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THE :MYSTERIOUS STRANGER.

—_———

# CHAPTER L
) “Sit in rewiexﬁie, and watch 7
The changing eolour of the waves that break

Upon the idle seashore of the mind.” \

bank. Vincent Raymond ,was

feeling very discontented as he
sat in an easy chair in fr {117 of the fire,
reflecting upon the arguments for and

against remaining in the service of the

set apart when the officers of this institution
new how the “rises” were to affect them.

For weeks past each officer had induiged
: ) "B

4

T had been a h%yy day at the

London and Wyburn Bank. It'was the day ..
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2 The Mysterious Stranger.

in airing his theories upon the subject.
“ Juggins,” the ledger-keeper, intended tof@rof
get “full” if he did not get a ‘“rise,” inffi
Qi-ﬁer to drown his grief. Should he b
fortunate, however, he would go on th
“spree,” which meant much about the sam
thing. S .

The long looked-for day had come an
gone, and with it the hopes and fears of th
majority. -

It had been a bad financial year ; the
were to expect better fortune next year.

The “ Colonel” would throw up the busiganc
ness and go ostrich farming in Africa
Another would join the army; anothe
go to Canada, farming; another to Ne

Zealand or Australia, “squatting.” ce
It was later than usual when the staff leff] Re
the office to-day; for they had all beerffar
* picturing themselves bristling with bowief P¢



The Mysterious Stranger. 3

»ct. Jknives and revolvers, guarding their lives and

roperty in some far distant country. These
ind of dreams are always to a more or less
tent indulged in when the “rises” come
ut in an English bank. And man’y mut-
red determinations to resign may be heard
r about a week after the eventful, most
an

thelorld.

Although 1 am., Vincent Raymond d1d
hey§jot appear at all anxious to go to bed. He
d but just returned home; for in accor-
usifence with the traditions of the branch office
jcale was in, the staff, with the exception of
hefdhe young juniors, had been round the
JevlCri.,” either to smother dlsappomtment or
celebrate good fortune.

le
seerfpaped on more coals; poured out a glass

port ; drew the table close to where he

Raymond drew the couch up to the fire;

rentful, day in the year of the bankingv
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4 The Mysterious Stranger.

was sitting ; tuwrned the lamp low ; stretched
himself full length on the couch and sank
into a dreamy repose, watching the smoke
of his cigar as it curled lazily up until it
joined a cloud that hovered.in a soft, uncer-
tain, undulating manner about two yards
from the ceiling. Occasionally an indepen-
dent body of smoke, becoming restless and
tired of the supervision exercised over it_by
the rest, would break away ; float gracefully
downwards in the direction of the fire, as
'fhough about to caress it ; but, on discovering
how near danger it was, would, when within
about two feet of - the tempter, pause, as
though wondering what to do, and hastily
'decide to take flight up the chimney.
Raymond lay there, enjoying the recollec-

- tion of all the most pleasing episodes of his

young life. As each recollection succeeded
another, it mingled with the curls of smoke
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The Mysterious Stranger. 5

and formed pictures, which in their turn
would escape up the chimney to be replaced

by others. There were many and varied.

scenes in which he had played a part: now

two lovers walking slowly up a moonlit lane
in a warm summer’s evening ; then a clear
star-lit night, skating with friends over the
smoothest of ice, illuminated with many
coloured lights ; now with a marching column
or on the field in a sham fight with the
volunteers ; now waltzing with a partner,
pretty, - pensive, though jolly: and just the
same step, who promises to “sit out” a dance
by-and-by in the dimly lighted conservatory ;

now strolling along the cliffs by the sea in ‘

summer time, or skimming over the water
in a yacht, or perhaps diving off a pier or

boat into the glorious sea ; now lying under

the shade of a tree on a grassy slope, with~

a river flowing by ; now- at the "Albert Hall
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6 The Mysterious Stranger.

on the. night of a good concert, listening to
Patti, Sims Reeves, Edward Lloyd, Patey,
Foli, and other musical lights ; now reclining
in a boat, smoking a cigarette and talking to
a dear girl who-is steeringy the boat as they
float back with the tide from Richmond ; and

crowds of other recollections equally as

an

4(1»

pleasurable had taken possession of his in
tl;oughts;, In the midst of all these reflec- th
tions, he paused to listen .to the rich and |§ V¢
solemn sounds of Big Ben, whose message
was wafted to this northern suburb by the [ s2f
southerly breeze. It was now 3 am. |§ P?
Raymoild with. an effort braced himself[f ¢
together to dispel these idle thoughts. Time th'
waits for no man, and he must be at the i ©°%
office as usual by 9 am. He jumped up f§ ™
_ from the couch, turned the light up; and, |§ 4¢
- walking over to the desk, took out a letter, |§ S°
which he read and re-read. of
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“I 'ca.nnp.t leave,” he said in .a reproaching
tone. “ She has been and is a dear good girl.
I shall go to bed now, and think no ‘more
about my plans until the morrow.”

Raymond had determined to go abroad
and seek his fortune unless he got a good
“rise.” He had declared this, with others
in the office, and now that the conditions

that were to determine his going abroad

“were fulfilled, he felt very reluctant to go.

It is one of the most marvellous dispen-
sations of life, that of, when reviewing our
past, conjuring up all the pleasing recollec-
tions. These recollections follow each other
thick and fast,  while the unpleasant ones—

ones that at the time of their occurrence

made us feel that never was the fate of -

any mortal being so utterly wretched and

'so devoid of hope—require a great deal

of " digging and ‘drudgery before they are

.
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"’/Quarter 'nights when the balance comes

"quite happy again. All.is forgotten until
* the- fifteenth or last day of the month,

8 The Mysterious Stkanger. -

L Raymond as
he lay there looking into the past. All the
pictures as they presented themselves to

his view in those waves of smoke floating

unearthed. So it was wit

above him were pleasant ones.

that he was now living, would appfar to
his vision.

I had often heard him say, “A4 am no
better off than a slave; such a life is not

worth living.”
wrong, many bank clerks are apt to feel

dissatisfied with their lot about 12 p.m.

Two or three days , afterwards they are

when, if _invited to play tennis with a
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party of friends in the afternoon from 5 to
7 p.m., they imagine themselves again suff-
ering under the yoke of a tyrannous,

oppressive, grinding and crushing monopoly.
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i . CHAPTER 1L

p re
' ““All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth.” it

A + “Most sad, she sat, but oh! mést beautiful ; if te

4 / sorrow stole : :

q A charm awhile from Beauty, Beauty’s self ac

0 Might envy well the charm that sorrow lent es

i1k To every perfect feature.”

3 ' fo

3 XHREE months had passed by and itj§ la

30 '

3' was now April. The staff at thefl w

B bank had settled down to anotherl§ at

= : year of banking, and had attended thel§ ov
I3 . ” > 3

=i “Gilbart Lectures” at King’s College. s

i . i

. The next subject that would. engage thell li
’ attention of hundreds of the London bank-f W
clerks was the Easter volunteer review. se

Raymond was reclining in the easy chair.|f e:
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The Mysterious Stranger. 11

He was dressed in a rifle uniform, for he

had been to drill to-night. He was thinking

how, if out of England, he would miss
this Easter review.

I am a volunteer myself, and when I
recall the incidents of the Easter manceuvres
it makes my pulse quicken and my*blood
to course through my veins with renewed
activity. There is the mustering in the
early morning of Good Friday; then the
forming ‘of brigades and marching columns;
later on the glorious uncertainty of the
whereabouts of the enemy ; the bivouacking
at night; perhaps a brush with the enemy’s
outposts, whom we valiantly disperse before
scttling for the night; the church parade;
life in barracks, and then the field day.
What a glow of health.and vigour it all
seems to impart! Then the “march past,”

each battalion anxious to gain but one
L3

m?;g‘\’;' '*:»ﬂf;!mé;% *' %":‘l’-&ﬁhba‘;

R



EET I e e

12 The Mysterious Stranger.

word - of praise from the Commander-in-
Chief. |

And when the thought arises that we are
all training for the purpose of teaching an
insolent foe a lessc;n, should he unwisely be
telanpted to set foot upon our soil, our
hearts swell with pride for the traditions,
the might, the majesty and the beauty of
England. - “Dear, dear England, thy green
glades, thy peaceful villages, thy thousand
comforts, the scenes of youth, the friends,
the parents.”

Three hundred thousand unpaid soldiers
ready to lay down their lives in defence of
their country! These numbers would be
doubled, aye, trebled on the approach of
an enemy. The “ British Grenadiers,” the
“Campbells are Coming,” “St. _Patrick’s
Day” and the “March of the men of

Harlech” are the tunes that would mark’

7

[ e
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The Mysterious Stranger. 13

the time for the citizen soldiers of these
sea-girt isles ‘as they marched from all
parts of the United Kingdom with a steady
quick step, eager to méet the presumptuous
invadess. ‘

Raymgnd had picked up “ C::lle_d Back”
from off a side table, had lighted a cigar,
and was preparing for a long comfortable
read before going to bed. “A ‘rat-tat’ at
the door! I hope it is no one for me,” he
thought. But it was, for there was a gentle
rap at his door.

“Come in!” he eried.

““A lady wishes to see you, sir,” said

Mrs. Lovett, -the landlady, with an arch
smile. -
Raymondﬁwas in the hall in a second.
“Mr. Raymond, I believe?” .
“Yes, ‘madam, Vincent Raymond. May I

enquire your name?”

:
.

Pldip 0 o500
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14 The Mysterious Stranger.

“Pardon me, no! This I must ask you
to refrain from doing.”

“Won’t you come in my room?” he ‘said, C
‘pushing the door wide open; “it is very lTha
bohemian, but comfortable.”” a &
“Thank you,” she said, passmv him and T

" entering the room. ‘ _ Bto
It was not the conventional sitting room. paﬁ;

A stranger would notice that the feminine [or
proclivity for antimacassars, and a hard and 'reta.
fast rule for the position of every article of Bnea.
furniture, &c., ‘was not adhered to here. «
The few pictures that adorned the walls she
Wwere m1htary subJects, with the exception/her
~of one, ‘which was the, « ‘Fairy Tale.” There fsay
were fishing-rods, walking sticks, foils, tennis R
rackets, and a ‘Martini-Henry, occupying fstra
places in ,;he corners. her
Two prize cups, a clock, three briar plpes time
fam’

and two photographs, one of Mrs. Langtry
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and one of Florence St. John, completed

the ornaments on the mantel-piece.

On a side table were novels by Ouida,
Thackeray, Dickens, Trollope and others;

The general aspect of the room seemed
to arrest the stranger’s aftention;. for she
paused and glanced round the room once
or twice before accepting the proffered
retan-chair, Raymond had placed for her
near the fire. '
“You may close the door, Mr. Raymond,”
she said, sinking into the chair and placing
her feet on the fender; “what I have to
say is private.”

Raymond was puzzled to know what this
strange visit meant. He had never seen
her before to his knowledge, although, at
times, her voice and form seemed strangely
familiar.

a Shakespeare, Byron, Milton and Tennyson. -
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16 The Mysterious Stranger.

“She is not old, and has a most pleasing
voice,” he soliloquized.

“Won't you take off your hat and water-
proof? *Mrs. Lovett will assist you, if you
like.” ' -

She was closely veiled, and Raymond had
already had his interest aroused to such an
extent that he was most anxious to see her
face.

“No thank you; this I. cannot do either,”
she replied, in a determined manner, as she
leaned back in her chair facing Raymond.

" “You aré tired, perhaps. May I offer
you some wine and cake? It is all I have
here, except some black - currant preserve
and bread and butter,” he said, placing two
decanters, one of-port, the other of sherry,

.on the table. “I can have anything brought

me, though within, a few minutes, that is,
anything that this suburb will afford.”

-
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The Mysterious Stranger. 17

“Let us have some bread and jam,” she
laughingly replied; ‘“that, with a glass of
port, I should enjoy.”

“Now you must take off your veil, or it
will be unpleasant _eating bread and jam,”
Raymond said, as he busied himself, placing
a table cloth that he had taken from the

chiffonnier drawer upon the table. When

he had borrowed a glass dish for the preserve,
and some flowers from Mrs. Lovett, that she
had had sent her from Devonshire to-day,
the table had a most inviting appearance,
at least so thought Raymond.

“I must beg of you to take off your
veil.”

“Then lock the door, for I must not
allow myself to be recognised,” she said,
standing up with one. hand behind her head
undoing the veil. Suddenly pausing and

letting her hand fall, she said, “Swear that
S c

I e s'e !,7#1-;!31 ‘5
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18 The Mysterious Stranger.

you will never divulge to anyone our meet-
ing to-night.”

“I do, most solemnly,” he said.

“Now, I will take it off, and my water
proof too, for it will be more comfortable
without it.”

“Allow me,” he said, assisting her to
divest herself of the waterproof. ¢ Shall
take your hat? Thanks, I will place the
on a chair.” .

As they sat opposite each other, chattin
freely, Raymond had decided that she wa
about twenty-one; that she had long ey
lashes, fringing a pair of large dark haze
eyes, that wore a steady, sad, thoughtful
reflective look, even when in a laughin
mood, that made Raymond yearn to lear
her history. '

“It must be she who jumped into th

, yet, no, it cannot be. I will not suggestibuch



2et- uch a thing to her ” he thought, 51ttmg

nd admiring her.

Wearing a perfectly plain dress of dark
ter-

ble

ey woollen cloth, through whose folds
he graceful outlines of her figure appeared
nd disappeared with every motion,. she
toflcemed the Venus of Milo suddenly imbued
ith life and shrouded with a loose, soft,
linging material.

As he watched her, trying to recall her
ce, for at times he associated her with an
cident of a sad nature that had occun:ed
ut a short time -ago, he gradually felt
nvinced that he must be mistaken.

She had not attempted to speak of the
ason of her visit, and Raymond refrained
om inquiring, allowing himself rather to
ink in the Beauty of her vaice, form, and face.
“If I push the table back, and pull the
uch before the fire, will you consent to

The Mysterious Strange;* 19
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20 The Mysterious Stranger.

sit on it with me?” Raymond said. “I fi

as in a dream, and would crave your ind

gence for a few minutes.” -
“Yes,” she said, “I am very like a ca

I énjoy comfort. Shall we soften the lig

one from the side table, and adjusting
herself. -

“Ah! that is better,” he said, as they
on the couch together. ‘

“Seated here with you this cold wet nig]
in a warm, dimly lighted room, shut out fr
the rest of London, and with the door lock
at your request, it gives me a sense of p
session that, to me, is entrancing. I feel t
we have known each other a long time, a
fear sometimes that you will perhaps thi
me a little less distant than our‘short frie
ship should warrant. You have but

command for me t. obey.”
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She made no reply, and Raymond with
s right hand reached over and held her left
it lay resting in her lap. Then his left
- unconsciously encircled her waist.

“Do you mind?” he said softly.

“No,” was her response in a low, almost
audible tone, as she gzi&ed” into the flickering

Uy

e.
Then lifting her hand and bending his
ad he impressed a kiss as he m{n'mured,
arling ! ”

“Forgive me,” he said, looking into her
es; “I can’t help it. I love you! Would
e for you!”

And falling on his knees at her side
seized both hands and smothered them
th kisses.

“Do you feel that you conld risk anything
me?” she said, looking down into his
e, and letting one hand rest on HE§ head.

)
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22 The Mysterious Stranger.

A “] would risk my life in your ser-

vice; would forfeit it any moment for

»”

. you.
- “Then I have indeed gained a friend,”

1,/ . she said. “You do not know how grateful

‘ and happy I feel.”

" “Will you not buoy me up with the
thoughf that you are not wholly indifferent to
me— that you will sometimes regard me "with
interest, nmot as a merchant regards his
élerk‘s, but with a deeper intenser feeling?
Say yes, and I shall feel that life’ is worth

living. Not mechanic'ally, mind, but with a
ring of sincerity in it.”

She stood up, Raymond still at her feet,
and turning her head from him, said,

“1 cannot.”

“ Cannot !” uttered Raymond in an agonized
tone, jumping to his feef, and clasping her

round the waist with both arms.

=



2r-

or

i,”
ful

zed
her

The Mysterious Stranger. 23

These words seemed to hiss and pierce
right through him. ) )

“Recall those words!” he cried ; “say you
did not mean it!” '

He held her tightly ‘in his embrace; he
felt her heaving bosom against his breast as
he struggled to look into her face, while he
pleaded withe her to turn her face to him.
He let her hands drop.

“You are offended with me, and dislike
me?” he said,” pausing .and looking at her
appealingly in the face.

“ No, 'tis not that,” she said at last, bending

hel head and avmdmo his searchm(r glances ;

“but I dare mnot tell you all You little

know what you.are asking,” she said, turning
her face to his and placing her hands on his
shoulders. . ’
“Say, then, that you only like me.”

“Vincent, I like you.”
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24 The Mysterious Stranger.

He clasped her to him, and, in a paroxysm
of joy, kissed her again and again..

Her arms were thrown round him now, i t
and they were locked in each other’s passionate

embrace.

, “Lost in this pleasing ecstacy,
I join my trembling lips to thine,
And back receive that life from thee
Which I so gladly did resign.”

“ One kiss more, sweet !
Soft as voluptuous wind of the west,
Or silkenest surge of thy purple. vein’d breast ;
Ripe lips all ruddily melting apart,
Drink up the honey and wine of my heart.

One kiss more, sweet !
Warm as a morning sunbeam’s dewy gold
Slips in a red rose’s fragrantest fold,
Sets its green blood all a-blush, burning up
At the fresh feel of life in its crimson cup.

One kiss more, sweet !
Full as the flush of the sea-waves grand,
Flooding the sheeny fire out of the sand ;
On all the shores of my being let bliss
Break with its neap-tide sea in a kiss.”

A’i’s:i‘-;pbi i
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A loud rap at the door startled them both.

Vincent opened the door and walked into
the hall, closing the door behind him.

« Excuse me, sir,” said Mrs. Lovett, “but
will you have bacon and eggs to-morrow
morning for breakfast? I am going out
shopping and would like to know what.to
get you.” '

Bacon and eggs! How could Raymond
think of- bacon and eggs?

“ Anything ‘you please, but don’t bother
me now, Mrs. Lovett. I will leave it entirely
to your good judgment,” he said, letting
himself into his room again.

Raymond’s strange visitor looked up into
his face as he pushed the couch away and
placed her a chair by the table. (

“It is now half-past nine,” she said, “and
I must complete the object of my visit to you.”

“] am all attention, and a sober man

.r.uf;‘i;.g L_’,’ (‘ u‘"'\, “‘ s b Dy
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26 The Mysterious Stranger.

again ; but before commencmg give me leave
to address you by .some name. What shall
it be? I mean some Christian name.”

“As you please ; call me what you like.”

“Then I shall call you Rowena. Pardon
this intefuption, Rowena ; I am very curious
to hear.” )

“It will not take long to tell. First,
promlse to obey implicitly all my instruc-
tions.”

“I do most solemnly.” r

Taking from her pocket a sealed packaae,
she handed it him, saying :—

“Guard that from every one’s sight, and

make the possession of it a secret. And

this,” giving him a sealed envelope, “open

on the sixth of next May.”
Raymond reached over the table, takmcr
possession of these packages as in a dream.

He seemed lost in reverie.
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His head dropped as he gazed into the
now almost extinguished. fire Wlth a long
enquiring look. i

“Trust me,” he said, awaking from his
reverie, and tu;iling to her. “Rowena, I
will—  Great Scott!” the seat was vacant.

“Rowena,” he 4murr_nur@,d, looking round
the room.

%

“Great God! she’s gone!” he exclaimed,

‘rushing out through the passage into the

street. “I will find her; I will find her!”

He had run down the road for about a
quarter of a mile when he repeated the words,
“Guard this from evei'y -one’s sight, and
make the possession of it a secret. And this
open on the sixth of next May.”

“My God!” he e*{clmmed «T" have left
them on the table.”

Turning, he ran back as swiftly as a deer
and found' them lym(r there. ' -

i

*
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‘ Mrs. Lovett had not returned, so he felt
' _that all his promises had been strictly kept.
It was too late to try and follow her now.
She might be miles off.
. Locking the packages up, he strolled out
P into the cold evening air to try and collect
his now scattered and excited thoughts.

o
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CHAPTER IIL

“ Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger,
Comes dancing from-the east, and leads with her
The flow’ry May, who from her green lap throws
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose.
Hail! bounteous May, that dost inspire
Mirth and youth, and warm desire ;

‘Woods and groves are of thy dressing,
"Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing.
Thus we salute thee with our early song,
And welcome thee, and wish thee long.”

4y TRROPRRYL 121 e D . <
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BANK clerk after six or seven
years’ training is able to put aside,

as it were, matters of the most
absorbing interest at his will; or the business
of a bank would soon become very compli- .
cated, if the officers allowed their thoughts to
stray from their duties. ‘
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30 The Mysterious Stranger.
Raymond had by this 'training been able to

consign his thoughts of love and curiosity to
times when he was alone, or at liberty to
think. In church, for instance, he would
resolve all manner of plans.

It was the fifth of May, and he had felt
sometimes at the bank to-day almost owning
that curiosity had taken possession of him.

.Such requests as “a hundred SOvS.,”
“fifty halves,” “twenty of silver,” “one of
copper” and “five fives” would, however,
remind him that he must refrain from losing
himself in reflection.

The day wore slowly away for him, and in

. balancing his cash he came ten pounds short.

“ Confound it! I expect someone is ten
pounds ahead to-day. What a lucky thing
it is not quarter-night, or the fifteenth, or the
thirty first! I am sure I could not strike a
balance to-night.”

di
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After ten minutes “ticking up” he

discovered the _miStaké.

“To-day over safely, I don’t fear,” he _

said.

“Found it ? ” enquired the colonel. .“You
ought to ‘set it up’ to-night, Raymond. I
believe you thought that ¢ ten” gone.”

“Very well ; colonel where shall we go?”

“ How will Irving suit you, Raymond'-?”
~ “Not at all in my state of mjnd to-nigl‘lf.o
I don’t feel like concentrating my thoughts
on any particular subjeet. Will you go to
the ¢ Pav.’?” -

“Will T go to the ‘Pav.’? Well, rather!”
said the colonel.

“Then we will go west to dine to-night,

for 1 feel that I am on the eve of a great A

change, and want to celebrate this night. I
feel sure I shall have cause to remember
it.”

s -
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32 The J[ystemous Stranger. 5

. The two friends salhed forth from the
bank, hailed a hansom, and drove to the
“Cri.” to dine.

Should this meet the eyes of some fair
reader, having no brother who is willing, or
is too proper to be capable of initiating her
into the mysterious terms of London life, I
will explain that “Cri.” and “Pav.” are the
respective acéepted - abbreviations for the
« Criterion,” a theatre, restaurant and buffet,
and the “London Pavilion. Music Hall.”
In the same manner “’bra” means the
« Alhambra.”

It was 12.30 p.m. when Raymond returned
to his rooms.

“ By Jove! it is now the sixth,” he said
in a relieved tone, much as a shipwrecked
man would welcome the sight of land after
drifting about hopelessly for days in an open
boat upon the mighty sea. The land was

’
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within his reach, but it might only be the
means of his meeting with a worse fate.
Raymond opened his cash box, took out the
envelope and examined the seal. There was
no crest or monogram that would in any way

solve the identity of the stranger. It was

I Wbut a series of miniature squares The
1e envelope was, however, of the finest quality,
1¢ [ which suggested to him that she was, in all
>t, [lprobability, living at comparative ease.
.” JThese and many other points he raised and 4
1¢ [itried to settle, contemplating the envelope as
he held it in his hand.
>d @ How like many others who examine the
vriting and postmarks, puzzling themselves
id ln trying to decide from whom a letter
2d comes, instead of at once tearing open the
er @envelope, glancing at the signature, and
2n freading the letter.
-as

“Here goes,” he said, at last ‘eivine up the
) s ’ < g up

D
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idea of solving the contents by examining the
envelope. - “ Whatever can it contain ?”

" He pulled out two sheets of note paper closely
written, and a smaller envelope similarly sealed
as the other. The letter bore no signature, but
was written in a feminine hand which seemed
redolent of tenderness and love and read as
follows :—

“ Dear Mr. Raymoxp,

Although I may, perhaps, he quite
unknown to you, yet I am conversant
with many incidents of vour life.

I know that you have been in the service
of the London and Wyburn bank for several
years ; that you are in a position of trust.

In a manner that it is imperative that I
should not make known to you, I have
become acquainted with the characteristics of
the private life you lead.

I need now, more than it is -possible for
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you to realise Wifhout your knowing the
exact nature of my trouble, which I dare not
divulge at present, the assistance of a friend—
may I say friend?>—who is thoroughly ignorant
of my past, and, at present, uncertain future.
On you depends my only chance of
eventually proving my innocence of a crime—
a most atrocious crime of which I am accused.
Having heard that .you have on several
occasions expressed a desire to go abroad, I
would point out that by your going to Canada
it might facilitate the means of disproving the
guilf that is now attached to me. May I ap-

point you my secretary ? The small envelope

ote, which please regard as the first instal-
ent towards defraying your expenses.

I should like to see you once more, to
earn when and whether you will accept the
ppointment.

contains a hundred pound Bank of England |

|
f
é
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36 The Mysterious Stranger.

I will be in the first class waiting room of
Broad Street station (N. L. Ry.) on the
evening of the eighth inst. at 8 p.m.

Burn this as soon as you have read it and
let no hint of ‘the nature-of the contents of
this letter escape you, for the sake of mercy.”

Vincent read and re-read this strange letter.
It interested, even fascinated him.

“Whatever it be, and who knows but
that it may be a plot to entrap me? Yet, no!
I will trust her. I told her that I would risk
my life in her service,”and I will. Shall resign
my position at the bank to-morrow, getting

off within a few days if possible.”
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CHAPTER IV.

“ How poor an instrument
May do a noble deed ! He brings me liberty,
My resolution’s placed, and I have nothing
Of woman in me. Now from head to foot
I am marble-constant ; now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.”

T was the evening of the eighth of
May and Vincent was seated in the
& waiting room, scanning the many ..
faces that were continually coming and going.
“Five past eight,” he said to himself in a
desponding tone; ‘“and she not here.”
lPerhaps I shall never hear or see her again.”
While thus ruminating to himself, a lady,

who had been sitting reading a book opposite
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38 The Mysterious Stranger.

him, and whom he had noticed on entering,
crossed over to where he was sitting, glanced
at the clock, and instead of resuming the seat

she had wvacated too]; the one next to

. Raymond.

There were the noise and confusion con-
sequent upon the starting of a train. The
gong rang; the whistle- blew; the people
hurried out of the waiting room, leaving this
lady and Raymond the sole occupants.

“ Good evening, Mr. Raymond.”

“Good evening. Why, I cannot be mis-

taken in that voice! It is ”

“Tt is Rowena,” she answered ; “I thought
you did not recognise me.”

“Why, what a disguise! You look so much
stouter. Of course I can’t see your face
under that thick veil. Will you lift it up,
please, just a little? ”

“Not here, Vincent,” she said. I want to
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speak to you somewhere, where we shall have
no fear of being interrupted.”

“ Must you be back here to-night, or have
vou a journey before you?” he asked. ‘

“XNo, but I ought to be here again about
half past ten.”

«T think the best th1n0' then, will be for us
to go by frain to Richmond and back. I will
tip the guard and get a first class carriage
to ourselves. Are you willing to do that,
Rowena ?”

Soon after, they were seated together,
locked up in a first class compartment, on
their way to Richmond.

Raymond had pulled the blinds down and
they enjoyed the privacy that only one’s own
house could otherwise afford.

“Lift your veil, Rowena; will you,
please?” he said, lifting it at the same time

himself.
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40 The Mysterious Stranger.

“Yes, ’tis the same face. How it has
haunted me ever since! Although I have but
seen you, once before, believe me, Rowena, I
love you greater than I thought it possible
.to love anyone,” he said, nestling near her, and
pressing her gloved hand.

“ Love must not occupy my thoughts at
all; until I am free again. It makes me
shudder to think of the dreadful crime
hanging over me. What I want to know is
whether you will accept the appointment as
my private secretary or agent as vou please to

ccall it?” , "

“No, not your secretary, but your champion.
Your cause shall be my cause. And, as to
taking the hundred pounds, I could not give
it the least thought. I don’t wish to be paid’

for my services to you. The mere idea that

what I am doing is for you would make me

take a pleasure in surmounting the greatest
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The Mysterious Stranger. 41

any expenses I 'may incur.”
into his eyes with a look that enslaved an

the foollsh promises one is apt to make when
under a delusion—don’t mterrrupt now !
delusion, I say.”

“But my love for you is not a delusion,”
broke in Raymond.

“Alas! you may think so only too soon,
Vincent. Well, to resume, remember you
have to obey my instructions implicitly. This
you have pr,diniséd to do, ‘so don’t begin to be
rebellious -already.  Promise that you will
leave Enéland within a month ; that on our
return, to Broad Street you will leave me at
the gate of the platform of - the train for
Ca;ﬁden Town ; and, above all,. never breathe

of our interviews to any one.”

w»

difficulties. Besides, I am in a position to pay
“ Pardon me, Vincent,” she said, looking

subdued him immediately; “I know all about
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42 The Mysterious Stranger.

“Tt is but for you to command for me to
obey, darling,” he said, t{"htenjnﬂ the hold of
her hand, which he had never left go all the
time. )

“I will not suggest your g(;ing to any
particular part of Canada, but only that .ybu
go, and that you will send me a let'ter,‘ letting
me know your address, to ‘G,. ¢/o -H. A.
Smith, Statiener, 46, Edgware Road, London,
Ww., England. Oh! and you had better mark
it ‘to be left until called for.””

- All you say shall be done. I suppose I

.'shall see you again before startmcr‘? I feel

now unhappy in the thought of leaving you

“behind me, Rowena.”

“You ‘have but a month - before you,
“Viiment 'and I am sure a thousand things will
occupy your attention.”

« How " could they, when Jam thmkmor of

-
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“Remember your promise; obey my in-
structions. When you have secured your
‘state room’ on a steamer, write me the name

of the vessel, and the date of sailing. Now,

don’t forget that, Vincent, for I shall be very ‘

anxious about you.”

“ Why, back at Broad Street, I declare !
That was the guard unlocking the door. I
must wish you good night and farewell until
we meet again. And I live in hopes of that,
Rowena.” ‘

Pulling her to him with one arm, and still
holding her hand, their lips were sealed in a
long, lingering, passionate kiss. -

“ A long, long kiss—a kiss of youth and love.”

The passengers had all left the platform ere
this kiss had died away. All was quiet and
still'again. Raymond jumped up, opened the
door, and, grasping both her hands, helped her

out.
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They had walked but a few yards when he
caught hold of her hands again, held them to
the full ‘extent of his_arms, and peered into
her face, J:eepilié' quite still and silent for two
or three minutes. -

“ Must this indeed be farewell, Rowena ?”

“Yes, Vincent.”

They both murmured some words, Whlch
wgfere drowned by the ticket collector calling
out in a stentorian voice :—

+  “Dalston, Highbury, Camden Town, Kentish
Town, Gospel Oak. Hampstead, Finchley

Road,” and a host of other places,

“ train.”

;They ran to the platform. Rowena just
managed to gei through as the gate was being
closed. Click it went, with Raymond on the
other side.

* He watched her step into a compartment,

& .
and the train rush out of the station.
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It seemed that she was as far away from
him now as though he had never met her.
Just as one feels on séeing a girl pass along
the gaﬁgway back again on to the shore from

the ocean steamer, upon whicH you have taken

a passage. You had been arrested by her E
face and form as she stood on the saloon deck. e

S8

She had absorbed all your thoughts, set aside .
all your plans for the future. As you watched
her you were picturing how even to sit at a
table upon which her hand occasionally rested
would fill you with a sensation of subtle
enjoyment because of its association with her.
Then there was the p0551b111ty of holding her
hand you thought this very night, and
and hearing her say, “ Good night.” *Good
night 7 from her! How sweet the words
would sound!. But now the ship is about to-
start ; friends of the passengers are returning

5
)
&
£
q . : . . e
ashore. ~The screw is revolving; kisses are g_
. ) )
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thrown from vesscl to shore, and vice versd ;
handkerchiefs, sticks, hands, umbrellas, hats,

etc., are waved frantically. Some are pelting

ok i o i

each other with flowers. Long lingering f

;’ _ gazes are exchanged ; a few have already the |l a

j tears swelling in their eyes. s
1‘ The ship is off. ' li
' ¢ Stand back!” a
J “Haul in the gangway!” a
i:'*» ““One more to get off. Hold!” I
,g% And shé—your godde§s;has landed, and [ sc
.'..E g - is kissing her hand to some fellow on board. g
. ) Lucky fellow ! W
!!. - The cheer§ sound fainter. Faces seem as [ of
'J though in a mist, and now lost to sight. | y¢
:i Your dream is ended. - . - or
T P l
é « Like the dew on the mountain, ‘it

v , Like theé-foam on the river,

e - °_ Like the bubble on the founta.'in, )
L . ! . Thou art gone, and for evél:.” au

x.
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This is how Raymond felt as he stood
watching the train that bore Rowena away
from him. He watched the train start. At
first it moved slowly ; but gathering up speed,
as though it had now made up its mind that
she could not escape it, rushed out of the
light into the dark, screcching, yelling, puffing
and throwing up sparks of fire with excitement
at the thought of the prize it had captured.
Its red eyes behlnd were all Raymond could
"sec now. ‘They seemed. to be mocking him and
growing smaller. Every now and then they
would close their eyelids as though winking ;
open them again, as much as to say, “I see
you.” It is growing tired of this fun, for it
only occasionally opens its cyes, and has now
closed them in ecstacy, and is tearing along
‘through the darkness with her.

It scemed to him that the darkness was

aiding this. demon to take her from him.

b i S
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5 “She may be imprisoned in some monster’s
castle and I shall never see her again,” he
i said, turning away and getting into his train

for home.

mai




CHAPTER V.

« Adieu, adieu! My native shore

Fades o'er the waters blue;

The night winds sigh, the breakers roar,
And shrieks the wild sea-mew.

Yon sun that sets upon the sea
‘We follow in his flight ;

Farewell awhile to him and thee,
My native land—good night.”

 GIGHGATE was wide awake, and had

adorned itself in some of its most

fresh and fancy costumes for this
b.right, sunny May day. For Same months
past it had worn a very solemn, cold, reserved
appearance. The stately trees had not deigned
to be aroused from their long repose ; and had

maintained a severe determination to live
E '
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without any flimsy covering. But, lately,
they had relented, and were now decked
in the richest and freshest looking green
garments. >_ F

The gardens of the houses were gay with
flowers, that .seemed to participate in the
general rejdi(;ing. The sun. itself seemed
laughing good naturedly as it watched the
pleasure its presence afforded. ,

Ravmond was walking up the hill. He

thought it less steep than ever before; and ig
the people were pleasanter and kinder than @ A
ever. o o

“What a delightful place this is ! ” he said, fRay
looking wistfully around him.  “Perhaps I H
\shall never see it again. But, pshaw ! it’s no ffec

use getting lost in admiration over the place
generally. It's too late mow. I have an
unknown life before me to face.” .

He had been making farewell calls, and
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found himself envying all these people because
they were destined to be settled in this charm-
ing suburb for the rest of thelr lives. It now
appeftred to him just the place to live and
die in. And as you were fallmg into that
lumber from which you knew you would
ever wake, what a delightfully comforting,
eaceable feeling would be infused into your
ery being, knowing that you would be ten-
Je
nd

an

erly laid down.in those beautiful grounds at
ighgate, set apart for such sleepers !

All the surroundings of Highgate breathe
f peace and comfort. Or so it seemed to
id, @Raymond to—day.‘

He knew every spbt and felt a great
no ﬁ'ectiqn for these places that were all now as
art of his life. .

“I must have a last stroll down Mill-field

ne and across the fields,” he said, turning

ce

an

ad the main road into the lane.

,,ﬁ .
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“By Jove! how beautiful it all looks!”
Before him lay a stretch of hilly country, not
what can be called grand, but most pleasing
in its aspect. The hills are more as huge
ocean swells that have lost their fierce char-
acter, but command respect for their un-
exerted might. As far as the eye could
reach, the whole country was carpeted with
soft refreshing green, only seen in Englaﬁd or

Ireland.

Several people were walking about enjor:
. st
ing the scenery and the weather. Boys wer

sailing yachts over the pond immediately i
tk

fo

front of him. These yachts were dancing i
the sunlight; and the skylarks were soarin

out of sight, warbling the sweetest o
: C.

al

n,

songs.
Everybody and everything seemed r
joicing. Raymond alone seemed sad; for h

was leaving it all. He had left the bank an a
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was to sail for Canada on the twentieth of
this month. .

It was now the twelfth, and he was going
to-morrow to Brighton to spend the rest of
his time in KEngland with his people, who
were now residing there.

What a time it is, this going abroad—
photographs, keepsakes, flowers, farewells,
theatres, parties, walks, drives, and so much
and such varied advice, hints and lectures !

To-night it was to be a supper with the
staff of the bank. Eight o'clock p.m., Ray-
mond was sitting round a table with the staff
that he had been with every day for the last
four years.

Supper over, the fun of the evening started.
Champagne, Scotch, Irish, Sherry and Port
all took part in making this a jolly gather-
ing; let alone the assistance of pipes, cigars

and cigarettes. Such recitations, toasts,

b e e g s e
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54 The Mysterious Stranger.

speeches, vows of eternal friendship and
patriotic promises could mnot be beaten.
The songs, too, were spléndid. One played
and sang “ Home, sweet home” ; but in doing
$0, bec;z‘ine a target for bread, legs of fowl,\
tarts, ‘biscuits, almonds, raisins, walnuts, and
ma/y othier edible things, until he was per-
suaded to leave off.

“Don’t play that,” said the colonel ; “you
will make Raymond miserable.”

“No, it is his future home I am singing of,”
was the reply. And that was the signal for
them all to sing the song.

The Scotch, Irish and English volunteers
were represented in this festive gathering.
So there were some very military and patri-
otic toasts and speeches.

~ “The Royal Family,” “The.Army,” “ The
Navy,” “The Reserve Forces,” were all toasted

with due honours and - great enthusiasm.
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After awhile they vied Wlth each other in
suggesting subjects for toasts and for refilling
the glasses. *“The London and Wyburn
Bank,” “Her Majesty’s Forces™ in Egypt,”
“QOur Colonies,” “The Friends of England,”
“The Civil Service,”,  The -Banking, World,”
“Our American Cousins,” “Qur hearths and
homes,’: “ English  Girls,” “Scotch Girls,”
~Irish Girls,” ¢ Colonial Girls,” * Our Moth-
ers,” “Our Fathers,” ¢ The London Scottis ,
“The London Irish,” “The London Rifle
Brigade,” ** The Third Middlesex Rifles,” ¢ Her
Majesty's Forces in India,” “ War Correspon-
dents,” ** Journalists,” ¢ British Police Forces,”
*The House of Lords,” “The House of Co_ﬁl—
mons,” “Qur Diploma.tisfs,” ~
and his plﬁucky, brawny men,” and so on
throughout the evening. '

“Juggiils,” in a speech, said, “I hope that

if we go to war with Russia, that we, the

“Captain Shaw -

t‘l/.‘\:\
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British -Volunteers, shall be found fighting
e ', together, shoulder to shoulder with the

Canadian volunteers in defence of the im-

e perial ,interests of the greatest empire the

world has ever seen.”

: e
; The glasses rattled as they cheered and s
; g * called upon Razymond for a speech, as repre- b
1:@ sentm«r the Canadian volunteers. , B a
, He pointed out that he had no idea about w
N “what he was called upon to speak of; but he §& Tt
;; .could assure them, ‘“as an old volunteer,” that an
- he would not let an opportunity of joining our mc
i; o Canadian volunteers go'by. And he hoped, a;‘
EE judging from the present outlook in the Er
' Eaét, that _he might be found side by/' side the
‘ | _ .Wit;h. them all before long in Afghanistan ref
‘% ‘ doing their duty, persuading the Russians hac
s , “that they had made a mistake. A mistake anc
‘ that it would take Russia years and years to @ fric
, rgé()ver from. Loud and prolonged cheering, r
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in the midst of which two of them went out of

the room for a few minutes and returned with

~alarge tin of tobacco, a handsome photographic

album, a meemschaum pipe and a plush-

covered tobacco pouch. These were all pre-

sented to Raymond on behalf of the staff :

by the “ Admiral,” the chief clerk, who made
a'very able speech, referring to the loss they

would sustain by Raymond leaving them.

 That he hoped they would never forget one
another. .And that he trusted that Ray-.

mond would be surrounded by as true friends . .

as he was sure that he had been with in
England. More clinking of glasses, raps on
the table and cheering and Raymond had to
reply, which was . a difficult task, as he

had been quite overwhelmed - by  this,

another marked proof of their lasting .

friendship.
The last speech over, and they sang, each

."/V
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58 The Mysterious Stranger.

putting a foot on the table, “ Auld -Lang
Syne.” )

“Half past vtwelve, gentlemen,” said the
proprietoi', coming up-stairs and opening the
door and looking in.

¢ All right, governor, come and j join us.’

The glasses were filled all round.

“To the British Empire ! ” Raymond cried.

“To the British Empire!” they all respond-
ed. ‘ -

« One more song, governor.”

“He’s a jolly good fellow ” was shouted and
sung by all, and breaking into “ God save the

" Queen” they found their {v@y down stairs out

into the street.
It was a bright moonlight night when they,

_ sallied forth out of their supper room imto

Oxford Street.

Grouped together on the pavement, con-

sulting each other where to go and what to .
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do, they were continually having to assure
cabmen and others that they were not
wanted.

“1 think we ought all to go round the
‘Cri. to-night and have a bit of fun, as
Raymond won’t get much of that rollicking
Jife in Canada,” said the *“ Admiral.”

“Let us storm a baked-potato man,” said
the Colohel,” leading the way across the
road and. ordering baked potatoes for the
crowd.

“Juggins ” thought he ought to end up
with a fight with a “cabby.” After a deal
of persuasion and holding back, he consented
to spare the “ cabby.”

#1 will restrain myself from revelling in
the gore of a ‘cabby’ in deference to the
remonstrances of my friends,” he said.

“Bravo! Brave! ¢Juggins’” they cried. -

) ~“ What'’s the matter with ¢J uggins ' ?”

.
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“Why ? he’s all right.” ' .

But he was ot ;<for he had not given up

, . the idea of fighting, but had simply decided
to fight a “ bobby " instead.

. AN
He Had thrown his hat off and was turning

up his- sleeves preparatory to the conflict
with the policeman who was approaching
them. A b

“ What's the “matter with the London

o police? Why, they are all right.”

“ What's all this noise abogt\; gentlemen, ?”
said the gu;u'dian of the Apeac"e.

“Here's a man here, Qconsta-ble, who is
determined to fight a ‘bobby’; and as you
are the first to court his challenge by daring
to venture near him, he has decided to
pulveris.e you ; so you had better be off while
youre whole,” the * Colonel” said, while the
others were holding back the sanguinary

“ Juggins.”
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“Move on, pléase,” said the policeman,
smiling to think how near death he was.
“Sure, and it’s a licht I want, ‘bobby, ”

said the ¢ Colonel,” pointing a cigar to the

_policeman. '

The policeman opened his bull’s-eye
lantern, and the “ Colonel ” lighted his cigar. "

“Juggeins” was becoming more peacefully
inclined, a}d allowed himself to be persuaded
to walk off without carrying into effect his
threat.

“ Good night, ‘bobby,’” they all cried.

“Good night, gentlemen.” o

Soon after they were all on their way to
their respective ‘quarters, sounding the praises
of the police, a force not to be excelled for
efficiency anywhere; and a body of men
who are recognised by all strangers, especially
Americans, as being the most civil, obliging,

intelligent and lenient set of men.
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London should be proud of its force.

Nowhere do the police command greater
respect, or preserve law and order more
effecfua]ly, than the two forces in London.

New York has a splendid police force, but ‘
I doubt if they are as effective as the London
police. .

I know they are harsher in their treatment

. to “hoodlums.” But it would be difficult to

find a bigger, jollier, or more contented
looking set of fellows. ' They are all so
fat. )
The police parade that @akeé place in New
York once a year—the last day of May, I

- think—is a sight well worth going many miles

to see. I saw them in 1889. They marched

- past in column with the precision and steadi-

ness of well drilled soldiers. The parade is
held so as to allow the citizens to review

them and see how they are equipped, and to

’
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-

see the physique of the men they are palying.
New York should be satisfied.

The London police could give a splendid
turn out—one, I am sure, that London would

o
i
I
|2
]
ki
M
¥
ENE
¥,
#
N
P

N

wY 9

feel proud of.
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CHAPTER VI

““She walks the waters iike a thing of life,

And seems to dare the elements to strife.”” .

of May. A\ fresh breeze was blow-

ing, and the water in the harbour
at Liverpool looked more like the sea.
Raymond stood on the pier, waiting for
the tender that was to take the passengefs—
on board the “SS. Parisian.”

Small boats were pushed about here and
there, first one side, then the other; now
up/ and then down, as though the waters
were irritated with them; and would every
now and then try to shake itself free of

T was the afternoon of the twentieth
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this army of occupatioﬁ that had camped

upon the bosom of the waters.

The “SS. Parisian” looked doin upon
all the small craft with the utmost contempt,
and refused to take any notice whatever of
the smacks and pushes the water kept
inflicting on her. ’

What excitement prevéiled at the wharf ~
just as the tender was about -starting!

" “Sure you have all your luggage?”
“Where is my box?” [
“Good gracious! where is Alice?”

“I havn’t said good-bye.”

“Mind you let us know how you enjoyed
the voyage.” k \

And in the midst of all these and a
thousand similar questions they moved off.

The “Parisian” is growing bigger, /t;qd
looks more proud and indifferent than ever.

But how noble she looks! Soon she will |
/ F ~




. thought they had a second to spare. They.
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be face to face with the waves of the broad
Atlantic, championing our cause. And
should the sea become angry, she will prove
a staunch and valiant friend to those who
have placed their trust in her.

The tender lay along side the “Parisian”
in a restless condition, making a great deal
of noise. But the “Parisian” ignored her,
only suffering her to remain a short time
while the passengers and- baggage forsook
their old guardian to fly to the superior
protection of this majestic one. {

Then a scene of the utmost confusion
ensued. Luggage, passengers, crew, ropes,
bells, &c., all seemed mixed up. Such
anxiety and excitement on every one’s face

but the crew. None of the passengers

were bewildered. After ajbout an hour this
excitement had ‘partially “Subsided, when the
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More excitement, grasps of the hand, kisses,
tears, best wishes, important instructions to
be remembered and promises. Promises—
how some of these were destined to be
stars illuminating paths that most of these
people were about to tread for the first
time ! -' B

The tender has left; and the tender

to start at. 4 p.m. and it is within a few

minutes of that hour, yet no signs of going.
The passengers have strained their eyes

watching the receding forms of their friends,

who have now landed and are no longer

to be recognised. o1

The wind has ‘abated and a general calm

its bright glaring light and is gékadua.lly with-
wing the strength and intensity of its rays;

warning bell for “all for shore ” sounded. .

farewells are over. The ship is advertised

ervades the whole scene. The sun is losing
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even it seems calmer and inclined to sleep.

The passengers are sitting down devoid of all

. hurry—some in groups, others by them-

selves, but nearly all wearing a quiet,
resigned look. '
Raymond has gone to his state-room, and
found a bunch of forget-me-nots and a
little package that he had not noticed before

in the confusion.

“These were sent aboard for you  this]

morning, Sir,” said the steward, in reply to
Raymond’s enquiry. "

With the forget-me-nots was a card
marked, “Rowena, the stranger.”

Breaking . open the package, he found a
perfectly plain gold locket and long gold
chain, a note from “Rowena” giving him
her best wishes and asking him to accept
the enclosed, and wear it in remembrance
of her.
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P, “You once asked me to give you some-
ol [ thing that was closely associated with me,
o [l saying that you would like a piece of my

A}

;t [l hair, or a piece of my dress, or anything

that you could feel was, through its close

|
|
{
i
|

1d [ contact _with me, almost like a piece of

. nyself. I have ever remembered your

- [l request. I believe you were sincere when
you made it.” '

s “Sincere ! " he exclaimed. “Oh! Rowena,

to [ darling ; darling Rowena; dear, dear Row-
ena ; my own ;if you only knew how I loved

«i[l vou!” And holding the note to his lips for at -
least five minutes, kissed it and resumed.

o [l reading : ‘ 4 X

NEI “The chain I have worn round my neck

im [ under my dress for about three years, and

;pt Jl§ the locket, since the night after I called ui)bn_

el You. I want you to .wear these; and let

them act as a finger post, always pointing
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i

set
sitt

out the promise you have made me,” she had
. written, signing herself ¢ Rowena.”

T

He gathered the chain and locket up in one [l “I
hand and, passing it up and down his cheeks [l abc
resting \his lips on it, holding it to his neck |l “her

. - gazing on it as if about to eat it; said, in o[ are

reverent, devotional tone, ‘ S

. “Wear it for your sake! Indeed I wﬂl, * lou
- Rowena. How smooth it feels,xﬁts ‘though by

““constant contact with her neck ! The locket, tab

: ‘too, is delightfully sinooth and seems tofl pas

retam some of the’ warmth that -it- had bor- 8 anc

rowerl fro;m her—her-—her——her——Rowena eon

" He sat down and contemplated the paper flov

tha.t er hand had.rested on. He could secjl con

* the dfmpied soft, velvety white hand holdmg mir

. the pen and resting on: this note paper as colc

" she transferred her thoughts to it. ple

“T will never part with anythmg here that I

ol

s connected mth her \The strinig shall be
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set aside for worship with the rest,” he said,

sitting .down and losing himself in reverie.

_““I envy every word she utters; they play "

about her mouth and are then encircled by
her lips to be shaped and moulded ere they
- are entrusted with her commission.” =

He was aroused from his musings by the.

- loud 1'fno'i11g of a ’t;ell the éicnml for dinner.

The saloon looked very pretty with its
tables set ‘for dinner. * The names of the
passengers were written on pieces of paper
and placéﬂ on the tables, thus avoiding all
confusion. Each person. had a buttonhole of
flowers placed in a little 'stang for them by the
company, forming quite aBed of ﬁowers. The
mirrors all round the saloon, reflecting the
colouréd glasses and the ﬂbwers; had a most
pleasmtr eﬁ'ect l

It was decided not to start- untll eight’

oclock, so every one felt whaterr future
I

B

>
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72 T he Mysterious Stranger.

meals might prove, this, at least, would be
~ comfortable.

It does not take long to become frlendly
on ship-board. / ‘
When_'d.inner was oﬁer—_—aﬁd 4 most enjoy-
able dinner it was—Raymond found himself

going up on deck with quite a number of

people, talking, laughing, and chatting as
familiarly as if they had all known each other
for years.

There is a peculiar sympathy—arisiﬂg, I
suppose, from the fact that they are all ‘about
to share the same perils, joys, calms and
storms incidental to the voyage—among the
passengers for each other on board a ship,
that does away with all the formal barriers
observed ashore. '

Everyone seems to be anxious to know all
about every one else and glad to tell each
other their future plans, and to suggest
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ways and means of makmg the time pass away
pleasantly.

It did not take Raymond long to dxscover
that there were three fellows going out in the
service of a bank, that the majority of the
young men were going out on “spec.,” or to
farms. Most of them were armed to the teeth
—revolvers, bowie-knives, shot guns and box
after box of clothes, boots, &c. There were a
few Canadians, not in bushmen’s costume,
though much to the surpfise and disappoint-
ment of some of the enthusiastic, untravelled
young Britishers. These Canadians were
dressed more like the club men one sees any
fine sufomer’s day strolling on the sunny side
of Pall Mall. ‘

The presence of so many pretty girls
prompted several fellows to predict that “we
shall have a most enjoyable time.” The
Canadians said “a good time.”
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The young lady vote:l the belle of the
ship turned out to be a Canadian.

It was a source of great amusement to
Raymond to watch how she had enlisted into

her service, by her pleasing manner, pretty

SR R A

%

face, and graceful figure, the everlasting desire,
~ on the part of about twenty young Britishers,
to please her.
/ He was pleased to think that he was in
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-no danger of becoming enslaved, as his

~ thoughts were already too occupied to linger
long on this charmer.  He often used to feel
what an escape if was, for he was sure that,
instead of enjoying her society as he now did,.
she would have proved a constant source of

pain to him.  Fancy a fellow loving her and

yet seeing all the time that ‘she was surrounded
by admirers equally sincere, and most of
. whom were more pleasing in looks and

manners than himself.
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It had settled down into a quiet calm
evening. Everyone had a flower in the
buttonhole of his coat. It was rather chilly,
and the majority of the people were walking
about, occasionally standing still to point out,
or have pointed out to them,'some object of
interest that they might be seeing for the last
time. They talked of England, 'Scotland,
Ireland and Wales as places they had once

called their home. They could see the

illuminations on the land, but of which they
were now not a part.

The engines were throbbing and they were
starting on their long voyage. Everyone
wished to show how very nautical they we;'e,
and were discussing the different lights, more
often than not calling them b\ their wrong
names. No one let the opportunity of saying
“port” or “starboard” escape them; few
knew exactly which was- which. But no

\
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matter; we must be nautical when at sea.
And what sounds more pretty than when a
girl, in her sheer innocence, speaks of a paddle
box in connection with a screw; ” calls the

“bow ” the “stern,” the *chief steward” the
“ captain,” the “purser” the “second mate,”
and eulogises the conduct of a sailor because
he volunteered to go up aloft?

A most enjoyable time was spent the next
day by some passengers when they landed - at
Moville while the steamer was waiting for the
mail from Londonderry. ‘“The scenery is .
perfect, and on this bright sunny day it held
those who had not seen it before spelﬂiound,
charming their senses and ﬁMg them with
love and admiration for Ireland. -

“ There is an old castle to which they drove in ’
jaunting cars. Reader, have you éver ridden
in a jaunting car? The. sensation is, I.can

assure you, novel. You ought to try it once.
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The car Vincent was in, they got the-driver
to tell them the history of the-castle, which

he assured them was correct. ] q\ ,
On arriving at the castle they Were con-

ducted over it by a pretty, comely, modest.

The Mysterious Stranger.

humorous, quick-at-repartee, dark Irish girl
about nineteen, in a dress coming only to her
knees. Her feet and legs—such pretty ones
~ —were bare. She gave a very interesting
account of it (the castle), but quite different -
to the other account that Raymond had heard ‘
from the driver. On'comparing notes, they .
all found that the respective drivers had given
_a version peculiarly his own. One of the -
passengers, a Dublin fellow, asked her how
it was that her story was so unlike all the p
others. She then told them, laughincly, that
it was the first time she had shown visitors
over ; that.her mother, who whas ill at present, -

always did it before, so that she had never

-
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had occasion to learn about it, and was obliged ¢

to make up a étory as she went along. She i
'5 was a pretty girl, so they forgave her. Back li

' again to where they landed ; they tried some <
of the stout Ireland is famous for, and t

drank “Success to Auld Ireland,” listened v

3 , to some songs, wished the little crowd “ Gosd- n¢
% ’ bye” that had gathered on the beach to see fe
8 ‘ these people that were off to America, and re
they were off, egch with a piece of shamrock sh

that they were going to plant abroad. -But th

alas! for such hopes. Most of it—in :fact I up

think all of it with the exception of a'few N ar

leaves—found its way to the bottom of the sle
Atlantic. It began to seem léss important as '
time sped on; then the roots were dirty and the
it seemed a nuisance, as many of our self Ev
_ Jmposed tasks appear when we have settled dia:
down to other things. afte

The third day they were some hundreds par
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of miles away, right out on the broad

" Atlantic.  They had settled down to ship

life. The weather was fine and the sea
calm. Only a few passengers felt unwell ;
these few generally felt too: sleepy to eat,
talk, or stir out of their cabins. It was
not sea-sickness, oh, dear no! only a tired
feeling.  The day was pﬁssed in reading,

reclining in steamer chairs, flirting, quoits,.

shuttle-board, exploring parties going' over
the ship and visitiflg the steerage, getting
up a poél on the run of the vessel,
and, above all, eating, drinking, and
sleeping. , ‘

The evening was observed .by many as
the time for writing up their diaries.
Every young ’lady, I believe, keeps a
diary when on ship. The “drawing room
after dinner was alwazs the scene of a regular
party, music, sqngs,lecitations,  flirtations
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and the like. The deck is never (.leserted.‘

~ Some one or other is sure to be taking a

walk.  Moonlight nights, fellows would
explain to girls, I suppose, the depth of the
ocean in different parts of the world, and

other such fitting subjects at sea, as they

leaned over the railings, cdﬁtemplating the
mysterious ocean, lighted up in one place
for .miles and looking, as if it were,. the
path to the moon, while on either side of
this' broad path of pale, rippling, liquid
light, would be darkness and impenetrable
mystery. The Iizith» always led down to .
the vessel's side. They could not pass it,
though going all the time about fifteen
knots an hour. They all believed in that :
proverb about two being company and
three a crowd. Is that the correct version,
dear reader?
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“ How well /
The night is made for tenderness—so still
That the low whisper, scarcely audible, /
Is heard like music—and so deeply pure,
That the fond thought is chasten’d as it spnngs,/
And on the lip made holy.”

\Ia.ny a game of whist, too, was .played

after supper. /

The fourth day at sea, with a cap full”

~of wind blowing, was an unwelcome/ change

to many. It was but a “cap full” lof wind,
as the sailors called it. Yet lt/ was the
occasion of a melancholy occurrepice.  One
of the steerage passengers, a /Norwegian
woman, about sixty-five years of age, who.
was suffering very much from/ sea-sickness,
died of exhaustion. She was in delicate
health, and should not have thempted such
a journey while so unwell. Life in the

-steerage is not conducive to the rapld‘

recovery of a feeble invalid. Many of the
' G
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- H
i passengers were confined to their state-rooms,

RS

we
8o it was comparatively unknown until the mc

next day. e

A funeral at sea is one of the most it

appealing and solemn occasions. We have

£.. - lost our dear mother is the wail of many, . res

but how doubiy lost she seems when buried
at sea! The bell tolls, a platform is low-
ered over the side of the vessel, the corpse
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of
is placed in a canvas sack, weighted with

lead, and placed on the platform; the wt

o Union Jack is laid over it, while the burial he
"service is read; and at a signal the sleeping

one is lowered into the sea. It has gone.

E B

No, there it is again, a portion of it appearing
above water for a minute or so.
The few on deck are watching as they
leave it behind. ” ;
The son, poor fellow,—for he is on ‘board—

the
ithc
or

is watching with a look as though he fo.
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‘would like to jump over and reclaim his

mother ere she is swallowed up by the -

relentless ocean.  While they are all looking,
it suddenly disappears and is lost for ever.
"There is no stone to mark her last
- resting-place ; for who 1is there that can

name it? She is now penetrating the

mysteries of the deep—that deep, the home’

of the whale, the shark, and other monsters.

There is no spot in a peaceful cemetery
where those left behind can go and plaee
her favourite flower, and contefnplatipg the
stone, “feel that she is but. asleep there
under the shade of that willow tree. We
know that she is there, and not lost altogether.

The next day the gloom occasioned by =
the funeral had passed away; and with

“those who were not ‘immediately relations

or friends of lthe deceased the incident was

forgotten. The sea was calm, as though con-
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tented and satisfied with the se;priﬁce it had 1‘1‘.
demanded, the sun shining, and whales 'i'
were continually showing themselves all .
round the Vgssel, gliding swiftly along and .
throvﬁng up fountains. How majestic these e
- -monarchs of the deep look, traversing their o
- wide domain ! _ ' , i;e
“Look, there is another, going in an opposite i
direction to us. See it? about four miles off, "
ﬁsn’t’ it, captain ?” i
“Yes, there it is. Wait, it will come up:
-again and you will see the foimtain ‘ Now. -
look; there it goes, see hlS, or part of his, )
~ énormous body. There’s the- fountain. Lookg l'a'
like one at Trafalgar square.” o e
The glass had fallen to 32° a sure sign’ h:
that icebergs were not far off. Evepyone ve
kept placmor up their glasses, and. scanning '
<the ocean for lcebercrs Before the day had fre

past, they had seen several; one, three -
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miles long, that in the distance looked _like °

Westminster Abbey covered- with snow.
Then there was a fbg off the banks, always
a most anxious time with the captain and
a v;ery disagreeable one for everybody. That
fog horn is enough to drive one mad. Itis
so-persevering, too, won't leave off even at
bedtime. All and everything is néws for

the ladies’ diaries; so there .is a welcome,

if only a half-hearted one, accorded this or

these two fiends. - —

A ship! a- ship! What excitement it
~ causes to pass -a ship close by. ’
“What are they domor with those ﬂacrs ?”

ladyea enquire, watching the sailors hurriedly

signalling. Handkerchiefs, sticks, books, hats,
hands, caps, wave, as the people on each
vessel cheer.. '

- The sixth day off Rimouski, a tender

from anothel world comes for the mall bag.

,,,,,,,,
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With what eagerness all these British people
stare at this example of the new life before
them. They are in the lovely St. Lawrence,
the empress of rivers, the beauty of which,
once seen, is never to be forgotten. |
Raymond was talking to a (anadian, and
leaning over the side of the vessel admiring

the sublime mountain scenery.

“How weird and grand the mountains

. look,” Raymond said. ¢TI feel I should like to
land ‘right here’ in their midst. I can
imagine a fellow encountering the ~strangest
adventures, and meeting with the most
mysterious and unheard df caves and imps,
demons and witches, as he wandered for
years from mountain to mountain.”

A gentleman who had been very Qm'et
during the voyage came up to join them in
their praise of the scéﬁery. After expatiat-
ing upon the beauties of the St. Lawrence,
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he very kf{ndly gave them some advice that
was to carry them through Canada with

success. . ,

“JI tell you what it-is,” he said. “ You.

must praise everything up in this country
to the Canadians; they like it.”

He had made an unhappy selection When
coming to these two—one a Canadian.

Praise must be sincere, or it is not accept-
able.

“He was known ,a;s the diplomatic old Scotch
gentleman after that.

It was a Saturday night; the rain was
falling through a thick foggy atmosphere, a
very rare occurrence in this part of Canada,
so most of the passengers were in the drawing
room, singing. ' '

Renshaw, a young Englishman g/g.ing out

to farm, who had been prowling about the

deck all the evening in top boots, wideawake

RS I
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. 2nveloped in. a thick long overcoat, opened

88 - The Mysterious Stranger. -

hat, flannel shirt, with a revolver and bush-

man’s friend strapped round his waist, and

the door and cried amidst a storm of protests

against his standing there with the door open.

_ “This is our landing place. Didnt you
hear the rockets go off? We are at Quebec.”

¢ Never mind, shut the door!” was shoutéd
by"ﬁll of them as two cushions were whizzing
through the air in the direction of Renshaw's
head.
" Renshaw was too quick. The cushions
banged up against the closed door and fell to
the ground. ' h
"No one left the room, they were all sorry
that the end had come, and were determined
not to break up this pleasant gathering until
obliged.
After a while the doctor came and inform-

ed them that they were at the landing stage,

g

m
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but that it being so late and such an un-
pleasant night the pass_engersA need not go
ashore until 9 o'clock to-morrow morning.
Many engagements were then made for early
walks on deck. The next morning by seven,“
several were walking up and down .admiring
the lovely scenery and regarding with the
greatest interest possible the whole of their
novel surroundings.’ o
“ Perhaps we shall never meet again.”
“This may be the last time we meet.”
“[ hope this is not out last meeting.”
“I wish we were to be in this vessel for
ever. I can’t bear the idea of perhaps never
seeing you again.” ‘ A
¢“ Although in the same country, yet we
shall be two thousand miles apart. Why, it
almost drives me to despair.”
“You won't forget me altogether, will you?”

“T hope you will think of me sometimes.”
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“May I.write to you?”

“Will you write to me?”

“If you ever come to Ottawa, I shall be
pleased to see you.”

“T have enjoyed the voyage very much.”

“So have I. I little thought, when I saw
you in St. Paul’s, that I should ever have the "
pleasure —the honour of addressing you.
How strange we should have met!”

These and a thousand other little speeches,
all prompted ’by the same source, might have
been heard by a “little bird” this May
morning on the SS. “Parisian.”

By 9-a.m.~the passengers had all left the
-good ship “Parisian” and set foot upon the soil
of America: their home; for such it was to
be for many of them. -

The first excitement was to pass the
custom house officers.

What a tumult there was ! for nearly every

-
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one was going West by the train that was to
start within a quarter of an hour.

Now that these people, who had been as -
one family for the past eight days, had landed
in this country—this country of “magnificent
distances "—a country that has cities distant
from each other over three thousand miles—

they were within a few hours to be separated
and  scattered all over this glorious
Dominion.

The “belle” of the ship was going to
Ottawa. Five or six fellows were carrying
her baggage to the depdt. - She was to be
lost sight of to most of them. On her arriv-
ing at Ottawa, I have no doubt but that she
had - waiting for her as many, if not more,
willing slaves to obey her every gesture.

Raymond had decided to go to Montreal
with Howell, who was joining the staff of a

bank there.
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‘Raymond said, addressing Rompton, a Mon-

ha’penny in the ofd countly.
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It sounded very strange to these two
Englishmen to hear the bells on the locomo-
tives.
. “It puts one in mind of Sunday to hear
those bells going,” said Howell.

They Both went into a store to buy a paper
before getting on the cars. .

“Five cents for this little paper? Why,

we can get a better one in England for a
gﬂ:' >

ha’penny.”
“I guess the train’s off ; the bell’s ringing,”
said the boss of the shanty.

They dashed out of the store and got on to
the last car.

“ Papers are very dear in this country,”

trealer.
« ‘Vhy? ” e
« Well a paper like thls would only be a
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-

“ Well, that's all it is here. A cent is the
same value.”

“ Yes, but we paid five centé.apiece,” said . ’
Howell. - : B _}:‘ s

“The price is only a cent. I'll show you E
if you allow me,” leaning forward and taking a
the paper; -“thank you. There you are, -
‘one cent, ” pointing to the top right hand

wo

e
e

ar
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corner of the outside sheet..
This, their first business transaction in the
land of independence, filled them with ideas. ---- o

that all their future ones were to be on

N

a par. : o
Time was, however, destined to prove the :
fallaciousness of these imp_r.essions. The
journey proved a very pleasant one. A dining
car, a smoking car and every convenience of a
“large hétel are to be found while speeding
through the country from thirty to sixty miles

an hoiur. Then it is so pleasant to be able .to
~
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walk through the cars, sometimes going the
‘whole length of the train to pay a visit.

How strangély different the country looks,
with its snake fences, burnt stumps of trees
“and the brownish tint of the grass and trees?
After England it wears a rather dried up
appearance.

On arriving at Montreal, ‘ Raymond and -

Howell put up at the *“ Windsor,” an hotel
that any city in the “old world” would be
proud of. Montreal is a grand old city with
about 200,000 inhabitants. Thebview from

Mount Royal is one never to be forgotten.

Montreal lies below, covering about four miles

in length and two in breadth. Trees abound

. everywhere, mingling with the houses, which

are mostly of red brick, thus forming a most
pleasing and picturesque addition to the
magnificent view. '

‘The next day they spent in admiring the

sig
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sights of the city. Passing through several
squares, where fountains were playing, they -
came to “ Notre Dame Cathedral.”
«Tt is very beautiful,” whispered Howell as ol
they stood inside. ¥

e

“I would prefer the word gorgeous,” said
Raymond, quietly; “it is very rich in colour-
ing and decoration of all kinds, but too -
suggestive of the Alhambra, Leicester Square,
for me to feel that reverence that I should
when in an old cathedral like this. I am sure
that if a service were going on, I should be
thinking of ' ballets instead of - the sacred ‘ ‘
precepts of the church.” i » S ;
"“Same with me, Raymond. I always enjoy -
going to Westminster Abbey. The dim
religious light, the .sombre aspect of the -
building, mellowed by age, and the hallowed, —
solemn sanctity pervading it, forbid an N

irreverent thought arising.”
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i‘, As we are now in Au_léi'ica:,?’ dear reader, I B
3 shall use words as they are used there. You art
’% ﬁ will have noticed that on our arrival at to
;Z’ Quebec words were used there incidental to Mo:
] the country. . in *
2” i They pald their quarters and stepping into I
r( the elevator went up to the belfry. the
; A lift in a church tower! It would seem in- the
3 compatible in England with the sanctity of the comr
" building. But here they are more practical. off -
7 Standing in the belfry overlooking the city, Eng
they noticed a man running towards a gate ling
leading into a square; a woman appeared ther
chasing him. When the man had run half N
Way across the square, she extended her arm. how
Shots were heard ; she had fired five bullets thei
at him from a revolver, and then fallen down frier
faintings- ‘The man still kept on running; the [ “OUr

- bullets had but passed throucrh the tails of his It

r coat " lf hE

\
A
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“This incident suggested a free use of fire-
arms to these two Englishmen. They began
to fear that they would have to live in
Montreal without ever being able to indulge
in the least frivolity with its belles.

Howell was appointed to a post in the bank
the following day; so they wandered round
the city in quest of rooms and found a
comfortable boarding house on Victoria Street,
off Sherbrook. Mr. Smith, the landlord, is an
Englishman. The mere fact of his being
English was a letter of recommendation to
them. '

No one but strangers in a country know
how delightful it is to meet someone from
their native place. Enemies at home become

friends as soon as they meet in a strange

country R U

Tt is no use a man saying that he is English,

if he is not, in America; you can always tell.

/ H

2
2
o
»d
B
oy
70
e
i

B T R P




C NS e LR
*

PR

98 " T'he Mysterious Stranger.

Howell did not like the custom of taking
lunch to the oftice. Bank clerks in Canada do
it though. A rather unpleasant change from
the practice of going out to lunch in the old
country. ‘ |

They both made many friends; but before
they had been in Montreal long, Raymond had
learnt that the proverb ‘“go West” was
observed here.

Howell was already home sick. I suppose
he must have been in love; for how could any
fellow reconcile himself to living in a country
thousands of miles away from the home and
associations of his lady love ?

Howell refused to be interested in gnything

in Montreal. He seemed unable to admire the

" beauties here —scenery or otherwise.

““Montreal isan old city, and Just as ¢ settled

and regular in its daily life as other old cities.

One day is much about the same as another
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- there. You go for a walk across the fields to-

day, and a week after you can go across the
same green fields. e .
Not so out West sometimes. There the field
of to-day may be the city of next week.
Howell was very discontented; he was
working hard at the bank and the system was
altogether different. Besides/,, that lunch

busmess ! <

" He had hung a map of the British Isles on
the wall at the foot of his bed.

Lying and contemplating it during most of
his spai'e time, he would exclaim, “My only
consolation! my only consolation! I know
there is such a place.”

Raymond used to spend most of his time up

_the “Mountain,” _A_more. delightful retreat -

from the excessweheat of the city it would be
difficult to 1magme

There is but one obstacle up there that

1
i
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100 The Mysterious Stranger.

mars the enjoyment of otherwise perfect
repose, and that is the presence of mosquitoes
in all the most secluded and shady nooks,
They are a pest, especially to those just out
from the old country. '

pur
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CHAPTER VIL

“For me, whén I forget the darling theme,
‘Whether the blossom blows, the Summer ray
Russets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams,
Or Winter rises in the black'ning east,

Be my tongue mute, may fancy paint no more,
And dead to joy, forget my heart to beat.”

“To everything there is a season. and a time to every.
purpose under the heaven.”

*‘év QROM the 1st of .—J—anuary/ to the
) 31st of Décember of each year,
life in Toronto has its ever-
flowing fountain of enjoyment to drink at.
The winter has its dances, tobogganing,
ice-boating, sleighing, snow-shoeing, curling,
progreésive euéhre, drive whist, and the

comfort evewy ’i:louse possesses Wwith its stoves.
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The spring brings its walks and rides.

The summer is the boatman’s friend. The

" lake then is alive with yachts, canoes, skiffs,

passenger steamers, large two and three
masted merchantmen, and every description

of craft. It is the nurse of Hanlon and

O’Connor. These two names are well known

all over the world. There are many
amateurs, oo, here who could give a good
account of themselves anywhere. .

The autumn or fall, as it is called in

this country, has its tints—tints not to be

surpassed in any part of the world. 4
walk or a ride is then perfect. The Indian
summer is peculiar to this quarter of the
world, ‘and ger;erally lasts a few days in
the fall, commencing about the .beginning

of November. , There is a genial warmth in

the atmosphere. The sky keeps a deep red

colour, much as one sees at times during
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The Mysterious Stranger. 103

an autumnal sun-set in England.  One
would imagine themselves to be living in a
region where the harmony of the elements
had never been broken. " The very leaves
seem to reflect the colour of the sky, and a
red haziness prevails everywhere.

Raymond had, after ‘ﬁeing in Toronto a
few weeks, obtained an appointment in a
bank, and was living at Mrs. Ireland’s
boarding house, known in the directory as
“Royal Mont Lodge,” but more  familiarly
styled the “dude boarding house.”

Mrs. Ireland was the very ideal landla.dy(
She was a tall, commanding figure; indepen-

_dent, though always polite; fond of a joke

and a game of whist; proud of Canada,
especially Toronto ; able to freeze a person
with a look—this she could do with perfec-
tion, for in the midst of a laugh, occasioned

by the wit of one boarder, she could draw

i
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\
herself up with a queenly gra;c\a\ and at

once discourage any attempt on the part of
another boarder to create a laugh by4/indu1ging
in some disparaging remarks about a place

or people that might prove unpleasant for

-anyone in the room.

Music, dancing, reading, cards, flirtation,
smoking and chatting—all had their votaries
here. One never need be dull when at home.

It was very )ple;isant in the summer
evenings to sit on the verandah or to recline
in a hammock in the g:;mrden.

So many countries had their representa-

~ tives, too: England, Ireland, Scotland, the

United States, north and away south, and
from various parts of Canada.

Not oneivof each, but several, thus afford-
ing each an opportunity to “talk their own
part of the world” exclusively at times.

One has to live out of their native country -

y
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to know what a pleasure meeting and talking

with a fellow-countryman means.

What a thrill of enjoyment is experienced

each time one or other uses the old familiair

terms or mentions the name of a plééé
known to both !

ZDo you know Hampstead Heath?”

“ Why, I lived there two years.”

- . “Did you? Then you know ‘Jack Straw’s

Castle’ and the ‘Vale of Health’?”
“I should think so! and the ‘Spaniards’
too.”

. “Been to Hastings, Brighton, Scarborough,
Margate, Ramsgate, Yarmoﬁth, Broadstairs,
Isle of Wight?” ‘

The evening soon passes away as they
compare notes in this city about places and

people they both are acquainted with in

‘a.country over three thousand miles distant.

Raymond had drunk freely of all the

i
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waters flowing from the fountains of enjoy-
ment in Torento. He began to feel that
the incidents of his former life were but
ancient history—history he liked to “reflect

. over sometimes, as a sort of pastime, when

TS

LINNL T NNCRIU EREE RO S O N

%’* in the solitude of his room; but always
% feeling that it referred to a part that could
; not possibly affect his present future. .

AQ He had been living in Toronto a year,
5 and had not heard from Rowena. At first

it pained him very much, but as time

[
. ) .

rolled on, bringing with it ever new and

-pleasant associations, he learned to partially
forget his trouble.

i 4 TR et

NEEETERE U T S

An occasional cruise on the ¢ Trivet”
would help 01_1;5 to forget anything.

Could a jolﬁer, more genial,. gentlemanly
set of fellows be found on any yacht ?. ~

It. would- fill a book to enumerate _one
half of the dry, witty sayings of Toffatt on
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a single trip. He was the source of the
funny sayings.

Drinks, all k1ﬁd§ of drinks, especially
“ Walker's Club”; the morning plunge, the
cozy cabin with its pastime—all not to be

beaten.

Drill, too, occupied a deal of spare time.

The “2nd Battalion Queen’s Own Rifles of
Canada” is as efficient and smart a rifle vol-
unteer battalion as one would meet with any-
where. The only other rifle volunteer corps I
consider to be compared with them are the
“ London Rifle Brigade,” the ‘ London
Scottish,” the ¢ Victorias” (* Vics.”), wof
Montree}_}, “The Artists,” the “3rd Middlesex,”

‘and the “2nd Volunteer battalion Royal

Fusiliers.” Raymond,. of course, jo'ined them,
and felt proud to belong to so fine a battalion-

Time sped away only too quickly. Who
that has lived in Toronto but can say the
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same? How pleasant a walk on King or
Yonge; or a ramble through Queéen’s Park!
a magnificent park of natural beaﬁty.
When the leaves are falling and the day”
is waning, and the lamplighter is going his
founds, how soothing a walk along College ‘
Avenue is!

R N e e

e

To-day Raymond had beén instructed to
it join the staff-.of London branch, where he
L would go to-morrow. . "He had heard from
e “several bank-clerks, who had been stationed
there, that it was a pretty place; but that
there was little or no boating to speak of.
There was an infantry battalion though, tié

“7th Fusiliers.” This was a great source of

b satlsfactlon to him, for he would Join the
b regiment. There™ were unsurpassed lawn
i tenms grounds, and a capital hotel, the
i “‘Tenunige ”
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CHAPTER VIIL <

* The more any one speaks of himself,
The less he likes to hear another talked of.”
. ¢ :
3 ’/);’ YSAYMOND had settled down to
\Y3 London life, and found time go

pleasantly. v
London, the « Forest City,” has its Thaines,

Westminster, South Kensington, Oxford Street,

Piccadilly, Pall Mall, Blackfriars . Bridge,

Westminster Bridge, Lambeth, Hyde Park,
Cheapside, St. Paul's' Cathedral and West-

minster Abbey. This’ Westminster Abbey .
is strangely different to the venerable one in -

England. = Here, in: London, Ontario, our

material, spiritual, and beery wants are satis-

g
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fiedl at the abbey on the payment of a few
cents. You need not take your hat off-either
on entering, and if “Scott Act” is not in

force there, you can drink ¢ Presbyterian

wine”’—I mean whisky—beer, &c., in agy__.. :

part of the bulldmg } - ’

The streets are very wide, and trees and
boulevards abound everywhere. “Queen’s
Avenue,” “ Dufferin Avenue” and “London
South ” have some exceedingly pretty houses.

An absence of fences and walls characteriées
the whole place.

As a great number of the houses stand in
their own grounds, and these grounds are
beautifully kept, a walk is rendered a pleasur-
able undertaking, even on the hottest day.
The trees, nearly all maple—the beautiful
maple, the emblem of Canada,. as the brave
oak is of England, the pretty shamrock of
Ireland, and the sturdy thistle of Scotland—

re
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afford shelter from the sun, while the
grass and flowers delight the eye wherever
it wanders.

There are three principal boarding houses
in London, viz., “Haskett’s,” “Hell,” and

« Hﬁmpidge’s "—the last two on Queen’s

“Avenue.

The second named one was originally a
church, then a skating rink, and now a
boarding house.

A certain Very Rev. Dean is attributed
with the responsibility of its present name.

The building is a large red brick structure,
not the dark red usually met with in bricks,
but a bright flaming red—a truly startling
colour. ) _

On its being opened as a boarding house
several of London’s bank clerks decided to
reside there. This was sufficient to stamp it

as a fashionable boarding house; and being
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fashionable it was of course a subject of
fashionable conversation.

The story goes that this Very Rev Dean’
exclaimed as he sauntered along Queen’s
Avenue with a bank clerk, a resident of this
new house : .

“Well, what are you going to call your
house? Blazes, I think, would be a good
name. It is red enough.”

At dinner that night it was decided to call
it “ Hades.” So Hades it is called when re-
ferring to it in the presence of ladies,
but simply plain, unvarnished “ H——1" at
other times.

Yet another tale of a bank clerk.

A fellow was ordered to London, and on.
his arriving there and ’enqtiirina for a board-
ing house, he was told to go to “H——1L"

It so surprised him in meeting with the

Jame reply from three London bank officers
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in succession that he decided to write to a
Toronto society paper and ye(xpose' the un-
gentlemanly behaviour of the London men.
The letter sealed and despatched was to be
a far more severe punishment than any other
he could possibly think of. What an ex-
prsure! How the London men would regret
ever having forgotten themselves to such
ar extent! All Canada should know how
ill-mannered and devoid of the least kindly
ferling they were.

Ere it had been posted five minutes he
Ind solved the reason of the replies, and was
mw anxious to stop the publication of his
letter. Another long letter, stating how he
had been mistaken; that if the house had been
talled by any other name such a mistake as he
2ad made could not possibly have occurred,
and excusing himself for his too hasty judg-
ment.
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The incident “was published as a Joke
something after this style :—

~

Gentlemen arriving in the “Forest City” | *
and enquiring for boarding houses are politely | &
told to go to'“ H——I,” that being, we under- U
stand, one of the best places in London. «

Raymond tells an anecdote that ought I3
have been published as a joke. Here it is:- &

It was Wednesday, the Argyle’s day. - & 2
the beauty and chivalry of London' we Jilli:
calling. Raymond had joined in a convers [ f

tion about skating. Miss Argyle, who kne
the old country well, said that she ha
skated there in the winter and enjoyed :
much. - ,
“Have you ever seen them skating &
Hampstead or Highgate, Miss Argyle?” Ray-
mond asked.
“Yes, I've skated there. But it is so
crowded always

‘A
.

 awy
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“There is very enjoyable skating in Lord
Mansfield’s grounds at Highgate. The Chol-

ioke,

ity” mondeley boys and several families /in Highgate
itely | € there. Policemen are stationed to keep
der- 4 the crowd out, so it keeps it select,” Raymond

said, conjuring up in his imagination the most
pdeasing recollections of Chinese lanterns,
evnooth ice, and the absence of ‘“ Remember
 an/@ SWeeper, sir.” .
il Widdle, a young Englishman of about
feneteen summers, with an air of swelldom
1t some few young Englishmen are apt to
hssume in the colonies, asked, -
“Have you—ah evah—r skated at the
lVelsh Harp? It is so—ah very select, you
pow. One has to subscwibe about five
ineas—ah for the season, you know! I
sed to —ah skate there a gwate deal.”
It was difficult for Raymond to look serious,
memberfng how every Tom, Dick and

80
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zi Harry were entitled to join the crowd on the ¢
———;ﬁ; ice there by paying their shilling. ‘ §
_;%} Widdle’s exaggeration should be pardoned, . I
§ for his recollections of skating at the Welsh ¢
P - Harp must date back from wﬂen he was U
about twelve years old, he W been i ¢
Canada, I believe, about six years when he i

told the story.

Have you ever, my dear reader,, had the I

misfortune to meet a person such as I will

describe ?—a man who feels sure that whatever

he does or says is of the utmost importance,

and bound to interest the ' community at
large.

There are always, as it were, heralds sent

" in advance to proclaim in the midst of a

flourish of trumpets what it is the pleasure

of this- potentate to do. And when the

populace are gathered together to watch this

great man put on his boots, take a dose of
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cod liver oil, or even look at his watch, or
start out for a ten mile walk that will resolve
itself into one of two miles, attention is

called, and a command is sounded, calling

_ upon every one present to divest themselves

of all thoughts or business that are not
immediately connected with him.

“I, John Jones, will eat a potato,” he
proclaims in a loud voice to the honoure
péople who are so far favoured to be in the
same city with him. The rest of the world
will of course know what he said in. due
course, for in these days of telegraphs there
is no reason why the sayings and doings of -
so great a man should not be read by all
nations the déy after their occurrence. What
a proud recollection for the bystanders in
after life! Think of the pride with which
the descendants of those honoured few who
were privileged to see J?hn—not King John,
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but the great J ohn—-ea.t a potato will relate
when talking of the proud memoirs of their
ancestors, this histdrical and important event,
Surely it will be handed down from generation
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to generation. Time cannot detract one iota
of glory from such an event.

“ Que:en Victoria pinned the Victoria Cross
on my father’s breast,” I fancy I hear some
young man saying.

Several have related how honours have

. been accorded their respective families, but
among this party of young men is a nephew
of one of the select few who had been present
when John, not King John, but the great
John—John Jones ate a potato, or it might
have been that he took a liver plll or some
cough mixture. )

This young man’s uncle had not only seen

. -him eat, but had on more than one occasion
actually shaken hands and had a drink or
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drinks with him. This was indeed a proud
boast for the, family.,

Who and what is this great John? Well,
I hardly know; but a few people in London,
Ontario, would remember, I fancy.
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CHAPTER IX.

é
“Not all the sights your boasted garden yields
Are half so lovely as my father's fields,
Where large increase has blessed the fruitful plain,
And we with joy behold the swelling grain,
‘Whose heavy ears, toward the earth reclined,
. 'Wave not and tremble to the whisking wind.”

(¥ ~ m;
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OU had a new man at your place
to-day,” 'Raj'mond said, address-
ing Jackson, a clerk in the Bank

" of Commerce.

“ What’s his name, and where does he
come from ?” said a B.B:N.A. man.

- «QOne of these fellows who came out to
farm.”

“ Poor devil! Been long at it?”




The Mysterzous Stranyer. 121

“ About a year. Complains that there was
no sport, and that his only recreation was to
go to the Methodist church.”

“It’s real fun to hear him tell about the
first fa.rm the second, and nght up to the
“sixth he was on.”

“I suppose he came well armed,” said
King laughingly, remembering what a wild
life he had pictured he would lead out here,
when he left the old country to farm in
Canada. He was now in a bank.

"“Yes; why, he had enough weapons to
supply a small army. He has sold most of
A them.

“ His name ?” inqulred Raymond.

“ Renshaw ! ”

“ Renshaw ! By Jove! I crossed over with
him. Bring him here by all means.”

“Yes, bring him here to the ¢ Saints’ Rest.™-
I warrant the first dinner will surprise him,”
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Row said—a tall, jolly Canadian, who had
been nearly all over the Dominion and was
now in a bank.

“We'll take him down to Jerry’s and give
him some of that extra special and oysters,”
said Thomas, another Canadian, who could
be as noisy and jolly-as it is possible to be, at
times, while sometimes he was as grave and
sober as a judge.

“I guess youve been there already,

" Thom,” . said Jackson, winking across the
table. . . .
“Yes, :Vou bet ! ” chorused the rest of the
boys. .
“How many bottles of that Carling’s old
stout have you had, Thomas, this after-
noon ?”

Thomas, assuming the air of a semi-drunken
man, declared that he had drunk three
quarts. o
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“More Iikely' just smelt a cork,” Ray said,
knowing Thomas’ inclination to exaggerate
his feats of drinking.,

“I guess that’s about it,” the rest said,
laughing and speaking simultaneously.

“Are you going to the Tyler's to-night,

Raymond,” asked Ray, who, like Vincent,

was fond of going out. :

“Yes, you bet! It's to be one of the
'biggest parties this year. British, you're
going, I suppose? ” said Vincent.

“Yes, I wouldn’t miss it. Mrs. Tyler is
such a charming hostess, and there are sure
to be so many there that it would be a sin
not to go.”

“You fellows ought to go to-night,” said
Ray, addressing two who had received
invitations, but- who never cared to meet
people, and thought dancing a fraud; ¢ there

will be a splendid supper, the best rye, the
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finest cigars, apollinaris ad libitum, and rooms
devoted to cards.”
“Youd better go,” added Raymond.
“No, it's too fine a night to miss. The
tobogganing will be perfect. We shall call
on their day, and regret that we were unable
to come last Thursday night.”




CHAPTER X.

“The music, and the banquet, and the wine—
The garlands, the rose-odours, and the flowers—
The sparkling eyes, and flashing ornaments—
The white arms and the raven hair—the braids
And bracelets ; swan-like bosoms, and the necklace,
An India in itself, yet dazzling not
The eye like what it circled ; the thin robes,
Floating like light clouds *twixt our gaze and heaven ;
The many-twinkling feet so small and sylph like,
Suggesting the more secret symmetry
Of the fair forms which terminate so well—
All the delusion of the dizzy scene,
Its false and true enchantments—
Art and Nature.”

@ﬁY 9- p.m. the reception room at
—%ﬁg Mrs. Tyler’s, this Thursday night,
“  towards the end of the London,

Ontario, season, was crowded with guests, who

were continually arriving. Nearly all London

|
|
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were there. Most of the guests had met
“before, so the pleasurable task of filling the

PP
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\

programmes was easily accomplished. A few

ladies, friends from one or two other cities,

N ]
were unknown to some of the London men ;

e

but Mrs. Tyler soon made these, until then

NS

comparatively unfortunate men, happy by
introductions.

Renshaw, who was now quite a society
man, and who had changed his pre-conceived
ideas about Canadian life very much since
his landing in this country, was in his
element.

He is one of those fellows who, when in
the society of ladies, feels supremely happy.
He considers them all charming ; and when
waltzing with one, or in the conservatory
with another, or having supper with another;
he feels, for the time being, a delicious sense

of love—love that would make him ready

<
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to lay down his life, if in so doing it would
help to smooth the path, even if only for a
minute, for the charmer whom he happens
to be with. This is not a source of discom-
fort to him, for he ever remains faithful and
- loyal to the last one. As he generally meets
several ladies in a day, he accustoms himself
to indulge in this sense of love much as some
iﬁdulge in repeated doses of opium.

It was a chivalrous esteem, though a
dreamy love; a devotion such as others only
feel when kneeling at the shrine of a holy
saint, that he had for the .x. A tear in
a girl’s eye, or a word or deed calculated to
pain or annoy her, said or donme in his
presence by a man or boy, would arouse such
an interest within kim that he would burn
to avenge the insult or discover the way to
remove the cause of the tear.

I have wandered away in thought from

Sn e rn e i
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the party. But it is the party that causes

Renshaw to be in love at least twenty times

g v

to-night.

SR 'a'»a'm"' ~§af
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Raymond had wandered into the conserva-

tory and was sitting on a couch, screened

St i m e e
o R

from view by the leaves of palm trees and

other tropical plants, with Miss Hully.

AR

It was about twelve o’clock, and although

twenty below zero outside, yet it felt very
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warm in the dancing room. Here it was
cool, not cold, but just cool enough to be
pleasant A lady could sit here all the
evening without being compelled to put on
her wrap.

The soft coloured light, too, was such a
relief after the glare of the dancing room.

“ What a delightful dance! I think it one
of the best this year.”

“ Yes, there was only one other to compare
with it, and that was the” Lyman’s,” said
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Vincent, half turning his head and looking
into her face. ‘ But they didn’t have a place
like this to rest in. I think this place now
positively enchanting.”

“Do you like Canadanow, Mr. Raymond ?”

“Yes, very much.”

“You are not so anxious to go home now
as you were?” .

“ No, I should feel very sorry to leave.”

“Do you like our climate?”

“Yes, although I think the summer too

hot. But the winter to me seems perfect.
A cloudless sky; the bright sun making the
snow sparkle like diamonds; a crisp, clear,
bracing atmosphere that puts new life into
you at every breath; the snow creaks, and
planks snap in a quick, invigorating manner
in response to every footfall ; the sleigh bells
jingle, and the tuques and blanket cloaks-of

. the ladies add picturesqueness to this winter
K
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scene. As a rule, winter in the old
country is very wintry indeed. The trees
are bare; the sky leaden, and all nature
seems dead.  But here everything appears
to me to suggest life. Nature wears a thick
robe of sparklmcr diamonds ; everyone you
meet has a glow of health on their cheeks,
and walks with a quick step. The boys and
girls are running after and jumping on to
slelghs, while others are coasting or being
rushed over the snow on sleds drawn by dogs.
All is animation. Pardon, I fear I must be
tiring you.” '

“Not at all. I like to hear you speak so
enthusxastlcally of our country. Do you
like Canada better than England?”

«I like Canada immensely ; but I have a
love for Englan;l, especially now that I am
out of it, that, of course, I could never have

for any other country, no matter how fine a




The Mysterious Stmnge;r. 131

a
place. You, no doubt, would always prefer

Canada, it being ybur native place.”
“Yes, I guess I'd rather live here. The

. houses are more comfortable, Your bed

rooms are always so cold, and so are the halls
and staircases. Then- the people are stiff

-and don’t go in for such ood times’ as we
=]

do. But the peaceful villages, the old
churches, the green fields, the hedges, the
traditions, and the historical buildings, ruins,
&c., of England are what I miss here.”
“Canada has traditions to be proud -of ;
but, of course, the traditions, the buildings

and everything else here are of SO recent

-a date,” Raymond- said, warming to the

subject.  ““I remember reading somewhere
in a book—I forget the name of the book—
but it was an interesting one about Canada —

. ‘Here are no historical associations, no leg-

endary tales of those who came before us.

|
!
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Fancy would starve for lack of marvellous
food to"keep her alive in the backwoods
We have neither fay nor fairy, ghost nor
bogle, satyr nor wood nymph; our very
forests disdain to shelter dryad or hamadryad.
No naiad haunts the rushy margin of our
lakes, or hallows with her presence our forest-
rills; No Druid claims our oaks, and instead
of hovering with mysterious awe among our
curious limestone rocks, that are often singu-
larly grouped together, we refer them to the
geologist to exercise his skill in accounting
for their appearance; instead of ~investing’
them with the solemn characters of ancient
temples or heathen altars, we look upon them
with the curious eye of natural philosophy
alone. There is no scope for the imagination;
here all is new—the very soil seems newly
formed ; there is no hoary ancient grandeur

in these. woods; no recollection of former
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deeds connected with the country. The
Indians appeal to the imagination, but they
lack the warlike character and intelligence
that I had pictured to myself they would
possess.””

“ That must have been written by someone
from the old country. But it is very true,
and I have often heard old country people
speak in a similar strain upon this want of
data to feast the imagination upon. When
are you coming to see us, Mr. Raymond?
Any Wednesday evening, you know.”

“Thanks very much; Ill come next
Wedﬁesday. I was coming last week, but
had to stay at the bank for ‘return.’ I hope

you will reserve as much of the evening as

you possibly can to me. It is very greedy

~of me; but you have told me so little of

_your trip to Europe that I feel, unless I

get you to promise me this, that I shall never
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hear about it. Why, the second dance over!

Here comes Mr. Renshaw, he’s your partner

“for the next, lucky fellow! Will you

promise to let me take you down the slide
Tuesday night, Miss Hully, say twice?”
Raymond pleaded, getting up to relinquish
her to Renshaw. o

“Yes, if“you promise not to upset me.”

“I promise.”

o
’
— ¥
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CHAPTER XI.

“Bright and so beautiful wag that fair night,
It might have calm’d the gay amidst their mirth,
And given the wretched a delight in tears.”

HE moon is a bright bluish pale
yellow, shedding a soft, peaceful,
silvery light o'er the snow-clad

city and the surrounding country.

The many electric lights, that at other
times look so bright, appear dull and dim
to-night in the presence, of the “dazzling
beauty of the moon. Their feel Hshamed of
themselves on account of the sarcastic
disparaging way in which people are talking,

ridiculing, and laughing at their lustre as

. . o S s N
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compared to the imperial, serene, enchanting
grandeur of - the p],a.cid, all-pervading lustre
of the moon. Th:éy look awkward, silly, and
apélogetical to-night, and keep blinking
under the satirical gaze of the citizens. For
fear of losing the goodwill of these people
altogether, they keep renewing their efforts
to compete with the moon. They hiss and

hiss to call attention to what they can do,

and, exerting all their energy, suddenly
burst forth into a transient effulgency.
The effort has been too great—they can’t keep
it up; they quiver with nervous prostration,
and blink and blink, and gradually subside
again. But they are determined not to let.
the moon have the night all to herself, so
keep renewing their futile efforts until
midnight, when they retire from the field
ignominiously defeated, but fully determined

to contest the supremacy to-morrow night.
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The stars twinkle with a l'édi@cy uncheck-
ed by the least sign of vapour. The sky
is a clear dark blue, devoid of any signs
of clouds. The earth, as far as the eye can
reach, is white and sparkling with erystalline
refulgency. Sound travels very rapidly
through the clear, crisp air, the temperature
of which is twenty below Zzero.

Men are dragging toboggans behind them,
as they wander slowly along, talking to
ladies, towards the top: of the slide. A noise,
as of trains in the distance running over
bridges, is heard all the time, as the
toboggans with their human freight keei)

rushing down the chute. The people are

all dressed in blanket suits, tuques, moccasins, -

ard mits. T ' .

It is a winter’s night in London, Ontario,

and nearly all London are 'merriiy toboggan-

ing.
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The piatform at the top. of the slide is
filled with a crowd of people, all intent upon
placing their toboggans upon the chute to be
flashed’ half a mile in about twenty seconds
down a steep” decline, illuminated by an
avenue of coloured lamps, then over the
snow-clad earth, bump! bump! bump! and

across the river until checked by the snow.

_ What fun! what sport! what merriment!

when they leave the chute and jump over
the rises in the ground until they reach the
river, or perhaps capsize into a snowdrift,
or_ attempt to climb a tree that is near
their course. Then commences the walk

back. A lingering kind of walk as a

rule, nearly all up hill. There is a little

decline ; throw the toboggan forward, jump
on, and down you go. All the' tobogganists
are warm, and the walk back is more like a

summer ramble, lasting from fifteen to
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thirty minutes. The climb up the steps
and the flash through the air keeps the
circulation going. s

The many coloured suits have a most
pleasing effect. The whole forms a scene
that stamps the nationality of Canada.

I consider a Canadian costume the prettiest
national costume in the world. Tobogganing
in most other countries could only be
artificial. Here it is real, and lasts three or
four months. Men, sixty years old, enjoy
the sport. It is no novelty, but a recognised,
healthy, enjoyable exercise. | ' ‘

“Good evening, Miss Hully; may I have
the pleas;lre ?” Raymond says.

“Thank you, next time. I am going
down with Captain Vere this time.”

“Tll wait here,” he said, standing on the
roof of ;the toboggan house, which forms the

first landing on the steps. Raymond

¢ e A ks
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watched them fly by, and then, after about
a minute, wander slowly back.

“Thank you, Captain Vere,” she said,
when they had reached the roof of the

toboggan house, and Raymond. had come to

L]

25

claim her.

T

“How far did you go that time?”

Raymond asked.

“Past the buétress,» over the bump, and
near the breakwater. It was a splendid run.
You must steer to the left a little as soon as
you reach the river, and we shall go as
far, Mr. Raymond. It is the farthest to-
night.”

“ Thanks, T'll take your advice. Quite

sure there are no holes that way. You heard

about the fun last night, I suppose. Several
went through. Mrs. Wheeler was wading in
the river up to her neck.”

“Yes, Ethel told me;-she was on the
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bridge and saw them go in.

It was nothing .

to laugh at though. Five or six were shot in.

It was too bad. Some people on the bridge
laughed every time as the toboggans came

-dashing into the hole that the first one had

made.”

“ Which side do you prefer, Miss Hully ?”

Raymond asked, holding th® toboggan up,
and waiting to let it down on the chute.

] think the west is the smoother.”

“So do 1.” he said, placing the toboggan
on. “Do you hold the strap or cord?”

“ The cord, thanks.”
“ Are you ready ?”

“Yes.”

Raymond jumped on, and they are now
going at the rate of about sixty miles an hour.

“Just about the same place, Mr. Ray-

mond,” she said; there’s

Captain Vere’s toboggan.”

the mark of

[N
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“We escape that big bump by steering to

the left. It was a glorious run,” Raymond

said, assisting Lilian to her feet.

Then came the walk back. A stream of -

SN 56 RTINS SR B [ RN

men and women, some very young, others

young, and some old; but all merry and-

glowing with health and enjoyment -

Wm_A__,.A.,M_.W_\
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There goes Mr. Jarvis, a bank manager:
> g ) g

he’s about sikty years old. How he enjoys.

the sport! Watch him jump on, and steer
those ladies down the slide. Then look at

that stout, genial-looking gentleman; there he

4“5{ )

. goes dragging his toboggan up the steps: that
is Mr M‘Donald, the drugéist. I guess he’s
about fifty-seven. There's Maud Jarvis,
she’s about thirteen';‘ she'll go down back-
wards, or steer, in fact any way as long as she’s

on a toboggan. The moccasined feet tread

!
i
.
%
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silently over the snow-clad ground, ever

onwards, towards the precipice, from the
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summit of which, when reached, they literally .

throw themselves off.

Some, as they meander along, -exchange
remarks that will provoke rippling laughter,
which floats through the air and lends
enchantment to this purely Canadian scene.
Others talk so softly and silently that a
laugh or an audible —except to the person
addressed —answer would appear -sa.crilege.
Whispers and looks of love, I feel sure,
occur at times.

Even in Englanfd—-the cold, unapproach-
able English(?)-—I have heard that down by
the sea shore, in the early morning or
during twilight, this kind of thing may
possibly happen. ~ Some go so far as to say
that. the waving corn of the country, the
hedges ‘of the lanes, the ‘balmy  summer
breezes, the rays of the moon, the floating

- ddrhins of a waltz, and the music of skates,

?
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as they skim over ice, all conduce to make

- the young people in England whisper sweet

soft words of love .when so-and-so’s brother
is with the other fellow’s sister. How ex-
tremely interesting it woul'dl prove if the corn,
the hedges, the summer breezes, the moon, the.
strains of waltzes and the music of running
skates were compelled to reveal all the
secrets they have been entrusted with!
“Can I hope to take you down again
this evening?” . Vincent asked, as they
reached the foot of the steps the second

. time.

“Well, no, I'm afraid not, thank you,”
Lilian said, “for our chapér'gn says that
-we must go after going down twice more.
I have promised Mr. Renshaw and Mr.
Collar.” - :

Archibald Collar is a clerk in the Bank
of Montreal. To be that in London, Ont.,

®
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is an honour that few young men, out -of
that institution, have any idea of the high
and exalted position it means. The B. of
M. fellows know, however. It is a passport
to all the best houses. And when the
officers of that institution are pleased to
condescend to interest themselves in any
movement in the city, it is almost sure to
prove a social success.

This phenomenon is peculiar to London,
Ont. It would be very painful to witness
the outraged feelings of one of these social
lions, when he was removed to -any other
part of Canada or the world, at finding
himself compelled to sink into comparative

oblivion.

Bank clerks in Canada generally occupy

a good social position. But that ismot—al— -

with some few bank clerks in London, Ont.

They imagine themselves gods.

( Il

.
L

o
[
|

i

[P ORI



Btddd o,

146 The Mysterious Stranger.

Raymond tells me that, taking the bank
clerks of London, Ont.,, as a set, it would
be difficult to find a better. They are a
jolly, gentlemanly, sociable, although self-
conscious lot of fellows.

Raymond may be prejudiced in their
favour, having been one himself.

lhe brief time I had the pleasure of
mixing in their society is fraught with
pleasant memories. They nearly all go in
for cricket, tennis and daﬁcing. The
majority can play “ball "— base baﬂé a
great number ride, a few in the hunt;
many are fair oarsmen; and where is the
bank clerk in London, Ont., who does not
know where to get a drink after 7 p.m. on
Saturday if he wants it? or on a Sunday,
although all the pléces are shut? I say,
where is he? ‘

Some can do one thing, some anothér, to’
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perfection. I know one that can make
punch.  And it was at H——1 where I
first tasted his. What a jolly night we had,
to be sure! It was a Good Friday the day
after, so one of the fellows fasted.
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CHAPTER XIL

“ Give e good proofs of what you have alleged :
"Tis not enough to say—in such a bush
There lies a thief—in such a cave a beast;
But you must show him to me ere I shoot,

- Else I may kill one of my straggling sheep.”

to their boarding house at half
past ten from the slide. .
“What, not in bed yet!” exclaimed Ren-
shaw, goihg up to Ma-y_; “the landlré,dy;s‘b little
daughter, and stroking her face. “Wily, a little
girl like you ought to go to b_ed at nine.”
“QOh, Rats!”
“Don’t get cross, darling,” Raymond said,
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approaching her and stretching out his hand
to catch her. But she was too quick, for

running round the table and throwing an

,apple at his head, she ran into the kitchen.

“May! May! I've got some candies for
you,” Raymond cried; “come in and I'll give
you some.”

“Well, don’t bother me,” she said, opening
the door and stepping in.

“Here you are, May ; help yourself. .I've
another box upstairs, just the same.”

“ Now, quit that!” she cried, as Renshaw
commenced to pull her hair; don’t fool around
like that.” L

 “Say, May!,I've got a_conundrumtoask

you,” Raymond said.

“Sit down right there, then,” she said, |
pointing to an arm-chair at the other end
of the room. »

“No, I shall sit down right here,” he

Py
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said, taking her by her arm and making her

sit. down in a chair beside him. X
“Hurry up!” she cried mpetuously, shppmg

‘a small piece ‘of ice down hls back and

jumping up to get away. y
“No you: don't—I muét ask you tfns,”) \

Raymond s2id, laughing. and holding her' in

‘her chair. “ Why is an umbrells like a -

pancake?” - g l

e Chestnuts —it’s the second tlme T've been
asked that ¢ chestnut to- -day,” May said, with
an attempt to look mdlgna.nt

“I don’t know said. Renshaw ; Whats the
answer ?”

L« Rats!” cried May
“ M letm/téll ‘him, May .
“Let him chage “himself “around a block S

“she said, jumping up and throwmg some flour

into both their faces, as she rushed out of the
roomi, saying good night, dearies.”
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W'hat a little terror! She’s a regular

,‘Mllss, Renshaw said, laughing immoderately

as he watched ‘Raymond trying to keep the
flour from falling on to his blanket coat.
Then they both $houted with laughter.
“What's the answer to that conundrum, by-

" the-bye?” asked Renshé.w, partly sobet:‘ing

down. ,

“Why are umbrellas like pancakes? ”

“ Because they are seldom seen after lent.”

“ Bravo ! c;zpital.! and how true!” Renshaw
said, sms kin«/; ‘his knee. .

“ Bm:%
smoke before going to .‘roost, you fellows,”
shouted Ray, who was sitting by the stove in
the hall. ,

“Where are the uther boys?” asked Ren-
shaw, ‘as he and Raymond ' were making
themselves comfortable round the stove.

“Don’t know. Wouldn't like to say. Guess

your pipes and come and have a
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_ Thomas will come home ¢paralysed’ on three
glasses of beer. They started out to ‘paint
the city red.’”

“This is sometlﬁng one never sees in the
old country,” Renshaw said, leanimg=back at
full Jength and resting his feet on the stove.

e 8 R

—— R
\
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“INo; I guess you'd miss this sort of thing if
you lived in the old country, Ray,” Raymond
said. ¢ Dickens raved and stormed a great
deal about themn, but what should we do here
in Canada in the winter if we only had
grates like they have at. home.” l
o« What' can be more comfortable,” asked
Renshaw, “than a gbod;big fire in an open
grate, a pipg and a book; or to sit in the

twilight and look at pictures in the fire?-
~ That's  what you can do at home.” ’

.“Well, when. first I came to this country I‘
thought that the stoves ‘were yery u?rly, that

the plpes running throut:h the rooms in some

I
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of the houses made the rooms look like
engine houses, that the atmosphere was so
hot and dry that I felt I must choke.

But now I consider a house in Canada dur-
ing the winter the acme of comfort. All
over the house the temperature is uniform ;
the red cheery light of the fires as it glows
through the mica seems to welcome you to
every‘part of the house. Going to bed in
the winter is a pleasure, instead of being,
as in most houses in England,a sort of a com-
pulsory dose of medicine that- we must
periodically swallow preliminary to our ob-
taining ease. Ditto in the morning. What
an. effort in the old country to throw the
bed clothes off in the cold, chilly morning!
’Here it is only laziness that keeps us fellows
from getting up early.” - ’ '

“Well done, youre the stuff, Raymond,”

~ laughed Ray. “Of course I don’t know any-

PRI Y £
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~

thing about your houses in the old country,
except from hearsay; but most Canadians,
when in England, complain about being so
¢old in their bed rooms, and getting one side
of their face scorched in the sitting rooms,
Dickens, too, was given to exaggeration.
“Good night, boys,” Ray said, knocking
the ashes out of his pipe and leaning ba‘ck,

extending his arms, yawning, and allowing

. his chair to come forward again with a jerk -

. as he jumped up, yawned again and went

upstairs to bed.

“ Good night, Ray.”
- % Good 'night, Ray.”

The fire glowed, and the two men sat
silently smoking their pipes, watching every
little flicker.

Raymond was thgﬁrst to break the silence,
which had lasted about five minutes.

“How do you like this country ?”
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“Very much now; it was strange at -
first.”

“ Especially farming ?”

“Yes; afellow going in for farming in this
country ought to be a country fellow, one
used to farming life. I think it is a mistake
for a town man to go farming. The life is
so different that he grows tired of it,”
although a few fellows get to like it after
awhile.” ‘

“You grew tired of it, anyhow, Ren-
shaw?” ~ . | -

“Yes, yoﬁ bet! The pupil on a farm
in. the next concessioﬂ to me, the other side
of Woodstock, got tired of it too. He threw
it up—Ileft a. week before I did. Went to
California; found his way to 'Frisco; got into
a general store; stayed there about four

months ; caught typhoid fever; ran up a big~

> bill in the hospital ; no money to pay; wroté

Y
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home to his people for tin; cleared out of .

the hospital ; engaged as a waiter in an

1

g% hotel ; went to Australia; had a good time
Il& there; came back to Canada ; bad luck again;
_;? ‘ wiped engines in Winnipeg last winter ; went
s home last fall; had a ‘pile’ left him, and is
out agg.in and going to buy a farm at
) z : Woodstock.”
“ “ Where' did you used to live?” asked
= Raymond.
“” “ London—DBrondesbury. © I was born in
%i Africa, but came to England when a year

old. My mater died on the voyage home,
and my pater was killed in the Zulu war.
I lived with an old general, a friend of

pater’s, who is my guardian. He is a
o wealthy old boy, had speculated a good deal,
i but a regular tyrant. He does not know
§§ where I am. - My sister is the only one who
¥

knows I am in Canada; but she does not

A
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know when I left: England or what my
present address is. I left home a month

before sailing—was afraid of being brought ,

back.”

“Do you ever correspond with. your
éiste\lj?”

“No, not now; have lost track of her
altogether. Wrote one letter, but it came
back marked ‘not known at this address.
I suppose they have left without giving any
address. My friends say that she and my
guardian have cut them all.”

“Does it not worry you, not hea.l'ing.fl"om
hel‘?” ‘ =

“ Not much, now; I have grown used to

_ it.  Perhaps she has cut me as well as
everybody else. She used to be fond

of me once. I wrote home to friends when
I failed to hear from her, but they-don’t

appear to know anything about her.
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As to my guardian, I never trouble about
him.”

~ “It is wonderful how time heals. Then,
of course, there is now someone® else .
who occupies all your sentimental
thoughts.”

“Well, yes, to a certain extent she does, -
Ra.ymogd. She is the dearest, sweetest,
jolliest; ‘most sensible, most lovable girl Jin
all the world.”. ’

“There goes the gono;who can it be at
this time of night?” Raymond said, lookmg
inquiringly at Renshaw.

“T'll swear it is not those two fellows—_
not enough noise for them. They would
be inclined to kick or bang the door with
their sticks, after paying calls at Hawthorn’s,
Jimmy Smith’s, The Tecumseh, The Western,
The Grigg, Jerry’s, and sundry other places
all in one éyening.”‘l .
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“I can hear two voices,” said - Renshaw,

_getting up and opening the door. )
- “Mr. Raymond Jives here; can’l speak
to him?” asked a man in a decidedly.

cockney accent, proclaiming him to have
but lately come from  London, England.
“By all means,” Raymond said, springing

up and going up to the enquirer; “won’t

you come in, and your friend? I am Mr.
Raymond "

«I would hke to speak to you in pne'ate
Mr. Raymond.”

“Certainly ; your friend can take a seat
here, and we can gb into the drawing-room.”

“I have nothing private from my friend.”

“All right, then the three of us can go
in. Excuse me, Ren,,” Raymond said, lead-
ing the Way mto the dramng-i'oom “ Pray,
gentlemen, to what can I ascribe the honour

of this visit from two Englislyﬂgn, newly
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arrived, I feel surc? Before you tell me,
permit me to offer you some beer. English-
men as a rule like beer. I haven’t any

‘Bass,” but I can offer you some ‘La Batte's’

-or ‘Carlings.” If you have never tasted either,

there is a treat in store for you. Excuse
me a second—TI'll bring some in.”

“Pray don’t trouble. We shall only be
here a few minutes,” the yom;ger man
replied.

“Your business then, gentlemen ?”

“I've no doubt but that you :have
guessed that,” the clder man replied with a
grim smile. '

“No, how should I?”

“Here is my card.” °

Raymond took it and read:—

“ Detective Sergeant Holland, “Scotland

- Yard.”

“ And jmine,” the young man said, hand-

.
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ing his card to Raymond. He leaned back
and surveyed - Raymond with & look full of
reproach, anger and revenge. '
“Detective Sergeant Holland and Mr.
A. Fitzgerald,” Raymond said, with a puzzled
-look, “what can I have the pleasurc of

doing for you?”

;To .come away with us qmetly if you

_don’t wish to have the whole of this city

know who you are,” Sergeant Holland said,
complacently eyeing Raymond. '

don’'t mind the whole world knowing who
I am”

«“ Coxﬁe, be sensible, and don’t begin that
busmess, the detective said, smiling at the

vn'tuous indignation.

i
§

M

“Who I am!” exclaimed Raymond. «I

dramatlc attitude Raymond had assumed of

~ “I will be .sensible, and call upon you
%o be the same. I've no doubt but that I
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i3 .

k3 can prove to you how mistaken you are,
&

First of all, what am I accused of?”

'”

“Murder and robbery! » )

“Murder and robbery! My God! Well,
that is beyond a_joke.”

“You are a good actor,” Fitzgerald said,

— iy

i
i
5,
i
1
!

“but justice is sure to overtake a criminal

like you at last.”

IR Raymond started to his feet, and rushing
= at Fitagerald in a fit of passion, aroused by
such an assertion, felled him to the ground

L by a well-directed blow in the chest. The
’“%( : table, the lamp and the chair came toppling
3 over to make ﬁ'ay for Fitzgerald.
‘ ~ Renshaw hearing the scuffling came in,
_i S exclaiming, “ What's the matter, Raymond:”’
‘§ N “What's thé matter' Everythm15 is . the
matter! I am accused of murder and

robbery!” L= .
“That man,” shouted FKitzgerald, who
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was being held back by the detective,

“murdered my father!” :

“Calm down, Raymond,” Renshaw said.
“It can, I've no 'doubt, be all explained
away satisfactorily. ~What is ~your reason,
sergeant, for accusing Mr. i?dfmond?”

" Meanwhile, Raymond and Fitzgerald had

taken seats and were eyeing each other with
very threatemng looks.
- The sergeant commenced : “Mr. Fltzgerald
this gentleman’s father,” pointing. to the
gentleman who had just disentangled himself
from the furniture, “was found murdered
on the morning. of the second of Aprll
1886. He lay on the floor in his room, by
the open safe, shot thréugh the heart.”

“Yes.”

“In the safe was a small parcel, said to
contain, a will and some ready cash. There
were also some loose Bank of England

e e Lo,
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notes—five one-hundred-pound ones.
and the parcel had been taken by
murderer.”

It flashed throuoh Raymond’s mind tha
he had been the victim of a plot. But as
the _vision ofi\Rewena arose before him,
he could not, he would not, dbelieve her .
\Tguilty His love was so strong that even
were she proved guilty of murder he would
clasp her -in his arms and love her in splte‘A
_of the whole world.

“Tt, may be only. a coincidence,” he

e thought, . ¢ yet it, peints to this strange

visitor of mine as being the cause of my

) being accused.” - ‘ @
“But why come to me'? asked Raymond.

“ Because - on the first of Apml the- day
before the murder, Mr. Fltzcerald the
murdered man, - had gone to the bank an

B O
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5 U cashed a cheque for five hundred poun
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which closed his account. . He told them at

the bank that he integded going abroad -

shortly,. and- that for the present he would

" - keep |the money in his s'tfe ~ One of the

no
from-here. It was a hundred-pound note,
No. 46,372, dated London, March the third,

1987. It was collected by the Alliance .

nk, London, on account of the Molson’s
, Montreal, Canada, ~who were collect-
ing it on behalf of Mr. Raymond of this
/uty

Raymond sat perfect],y. silent, for he now
knew that there was a- good reason' for his
* arrest. E '
~ "“Raymond! Raymond! can’t you deny or
explain this mystery ? ” pleaded Renshaw.

“No; Idid chénoe th‘lt note in Montreal.”
“Where did you g o'et 1t° Only szyr/z: L

“TI cannot.”

has been traced ‘as havmor come
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“My God! Raymond. You are not
guilty ? ” uttered Renshaw, in a low be-
seeching tone, buryi;fg his face in his hands.

“No, not guilty, Ren.; buta solemn promise
that I made threc years ago prevents my
divulging this secret. I will go with these
gentlemen to England to prove my innocence.”

The noise had not alarmed any of the other

fellows who were in bed.

On many other occasions, tables, chairs,
stove-pipes and a few boarders would
shake” the house as they all Mfell tumbling
over on to the floor. Such trifles, when they
did occur, only called forth an amused ex-
clamation from those itk bed to the cffect that

of a time of it

the boys were having a h
below.  Often;, when coming in late, they
would wrestle with each other, upsetting
most of the furniture in their struggles.

“I swear to you, Ren., that I am innocent.”
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“ Here is my hand, Raymond. I believe it
will all come out right. Is there anything 1°
can do for you?”

“Yes; please apdlogise for me at the
Hully’s to-morrow evening. Tell them that
I have had to hurry home to England on -
important business. Excusc me to all the
people I know for not making any P. P. C.
calls, And Ill get you, if you will, to
forward my trunks to England for me.”

«0Q. K. TN fix that for you, Raymond.”

“ When do we leave this city, sergeant?”
asked Raymond, resigning himseclf to ‘the
inevitable. I should like to avoid seeing
anyone under the present circumstances. I
suppose you are going from New York ? i’

“Yes.” | -

“Well, sergeant, drive me to St. 'Thoma_gv

to-night and we'll catch a tréin from there to- -

N o .

morrow.”
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“That’s it,” Renshaw sziid; “no one will
know where you are. So you will be spared
the pain of explaining the reason of your
leaving the city. How about the bank,
though ?” .

. “I will ‘write and inform the manager all
5bout it. There will be a deuce of a stew
there when I don't show up in the morning,

until he recexyes my letter, and then he will

. be more puzzled. Good bye, Ren., old boy;

I know it will turn out all right, and I shall
be out here again before lonor with you and
the rest of the boys.”

“Have you got a bug gy or a cart,
sergeant ? ”

“No, sir.”

“Then I shall come to Fulcher’s with you,

R‘tymond Renshaw said.
“Yes, do, there’s a good fellow. Fulchers

is a livery where I have an account, sergeant,”

[

o



said Vincent; we can hire a rig_there and I
will square‘ up my account with him. By
Jove! I cannot gb to Europe in this garb,”
laughing as he surveyed himself up and
down; “why, they would fancy me  an
‘Esquimaux. Come up in my room, sergeant,

while I change my things.”

" dressed himself in the conventional dress of
the Eurépean. , ,

It was a cold night and they had a long
drive before them; so he put on a big fur
overcoat, -a fur cap and guantlets, and
packed a valise with a few articles that would

» be absolutely nec‘e-ssary.to take with him.

It was a melancholy walk to Fulcher’s.

“It seems hard to have to leave like this,”
Raymond said. “London is a pleasant city
to live in and I know many people whom I

am very sorry indeed to leave. Yet, suffering

The Mysterious Stranger. 169°

Raymond took off his toboggan suit and -

S e abat
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under the accusation of sucha érime, I would
rather sacrifice all and cverything until I
prove my innocence.”

Fitzgerald walked along in silence. No
one but the sergeant ever took any notice of
him. .

When they were in- the sleigh and ready to
go off, Renshaw handed Raymon(i a bottle of
“club,™ three parts full.

“There, that will help .to keep out the
cold.  Good bye, write me soon.”

“ Good bye, Ren.  Many thanks for your
kindness. Wish the boys good bye for me.”

o
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CHAPTER XIII

“1 would not. “rong
Virtue, so tncd by the leas,: shade of doubt:
Undue suspicion is more abJect baseness
Even than the guilt suspected.”

N HE xfext day all London, Ontario,
knew that Mr. Raymond, clerk in

murder and robbery. '
That night at the Hully’s it engrossed the
thoucrhtb of those plesent- to such an extent

‘that it became alxﬁﬁbt the only theme of" ‘

conversation, . 2t
<# “To think that I bhO\ll(l ha\e been dancmg
t w1th»k4m the other night!” and a shudder of
horror would pervade the fair spe'lker

o
CRRES

-a bank, had been arrested for
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g Another would say, “It was but last night
B that I'went down the slide with him!”
3 King, Renshaw and Ray were being asked

questions about Vincent all the evening.
“Did you ever suspect him ? ”
“ Whoever woul{i have thought it?”
“ How déc?ived we can be!” '
“1 don’t believe it is true.”
“] am sure he is innocent.”

“I always- thought there was -something
strange about him.”' i L ' é
“What did I say?” . .
And many .other such questlons and.

. remarks passed f#rom one to another that
| ~ evening, all about Raymond
The O'eneral opinion was that it ‘must be a
mrlstake . R o
Yet, how could he gét that note ? was the
question no one felt able to sansfactomly put
aside. U ’
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In spite of all Renshaw’s silence about the

arrest, the main facts had found their way to

the papers. A
The 1ndefat1gahle energy of a ‘“Teaser”
reporter had supphed London with a ‘sensa-

tional account of the crime, arrest and career

of one of its bank clerks. -

" This- reporter had interviewed: Fltmerald

before the arrest and had afterwards followed '

him down to:St. Thomas, where he learnt from
~him an account of the whole aﬂ'alr

" London belles gomg home that mfrht
escorted« by London cavalwrs, remembeled
how they had been slmllarly escorted by
Raymond

© One would say, as she tramped‘ along

merrily in the clear moonlight over the snow-

covéred side walks or in the centre of the.

‘ road, Whv, who knows? he might have
murdered me,’ )
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Another: “F ancy a murderer seeing you
home! Why, what escapes I have had!”

“What a dreadful thing! I al\v;g,ys thought
him so kind. I can’t believe.him guilty.” |

“He always. appeared so jolly. You
couldn’t fancy him having such a crime

" . weighing on his mind.”

The sensational excitement occasioned by

" the arrest soon died away, and after nine days

Raymond’s name was seldom mentioned. He
had been forgotten amidst the whirl of
busihesé, pleasure, pain, sorrow and Joy of
which the world of London consists. Besides,
the surprise had worn off. It was ancient
history now, and an accepted. revelation—a -
“ (;hestnut” in fact. . People would rather
talk of something else, some event that was
of a more recent date, or go back to ‘stock
subjects. = Music, parties, tobogganing, Com-
mercial Union, Rider; Haggax‘d, Imperial
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F ederation, U. S. and English accént, s;kating,
Montreal’s last carnival, Robert Elsmere,
Annexation, Church, approaching marriages,
t}ie Gulf Stream, Europe, Queen Victoria,
New York, Toronto, Detroit, the entertain-
ments at the opera house, and a thousand
.6thqr subjects, not forgetting the state of the
weather as con;pared with this timg last year,
or even as far back as when the bush was
thick all round London, where now we have

handsome private houses and avenues.

[T -



CHAPTER XIV.

““ Poise the cause in justice’ equal scales,
‘Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause prevails.”

HERE was intense satisfaction in
England when Sergeant Holland
“landed with the murderer of Mr.

Fitzgerald, whom he had captured in the .

bush in Canada and-dfiven through the snow

twenty miles to the station.

The trial was to take place in London, .

and promised to afford some sensational
literature. To begin with, there was a Miss
Renshaw, who had either been murdered or
enticed away by some one, no doubt this
very Raymond. But it would all come out
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at the trial. She had never been heard of
since the murder.

Raymond’s friends were determined that
he should be defended by the ablest man-:
they could get, although they disliked his
persistence in not accounting for the manner
in which he came into possession of the
note.

The case aroused a great é,mount of
interest in London.

It was regarded as a cruel murder, and
young Fitzgerald was the centre of the wave
of public sympathy. o k

Tt was learnt that he had, in conéequence
of a tendency to be a little wild, been
banished from his father's roof. But the
general iq}prcggion was, that the murdered
man had willed ‘his property, which ‘was
known to have been largely in cash, to his
son.

N
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, The murdered man had, for the past ten
years, lived a most exclusive life, estranging
himself from the rest of the world by his
developed conviction that all mankind were
rogues. The house where he had lately lived,
and where he was murdered, was one of those
detached houses, secluded from the rest of '
the world by a high wall, in Maida Vale. He
had chosen this place as a sort of asylum
where he could- be in the midst of wild,
struggling humanity, and yet be isolated :
E much as one is isolated when secure on one of
the «sister 1slands, that are so beautifully —
situated on the Amencan side of the Niagara
Falls, from the rush the' fury and the
. thunder of thé waters, as they leap: and
struggle in a mad frenzy to escape over the
precipice. - C

In this house he Watched the calms and“
storms -of hfe, and always displayed ‘a -
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cynical interest in the smanner people
weathered storms and glided through
calms. His especial pleasure was to witness
the wreck of some of those human vessels as
they lay at anchor in the calm waters of the
bay of contentedness,. quite unaware of the leak
they had sprung; or going at a quick, easy
pace before the wind, unconscious of the

hidden rocks that lé,y in their course ; or some -

meeting with adverse currents and winds,

yet, being staunch and true, bafﬂed against

the opposmon for a time untll, through the g

continual struggling, they became weakened,
and were driven back and stranded. During
his life he had had one staunch' friend in
Captain Renshaw. Captain Renshaw, when
dying in Africa, had app&nted him guardian

to his two chlldren—-Harold and Nora Ethel. '

‘Harold had not seen his guardian for four

f years, in consequence of his having been

"J/\
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_’2_; _ forbidden ever discussing his future. Harold k

;% hafl left the house after a passionate k

4 altercation, swearing that he would never Kol
darken the doors again. Nora, although dis- tt
liking her guardian, had won fx:om him an th
affection that seemed incomprehensible in ak
such a man. He'had quarrelled with every th
-one, and hated all. But Nora seems to have his
been the only living being who was capable of seé:
.awakening a sympathetic interest in him. for
She had néver been heard of since the murdér_. tha

Her whereabouts was the subject for the J. fror

wildest conjecture. ’ clus

Mrs. Assam, who had been the murdered Pl'ié
man’s housekeeper for the last twelve years, thee
testified to the fiery temper: of her late was
master, and to his mode of life. Shke knew for t
that there svas a son, and had often seen J§ thel
him; but never at his father’s house. desi;

,Har/ql_d Rensh/aiw was in_-Canada—she had parce
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known this for a long time, but did not

know his address until the trial. She dis-

“claimed all knowledge of Noras- fate. As

the case proceeded, and it was ascertaihgd
that Raymond did not sail for Canada until
about six wecks after the murder, and
the fact that he did not .a"ctempf‘ to conceal
his identity, but that he remained in the
service of the London and Wyburn Bank
for a few weeks, all tended to shake the belief
that he was absolutely guilty. A speech
from the counsel for the prosecution, con-
clusively proving (in his mind) that the
priéoner was guilty, seemed to eliminate
these doubts. It was plain that the prisoner

was a bold criminal. His refusing to account

the bank the day before the murder, and his
desire to keep secret the hiding place of the
parcel and the rest of the motes, would

1
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for the possession of the note drawn out of
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justify such an intelligent, justice-loving,
impartial British jury, as we-have to try this
case finding the prisoner guilty of murder.

The day -after this speech, the court was
startled by a new witness for the defence.
Nora Renshaw had been found. She had
written th‘e"day before, declaring that Ray-
mond was innocent, and that she could give
evidence to prove it.

Her presence in court was a sensational
surprise.  Until then it was thought that
Raymond held the secret of her fate, having
most likely contrived to murder her too.

The night of the murder Mrs. Assam was
staying with friends at Sydenham. Nora
was at home with her guardian, and it was
supposed that the prisoner had murdered
her so as to have no witness, and had buried
her remains somewhere. ‘

Mrs. Assam had discovered her master

M:
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her return from Sydenham with her sister,
Mrs. Butt. They screamed and were so
frightened and agitated at the sight that they
had to- take- a. little drop of gin to buoy
themselves upfbefore they could think what"
to do. Mrs. Assam was not only frightened,

looking at her dead master and cried like a

‘child. She felt so ill that she. was obliged to
have two more little drops of gin to keep

her from fainting. They immediately fetched
the police, who had been investigating the
case ever since. -

Raymond’s heart leapt with joy as he
watched Nora, his Réwena., enter the
court, But suddenly a dread that Nora
might possibly become involved crept over
him. Guilty, he was sure she coﬁlgl not be ;

yet how was he to account for her not

lying dead on the floor b}; the open safe, on .

but quite overcome. She sat in a chair-
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v answering his letter ? This, like other mys-
i ' teries clinging to her memory, would be 1
solved, he hoped. How his soul went out K]
. to her even then, standing there accused of C
murder as he was through her! I
_ She related how heraguardia_n,. Mr. Fitz- pe
gerald, had the day before thke.,discovery of ta
the murder handed ﬂer five one-hundred- w
pound notes in an envélope, and a parcel, frc
telling her that she must take it to Canada [ . - po
® within two months. He was going to Africa 18.
on the morrow, and would join her in rul
Canada about June. eig
“ He mentioned some place in Canada pm
that I was to go to, but in my excitement gés
I forgot the name. When my brother left I/ﬂe.
England we were living at Brondesbury, 1%00
to which place I suppose he wrote. The /ﬁnor’
people who took the house were people |guas

whom my guardian had quarrelled with,  libre
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They' would not take any trouble about our
letters. I expect they returned ‘all letters

.addressed nf us there as ¢ not at this address.’

On handiné me the parcel; he :étipixlated that
I was to fmd my brother and give him this
parcel ; blut that I must promise that it be

/ . .
taken tp Canada. On the outside was

Writter}/‘not to be opened until three years
from )ﬂate.’ He called my attention to this

- pointi/ng out the date, the sixth day of March,

1886, written on the top with a thick line
rulgd under it. Harold, my brother, - was
eighteen on that day. - The five hundred
'pdﬁnds he gave me as expenses, and sug-
gésted my takmrr Mrs. Assam’s niece with
qie. That night I heard two shots, but was
?foo frightened to leave my room until the

morning, when to my horror I found my
|

/guardian lying dead on the floor in the

‘library. I ran out of the room screaming,

. . .
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but was not heard. I was alone in the
house with my-guardian’lying dead in the
library. I felt too frightened to notice much.
A revolver was on the floor near his head.
I rushed out of the house and flew to friends
at West Hampstead to tell them what had
happened.' 'They pitied me and cried, saying
that the world would say that I had mur-
~ dered him. They were afraid to. go to the

Rliouse," and dared not move at all in the.

matter, as they were sure that I should be
arrested for murder. In the evening the
'boys and men were calling out *Shocking
murder in Maida Vale! Discovery of the
body by the housekeeper and her sister!
Nora Renshaw suspected of the crime!’ -
“It was too horrible. - I felt that-I must

escape. When everyone had gone to bed,

I crept down stairs; put on a waterproof and

a bonnet that I found hanging in the hall;

a4
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and, covering my face with a thick veil, left.

the house. I wandered on aimlessly, trying
to decide what to do. I knew not where to
go, and everyone I met I felt frightened of,
lest they should accuse. me of the murder.
The sight of my guardian lying dead on the
floor in that house haunted me, and ‘almost

drove me mad. I imagined that the truth -
would be discovered eventually, but that the

- <
circumstances would all point against me,

and that I might be, if caught, accused and
pronounced guilty.”

“Did’ you not- often openly declare that
you would like to Kill the ‘old brute,” and
_express your hatred for hlm in forcible
language 2.7 v

“Yes, I dlshked h1m very much at times,
and when in a temper would often say to

Mrs. Assam that F'would like to kill him.
Everyone disliked him. I was the only one,

e el R T v AT e
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%% ' he used to say, that ever would talk with he
it Chim ¥ - be
g Knowing how she had declared to others m
~ i ‘ her wishes, when suffering from the recollec- ste
g tion of his harsh treatment to herself and tc
o brother, she was aware how all these words ha
would be brought against her as evidence ses

to substantiate the public belief- that she was

the murderer: ) inc
London, after dark, is a partieularly dreary of
yty for the roofless wanderer. ) gre
* " This April night was cold and damp. wa
The clouds were ever sailing slowly onwards pec
in ba?:‘cheé’, screening the moon, which would Sor
seem to burst forth at intervals just to remind - ope
agitatéd wanderers that it,_like Lonéon, was al
unmoved in its coldness and serenity by ally
passing events. The measured tread Of the ~ hur
police, the merry laughter of men and women . peo
gathei'ed round coffee stalls drinking steaming get
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hot tea, coffee and cocoa, and eating hard
boiled eggs, while immediately beside them
might be huddled together some dirty, half-
starved, ragged, helpless creatures-who were
too weak to move on any further, and who
had sunk down-on to cold stone steps or.
seats to sleep and await the morrow.

Everyone and everything seemed utterly

indifferent to their surroundings. The light

of the gas lamps flickered on the shiny, wet,

greasy roads and pavements; ~hansom cabs

wandered about much as the majority of -

people to be seen late at night in London do.
Sometimes a young man, with his coat flying
open, his beaver hat at the back of his head,
a lighted cigar in his hand that he occasion-
ally raises to his-mouth, would walk along
humming a popular song. Few of the many
people who are out appear to be hurrying to

get home. Some stand talking, some stroll

SRR
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190 The Mysterious Stranger.

alo}lg slowly past others who are qu%;rrelling,
or holding themselves up by hanging round
a lamp post. A hurried footstep is only to~
be heard when a household cavalryman goes -
by. Even his step could not be descrila)éd as
hurried ; it has a measured, *easy sound, as
these magnificent specimens of physical man
pass, making the pavemeﬂt ring with a clank-
ing sound that rings through the air every
time  they put their feet down. One is but
a reI;étition of the other. Their step is not
hurried, although to keep up with them
many people would have to run. They are
striding back to barracks, and ignore the
scenes that one side of life in London is so
conversant with. London any night pres¢nts
a \s‘ilp'ilar appearance, only one night it may
be raining-.or foggy; or perhaps both,

another night it may - be clear mooét:;i
Helpless beggars, hansem cabs, coffee stalls,

.
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policemen, young men and outcasts are
always to be seen, whether it is a bright,
clear, dry night, or a damp, cold night.
Sometimes the snow, not pure white, but
looking as if pails of water had been thrown
over it to scatter a hill of soot that had been

" placed on each section of it, will show itself,

e AR by R Nt et e

as one walks through a park or glances
through the gates or railings. A policeman
will walk by a group of people talking at a
corner or standing round a coffee stall. The
‘big stolid policeman will be holding in his
strong grasp, perhaps a thief, perhaps a
drunken person, perhaps a woman who has
attempted suicide. The policeman goes by - !
without awaking any interest in the people
he passes. Perhaps a glance, a smile, a
" murmured “poor beggar!” is heard, and the
policeman and his charge are forgotten.

Nora was not a strange object, and. did.—.— -
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not excite any attention. Sometimes,

po.
she was spoken to, her silence and hwijll al:
manner of evading the &peaker would ' cle
causc a laugh, and the remark that she will So
a bad temper to-night. " Haunted wit . loe.
idea that she was being hun}ted, and f@l ove
faint, tired, and not knowing where - plas
she had wandered into Hyde Park th & as’
the Marble Arch. Even here she wajll thrc
alone ; figures were gliding along slowlgl will
noiselessly as the clouds. She wondeilll corr
all these creatuics were hiding from big
they knew as she was, and whether thefll strox
felt as helpless and distressed as hefR drur
How still and quiet the Serpentine loo: a.tteri
A mad desire to jump in and thus pufl with
end to all her misery took possession of f§ he
She stood on the bridge for a few secoff muy.
contemplating the still silent water, W, pol t

fascinated her. How peaceful and ser
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ked! The few peoplé she had passed - | _
policy way h;i\ther had not taken the slightest - T
alWwa, of her," and she was standing here
‘clear A storm was raging mtbm her

Some=emed even greater to beal in the

R
o e e mn S5O et

. lookiD gilence around her. The water

over 1 lightly up against the arches of the
placedp 5 soft, liquid, caressing, soot};ing
as’ of,  ‘The calm repose of the scene, .
throu of being broken by the sound of the

wl will was made even more sublimely still.

deyl

COrne; was the noise of a splash that

n W big ddisturbed the tranquillity of the scene.
thefll stromad jumped in. She remembered |
he! dI'UI'_»; more until she :found herself the i
loo! atteliornincr in bed in a comfortable room :
puf withyuse at Mornington Crescent, Regent’s ll
of @he She learnt from the landlady that - ’
eco] muhymona, who at one time lived at thié ) i’g

whiipol, had broilght her-home in a cab, after “

: []
serq E .
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* rescued her from drowning.

: j
. 2 - - 3 ;
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having pluhged into the Serpentine and

He had given instructions that all possible
care was to Be taken of her, and that he
would pay all Sxtes. He felt sure that she
had a sad and romantic history. She was not to
know that a gentleman was paying expenses.
The landlady was to say that it was she who
had befriended her. Mr. Raymond had been
to a concert at the Albert Hall, and had been
having supper with a friend.in Kensington.
He was returning home, choosing a walk
through the Park as a suitable exercise after so
good a supper. He was about a hundred yards
from the bndge when he heard the splash.
., The parcel and packet were in her pocket
undamaged when she felt in her pockét the
next morning. She began to fear that her
attempted suicide would lead to.her -capture.
She must leave this place, and seek another
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retreat until she could sail for Canada. Where
to go or what to do was a mystery to her;

but she felt she must leave here.

In Park Street, Camden Town, she was
attracted by a card in a window, Apart-
ments for a lady.” Knocking at the. door,
and making enquiries; she was so please\d
with the general appearance; of the house

and the kindly bearing of\the landlady that -
“she decided to live there.

It was while she was- hvmg there that she
called on Mr. Raymond a.nd§ gave him the
parcel and the Bank of Englaﬁd note that had
been the cause of his arrest. When living
at Maida Vale she knew Mr. Raymond by

- sight, and had often heard that he, the cashier

of the London and Wyburn Bank, was
wishing “to godo Canat"ﬁa. .The experience
she had had inr andon made her abandon the

.ides of ,going to Canada, a place that she
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196 The Mysterious Stmnger’.;

had less idea of than London. Mr. Ray-
mond was very kind, and promised to fulfil
all the stipulations she imposed upon him.
Soon after Mr. Raymond had sailed for
Canada, she was Seen by an aunt of hers
while in Westminster Abbey. She was
recognised and her aunt took her home to

"Hastings with her, where she had been

living ever since. In consequence of the
dread that she would be accused of murder,
if found, she was never allowed to go out,
unless closely veiled and accompanied by

her aunt. _ » .
She did not tell anyone about Mr. Ray-

mond having the parcel ‘that was missing,
and was unable to call at the stationer’s

* for letters, as she never was able to get to -
L(;nd_bn, and she had stipulated that no one
" was to be given them on any account but

_herself. She had not left her right name,

&
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or any clue as to her identity with
them.

" The anxiety and suspense of the last three
years had brought on an illness, lasting six

weeks, from which she had only just

sufficiently recovered to come to London.

It was but about eight hours ago that she
learnt that Mr. Raymond was in London and
being tried for murder.

The counsel for the defence stated that the

parcel was in court, and that Mr. Renshaw

had sent instructions from Canada that it was
to be opened by Mr. Raymond in the presence
of his sister.

The judge ordered the productlon of the
parcel, and ruled that the prisoner should
open it in court:

A silence, as of the grave, took possession
of the court as soon as the parcel was

produced. Everyone was wrapped in ex-
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: pectation and wonderment as to the cdn!;gnts. J
_ L There was a letter addressed by Mr. c

'? Fitzgerald to his son, a will and two deposit e
S receipts on the London and Westminster it
m’ Bank. ‘ a
% The letter was read in court. . It read— at
3. ]
Jfé’ “Dear ArTHUR—When y(;u read this I w
i shall have been dead three years. th

My life of late has been a burden. All the to
world is against me and I am-against all the
world. To-day I intend shooting myself an
through the heart. It will appear in the you
papérs to-morrow under the heading, ‘Suicide
at Maida Vale’ I have not carried out N
faithfully the trust assigned me by my dear ar
friend, Captain Renshaw, towards his children. awa
They are young at present, but when' this Eng
parcel is opened they will have had ex- N
perience and have developed a maturer the -
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judgment. The two deposit receipts, made
out in my name for ten thousand pounds
each, I have endorsed over to them. Part of
it was left them by their father. 1 have
added five thousand pounds to each in
atonement for the harsh and unfair treatment
they have had at my hands. The will you
will find provides for you in such a manner
that it will insure a comfortable independence

to you for the rest of your life.

May God protect you and my two wards,

and guard you all from the fate and life of

your heart-broken father!”

Never, perhaps, was there more surprise or
a more -happy ending to a trial that had
awakened the greatest interest throughout
- England. e “

Nora Renshaw and Vincent Raymond were
the -recipients of hundreds of letters of con-
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gratulation and sympathy from all parts of.--
dear old England. Nearly all' the daily
papers had leading articles upon this sudden
ligﬁhl\l% -had been thrown on this trial and
that had made plain to onlookers facts that
existed, yet could not be revealed until now-
Those who had believed Raymond or Nora
guilty were the first to extend the hand of
friendship. What hearty shakes Raymond
had ! i ' :
The prosecution, although defeated, were
more than pleased at “this sudden happy
termination. . -
Many tears of ‘sympathy were seen gathering
in eyes that until then, throughout the trial,
had been undimmed by any signs of moisture.
The British public, tdo, felt a great relief at
the clearing up of this mystery, and rejoiced
to find that there was one less murderer in
the world than they had counted.
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The Mysterious Stranger. 201 .

It had made their hearts bleed to think of
the cruel murder, and the heartless treatment
that Arthur Fitzgerald had been subjected
to. But now that it was proved to them
that it was all a mistake,r that it was a case of
suicide and that Arthur Fitzgerald had not
been the victim of a wicked plot, all their
indignation had gone, to be replaced by the
sincerest sympathy for Nora Renshaw and

Vincent Raymond. -
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CHAPTER XV.

*“To read to her, to listen to her voice,
To wait upon her slightest wish or whim,
- To seek with headlong eagerness and haste

Aught that might gratify, amuse, surprise, X
And win the precious guerdon of a smile, £
Or gentle pressure from her soft-gloved hand, ¢
Became the sole ambition of his life.

* % x * *

Not theirs the age of careful retrospect, "

Nor forecasting of aught but happiness ;
The present was so full of rich delight
That all the past had dwindled to a point, : 1
And all the future seemed already theirs.” -

- d.

MONTH bad elapséd.m' It was ‘at

towards the end of June. ~ Nora fac

and” Vincent were seated opposite ' © W

each other this peaceful June evening® in the
Nora’s aunt’s housé, Warrior Square, St.» to

e e e re———
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Leonards. They had just returned from a
walk to the ‘ Lover's Seat,’ and were enjoying
a repose that seemed to both of them
exquisitely dJVlne ﬁ

The twilight had a charm that it néver
possessed before. They had been alone in
this room five or six minutes, but neither
had moved nor spoken Each felt under a
spel. A Very halo of rest seemed resting
" on this room and square.

Raymond was the first to speak, and
‘then only in a whisper. I'

“ Nora, you will sometimes think of me,
I hope,” he said, in a plaintive tone, with-
drawing his gaze from the sky, as he sat
at the open window, and looking into her
face in a yearning, beseecfnnor nianner. He
- would have implored Nora to be his, but
that she was now rich, while he had’ still
to fight his way in the world. If she were
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204 The Mysterious Stranger.

poor and friendless he would have knelt
at her feet and sworn how he loved her.
But now he must go away from her and hide
his love, although it would kill him to
thigik that she ghould ever forget him alto-
gether. ‘ '

“Think of you! why, I could never forget
you,” she said in a voice so low and sweet
that it was like the strains of a harp heard
floating through the air as one approaches
and passes a hall where the music emanates
from. It was so distant and mellow, then
rich and full, though. soft and sweet, and
gradually died away, leaving a memory of
its enchantment behind.

“But why ask me this? You are not
going away?”
o« Yes, I am_going abroad again, and
must wish you good-bye to-night.”

“Vincent, you must not go. You will

he
lef
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make me most unhappy. Cannot you
femain in England?”

“I hope to be back some day and stay
here.”

“Vincent, you don’t care about me.”

“ Yés, I do, Nora. You are all and all
‘to me, but stern reality calls me away.”

“If it were leap year, I should do what
you are only entitled to do now, Vincent,”
she laughingly said, looking up from the
ground in a half stooping attitude, and
raising her eyes until they met his.

“What would you do—propose?” he
asked, jumping up from his chair, seizing
her right hand in his left, falling on to his
left knee, and clasping her round the waist
with his right arm. ¢ Would you propose,
" Nora?”
“Yes,” she murmured.

“Nora, I love you! I adore you, passion-
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206 The Mysterious Stranger.

ately, fondly, blindly, with- a love that

consumes my very soul! I love you as a
beautiful woman; I worship you as a saint.
Say, Nora, that you will be mine—mine—
all mine—no one else’s.”

She ‘dise'ngaged her hand, and throwing
her arms passionately round his neck,
Whispered, “Yes.” ‘

Before the sound of this word had died
away, he had smothered her with kisses.
Her lips, nose, ears, eyes, neck, cheeks,
hands and even her dress did not escape
him. :

“Vincent,” she cried, raising her eyes to
his and looking at him in a half-pleased,

half-reproachful manner, “you have made

my face and neck so hot. . My face feels -

on fire.” )
“Pardon me, Nora; but I am so wild

with joy, I could eat you,” he said, throw-

"

“‘
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ing his arms round her again and actually
holding a piece of her neck between his
‘teeth. — .

“I hope you won’t do it, Vincent,” she
said, disentangling. herself from his
embrace.

“I have swallowed that word ‘Yes’ that
you gave me just now,” Vincent said, “and
I can feel it coursing through my veins

like champagne, but with a more lasting,

stirring, delightful sensation.”
Mrs. Ellis, Nora’s aunt, came into. the
room.

“What have you two been talking about ?
You both look so pleased. I am sure you
must be hungry after your long walk.
There goes the bell for dinner.”

“I don’t want any dinner, aunt.”

“More do I,” Vincent responded.

BSOS SRR WU - 1 Sl

“ Why, how dark it's getting!” she said.
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208 The Mysterious Stranger.

“Don’t want any dinner!” :ejacu_lated
Mrs. Ellis. “Why, what has happened?”

“Tell aunt,” whispered Nora.

“I have been bold enough,” said Vincent,
walking up to Mrs. Ellis, “to propose to
your niece, and she has consented to be
~mine. I hope you will approve of this. I
was mad with love and could not restrain
myself. I believe—I hope that she loves me.”

“Do. you, Nora?” her aunt asked laugh-
ingly. )

“Yes, auntie—as I could never love
another.” r

“]I thought it would come to this, The
same old story, the same old story! And
with a pleased smile and a tear that had
gathered in her eye she kissed them both.

“ Now, children,” she said, “I must insist
upon your coming to dinner; you cannot

live on love, you know.”
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~ They walked out of the room, with its
gathering shadows of darkness, that would
ever be dear to them, into the brilliantly
lighted\dining-room. To-night, for the first
time, the in\erry talk and laughter was dis-
tasteful to them. They longed to be away
from everybédy and commune with each
other.

A ‘month of exquisite happiness passed
away as a dream, and they were married
at that pretty little ivy-covered church in
the woods, a few miles out of St. Leonards.
I would not attemiﬁ to try to commit
to paper the thoughts, words and actions of
these two happy people, for the month before
the marriage or the corresponding period
after, but would prefer to draw a veil over
them and regard them as the inmates of a
temple that it would be sacrilege for me to
penetrate.

P
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Some of you, my dear readers, may have
been inside this sacred temple. To the less
fortunate onmes, like myself, I hope the day
will come when we shall be, like Nora and

Vincent, inmates of this beautiful temple of

AR A B B G B

- love.

They consummated a love that both had
lived for for years. And they told me,
that while at the Isle of Wight for their
honeymoon, all nature seemed "specially for
them. The dewy mornings, the warm balmy
days, "the calm twilight, the cool bright
evenings, the moonlit nights, the boundless

_ocean, the green fields, the music of

birds, the rivers, the cliffs—all seemed to
breathe of love and to sympathise with
them. , .

They are going to Canada to be. present
at the marriage of Renshaw to Miss Hully,

and are not coming back until next March,
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3 " as Raymond wants his Rowena to spend a
3 winter in Canada.
’ Mrs. Ellis is to find a house for them
1 _/ mear London,) and Vincent is going into
£ business with Arthur Fitzgerald in the city.
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CHAPTER XVIL

“ What a delicious breath marriage sends, forth—
The violet’s bed not sweeter ! Honest wedlock
Is like a banqueting-house, built in a garden,
On which the spring flowers take dehght
To cast their modest odours.”

“ The treasures of the deep are not so precious
As are the concealed comforts of a man

Lock’d up in woman’s love ;—I scent the air *
Of blessings when I come but near the house.”
GRHERE had been many marriages
lately in London, Ontario. In
fact, there seemed quite a marriage v
fever. The bells of the cathedral are playing .
the Wedding March. London, Ontario, is all 1m
astir. People are sa;ying to each other— T
“ Going to the wedding ?” :OI
)

“Tt’s at eleven o’clock.”
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“Dean Harris and Rev. Highter going to
officiate.” |

“ Mr. Raymond, that' fellow who was taken
to England for murder, is to be ther.‘best man.”

“The happy pair are going to the Falls for
their honeymoon.”

“There is to be a big dance at the Hully’s

to-night.”

“She’s a sweet girl.” -

“Everyone says what a gentlemanly fellow
that Renshaw is.”

“He used to be here.”

+“Yes, but is now stationed in Toronto.”

Richmond Street is filled with people, all
wending their way towards the church.

From the number of le beau sexe it would
imply that they were more interested in
marriages than men were. All sorts and
conditions of women are wending their way

to the cathedral—shop girls, society girls,
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214 The Mysterious Stranger.

little girls, big girls, young girls, old girls,
rich girls, poor girls, pretty girls, plain girls,
that is, comparatively speaking ; for London,

- Ontario, has no plain girls—“ WhatT Take

that back! No, I shan’t; well, Srou know
what I mean”—thin girls, stout girls, hand-
some girls, cross girls, amiable girls, jolly
girls, pensive gii'ls; but everyone of them
lovable girls. How could one of the angelic

" sex be otherwise ?

“It's a lovely day—speaks well for -the
marriage.  Always like to see the sun shine
on the marriage day.” ‘

“Yes, sort of emblem of the bright days
to follow.”

- It was a beautiful day, too. The sun was
shining brightly from an azure sky. - Not a
cloud was to be seen. There was a soft
caressing  touch in the air, as it was

occasionally set in motion by a gentle breeze.
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There were carriages driving up to the
church in quick suceession and disgorging
London’s belles at the gates. Before eleven
‘0’clock the church was full, and people began
to form groups’on either side of the entrance
to the church. A carriage drove up, filled
with boﬁquets of flowers and three pretty
girls and an elderly lady. -

“ Here she is!”

More flowers and more pretty girls. The '

" air was redolent. of the perfume of flowers.

Some of the onlookers felt quite dazed -as
they watched these dainty maidens step out
of the carriages. How, when the solemn
© service was going on, everyone’s thoughts and
attention were centred upon these< two!
Some were led to look back, others to picture
the future, when they would play the chief
part as these two were playing now.

Not a single thing in Renshaw’s lock,

LEEpEEN YL Ot



344

216 The Mysterious Stranger.

manner Q.I; speech escaped the ever-watchful
éyes of the young ladies. The elder ones
were not so searching : they seemed to regard
these two standing in front of the altar and
the whole scene as a dream—a picture that
appealed to ' their imagination and wafted
them back to the time when they were. as

[oka)

young and but just entering upon the x
threshold of holy matrimony, with life and its p.
- conquests before them. The young men all Ca
thought him a lucky fellow, and the older tc

odes, at lea§t some of them, smiled and
5 Whisperéd that they were just as -silly he

. themselves once. |

, -+ There were a ﬁuIZb\er of bank clerks in the the
b church, each with a packet of rice.  What a on
; storm of rice would take place, to be sure, Th
: - when they came out of the church! the
: Now they are out, Renshaw is helping her . on
* into the éan'iaée, amidst a furious storm of §: pre
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rice. 'He ju}nps in and they are:driven off
amidst a cheer and a shower of rice that
follows them for several yards.

At half past four there will be a cfowd
down at the Grand Trunk dep6t to see them
go aboard the cars for Niagara Falls.

It is a very easy, good-natured, merry,
well-dressed concourse of people on. the
‘platform, principally all friends of the Hully’s
~ and Renshaw’s, who are gathered together
to wish the bride and bndegroom au revoir.

The train is about to start: more rice and
hearty congratulations, and they are off.

At ten o'clock they are in their room at
the Clifton House, overlooking the Falls. The
only light they have is that of the moon.
The roar of the waters deadens and drowns
the voices of the vmtox;s Who are chatting
."on the piazza. All seems”but for them—the
° present and the future. .
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218 The Mysterious Stranger.

We will leave them and look at her father’s
house this same evening. Linen is laid down
in the ro¥wg below; chinese lanterns are
suspended from the limbs of all the trees
and all around the verandah; every room in
the house is brilliantly lighted. The doors
and windows are all wide open to admit the
cool evening air. A delightful waltz is being
played by an Italian band. Young people
in evening dress are gliding round the
rooms; some are standing on the verandah.
The older people are seated upstairs at tables,
playing whist. The servants, under the direc-
tion of Carter, the head waiter of the
“Tecumseh Hotel,” are arranging (“fixing”)
the supper table. A crowd of people line
the side walk on the far side, while a few
bolder ones stand in the road or close to the

rail, and peer in with an awed look on their

faces. Raymond is dancing with Miss Brock ;
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The Mysterious Stranger. 219
Nora with Mr. Lordon. Mrs. Hully has

gone into her room for a few minutes, and is
contemplating the beautiful evening and
thinking of Niagara Falls. Mr. Hully is

" smoking a cigar on the lawn. \

The people standing about and watching
this gay and fairy-like scene from the road

appear to be entering into the spirit of the 7

party and enjoving it just as much as those
inside. One and all wish health and
happiness to the bride and bridegroom.

“There, look, that is Mr. Raymond, the
one who has just come out on to the
verandah—now he’s touching that Chinese
lantern. Well, he’s the one that was tried
for the murder of F itzgerald.”

“JIs that so?” remarks a Canadian.

“Really ! exclaims an Englishman, just
out; “such is life.” He pulled out a flask

from his inside coat pocket and passed it to
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220 The Mysterious Stranger.

the two speakers. They drank to the health
of Mr. and Mrs. Renshaw, and handed it back
to him ; then, holding it in front of him, he said,
“ Here’s to, Raymond! Here’s to Mrs. Ray-
mond ! God bless her! Here’s to the bride
and bridegroom!”
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CHAPTER XVIIL.—CoNCLUSION,

“The shuddering tenant of the frigid zone
Boldly proclaims the happiest spot his own ;
Extols the treasures of his stormy seas,

And his long night of revelry and ease.

The naked savage, panting at the line,

Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine,
Basks in the glare or stems the tepid wave,
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave.
Nor less the patriot’s boast where’er we roam,

His first, best country ever is at home.”

in the spring. They are enjoying

themselves very much in Canada.
Mrs. Raymond is aelighted with the winter
life, and says that she is the luckiest and
happiest woman' possible. Mrs. Ellis has
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written to tell them that she has bought
them a house at Highgate. Nora and Vincent
often talk in rapturous tones of the .calm,
happy days that this pretty, picturesquely-
situated house will insure them. They both
know the house well, and have often stood
and looked at it when rambling through the
lane. Nora can picture the smoke curling -
lazily up from the chlmney of this house now,
as she is sitting in the drawing room of the,
Renshaw’s house in Jarvis Street, Toronto.
There have been several callers this after-
noon, and Nora has found it quite difficult
at times to keep her thoughts sufficiently
collected to remember her duties to the callers.
Tt has always afforded her the utmost pleasure
to converse with the callers until to-day. |
But to-day, somehow, she finds' her thoughts‘
wandering all the time. That darling house.
standmg amidst a small forest of grand old |
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The Mysterious Stranger. 223
ghtv ttees; its gabled roof and the beautiful
sent | grounds white with snow; the soft, warm,
m, red glow from the fire in the sitting room as

2ly- seen from the lane; the caw of the rooks
»oth and the calm air of comfort that pervades all
‘00d there, are uppermost in her mind. She and
. the Vincent had been talking about their dear
ling "] house in the morning to the Renshaws.
10W, Harold knows the house perfectly, and has
" the. { often mused over it as he has stood on. bright
omto. | moonlight nights in the lane looking at it.
fer- He and Lilian are to spend at least six
ncult | months in this house next year. Harold has
ently | been chaffing Vincent about his being seen
Uers. § within a few years romping with two or
asure | three chubby little children, who are calling

»-day. | him papa, in the hay fields close to the house;

ugh'tsﬂand Vincent has been chaffing Harold about
10use. | his being seen in the near future running
4 old ‘\ﬁégg dragging a sleigh with some rosy little
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children on it, calling out, “ Get up, get up,
papa! Hurrah! Hurrah! Here we go!”

Lilian loves her -new home, and is very
fond of Toronto. The summer will bring
such delightful trips on" the lake, and the
verandah will be a continual source of en-
joyment. She and Harold will recline in
hammocks and have ice cream, and Harold
shall read to her.

Harold thinks there is no place like Tor-
onto, but then you see he has Lilian. I am.
sure that Vincént would think the same of
the “Queen City” were his Rowena a
Canadian. Nora and Vincent like Toronto
immenpsely, but think there is no place like |
Highgate. - Nora says that they shall it
with the French windows thrown’ open in the
summer evenings; and sometities they Wi
‘put chairs outside and sit on the lawn. She
is not going to let Vincent leave off making
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love to her because they are ;narﬁed. He
will, she is sure, make just as &esperaté love
to her, as they sit in the gathering evening
shades, as he used to do at Hastings. They
will play tennis, too, just whenever they like.

Tears of joy_ sometimes dim Nora’s eyes
“when she compares the dark past with her
present smooth, even life that is so full of
love.

« After long storms and tempests o?erblowng,
The sun at length his joyous face doth cleare ;
So when as fortune all her spight hath showne,
Some blissful hours at last must needs appeare,
Else should afflicted wights oft-times despeire.”

FINIS.
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APPENDIX,

b BOOK has lately been published
entitled, “ Americanisms, old and
new,” compiled and edited by
John S. Farmer. It should prove a most

interesting source of amusement to any
reader. The explanations not only give
the meanings of the various words and
phrases peculiar to the United States and
Canada, but anecdotes are related, introduc-
ing the words or phrases, thus affording a
means of the uninitiated grasping the exact
use or uses of these Americanisms.

For the sake of my English readers, I
have quoted from this very entertaining book
what is ‘giverr there under Chestnuts and
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228 Appendiz.

Rats. These two words are in constant use
in America. What they would do without
‘them I would hardly like to venture to
predict. 'How could you possibly so forcibly
impress a person in one, two, three or four
words, that the story told was an old one,
as by using the word Chestnuts.
In England, as substitutes for Rats, we
have the words Bosh, Rot, Rubbish, and
many other words ; but no single one.for the
American meaning of Chestnut. My American
and Canadian readers-will be interested with
the explanation .of Chestnut, as it affords a
theory for the origin of the saying.

Chestnut : —An old- story ; something that
has been frequently said or done before.
As to the variants of this phrase—their name
is legion.

The old songs are chestnut songs. He whe
_ would foist a stale joke upon ‘a company is
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i
implored to “spare the chestnut tree,” “ not to
rustle the chestnut leaves,” or “set the chestnut
bell a-ringing.” | Similarly, anything old or
out of date is said to have a chestnutty flavour.
According to *the Philadelphia Press, the
introduction of the word in its slang sense
is to be attributed to Mr. William Warren, a

~ veteran Boston comedian.

“It seems that in a melodrama, but little known to

the present generation, written by William Dillon, and

called ¢ The Broken Sword,” there were two characters,
one a Captain Xavier, and the other the comedy part of
Pablo. The captain is a sort of Baron Munchausen,
and in telling of his exploits says : ¢ I entered the woods
of Colloway, when suddenly from the thick boughs of a
cork tree—' Pablo interrupts him with the words, ¢ A
Chestnut, captain, a Chestnut’ ‘Bah!’ replies the
captain; ‘Booby, I say a cork tree.’ ¢A Chestnut,
reiterates Pablo. ‘I should know as well as you, having
heard you tell the tale this twenty-seven times.’
William Warren, who had often played the part of

Tt e Lyt e AT T T A

i
;

TSI
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_ Pablo, was at & stag dinner, when one of the gentlemen
i)resent told astory of doubtful age and originality. ‘A
Chestnut, murmured Mr. Warren, quoting from theplay,
‘I have beard you tell the tale these twenty-seven
times.’, The application of the lines pleased the rest of
" the table, and when the party broke up each helped to
spread the story, and Mr. Warren’s commentary.

‘May I venture to tell the old, old étory, Miss Maud,’

he said, tremulously; ¢ the old, old, yet ever new, story

of —-?

¢Pardon me, Mr. -Sampson, if I cause you pain,’

interrupted the girl, gently, ‘but to me the story you

wish to tell is & Chestnut.
¢ A Chestnut?’®

¢ Yes,)Mr. Sampson, I'm already engaged but I will
be a sister——

‘It isn't as wormy as that one, murmured Mr.
Sampson, feeling for his hat.”—New York Sun, 1888.

~Rats I—An ejaculation expressive of con-
temptuous sarcasm or indifference.

- % The somewhat notorious Rev. Abbott Kitridge is in

a fever of *discontent -because the President of this’

or
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.-,gr;at Republic, for the sake of securing votes, insulted
the religious convictions of the vast majority of our
population by his gift, in your and my name, to the
religious head of the Papal Church.

In the language of Mrs., Gougar, Rats! Rats!”
Kansas City Times, 1888,

The following letter written by Renshaw,
and which appeared in the Kilburn Times of
March 9th, 1888, will prove interesting to
many readers who are fond of sport:—

¢ .
“Ice BoxTiNe.—It is impossible to imagine a more

exhilarating and enjoyable sport than ice boating, and

“no better opportunities are to be had than those

afforded by the immense frozen lakes of North America.
Your correspondent, an old Kilburnite, had his first
experience of this sport last New Year’s day. After
sitting round the fire in the smoking-room of the

Toronto Yacht Club, talking ¢Old Country’ and

sampling old rye, I sallied forth with Hume Blake and
Kenny Moffatt—the owners of one of the finest ice-boats
on the lake—and four or five other jovial yachtsmen

—
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232 Appendiz.

into 20 deg. below zero, down the steps on to the ice.
There was the yacht, a curious-looking ccustruction for
an Englishman to behold. It is in the shape of a cross,
with an arrangement, more resembling a Japanese tray

than anything else I can think of, fited on to the Tonger

portion, while the shorter portion answers as the
bowsprit. She runs on three skates, one on the right

side, one on the left, and the other, Vto" which is-

attached the tiller, on the end of the long portion; and
carries one big sail, similar to those used in ‘eastern
countries. As soon as we had hoisted sail, and let go
the moorings, the skipper gave the word, °throw
yourselves in,” for this is what you literally have to do,
there is no time for any other way. We were now

flying over the ice at the rate of 60 miles an hour, all

. lying down on the weather side; enveloped in buffalo

robes, and holding on for dear life. Before I had time
to settle down and realise my position we had reached

. the island, two-and-a-half miles from shore, and were .

skimining up the lagoon, making for the open lake.
Soon after we were leaping and vibrating to such an

- extent that I looked up and saw that we were crossing

rough ice. ¢ Look out !’ I cried simultaneously with

™
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another fellow, ¢ water ahead!’® But hardly had we
- finished shouting before she had leapt the fissure and
left it about a mile behind and we were steering for the
_ club-house.

The club-house reached and the boat moored up, we
made for the Reform Club, where, after an excellent
dinner, I heard the experiences of several old hands at
the sport. Perhaps the most dangerous accident is
when the crew get thrown out, find the yacht careers
on its own account. One never tell in what direc-
tion their winged and steel shod racer will come. It
means being cut in two should it reach you. This,
however, only happens when the wind is exceptionally
high or the ice is rough.

H. RENSHAW.”
yvLondon, Canada.”

In chapter XII. Raymond asks Renshaw
to forward his luggage for him to England.

Renshaw answers: .“0.K., T'll jiz that for -

you, Raymond.”
(]
The word Fiz in America has the most
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extraordinary and far-reaching meanings of
any word used in the United States or
Canada. In this instance it takes the place
of do. If a watch wants repairing we take
it. to a watch-maker to be fized; if our
clothes want mending, we get them fized at
the dress-maker’s or tailor’s; if we feel un-
well, we go to the doctor’s fo get fixed ; we
want a steak or chop grilled, so give it

the hired girl to fir; if we are dining at a

restaurant, and a bottle of beer or wine is
to be opened, we tell the waiter to fiz it,
and on€ of us fizes up when the bill is
paid. . We fiz a salad when we prepare it;
we fiz a chair when we mend it; we get
the parson to jia: us when he marries us;
the best man fizes the parson when he gives
him his fee; we take our pass book to -the
bank to get fized. ’ |

It took Sandow to fiz Samson. Beach

=
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fized ’Hanlon. ‘It took Wellington to fix

Napoleon.

“One of their most remarkable terms is

to fiz. Whatever work requires to be done,"
must be fized. ¢Fiz the room, is to set it

in order. ‘Fix the table, ‘Fiz the fire,
says the mistress to her servants; and the

things are fized accordingly.”— Backwoods of

Canada. : :
“A man may be the straight thing,gt:at

is, right up and down like a cow’s fail;
but hang me if he can do the clean thing.
Anyhow you can fix it.”— S. Slick’'s “ Human

Nature.”

As I fancy it may prove interesting and
amusing, both to English and Americans
(and when I say Americans, I include Cana-

dians, although, strictly speéking, or speaking

from a Canadian point of view, I should not,

N & e
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for different ﬂa;gs float over the destiny of

these truly great peoples, yet in this instance
I may, perhaps, be pardoned), I have given
below a list of words which are invariably
used by the peoples of the United States and
Canada, when other English-speaking peoples
use different ones.

I am not going to dare to venture to suggest
which I think the more correct; for it will
be readiiy seen that in many instances the
Americans choose the better word. And I
will not stake my life upon the assertion that
eyery one in Anberica uses these words ;
but all Americans visiting England, or
English visiting America, - will notice the
peculiarity.

English. ~ American.

" timber : ‘ lumber
sweets - | candy



shops

gum

drapery
ironmongery
corn-chandler’s
reserve fund
tea

supper
tramway line
goloshes'
step in
govérnor
easy time
be quick

servant .

Eid

" labourer
assistant
milk

© Inutton
got

Appendiz. 237

stores
mucilage

dry goods
hatrd ware
general store
rest

supper

lunch

road car track
rubbers

- all aboard

boss

soft snap

hurry up, hustle
hired girl
clerk

clerk

cream (invariably) -

lamb (invariably)

- gotten
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238 Appendiz.
leave off quit
understand catch on
gee up ( ' getup
masher _ o dude
disappointed left
station (railway) - depdt
luggage ‘ . baggage

"~ hand bag, portmanteau valise
goods’ train ) freight train
throw a stone fire a rock
chest of drawers bureau
bureau ) ? .
really ! is that so!
lift " elevator
the post ‘ the mail

English people have no idea what an in-

.valuable word elegant is.

~ In America a building is elegant, a meal is
elegant. In fact, anything we appreciate
becomes elegant. I have eaten elegant porter-
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house steaks in New York, elegant frogs’- legs
in Canada, and have drunk elegant Milwawkee
beer. . o

The words around, away, right, guess and
through could not possibly be dispensed
with.

“Say! I guess T'll come around and see

- you right away, so that we can fix that other

business as soon as this is through.”

In England they would say :—

“I say! I'll come and see you immediately,
so that we can settle that other business as
soon as this is finished.”

Again:—“Are you going away north, or
going to stay right here?”

In England they would say :—

"« Are you going mnorth, or going to stay
here?” ° ‘

Although the Canadians resemble their
cousins of the Great Republic i jn their genial,
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- warm-hearted hospitality, and in the manner

of expressing themselves, both of which -
qualities will soon be duly appreciated by a
person after living there for a little time; yet
there is in Canada a strong English sentiment
running through all their life.

There is a strbng martial spirit, and a fond,
proud attachment for their flag—the Union
Jack. Nearly every old man has fought for
the colours, and nearly every young one is
training, and is willing to do so, if
necessary. _ -

England has cause to be proud of so exten-
sive and splendid a colony, and should do all
in her power to foster and cherish the closest
relationship with such clever, sturdy and
royal a set of people. ‘

, Before me is “The Yarmouth Gazette ” for
March 22nd, 1890. There is a letter in it
written by Raymond. I shall insert it here
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as a fitting ending to my appendix. And
then farewell, my patient reader, farewell.

“DOMINION OF CANADA.
To the Editor of the Yarmouth Gazette.
_ 81r,—The loyal and patriotic vote passed a few days

ago by the Dominion House of Commons, without a
single dissentient voice, proves how unfounded are the
rumours recently circulated to the effect that a desire
for annexation was growing in Canada.

As an Englishman who dh&d the privilege of living
for three years in the Dm;:inion of Canada, a Dominion,
the breadth of which excels that of the broad Atlantié,
and the area of which is greater than that of the United

States, I may perhaps be permitted to make a few

remarks testifying to the unswerving loyalty of the

Canadians to the mother country. ~

I have not had the pleasure of visiting or living in
any other of our many colonies; but I believe that there
is no race of people who are more stroxgly attached, or
more ready to risk their all to maintain the sovereignty
of their Queen and the supremacy of the Grand Old
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Flag—the flag which represents the sublimest, the
bravest, the largest, and the most powerful Empire that
ever was, is, and ever will be, while we show a united
front—than the Canadians.

Let there be the sound of open rebellion' against the
authority of a government which represents her Britannic
Majesty and the sons of Canada are ready, aye ready !
o lay down their lives in defence of their Queen and -
Country. As an instance, I will state ho'w, when the
rebellion, fermented among a large body of h:isguided
half-breeds and Indians, broke out a few years ago, the
Canadians who were living in a beautiful city of the
United States, and who were earning a comfortable live-
lihood and enjoying. protection under the Stars and
Stripes, formed a regiment and offered themselves to
the Canadian Government to swell the ranks of the
thousands of volunteers who were eager to protect the
Dominion from all her foes. o o

The militia, compri;ing a great number of young men
from the British Isles, but recruited for the most part
from born Canadians, excel in hearty patriotism, if that
be possible, even our own stalwart, brave and true vol-

" unteers at home.
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1 have had the honour to serve in two Canadi IMil-
itia battalions—the 7th Fusiliers and the Que n's Own
Rifles—so can speak from experience. /

I have lived in the Provinée of Quebec, algo in On-
tario, and have met many people from all paxlts of this

vast country, from the North West, British/Columbia,

. Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, Manitoba,.Prince Edward

Island, and the colony of Newfoundland, 1d have found
them all staunch and loyal to the British ,brown.

‘We never need fear annexation while England, as the
centre of the gigantic Empire, maintains her dignity
and’asserts her just rights.

Your obedient servant,

VINCENT RAYMOND.”
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" nd REBHILL MYSTERY, A Novel By Kate Woon, author of ** Lorry

A COMPLETE CATALOGUE OF 33PP. SENT POST FREE ON APPLICATION,

ER . +

THE NEWCASTLE DAILY CHRONICLE (the great Newspa rof the *
North), in speaking of good and wholesome fiction, refers to the ! Aigh
reputation. llwf Ma:n DIGBY & LONG m\;ay ﬁr the Mlxcdin’of
Sirst-class novels. x"

Messrs DIGB\Y & LONGS NEW BOOKS

AT AL&’*”
AND -COUNTRY.

A MODERN WILKMAID: A Novel. , By the author of “C T
Sinnes vol 8vo, 315. 6d. [Ready.
WILDWA‘I'ER 'l! RRACB Novel. By Recinarp E. Sarwey. In ols -

JOHI BOLT, lllDlAl CIVIL SERYANT; A Tale of old Halle{bnry a.nd
lnd a.. By R. W. Lopwick, late Bomba) Civil Service n Ez vo‘lis
Ready.

IRS. Dlle KAUPIAN, OF BAYSWATER. A Society \'ovel By Mrs.
ARK HERBERT. cloth extra, price 6s. eady.

IRS. LINCOLN'S\NIEC! By ANNE Lurron, amlfor of “W hnpers
from the Hearth.” Crown h extra, price 6s. [Ready.
FORRESTOI. A Novel. By N N Temrest. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

BS;&ATH YOUR YERY BOOTS. A Novel. By-C. J. HyNE, aushor of
Currie, Curtis & Cé., Ciammers.” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, price 6s.
Second Edition. eady.
ERIC_ROTHERHAM. A Novel. By M"rs Wiiiias D. Hau, author of -
‘‘Marie.” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, price & Ready
OTHO; OR, CLASPED BY A TOPAZ ARD R PEARL. A Novel fgy
rs. JANATTA LETITIA BROWN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, price 6s. [Ready.
THE KISSES OF AN EQEIY. A Novel. By Mary S-\HTH Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, price 6s. "% [Read)
LAURA lOl'! 0SE. A Nbvel. By ApeLa May. Crown 8vo, clothRexté'a,
eady-.

.,

Bell A W:uf of the Sea ” “Winnie's Secret,” &c. Cloth extraIi P!;C!
eal
SlfBD BY A LOOKING GLASS. A Novel. By Epcar H. WeLLs. Crou?n%‘ J
cloth extra, price 3:
SCEIE! IN THE ilPE OF ‘A SAlLOB. Crown $§vo, cloth extm, price |

ﬁd Read:
ORLY FISHER MAIDEN, A Novel. By A. MACkmc)g. CroErh 8;3),

cloth cxtra rice 2s, 6d. [Rea
A GIPSY 8] R. A Noyel B) WaRREN TownsHEND. Crown 8vo, cloth
extm 5. 6d. Read; g
l*ggkRY OF CROWTHER CASTLE, and other Stories.
G W. H. FirmsTONE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, price 2s. [Read)
FOR THE GOOD OF THE FAIILY. A Novel. By Karte Evge, authorof .
* A Step in the Dark” Fool’'s Harvest,” “To be Given up,”
Crown 8vo, paper cover, pnce 18, [Rad)
WAX. A Novel. By AL!BL Hore. Crown 8vo, plcture cover, price l[st.d e
Y-

DIGBY & LONG, Publishers,
18, BOUVERIE ST, FLEET ST. LONDON, E.C.







