house and d1d not leave
until nearly eleven o’clock, when I went to my room over my
office in Little St James street, which I was to occupy for the last
time that night. .

My office was one of five on the second flat of an old-fashioned
brick building; and the third flat was divided into four rooms, with
a bath room and a large roomy vault for storing books, papers, etc.
The place was very convenient and suitable for bachelors, and the
four rooms were occupied by young men, like myself, who were
Jjust starting in the world and had not yet made a name,or a -
home.. T o

The vault-was one of the ¢ institutions” to use an Americanism
. —of the house. Why it had ever been built on the third flat

nobody knew, yet there it was ; what use it could be put to no one
- could tell, until one day I mv1ted a reporter to visit me; and, in
showing him the conveniences of the place, he noticed the vault
and said, “ What a splendid place that is for you fellows to keep
your beer. It is cool, all lined with iron, with an iron door—and
has a gas jetin it, so that you can always get a light. By jove, itis
a handy place for beer!” and he looked about wistfully as if he
wondered that no one had ever before thought of what a useful
purpose the vault could be put to, and, therefore, stocked it with
“Bass” or “ Dawes,” or some other brand congenial to his palate.,
" That hint of the reporter's “took; ” and from that time the vault
- was used as a receptacle for beer, the door being left unlocked so
that the four of us living on'the flat could have free access at any
time.
‘When I reached my room that Christmas Eve after parting
from Ettie, I found all the rooms on the “living ” ﬂat——as we used
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ltOJ call ib;unocéupied. My fellow-lodgers had, evidently, not.

| finished\their Christmas Eve yet. .
- Ilighted the gas, lit a pipe; and, having donned my slippers and
dressing-gown, sat before the fire and took a look into the future.
I thought of what a great change to-morrow would make in my
life; how different it would be to have some one waiting for me
at the door when I came home, not the scarred, blistered, and
“unpainted for twenty years” door which now admitted 'me to
my “ home” (?); but to a real home, with a real wife and real
additions in the prospective future. ‘ h
It was a jolly train of thought, and I do not know which gave
out first, the pipe or the “ additions in the prospective future ;
but the last thing I can remember distinctly was that my eldest
son was appointed Governor General of Canada, and that, follow-
ing the example of Mr. U. 8. Grant, President of the United

States, he had appointed me postmaster for Montreal. I was just

completing & scheme for building a new post office when I lost
consciousness ; and how long I slept I do not know. '

My awakening was a rude one. ’

The first sensation I experienced, that I cam Pemember, was one
of suffocation. I struggled, and wrestled, like one in a nightmare ;
and finally, by a great effort, awoke. o

Awoke to what? To find myself gagged and bound hand and
foot to the chair I had been sitting in when I dropped to sleep;
and standing between me and the fire was a form which at first I
took to be only a remnant of my nightmare, but which I soon
found .to be a stern reality. . '

It was the form of Henry Bergen. .

- He was watching me with a fixed, steady gaze, as if noting
‘every breath I drew; and as I opened my eyes and became

conscious he changed his position, and seemed relieved to find'that,

I was awake.

“ You are surprised to see me,” he said quite calmly, although °

the light of madness smouldered in his eyes. “ You did not expect
mé ?, Ha! hal never mind. You might have invited an old friend
to your wedding, but you didn’t and I have invited myself. It will

be & jolly wedding; oh, such fan! A bride waiting for a bride--

groom who will never come—never, never come. I have escaped
from the prison you threw me into; I have crossed the seas; I
have followed you like a sleuth hound until I have tracked you
down. Ob, itis rare fun. You thought to have her; you thought
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you could outwit me—no, no; I am too clever for you, and to-
morrow, while your bones are lying charred and blackened
amongst the ruins of this house, I will console your bride for you
—your bride ? She shall be my bride. As for youI have prepared

“a bride for you, death ; come and see how pleasant I will make it
for you.”

He lifted the chair in which I was bound and carried me with

~ ease out of the room into the vault and deposited the chair in the
centre of it. The gas waslighted, and I noticed that a bottle with
a candle stuck in its mouth had been placed in one corner. There
was nothing else in the vault except a few bottles of beer:

Bergen looked at me for a few moments and laughed ; then
he lit the candle which was in the bottle and placed it near my
feet ; he then crossed to the gas burner and turned the light out,
still Xeeping his hand on it, however He then laughed again

* and said :

“I've turned the gas off, but I am going to turn it on again,
only this time I shall not light it.” = He turned on the gas and then
continued; I shall lock the vault door and leave you with the
escaping gas. and the burning light ; when the vault is filled with
gas there will be an, explosion and you will be blown to atoms.
Ha! ha! it's funny, isn’t it! It needed a madman to think out
such a fine revenge. You stole my love. I'll steal your life.
Good night.”

- He stepped out of the vault, and I heard the door closed and
locked.

My situation was truly termble, and there seemod to be no pos.
sible escape from a horrible death. I was most secirely bound to
the chair, my hands being strapped behind its back and my feet
firmly fastened to the lower rung in front, while two stout cords
around my body held me securely to the back of the chair. - I was
gagged ; but so gagged that I could breathe, although I could not ery
out. To release myself was impossible, and there appeared to be
no means of attracting attention to my condition, even had there
been any one on the flat, which I knew there was not, as the three
friends who occupied rooms there had gone into the country to
spend Christmas, and would not be back for two days. The janitor
lived in the basement, and there was uno one else in the building.

I fully realized my position, and knew: that my death was
almost. inevitable ; but I did not quite despair. The gas burner,
which was now open and fast filling the vault with noxious vapor,
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* was very near the floor ; and, if I could get to it, I might be able
to reach up to it and turn it off with my teeth. Although I was
only five or six feet from the side of the vault where the gas
burner was, it took me a long time to jerk and twist my chair over
to it, and the vault was now so filled with gas, that every moment
I expected the fatal explosion to take place. 'ANQt I reached
the burner and by a great effort stretched my neck up so that one
end of the wooden gag which was in my mouth rested against the -
screw and in a few seconds more I had pushed it round and shut
off the stream of poisonous vapor. -

T was saved for the present; but was so exhausted and over-
powered by the gas that I fell to the ground insensible, bringing
the chair down with me. .

When I recovered consciousness I found that almost all the gas
had escaped outof the vault, and the air was comparatively pure,
but intensely cold, and my limbs were so benumbed I could not
move. . Some hours must have elapsed, as the candle had burned
almost out, and I supposed it must be nearly morning ; but would
morning bring relief ? I scarcely hoped so. I should not be
missed until near mid-day; and when I was missed, who would
think of searching for me in the old vault? It was with a bitter
pang that I resigned myself to the idea that I was doomed to pass
many hours, perhaps days, in that gloomy vault unable to make
myself heard. I was to have been married at eleven o ‘clock ; but
all chance of that was over now, for even should I be’ released in
time, I was in too weak and exhausted a condition to do more
than be put to bed. ’

Wearily the minutes dragged themselves away, and the candle.
went out, leaving me in darkness. Then a new fear came to me:
suppose Bergen should return to see if his work was completed ?
There would be no hope for me then. The idea grew, and grew
until my brain reeled and I again became unconscious. '

When I awoke to reason again I found myself in bed in my own
room with'a doctor and some friends attending me.

I owed my dehverance to my reporting friend’s weakness for
- ‘beer. He had awoke very thlrsty about ten o’clock on Christmas
morning, and having no beer in his boarding house, had come to
my rooms where he knew there was a supply, and so found me.
There was no wedding that day, and it-was several weeks before
my system recovered from the severe shock it had received ; then
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Ettie and I were married and spent our honeymoon where we had
learned to love each other, in Barbadoes. ’

How Bergen found me out I do not know. He had been dis. '
charged from the asylum in Barbadoes some months after I left
the 1sland and started on a pleasure trip to Europe; very little
more was heard of him until he appeared in my room on that
memorable Christmas Eve. He must-have been in Montreal some
days watching me; but I never discovered where he had been
staying. After locking me in the vault he went to the St. Law-
rence Hall and spoke and acted so strangely that a policeman was
called who took him to the station house ¢ for safe keeping,” and -
he was shortly after sent down to Beauport, where he now is a
conﬁrmed lunatic.
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ESTABLISEED 1864,

W. GRANT & CO.

1 GENTS’ FIRST- GI.ASS FURNISHINE G0ODS. |

We buy from the best London houses, and make Fine Goods
' a specialty,

a @emam; Cuils, &e.

We have in connection with our establishment and under the
same roof, our work-room, superintended by one of the best
SHIRT CUTTERS in the Dominion, and the advantage we have
over other stores (in which our customers participate) of having
the measures taken and the shirts cut by a practical man must be
apparent. The workmanship being under our direct supervision,
we can guarantee our Patrons a first-class article.

Misfité are foreign to our establishment, and we do
NOT sell first-class Shirts for $1.50 each.

Sa.mples of SHIRTINGS, &o., sent on .Applicatiqn.

249 ST JAMES STREET

Opposite Ottawa notel, .

'MONTREAL.




HAVE OPENED

A Branch of their Establishment

AT

| 16 RADECONDE STREET,

In addition to & full assortment of Canned Meats, Fruits and
Vegetables, they will keep constantly on hand a full stock of

SATSAGES

Of all descriptions. Also,

~ Fresh Beef Mutton and Pork

Hams, Bacon, Lard Poultry,
Fruzts, Vegetabl'es,v &e., &c. |

F‘R’lcss j..,ow,‘ "AND QUALITY Foon.

The Trade can obta.m their supplies at this
Depot on the most favorable terms.

Inspectmn Inv1ted




@g‘eu gc;ihent @nsﬁmuce @mﬁpuim of @mmha.

Authorised Capital = - $250,000.

FULL DEPOSIT MADE WITH GOVERNMENT.

DIRECTORS:
President—SIr° ALEXANDER T. Gart, K.C.M.G.
Vice-President—JouN RANKIN, Hsq.

Tromas Cramp, Esq. Epw. Macray, Esq.

D. L. MacDougaLL, Esq. R. J. REEKIE, EsqQ.

JoaN Mowson, Esq. Jas. Rosg, Esq.

Anp. RoBERTSON, Esq. | W Moorg, Esq., Quebec.

Manager and Secretary—EpwarRD Rawwrings.

HEAD OFFICE:
Corner St. Francois Xavier and Notre Dame Streets,
MONTREAL.

PRIVATE SURETYSHIPS ABOLISHED.,
CANADA

G(uéu‘%mtee Compm\y.

DIRECTORS:

President—SIR ALEXANDER T. GALT, K.C.M.G., Montreal.

Vice- President—JOHBN RANKIN, Esq., Montreal,
THOS. CRAMP, Esq., Montreal. JOHN L. BLAIKIE, Esq Torouto
D. LORN MACDOUGALL, EsQ.; “ WM. GOODERHAM, Esq.,
- EDWARD MACKAY, Esq., A. R. MACMASTER, EsqQ. .
JOHN MOLSON, Esq., DONALD MoINNES, hsq Hamilton,
R.J. REEKIE, Esq., .| JAMES G. ROSS, EsQ., Quebec

JAMES ROSE, Esq.,
EDWARD RAWLINGS.

The business of this Company is solely that of granting BONDS
OF SURETYSHIP for the faithful discharge of the duties of Em-
ployés in all positions of trust. In this it takes the place of
private suretyships, and obviates the necessity which formerly
existed, for these dangerous responsibilities being assumed or con-
tinued in the future by Individuals.

Fuli particulars, Prospectuses and Forms of Proposal Wﬂl be
afforded on application to the Manager at the HEAD OFFICE,

MoONTREAL. ,

EDWARD RAWLINGS, Manager.
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