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A WOMAN IN THE CASE.

)

o . -

:E’ TELL you, mother dear, I love
e Il her with all my heart, and
& marry her I will” So spoke

2 Horace Russell, as, with his arm
Bbout his mother’s neck, he looked at
e retreating form of Jennie Marvin,
s sweetheart and intended bride.
Born in a manufacturing village of
ngland, and reared in the immense
Istablishment of which his father
was the founder and proprietor, Hor-
e Russell was as fine a specimen of
jhe better grade of the English mid-
le class as.one would care to see.
He had barely turned his twenty-
hird year, stood six feet in his
Btockings, carried himself with the
jir of a hunter, and was/ noted :at
the fairs as the best: jumper,
Testler, boater and marksman in .
e county. ' His early years had
en spent in acquiring the ruder
ments of education ; but his head
Was bent on mechanics, and his de-

8ght was to go to the factory, watch
machinery, learn of the men the
Phy and the wherefore, and perfect*
limself in all that pertained to his
ather’s affairs. At the age of eigh-
en, at the urgent request of Horace,
r. Russell, senior, put him at work,
Ind on his twenty-first birthday the
ung man was hailed as foreman ef
e works. ' - Co
- The Russell family was ‘of humble

1

CHAPTER L

THE RUSSELLS.

origin, = self-respecting, frugal, and
well-to-do. Joseph Russell came of
virbuous stock, and ~looked upon’
merry-making as a sin.  Neverthe-
less, he married young, and, at the
period of which we write, was the
contented husband of a devoted wife, -
and the happy father of two sons,
Horace and Harry, the latter a_crip-
ple. In the factory and at home the
will of Joseph Russell was law, The
wife,-as good a soul as ever breathed,
trembled at the least exhibition of
“impatience by Horace, who had a
high temper, and shrank with, appre-
hension at every elevation of tone,
lest it might be the beginning of an
unknown end to be avoided and
dreaded. Harry was a cripple from
his birth ; he was intelligent, quick-
witted, sagacious and kind. - Books
were his refuge, and study - his de-
light.  Between the tender-hearted
mother, the sturdy -Horace and the
pale-featured “Harry, were bonds of

~sympathy to which Joseph, “who

was brusque.in manner and rade of
speech, was an utter stranger.

. And yet, J oseph loved his wifi
and loved hjs sons. Of Harry’s pro-
ficiency at school he was very proud,
and whatever the Young man desired
was readily granted, at whatever cost ;
while in the tact and marvellous in.

“tuition of Horace, the honest manu-

-

.. "
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facturer found not only pleasure but the street, or, perchan(?, a dance at
profit. the county fair, the thfee rarely met.
Twenty-three years had passed, In the course of time, however, Jen-
and aside from the little misunder- nie sought and obtained employment
standings incident to well-regulated at the mlll and from that time on,
families, nothing had happened to her daily presence revealed to Horace -
‘mar the home-harmonv, or jar the the charms of head -and heart which
sense of love till now ; but now it later led him to the step which even-
had come. And this was it. tually changed the course of his life,
Jennie Marvin worked in the fac- and- brought about a collision from
tory. v . whichhewould willingly haveshrunk.
Pretty ? : Between Horace- and Harry there
She was beautiful in the eyes of were no secrets. The boys loved each
all who saw her, but to Horace she other. In the heat of summer Heor-
was the incarnation of all that is good . ace protected Harry, and in the winter
and sweet, and true and pure. Her -he shielded him from the blast.
parents were very poor while Jiving; Whatever the one lacked in physical
so much so, that in sunshine and in requirements, the other more than
rain, Jennie was compelled to walk supplemented. Play and interplay
daily to the factory, that the small was the habit of their lives. ~Horace
wages she received might eke out the rejoiced in Harry’s successes at the
,pittance gathered here and there bya academy,and when the elder disclosed
willing but a shiftless father. Fever in the secrecy of their chamber an
deprived Jennie of her father,and con- invention with which he hoped to
sumption, tantalizingly cruel in its~ surprise and profit their father, the

grasp, threatened for months the life delight” of the one far eclipsed the
of the mother, upon whose blessings hopefulpess of the-other. And be-
Jennie lingered long and wistfully tween the boys and their mother, too,
after death had closed the poor was a most delightful sympathy. To
woman’s eyes, leaving the orphaned her l\they confided the  troubles of

girl of eighteen to ﬁ(rht for bread their, boyhood, to her they told the
as best she could. embarrassments of maturer years.
" A pretty picture was the damty\She, mother-like, was full of consider-
girl, as turning through the stile, ation, of kindness, of sympathy. She
dressed in modest garb,she blushingly concealed their faults made peace
acknowledged the foreman’s kindly with their father, alded and abetted
greeting, and hastily passed to her them in all their schemes and did as
section. They had known each other all good mothers do, oiled the ma-
from infancy, and with the crippled chinery of home, so that there was
brother had sat upon the same forms, but little fnctmn and not 2 bit of
played the same pranks, suffered the flame.
same punishments, and shared each And yet, although Horace had told
other’s lunch. ~ As years rolled along, his mother every trouble he had ever
the exactions of domestic drudgery experienced, every annoyance of his
kept Jennie at home, the studies of life, every purpose and ambition of
Harry required his attention at the his heart, when he discovered his love
academy, and Horace’s love of his for Jennie Marvin he said nothing to
father’s work sent him to the factory, her—but told it all to Harry. :
so that save a glimpse now and then They both jumped to one conclu-
at church, an-occasional meeting "‘on sion. 2

-




They both knew the opposition to
ome from their father. . .
And when Horace said to Harry,
If I can gain her consent #Ho-night,
shall do it,” they both felt it was
he entering svedge of serious trouble
the family. :
Now Joseph Russell was by no
anner of means a bad hearted man.
n the contrary, he was as honest
nd true as steel. He paid his debts,
ent to church, had family prayers,
Jpoke kindly of his neighbors, dealt
enerously with his people, and was
@eputed one of the most straightfor-

He wanted to leave his sons one
ade higher in the social scale than
e was himself.

Nothing that money could do was
dged in Harry’s education.
Nothing that time and patience,
d ‘industry and zeal could accom-
ish, was withheld in his pursuit of
ealth for the elevation of his son
d heir. .

In his eyes the marriage of his son
®ith one of his factory hands would
a step backward, which the boys

w4 e e W TN e e e
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well knew he would never for a
moment sanction. .

Harry and his mother canvassed -
the matter time and time again while
Horace and his father -were at their
work, but the way seemed darker the
more they searched for light. Harry
was fond of the girl ; she had always
been kind and considerate of ‘him
when they were'children, and even
if there were no gther bond, the fact
that Horace loved:her, made.Jennie
sacred and lovable in his eyes. To
his mother Harry recounted all the
tender things Horace had told him
about Jennie, and after much per-
suasion induced her to agree with
him, that after all it was the happi-
ness of Horace they were bound to
consider, and further to pledge her
influence with her husband in favor
of the union, or at all events the
engagement. - With a light heart
Horace heard Harry’s report one
pleasant summer night, and he deter-
mined that not another day should
pass before he disclosed his love to
Jennie, and received by word of
mouth her acceptance. of his hand.

o

i

=<3

R. Russell’s great factory gave
constant employmentto three
hundred men and women
juring the busy season, and by a
ystem of gradation-payments furnish-
d them all a comfortable living the
futire year. Very naturally the master
S0 many people was the great

CHAPTER 11.
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man of the town, and his influence

- was acknowledged and sought by the

neighboring gentry and magnates of
the county. Always aself-willed and
imperiousman,Joseph Russell became
In time little better than a conscien-
tious tyrant, exacting from everyone
2 full measure of work, and giving-




8

.with equal fairness a full measure of
pay. At home hLe was never genial,
but never morose. He was making
money, his wife was anxious to please,

. and his children were reputable and
" industrious and obedient. He knew
that Harry’s infirmity would necessi-
tate a life of ease, and for that he was
prepared. "'To Horace he looked for

.aid in business, and after several years

of trial concluded to make him apart-’

ner, establish him in a home, and
. gradually leave to him the entire man-
agement of his affairs. He talked
freely with his wife of his plans, and
annourced to her that on Horace’s
next birthday he should hand to him
the papers of partnership, give a grand
holiday-party to the hands, and make

his son'in name what he had been.

for some time in fact—the master of
the mill. -

The good mother was delighted,and
imparted an added zest to her hus-
band’s pleasure by accepting his plan
as perfect, and endorsing his idea as
~ the best that could be devised.

At breakfast Mr. Russell said :

- ¢ Horace, will you drive over to town

with me this morning? I have busi-

ness with Mr. Wilson, the lawyer,
which may need your counsel.”

Horace, glad of an opportunity to

tell his father of his love, cheerfully -

consented, and together they drove
off, waving good-bye to the ¢ house-
keepers "—as they called Mrs. Rus-
sell and Harry—astheystood together

on the broad stone in front of their

pleasant home.

The father was full of his project,
and he meant to broach it that morn-
ing.

The son was full of his love, and

. he meant to tell it then and there. -
¢ Horace,” said Mr. Russell, “you
have been in the factory a long time,
and are the best foreman I ever had.
That's good. I'm glad of it, for 1
should hate to have my son behind

A WOMAN IN THE CASE.

“the desire of his heart, he wouldn't

-grasped his happy father by the hand,

‘as a guinea and round as a ball. By the

the rest. Your mother and I have
been talking the matter over, and I
have concluded to take you into the
business, half-and-half — now don't
speak—so0 that you can have your
hand on the crank if anything should
happen to me. And that's what I'm
taking you over to town for.”

For a moment Horace Iooked at his
father in blank astonishment. If an
angel from heaven had promised him

have been more delighted and sur-
prised. Tears filled his eyes, and the
warm blood flushed his cheeks, as he

and thanked him with an iron grip
which meant much more than words

Then in a monient he'said : “ What-
ever you say, father, I will do, and
thank you.” -

« Well well, that’s all settled then,”
said Mr. Russell. * 4And now, Hor-
ace, you must get a wife—get a good
wife. Geta wife like your mother, my
boy, and life will be easier. TLook at
me. Lookat home—everything bright -

way, Horace, our member was saying
the other day that he would be pleased
to have us call at his place. He has
a fine family—iwo beautiful girls. -
‘Who knows what might happen, eh!
But—bless me ; what’s ‘the matter
with the boy ? Why don’t you speak!"
I believe—but no, nonsense, that’s
absurd ; Horace, what are you think-;
ing’of ¥’

“ Well, father, there’s no use in.
my trying to keep secret what must.
come out. - I had determined to tell
you.all about it, anyhow, to-day. I
was thinking of the dearest girl on:
earth, father.” You know her, you:
like her. So does mother se do
Harry. 1 wanted to tell you that:
although nothing final has passed be -
tween us, I am in love with Jenni
Marvin ; and, with your permissio
mean to make her my wife.”
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f Horace had knocked his father
8t of the wagon he could not have
focked him more.

Had he lost his senses? No, the
By team were making ten miles an

r over a lovely English road, the
Bnlight was dancing through the
pes and across the meadow, the
ns were in his hands, and Horace

t by his side, sturdy as an oak and

pntle ds a child.
“ Conscience guide me !” said \/Ir
ussell, and then turning to his son,
oke out in a perfect torrent of
postulation, censure, abuse and in-
petive, untll fairly white with rage,
said : ‘“ Next Monday will be your
thday. I give you till then to
bcide. Forget this girl, strike hands
ath your father, and be a man.
here to her, and I disinherit you,
Irn. you off—and don’t you dare to
itken my door again. You know
Now no more about it.”

‘But father,” began Horace

- I tell you, no more about it,” re-
ined his fatfler. “ Here we are at
e post office ; mail this letter, order
ese books for ‘Harry, and let’s get

pek as soon as wecan. We won't see
r. Wilsonto-day. I am inno mood
T business.”

Horace did as he was bid ; and
gether they drove homeward un-
appy, discontented, and utterly un-
ngenial.

As’ they entered the drive-way,
rs. Russell met them near the gate,
nd in a moment saw that there was
ouble between them. .

“ Why, what’s the matter, father?’
id she.

““ Ask Horace,” was his repl e and
ithout another word to either of

them, he turned his back and strode
off to the mill.

As he did so the sweet face of
Jennie Marvin peered out from a
group of nurslings by the hedge,
and a soft voice said : *“ Good morn-
ing, Mrs. Russell; good morning,
Horace.” There she was, the czmse
of the first serious mxsunderstandmg
between father and son ; the simple-
hearted, blue-eyed beauty for whom
Horace would give his life with
pleasure.

« “ Why, how late you are, J ennie,”
said Horace.

“Yes, I know it, Horace ; but I
was kept at Widow Harden’s until
after eight; she is very low, and I
promised the doctor I would care for
her till some of the other neighbors
looked in. But I'm all right now,
only I thought I'd give you a sur-
prise, and catch you making love to
your mother. Good-by,” said Jennie,
and off she went to her work.

‘¢ And that’s the girl you love is it,
Horace ?” said Mrs. Russell. .

“Indeed it is,” said he, “and 1
tell you, mother dear, I love her with
all my heart ; and marry her T will.”

He then told his mother all his -
father bad said, and, after begging
her to mtercede with her husbard,
said :  ““If the worst comes, mother
dear, I have £200 of my own. We
are both young and strong. I'll marry
Jennie at once, and together we'll

‘fight our way through l}fe bringing

no discredit on the name, and per-
haps be able sometime to repay the-
love and kindness you have always
shown me.  So, mother, dry your

‘eyes ; belp me if you can——-—and if

not, T} help myself.”




HE ASKS: SHE ANSWERS.

OT a word was exchanged be-

tween Horace and his father

all day. After tea, at night,
the young man, who was as frank
and honest in heart as he was noble
and truthful in appearance, laid his
hand upon his father’s shoulder, and
giving it a loving grip, said : “Father,
I am going down to see Jennie.- Let
me take akind word from you?” -

It was well meant, but the boy
did not understand the man.
Without changing his position,
Joseph Russell said: “ You know
.my wish—obey it, and all's well;
thwart it, and we are no more to each
other for ever.”

- Mis. Russell said nothing, though
she looked unutterable sympathy ; but
Harry, who loved his father, mother,
_ and brother as one, rose hastily from
the table, and throwing himself full
upon his father’s breast, begged and
~ implored him to be considezate, to
wait to hear what Horace proposed,
and at. all events to withdraw what
seemed, to an over-semsitive mnature;
very much like a curse. 7
- But it was useless.

~ A stubborn man is harder to move

e

- than a mule, and Joseph Russell was

precisely that. | -

‘The end of it all was that the
father pretended to read the county
. paper, his wife busied herself with
tearful eyes about her domestic
duties, Harry wept.alone, full length
. upon his bed, and Horace went to
see his love. .

Of course he went. -

. He had told Jennie that afternoon,
as she was leaving the mill, that he
should see her in the evening, and
as he had something to say to her,

-
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CHAPTER 111

= superb’ old trees, through whose

should wish her to takea walk with
him by the side of the river.
. Quick as a flash Jennie saw, or
rather felt—for women always. feel
situations long before they are appar-
ent to men—that something had
gone wrong; but wisely saying no-
. thing, she quickly put on her hat,
and together they passed into the
street. & :
~ Ordinarily, Horace was tired with
his day’s work, and inclined to rest.
He didn’t object to being talked’to,
but he hated to answer questioms.
He was like a vast majority of the
better grade of men who- like the
attentions and loving ways of wo-
men, but do not encourage inquisi-
- tiveness, even if it be born of
genuine intefest. ‘

But on this occasion every nerve
was alert, and every fibre on a quiver.
He hurried Jennie along at a pace
very much faster than a lover's
lounge, until they reached the bank
of a beautiful stream, protected by

leaves the bright beams of an August
moon gleamed and glistened.

Taking her head in his two hands,
he turned up to the full gaze of his
impassionred eyes, and the. full light
of the curious moon, one of the
_sweetest of faces. o

Heé didn't. stop to kiss her.

‘Without a caress, without premoni-
tion of any kind, he spoke to her,
and in such earnestness that she felt
the. gravity and sincerity of every
word. : S :

%1 know you love me, Jennie.
You have told me so .a thousand
times and more. . You love me de-
“votedly, and I—well, I love you well
enough to make you my wife, and
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t's about as mugH as a man can But with an effort, he pushed away
I leave my father. I go at all the unpleasant features, turned to
e. I have £200 in cash, my J ennie, his betrothed, kissed her
jad, my hands, and a constitution again and again, and after leaving
iron. I want from you an answer her at her door, started homeward ab
@w ; will you be my wife, will you a rapid pace.
n me hand to hand and go with At the gate lie met his mother.
in search of home and fortune? ¢ Why, mother, it’s after ten o’clock ;
2y yes. . Don't mar it by a but, or what are you doing here ?”
pif, or a why. If you love. me, “ Waiting for you, darling,” said
Wy yes. Will you?” - she ; « waltmv for my first-born son.
i Throwing her arms about his-neck, Can’ you not give up this love, dear
hd burymv her face in the bosom Horace?”
‘her lover, Jennie answered as he ¢ Mother. _ i
shed ; but how, or in what lan- “But hear'me, darling. “Can you
hage, it is not given us to tell. not wait #”
The passion was over, and after ¢ Mother, I love Jennie. She has
mutual’ mtercha.we‘“ﬁ? vows, as- promised to be my wife, and before a -~
ances, and as;everatxons customary week is passed, marry her I will.”
such times, Horace told Jennie “ Heaven blesSyou, my son. Hea-
whole story, and anticipated her ven bless you. Come what may,
ections and demurrals by saying your mother loves you, trusts you,
b he had written to Liverpool for and will always pray for you and
ormation respecting the steamers, yours. Good night,. my boy. Re-
d that doubtless the whole affair,, member he is your father. Speak
Bparation, marriage, and embarka- gently. It will do no harm, for he
Bon for New York, to which point loves you very much and his disap-
p had concluded to go, would be pointment is~very great.” -
; They parted affectionately, as their
b custom was; and long -hours passed
L ¢ And yet,” said he, “I shall hate before Horace reached his room, and
leave mother, it vs_nll almost kill throwing his arm over his beloved
arry, and how ’father and the mill. Harry, fell into a deep and. restful
1l get on without me, is more than -
can tell.” . ' -7
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CHAPTER 1V.

EN long years of hard work,
disappointment, domestic com-
fort, bereavement, hope, anxi-

ety and struggle passed over the heads
of Horace Russell and his. faithful
‘wife. They had crossed the ocean,
found a home in Michigan, buried a
daughter, made a fortune, lost it in
a ﬁre, and grown mature. in each
other’s respect and love.
" Occasional letters from home had
told of the gradual decline and death

of the gentle mother ; of the sudden’

paralysis and death’ of the loving
Harry ; of the princely wealth and
hardening character of the father, and
such lighter gossip as brings one’s
childhood’s home and days so vividly
before the absent.

With a few thousand dollars laid
away for arainy day, Horace felt that
he was comfortable, but not comtent.
His mind was active, but the neces-
sity of ‘daily occupation left him but
little leisure forstudy in his peculiar
line. He knew that he had material
in his mind which, if utilized, would
make him rich. and perhaps famous.
But like Mary of old, he hid all these
things in his heart, and never by look
or word gave hint to Jennie of the
unrest which was a canker to his life.

On the 16th of August, 1854, he
received a letter postmarked London.

The handwriting was unfamiliar,

TEN YEARS LATER. A SUMMONS.

your dear father has not long to live.
‘When I occupied temporarily Mr.
Marsh’s pulpit, I had occasion to see :
much of Mr. Russell, and one even- :
ing he unburdened to me the secret
of his life.  He loves you. He longs *
once more to see you. - And yet so
stubborn was his pride, that he would ',
not consent even that amessage might
be sentto you. Knowing as I do his
critical condition, aware as I am of :
his fatherly affection for the boy of :
his early manhood, the first-born of
his love, I have taken the liberty in
your common interest, and beg you
to lay aside whatever your occupation
may be, and come here that you may
receive your father's blessing, and
I greatly fear to close.your father's
eyes.

Pardon me if in sending you the
enclosed bill for £100 I oﬁ'end ‘but

- not knowing your circumstances, I

" and with some apprehenslon, he open-

.ed it.
THE LETTER.
LoxnooNn, dugust 2, 1854.

DEar SIB,—-A message from my

old fiiend, the Rev. Mr Marsh, Te- *

ceived th1< ‘morning

take the same liberty with you that I
would wish taken with my son, if his
father were dying, and he an exile.

‘With best wishes for your health,
and earnestly begging ydu to come
home at once,

I am, yours most truly,
© JomN HaLn,
Rector of St. Jokn's.

To Horace Russery, Milwaufee. -

Enclosed, bill on Bro'wn‘ Bro's &
Co. for £100.

Jennie’s round fair arm was encir-
cling her husbaund’s neck, and the
little fat hands of Harry, their boy,
were tearing the envelope at his feet.

“For a moment the tears refused to

, tells me ‘that “come, but only for a moment. Then




jing to his feet, the noble fellow
id : “ Jennie, love, see to the traps.
Ll go down to the agent’s—learn
jout the steamers, and be back in
an hour. For, dearest, he is my
ther after all, you know ; and’if he
hd known you darling, as Heaven
Wrant he may even yet, we never
ould have left him.” :

# And off he went.

IS ERHAPS youthink men should
[ never cry.
Well, let us see.

Three days before this, Horace, his
ife, and little Harry reached the
stor House, and were skown one of
e best rooms in'the hotel.

'The next day was spent if neces-
Iry preparations for the voyage.
‘The day preceding the day of sail-
g was equally occupied until about
x oclock, when Jennie, being
jterly exhausted, threw herself on

e E el E PR A oot O W o

e bed to Test,

orace was weary, too.:’
ut little Harry was cross.
Of course he was.

Two long days he had been left in
he care of a chambermaid, who was
ind and careless. He rolled a
Aooy:le through' the halls till a call-
0y stole it. -He slid down the ban-
ers until one of the guests com-
Mlained at the office. He went into
goe dining-hall twenty times a day,
bnd gorged himself until he was sick.
f ¢ played marbles with a little boy
ftrom Boston, and won all his stock.

THE BOY, OH, WHERE WAS HE?
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Of course, the 2100 were not need- -

The next- day- Horace drew his
money, paid his bills, placed his affairs
in the hands of a lawyer, packed up,
and started for New York.

One week later he. stood upon the
deck of a superb Cunarder—but he
stood alone, crying like a babe.

CHAPTER V.

THE BOY, OH, ‘WHERE WAS HE?

"He wore himself out in the endea-
vor to amuse himself.
~ And when his father carried him
“up stairs on his back, after dinner on
Friday evening, he begged him to -
take him out for a“walk. ’

Little Harry was five years old,
tall of his age, smart, bright, quick,
-and full of fun. His hair was jet

black, like his father’s; his. eye was - .

a_ blue gray, like his mother’s,
Nothing frightened him, but. he -
could ‘be easily ‘moved by his sym-
_pathies. : :

Altogether he was a loving, lov-
able boy—one of the kind that fathers
whip and mothers shield ; who
always turn out well in spite of the
lash, and develop gualities precisely -
the opposite to those which {heir
_“teachers and guardians ” predict for
their manhood.

However, out they went. .The
father proud of the son; the boy.
pleased with his father. ‘

They walked over to the City Hall
Park, and admired the architectural
wonders of the building, with its ~
marble -front and freestone rear.
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"They wandered over the green grass,
watched a free fight between tworival
fire companies, at the corner of Chat-
ham and Frankfort Streets, bought a

penny glass of ice:cream of an old -

woman near the Park, and were
turning down town towards the Astor
Houve, when:
“ Hallo ! where’s the boy "
Quite a question, wasn't it?
Horace looked in vain. -
~ He met one of Matsell’s watchmen
in an old-fashioned police hat, and
told him his story. .
Of course he wasted time.
‘What should he do? '
The unfeeling crowd hurried by
“ him. .Carts and wagons and stages

- passed in everlasting prceession along

‘the street.

“But the boy, the apple of his eye,
the core of his heart, the darling of
his wife—his wife ! How should he
tell his wife!

What should he tell his wife?

Half crazed with fear, full of bitter
“self-reproaches, uncertain which way-
to go, unfamiliar with the city and its
ways, the poor fellow grasped the first
qman he could, and asked him to show
him to the station. _

Thinking Russell was drunk, the
man shoved him off, and hurried on.

He spoke to another and was di-
rected to the chief’s office, where all
the satisfaction he could get was the
tantalizing reply that if the boy turn-
-d up, the office would keep him until
his father called.

“ But I leave the country to-mor-
row,” said Horace ; ““the steamer sails
-at nine, and we must be on board by
-eight.”

“Oh, wait over,’ rephed the ser-
geant. -

o My father is dying and I must
£o,” rejoined Russell.”

A WOMAN IN THE CASEv

But of course * talk ” did no gbod.
The officer took little Harry’s name
and description in his book, thus :—

THE REecorp.

'Person-—Small boy.

- Name—Harry Russell.
Age—Five Years.
Description—Tall, slender. ;
Remarks—Lost near lower end of :

the City Hall Park. Horace
Russell at Astor House. :

“There, sir,” said the sergeant,
“now that’s all right. You go home, -
and if the boy is found we'll take
care of him. Now don’t make a fuss.
Good night.” And with that he slam- :
med the book upon the desk by way .
of emphasis, and turned to read hlS :
paper.

Horace moved off with a heavy
heart, and hesitated long before he .
gave up the search, and went to tell
his wife.

‘What words are adequate to picture '
that scene ¢
. The heart-crushed man and the
horror-struck woman looked at each
other, as, shrouded in despair, they
saw their utter helplessness, and felt '
their desclation.

If Harry had died, they would ha.ve
known the extent of their loss ; but
the very uncertainty of his fate added
totheir misery. and gave pownancy
to the sickbess of their hearts.

Those of you who have laid ycur
hearts in the'grave can understand,

-partially, the feeling with which

Jennie ,sat at the window through
the weary hours-of that long night,
while Horace paced the streets. -
You who have not known Death,
need not seek to understand.
P .




\ 7‘ MORNING of anguish en-
i a\ Zl:ledf upon a night of frantic
» e ,

iHorace felt the urgency of .the
and he was on, and when' the
lice suggested that if he must go,
ssibly his wife could remain and
fosecute the search, he accepted the
joposition, and at once broached it
Jenme .

" LOVE MELTETH EVEN'

PRIDE. 15

CHAPTER VI, .

SHORT AND BITTER

Well—she was a woman, and a
wife and a mother, and that tells the
story. He went on; and she stayed
behind.

She drove to the dock and watched
the steamer; waving her handker-
chief to “her husband as he stood
leaning against the rail.

What wonder that the strong man .
wept.

. bk’-;» the long, lonrr da.ys at sea !
.uYJ And the nlvhts—would they
never end ¢

Hls heart was with his w1fe and

orace to his father’s home:

I Not an hour passed in'the dreary
by without its prayer to Heaven,

gat little Harry might be saved. -
: And in the weary watches of the
: ht the father heard the little fel-

vs. cry, and starting, found he
: rd it not.

pngers knew of the circumstances
Btending Horace’s trip, and endea-

jons as naturally occur to-men of
he world ; but the heartsick parent

y, but his duty_ sternly beckoned« -

- The captain and some of the pas-

fored to console him by such sugges- -

CHAPTER VIL

LOVE MELTETH‘_EVEN PRIDE.

heeded them not. And even while .
he looked ahead to the meeting with
his father, his very soul* hnaered
longingly near the dear ones in New
York.

Every storm brourrht pxctures of
Harry’s distress before his eyes; and
when the full features of the August
moon disclosed themselves in the
placid sky, wonder and imagination
were busy with the possibilities of
accident or harm to the wanderer.

At length Liverpool was reached,
the kind rector seen and repaid, the
brisk drive made to the county town
near which were his father’s works,
and finally the mill itself loomed up -
beyond the stream, quickly followed
by the house where he was born, and'
wherg his dear ones dled.
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Horace had left his home a youth
full of hope and courage.
 He returned a man, sick in heart
anxious, restless, worn with care.

A strange face greeted him at the
door. Entering he met the doctor
- and a neighbor, to whom his coming
was like the appearance of a welcome
guest, for not an hour in"all the days

went by in which the sick man did
not murmur, « Horace, Harry, Horace
“Horace.”

In- a sentence, the - condition of
Jeseph- Russell was disclosed: It
was possible, ‘the doctor said, that

he might rally, and recover his senses

before morning, but his deathwas a
question of brief time only, and might
indeed occur at any moment.

Hastily passing his friends, Horace
made his way to the well-remembered
bedroom..
~ On the wall hung the portrait of
. his blessed mother. There was the
chair in which she sat and -read to
. him on Sunday. The old-fashioned

. bureau standing in the corner still.

‘held the sampler she worked at

- sckool, and in a frame at the end
stood a silhouette of her mother, cut
by ‘an artist at the county fair. The
brass hand-irons and the wooden stool
were as natural as life, and the hloh-
posted bedstead—

On that was his father.

. His father indeed, but not fhe
father of his thouohts He remem-
bered a strong, athletic man ; Ee saw
a faded, dying paralytic.’

Acvancmg cautiously to the side
of the bed, Horace laid one hand
gently on his father’s ample brow,
and pressing with the other the at-
tenuated fingers which nervously play-

* ed with the outer covering,whispered :

“ Father, I am Horace, do you

_ knowme ¥’ | )
For.a moment all was still. -

- The sick man opened his eyes.
His parched lips wanted water, and

-
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. after it was glven him, with an eﬂ'ort

he partly raised himself in bed apd
began to speak, when he fell exhaust-
ed on the pillow. gl ;

 Almost distracted, Horace called
the doctor, who knew he was of no
use, but very kindly came in, looked
solemn, suggested the wetting of tho_
lips, advised. perfect- qulet and went
out.

Presentlv Joseph Russell opened
his great black eyes again, smiled,
sat up in bed, threw his arms upon
his son, murmured : * Horace, Harry,
Mary,” and gave up the ghost.

For an instant Jennie and little
Harry were blotted from existence.

For an instant boyhood resumed

" its being, and Horace was a romping

lad, cheered on by Harry, laughed at
by his mother, and chided by his
prouder father.

And then—well, it only lasted an
instant. - Then he was a man again,
with a father dead before him, a sor-

" rowing wife he knew not where, and

a boy—oh what would Horace not
have given if he could regain that
‘boy 7 -

-After the funeral servmes, which

-were largely attended by all the coun-

ty some three days after, Mr. Wilson,
who had been Joseph Russell's man
of business in all matters affecting
law and formula, begged the favor of
Horace’s presence in the library.

He.went.

"« Mr. Russell,” sald Mr. ‘Wilson,
‘“as the sole heir and legatee of
Joseph Russell, deceased, I have in-
vited you here to take formal cog-
nizance of the will of the deceased.
He was a queer man, sir, a queer
man. Would you believe it, sir, I
never had read this will. He wrote
it himself, sir, six years ago, the very

night poor Harry died, when he tore
‘up one I did write, and about which I
of course knew everything. ‘The will
has been in my box six years, handed
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p by{Joseph Russell himself, wit-
by me and my cler_k,“ﬁudwvye,

d it sir, together. .
THE - WILL.

. “ In the name of God, Amen. I,
@bseph Russell, of Lewes, County Sus-
x, England, being in clear head and
pund body, make this my will and

stament, all others being destroyed -
My wife Mary is
My son Harry-

d of no-avail.

d, God bless her. [
dead, God bless him. Afd I have
o other kindred, heirs, or assigns.”
~Up to this point Mr. Wilson had
ad quite glibly ; now he began to

pprehensive. Horace sat like a

€.
i Mr. Wilson continued :(— M
Hdest son Horace Russell, God bless
m, left his home years ago. I
eatened to disinherit him. I
ever did, I never shall. He is bone
my bone, and flesh of my flesh.
e has my pardon—I hope for his.

fo him, Horace Russell, I leave my-

ouse, my mills, my real estate, and
| my. property, real and personal, of
Fhatever nature;, to do with as he
ay elect, reserving such sums as he
ay find necessary for the discharge
~my funeral expenses. and other
lebts ; and ‘excepting £50 to each
oreman, £2 to each operative, £500

LOVE MELTETH EVEN PRIDE.

»
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“to the parish of St. Sarah, and £10
per annum for the care of the ground

_-.where rest the dear bodies of Mary

my wife, and Harry my son. Wiit-
ten with my own hand on one sheet
_of white foolscap paper, this T1th of
August, 1849, and signed by me, and.
witnessed by John Wilson and Henry
Place. : B '
’ JosepH RUSSELL, L. 8.”
Witness, o T
--.JoEN WILSON, L. 8.
HeNRY PLaAcE, L. s.

‘¢ Gracious heavens, Mr. Russell!”
said the gratified dttorney, * this is
handsome. Why, sir, you've a plum
at least, sir. The mills themselves
are worth three quarters of that, and
you may rely on my calculation. I
congratulate you, sir. When. shall
wegoon?” B :

Horace never said a word. »

In amoment £100,000 were placed
at his disposal, and he never said one
word. - :
Mr. Wilson began to feel out of -
place. Presently he was convinced
that he had better retire. ~

Then he laid his card on the table,,
took his hat in his hand, and quietly.. -
stole away. ’

" And Horace sat motionless for—

hours, and never said one word
aloud. _ )
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CHAPTER VIIL

CTILL DEATH‘f)OTH THEM PART.

) ORACE met his wife at the
“] wharf.
Not a word was needed._

‘She had come home thhout the
boy. .
Her 1ooks answered his distressed
and anxious eye.

That night they slept in the old
house, the dear -old home where Hor-
ace was born, every room of which
had it§ precious memory of those
who were gone.

- Slept did we say—far from it.

Held tightly in her loving hus-
band’s arms,. Jennie told the ten
days’ story of her-terrible experi-
' .ences; how she had wearied the
# police with her importunity; how
the Astor House people had kindly
interested themselves in her trouble,
-and laid it before the chief magistrate
of the city ; how the press had aided
her; and how after ten days of cease-
less energy, tireless activity and mosb
faithful inquiry, they and she had
been forced to see the utter uselees-
ness of further search.

¢ And then, darling,” said Jenme,j .

as floods of tears relieved her tired
‘head, “I turned.to you. I turned
, to you and longed to have you tell
me where to look for.comfort; how
to reconcile my sorrow with my
faith ; how I could pray to a loving

Savxour, with the grieving  voice

of Harry calling ‘mamma’
ears.’
‘What could the stroncr man say?

in my

How could he, whose very heart”

was dried to dust in grief, find
waters of consolation for the crushed
and broken woman at his side ?

And so the night rolled on, be-
guiled by Horace’s report concerning
his father’s death, his will, his busi-

ness cares and sudden responsibilities
until as the early mormng came they
drepped to sleep.

To sleep, but not to rest.

Not to rest, for every noise startled
Jennie from her slumber, and every
movement of her husband brough
her back. to grief, and in every breath
she dreamed of Harry, till, with the
bright sunlight streaming in at the
window, she woke to repeat her ex
perience, and Horace, more exhausted
than before, found nothing in hi
heart to say.

There are griefs and griefs, just 23
there are different kinds of people.

Some wear off ; others wear in.

Horace felt quite as deeply as.:
Jennie did, but upon him was laid :
her care, her comfort, and perhaps
he found in that duty a certain relief
to which she was-a stranger. And
then he was at once so thoroughly
immersed in business cares that fo
‘many hours every day his mind was
forced into other channels, and thu
he was comforted.

But Jennie had no cares.

Her housekeeper took care of th
establishment. She bad no littl
ones to look out for. She found very
little pleasuretin renewing acquain
tances with the few who remembered
ker as “that factory-girl who ran o
with Horace Russell,” and she was
literally left to self-commurion and :
self-torture the greater part of th
time. B

‘She had authorized the police t
pay one thousand dollars to any
"person who would give provable in
formation about Harry, dead or

.alive, and she communicated regu- ;
larly, through Mr. Wilson, with the

New York authorities.. At the end :




TWENTY YEARS AFTER.

] ’
ka foew months the lost boy had be-
ne a very old story to the officials,
jd finally the chief wrote to Mr.
ilson that further correspondence
nnecessary, but that if anything
Is discovered at any time, he would
‘course and abt once communicate
h him.
From that day Jennie declined.
i She declined fast.
E Horace watched her like a lover,
bd tended her like a mother. Her
ghtest wish was a command. All
br bodily wants were anticipated by
o kindest of husbands, and assum-
-a cheer he was far from feeling,

1o

the generous fellow often endeavored
to lead her into such pleasant paths of"
social excitement as were open to-
them. *°

But he failed.

Her heart wasn’t there,—and what
excitement can take the place of in-

- terest? . .

Slowly but surely her decline de-
veloped into the foreshade of Death,
and ene bright moonlight night, with
her feeble arms around her husband’s
neck,as his encircled hers, she sweetly
smiled her crushed and broken heart

into the eternal silence of an early

grave. . .

CHAPTER IX.

e :

' HE grave and reverend Matsell,
8 superintendent of the New
" York police force,sat in his cosy
fner office;, dividing his precious time

ween the demolishment of a huge
nch of grapes and the mastery of a
y of formal “.charges” preferred
inst the Board of Commissioners,
en a formidable looking documenty
ing thie impress of the city’s seal,
handed him.
aturally” cautious and careful of
digestion, he first finished his
fipes and then broke the seal. In
iMe envelope was the following

LETTER FROM THE MAYOR.

Mavor’s Orrick, NEw YORE,
August 10, 1874.

SIR,—You’ will on receipt of this
ptail a reliable and efficient officer

"TWENTY YEARS AFTER.

from  the Detective Bureau to aid
Horace Russell, Esq., in a matter of:
importance. Mr. Russell can be found
at the Clarendon Hotel to-morrow
morning at nine o’clock, at which
time let the officer report to him, and

place himself absolutely at Lis dispos- -

-al, until such time as his services are
of no further use. = Mr. Russell will

provide whatever funds may be neces-_

saryin the undertaking,and the officer
will be relieved of all other duty, until
‘dismissed by him. '

By order of the Mayor.

George C. King,
Chief Clerk.

To Geores W. MATSELL,
Supt. Polics.

¢ Heaven bless me,” said the old
-chief. “What can thisbe? In the
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whole course of my official life I never
- have read such an order as this before.
However, I'll soon know all about it.”

Summoning Captain Irving, he ask-
ed which of the detectives would be

most likely to serve the purpose de-

sired. Without a moment’s hesita-
tion, Captain Irving replied :

¢ John Hardy, the keenest man I
have, but I don’t care .to spare him
for any length of time.” .

¢« Never mind that,” rejoined the
chief, “send him to me.”

In ‘a few momenis Officer John
Hardy presented himself at the sup-
erintendent’s desk. Standing erect

in thé presence of his superior he

was as handsome a man as one would
see in a long day’s walk. Apparently
about twenty-four years old, he was
at least five feet ten inches high,
straight and slender; his hair was
jet black ; his eyes an indescribable
gray, looking blue or black as they
were enlivened by humor or anger;
his nose was not purely Grecian, but
* passed for such; and over a well
formed lip, firm though full, hung a
. soft and graceful moustache. John
had fun'in him. Quick. to detect the
grotesque, easy tempered, with a
sunny disposition, nervous, industri-
ous and persevering, he had worked
his way from the humble :post of
messenger through every grade in the
gervice, until he stood high in the
esteem of his superiors as a detective
of ‘rare sagacity, wonderful intuition,
and fairly magical in “luck.”

~ All men have histories, but 'very
few can look back wupon " a more
eventful career—in humble life—
than John Hardy.

His parents were scavengers. That
is, his father was, and his mother
—well, she was a scavenger’s wife,
with the same skeleton and general
formation as the rest of her sex;
with love for her child like other
women, and full of the ambitions,

lodge on the jutting stones ;
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cares and anxieties common to us all,

John Hardy’s father wag a scaven-
ger. . That is, he used to go out in
the morning with a bag, or basket,
and a plck or rake, searching for
what he might find. And he found
a great deal. He found so much in
gutter and street, in mound and
filth, in sewer and refuse, that when
he died his wife and son were heirs
to $5,000 and a tenement housé
worth $10,000 more, with a rental
of $600 per annum.

The secrets of New' York sewers
are not open to the world. Even
the keen eyes of New York reporters
have not _searched them out, Eﬁnd
what reporters have not discovered
must be tolerably well hid. Down
in the dirty depths so black and full
of gloom, myriads of nasty creatures
hunt each other. Rats and slimy
creeping things prey on weaker
evidences of Nature's omnipresence.
Water and  slime slush through the
channels ; all manner-of refuse finds
its way to the outlet ; jewels, the lost
of every name, sink to the bottom or
in other
words, under our streets there are
itself, where riches pass side by side
with the offscourings of the earth
and where the lantern of the scaven
ger discloses much that is terrible
and sickening, |but much also tha
is valuable and worth preser

A life spent in unveiling
teries of sewerage is not hkely to b
rich in anythmo unless it be in th
discovered wealth to be found in th
dirt and muck of the streets; bu
scavengers are men, and there is n

be bad men.

At all events, John Huardy’s fathe
was 50 good a man as this: he loved
his wife and idolized their son.

. He new nothing of books, cared

notligff_\g /t,‘or newspapers, and neve

Y
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:‘ ent to church. But he sent John

B school, and when the little fellow

parched to the head of his classes,
eveloping talent in every line of
pudy, and finally ,stood before an
judience of a thousand strangers
pearing the medals of honor, as he
jpoke the valedictory of his class,
Who shall say that the tears which
oursed down the old man’s cheeks
vere not as manly and as creditable
o the scavenger as though they were
born of a philosopher or a student ?
The Hardy’s humble home was
nite near police head-quarters, and
png before John had left the public
ehool he was as intimate and familiar
jhere as any of the officers.
= He was a bright boy, quick as a
Jash, and always ready to do errands
pr the Aapifues of the place.
Whenfeé}:ft school he was made
hessenger the Inspector’s office,
hen a clerk,. and after a subsequent
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term as roundsman, was detailed to
detective duty, where we have found
him.

“Officer Hardy,” said the superin-
tendent, “I have received an order
from the Mayor directing me to detail
a pradent man from your bureau for
an important duty. The captain re-
commends you, and I confirm - his
selection. You will call on Mr. Rus-
sell, at the Clarendon, at 9 o’clock
to-morrow. morning, and place your-
self at his disposal. I have no infor:
mation as to his desires. Do what~
ever he directs, and in case of doubt.
report at once to me ; ; you are relieved
from duty here until “farther orders.
Now do your best, Hardy. I have
a feeling that this is to be a great
opportunity. Why, I'm sure I don’t
know : but I do. That’s all,” and as

Hardy went away the chief re-read
the order from the Mayor, and won-
dered what it could refer to.

CHAPTER X.

HE AND SHE. -

. % T nine o’clock on the followmg
a\ day Officer Hardy, in citizen’s
3 -dress, was ushered into the

Fesence of Mr. Russell. -

It was Horace.

_Time had told upon him.

 His head was bald as a billiard ball,
d the locks which fringed the sca.lp
id hung curling over the ears were
ay. His eye was as bright as in the
en time, but his ‘form was bent,
gd the close-shut mouth marked the

pness of his will, which had de-

2

veloped of late much like his fa-
ther’s.

Advancing to meet the detective,
Mr. Russell looked at him with un-

. disguised interest.

He expected to see a ca.strlron sol-
dier, straight, stiff and pompous.

In pla.ce of such a one he was con-
fronted by a handsome youth, who
might as well be taken for a gentle-
man of leisure as a man whose life
was devoted to the unearthing of vil-
lany. i
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‘the bars of her canary’s cage.

\-the use of notes?’
|
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“ Mr. Hardy, you are the officer I
was told to expect this morning, I
presume, and I am very glad to Ses
you,” said Horace Russell ; ¢ this is
my wife and this my daughter.”

At the moment of speaking two
ladies entered the room, the elder a

" woman of perhaps forty years, a ma-

tron grave, dignified and handsome ;
the other a petite young miss, upon
whose fair head some eighteen sum-
mers had cast their loving sunshine,
leaving the golden impress on every
waving tress.

““ Take seats, please,” said Mr. Rus-
sell ; “ I have much to tell Mr. Hardy,
and he needs to be attentive.”

¢ You would much better let mam-

ma tell him, papa dear,” said Maud,
as she put a lump of sugar between

knows all about it, and you say your-
self she is just as much - interested in
poor dear Harry as you are, and as
for me, I'm fairly wild 'about him. .

Come, Mr. Hardy, you sit there near
the window. Papa can have the
easy chair. I'll sit on this hassock by
papa’s knee ; and mamima, let’s see,
mamma must take the piano-stool, so
she can gesture. There now, w,ho
says I’'m not a manager?’

Even Mr. Russell laughed at the

girl’s vivacity. All were seated as
Maud. directed, and John Hardy
pinched his arm. He really didn’t
know whether he was in heaven or
at his work.

He soon found out.

“ Well, Mr. Hardy,” began Mrs

Russell, “it’s a very long story. I

dou’t think you'll need that notebook,
for T'll make it simple, and there
really is very little in the way of
dates and names and places. You
know our name, and that’s the only
name you need to remember, and you

“certainly know New York, and that’s

the only place involved ; so what's

"¢ She
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Jghn put up his book, and Mrs
Russell ‘went on. -

Horace' shut “his-eyes,.gnd Maud -
_held his hands like a vice.

“ Ten years ago,” said the lady, “ I~
went to England, from my native
city, New York, a widow with my -
little Maud, then eight years old and
very delicate. Mr. Russell met us,
and nine years since, this very month,
we were married. Three months ago,
on my husband’s fifty-third birthday,
we gave a grand holiday party to the
hands of his factory, and everything
was going on splendidly, when I ac-
cidentally stumbled on him in his
study, with his head on his desk,
crying like a baby. It wasthe third
time I had found him so. The other
times I went away quietly, thinking
it best not to disturb him, but this
seemed so strange I really couldn’t
resist the impulse to speak. I did so.
At first he parried my questions, but
finally told me about a little boy he
had lost in New York twenty years
ago; how he never slept without
dreaming of his child ; that in his
thoughts by day and his hours of
wakefulness at night the little fellow
was ever present ; that bitterest self-
reproaches were constantly heaped
upon him, and that over all his life
of prospenty and success hung this
dreadful mystery, like a pall of black-
est gloom, and at times he felt he
should go mad in sheer despair.”

“ And you,” said the detective.

“1,” replied Mrs. Russell, “I saw
my path as plain as daylight. In less
than ten minutes T had the master
among his men, the happiest of them
ally for I had settled it then and there
that his duty and my pleasure were
one. His duty was to find that boy ;
my pleasure was the same—and that’s
why we're here.”

“ Yes, Mr. Hardy, that’s why we're
here,” broke in Maud, “and that’s

why you're here, which is much more
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- to the point. Only I don’t see that
- mamma has told you as much as she
' might have. For instance, mamma,
. don’t you remember how papa says

he was just at the lower end of a park,

L and was looking at a picture of a fat .

. woman and a zebra'on a great banner
across a street, when all of a sudden

' little Harry was gone #” e
{  “Perhaps Mr. Russell can give me
_the details of the loss, now that I
-have heard the story of your coming,”
§ -said Hardy, and taking his notebook
from his pocket received from Horace
i Russell the particulars of the eventful
E night, when all that made life dear
t and sweet to a loving mother and a
b happy father was in an instant blotted

- from their sight. .

Then as he rose to leave, the detec-
. tive said: “ First of all T'll hunt up
“the” police blotter and find out all

\
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they knew at the time of the disap-
pearance.” .

¢ And then,” said Maud.

“And then, miss,” replied he,
“ we’ll consider our course.”

It was arranged between Mr. Rus-
sell and Hardy that the latter should _
call every morning at nine, and re-
port every evening at eight, and that
whatever happened should be dis-
closed in full at the latter hour.

Bidding the Russells good morn-
.ing, John Hardy found himself hurry-
ing down town to the central office,
as if wings were on his- feet and
ether in his lungs.

The man thought he was interested"
in his mission.

Perhaps he was. -

He certainly was heels over head
in love with Maud Russell, and didn’t
know it.

CHAPTER XI.

SOME STRANGE DEVELOPMENTS.

 XeX7 HEN Hardy reached head.
’ . quarters he reported at once
1 to Superintendent Matsell
the developments of the morning,
b and was gratified at the great interest
g the old gentleman took in the mat-
ter; especially when, upon comparing
dates, it was found that little Harry
t had been lost when Matsell was Chief
b of the Municipal Police, some twenty
. years before. s

Reference to the official doéumenj,sv,

 afforded nothing beyond the bare
fact of loss, and so far as any prac-

g tical help-'was concerned, the books™

might have been burned
fore.

This much was ascertained—no
dead body answering Harry’s des-
cription’ had been found at or near
the time of his disappearance, and
on that they based a hope that he
was still living. .

“It might be well, Hardy,” said *

years be-

the chief, “to examine the records -7

at the Tombs.  Suppose we go down

~there now "—and jumping on a

Bleecker Street car, down they went.
-Warden Quinn stood at the open
gateway of the city prison, as the
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superintendent, in full uniform, gold
spectacles and high hat, stepped upon
the sidewalk. - A second after John
Hardy appeared from the car, and
together the officials walked up to the
warden, who saluted them with a
calmness of demeanor which very in-
adequately pictured the wonder of his
mind. T :

¢ Ah, John, good morning, John,”
said Matsell, addressing the warden.
¢ Hardy and I have a little business

with your old books this morning. -

How long will it take Finley to get
down the record book of 18541 I

_want to see it, Let’s see; we want
August. Tell him to get usthe August

-.record, John, and then show us
through the prison.”

The warden gave the necessary
orders to the kindly-faced keeper, who
has been on duty at the Tombs, man

" and boy, since the first prisoner was
taken inside its dreary walls.

The three then passed the keeper
at the inner gate, who ' respectfully
touched his hat as he facetiously prof-
fered return tickets to the superin-
tendent and the detective, and walk-
ing along the stone-covered enclosure,
reached the entrance to the prison for
men, just as that relic of barbarism,
the ¢ Black Maria,” was driven in for
its morning load of island prisoners.

The “Black Maria” is a heavy
wagon, shaped like a windowless
omnibus. At the extreme top is a
glit, extending around from front to
rear, and immediately back of the
driver is a small hole. Through these
utterly inadequate orifices air is sup-
plied to the people shut and locked
in, on their way from the Tombs to
the island ferry. " Men and women,
old and young, drunk and sober, filthy
and clean, innocent and guilty, the
hardened offender and the neophyte
in crime are packed into this noi-

. some van, a3 sheep. were formerly
crowded in the cattle cars, before the

—~
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happier days of Henry Bergh and lus
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty
to Dumb Animals,

‘Who can exaggerate the scenés pos-

‘sible in that hideous:vehiéle? In-

stances of horrible bfutality and phy-

‘sical outrage are of frequent occur-

rence, and every trip makes known
its report of blasphemyand indecency,
wicked and repulsive in the extreme.” §
The Commissioners of Public Chari-

ties and Correction are good men and

‘kind. They love their families, and
'give humane directions to their sub-

ordinates ; but what do they know of
the actual life of the prisoners nomin-
ally controlled by them ?

Take this very small part of the
daily routine, the transfer of criminals
from the temporary to the permanent
prison. They see it done every day
of the year ; they see the-rude con-
veyance, the brutal keeper, the unfeel-
ing driver ; they know that men and
women are crowded into the narrow,
unventilated, stomach-turning coffin,
like pigs—they know and see it all,
as their predecessors did for thirty
years before them, but they make no
change, effect no improvement.

And if there is this indiffarence to
matters directly before theireyes, what
are the probabilities of the ten thou- -
sand horrors concealed from theirgaze,
kept out of sight hy cunning officers,
or perpetrated when the superintend-
ing eye is turned away? The holiday
story of our public institutions is
often told, and paraded at length in
the columus of our papers, ‘but the
great everyday suffering—that’s as yet
unwritten.

The whrden’s quitk eye saw the
disgust pictured on John Hardy’s face,
as sixteen hideous looking brutes were
packed in the wagon, and turning his
pttentlon, said to Mr. Mafsell : “Well,
chief, it’s rather a novelty to see you
down here. - What's upt” -

“ That’s a fact, Quinn,” replied Mr.
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.- Matsell, “T really don’t believe I've
. been here before -in six months. I
¥ know very little of the details of our
i office. Itisn'tasitused tobe.

Bless
i my heart!  Why, in the old time the
- ohief knew everything, and did pretty
. much everything too. We didn’t
. have angipolitical board to bother us.
B Tho Mayor was head of the police, as
.. he ought to be ; and head of every-
-~ thing, as he ought to be. - But he

[ never interfered with me. Many’s the

time I've put on an old slouch and
. drove down amongthe roughs,wormed
- into their secrets, been arrested and
taken in, and never found out till the
magistrate ordered me to take off my
bat in the morning. In those days,

dJohn, a chief was a Chief. Talk-

about this uniform ; why, look at that
picture hanging in the office when you
go back. It's a picture of me in the
old-fashioned uniform, hat and all.
% That was a uniform, and it meant
. something, too.” :

’ “ That ¢ fwenty years ago ' seems to
stick in your crop, old man,” said
‘Warden Quinn, as he gave a sly wink
at the detective. ‘ .

“Yes, yes it does,” said Matsell.
‘The Mayor was saying to me only a
few days ago. that, with all our ‘mod-
ern improvements,” he thought there
was really less security on the public
streets now than there was then. It
seems harder to get the right kind of
men on the force. Politicians boss
the whole job, and it’s simply impos-
sible to move on the works of some
of the worst criminals in the city with
success,
. purposes about as soon as we do who
¢, - make them. You'll be surprised to
know what I am here for now. Oh!
good morning, Mrs. Fostet.”

This salutation was in honor of the

They know all about our-
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rigid a disciplinarian as any martinet
in the army of tradition. - :
 Mrs. Foster has been matron-ofthe
prison thirty years.. She is one of
the few persons in New York official
life who hold position on account of
fitness. 'Wardens may.come and war-
dens may go, but Matron Foster holds
on forever. With thé unfortunate.
she is_kind, as becomes a woman.
‘With the vicious she is stern, as be-
fits a matron. She folerates no break-
age of her rules, but looks with great
favor on the erring sister who would-
be glad to do better. Mrs. Foster is
nof so famous as Florence Nightin-
gale, but her sphere is as important
and her mission as holy. Were she
relentless and cruel, as many women
are, she could make the Tombs a hell.
‘Were she agossip, as many women
incurably are, she has it in her power
to retail evil enough about New York
to- afford-the press sensations for a
decade. C

She’s no such person. .

Advancing with & quick, elastic
step, she cordially greeted her old
friend the supérintendent, nodded
hastily and pleasantly to the warden
and the detective, and invited them
into her sitting-room.

After a moment’s rest they passed
through a narrow passage into the
‘female prison, white.and clean as
constant scrubbings could make it,
and chilly as a tomb. On the léft of
a contracted corridor were a number
of small cells, most of which were
empty. Inone of them wasa “Drunk”
—a young hearty-looking woman,
who, fighting and . screaming,- had
been pushed in but a short time pre-
~vious, and falling flat upon her face,..

soon passed into a dull and heavy
sleep. = She was brought in by a

matron of the prison for women, a- policeman, too drunk to care for any-

good dame of perhaps fifty years of
age, combining Keen qualities of head
with kindly graces. of heait; and as

P

-thing or anybody ; naturally a good-
hearted girl, gin made.her a demon.
She was full of it, and from her
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shapely .lips fell such ternble pro-
fanity as made even the accustomed
ears of the matron and her assistant,
Mrs. French, shrink with disgust.

Her  bottle. was ‘aken from her
pocket, and when the warden and

* his guests looked through the iron
grating her heavy snore resounded
through the hall,
seemed perfectly disclosed. _ )

- This is not the forum for a lecture on
temperance—but that sight was a text
from which lactures might well be

- drawn.

It is true enough that women and
children, as a rule, suffer from the in-
temperance of their husbands and
parents, but no one who is unfamiliar
with the police blotters of our station-

“houses, and the sad records of the
lower courts, and the fearful scenes .

witnessed every day in every year by
the prison. officials, can understand
the extent to which whiskey drinking

"is carried by the women of this gene-
ration.
Surely mtemperance is the Sin of
the Time.
~ Every fashionable saloon has its
patrons on whose tables light wines

sparkle. At the partiesof our  best
people” wine is offered in the supper

room, and young men find stronger

stimulants in -their retreat above.

The lady who accepts the invitation -

of her friend to dance, finds herself
in an all-embracing aroma of punch

or toddy. On the cars, one constantly -
sees little flasks produced, turned.
up and emptied. Every hotel’s finest
apartment is its bar room, made bril-

" liant with gorgeous adornments and
magnificent fixtures. From the earli-
est dawn of New Year’s morning to
the last flicker of December’s stars,
wine and rum, and whiskey and gin,
are regarded by many as Heaven's
. best gifts to man.

- Pious men rent their stores for
mills,

and bea.sthness ,
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Christian gentlemen pay their pew
rent from incomes derived from-the
traffic in liguor.

And are women so different that
the temptations of palate and physi-
cal sensation which fascinate men, are
powerless-over them ?

Let the Tombs answer..

Go to Blackwell’s Island and ex-
amine the sickening record.

"We have societies for the preven-
tion of cruelty  to animals, and
associations for the conversion of
foreign heathens, but it "seems to

" us that if ever there was & need for

societies and associations now is the
time, and this the sphere of opera-
tion.

- Old and young, male and female,
‘are on the broad, road to death and -
destruction,—and rum is the devil
who leads them.

Mrs. Foster’s iron steps were bright
a8 a new dollar.

At the head of the staircase is a
circular corridor, whitewashed and
damp, from which open cells like
those on the lower tier. In these
are always crowded many girls, the
majority of whom await trial, or are
serving short sentences of ten to
thirty days. Now and then one has
a book or a paper, but as a rule, they
sit or lounge all day and sleep all
night ; the hardened and the begin- ..
ners tocether, with no distinction of
any sort or-kind between them:

It is all wrong—but how to rem-
edy it is a huge problem. '

As . the party passed along to a
private reception room at the end of
the corridor, Mr. Matsell said, ¢ Mrs.
Foster, I -came down to-day more
especially to see if, by reference to
the old records, I could find out any-
thing about a little boy who was lost
twenty years ago this August. I was
chief at the time, but all I can recall
is that the papers made quite a fuss
about it, a small reward was offered,
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-and nothing came of it I thought
| there might possibly—but it really
f-isn’t probable—be some clue from
:the books here. Ah! here’s” Mr.
" Finley with the record.”
B The keeper handed the récord-
- book to the - superintendent, who
. adjusted his great gold specfacles and
: slowly turned the pages untll he
- found the date. ..
" There were “drunks” and “ dis-
- orderlies” by the score, two murders,
t- a few burglaries, the customary allow-
:'ance of milder offences, but no clue
- to alost boy. Ordinarily there would

BB be no sense in looking at the Tombs’

t. books for such a record, but it will
i be remembered that neither the police

' memorandum nor the coroner’s office .

. furnished any information whatever,
. and the only other chance was that
little Harry had been taken directly
B before a magistrate and committed
® by him to the temporary care of the
t- warden.

¢ Under the head of August 21st
. appeared this entry.: -

3 Name James Delaney -
Age :

‘Occupatwn Buﬂder
Residence : Stranger.
Offence : Drunk. )

. Sentence : 10 days city prison, $10
. fine.

Reqarks : When brou0ht in had .

. small boy, five years old, , with hip.
. Boy sent in to Foster. Dlscharged

B after two days’ detention, and fine -
£ remitted by Dowling,

“Let me see that,” said Mrs. Foster.
. Seizing the book the good old lady
. put on her glasses; ran her fingers
£ over the entry, and then gave a lona
- whistle.

. “ Bless my heart. That's the same
L boy,” said she. “Why, French and
= 1 have talked that child over and
. overahundred, yes, a thousand times.
F He was the dearest sweetest little
fellow you ever saw, and he no more

‘him right in this chair.

- tread of his foot, showed spirit.
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belonged to that Delaney than I do.
The boy seemed to like him, too, but
there was something about them both
that didn’t hitch. I had the little
chap right in this room and I held
I rocked
him on my lap, and all I could get
out of him was ‘I want my mamma,’
or ¢ where’s papa ¥ He wouldn’t tell
his name, except.¢ Bub’ or “Bob,’ so
we called him ‘Bob.” I got Dowhng ’
to let the man go for the child’s sake
—jyou can always manage Joe Dow-
ling through his heart—and when
they went off” the fellow was sober
and ashamed, and the tears stood in
his eyes because they fixed him up a
pass for Chicago, and a kit. Remem-
ber that'boy ! I remember him as if
he sat before me this blessed minute.”
- ¢ Glod bless my soul !” said Matsell. .
The warden, though a kind-hearted
man, was too much accustomed to
sensations to be particularly affected,
but Detective Hardy, who was young~
and enthusiastic, jumped at. what he
clearly saw was one end of a clue,
which might lead him to-professional
success, and perhaps aid him in
making an impression oh the young
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) -lady at the Clarendon. ~

Even while eopying the record and
making .memoranda of the matron’s:
story, John Hardy’s active imagina-

tion was building castles in the airy

future.

He saw—what is there that young"
men and’ women do not see at such
times +—fame, fortune, success in all
that makes life Worth the living, all
absolutely in one’s grasp, almost.
How often we wake from sunny
dreams, so real, so. tfue, ‘that they
challenge physwal experience itself
in reahty, only to find that they may
be.but-are not true. |

" But Hardy was hopeful. He had
a royal physique. = Every move- -
ment, from the flash of his eye to the
He
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thought quickly, spoke well bore
himself as became a man, never for-
got his position, and was one of the
few men in this queer world who
" have sense granted them before they
have wasted life and lost its oppor-
tunities in experience.
He knew perfectly well the social
difference between himself and Maud
" Russell, and that she had seen in him
simply a means of bringing peace and
comfort to her father’s heart. He
knew that she cared no more for him
than for the .driver of her carriage.
And, to do him justice, he had not
ag yet detected in himself any feeling
deeper than that of admiration for a
very beautiful and winsome woman.
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But for all that, he was conscious of
an influence, an attraction which
made him think, and was gradually
affecting his purposes and plans.

Taking down all that the record
disclosed, and making full notes of
all that Mrs. F oster could recall con-
cerning Delaney and the little “Bob,”
Hardy said to the superintendeﬁt
that he thought he would go to the
hotel and see Mr. Russell, although
he would not be expected until eight
in the evening.

They parted at the entrance, the
superintendent going down to meet
the Mayor, with whom he went every
noon to eat clams in Fulton Market,
and the detective to the Clarendon.

CHAPTER XIL

_THE SNAKE IN THE GRASS,

at four o’clock in the afternoon.
Mr. and Mrs. Russell were out
driving, but Maud, knowing the ar-

gomv HARDY reached the hotel

rangement between her stepfather

and the detective, inferred that. this
call must be a matter of importance,
and directed the waltertoshowHardy
to the_parlor.

When Hardy entered, Maud ad-
vanced to meet him with an eager-
ness born entirely of her interest in
his mission. He was disappointed
and pleased to hear that Mr. Russell
was not in, but deeming discretion
the better part, simply said that he
would call later, and made his adieu.

As he left the room, a gentleman
in the undress uniform of a naval offi-

cer entered, and greeted Maud with
earnestness and evident delight.—
Hardy looked long enough to see that
the interest was reciprocal, and with:

- a-muttered-disgust hurried away.

Holding Maud’s hand in his; Wll-
liam Templeton drew the. fair g1r1 to
a seat in the window, partly concealed
ll:y the heavy drapery, and sat beside

er.’

true at lastt Have I really found
you, and is it possible I hold your:
dear hand in mine, uninterrupted for -
a moment? Really it seems too good
to be true.” .
Maud smiled sweetly, and after a
moment’s lingering, drew somewhat
away ‘from her ardent lover, and

“ Well, dearest,” he began “igit . @
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aughingly said : “ There, lel, that

must do for now ; how fortunate that

wou should see me here ; do you know
ho that person is I was talking
with? He's a detective, and is gomg

Ko help father find his little boy.”

. ““His little boy?”’ echoed . Tem-

ipleton. -

i “Yes, his little boy, lost ever 80

gnany - years ago,” ‘replied Maud.

“Papa hasn't seen him in twenty
byears, and he’s determined now to
find him if it’s a possible thing.”
L “'Well, dpntwaste tinde in talking

gbout little said Templeton.
¥ If he has ;s;%l;d a time in finding
Soff as I have had in trying to find
father T pity him, that’s all.”
Wllham Templeton was a waif.
- He was found in a Massachusetts
orkhouse by a benevolent. party of
Boston.
By him he was taken to the Hub
educated and fitted for college. When
@the civil war fever broke out, William
was fond of the water, and begged his
friend to get for him a commission in
ghe navy. He did so, and the lad
entered the regular navy as ensign,
and at the end of the-war ranked as
leutenant, with an unusual record,
4 dltable to-him as a man and- a
Bailor,
3 His protector died- shortly after,
eaving him a small fortune. The

eutenant went to Europe on leave of

bsence,and on his trip home met and

Edmired Maud Raussell.

: Togetherthey promenaded the Cun-

prder’s deck- long after the old folks.
‘“ turned in.’

i The moon, the skies, the ships in

he distance, the astronomical perplex-

fbies, the sea serpent, the phosphores-

fence in the water, the gulls and the

=lengers were for them a never-fail- -

‘a source of interest and conversa-
lon.

i She became entanOIed Her affec-
ons went out toward this stranger,
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and he was greatly taken with thu
charming Enghsh girl. -

Men are curious creatures, and take
the oddest possible fancies.

Everybody.on that good ship hked
William Templeton except Horace
Russell, and Horace Russell was the
only man for whose good-will William
Templeton cared the toss of a copper.

‘When Maud or his wife appealed
to him to be more courteous towards .
Templeton, Mr.. Russell became in-
sanely angry. * He gave no reason for
his dislike ; all he knew wasthat he
would not like hiui, and he forbade
his wife and daughter even to speak
to him, in the improbable event of his
crossing their path after reaching the
city. Mrs. Russell’s influence over her
husband was great, because she rarely
exerted it. He was a goed man, and
although very set in his ways, was
never deaf to sensible arguments.

In this matter Mrs. Russell quietly -
told her husband that his opposition
to - Lieutenant Templeton’s steamer’
attentions seemed ‘rather strained.
The man held a'position of honor, and
was well spoken of by every one who
knew of him among the passengers,
and as he would doubtless soon have
his own affairs to attend to, it was
not likely they would. be in any way
embarrassed by him.. -

Mr. Russell was not convinced; bat
he was silenced, and as Maud, Who -
was really very fond of her new made
friend, was wise and prudent enough
to avoid any scene that might annoy
her father, there was no further cause
of trouble on the voyage.

Templeton was a brave officer and
a bad man.

" In the service he was esteemed for
the qualities that endure under priv-
ation and trial. He had won his way
unfavored by politicians, the bane®of .
every public department, and his
theory of life had condensed into one
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hard maxim— Let every man takecare
of himself. . . -

With all his bravery and pluck, in.

spite of his good nature and happy-
go-lucky manner, he had a weakness
—he loved money. -

No man ever made fortune honestly -

in the service of hiscountry. Tem-

. pleton was not morally above certain-
grades of dishonesty, but he had never -

been in position to take or speculate,
or falsely audit ; he had his pay, and

a very meagre income from the estate -

of his adopted father ; but the most
rigid. economy would not make him
Tich, and he hated economy. -

He was about twenty-six years of
age, and at a time when most men
are trustful and genuine, bad become
suspicious and deceitful. '

" He deliberately planned his future,

basing it on'a marriage with money—. -

- give him the money, and the rest he
was willing to risk.

He saw Maud; he liked her; he

thought hér the daughter of the rich
manufacturer, and believing her to be
his heir, resolved to win her.

- Introductions at sea are easily ob-
tained, and when Miss Russell and

‘Lieutenant Templeton bade eachother -

« good-night,” after their first intro-
duction, they were as well acquainted
as many people would be only after
many years of friendship.

- Maud .was a queer tombination of
prudence and indiscretion. She.had
just passed her eighteenth birthday,

- was- bright, sweet-faced; and elegant

in manner. -She had the air of a °

beauty and the innocence of a pet ;
she idolized her mother, and . Mr.

Russell had found in her the most

loving of children. . :

But she was fond of admiration,

. and so fond of it that a close observer-

-could see that she catered for it.
" Some men and women are born
flirts, and flaunt their purposés before
" the public eye, careless of the world
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and reckless of its opinion, so long as

- their own “good time” is assured.

Maud was not one of those.  She
shrank frém vulgarity of manner, or

" vulgarity in display, as quickly and as

naturally as from rudeness of speech,
And yet there was a curious boldnes
about her which manifested itself in
an over desire to please, the motive
being, whether she knew it or nof,
to gain thereby the flattering incense |
so grateful to her. '

She was as gracious to the steward
as to the captain ; she met the detec-
tive with the same smile that beamed

- on Templeton. Compliments pleased.
-her, come from where they might.

And if a beautiful face,adistinguished
air, and a kind heart with a winning
smile,would not elicit compliments in
society, what would ?

She had had but little attention at
home ; indeed, there were but halfa
dozen families in the town,-and the
Russells, though well informed and
living in good style, were not on
visiting terms with the older county
families. ‘ : '

Still Maud knew something of life, §
and her regular. trip to London §
brought her more and more, year |

after year, into-the caldron of social @8

excitéement. She read some, was fond

of music, played the piano tolerably S

well, rode dashingly, and~:was es-
teemed an acquisition -at the parbies |
she attended. 7t -
_Of course -she received at such &8
times much attention. : -
Every woman has more or less of &
it, and it is by no manner of means §
determined either in quality or quan- {8
tity by the prettiness of the face..
There are thousands of doll-featured
girls who go through' life without at- &

tention ; and in what circle do we not 8

find a plain face the recipient of all
the courtesy and civility possible. It
is evidently what there is behind the

. face that attracts. -
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lover than she could have imagined,
or he would care to have known.

He was very.fond of Maud, but
fond or not, he had determined to

tHowever, Maud was very beautiful
winning as well. Her manner
s bright and jolly, her heart
[y, her general air that of con- -

: atment. She was. greatly pleased marry her, and thus gain her father's
ch, th the attentions of her friends, wealth. v - .
ess t she had never met a friend who - Presently she appeared, perfectly
in taken such perfect and- all- equipped ; and leaving the hotel by
ive porbing possession of her as Wil- the 18th Street exit, entered the car- _
of, i Templeton. He seemed to Triage and drove off towards the Park.
15¢ ow by intuition what were her ‘“ Maud, tell me about this ¢ little
pires, and he never hesitated to boy’s’ business,” said Mr. Templeton.
d Btify them. - “What is it, who is he, any way, .
eC- n spite of the dislike of Mr. Rus- and how is it I never heard about
ed H, Mr. Templeton found frequent him before ¥’ .
el SENSEDOrtunities to be with Maud on “Well, I declare, Will, - that’s -
t, _steamer, and when they reached rather a long string of questions, I
ed bw York, although no formal en- should say,” replied she; “but as
g gement had been made, both felt we have plenty of time, and you are
in Bt their betrothal was but a ques- so good as'to give me this delightful
In of time and pruderice. drive, I'll tell you all about it. And -
at As they sat together on the ‘sofa, -then, too, if you only could help us,
3 pud, becoming apprehensive of_her papa would love you just as I do.” o
16 fher’s return,, said : “ Why can’t ‘She then gave Templeton a narra-
d b go out for a walk or adrive? Itis tion of the story so familiar to her
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Bong since I have seen you, and I
e so much to say to you.” .
Lempleton was only too glad to
i He rang the bell, ordered a car-
ge, and Maud went to her room.
he lieutenant believed Maud to

E not- only the daughter but the

By child of Mr. Russell, who always
bke of her and fo her as “daugh-
” ‘80 that her remark about the
ittle boy ” meant more to Maud’s.

and the reader, and by the time they
had reached the Mt. St. Vincent
Hotel in the Park, he had mastered
it all, and was quite prepared to say

“to Maud: “Suppose we stop here for -

an ice;” and to himself, “this is
Jjust precisely my luck. Lonly want- -
ed this to make assurance doubly
sure. Three cheers for me—and the
¢ little boy !””
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.. CHAPTER XIIL

. A TERRIBLE

HE evening of this bright sum-
mer day was full of events.

‘ 1. Lieut. Templeton had se-
cured a pledge from Maud Russell
that she would consider herself his
betrothed, and him her accepted
lover. T

As yet, and indeed until Mr. Rus-
sell’s antipathy could#be conquered,
the engagement was to be secret
* from her family. S

2. Detective Hardy had made his
report -to the Russells, and found to
his surprise that the stern, quiet-
mannered Englishman was a perfect
fire of enthusiasin, kindled into flame
and outburst by the meagre story the
detective -bad to tell him of his
morning’s gleanings. = .

3. Mr. Russell had outlined a plan
of operations, ineluding an immediate

trip to the West, the offer of a large

reward through the Chicago police,
-- and such other operation as a review
of the ground might suggest.

4. And Iast, bﬁg _by no means
least, Maud in her good:-night letter
to her lover, wrote' to* Templeton
every word reported to Mr. Russell

by the detective, as well as the entire |

programme for the futare. ~-
Bidding Mr. Russell and the ladies
- good-night, and' promising to take
the anxious father to see Mrs. Foster
. early the next day, John Hardy pulled
* his soft hat over his eyes, lit a cigar,
and moved slowly down 4th Avenue.
Justas he reached 14th Street, he was
. accosted by a gentleman who, touch-
ing him on the shoulder, said: «T
beg your pardon, sir; are you Detec-
tive Hardy 2" .
There was no reason for Hardy’s
denying his name, and yet his profes-
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sional caution was on the alert, anj
his suspicions were aroused. Hast
glancing at his companion, he w
about to answer, when the light fron}
a street lamp disclosed the handsong
features. and wmanly figure of Lie
- — 4 tive place
him at once, but pretending not i
replied : “ Yes, sir, that’s my nam
What of it?” S '
¢ That depends,” rejoined Templ
ton. “If you have half an houris
spare, come with me, and we Wil
discuss a matter of some interest
both of us—and perhaps of prof
‘Where shall we go—Delmonico’s?’

“No Delmonico’s for me !” sif
Hardy. “That'll do well emoughid
pleasure. If you want to talk buif
ness, where you can be as noisy s
Bedlamite or as quiet as Greenwool
come with me.” .

“Tll doit,” said Templeton; ai
hedid. - . :

A short ride on a 4th Avenue uf
took them to Houston Street, and:f
shorter walk led them to the doord}
Harry Hill's noted resort for all sori§
and sizes of pleasure seekers of No
York and vicinity.

Passing through Hill’s wonderf
stable, where he keeps “trick ponis§
educated dogs, and wonderful shegf
and through the dimly lighted bl
room, they reached a flight of stanf@
which led"to the concert-room.

Templeton had never been the
before, and wanted to linger ; but g
the detective it was an old story, aif
calling Harry Hill, a stout-buit§
cheery-faced Englishman, said ¥
him : “ Harry, this gentleman andl3
bave a little matter of . business i§
talk over. Let me have the use
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patlor for a few moments : that's

Rood feuﬂw-” .
Harry Hill took a good look at
irdy’s companion, shook his head

jif half in doubt, and preceded the-

o to the room. , .
fThe average man living in New
prk  knows about ‘Harry Hill’s
oon ; its Punch and Judy, its
ncers, and singers, apd boxing
ftches ; its free and oppor-
mities for safely seeing a great deal
E whaf young men call “life;” and
Jo fact that it is one of the regular
shows” of the city. But probably
bt one in five hundred of Harry
ill's visitors could correctly picture

fen the outer characteristics gf ‘the -

oprietor’s inner home. -

[ Pictures of prize-fighters, fancy
etches of noted ' boxers, bronze
brses, - flash  story-books, foils and
joves, brass knuckles and billies
Mero the paraphernalia which rose
@fore Templeton’s mind, when he

ought of the probable adormments.

fthe homd of Hill As matter of
iet, what Templeton saw was as fol-
pws : Two very fair specimens of

Ibach’s skill, several fine photo-
faphs, and one or two admirable
Inglish engravings hung on the walls;
k one corner- was a small boudoir
Pok-case bearing standard literature
fom the Bible to Hume, from the
ook of Common Prayer to Byron
nd Thackeray; in another a large

e and desk, fitted with writing-
paterials, and ornamented by curious -

Bpanese ware ; in the centre was a
gndsome round table, with boeks
Rd cigar case, ‘while two doors open-

empleton was astonished. - Mr.
saw the look, and smiling, said :
trade’s a trade, my friend. 'Arry
one thing ’ere and another there.

t's all,” and shutting the door, left

Be two men to their business.
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" Neither cared to 'Begin, but Hardj,
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lighting a fresh cigar, threw himself .

on a lounge, and Templeton was
forced to take the initiative.

“Mr. Hardy,” said he, “I am a
friend of the Russells, and aware of

.their plans. They are in search of a.

little boy Mr.Russell lost some twenty
years ago. And I am that boy.”

“WrAT 1" cried Hardy, and jump-

ing from his seat like a greyhound,
banged his hand heavily on the table,
and, stared through Templeton’s eyes
down to his very soul. - - ‘
-“Don’t make a noise, man,” con-
tinued the lieutenant, “ you would
do yourself greater credit if you
ligtened. I say, I am that lost boy,

* and you can prove it—if you care to.

Old Russell has heaps of - money, and

can be bled like an ox, for anything.
He loved his child, -

that is genuine.
lost him carelessly, left him cruelly,
and moirns him sincerely. ~ T know
~he would spend $100,000 to find that
son. And I think if you were to find
him, your fortune would be insured.
Now listen. I can satisfy you that I

am Raussell’s son, and your business

will be to convince him. Isit a bar-
gain®
- For a moment Hardy was nonplus-
sed. He had met many rascals in
his police experience, and had worked
out many a plot, but the cool impu
dence' and suicidal audacity of this
putter-up of villany eclipsed a . pre-
. vious examples of the kind, -~ -

He thought rapidly, and concluded
it would be well “to lay in” with
Templeton until the plan was ripe,
Nothing could be gained by bluffing
him ; much might be learned by pre-
tending to work with him. After 8
brief pause, he said: :

“1 don’t know you, sir. Are you
quite certain you can satisfy me?”

“Of course I can,” replied Temple-
ton with a cunning smile; “of course

 Tcan, and T'll agres to put it off for

/!‘"’{
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six months, too. How will that suit
your royal highness ?”

“ Perfectly,” rejoined Hardy ; “you

have my address. I shall be in town .

two or three days, and then we’re off
to Chicago. Come in and see me

when you’re ready to talk finally ;—

A WOMAN IN THE CASE.

and now let’s see what Harry hasy,
show us to-night.”

- Together they passed into the u}
loon, and taking seats at one of th
little round tables, made “part of |
large and laughing audience, lsten
to the jokes and-songs of the chary
ter-people on thé stage of Harry Hill;

D)

CHAPTER XIV.

FIRE!
o

HAT night Horace Russell
seemed a boy again. Long
after his customary hour of re-
. tiring he walked his parlor, talked
" earnestly ‘and rapidly of his plans,
read and re-read the slips cut from
the papers of twenty years ‘back by
his former wife, told for the one hun-
- dredth time the story of little Harry’s
and worked himself and Mrs.
Russell into a state of excitement

bordering on frenzy.

Maud had long since kissed them
both good-night, and went to her
room to write to her lover, =

‘With her long, soft tresses hanging
over the bed, she was a pretty pic-
ture, when her mother, entering’ the
room, found her on her knees in
prayer. . . : -
~ Folding her in her loving arms,
Mrs. Russell said : « Darling, don’t
think to deceive your mother. You
are more deeply interested in' Ljeu-

_tenant Templeton than you care to
confess. Tell me, darling, is it not
80% and if*so, let me know exactly
how you feel, and what your rela-
tions are with him. Conceal no-

FIRE! FIRE!

thing from your best friend. Te
your mother all.”

Maud, as we haye seen, was brigh
and quick, even pert and almost for
ward at times, but she was truih§
itself in speech, and this one secret g
her heart was all she had ever sought
to keep from the mother she idolize,

‘and for whom nothing could be good §

enough.

She had promised Templeton to b
his ‘wife, and to keep her promix
secret. _

What should she do between he
mother and her lover.

Right was with the mother, bu
might seemed to be with the lover. :
“Has he told you that he love
you, dear?” said Mrs. Russell. &

“I know he does,” evaded Maud

“And how does my darling knov
80 much ?” continued Mrs. Russel,
as she'pushed a litth closer to the
citadel ; “ did he tell you to look in
his heart and see ? B »

¢ No, darling manima,” replied the
girl, “he didn’t say that, but Ppleass §
mamma,- don’t ask me any mon
questions. I cannot tell you ; really
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‘cannot say another word. I do love
im, mamma, He’s as brave and
oble as he can be, and he loves me so
early. Don’t he angry, mamma dar-

ng.  Don’t be angry. Wecan wait,
rou know, ever so long ; and besides
je’'s going 1o help find little Harry.
He said he would, and he will ; and
f he only could find him and make
epa happy, what a splendid thing it
ould be forall of us. * And he likes
fou too, mamma !” ‘

“ Mprs. Russell smiled faintly at her
flaughter’s enthusiasm ; but, taking
er head in her arms, she pressed her
parmly to her heart, apprehensive
or the future, for she knew the feel-
ngs and passions and bitter preju-
flice of her husband.

. “Come, my dear,” called Mr.
Russell from the parlor, “ you musn’t
eep daughter awake all night. Let
Ber go to sleep. Good night, again,
ittle girl.” :

i Mrs. Russell rejoined her husband
n his planning, and it was quite one
p'clock. ere the consultation ended,
and even then they were undecided
vhether it was better to go to Chicago,

pr start the search in New York city

iself, -

i The entire hotel was resting quietly
t three o’clock in the morning, when
bhe cry of “ Fire ! Fire !” startled the
Bleepy watchman on the corner of the
venue, and a policeman, who was
esting against the iron ril, actually

fknocked three times for help before -

he opened his eyes.

. Smoke was rushing in volumes
rom the upper windows. The story
below that was in flames.

E Clerks ranf hastily through the
pouse to arou§p. the people, servants
Were driven ftom théir rooms in the
ttic, children bundled out of
fhe house, and’
Bave the baggage
pdjacent streets fi
pxcitement. Crowd

the guests.. The
hummed with

E4
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the firemen, the engines puffed and
snorted and whistled, while the quick
buzz of the wheels made merry music
on the air,

If there'is any one thing existing
which resembles a fully developed,
fiery devil,’, with wings of flame and
a blazing tail, it is'a modern fire en-
gine as it flies:to the scene of disaster,
with its bells and whistle, and steam,
and smoke, and screams, and dash of
speed along the'streets.

Half a dozen ‘of these .wonderful
machines were at'work, and the con-
flagration was largely under control.
Still the building was burning, and
great clouds of smokeé,overhung it and
permeated every room,

Mr. Russell had been for many
years in the habit of*waking very
early in the morning.. ’iAs regularly
as the seasons in their course, Horace
Russell rose every morning of his life
at three, looked over at*his mills,
drank half a glass of water, looked at
the mills again, and resumed his
sleep. ' . .

. When at sea, his mind “worked the
same way. .

And in pursuance of this habit, he
woke on this morning just as the
porter in the lower hall discovered
the smoke. By the time the other
guests were fairly awake, Mr. Russell
‘had his wife and Maud down stairs,
and was hurrying them into the street,
when Maud, eluding his hand, slip-
ped by him and ran in the direction
of their rooms. ~

Half wild_with fear, Russell did
not at first know what to do; finally
and quickly, however, he gave his
wife in charge of an officer, and direct-
ed her to walk down toward the
Everett House, while he flew to find
Maud. The halls and staircase were
flooded with smoke. Guests rushed
down stairs half-dresseds with such
things as they had hastily caught.up.

The hotel people were shouting, and
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- directing. The police were in-the
way as usual, and the firemen worked
like heroes.

If ever men earned their pay, these
fire laddies of the paid department
earn theirs, and ought to have it
promptly. '

Blind with.the smoke, half para-
lyzed with apprehension for Maud’s

safety, and really anxious about her-

mind, Mr. Russell felt his way- to
their apartments. They were filled
with dense, black, stifling “smoke.
Groping to the window, he stambled
and fell on the body of his adopted
daughter. Desperate, and half con-
scious only, he instinctively grasped
her in his powerful arms, and sought
the door.
Had he over-estimated his strength.
Possibly, but not his love.
- Love for the dear girl who had
caressed his weariness to sleep at the
. close of many an anxious day, who
had brought sunshine to his heavy
heart in many a time of gloom, gave
him inspiration, and he achieved in
an automatic way, half heedless of
what he was about, an act of heroism
which, under other circumstances and
for another person, would have made

him famous. Staggering towards the

door he fell. Half rising, he dragged
the unconscious girl on and down the

single flight of stairs separating thep
apartments from the ground floor,
step by step, till together they attract.
ed the attention of men at the en
trance, and the cheery voice of John
Hardy said : “Brace up, Mr. Russel]
bralf:e up, old man ; it’s all right, brae
up.”
And he did- brace up, but, over
come with smoke and excitemett,
fell exhausted on the stones.

Hardy had turned for a moment
to give some directigns to his partner,

as they called the detective who §

, worked with him, but seeing thai

Mr. Russell could no more *‘brac }

up” than Maud could jump up, he
extemporized a litter for them both,
and had them carried along through
the crowd down to the Everett Hous,
where Mrs. Russell had ordered rooms,
and was waiting pluckily to meet
them. ’

Mr. Russell soon revived, and affer
a glass of brandy, felt quite like him-
self, and wanted to see Maud.

But Maud had been put to bed,

and in her hand, tight grasped, her |§

mother found the cause of +her retum
to her room—a little gold brooch in
which. was a picture and & lock df
curly hair. .

The picture was Templeton’s ; s
was the hair.

§
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CHAPTER XV.

" TROUBLE IN THE HOUSEHOLD.

i "JYHE next morning Mrs. Rus-
: sell, overcome with excitement
and fatigue, slept late; and
‘ Maud, who had been tended during
{ the night by her mother, rested at
- her side.
. The detective called at ten o’clock,
-and finding Mr. Rassell in thg read-
| ing room, was surprised and delighted
L at his freshness and vigor. Together
‘they walked to the Clarendon, ar-
 ranged for a transfer 6f the luggage,
Fwhich was in no way injured, and
L then, in pursuance of their agreement,
Edrove to see Matron Foster at the
:Tombs.

The good woman-was very cordial
[in her greeting, and gladly rehearsed
fthe story.zof little ““Bob,” adding
that T would be the happiest day of
ther life when she could”see him
restored to- his father’s arms.
' . Mr. Russell was deeply affected
tboth by the story and the interest
FMrs. Foster exhibited in the fate of
bthe child; but he did not conceal
from himself the great improbability
of a successful search for a boy whose

ife for twenty years had been with-
bdrawn from his knowledge, nor the
greatér improbability that ¢ Bob”
tshould in reality be the Barry of his
heart.

- Nevertheless, in the absence of
fother suggestion, he determined to
Badhere to his scheme, and go with
tHardy to Chicago, even if Maud and
fher mother were unable to leave th
3 Ity. .

= After an interested examination of
the prison, Mr. Russell bade Mrs.
Foster “ good-morning,” and, accom-
fpanied by the detective, turned to-
fwards the door, when, quick as a
" . »

. Excuse me now

“ her, he said:  “Don

flash, the sturdy officer dashed into a

reception room just inside the~iron"

gate and rail. -

As he did so, Lieutenant Te',mplo- -

ton handed a pass to the gate-kesper,
and walked over towards the female
prison. - '

“Did you see that man?” said
Hardy. '

*No,” replied Mr. Russell. “That
is, I did, and I did not, I saw some:
one come in, but was so thunder-
struck by your rushing off that I
paid no attentior. to him. Why,
who is he?” -

“ That's just what I want to find
out,” rejoined Hardy. “ You.go on
to the hotel ; wait there until you
see me. Just take the yellow car, tell
the conductor to let you out at the
Everett House, and you're all right.
;. every minute’s an
hour.”?- o

Mr. Russell did not precisely see

-the foxce of what Hardy said, but

though somewhat dubious in his mind
as to the propriety of the young man’s
conduct, did as he was directed, and
soon regaiped the hotel. ]
Hardy j@gpt at_once to Warden
3, Borrowed a uniform,

put on a belt and cap, and with baton

swinging from his wrist, re-entered

the prison yard, and walked quietly

over to the matron’s office.
Fortunately he met her as she was
leaving the wash-house. . Accosting
: 't start, Mrs,
Foster ; I'm Hardy the detective. I
have a point to make here.”. There’s
a gentleman in your room who wants
to see you. If I happen to seem

Tather curious, take no notice of me.

T'm on business.”

ok

-
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The sagacious woman twinkled her
eyes in tuken of comprehension, and
quickly entered her office.-

As she did so, Lieutenant Temple-
ton rose from his seat, and advancing
with great pohteness, extended his
hand, bowed, and said:. “This is my
old fnend Matron Foster, at last.
And not a bt changed, either. How
kind you were to me, and how often,
when a boy, I added to my lisping
prayer, ‘God bless Mamma Foster.’
Do you not remember me ?”

. “ Remember you?” said Mrs. Fos-

ter. “No, Idon’t. How 'should I?
I never saw you before. What do
you mean ?”

Mrs. Foster is no fool. She has
had her -eye-teeth cut these many
years. She issympathetic, but not at
all credulous. Real sufferingelicits her
condolence and aid ; but bogus com-
plaints could never wring a tear from
her, if they were to try a thousand
years.

She didn't “take” to this honey-
dropping gentleman. = He was alto-
gether too grateful, and his gratitude
came rather late in life. Had he
found her at last? Why, for thirty
" years she had not left her post ! Every
day of every year she had opened

and shut her room. She is never

sick ; never away ; vacations are an

unknown quantity to her, and as for

eleep—well, they do say  she never
sleeps ; but that is probably not so.

“No, I don’t remember you. Who
are you?’ said the robust matron.

“Who am I? Why, I am little
‘Bob,’said Templeton. *“Surely you
remember-little ‘ Bob,’” to whom you
were o0 kind in thxs very room, now
twenty.years ago.’

“ Little ¢ Bob’ 1 eriéd Mrs Foster;
“little ¢ Bob?’ little fiddlesticks!
"My little *Bob’ had na such snake
eyes as yow've got, nor such hair, nor
such—oh, don’t bother me. Ifthat’s
what you came here for, you've lost
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your time. I don’t, know you, and]
don’t want to.”

“But hear me, madam H have
proofs of what I say,” said Temple
ton, now thoroughly alarmed. ¢ And §
it may be worth money to you t
help me, too. I have reason to be’
lieve I have found my dear father
and your aid is indispensable to me

Just at this juncture, John Hardy,
in policeman’s dress,-appeared at th
door.  ‘““Here, officer,” said M
Foster, ““ just tramp this party out of
here. He’s made a mistake. He be
longs in the male prison; I guess, and
if he had his deserts he'd go there "

Hardy raised his cap.

Templeton lcoked up qmckly,
turned black as his boot, and mutter §
ing a curse, hurried rapidly by his
tormenter toward the gate.

Hardy stopbed him by a whistle,
and then taking him into the War
den’s office, said: “Mr. Templeton,]
give you just four hours in which to f§
leave New York. If I catch you her
after that, I’ll go for you; and what
that means you know. Now, get out

‘And he got'out, right away.

- That evening Mr. and Mrs. Russel
were dining in their pailor,and Maud,
still very weak, was reclining on
lounge, thinking of Templeton, long §
ing to see or hear from him, anl
wondering how it could be possible;
for her to convey to him information
of her situation, and the necessity do i
his beiag content not to see her unti]
she should be able to get out ant

-about, when a servant handed M:
Russell a letter. “

Nothaving seenthe defectn e 5inct
bis sihgular conduct at the Tombs§
Mr. Russell was wondering. why bs

did not hear from him, when the le SR

ter was brought in.. ' Without locking
at the address, Mr. Russell broke the
~seal. . .
He read a sente’nce turned ths
page, read again, and then with o8

e
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TROUBLE IN

iface white with rage, .went to the
‘door, opened it, shut it, looked at the
t feeble girl upon” the lounge, and sank
despondingly in-his’ chair.
. Maud’s eyes were closed ; her soul
 was,. with Templeton. :
£ But her mother saw her husband’s
 passion, and knew that nothing byt
 his love for Maud kept him quiet,’-
¥ ¢ What is it, Horace?” said she.
F' “ Read that,” said he ; “read that,
and see what an infernal scoundrel
E you've cherished between you. Oh,
- that I had him here ! Oh, that I had
- him here ?” .
- His raised and excited voice roused
f Maud from her reverie.
- She, too, knew her father’s ungov-
erned passions, and trembled when
 she saw them upon him. Her sweet
 voice -rarely failed to calm him, and
' her gentle caresses were many a time
and oft the balm which brought peacs
and comfort to a disturbed circle.and
‘a troubled mind. " : '
- “Why, papa darling,” said she,
¥ half rising from her position ; “ what
' has happened? Don’t look so black ;
. tell me, papa; what is it 9" .
F “What is it9” replied Mr. Rus-
- sell. “ What is it? You're it. Your
- mother's it. Heaven only knows
- who isn’t it. I must think this out.
b It puzzles me. I can’t understand it.
b I leave you together. When I re-
- turn, I must and shall know all.”
= Without another word the angry
- man left the room.
©  And he left two sad, and crushed,
E.and sorrowful hearts as well.

The mother, - heart-sick for her
daughter; and the daughter, consci-
| ous only that something terrible had
t happened, but what she knew not,

. As the door closed, Mrs. Raussell
: caught her daughter in her arms and,
‘wild with grief ' aud apprehension,
said: “Sweetest, you cannot wonder-
. 8t your father’s anger, nor at his
- anxiety. This letter is from Lieut.
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39

Templeton to his betrothed bride.
Think of it.”

“Give it to me, mother,” said
Maud ; “how dared he open it.
Mother, give it to me; I ”—but she
could go no further.

. Her  mother bathed her head, and
kissed and soothed the young girl’s
temper down.

Then together\they read

THE LETTER.

Frrra Avisve Horer,
New Yorg, 4ug. 21, 1873,

“Maud, my darling, my own be- .4
trothed, I have but a moment to
writé you and I have volumes to tell
you. I have heard, darling, of your
night. of peril, and although I cannot
see you, I understand that you are

-quite ‘well, though weak to-day. I

have to leave town at once. Dan-
ger, of which I cannot safely write,
threatens me. I'had hoped to be of
seryice to your father, bt it cannot
be. I leave, and leave at once. Con-
sider, darling, my proposal. - You are
virtually my wife. Why can you
not be so absolutely? If you are
strong enough, and can manage to
elude the vigilanee of your over-
anxious mother for an hour do so,
and meet me in the corridor near the
ladies’ entrance. I will be prepared
with a carriage, and in half an hour's
time my sweetheart' will be my bride
—my darling will be my wife. I
beg you will not, at this crisis, hesi-
tate or yield to scruples, which can
only delay what must happen sooner
or later. You love me, do you not %
Then prove it. Bear in mind, dar-
ling, that I must leave town. Shall
I go alone? And if so, may I not
ab least carry the picture of my wife
with me? T can think of no mode
by which I can be informed of your
purpose, so I will, at all events, go

»
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to the rendezvous, and trust to the
promptings of your loving heart for
a favorable response. And till then,

sweet orie, darling, adiew.

¢ Ever yours,
“W.T.”

- ¢ Great Heavens !

Papa will meet
him, and "——

" Again Maud fainted, and her thor-.

oughly frightened mother threw
water and lavished kisses upon her
until, half dead with fear, she opened
her eyes and whispered; _\Save him,
save him I” -

Mrs. Russell was not a ‘woman of
the world, nor a society woman in
any sense. She was born in New
York city, and at the age of ‘thirty-
four was a widow, with a daughter
six years old. With the cluld she
went to Europe, travelled two years,
met Horace Russell, then a widower,
at the house of a London friend, and
at the time of the present occurrence
had been Mrs. Horace Russell ten
years.

She was a. clear headed, kind-
.hearted woman, very fond and proud
of her husband, and idolatrously de-
“voted to her daughter
daughter, she was the incarnation of
truth, and nothing of whatever mo-
ment.or consequence had ever been,
or could ever be, a temptation to one
or the other to.swerve, even by a.look.
from the line of perfect veracity.

' But here was*her daughter—and
there was her husband. :

‘Without a word she kissed Maud
on- the forehead, left the room, and
- passing quickly down the private

Like her-
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stauway, sfood _ mear - the ladiw
entrance, her figure partially cop
cealed by the curtain of a window.

‘Would he never come?. .

Moments seemed ages, and he
courage was oozing fast, when thy
well known form of Lieut. Temple
ton appeated at the head of the stair
case. ) ' .,

A slight movement -of the curtain
attracted his watchful attention, and §
in a moment he was at the side—not
of the loving daughter, but—of the §
indignant mother.

It was a study for an artist.

But there was no artist there ; only
twoembarrassed and mutual]yanxwm
individuals, neither one knowing pre
cisely what to do or say.

. Presently Mrs. Russell, with fir
flashing from her eyes, said: “M:
Templeton, we thought you were s
gentleman. We find we were mis
‘taken. For my daughter's sake, and
that there may be no scene between |
you and my husband, I came here to'
‘tell you that we decline all further
acquaintance with you, and to assur
you that no member of our family
has the slightest desire to see. you
again. Now go, and go quickly,
unless you care to meet Mr. Russell
for there he comes, and with him the
detective.” .
Without a word, Templeton, who

was thoroughly alarmed, hurried i

away, while Mrs. Russell quletly b
gained her room, and drawing Mauds
arm through her’ s, gently led he
heart-broker. daughter to the privacy
of their chamber ; and what passed
there we may 1ma<rme, but certainly §
cannot:know.
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CHAPTER XVIL

. WHAT NEXT?

HEN Mr. Russell so abrapt- -

O ly left his wife and Maud
; ~&°  in the parlor, he had no

eﬁmte plan before him ; but having’

bread enough of’ Templetons letter to
get a general idea of love and an en-
emen’c and only so much, he saw
he absolute necessity ‘of his being
glone for a few.moments, ere he
frusted himself to speak.

- He understood his own passionate
re thoroughly, and being very
ious about Maud’s physical con-

dition, wisely and kindly checked

this outburst,and simply left the room.

. His meeting with Hardy at the
tdoor was purely accidental, and with-

fout ‘alluding either to. Templeton or
bhis letter, Mr. Russell entered at once
tupon a. dlscl_lssmn,of _their Chicago
fplan, as together they passed within
ftwenty feet of his wife, on their way

B to the general parlor.

- Hardy was in trouble. -

i He had seen but little of Mr. Rus”
fsell, but he liked him, and was inte-
b sted in his mission. Still he knew

80 little of the man, that he was"in -

fdoubt as to the advisability of telling
3 un about Templeton’s proposal at
tHarry Hill's, and the exposé at the
ombs. The detective felt competent
B to manage Templeton in any scheme
Ehe mloht attempt, and as yet knew
~nothmg of the condition of affairs in
ithe family. . He had seen Maud and
empletun together and- had noticed
 the warmth of ‘their greeting, but the
Fonly thought Suwested by that was
Ethe dxﬁ'erence between Templetons
g social opportunity and his own—a
hought which had often made him
urse the world, which, even in re-

publican Amenca, is dlspoaed to he
sitive on social points.-

THE PROGRAMME.

Hardy’s maxim was: “ When in

- doubt, hold your tongue ;” and being

in doubt, he obeyed that teaching,
believing that if at any time it be-
came necessary to bluff, outwit or con-
front the plotter, he had the game in
his own hands.

Unsuspicious, then, of Templeton’s
design upon his fortune, Mr. Russell,
as calmly as he could, canvassed the
possibilities of a search at the West,
while Hardy, uninformed-of the new
development that.had upset the peace
and harmony of his employer, quietly
aided him. During the interview,
Hardy presented this programme for
Mr. Russell’s action, as the best he
could, after consultation w xth the
chlef suggest :

' THE PROGRAMME.

1. Obtain official letters of introduc-
tion from the Mayor and police
to the Chicago authorities.

. Obtain personal letters to people '
of prominence from the New
“York correspondents of Mr. Rus-
sell’s mills. .

3. Go to Chicago with Hardy,secure

a local detective, offer privately
or through the press a small re-
ward for information, leaving all
negotiations in the hands' of
Hardy and the western officer,
and then be guided by c¢ircum-
stances,

“That’s not very long,” remarked
Hardy, “but it's the boilings down
of many an hour’s thought. “The old
man has given time and confsideration
to this matter astomshmgly If ever
you want to interest Matsell, just
connect your subject with something
that occurred twenty or thirty years -
ago, and he’ll jump in lively.”
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_ “ Well,” replied Mr. Russell “it
" seems sensible. "The only pomt is
that we seem to be giying up New
York altogether.
may be a farce and result in a fizzle.
It so, we waste our time and throw

“away our money—although, to be
frank about it, money is really no
object. Do you know, Hardy, that
boy of mine would be, must be,
twenty-five years old now ; just about
as old as you, and I fancy I would
like to find him as true and sensible a

man as you appear to be. (God knows,.

I have but the one wish upon my
heart. I miss him all the time; I

think of him, dream of him, talk to
him—but Lalways as my baby, my
Harry boy of twenty years gone by.

“ Come,- come, this won't do; T’ll
see Mrs. Russell and the docter. As
soon as they say Maud may travel,

. off we go.

“ Now, Hardy, I need hardly as-
sure you of my earnestness in this
lifeework. I trust you.
event your reward shall be ample;
but if we succeed your heart’s desire

shall be granted—I'll make you rich -

and independent for life. Now go,
my friend, learn all you can from the

prison people, and get all needed

- This ¢ Bob’ search.

In any
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'letters from Mr. Matsell ; 'l attend

to the rest. Good night.”

~ Hardy bade Mr. Russell “ good
night,” and Mr. Russell went to get
it.

He found the gas brightly burning
in the parlor, and the door of Maud's
room shut. He entered his own
chamber. The bed was undisturbed ;
evidently his wife was with he
daughter. Knocking gently at Maud’s
door,” Mr. Russell waited for an
answer.

None came.

He softly opened the door, and on
tip-toe approached the bed. Fast
asleep in her mother’s arms lay the
beautiful girl, with flushed cheek
and eyelids wet with tears.

Mirs. Russell’s eyes were wide open,
but she dared not stir lest Maud
should be disturbed. She saw love
in her husband’s smile, and as he
bent over lLer to press a father’s kiss
upon the daughter” of his heatt
though not of his race, Mrs. Russell
whispered, “ Good night, father; I
will stay with Maud—she is very

nervous, but all will be well. Good

night.”
For a moment Horace laid his |
hand upon her brow, then kissed her
tenderly, and without a word left the
weary and the comforter together.

4
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CHAPTER XVIIL
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quickly to the Fifth- Avenue
=" Hotel, purchased a through

- ticket for Cﬁxcago by the morning
express, paid his bill, and left orders
. to be called in time for breakfast and
. the train. -

The evening he occupled in look-

¥ ing through all his papers, and delib-
- erating as to what was best for him"
- to do with his commission.
© liable at any hour-to be ordered on
[ duty, and resignation after the receipt
I of orders would not be tolerated : or
" rather it would subject him to such

He was

criticism in naval ‘circles as he would
not care to brave. And then, too,

. it must be borne in mind that Tem-
pleton was not so foolish in-his or-

dinary life as he has shown himself
in dealing with Hardy.

cured. A bribe, he thought, would
never be refused unless it were too
small, and he had purposed making
his offer to Hardy so tempting as to
be irresistible.” ,

He failed.

- What Hardy, or the average officer :

might do under some circumstances

‘we know not, but ‘Templeton’s man-

ner was unfortunat,e his time was
badly chosen, his plan was 'too start-

ling—and, bes1des, the detective had_.

warmed towards Mr. Russell, and the
sweet face of Maud was constantly
before his eyes.

Having failed with Hardy, Temple-
ton’s next hope was to work on Maud’s
affections through her fear for his.per-
sonal safety, mduce her to marry

He doubt~

= less believed.that\ the average police-

- man, of whom Hardy was a type,
had only to be approached to be se-

him, and then leave or take her with -
him, as might seem best at the time.
He failed in that also. ]
Had the letter been handed to
Maud, it is quite certain she would
have met her lover; and had she gone,

" weak, nervous and unsettled as she

was, it is" more than- probable she
would have yielded to his importuni-

ties, and placed herself at his dis- --

posal and brought desolation on her

“mother’s heart.

From that she was spared, but at
what a cost ! )

Failing in his second, endeavor,
Lieut. Templeton bethought him of a
third and better scheme. He knew
Mr. Russell perfectly. And be was
well informed of the plans,as arranged
in general by Hardy and Russell be-
fore the morning of the fire. . With
this in mind, he was. discussing the
a&vtsa.blhty of resigning his eommis-
sion in the service, that he might
risk all he had in one desperate ven-
ture—a claim to. the right and title
of Horace Russell’s son.

He took time to think of it, and

- pondered it well before he decided.

He theri wrote his remonatxon and
had it mailed at once. .
His trunks were packed, his travel-
ling preparations made, his bed ready.

“And he slept like: & boy till the
porter called him to rise.

In due time Templeton reached
Chicago, and on the following day
placed himself in communication ~
with the detective office at police
headquarters. ‘Securing an introduc-
tion, through a hotel clerk, to Charles
Miller, or, as he was there more
familiarly known, “One-eyed Char- .
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ley,” he made an appointment with
him at the hotel, at which time, as
- he told him, he would lay before him
a matter girectly in the detective’s
line of business, and. in which there
was “ big money.”

'One-eyed Charley was a character,
and not altogether a good one. He
wag véry. much esteemed by his
superiors, his intuition being remark-
ably clear and his experience great.
He knew all the regular thieves and
professional men well. His twenty
years’ dealings with the counterfeit-
~ ers, and burglars, and minor rascals

of the Mississippi Valley had educat-
ed him to a point of sharpness and
cleverness that entitled him to higher
rank in the office than he ever held,
but he had risen as far as he could,
for gin was his faﬂmg, and rum was
his delight.

Half the number of sprees in which
Miller indulged would have “broken”
& less useful man. He knew it, and
accepted his lot without a- murmaur.
Tt was. rumored, now and then, that
there were other potent reasons for
the lack of promotion, but they never

rose above a whisper; for much as
men might suspect, foar of Miller’s
" vengeance kept the fongues of his
bitterest enemies quiet.

He had two daughters, the only A
- said, pltch in, and what you’ve got to .

- living beings for whom he cared the
value of a rush—for whom he saved
" what he could ; and that was by no
means inconsiderable.
. Physically, he was ugly. His head
~ was well covered with a reddish
thatch ; in a fight he had lost his left
eye’; his face was badly marked with
traces of small-pox; and in stature he
was tall when he sat, and short when
he stood. - Morally he was queer; he
“believed in no God, no heaven, no
hell, no future of any kind; his
motto was “keep all you get, and
et all you can.” Mentally, he was
hrewd and quick ; shrewd enough
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to see that, in his business, honesty
as a rule was much the best policy,
and quick enough to see when he |
might safely serve a dishonest pur-

“pose with profit to himself. ™7™

* And this was the man who called - |
on Lieut. William Templeton a$ his
elegant apartments, in pursuance of
an agreement made at the general
office.

Tem pleton saluted Mﬂler, as he
entered the room, with : ¢ How are
you, my friend ; what will' you take
to drink ¥’

“ Well, sir,” replied the detective,
“Idon’t mind a stiff rum and gum,
.after we've finished our talk ; but if
you mean business, defer the refresh-
ments till business is done. My chief
clerk is my bram, and \hquor is his
worst enemy.” :

 All right, ” said Templeton, “ a
you say ; but you surely will let your
chief clerk have the flavbr of a good
cigar under bis nose, won’t you ¥’ |

“Yes. I don’t object to that ; but
I really think as howithat curious
creature would very much - prefer a
pipe, if it’s handy,” rejoined Miller;
and, suiting the action to the word,
drew from his pocket'a common clay
pipe, filled it with ¢ horse cut, " 1it it,
and puffed vigorously.

“ Now, young man, as the widder

say, out with it.”

Templeton eyed him closely.

Under any circumstances he would
have done-so, but his experience with
Hardy had taught him a lesson, and
he meant to profit by it. i

He eyed himeclosely, and concluded
he would do. -

Miller pretended not to notice the
scrutiny, but he saw it all, and made
up his mind that there was devilry
in the air,-and he meant t’o proﬁt by
it

Pulling from his pocket a huga
wallet filled with papers, Templeton
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With this he laid five $20 bills
upon the table, pushed them over to
Miller, and waited for his reply. -

Miller puffed quickly, counted the
bills carefully, stuffed them in his vest -
pocket, nodded to Templeton, and
simply said “ Go ahead.”

" settled himself in his chair and open-
" ed the ball. _ ‘
[ “ Mr. Miller,” said he, “I have a
- long story to tell you, and I want you

- and in my interest. To that end I
. hereby retain you, and ask, s it a
. bargain ¥’

CHAPTER XVILL

TEMPLETON’S STORY.

chafed under my assumed name of
William Templeton till my mind is
. sore, and, at.times, the very mention
‘of it makes me wild. I hate it. I

bg_‘NTIL yesterday,” began Tom-
' pleton, “I was a lieutenant
4 in the navy. .My resignation
© was forwarded. last week, and last.

- night’s mail brought me official notice .

b of its acceptance. I see you think a

b man who has so pleasant a berth is

b foolish to get out of it. Well, possi-

. bly, but I have two strong motives,

. and one equally a motive but not so

- strong. : ,

. “First, I want money.
“Second, I -want a father.
“Third, I want a wife,

- “The way to each and all of these,-

1 believe, lies through my resignation;<

i whereby I am left free to prosecute
¢ @ plan, in the outwoerk of which I
E need your aid.
¢ “Don’t'misunderstand my position.
i I am not posr. In any event I can
| abundantly Sompensate you. My
[ gawe is higheriand my prize greater.
t  ‘““Who I am, no one knows.
1 1;‘ Where I came from, no one can
E tell. ’ '
* _ “Imay be the son of a beggar,
E I may be heir to. one of the largest
¢ employers in Great Britain. I have .

- hate %
mected with it. -

k}
was, Thad been a ¢ bum.’

origin and everything con-

* As near as I can make out, I am
thirty or thirty-one years of age. I
run back conunectedly until my tenth

, year, as follows: thirteen years I

have been in the service ; four years

- =~ I was at college, and three years I

was preparing for college under the
protection and at the home of a
good-natured Bostonian, who found
me sick and homeless, and with no

“other name than * Bill,” in the work-

house. .

" “ Prior to that, and young as T
Nothing
that you know by observation of the
life of a homeless boy, can equal
whdt I knew by daily experience.
T've been through it all. * I blacked -
boots, sold papers, ran errands, slept
under stoops, in ash barrels and over
steam escapes, ate when I had food,
and bore hunger when I had none,
Dirty, half-clad, bare-footed, often




never washed, on the Island in New
York, in the Tombs, known to the
watch and often sick, I led the life
of a- vaga'bond a3 lonn as I can re-
member."”

“ Well, I'm blowed’ interrupted
Miller. « Say, stranger, do you know,
I like you. 7 Pitchiin again.”

Templeton,, who was too mnuch in
earnest to smile, or to welcome the

_interest, proceeded..

“I have a vague memory of stow-

ing myself on a schooner, but whether

it was accidental or intentional I
don’t know, and of being wery ill.
From then, until I found myself in
the hospital of the workhouse near
Boston, I récall nothing. I have had
of late'a pleasant life. My associates
were gentlemen. Society is always
open to a uniform ; and then, too, I
prided mysalf on my record. At col-

lege, although among the youngest, I -

ranked well;and my protector was so
pleased with my general progress that
he left me his propprty when he died,
from which 1 have a small annual
income. ™

1 see the power of money~——and I
want to wield it.

“I see the advantage of family
connection—and I think I see my
way to it.-

“T have met a Woman whom I
love.: and through her boundless love
for me, I see the clue to both family
and wealth.”

“ Well, if you've got it all down
so fine as thls, where do I come in ¥’

. said Miller.
“ Are you a mason?” asked Temple- -

ton.

“No, I ain’t,” rephed the detec-
tive ; “and I don’t want to be, I
can keep a secret better than any
mason can, if that’s what you mean.”

«“Well, that was not what I meant,”
rejoined Templeton, who was won-
dering in his mind whether Horace

- keep the cash and step out.
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Russell’s high rank in masonry could
in anyway balk his plans.
For several minutes neither spoke,

.and then, as if inspired, Miller jump-

ed up, and, resting his two hands on
the round table, over which blazed
four fan-tailed jets of gas, he looked -
his companion full: in the eye, and
said: "“Stranger, there’s something
on your mind, .and you.dont do

-justice to the subject. 'When you
.go to a doctor, you tell him jus

what's’the matter, don’t yout Well,
then. And when-you goto a lawyer
you tell him the whole story, don’t \ |
you? Well, then. Now you've come
to me. This cash is my fee. State
your case. If I'like it, I keep the |
cash and go on. «~ If I don’t like it, I
That’s
all. How old are you, anyhow!
Don’t be a boy.”

Templeton smiled at the idea of
his being a boy, for he felt as’ if he
had had about two hundred years of
experience in the ruggedest paths of
life, but he naturally hesitated. to
repeat the mistake he had made with -
Hardy; and preferred to feel his way
more cautiously with Miller.

Fearing to lose a hold on him,
however, “and with a desperation born
of the reckless adventure before him,
Templeton determined to lay the case -
in detail before the détective, and
trust to luck to get 1t out plausibly
and successfully : ‘

Taking a cigar from its case, he
walked to the mantel struck a match,
lit his weed, and, lelsnrely returning |
to his seat, apparently resumed his
narration, as though there had been
no-interruption.

" «This woman whom I love,” said
he, “is the daughter of an enormous-
ly wealthy Englishman. His name -
is Russell. He owns-and rums im-
mense mills and factories in the in-
terior of England, and is-said to be
worth five or six millions. He used
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to live in Michigan, and has, like
most men, a romance.

“ Twenty years ago he lost a son in
New York, and he is fool enough to
believe that he can find him now. He
- has no clue to his whereabouts. He

~ knows absolutely’ nothing of him.
He.is in New "York now with his
wife and danghter, and, before long,
is coming to Chicago with a New

E . York' detective to look up an old
| party ‘who was eent out here by the

authorities, having with him a boy
somewhat answering the description
of Mr. Russell’s child. . Qf course he
.can’t find either of ’'em-—unless we
help him ! . ' .

“T believe I am that boy. ~

“ You believe I am that boy.

“ And we must make him believe .

I am that boy.

“What do you say?”

Miller said nothing for a moment.

Then he pulled from his pocket an
oblong shaped document, and, open-
ing it carefully, read it to the aston-
ished Templeton, as follows :

HeapQuarters PoricE DEPARTMENT,
Chicago, August 30th, 1873.

Sip:—In conformity to the en-
* closed request from the Superinten-
dent of the New York police, you
are hereby directed to place yourself
and services at the disposal of Horace
Russell, Esq:, who, accompanied by
Officer Hardy of the New York force,
- i8 expected. to- reach this city some
day this week. You will report
daily at these headquarters.

“Per order (;f the chief,
i dJ. G."Nixox, Clerk.
To Detective Miller. -

47
Dnma‘mnﬁ: orF PoLien,
New York, August 25th, 1873.

SR :—Mr. Horace Russell, a re-
putable and responsible gentleman
from England, in company with De-
tective Hardy of our force, will call
on you in the course of a week or ten
days, advising you by telegraph the

.day before, for aid in a matter of some

delicacy and importance. I am de-
sired by the Mayor to say that any
assistance afforded Mr. Russell, will
be well bestowed. We have done
what was possible here and have as-
signed him the keenest man in the
detective bureau. Whatever expense
is incurred, Mr. Russell will defray.
Commending him to your professional
and personal regard, I am, -

" Very respegtfully,
GEeo. W. MaTsELL,
- Sup't Police.
To Chief Police, Chicago.

The fire died away from Temple-
ton's cigar.

But the fire in his eyes fairly
glowed with excitement.

““What do you think of thatt”
said Miller, as he replaced the doeu-
ments in his pocket. * Ain’t that a
stunner? How’s ‘that for a lone
hand 1 :

Every nerve in Templeton’s body
was alert.” He was in Miller's power
for good or ill. ‘With him, fortune
was assured ; without him, he was
worse off than ever. What to say he
knew not. e

Miller paced the room for some
time.

Then he stopped as if he had been

* shot.

'The_encioéure, a copy of a letter -

from Supt. Matsell to the Chicago
Chief, read as follows :—

Turning quickly, he -saia: “For .
Heaven’s sake, man, do you really
care anything for that girl ¥
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. “Of course I do,” said Templeton ;
“and, what is more,she is my affi-
anced bride, and it's only an accident
that she’s not my wife.”

“ Why, don’t you see that you're
%o be her brother, you fool ¥’ shouted
Miller.

“Great God! I never thought of
that,” said the astonished Templeton,
and he sank back in his chair, utterly
dumbfounded.

Had he” known that Mand was

Mrs. Russell’s daughter by a former

- husband, his perturbation would have
been Tess—but that was something he
had yet to learn..

Miller quickly brushed that a.mde,
and evincing even more interest in
the plan than Templeton had dared
to hope, sai
sort of thing is new to you, very evi-
dently, for you have told me nothing
whatever of your relation to the Rus-

~ sells, nor how you became informed
of their purposes.”

Templeton then made a clean breast
of everything, and gave a- clear and
connected report of his acquaintance

with the family on shipboard, his be- -

trothal with Maud, his gleanings from
her of Mr. Russell’s loss and search
for - little Harry, and last, but not
least, his wily endeavor to- bribe
Hardy, before hé had really laid out

his plan of operations or knew how“

to utilize him.
“And this~ Ha.rdy is the same
- ¢Officer, Hardy referred to in these
orders,” said Miller.
"~ “Certainly,” replied Templeton.
ATaking a sheet of paper from Tem-
i plebo?,'.'n portfolio on the table, Miller
- rapidly “wrote, crossed out, wrote
: again, read\it carefully, and tben said :

: “ Now, my friend, this

A WOMAN IN THE CASE.

Never
Some time
I think I see my way

“Templeton, I like you.
mind why ; but I do.
T'1l teH you.

; here, But there are three embarrass-

ments.

“And you are the chief.

- % Detective Hardy is the-r.ext.

¢ And that sweetheart is the third.

“You must all be got rid of, or
the plan won't work at all. Now,
my idea is this:

“ First, I'll take you out of this
elegant cnb and give you less ample
quarters in the Hotel "de Miller.
You'll have to keep as snug as a bug
in a rug. Jf Hardy finds you in
Chicago, up goes our job. I'd send
you away, but there’s no telling when
you ‘may be needed. It's worth a
little trouble, any how. So if you-
agree to it, to my house you go, and
in it you stay till T say .¢ come out.’

“SeconD, If Hardy can’t be bought
—and that’s ticklish, if what you say

" is true—he must be managed. Of .

course, I'll have a big pull on him, -
as T'm assigned to the job, and if I
don’t corner him he must be tolera-
bly wide' awake, and New York is
too small a place for h1m he must
stay in Chicago. -

“Tmrp, I hate to mterfere with
women. So I won't say anything
about the girl till she gets here and
I’'ve got the cut of her jib.

“ Now, what do you say. I'll get
in for $1,000 cash down, and will .
take your word for $10,000 more,
payable six months after you're the
accepted son of Horace Russell Is
itago?

«It is,” said Templeton ;

“and .
now,»,what will you take?” '
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ONE-EYED CHARLEY AT HOME.

CHAPTER XIX.

ONE-EYED CHARLEY AT HOME.

T ten o’clock of that evening,

a carriage drove up to the

door of Detective Miller’s
modest home ; one of the neatest and
‘prettiest cottages, near the lake. One
might easily imagine it to be the
«jdeal home” of a happy family,
whose head and father devoted him-
gelf and all’ his better -energies to
humanizing his race and elevating
his kind. It stood in the centre of

- a well-kept enclosure, about fifty feet

from the road, and attracted the at-
tention of every passer—it was so
clean, and cosy, and inviting.

From the open doorway a flood of
light shone upon the walk to the
gates, and thence upon the street.

" Miller hastily jumped from the
carriage, and, while Templeton fol-
lowed, assisted the driver in taking
the luggage off the box and into the
house. ‘

“ Why, father, how late “you are,”
said a sweet voice at the head of the
stairs ; “and we thought you were
lost,” said another, while a pair of
round arms embraced the detective’s
burly figure, and a pair of pouting
lips gave him a cordial welcome home.

Mary and Martha Miller were twins,

and had been partners in this vale of
tears and . smiles eighteen years.
Their mother, a wise and careful
Scotchwoman, died when the children
were ten years of age, leaving them
to the curious care of *¢ One-eyed
Charley "—abroad, a rough; an in-
dulgent father at home.

Chicago’s schools are Chicago’s

pride, and of the many pupils gradu--

~ ated in the past ten years, none have
better records, none stood higher than
the pretty daughters of this ugly
featured man ; and no father in all

the great assemblage was more nearly

.choked with joy and pride than “One-

eyed-Charley,” when his girls received

their ' blue-ribboned diplomas, and .
joined the class chorus in honor of

their Alma Mater. |

He was a strange compound, this
Charley Miller.

On the very threshold of a great
crime, with an accomplice at his side,
his mind full of a nefarious scheme,
and his thoughts burdened by his
plan, he smilingly greeted his -daugh-
ters, affectionately kissed them, was
really delighted to be at home, and
looked forward to a few hours’ rest
and domestic relief with satisfaction
and delight. :

- His life had been hard and bad.

His companions were often the
vilest of the vile.

He prided himself on knowing all
the rascals in the West ; and if report
was to be credited, he was not unfairly
classed with them.

But his wife-loved him when living,
and blest him as she died.

“And his girls—they fairly idolized
him, and manifested their regard in
everyway known to loving woman and
ingenuous children. :

Miller entered the parlor, followed
by Lieut. Templeton. L

Mary and Martha stood near their
father. _ ‘

“ Girls,” said he, “this is an old
friend of mine. His name is Harry
Russell. He will stay with us for
some time, and none must know of
his being here. Ann, the cook, can
be relied on, as she has been for
twenty years; and when I tell you
that it’s for my sake and in my inter-
est that this-gentleman shall be made
to feel at home, and that his being
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here is not to be talked about, that -

ends it. Mr. Russell, these are my
daughters. This is Mary, and this is
Martha, the best girls in the world ;

not so pretty, perhaps, as their old‘b

dad, but quite as good.”

Templeton bowed pleasantly, and,
a8 he did so, wondered how it was

possible- to tell which was Mary and’

which was Martha. There was nota
discoverahle difference in the color of
their hair, the calm bBeauty of their
- eyes, the shape of their features, or
the style of their figures.

“ We will see that your room is
in order, Mr. Russell,” said Mary as
she left the parlor.

“ Would Mr. Russell have any-
thing to eat, father }” said Martha.

“« Nothing for me, I assure you,”
replied. Templeton ; “ we dined late,

and I am so very tired that I shall
welcome most of all a hospitable bed.”.

A WOMAN IN THE CASE.

Presently Mary returned, saying
that Mr. Russell’s room was in readi.
ness, and bidding the young ladies
¢ good night,” Templeton and Miller
‘carried their trunks up-stairs.

The room assigned the new guest
- was not large, but very comfortable
and well furnished. From the front
windows, he had a perfect view of
the broad calm lake, on which.a
magnificent harvest moon was glor-
iously-shining, and from the side he
could look upon one of America's
“ greatest marvels, a vast and populous

city, striving with zeal for supremacy
in all that is enterprizing and bene-
ficent, and cursed with extremest
‘temptations to vice, and the widest
wopportunity for every species of de-
bauchery and sin.

Templeton had an eye for, the beau-
tiful, and gazed long at the silvered
lake, “ere he unpacked his ‘ room
trunk” and prepared for rest.

CHAPTER XX.

SHE WAITED PATIENTLY.

HE sun-was high in the heavens
~whéen Maud and her mother
greeted Mr. Russell the day
after the scene at the table, and if
was evident to all that an embarrass-
ment lay upon their intercourse. For
the first time since her mother’s mar-
riage, Maud did not look Mr. Rus-
“gell in the eye when she greeted him.
She was not ill-tempered, but she felt
- hurt, and could not understand the
. extremity of her father's antxpathy to

~ Templeton.

‘After a rather uncongenial.hour at
breakfast, Mr. Russell walked to the
window where Maud was standing,
and putting his arm about her, drew

-her towards him, and said, * Daugh-
ter, I cannot bear to have the least
shade of trouble between us. Let us
be perfectly frank and truthful with
“each other, as we ever have been, and
see if, in any way, we can come to-
gether on this subject, which seems
to be very near your heart, and which
has given me more annety then all
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my business cares for:years. Your
mother tells me you love this man.”
«Qh, father, darling, I do, I do !”

-interrupted Maud, and bursting into

tears, she threw her arms about her
father's neck and sobbed upon his
breast. ’

This was more than Mr Russell
had bargained for, but remembering
Hardy’s advice at the time of the
fire, he “braced up” and bore it
like 3 man. -

- After a little-the paroxysmn passed,
and Mr. Raussell continued :

“I am quite willing to concede,”
sald he, as, like all fathers, he pre-
pared to yield a point he could no
longer hold, ‘ that Lieut. Templeton
is a fine-looking, well-behaved person.
I find his record in the navy is excep-
tionally good, and although. I can
learn nothing of his family ante-
cedents, he is a man of some pro-

perty, and generally liked by his .

associates. But I don’t faney him.
Why, I cannot tell ; but I never see
that man without a shudder. I'll
say nothing about his letter to you.
You are old enough to know your:
own heart ; and what reason he had
for believing that such a proposition
as he made would be acceptable, yon
know better than I. I have talked
the matter over with your mother,
who is your guardian, and the only
one in authority over you—for, al-
though I love you as if you were my
own flesh and blood, I remember
always that I can only advise you—
and we have concluded that you may,
if you choose, invite Mr. Templeton
to call hers this evening. We will
receive him pleasantly, and if he
then makes any formal proposition
for your hand, I.will answer him

- precisely as if you were niy own

child, asking such questions as a
father- with propriéty may ask, and
putting him on suc¢h probation as is
both decorous and just. And then,
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if all is well, my darling shall have
her heart’s desire, and all my preju-
dice shall be whistled to the wind.
How does my plan please you 1"

Maud’s generous nature appreciated
the sacrifice her father was making
on the altar of her love, and thanked
and kissed him again and again.

The three were as happy as mortals
could be. e '

At Mr. Russell’s suggestion, Maud
wrotela note to Templeton at once,
and gent it by a messenger to the,
Fiftl Avenue Hotel.

Stupidly, the boy simply left it at -
the counter, and the clerk on duty
not knowing that Templeton had
gone, placed it in his box. .

Of course, Templeton did not re-
ceive it. - And equally, of course, as
hour after hour passed on, and her -

‘lover failed to answer her sumwmons,

which she hoped would be to him
both a surprise and delight, Maud’s
feeble physique drooped, and when
the lateness of the hour shoived the
folly of further expectation that even-
ing, she_threw her head upon her
mother’s lap and cried most bitterly.

Neither Mr. Russell nor his wife

_could furnish apology, excuse, or rea-

son for Templeton’s absence.  They
shared- Maud’s disappointment to a
certain extent, and the constant strain
upon her nerves made them anxious
for her health, which of late had
become less firmthan when at home.
During the evening Hardy called,
baut as between them nothing had
ever passed. in reference to Tenple-
ton, the perfect explanation he could
so easily have given was not made,
and a cloud rested on the entire group
because of the absence of a man,
whose presence to-day, four -hours
before, would have created a pérfeet
storm of indignation. o
- As Hardy started to leave, he said:
“ How soon do you think you will
be able to go West, Mr.' Russell$”
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“That depends on Miss Maud en-

tirely,” replied Horace. “We can't

afford to have a sick daughter. on our

hands ; can we, darling?” - -
Maudlooked up mournfully enough,

and said: “Go when you wish, father.

P'm ready to-nigh, if you say so.”

¢ Nonsense, nonsense !” broke in -

Mr. Russell. “ What you'll do to-
night is, sleep. A good night's sleep
will bring you out as bright as a
. button, and to-morrow. we'll take a
- drive in the Park. By Monday next
I think we'll be all right, Hardy.
Some friends of mine arrived by the

steamer to-day. = We dine together

to-morrow.. Next day I'll get my
letter of introduction, and you be
- prepared with your share by Sunday

e
o

at the latest. 'We'll take the earliest |
train on Monday morning, Good-
night, my boy, good-night I > - |
. Hardy bade them all “good-might,” |
‘and walked away full of wonder. ‘
Ou his way up town he stopped at
the Fifth Avenue Hotel, inquired of
the clerk if Lieutenant Templeton

‘was still there, and learned that he E

"had gone West:that morning. - -

. “Gone West!” thought Hardy.
~“ What under heavens does that -
mean ? It isn’t possible that he’
would be so foolish as to try to cut
in again. But no; that’s too ab-
surd !” and, dismissing' the matter
“from his miud, he lounged easily up
the avenue. . I :

_CHAPTER XXI.

JOHN HARDY’'S STORY—A SUDDEN STOP. .

' g}‘ LEASANTLY seatel in s Pull-
man car, the Russells gnd De-

. " tective Hardy sped swiftly on
their way to the wonder of the West,
- the pride of Illinois. It was a beau-
tiful morning, and the perfect venti-
lation of the car kept’ the party

comfortable, in spite of the excessive

heat of the day. B
Mrs. Russell was a good traveller.

She was burdened with no surplus’

- luggage. A strap held her wraps and
those of ber daughter ; a small valise
contained the needed changes of ap-
parel on the road, and by her side
were books and papers for entertain-
ment or relief. B

¢ What timeare we due gt Chicago, -
Hardy,” said Mr. Russell. .

_“Byschedule tirhe,” replied Hardy, -
“at 5.30 ; but I understand we have -
lost time, and may not be in till an
hour later. - I can’t say that I care
much, for the scenery is beautiful, and :
now that we are accustomed to. the
motion of the cars, it’s almost as pleas-
ant here,as anywhere. I've been
thinking for the last hour or so about
that: boy of yours. . What a life he.
may have led! Perhaps he has had
everything ‘dead ’ against- him, and
possibly he has been helped from the
very start. I know how itis myself,
and I tell you it makes a great differ- |

o
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JOHN HARDY'S STORY—A SUDDEN STOP. -

ence to a fellow whether he paddles
his own canoe or is towed along by a
tug.” : :

which. was your ‘7’ asked Mrs.
Rassell.

The detective colored up a little,
and glanced across the seat at Maud,
who was half listening to the conver-
: sation, and half gazing at the clouds

~ which kindly shielded them from the
fierce rays of the boiling sun.

- As Hardy looked at her she smiled -

| and said: ‘Oh, yes, Mr. Hardy ; do
tell us all about your life. It must

be a perfect marvel of romance and
I should dearly like to -

adventure.
hear it.” : .
“In many respects,” said Hardy,
“T have had an easy life ; in some a
“very hard one. My business is pecu-
liar, and leads one into queer scenes
and among odd people now and then.
But, as a rule, I see the same kinds of
human nature in men and women you
do, and find life in any one sphere is
. not so very different in motive from
_.life in any other. I have a little
property, but I had a very humble
origin. - I hardly like to tell you that
my father was a scavenger, but he
~ was; and he was as good and true a
man as.ever I knew ; kind and in-
dulgent, though very reticent and not
‘at all informed - about matters which
interest ordinary men. I was the
only child, and of course had my
own way. I really can't remember
much about my childhood, and what
Ido recall is so strangely mixed up
with fancies and fables that it is not
ab all satisfactory. I think- the first
event I remember, now, is having a
blue suit with bright buttons, one
exhibition day at school, and speak-
ing a piece before quite an audience. '
Queer, isn’t it?  One would imagine
that he’d remember some toy, or
playfellow, or a thrashing, or some
-out-of-the-way thing; but I can see

“Ifitsa fair question, Mr. Hatdy,b '

father so.

.33

' 2
father and mother sitting in the Hall,
as distinctly as if they were here this
blessed minute. ,

* Mother was a quaint old body.

“Her Johnny was the apple of
her eye and the core-of her heart.

“ And-how she did sing !

“I can see and hear her sing -
now.. She was a great Methodist,
and she had all the camp-meeting
tunes and songs at the end of her
tongue all the time,

“I never knew father to speak a
cross word to her or to me, and I
never saw a frown on mother’s face
up to the day of her death.

“I don’t give much evidence of it,
T know, but I was always ambitious
and successful at school, and espe-
cially when I saw that it tickled .
Every time I received a
medal he went wild. Every time
my teacher gave me a book, or my
report was particularly good, he acted
as if a new heaven was opened to

him. .I.don’t look. a particle like - .

either of ’em. I have a very fair
picture of mother in my room, but

. we never could persuade father to sit
for- one.

. He seemied superstitious
about it. When he died I was a

. oot T3 . :
-messenger in the’chief’s private office. -

I was only seventeén, and had beén
there going on two years;-whén one
of the neighbors’ children came run- .
ning over to headguarters—we lived .
right round the corner—and said :
‘Johnny Hardy, run home ‘as quick
as you can, your father’s got a fit.” I
rushed into the police surgeon’s room,
got Dr. Appleton, and hurried home, *
“I was just in time.. ~ ., 7
““The good old man hadfallen in
a fit at the corner of Prince and Mul-

-berry Streets, and was taken home

by people who knew him. As I
entered the room he opened his eyes
and smiled. I was very fond of him
and he of me, Said he: ¢ Johnuy
boy, look:out for your mother. Bea
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_good 'boy ; be a good boy, Johnny,’
and fallmﬂ' back died almost im-
mediately.
“The doctor said it was apoplexy

—and perhaps it was,
. .“ He left, mother comfortably pro-

vided for, and then:I had my pay
every week, so we got along nicely,
but not for long

“You see they had lived together»

for twenty-two years, and had grown
in and about each other's nature so
that when one was torn away—and
80 suddenly, too—the other had to
follow.

“ She wanted to follow.

“ 1 saw it pained mother to think
of leaving me, but all through her
illness she thought and spoke of hard-
ly anything else but her meeting and
rejoining father.

“ Well, she died too:

“Ina lntle while I was transferred
to one of the bureaus-as-clerk ; and,
as soon as I was old enough T was
- made an officer. -

“T didn’t like it.

- “There’s too much ¢ red tape * and

¢ boss "Business about it. 'And a man
has no chance for promotion. unless
he has friends, and friends are of no
usc unless they are politicians. I
saw enough of it. Politicians keep
men from being ¢ broken’ every day
in the year. They put them on the
force, and keep them there, too.- How-
ever, I was lucky enough to do some
detective work in which my mother-
wit helped me very much more than
my experience did, and I was detailed
to detective work altogether. I can’t
say I like it, but I find it pleasanter
than being in the club brigade. But
I've seen some queer stohts in my
time.”

“ Did you ever have anything to do
with a real murderer ?” said Maud.

¢ Oh, yes, indeed,” laughingly re-
plied Hardy; ¢ murderers are not
always such dreadful people to deal

~ with.

A WOMAN IN THE CASE.

Not very many years ago, I
was one of five men put on a murder i
scent,and it occupied us three months i
constantly. The victim was a very
old lady, rich and much respected..
She was killed in her own bedroom
one summer night; and the. room
exhibited signs of a violent struggle.
After a sensational funeral we  were
sent for and given our instructions,
Each man had his theory. Burglars,
or interested parties, must have done
the deed. Nothing had been stolen,
so I.dropped the burglar idea. I be-
lieved the woman was killed acgident-
ally by some one who, for some occult
purpose, was in her room-; and then,
surprised, for fear of detection, did a
deed he was very loath to do.”

“ Well, well, go on,” said Maud.

“T wish I could,” continued Hardy,
“but I was never permitted to. Or,
perhaps, I shouldn’t say that ; but itis
a fact that every line of search seemed
to lead -directly to ome of the dead
woman’s nearest friends. I followed
clue after clue, and invariahly came to
the same point. Then I was bluffed,
or foiled, or -ordered off on some other
job; or pooh-poohed, until T found I
was treading on toes which wouldn't
stand it, and I must get off.”

“ But has the murderer never been
discovered 7’ asked Mr. Russell.

“No, sir. Thereis a'kind of open
secret about it. And it comes up in
the papers every little while,” said
Hardy ; “but money, and _politics,
and social influence manage to keep
it down. I believe I could point the
man out as easily as I could point
you out. - But if I should do if, in
the first place, I would forfeit the
confidence of my superiors ; in the
next, I would doubtless lose my posi-
tion, and last, but by no means least,
very likely I should fail to prove my
suspicions. Circumstantial evidence
which satisfies me might not have
weight with the public or a jury.” -
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“That's so,” said Mr. Russell ;
“but do the other friends of the dead
woman regard this one of whom you
* speak with suspicion "

- “Certainly they do,” said Hardy,

“and that’s the very point. They
have from the first; and although
for social pride’s sake they keep up an
external toleration of the man, I sus-
pect in private they despise him, and
really have nothing whatever to do
with him. Possibly they have struck
a kind of domestic balance ; ; and,
remembering all the other hearts that
would suffer, have deliberately chosen
silence and condonation rather than
the shame and disgrace resulting from
‘a public trial. Or, again, there may
be nothing in it.

“ One of the queerest cases I ever
met,” continued Hardy, ¢ was that of
a lady living in Troy. She was rich,
or rather her husband was, and owned
some superb diamonds. They- were
lost—she said they were stolen. Sus-
_picion fell on her maid, and the poor
gil was arrested. I became quite
interested in the case, because I felt
that the accused party was innocent.

' I knew the thief would take the

diamonds at once to a pawnbroker in
New York, so I simply caused it to
be known among  the professional
thieves that, for.certain. reasons, the
* detective burean wished those dia-
monds found. Inless than a week I
received information that they were
in a_pawnshop up town; and, on
inquiry, it turned out that the Iady
who owned them was the party who
pawned them. She was short of*
money and adopted that mode of rais-
ing it, knowing that her husband
| would be very angry if she were to
* sell them. I was perfectly delighted
when I found it out, and compelled
her to compensate her servant for the
infamy she had put upon her.”

- That was just right,” said Maud.
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“ What did her husband say, > ask-
ed Mrs. Russell. -
«Oh, I dont know,” replied
Hardy ; * I said nothing to him. If
she told him, all right; and if not,
what was it to me?” :
“ Were your parents American, Mr.
Hardy ?” asked M, Russell.
« My father was,” replied he, “ but
I have™ an impression that mother
was English. She had relatives in
England, at.all events.
trunk of her things at my lodgings,

which I mean to rummage some time.
It is full of books, and newspapers,

- and letters, which, I daresay, would

throw some light upon her early life.-
At all events, I think I'll devote my
first leisure evening to an inspection,
and”
Hardy never finished that sentence. -
Ere the words could come the air

-was dark and filled with smoke,

Dust and cinders, and fire and noise,
and hissing steam drove life and
breath away. Crashing timbers and
splitting wood flew in every direc- -
tion. Over and over and over again .
the car rolled, and groaned, and
broke into confusion.

The people were like dust in the
balance. High and loud, and shrill
over the shrieks of the murdered men
and women, sounded the fierce rush-
ing of the escaping steam, and, for a
moment—Ilong as eternal night—hell
seemed .to have its home on earth
and every fiend was busy. :

The engine had struck a pile of
rails heaped high upon the track,
and had bounded from its iron path’
full tilt upon the adjoining ties.

~ Two cars rolled over an embankment '

and four were drawn with terrific
jolts across the ruoged edges of the -
parallel track. ‘
" The uninjured passengers hurried

to the relief of their less fortunate -
companions. The engineer was dead,

the fireman joined him later. -

I have a
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Several passengers were very seri-
ously injured.

" Mr. and Mrs. Russell were badly

strained, Maud was well shaken but

not hurt but Hardy, when extricated -

from the wreck, though carefully car-
ried to a bank near by, gave no sign

of life and was pronounced dead by.

the conductor and the rest.

Fortunately the accident; or rather
outrage, was within a few miles of
one of the “line towns,” and mes-
sengers were at once dispatched for,
aid.

Mrs. Russell and Maud with other

. ladies, -were seated in one of the

ordinary cars, while Mr. Russell,
who had become very much attached
to Hardy, stayed by his body.

It was well that -he did so, for,
after a long time, he noticed a tremor

" of the hps and a partial opemno' of

_the eyes.

“ Thank God,” said Russell as he

applied a flask of brandy to the lips-

of his friend, and calling for aid, did
what was possable to bnng ‘him back
1o consciousness.

A series of fainting fits showed the
weakness of the poor fellow, and sug-
gested also the probability of some
internal injury.

A wreckmg tram came up in about

- escent to the clty

three hours thh surgeons and help
of all description.

The dead were coffined, the wound.
ed cared - for,” and, when the débris
was cleared away, the train proceeded
slowly on to the station, drawn by
the engine of the relief. ‘

. Of the wounded, Hardy was the

: only one "whose case .the surgeons

pronounced dangerous. They decid- |
ed that he must not be carried further

on. He was therefore left at a house
where boarders-.were taken, and a

“nurse, hired by the-company, was |

placed with him. )

Mr. Russell was completely dis
heartened by what the doctors said,
but was somewhat comforted by his
wife, who reminded him that they .

"-were only two hours’ car ride from

Chicago, and that, after they had
secured their apartments there, it

would be easy to run out and ses B

Hardy, and, if he were providentially
spared, to remove him, when conyal-
The company’s officials assured M,
Russell that Hardy should have the
best of care, and having himself made
the nurse promise to advise him im-
mediately if his presence was neces-
sary or anything whatever was needed,
he took his wife and Maud, and sor-
rowfully finished the journéy.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

'THE MILLER AND HIS MAN.

Y7 HEN Officer Miller brushed
" his hair down, and paid close

- attention to his beard, he was,

i not absolutely ugly. Indeed if he
" had retained the use of both eyes, he
‘would be tolerably presentable. Or-
dinarily, however, his short reddish
hair would not stay down, and a day’s
neglect of the razor lmparted a tinge
| to the rude man’s cheek which by no
E  means enhanced his beauty.
I Two daysafter Templeton, or, as he
- was there called, Mr. Harry Russell,
was made one of the Miller house-
hold, the young ladies were pleas-
antly surprised when their grim father
appeared at the breakfast - table,
dressed in his best, clean shaven,

irreproachable as to hnen, and with

his hair as'slick and smooth as brush
and comb could make it.

- Evidently something out of the
common routine “was on’ the carpet,
and Miller’s manner made it more
apparent. '

Breakfast was served, and nothing -

of moment was said “or done until
Miller, who was reading the morning

peper and drinking coffee at the same

time, choked, couOhed jumped up
and spluttered and then recovering
himself, said: ¢ Here, Mary, read
_this out loud, and the rest of you
listen.” -

Somewhat surprised, Mary took
the paper, and read-as follows:

“A fiendish outrage, resulting in
the killing of several railroad men,
the probable death of others, and the
wounding of twenty or thirty passen-

- gers, was perpetrated on the Michigan
Central Railway yesterday afternoon,
about ten miles beyond Johnson sta-

tion.” The New York express, due
here at 5.30 p.M., was somewhat be- -
hind time, and theengineer was doing
his best to recover what he safely
could, when he made the sharp turn
just below Wilson's Grove, At that
point the road is visible but some
thirty feet at a glance, and, failing to
observe any obstruction, the engineer -
drove at full speed; upon what is

" represented as a pile of railing. The

concussion was tremendous, resulting
in the demolishment of the engine, -
and the instant killing of the en-
gineer. The train was thrown from
the track ; two of the cars rolled

“over the embankment and the rest

were jolted at a fearful rate across the
rails of the adjoining track. “The
fireman was drawn from the wreck
still living, but he died soon after in
great agony. The wounded were at-
tended to as well as was possible by -
‘the uninjured passengers, until the
arrival of the wrecking train, when
all but one were brought speedily to
this city, where they were taken at
once to the hospital or their homes.

" “The passenger who was so badly
hurt as to' be unable to endure the
fatigue of the trip is Mr. Hardy, a
member of the New York police force.
He "was accompanying an English.
family, who were on their- way to

. this city on mdtbters requiring”his pro-

fessional aid, It seems that Mr. Hardy
and the gentleman of the party were
sitting vis-a-vis to two ladies, wife
and daughter of the Englishman,
whose name was not obtained. The
collision was abrupt and sudden of
course, but Hardy, with praiseworthy
presence of mind, caught the younger
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lady, who sat facfntr him, in his arms
in such a way as to protect her from

contact. with the iron-work of the

seat,. by which, as the car turned over

and over, he was terribly bruised,

whilé his companions, - beyond the
shock, experienced no injury of any
kind. The surgeons find that Mr.
Hardy’s left arm is fractured in two
" places, three of his ribs are broken,
 his face is badly cut, and his whole
body so battered that it is a won-
der he lives. He seems to have
a strong constitution, and if his
mind can rest while his body recu-
perates, he may possibly recover.”

Miller and Templetou looked at
each other.

The girls were interested in the ro-
mance of Maud’s escape.

The men were excited to extrava-
gance of hope by the reahty of Hardy’s
danger.

‘“ What an infernal outrage that
is,” said Miler. :

¢ Yes,” chimed in Templeton ;

- “the fellows who would do such a
deed as that would murder their own
mothers. Now, what earthly motive
could they have for throwing a train
full of strangers. off the track, and
perilling the lives of hundreds of
people ¥

" ¢ Perhaps. their ob,]ect was not‘

earthly,” said Martha.

Mary smiled, but the men did not

seem to notice her sister's suggestion.

Presently Miller rose, kissed his
daughters, and turning to Templeton,
said: ¢ If this report is true, it won't

be necessary for you to keep so quiets .

but wait till I find out. 1 shall be
back, perhaps, at one, but certainly
in time for supper. Good-bye.”
Leaving home, Charley Miller went
first to headquarters and reported.
There be learned that the facts were

substantially as set forth in the paper,

and that inquiry had. already been
received from New York about Hardy

. -valescence.
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and his condition. The chief thought

.Miller ought to go to the hotel at

once, and see if he could be of any
service to Mr. Russell ; so he went.
Mzy. Russell received the detective,
and in the presence of his wife and
Maud rehearsed the story of their
accident, words failing only when he
sought to picture the noble conduct
of Hardy, who had undoubtedly been
much more seriously injured in his
éfforts to shield Maud than if he had
cared only for himself. The ladies
were also enthusiastic over Hardy,
and begged Miller to advise them if

- . Hardy would really be as well cared

for where he was left, as if he were
brought to the city.

Miller replied that if -Hardy wae
kept quiet for a week or two where
he then was, he might be able to
endure the. jolting of the cars each
day & short distance, and then be
mademore comfortable during his con-
e. He did not conceal from
himself, however, the very probable
fact that Hardy would not only never
see Chicago, but never.leave his bed,

for the reports received at head-

quarters said he had passed a very.
bad night, was in a raging fever, and
could not be kept quiet..

" Mr. Russell was not prepossessed

by One-eyed Charley; but Miller
-was so quiet, so plaumble, so kind in

his reference to Hardy, and so blunt
in the expression-of his opinion, that
before the businéss on which he

. called was broached Miller felt that

he had the confidence of the family.’
And. besides, he was the detective
detailed from headquarters, and pre-

-sumably as reputable a man as was

on the force,
“I suppose,” said he, ¢ you don’t
feel like talking business to me to-day,

doyou I called partly to seeif I
~could do anything for you or Hardy,
-and partly because I am directed to

report to you for orders. If it isn’t
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- agreeable to-day, I'll call to-morrow ;
and if you don’t feel up to it then,
I'll call next day, and so on.”

* Mr. Russell hardly knew what to
say. Whatever thought occupied
his mind was sure to be driven out
by his anxiety about Hardy. He
wanted to begin his search for his
boy, but even that desire brought hitn
at once to the consideration of what he

* could do without Hardy. - Insensibly

a feeling of personal regard had

grown up between them. Hardy was

always respectful, willing, good-natur-
ed and sensible. He had tact and
knewq when to leave.

Few men have that faculty.

He was bright and jolly, and full

. of fun, but he was also serious, busi-
ness-like, and full of resource:

Russell liked hini because he was
a thorough man of the world, with a
clean tonoue and an honest heart

And the ladies liked him because
. he was useful without intrusion, and
attentive without gallantry.

Still, much as Mr. Russell thought
of John Hardy, it was clear that he

_could be of no benefit to him now,
beyond securing to him the best of /
care and most expenenced nursing.

That, as weé have seen, was “at-
tended to, and Mr. Russell concluded
that he might as well unfold his
plans to the Chicago detective in
person. -

Mis. _Russell and- Maud retired.
and Mr. Russell proceeded to busi-
ness. ‘

“T had hoped,” said he, “to have
the benefit of Hardy’s already ac-
quired information so that you and
he might get to work at once, leav-
ing me rather in the position of one
to whom reports are made ; bat this
accident deprives us both of valuable
aid, and I find I must take a hand
in it myself. In brief, my case is this.
Twenty years ago.I lost a boy in New

York. He was five years old. Next

-and taken to the Tombs.

-That's nothing to the point.
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day I went home to England. My
wife stayed over two steamers, but
nothing was heard of the little fellow.
She followed me. ‘We nearly died

. with grief at the time, and the poor

girl did succumb at last. Well,
twenty years are gone. Harry, if liv-
ing, is twenty-five years old. I want
to find him. Money is no object,
time only do I grudge—not that I am
unwilling to spend time,and strength,
and all to find the boy, but I long to
have him.”

“Have you no clue at all? Couldn’t
the police help vou in any way then
or now ?” asked Miller.

“ Not much,” replied Russell; “not
much. We did find at the Tombs a -
record of a man named Delaney, who
Jjust at that time was picked up drunk,
He bad a
boy with him, and was sent out here.
Hardy seemed to think % might be
well to hunt Delaney up, and trace
the boy.. It could do no harm, at all
events, and might. be productive of
good. But, as Mrs. Russell says, ¢ if
Delaney was a bard drinker, and had
gotten so low as the Tombs twenty

years ago, we' are not likely to find
him alive at this late day. What do
you think ?”

“0Oh, I don’t know about that,”
said Miller; ‘““some hard drinkers
live Ionger than temperance folks.
But this
boy, what was his name ¥’

‘¢ Harry,” said Mr. Russell.

“Well, Harry,” continued Miller,
‘“this boy Harry, did he have any-
thing peculiar about him¢ I don’t
mean curly hair—they all have that
—nor anything fancy, but marks or
scars, or anything that would Zold.
Look at wy cheek. See that scar?
That’s nothing but a mosquito bite.
I had that bite fifty years ago when’
I was a baby. I scratched The bite,
and made the scar. I don’t suppose’
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the little chap had a mosquito bite,
but did he have anything at all ’
“Upon my word, I never thought
to speak of it, nor has -the quéstion
ever been asked,” replied Mr. Russell ;
‘“but when Harry
Milwaukee ” S
“In where? In Milwaukee ! Did
You ever live in Milwaukee?” cried
Miller. T
. “Ofcourse I did,” said Mr. Russell.
“I had a shop there, and turned out
the best cold chisels you ever saw in
Your life. I lived in the city over

eight years, and ‘in the vicinity two

years more. Why ¢
“Why, my dear sir,” exclaimed the
detective, who really saw a _point in

honest search, and certainly saw a

bigger point in his little game in
Templeton’s interest, “ don’t you see
that everything bearing on the boy’s
early life s of interest? And if you
lived in Milwaukee five years with
this boy, and he was a boy of any
. Parts at-all, he 'must remember some-
thing of his father's- home and sur-
roundings.- If we were to find a
Young man who answered the deserip-
tion, and forced-us to think he really
Wwas your son, unless- he could give
You some evidence drawn from the
experienee of his life in Milwaukee,

. Ishould very much doubt him. And_
_ on the other hand, even in the ab-

sence of other conclusive proof, if the
youth did remember, to your satisfac-
tion, any markéd occurrence of the
life at home before you lost him, T

should yield a much™ readier assent.

I beg your pardon for the interrup-

“tion, but take my word for it, that -

Milwaukee life will
this entire search.”
What a fortunate thing it is that
men and women are ‘unable to read
each other’s thoughts. There are
clever people, now and then, who can
make out a little of the inner life of
their friends and- companions, but as

prove a pivot in

was in my'place in -

- & rule the unknown
pregnable. ' , ,
- It was especially fortunate for De-
tective Miller, at {his moment ; for his
lively imagination had already packed
itself with facts, drawn from future

‘talks with Mr. Russell, and in turn,
Templeton’s ready wit was stored with
much that would puzzle, embarrass,

‘
ground is im-

- and delight the heavy-hearted father,

and perhaps convince him that he -
was the lost boy of his search. : ‘
Determining then and there to draw
from Mr. Raussell all he could. con-
cerning his Milwaukee home, Miller
settled back in his chair again, and
Mr. Raussell proceeded as follows :
“Well, as I was saying, I ‘had a
little factory, hardly that, and yet it -
was more than a shop, where I turned
out a high grade of tools, and was
getting-along quite nicely, when I
was called home to see my father die.
About a year before that, Harry,
then four years old and yuite tall of
his age, was playing about the place
one day when I was oat. The hands
were busy and didn’t notice him as
he went up stairs, where the finished
tools were packed for shipment.
Presently they heard a sharp ery of
pain, and rushing up to see what was
the matter,found that Harry had pull-
ed a sharp chisel from one of the .
benches and had dropped it on' his
foot. One of the men quickly took
off his shoe and stocking, and ascer-
tained that the little toe of the right
foot was cut through and hung by a
mere shred.. The stupid fellow cut
the little film of- flesh by which the
toe hung, and hurried with Harry
‘to my house, which was only a block
away. My wife boundthe foot up,
but neither of- them thought of the
toe itself till the doctor came an hour
later, and then it could not be found.
We feared the mutilation would
lame him, but he soon recovered,
and really, I don’t believe I have
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thought of it or of the occurrence in
‘twenty years.”

“ And yet that very mutilation, as
you call it, may preserve you from
being deceived by s¢hemers and
fooled by rascals,” rejoined Miller.

And ‘to. himself he added, “Off
goes Templeton’s toe as sure as fate!”

Mr. Russell then narrated their ex-
perience in New York, and concluded
by asking Miller if he was willing to
begin to hunt up Delaney at once,
and to take ‘charge of the whole in-

- vestigation independently of Hardy,

APPEARS. »

whose recovery was a matter of
months at least.

Miller said he was not only wil:
ling, but would be very glad to do so.
Before making any suggestions, haw-

- ever, he would go home and think lb

over.
Meanwhxle, he proposed that Wlth

‘Mr. Russell he should take the two

o’clock train, run out to see Hardy,
and return by the train due at
Chicago at 9.30. To this Mr. Rus-
sell aasented and. Miller went to the
office to report.

/
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found himself confronted by the
fact that the old man Delaney
might be found, and that the boy he
was reported to have-with him might
be the lost son of Mr: Russell. To be
sure, if, through the efforts of the

<5}
gﬁN canvassing possibilities, Mﬂler

- Chlcaco police, ‘these ‘people were

found, and the object of Mr. Russell -
thereby attained, Miller would. be
certain of a large reward ; but he be-
lieved a greater profit could be de-
‘rived from Templeton if his plan
were to succeed. -Already $1,000

to the Mercantile lera.ry,' whege
were kept the directories of the city -
for more than twenty years back.
‘There were quite a number of De-
laneys, but no ““ James” among them
until the year 1865, and he was a
clergyman. The fact that no James®
Delaney appeared in the list was not .
conclusive proof that there was no
person of that name in the city ; but
it was presumptive evidence. In the
Directory-of 1870 there was “James
‘Delaney, builder;” but after that.
year, although there were several of

had been paid to Miller, and $IO”W that name, none of them were build-

additional were pledored but to the
shrewd detective’s mind, Templeton,
as Harry Russell, would" "prove a per-
petual mine to one who held his
secret, and could at any time expose
his fraud.

Miller determined at once to put
all his machinery in motion to dis-
- cover Delaney ; and, first of all, went

ers.

Miller was about giving ‘up the
search, when his & eye lit on “ Robert
Delaney, clergyman.” He wondered .
for a moment why that name should
be familiar to him, and then suddenly
recalled that at a little Baptist church
not far. from his own home, his
daughters fréquently worshipped ;
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and that once or twice the minister,
whose/ name was Delaney, had called
at his house.

He further remembered that the
only serious discussion that Mary and
Martha had ever held before him was
about this very man, who had asked
Martha to take a class in his parish
Sunday-school, and to visit among

. the poor as a kind of reader to the
sick ‘and infirm. Mary though¢ it
was presumptuous in Mr. Delaney to
propose such a thing to a stranger ;
but Martha insisted that the pastor

of & church was charged with the

Lord’s work, and had a perfect. right
to assume that every person who
attended service in his church would
beready and willing to do what he
could to aid the suffering and cheer
" the sick. , .
The end of it all was, that Martha
did not teach in the school, but very
frequently called upon the poor people
- of the district, and in a quiet, woman-
ly way, won the hearts of many sick
persons by her gentle endeavors to
relieve their troubles, and . break the
monotony of weary days and sleepless
nights. :
, Miller had heard his daughters
talking about these visits occasional-
ly, but it had never occurred to him
to say anything about them. He
gave Mary all the money she asked

for, trusting to her to keep the house

books of expense, and knowing that
between her and her sister there was

no jealousy and no rivalry, except
" in their endeavor to make home at-
tractive and pleasing to their father.

The Rev. Robert Delahey  was
about twenty-six or seven years of
age, -tall and stout. " He walked a
trifle lame, but he bore himself with
the air of a soldier. Indeed, he had
served two or three years in the army,
entering as a private, and leaving as
a brevet-colonel. He began his ser-
vice long after the fuss-and-feather
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days of the earlier years had passed,
when for a while it was easier to be

‘made a brigadier-general than to earn

an honest five dollars per diem ; but
when fighting had become a business,
politicians had less and less power
every month, and at the close of the
war, brevet-colonels really ranked
higher in the estimation of men who
knew anything, than their superiors
whose stars were conferred o please
the whim of a politician,

‘When Robert Delaney began his”
work in Chicago, he had a small hall

-and a slim audience ; but he was full

of zeal, and talked to his hearers as if
he were in earnest for their good. He
was simple in his tastes, and modest
in his manner, but magnetic and
impulsive in speech. In prayer and
exhortation he was peculiarly impas-
sioned, apd his efforts in behalf of
young men were so sensible and
practical that his reputation soon
extended, and, had he chosen, he
might have been called up higher
many. a time. But he preferred to
stay where he was and work. His
friends appreciated his love of the
place, and determined to build him
a larger-church. This they did, and
on the Sunday following the search
made in the directories by Miller,
#he building was to be dedicated, and
the church formally ivstalled in its
new home. .

Wondering whether he had ac
ually had. the very man he wanted
under his own roof, Miller made a
memorandum’ of Delaney’s residence,
and returned to the hotel for Mr.
Russell, with whom he intended to go
to see how Hardy was progressing.

Miller found Mr. Russell in a state
of great excitemert over a dispatch
just received from Hardy's nurse.
The message reported Hardy in fever-
ish condition, and said that the
doctor would allow no one to see him
or enter his room.
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Of course, there was no need or use
in their going to the place where the
- wounded man was, if they could nei-
ther see him nor do him any good.
So the trip was. given up, greatly to
Maud’s regret, who had secretly de-
termived to mrake one of the party.

 Well, Miller,” said Mr. Russell,
after it was decided to defer the visit

to Hardy, “have you thought of any.

plant”

“ Yes, sir,” replied the detective;
« 1 shall fifst try to find James De-
laney. You told me, I think, that
the matron said the little boy was
five or six years old. How old exactly
was Harry ?”

“Let me see,” said Mr. Russell.
¢ Harry was more than five. I fhink

he was nearly six, or he may have

" been over six and nearly seven. I
have no way of fixing his-age precise-
1y, except by reference to some of my
wife’s letters, and I haven’t seen them
in five years. Anyhow, he wasa little
fellow, and I should say five, or six,
or seven years old—there really is
very little difference, you know.”

“No,” rejoined. Miller, “I don’t
suppose there is. I was only think-
ing that if living, he must be getting

" go.
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on toward thirty years old ; and that,
for a driving western man, is the
prime of life. Out here, if a man is
ever to amount to anything he knows
it by the time he turns thirty. I
may not see you for a few days, I
have an idea. I may go to Milwau-
kee, and I may go elsewhere. Mean-
while keep your eyes and ears open,
and your mouth shut. If you are
allowed to see Hardy I hope you'll
There isn’t much fun in being
sick away from heme, and ten to one
he frets about the job besides.”
Maud thanked Charley Miiler with
her tearful eyes for the kind word he

- spoke about Hardy. She longed to

speak to him about Lieut. Templeton,
and to ask if any such name had
been mentioned in the arrivals, but ~
she knew better, and did nothing of
the kind. .

Mr. Raussell acquiesced in Miller's
proposition, assuming that he knew
what was best to do; and after urg-
ing him to spare neither expense nor
care, bade him “ good day,” and the
party separated.

The Russells drove out with a
gentleman to whom . Horace had let-
ters, and Miller went directly home.

.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

- MILLER GOES TO CHURCH.—A TOE FOR A TOE.

N pursuance of a suggestion made
-by their father, Mary and Mar-

[

=© tha Miller invited the Rev. Mr. .

Delaney to dine with them the day
of the dedication of the new church,
ang for his convenience six o'clock
was the hour named.

At the morning service the sacred
edifice was densely thronged, and
several distinguished clergymen of
the city participated in the ceremo-
nies, the dedication sermon being
delivered by the pastor. -

Detective Miller astonished his

daughters by volunteering to accom- .

pauy them to church, and as in their
recollection he had never done such
a thing before, it may well be
imagined their astonishment was
thoroughly leavened with delight.
None of the pews had been rented
as yet, and on this occasion all seats
were free.
known in the society, and, as they

were early at the door, were taken’

to excellent places quite near the
pulpit.

The services were rather prosy nn- -

til the delivery of the sermon.
Up to that time Mr. Delaney had
_taken no part in the proceedings,
and as he sat quite out of sight,
Miller began to think he was wastmo
time.

Preaently, however, the pastor ap-
proached the desk, and Miller was
his most careful observer.

The detective element was in full

play.

Mdler studied Delaney’s head,'

" hair, eyes, mouth and carriage, as a
turfman does a horse.’

" He examined his points, mental
- and physical, agd confessed himself
puzzled.

The Millers were well

Is he the son of Horace.Russell,
or is he not ?

There was nothing in Robert
Delaney’s look or bearing that for-

~ bade the supposition, and there was

much that might be considered con-
firmatory evidence, if the theory
‘were already advanced and partially
proved.

The young prea.cher was not a
time-server.

He felt himself the bearer of a -
message from the Ruler of the world,
and as he delivered it earnegtly and
eloquently, self never obtruded, and
Delaney never interfered with the
envoy. )

Little by little Miller became in--
terested in the subject.

He forgot the man in the matter.

And when the minister wound up
one particularly impassioned appeal

_to fathers as exemplars before their

children, the old rascal actually found
a tear on his cheek, and an uncom-
fortable sensation in his throat. )

Robert Delanev was a sensational-
ist, but not.a vulgar one.

All earnest men and women are
sensationalists.

It is necessary that they should be.
In this world of hypocrisy and sham,
honest endeavor and earnest work
win their way and attract attention
by their novelty; and whatever is
novel is sensational.

The young man succeeded because
success was not his aim. . o

He was popular because he cared
nothing for popularity.

He was a good thinker, a magnetic
preacher, and thoroughly imbued
with the sacredness of his calling,
and the universal need of moral and
spiritual education. With no other
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care upon his mind, he had deliber-
‘ately chosen his field, and now this
abundant harvest was rewarding his
industry and zeal. ‘

He was loved by honest men, and
toadied to by fools; he was appreci-
ated by earnest women, and flattered
by silly ones.

-The honest and the earnest he
loved and appreciated as they deserv-
ed ; the fools and sillg women he un-
derstood, and tolerated only because
he hoped in time to do them good.

Like all popular men he had his
besetting temptations.

Had he been—weak-headed, and
vain, and selfish, flattery, and incense,
and social preferment were at his
command.

But he chose the wiser course, and
in giving up all worldly plans, in.the
interest of his Master’s canse, he
gained the more desirable rewards of
respect, esteem and honor of his fel-
low-citizens and his flock. .

He was apparently twenty-six or
twenty-seven years of age, with no
parents, and no home save the mod-
est lodgings he called his * rooms.”
Attached to the new church, howerver,
was a small parsonage, and into that
he proposed to move at an early day.

His deacons had often told him he
ought to marry, but his heart very
properly suggested that he should
wait until he had met a woman
whom ‘he loved.

Delaney had a high reoard for his
deacons, but there are some matters
about which even deacons know very
little.

He was in no sense a lady’s man.

He thought of women mainly as
co-workers in the field he tilled so
faithfully.

As teachers, readers, visitors, dis-
tributors of helpful literature, and
nurses, women were to him a right
" hand and a left, but no more.
Indeed, unt).l accxdent led him to
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the house of Martha Miller, he had
never met any woman whom he cared
to meet or know outside of profes-
sional occupation.
He liked Martha.
> There was no nonsense about her.
She was genuinely good, and al-
though she had declined to take a
class in his Sunday school, Mr. De-

_ laney was more than gratified at her

common-sense way of calling on and
helping sick people, and especially
her happy faculty of brightening up
a home of glonm and disappointment. ~
He met her frequently on her charit-
able rounds, and had on one or two
occasions partaken of her hospitality
at her father's house, where he had
become well acquainted with her sister
Mary, and had wondered where under
heaven such a queer-looking fellow as
One-eyed .Charley had procured two
such charming children.

Between Martha Miller and her
young pastor -no word of love had

‘ever passed.

And not only that, no word of
sentiment or anythmg akin to sug:
gestive remark had ever passed their
lips.

pN evertheless—and it is queer how”
naturally that “nevertheless” follows
—close observers were quite convine-
ed that there was.an understanding
between them, and in spite of the
seeming contradiction, it is more than
likely that there was a sort of un-
written law, like a social code.

The invitation to dinner had been
gladly accepted by Mr. Delaney, and
when his quick eye saw not only the
Miller ladies but their queer old
father in one of the front pews, he
could not refrain from taking 2 mo-
ment of his official hour for a personai
wonder as to what the strange cir-
cumstance cculd portend.

Miller was delighted with the ser-
mon, and more than pleased with the
preacher.
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And as he bent his head when the_

final prayer was said, he almost re-
solved to give up Templeton, and,
4f convinced that the Delaney of
Chicago was th> little Harry of
Milwaukee, to aid . Mr. Russell in
. finding a real rather than a bogus
son.’ '

At the close of the services there
was the usual hand-shaking of the
members and the ¢ buzzing” of the
pastor, somewhat increased on this
occasion by the peculiar circumstances
attending the dedication, and then,

" accompanied by Miller and his daugh-
ters, Mr. Delaney left the church. .

It so chanced that Mary walked at
her father’s side while Mr. Delaney
escorted Martha, a circumstance that
afforded Miller food for thought, and
added some little weight to the idea
which had forced itself upon him
during the closing prayer.

‘Iothmo of special note occurred

at the dinner table, except that the
girls wondered why ‘their fathier had
directed Templeton’s dinner fo be
servéd in his room, until Millersaid :
“ Mr. Delaney, you are a native of

. Chicago, are you not?”
The clergyman hesitated a moment

and then replied, “I really don’t
know, Mr. Miller, whether I was born
here or not. I have some reason for
believing myself a native, and some
for thinking I was born in New York.
My .early life is largely shut out
from my memory by reason of a severe

illness I had when quite a boy, the

somewhat singular consequence of an
accident which, thongh trifling in
itself, gave my nervous system ashock
and laid me up for months, From
that, however, .I entirely recovéred,
“and "with the exception of rather an
"ungainly walk, I suppose I am as
hearty and rugged a man as we have.
"My father, I am quite sure, was
English ; the name is Engllsh and
he had many habits which none but

.~ good work here.
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an Englishman could bave. He was
a builder, and did a great deal of
Poor man ! he was
very kind to me; and, haying no
mother, I was’ ‘his’ entu'e family, ab-
sorbing all his care and love. His:
death was sudden and terrible. Pos- .
sibly you reeall it. “He fell from a -
scaffolding on the Episcopal church
near the poqt office, lingered uncon-
scious but a few hours, and died with-
out a word or sign of recognition.
From that time I had a hard row to
hoe, but ”

“But yon hoed it,” mtermpbed
Miller.

“Yes,” continued - Mr, Delaney ;
““yes, I did hoe it, and save the aid
which 1 got from the All-Helper, I
was literally my own guide, philoso-
pher and friend. The war gave me
an inspiration for good. " The phymcal
suffering I witnessed in the hospitals
and on the field led me by a natural
process to regard the moral degrada-
tion and distortion of the race, and T
determined if my life was spared to

° devote myself to the regeneration of

my fellows. I am free to say I enjoy
my work and .take genuine pleasure_
in its prosecution. I saw so much
destitution and depravity result from
what I believe to be the greatest curse
of our day and generation, that I
resolved to’ make Temperance a dis-
tinct and prominent feature of my
public teachings. Of course I en-
countered great opposition, but that's
nothing.

“One glimpse of a rescued man’s
face is ample compensation, and one
letter of gratitude from a reformed
drunkard’s wife or daughter is cheer
enough to pay for the abuse of a
thousand rumsellers. But you asked
if T was a native of Chicago, and
not for an autobiography. As I said,
I don’t know. Father lived in Cin-
cinnati awhile and also in Kalamazoo,
and I think in Milwaukee, but he
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MILLER GOES TO CHURCH.—A TOE FOR A TOE.

seemed more at home here than any-
where. How long have you lived
here, Mr. Miller?”

“ Oh, I'm an old settler,” sald Mil-
ler ; “both my girls were: "born_ here.
I'm 2 western man myself and haven’t
been east of Illinois in forty years.
And I'haven’t been'inside of a church
in twenty years that I know of ; not,
that I mean to brag of that before
you, sir, but it's merely a fact, that's
all.  The girls attend to that branch
of the busmess, and do it pretty well,
too, I judge.”

* “Yes, indeed they de,” said the
‘ clergyman, and turning to Martha,
who sat at the head of the table, he
entered into a diseussion about the
church music, in which she was spe-
cially interested.

But Miller didn’t care about the
music. He had his thoughts concen-
trated on Mr. Delaney’s foot.

“ Has he or has he not lost a little
toe,” thought he.
till it seemed as if he should go wild.

After dinner the ladies led the way
to the drawing-lzoom, their father
walking slowly in the pear, with his
one eye bent on Mr. Delaney’s feet.

The man certainly limped a little.

But whether the lameness was. in
foot or leg, Mlller could not deter
mine.

He wanted to ask his ovuest, but he
-did not dare. ) :
_ He thought of a hundred different
ways of getting at it, but hesitated to
_put any one of them to the proof.-
~ Finally, in despair, he excused him-
self, went to his reom, took a razor
from its case, put two handkerchiefs

in his pocket, and then knocked at -

Templeton’s door.

Entering, hefound theex-lieutenant
at full length on his bed, reading an
official gazette.

Templeton bounded to his feet and
said : “ For Heaven’s sake, Mlller, Jet
me get out of this for an hour or two

And he thought it.

o~mght. I really cannot stand such
confinement. If Hardy is mashed,
why need I be cooped in my room ?
I need exercise, and must go out to-
night for a walk, even if it be but for
an hour. Come, now, what do you
say ¥’ :
/ Mlller eyed  him curiously, and
' half- laughed to himself as he said :
R Templeton, how many toes have
you v

Templeton looked at Miller in un-
feigned amazement, but seeing no
reason to doubt his sanity, and never
“having encountered in his host -even
the glimmer of a; joke, answered as
soberly as he could : ¢ Ten, I believe.
Atall events I had ten this morning.”

“I'm very sorry,” said Miller ;
“ that's one too many.”

“ Well, well,” rejoined Templeton,
“ out with it, what's the joke.”

“ There 1sn’b much joke about it,”
said Miller ; “ I mean just what I
said, and further, if you expect to
prove that you are old Russell's boy,
you've got to prove that you have
only nine toes.”.

« And one must come off?’ asked
Templeton.

““And one must come off "arswered
Miller.

- “Good Heavens, I can never do
that,” said Templeton, as he pictured
himself in pain, on crutches, lame,
and perhaps dlahanred for life. .

“But I can,’ ? struck i in Miller ; it
won’t hurt. I can take off your ll_tt]e
toe in a jiffy, and can dress it and
-tend it, and have you all right in two
weeks, just as good as new. Seriously,
Ican. And equally as seriously, if -
you don’t lose your toe you lose your

fortune, and we can’t afford that, . -

can we ?”

Templeton said nothing. . o
"~ He was a handsome fellow with
a swinging easy walk, a firm step
and an elastic bearing, born of perfect

‘health and his.life upon the sea* He
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was not vain, but—well he knew
how he looked, as every one does,
" and was not-dissatisfied with himself
either.
He knew that the loss of a'toe
would certainly lame him some, and
possibly cripple him more than he
could endure. He knew, too, the
danger of lockjaw, and he shrank
from the mutilation also! .
“Well,” said Miller, “it takes
youa lonv time to think of an answer.
What do you say ¥ shall it be fortune
and no toe, or all toe and no fortune ”

© «Couldn’t we get a surgeon?” re-
plied Templeton, * I am afraid to risk
your home-made skill.”

¢ Of course we can get a surgeon,”
said Miller ; “and if, when the world
knows that Horace Russell. the mil-
lionaire Englishman, has found his
long lost son and heir by means of .a
lost toe, this blessed surgeon wants
to spoil the job, or halve ‘the pwo-
_ceeds,) what's to prevent? Oh! by
all méans let’s call in a surgeon. Well,
now" I guess not. I tell you I can
- take that toe off just as easy as rolling
off a log. It will smart some ; but a
little healin gsalveand careful dressing
will cure it up right off, and in ten
days or a fortmfrht yowll be up and
about, as lively as a cricket.”

‘But you haven't told me why,”
said Templeton, who hated the idea
of losing even a little toe.

“ Oh, I thought I had,” said Miller ;

“the ‘why’ is very simple. Rus-’

sell’s boy’s toe was chopped off with
a chisel. Of course he never got
another. If he lost his toe then he
- hasn’t it now. And if you are to be
the son, your toe is doomed,” -

‘ All right,” said Templeton, ‘gef -

me some whiskey to steady myself
with and cut away. All I ask is that
you are careful, and do unto others
as you'd be done by.”

“Why, what’s a toe more or less
anyhow,” muttered Miller.

“ Well, it doesn’t amount to very

much on another man’s foot,” an-
swered the lieutenant, ‘“byt on one’s
own it’s a very desirable feature.
Now, you go and get the whiskey.”
- Miller obtained the whiskey and
the salve, and in less” than five
minutes the toe was off, the salve
was on, and the wound was done up
in rags and a compress.

Templeton "bire the mutilation

bravely. Indeed, he “acted better
than Miller, who was keyed up only
by the necessil;ies of the case, and was
forced to steady his own nerves by
thoughts of the game he was playing’
and of the stake he hoped to win.

Templeton laid down to rest, and
Miller, promising to send one of his
daughters to read to his guest, and
also to return as soom as Mr. Delaney
should leave, went down stairs,

But he had not reached the last
step when, in perfect bewilderment,
he exclaimed : *“ How in thunder do

"I Know which was the foot?”

And then he re-entered the parlor
where the young women were enter-
taining Mr. Delaney - or he was enter-
taining them, and it made but little
difference o him which was the case.
If he had known that Harry Russell

‘had lost the little toe of the right

foot, while Mr. Templefon had been
despoiled of the toe of the left foot,

Miller would probably have cursed
his luck.

But he did not know 4t, and, on ’

the whole, he was rather plea.sed thh
his success.

While Miller and Templeton were
going through théir amateur surgery

up stairs, Mr. Delaney and the daugh="

ter of the operator weré enjoying
themselves below.
The preacher had a fine voice and

.sang well.

And Martha had a sweet voice and
sang .very charmingly.

o~
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played and the others sang

Mary
duets.
" Mr. Delaney was fond of Russell’s
ballads, and quite enjoyed singing
“The Ivy Green,” “The Erl King,”
amd other songs of that style,.and
the girls were delighted to hear them.

As- Miller entered the room, Mr.
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Delaney was singing : :
“‘Oh, a rare old plant is the ivy green.”
And, to save his life, the detective
- could not help saying:

‘¢ Ob, a rare old plant is Templeton’s toe.”

But he said it to himself, and laughed
at his own conceit. -

CHAPTER XXV.-

MAUD RUSSELL AS FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE.

NE bright morning Maud Rus-

sell said to her mother, as

" they were returning from a
little shopping excursion : “ Do you
know, mamma, I feel quite ashamed

that neither you nor I have seen Mr.
Hardy since he was brought to town.

It will be five weeks to-morrow since_

he was hurt, and two weeks the day
after since the doctor said papa
might have him brought to the hos-
pital” . . |
. “Well, dear, what do-you want to
do?” replied Mrs. Russell. .

“I don’t know that I want to do
anything that we all ought not to
do,” rejoined Maud ; * but you must
rémember the poor fellow wouldn’t
have been so badly injured if he
hadn’t tried to save me, and I think
we should do all we can to make his
misfortune bearable. If you wait
for me I’ll 'buy some Howers and
some fruit, and: we can all at the
hospital to leiWe our names with the
flowers, if we cannot see him.”

“Why, my dear girl,” said her
mother, “your father and I have
seen John Hardy eyery day since he

5 -

. depressed.

was brought up here. I have said
nothing to you about my going, for
the hospital, though clean, is a hos-
pital, and you might have encoun-
tered some unpleasant'scene. Hardy
is doing quite nicely. I doubt if he
is ever perfectly well, and it will be
several weeks before he can hope to
walk. I" have mno objections to
taking you with me this afternoon,
but we must be sure to be back in
time to meet papa on his return
from Milwaukee,”

" “Oh, thank you, mamma,” said
Maud ; “you always let me have my
own way without coaxing, and are :°
-such a dear good. friend. Il keep
right on and get the things, and you
order & carriage at fhe office.”

Mrs. Russell went slowly to her
rooms, wondering as she walked
whether Templeton’s singular absence
and more strange silence were having
their normal effect on her daughter’s
mind and heart. ' ‘

For a few days after the scene at
the Everett

House Maud was greatly - '
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She was never hystencal but
rather moody.

If Mrs. Rnssell alluded to Temple-
ton, Maud roused herself and joined
the conversation, wondering where
he had gone and what had become
of him. But both Mr. and Mrs.
Russell noticed with pleasure that
Maud’s pride was wounded and her
self-respect hurt so seriously that her
mourning for Templeton bade fair in
time to be relegated to the back
ground.

name had not been mentioned but

twice, and on each occasion Maud

simply asked her father if he had

. seen any record of Templeton’s arrival
at any of the hotels.

Between semi-weekly trips to the
scene of the disaster, and daily con-
ferences with Detective Miller, Mr.
Rassell’s time had been pretty well
occupied, although he had not been
unmindful of the social attentions

extended ‘him and his family by
people to whom he bore letters of
introduction.

Mrs. Russell was very qmet in her
tastes. and domestic in her habits.

So
for Maud, it is doubtful if she would
over leave her hotel d.urmg her hus-
band’s absence.

She knew, however, the necessity

of keeping her daughter’s mind busy,

- and never refused to go with her
either to entertainment or for exer-
cise.

Maud had made a good impression

on the friends who had been civil to

the Russells in Chicago, but no im-

pression other than that of passing

- pleasure had touched her.in head or
“heart.’

Not that she mourned Templeton

as a woman of deeper nature might,

" but she was worried mentally, and

uncomfortable generally about her

- recreant lover.

ch so, in fact, that, were it not

If she could have .
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known that he was false, pnde would
have rescued her from grief, but she
knew nothing. From the pinnacle

‘of affectionate devotion her ardent

admirer had plunged into hiding. *
Of course, then, she was annoyed

and embarrassed as any other woman ’

would be under similar circum-
stances.

Mrs. Russell watched Maud’s health
anxiously, and was delighted to ob-
serve her cheerfulness and content-

- ment!..
After their arrival at Chicago his

Nothmg now seemed to interfere
with sleep or appetite. Her color
was good and her spirits generally
fine. She was amiability itself, and
the ‘brightness of her little circle.

‘While the two ladies were busied
in their social rounds, their shopping
and driving, Mr. Russell, with char-
acteristic consclenhousness, devoted
himself to business. - )

‘He had two branches to attend to
;—J ohn Hardy and the search for his

0

As already told, Hardy had so far

recovered that he was taken by stages
to Chicago, where Mr. Russell daily
and Mrs. Russell often called to see
him.
_ The other branch was attended to
with even greater assiduity and regu- -
larity. Mr. Russell had taken a
liking to One-eyed Miller, in spite of
the first impressions, and after a series
of adventures in Chicago, had' gone
with him to Milwaukee.

There Mr. Russell was bewildered. - <

His old friends and neighbors had
died or gone off.

The town had become ‘a glorious
city.

. Nothing was as he left it.

Even the place where once stood his
modest shop and factory, had been
merged into a public park or square,
so that if was with difficulty he fonnd
it.

Together they remained }n Mil-
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waukee several days, durmg whlch -

Miller pretended to gain information
about Delaney and ths little boy he

- had with him, and one morning, with~ smooth,

flushed face and flashing eye, he en-

" tered Mr. Rassell's room, ecrying:
“ Good news, Mr. Russell, good news,
sir; I'm on the track at last—thank
God I’ve struck a trail.”

“Js it here?” said Mr. Russell,
almost wild with excitement.

“ No, but it was,” answered Miller,
“and it led to New York. Sit down
and I'll tell you all about it—unless
you want to get back to the women
folks to—mght If you do, let's be
oﬂ‘ »

. “Why, of course I do,” rejoined
Mr. Russell, and together they started
for the depot, stopping on the way to
telegraph Mrs. Russell of their com-
ing.

“Mlller,

said Mr. Russell, sud-

denly stopping in the street, ‘ wait

till we get to the hotel. Don’t tell
‘me a word till we are all together.”

« All right,” returned the detective.
: At the time- Mrs. Russell told

Maud she expected her husband’s
return,_there were several hours
before the arrival of the Milwaukee

train, -and enteriug the carriage,.

mother and daughter were driven to
the hospital.
. Mrs. Russell was so well known to

the attendants that no passes were:

required, and they went at once to
Hardy’s room. '

Receiving permission to enter from
the nurse, Mrs. Russell, followed
closely by Maud, softly opened the
door and stood ab the side of the
wounded man.

- He was sleeping.

Maud approached with her flowers
and basket of fruit, and looked at the
pale face of the brave fellow who had
perilled . his life for her safety, and
* was deeply impressed by the change.

Hardy had grown thin and hlsllps :
were pinched. His-curly black hair
was pushed carelessly back from a
clear forehead, and his
partially parted lips disclosed two
rows of teeth which a belle might
well have envied.

Maud was deeply touched.

‘She had seen Hardy in the flush of
strength, and had known him as a
driving, energetlc person, to whom
physical oppositions were as play-
things; and now to find him weak and
helplesé, asleep in broad daylight, on
a hospital cot, was indeed a shock.

Hardy opened: his eyes.

Before him stood, with undisguiserd
pity and sympathy on her face, the
woman of his inner adoration, to
whom he would no more think of
speaking tenderly than of flying, but
for whom he gladly risked life, and
bealth, and hope. -

Love cannot be analyzed. o

It defies rules, and ignores bounds.

. Whatever is most absurd, that Love
does.

That which is neverprophesied, is
Love’s certaii, domg

Grant but ‘the “ circumstances,”
and many “cases” would soon be
altered.

Time and opportumty denied, are
the obstacles to many a love match
and. the spoilers- o‘f ‘many a happy
posstbxhty

It may be that, these young people
did not then and there canvass the

.. —exact status of their feehng for each

other. N

Most probably they did noh

But however that may be, when
Maud handed Hardy the bouquet she

had tastefully arranged with her own ™.

fair hands, and smilingly said : “ Dear
Mr. Hardy, I am so sorry for you, and
I do hope youwill be well very soon,”
it seemed to the poor fellow as if he
had inhaled several gallons of oxygen,
and he had suddenly been transported
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fror the cot of his ward to a bed of ~Please ask Mr. Russell to see
rosz—' A

from the hospital to heaven.

% Now that I've found the way, 1
mean to come and see you every day,”
said Maud ; “and T’ll read you to
sleep if you'll let me.”

If he'd let her! - '

The ladies remained nearly an hoar
at the bedside of John Hardy, giving
him such gossipy information as
might tend to divert his mind from
himself, and then Mrs. Russell rose,
saying: “Mr. Russell is expected
back at half-past six,and we must go
now, go as to. meet him.”

Hardy turned a little in his bed. -

“Yon knew, did you not,” con-
tinued Mrs. Russell, ¢ that Mr. Miller
is quite confident that old Delaney’s
companion, ‘little Bob,’ was Mr.

" "“*Russell’s son } .
“Yes,” replied Hardy, “so Mr..

Russell tells me, but until I see and
‘hear Miller myself, I don’t take much
stock in that idea. I wish I was
~ able to be out, or at all events to be
up. Then I could judge for myself.

early as he ecanto-morrow. I believe
I’ll make an attempt .to get up then,
and if I can, it won’t be long till I
can get my hand on the wheel.”

Hardy thanked Maud again and
again for the flowers and fruit,
choice in themselves but radiant as
evidences of her kind thoughtfulness
of him, and gratefully pressing her
hand, he sank back to rest, as mother
and daughter bade him “ good-bye.”

« Handsome, isn’t he ¥’ said Maud,
as they stepped into their carriage. -

.%“Yes, - I always liked Hardy’s
looks,” said her mother. * He isnot.
only handsome but good, which is
better.” )

As they drove to the hotel, Maud
thought of all she could do for the
young man who had saved her life,
and who, when she began to thank
him, had begged her not to say one
word about it, if she wished to please
him ; and in her programme, Lieut.
Templeton had neither place nor
thought. ’
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CHAPTER XXVI.

ON THE TRACK AT LAST.

@pm a quick, decided step,
Horace Russell enteréd his
v parlor at the hotel, followed
by Miller.

“Well, daughter. Here I am,”
said he, and hardly had he spoken
"when two pairs of arms welcomed
him, and two lovmg mouths saluted.
him.

 Here’s Miller,” said he, when the
greetings were done ; “ and I tell him
he must dine with us. We'll have
the table spread here,.so that we can

be by ourselves. He has a story to’

tell, and I wouldn’t allow him to

speak of it till we were all together, -

so that we could all enjoy it. Isn’t
that so, Miller? Come, mother, Mr.
Miller wants to refresh himself a bit
after his ride ; and as for me—well,
look at me, I'm nothing but dust and
dirt. How’s Hardy !

The ladies bustled about as.re-
quested, and in due time the travel-
lers were made presentable ; dinner
" was served, the waiter dismissed, and

Miller proceeded to lie.

If ever a man had a hard task be-

. fore him, Miller had on this occasion,
for it was absolutely necessary for

. him to concoct a report which would
drive all interest away from Robert

Délaney, who, he believed, was the

son of Mr. Russell; and to lead, in

some way, the mind of his employer
to the conviction that the little boy
brought to the West by Delaney, the
builder, was the som, -in order that
eventually he might produce Temple-
ton as the man grown from *little

Bob.”

And yet’.; was an éasy task. |

There was an anxious, eager father,
.looking and hoping for the desire of
his heart. v

And by his side were two trusting *

women, interested for the sake of him «

whom they both loved better than all -
the world besides.

It could not be very dlﬁcult to
deceive that trio.

- At all events Miller was qulte ready
to try.

He would have given five dollars
for a pipe, but as Mr. Russell did not
even use a cigar, his chance “for a
smoke was hopeless. -. "

In a” moment ‘he ra]hed,, and
plunged at once into his sto )

#¢1 think,” saidhe, ¢ we're on the
right track. Indeed, I'd almost swear
it. ‘'When you first came here I didn’t
see any very great show in the job,
but I've about concluded that I was
wrong. I wasn’t given any very re-
markable clue, as you know very well.
All T had to go on was a boy with
nine toes, brought out here twenty
years ago by a drunken fellow called
Delaney. There ain’t any Delaney, as
I can find, except a Baptist preacher -
out here, and I know all about him,
and have ever since he was born ; and
besides he's got ten toes, so that
doesn’t-count. One day, when I'was . -
just about discouraged, I ran across
an old fellow—he’s a janitor at thejail
—who remembered a builder named
Delaney, and said he had an idea he
went to Milwaukee at least fifteen or
twenty yearsago. Well, I wrote-over
to a friend on the force, and found
that there was no such person there
now, but that the records of twenty
years 'ago showed the name quite
often. Then I proposed to Mr." Rus-
sell that he and I should go there.
‘We went, and while you were being
shaved, sir, I called on Billy Oake,
my old chum, and together we hunted
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out the'facts. It seems that the very
Delaney you heard of in the Tombs
~ was sent out here by the New York
authorities; and, although when he
worked he was able to take care of
himself, he wasn’t much better than
a common ‘drunk.” Qur folks warned
him away ; he went to Milwaukee.
‘While he was there he led the same
kind of life, but he was always very
kind to a little boy he had with him.
That boy might have been his child
and it might not- Nobody scemed to
know. At all events, be got so outrag-
eous therethat the supervisors shipped
him back to New York, and the gen-
eral belief is he died there. Nothing
definite is known about the boy,
except that he had lost a toe from
one of his feet, and took splendid
care of his daddy when he was
drunk.”

“ Poor boy,” interrupted Maud.

Mr. Russell sat with his eyes wide
open, but his lips were shut tight.

A thousand boys might have been
in the charge of drunken men, but
it was not likely that this was any
. but hislost or stolen son ; the missing
- toe was confirmation strona indeed.

Miller went on.

Every word he uttered was false.

But every point made was strong
. for Templeton.

““ Well,” said he, “nothing definite -

could be got at about either boy or

man, except that Delaney s believed -

to be dead, and the boy was heard -of
a year or so after they went to New
. York, selling newspapers. The way
that came about was Tather—queér.
That is, I suppose, it would seem so
to any man in ordinary life ; nothing
" looks queer to me. The keeper of
our city prison was in New York
with one of the Milwaukee officers,
and this little chap was seen near the
head of Wall Street, with a torn cap
on the back of his head, yelling out
his papers like a goed one..

ol

!
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‘I have:
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an idea that I can get more about
that before the week is over. But,
further, I learn that ‘the boy was
tracked to a coaster which went to
Boston. ¢ He shipped ‘as ¢ Bill’ and
was very sick when the vessel reached
port. That's all. I've got as yet,
but "~ ‘

“Well, I should think that was
considerable,” said Mr. Russell, *for,
of course, there is a regular system
about such matters. If he was sick,
he was taken to the hospital, and the
records will tell what was done with
him afterwards.”

“Yes,” said Miller, ‘and that can
be ascertained just as well by letter
as in person. I propose having our
chief write to the hospital an official
letter. That will fetch the answer
quicker than a privaté letter.”

“When can you sece the chief?”
asked Mr. Russell.

“Well, I could see him to-night,”
replied Miller; “ but I thought per-
haps it would help a little if you
were to go with me.”

“ All right,” said Mr. Russell;
“we'll go together in the morning,
I congratulate you, Miler. I con-
gratulate myself. I declare I begin
to feel as if we were certain of success.

. Be here by ten in the morning, Miller.
Don’t fail, will you¥” .

Miller gave the promise and retired,
chuckling as he went—for he saw his
way to Templeton’s triumph as clearly
as he saw the moon in the sky.

All he needed now was a letter
from' the Boston officials narrating
the facts in relation ‘to Templeton,
who, it will -be remembered, was

-known at the workhbuse as ¢ Bill,”

Znud only assumed the name of Wil-
liam Templeton when adopted by his
sachusetts friend.
&I‘u’»seemed perfectly plain sailing to
\Mlller, who had not yet been brought
in contact with John Hardy, and had
strangely enough forgotten that Fem-
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pleton had once broached his nefari-
ous scheme to the New York detec-
tive, and had been bluffed. How-
ever, as matters were, he was satis-
fied ; and, as he thought they would
be, he was content, . '

He speedily gained his house, and
after a brief chat with his daughters,
\(ﬁnt with Templeton to his room,
where they sat together until long
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after midnight, arranging and plan-
ning for future success. = .

* The Russells sat up late also, but
all their plans were born of love, and

“all their projects pointed in the di-
rection of hope and happiness for
the object of their search, in whom

“the heart and soul of the entire family

.

now seémed wrapped.

CHAPTER XXVII.

THREE LITTLE BOYS—BILL, BOB' AND HARRY.

MONG the letters on Mr. Rus-
sel’s table the following day

was one which attracted
Maud’s attention the moment she en-
tered the room. She took it-up. It
was addressed to Horace Russell, Esq.,
bat it bore no resemblance to an
. ordinary business letter.
She wondered what it might be.
Mr. Russell soon joined her, and
she begged him to open it first of all.
" He did so, and found it to be an
invitation for himself and ladies from
a leading lawyer of the city, to meet
a few friends at his house on the fol-
lowing evening. :
Horace shook his head, but Maud
coaxed so strenuously in favor of an
acceptance that he agreed to leave it
- entirely to his wife. Ifshe said “yes,”
he would go; otherwise, he would

© not. . . .
When Mrs. Russell came in her’

- husband placed the invitation in her
hand without a word. She read it
and glanced quickly at Maud.

That settled it. ‘

‘She saw that Maud wanted to go,
and at once she said : ¢ Well, father,
[ suppose Maud would be glad of a
little change. I think we will go if
you can spare, the evening.” :
- Horace laughed good-naturedly.
The decision was in no sense 2 sur-
prise to him, ‘ .

Had Maud expressed a wish for a
four-yolked egg, her parents would
have secured every hen in the west-
ern country rather than appear averse
to gratifying her desire. ‘

The evening came, and the Rus-
sells drove to- the residence of their
host. o ' i
The house was one of the finest in
the city, the abode of culture and
wealth, the favorite rendezvous of a
circle of refinement and worth, where
the best people. of the city met and
discussed and often decided plans
affecting the moral and physical pro-
jects of the state. - .

On this.occasion rather a notable
gatBering was assembled, and much
interest was felt in the expected ap-
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pearance of the millionaire English-
~~ man with the singular mission.
" Whatever may have been the
opinion of the people present con-
cerning Mr. Russell, when he entered
the room with wife and daughter on
either arm, there was no division of
sentiment about Maud.

She was perfectly dressed, and
looked like a picture.

She was under rather than above
the average height, wery prettily
. formed, in perfect health, and flushed

with happiness and anticipation.

- Her beautiful hair was neither
“banged” nor frizzled,” nor tor-
tured in any way. - She wore it
parted in the middle of her head,
brushed s1mp1y back to her comb ‘of
shell, about ‘which it ‘was coiled in
thick and massive plaits.

Her dress was white silk, rich but
plain,and her only ornaments a pair
of exquisite solitaire pearl ear-rings
and cross of pearls.

Maud knew her beauty, but it did

_n‘dt make her vain.

It pleased her father and delighted
her mother—for what else had she
to care?

Mrs. Russell was the reclplent of
much attention, which she received
modestly and bore in a very ladylike
-way ; while her husband, manly out-
side and in, was very soon engaged
in .earnest conversation with several
¢ solid men,” who, like himself, were
interested in the great problem of
the day, and perplexed as all men
are who try- to solve the conundrum
of Labor and Capital. -

« I daresay you think,” said the
host of the evening, ‘that our sys-
tem of quadrennial elections, involv-

~ ing frequent change of administration,
has something to do with what you
call our ¢ unsettlement,” Mr. Russell.”

“Yes, I do most certainly,” an-
swered the Englishman ; ¢ it stands
to reason that officials who are kept

N
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in place only by favor of party, can-
not give their entire time, thought
and energy to their duty And
without that devotion to duty, o
official can be competent. With us
a good clerk in the postal or customs
service is cerfain of his position for
life. Here he hardly gets warm in
his seat before he has to make room
for another.” : )

“I grant you there-is somethmg
in that,” rejoined the gentleman,
“ but I was referring more especially
to the President.”

“Well,” said Mr. Russell, “you
would hardly expect an Enghsbman
to agree with the accepted American
theory that “constant change is as-
beneficial as permanence and solidity.
I know you argue that the President
always exists, and only the individ-
ual changes.” But I do not think
facts warrant the assertion—when
your ‘man’ changes, your whole gov-
ernment changes, from cabinet offi-
cers to customs searchers. We, on
the outside, as friendly critics, see
better than you do, if you will permit
me, a gradual tendency to centraliza-
tion, which we believe will in the
end be of inestimable benefit to this
nation. And, unless I greatly mis-
judge your people, these .constantly
recurring excitements are more and
more distasteful year after year.”

“You refer to the election excite-
ments ?” .

“Yes.. You elected President
Lincoln twice, and it -was often re-
marked at home that his re-election
was but the entering wedge His-
third election was quite probable ;
his death removed the test. . Bnt you
re-elected President Grant, an:

“QOh, Mr. Raussell,” broke in a
Jolly-faced party who had held a
prominent judicial seat since his early
manhood, and was as full of fun as
he was of experience, “that’ won't
do. No thiid-term talk here to-night;
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.. you'll drive our Chicago friends wild
if you start on that.”

“QOh, no, he*won’t,” chimed in the
host ; “ Mr. Russell is evidently a
Grant man.

your sentence, Mr. Russell. You

were saying that we had re-elected

Grant.”

“Yes,” saxd Mr. Russell, “] was
simply showing that although Presi-
dent Lincoln’s death precluded the
solution of the problem in his case,
you had at the very first opportunity
re-elected a president, and now as the
next general election draws negr, I
" find a decided feeling in favor of con-
tinuing the incumbent a third time,
and why rot a fourth and a ifth?”

" “Which of course you think would
be a good idea!”

“Certainly it would. Not that this
or that man is necessarily the best to
be found for the position, but being

there .he retains subordinates who are-

familiar with their duty, and who are
sure to be removed if a new chief is
elected.”

“Well, as the judge eays, .this
tthd—term discussion is apt to be a
long one,” said the gentleman of the
house ; « bu it is certainly full of in-
terest, especially if not discussed for
or against any specxal person.”

¢ Certainly,” said Mr. Russell; «“I
was arguing for the principle;. not at
all in the interest of any individual.

We think, from what we see and read,,

that President Grant, however, has a
-tremendous leverage. His sixty thou-
-~ sand office-holders are a great power.
. He ought to be able to control the
convention, and doubtless his name is
still potent with thousands of voters
in the country, where all memories of
the ¢ bloody chasm ’ are not yet forgot-
ten, and wherethe “red flag’ argument
is still very powerful. And then the
capitalists. must dread change. It
Teally seems to me, you know, that if
the present president were to use his

Let’s hear the rest of -
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power he could do pretty much as he
pleased.” .
"~ Mrs. Russell had been leaning upon
the arm of her host during this con-
versation,and several ladies had joined
the group, evidently interested in the
tarn the discussion had teken. As
Mr. Raussell closed his last senbence a
young gentleman entered the Toom,
andapproaching the lady of the honse,
saluted her and her husband.” “After
a moment’s conversation he was turn-
ing away, when the lady said :

¢ Mr. Delaney, let me present you
to Mrs. Russell of England, and Mr.
Russell also.”

Horace started, looked quickly at
tbe handsome face and sturdy figure,
and then grasped the young clergy-
man’s hand with a marked and notice-
able interest.

Opportunity wasnot aﬁ'orded at the
moment, but, in the course of the
eveuing, Mr. Russell asked his host
“ what he knew about Mr. Delaney ¥’

- He replied that he was a very popu-
lar and much respected preacher of
their city, a native and life-long resi-
dent of Chicago, and a man not only
of great force, but of great goodness
of character as well.

Mr. Russell brushed away from his
imagination the dim outlines of a pic-

ture there formmg, but he could not

efface the impression the young man
bad made upon his mind.

As ‘he looked about the spacious
apartment he saw Maud and the young
clergyman in conversation.

Excusing himself, he approached - '

them as Maud said : * I should be very
happy to go, I assure you, and if you
can call at the hotel, both papa and
mamma will be pleased to see you.”
“Yes indeed we will, Mr. Dela-
ney,” said Mr. Russell ; “we shall
doubtless be here three or four
weeks longer, and if you can spare the
time, we'll be heartily glad to see you. -
‘Whete is it you want Maud to go ¥’
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“T had been telling her of my new
church, sir,” replied Mr. Delaney;
“and of what we consider & delight-
ful feature—an admirable choir, with
a superb organ, and your daughter
" was kind enough to say she should
be pleased to go to the church.”

“Of course she would,” said Mr.
" Raussell; “of course she would—and
80 would Mrs. Russell and myself.

We'll go nextSunday. Why ean’t you
"dine with us on Sunday? Oh, I beg
pardon ; perhaps Mrs. Delaney

Mr. Delaney laughed. “ You need
have no fear of that good woman,
Mr. Russell. As yet she exists only
in imagination, and is as manageable
as she is ethereal. I was trying to
recall whether I had an engagement
to dine at Mr. Miller's on Sunday.
I think I have.”

Mr. Delaney was a clergyman, to
be sure, but clergymen are men, and

- men are apt to remember their en-
- gagements with the darlings of their
hearts. ,

It was theyoung preacher’s custom,
now, to dine every Sunday at Mr.
Miller's.

On that day Onpe-eyed Charley was
rarely at home, as the dinner hour
was at one instead of six o'clock, as
usual. Not that he would have ob-
jected to Mr. Delaney’s visits. On
the contrary, he liked the man, and,
possibly, if he had kept hiseye about
him, he would have seen, what every-
body else saw, that the clergyman
was desperately in love with the
pretty Martha.

‘. And if he kad seen that, would
he have done his best to keep Delaney

and Russell apart, or would he have™

kicked Templeton’s dirty money into’

the street, and bid the schamer and.

his nine toes depart?

It was finally arranged that W[r )
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Ru ~would take hiz wife and
daughter to Mr. Delaney's church
the following Sunday, and they all
looked forward to the time with
pleasure. ™

The evening passed agreeably.

Maud was a favorite at once. ,She
danced gracefully and was very fond
of it. Her_hand was in constant
requisition, and she enjoyed an ex-
ceedingly happy time.

Mrs. Russell was well cared for,
and Horace was the lion of the occa-
sion. Every one knew . that he was
a man of mark among his fellows at
home, that he represented very large
commercial interests, and that he was
at present engaged in a search .as
romantic as it was creditable. He
was not a brilliant man, but he had
hard common sense, and like all
gensible men, he made himself felt
wherever he went.

It was quite late when Mr. Russell’s
carriage was announced ; then bidding
his friends “ good mght " the good
man, with his wife and daughter,

_ returned to their hotel. -

There they found Miller.

Without 2 moment’s delay, Miller -
took Mr. Russell by the arm,;and
leading toward the window, #aid :
«Mr. Russell, keep calm, sir; I be-
lieve we have a clue to your son. The
chief has received a letter from Bos-
ton, which says they have - ascer-
tained that a boy called * Bill’ was
either adopted by a gentleman or
bound out to a harness-maker, at the
time referred to, and they will spare
no pains to ascertain the facts, and
when we get them, the game is done.”

It would be idle te attempt to
" paint the delight and joy of Horace

_Russell and his wife and daughter.

« Truly ' said he, “my cup run-
neth over.”
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

" THE SNAKE FASCINATES MARY MILLER.

e
I}'N conversation with Templeton,

Miller had so thoroughly con-

vinced him that their deception
would succeed in the end, that all
thought of marrying Maud had been
driven from his mind.

. So far as Templeton knew, Maud
was Mr. Russell's own daughter. Mar-
riage with her was, to himn, obviously
impossible in-the event of Mr. Rus-
sell's accepting him as his long-lost
son. And beside, Templeton had
found~in Mary Miller a ‘much more
congenial companion.

It was now nearly three months
since he was first introduced to the
Miller home.

A large part of that time he had
been forced into the society of Miller’s
daughters, and as Martha was de-
voted to the humanitarian duties as-
signed her by her pastor, Templeton
had no- choice in the matter—he
remained with Mary.

Mary Miller was a good girl.

She_loved her sister and ldolxzed
her father.

Outside of the\church cn‘cle/ she
had but few acquaintances and no

near friends.
The society of ‘gentlemen/was un-
known to her. 'What wonder, then,

that she became interested in this
young friend of her father, who added
to graces-of person the charms of
culture and the polish gained by
travel ?

They read and talked together. She
sang to him, and he told her of all
. he had seen at home and abroad.

. . Insensibly she passed from interest
to regard, and thence to love.

In her eyes Templeton was a hero.

No romancé ever painted seremer
beauty than his. No fairy ever wove

more exquisite garments than those
in which Mary Miller’s fa.ncy invested
her lover.

And he—well he dxd not love her,
for love was a feeling whose depths
he never sounded, but ‘he liked her,
and was pleased at her attentions.

Iutentionally he never led her a
step, but, for all that, the steps were
taken, and, before he really suspected
it, Templeton found himself the girl’s
1dol her all in all, the one thmg
needfal for her heart’s comfort and the

delight of her soul. Man-like he did

nothing to stop it.

He simply shrugged his shoulders
and let lier love him.

Whgﬁ he one day was left by her
for a few moments, Miller being about
bis duties out of town and Martha
on her circuit, Templeton looked the
matter squarely in the face., “If I
permlt this girl's love for me to be

/ known to her father, will it help or

" mar my plans Will Miller consent

to Her warriage with a man he does

not trust ? And if not, what becomes -

of her? . If, again, I marry her un-
known to her father, am I not in
position to turn his flank when oc-
casion requires, and, through his love
for his daughter, hold him to any
-bargain and any secret, whether he
like it or not ¢’

Thus pondering, Templeton slowly
walked the floor, supporting himself
a’little with his cane; for although
his foot had entirely healed, there
was still a sensitiveness aboutit when
pressed, that induced him to favor it
in walking.

The right or wrong of his conduct
in no way troubled or influenced Tem-
pleton.

All he cared for was success.
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That, he believed, would certainly
be assured through Mlller, in. whom
~ he hal implicit contidence ; but into
Miller’s hands he did not care to trust
everything—and because of that un-
willingness, he deliberately concluded
to retain the affections of the detec-
tive's daughter, and be guided by his

necessities, when the quesnon of ma--

- trifpony arose.

Presently Mary returned, and said :
¢ Oh, Mr. Russell, here is some new
. music we have just received ; wouldn’t
you like'to come down stairs and hear

me try &% It'san arrangement of -

‘Aida, and they say .it is perfectly
charmmg

Templeton acquiesced, and tocrether
-they went to the parlor, butelt was
some time before the piano wasopen-
ed, for, drawing Mary to a seat, the
curious fellow said : * Mary, we "have
been thrown very strangely together.
Why, of course, you do not know,
nor is it necessary that you should.
Suffice it that being here, a happy
fate has made me almost your con-
stant companion. Before my acei-
dent, you:were kindness itself, but
- Jurmv the two weeks of my, contine-
" ment.to my room, had you been my
. own sister, or,  my- lover, I could not
" have asked or looked for more at-
‘tentive courtesy and help.”

“ Oh," Mr. Russell, surely I d1d
-nothmrr more than was natural,” said
Mary.

pleton ; “and the fact that it was so
na.tural is all the more creditable to
you, and perhaps more complimentary
to me. -1I find our tastes are similar.
You are fond of reading, and on your
shelves are the books I prize the most.
You are devoted to music, and how
our likes and dislikes in that direc

~
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tion harmonize, you know very well.
On the whole, I think we are toler-
ably good friends, Mary, and why not
more than good friends? 'Why not
the best of friends?”

Templeton had gone further than-
he intended.

Had bhe been talking to a woman
of the world, he mwht have con-
tinued in that strain indefinitely,
satisfying himself and amusing her.

Had he been practising his arts
upon a flirt, he might have met his

“match in retort and repartee.

But Mary was neither one nor the

. other.

‘She was a genuine woman, ~

To her a spade was a spade.

She had no lovers. Her father
and Mr. Delaney were the only men
she Liad ever known intimately. Her
only outsidelifelrad been inthe school-
room. She was but eighteen yearsold.
She'never lied. She knew nothing-
of the world, its tricks, or its manners.
She believed what she heard, and in-
variably said precisely whatshemeant.

She loved Templeton.

To be sure, he had never uttered a
syllable which -could be construed
into a declaration or an invitation.

But sheloved him.

And now that he had, with tender
accent, respectfully, courteously and
with. a,pparent sincerity, asked if she
knew any reason why . they should

. not be the * est of friends,” it seemed
« 'lhat I grant, " continued Tem-

as'if her dream of bappiness had been
realized. L

Turning quickly to him, Mary
looked at her lover full in the eye,
with unmistakable meaning, and then
as he -pressed her closely 'oo his heart, :
she whispered her conse

If there 4s a devil, how happy such
scenes must make hi'm'
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‘ON THE ROCKS.

CHAPTER XXIX.

ON JTHE

g QOR Hardy' E
How he chafed, and rolled

aand tumbled, in hls bed !
. The days were years, the weeks
~ were ages. It seemed to him as if
" his life was a blank, and he a cipher.

That is, it seemed so until Maud
Russell’s daily visits made his life a
holiday, and hxs experience an intoxi-
cation.

_ Probably many may regard Maud’s
every-day call with disfavor.

That is their privilege.

The fact is, she did go every day
in every week, carrying flowers-and
fruits, and books and cheeriness’ of
ancvehc type, makmg the sick cham-

ber radiant with joy, and the sick
man a convalescent speedily. - .

Of all the men _here told of, John
Hardy was most. ilked by Horacev
Russell.

He was a fine specimen n of manhood
—tall, straight and strong.

HIB features were regular, but not
feminine. His eye and lip showed
courage, and his manner, though not
offensive, was aggressxve rather than
quiet.

Mr. Russell had “taken to” him at
the very first, and every interview
increased his respect and esteem for
him. He found him earnest, intel-
ligent and truthful, and when, in a
moment, the young man was reduced
to a scarcely breathing mass of flesh
and bones, the strong Englishman
felt as if part of himself ha.d been
broken away.

With Maud, Hardy had been
thrown but very little untd the trip
westward.

She had seen him every day at the

he]%n New York, and he had:-been
one of the party ‘of four on ‘their
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excursions in and about the city ;
still, until the memorable ride, which

ended in disaster, Maud had really - -

felt but little interest in the young .
man, on whose skill and. service so
much of her father’s future happiness
depended. -

- Love of romance has a strong hold
on a young girl’s mind.

Of late Hardy had seemed to Maud
like a character in fiction, rather than
a being of ordinary type.

His personal history had interested
her, as it had her parents. His
chivalrous endeavor to preserve her
life and shield her person inspired
ber with gratitude. His suffering
and long confinement excited her -
sympathy. And now that he was
slowly gaining, being permitted to sit
in his cirir several hours every day,

‘his pale face - and lustrous eyes, and

evident delight -at her attention,
elicited an interest which strengthen-
ed ‘at every interview.

Mrs. Russell and Maud always
called together, but on several oac-
casions Maud remained, while her
mother drove elsewhere, and read to
Hardy the news of the day, or from
such current literature as she thought
would divert his mind. ‘

Insensibly they became well ac-
quainted and thoroughly at home in
each other’s presence. .

Hardy was one of Nature’s gentle-
men—a much better article than that
of the wcrld, although not so good a
dancer.

He would have died rather than
say or do aught that could offend
Maud Russell, and yet he lovéd her
with all his heart and worshipped her
very shadow.

While she was with him, he wag/\




. 82

in heaven ; and when she was gone,

‘he counted the hours till she should

return.

By day, he thought of her; by
nighs, he dreamed of her.

And why not ?

What insurmountable difference
was there between them?

Money !

Nothing but 'money !

Not that John Hardy sneered at
money. Nosensible person does that.
Money is
master. What a good man can do
with money can never be exagger-
ated. And the good men who insist
that money. is nothing to them, and
proclaim that they are happier with-
out it than they would be with 1t,

. are either liars.or fools.

The world never yet saw the sane
man who would not gladly take all
the money he could honestly get.

~ One might as well decline to use
his brains, or his hands,.or his feet,
or any other useful convenience, as
to ridicule the usefulness and desira-
bility of money——and the more the
- better. :

Still, as between John Haﬂiy and
Maud Russell money was the only
embarrassment

‘Maud had none, but her father had -

mllhons

“ Suppose;” thoutrht Hardy, in one
of his. ten thousand dreams ;" * sup-
pose I could win Maud’s heart, how
could I gainher hand? I know her
parents like me, but would they con-
" sent? These Enchsh people think
so much of social po»xtlon, and I am

only a detective, the son of a scaven- -

ger!” .

Poor Hardy ! oo

Over and over again “he thought
and thought the same old story, and
it always ended the same way. He
could not seem to bring it to any
other close. * Iam only a detective,
the son of a scavenger.”

good friend, though a bad
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One day Maud came alone.
Hardy was sitting up as usual, and
had been felicitating himself on the

- progress which. enabled him, for the

first time that morning, to walk un-

“aided from his bedside to the ad--

joining room, when Maud Russell

) entered.

Something had happened. .

The girl was bewxldexmgly beautl-;
ful.

Her eyes were half -filled with
tears, and fairly bright with excite-
ment.

Without stoppmg for explanation
or query as to Hardy’s condition,
Maud broke out : “ Oh, Mr. Hardy,
what do you think, what .do you
think we've found? There’s - no
doubt about it.  Mr. Miller says so,
and father says .80, and father's
almost wild with he doesn’t know
what ;” and bursting into tears, the
excited girl sat down, sobbing from
the bottom of her heart.

Hardy was alarmed. .

He had always seen Maud so quiet
-and composed, so perfect in deport-
ment, so self-poised and gentle in her
bearing, that this flood of passion
disconcerted him.

His experience should have taught
‘him that a calm and placid exterior
is rarely ; an exponent of a womanly
interior. -

All he did or said was:
what'’s the matter?” - .

“ A great deal's the matter,”
plied Maud who threw back her vell
wiped her eyes, arranged her bat by
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. the glass, and contmumg, said : “You

know papa and thet horrid Miller.
have been trying to find that ¢little
Bob,’ that ma and I never kave be-
lieved in, and they’ve been writing
o Boston—but you know all about
that, for papa told you. Well, they've
found who he is, but they don’t know
where he is.  And who do you think
he is? The last man on the face of
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the earth that anybody would have
dreamed of. Guess.”

“ Why, bless your heart, I never
could guess. I might guess one man
as well as another,” said Hardy.

7. “Well, it's Mr...Lieutenant Wil-
liam Templeton, cried Maud, spring-
ing to -her feet; “that’s who it is.
Now, what do you think of that?”

John Hardy looked like a ghost.
He was as pale as a sheet, and about
as stiff. Two thoughts presented
themselves at once :

Either Templeton was an infamous. -

and a successful scoundrel; or he
was sincere and in earnest when he
told Hardy that he was Russell’s
son, and wanted Hardy to help him
prove it.

If the former were the fact, how
could Hardy bluff him?%

If the latter, farewell to all hope
of .happiness with Maud.

“Well, what do you mean by
saying your father is almost w1ld ™
asked Hardy, at last. /

“ Why, father hates Templeton.
The _very sight of the man used to
make him cross and ugly. He for-

- bade us to speak to him. He actually
hated him, and now to find out that
he is his owr som,; that they have
been rude to each other ; that—oh, I

- don’t know ; it does seem to me as if
everything and everybody was mad
and ouf of sorts. Papa will be here
by and by, Mamma told me to drive
down, and to tell you to be just as
cool and calm as you can be; for
papa is dreadfufly excited. And he
trusts that old Miller almost as rmuch
as he does you; but we don’t. Mam-
ma and I never liked him, He rolls
that wicked old eye all over the wall,
and never looks at anybedy. I hate
him. But you'll becool, won't you ?”

Hardy laughed in spite of ‘himself.

It seemed to him that Maud’s en-
deavors to keep him cool were very
much like the effort made to keep

. by the hand, he said :

powder safe by stirring it with a red
hot poker.

He had no time to reply before the
door opened, and Mr. and Mrs. Rus-
.sell entered. -~

Horace Russell was gettmg on to-
wards his fifty-tifth year, but he felt

. ag if he were in his prime.

He enjoyed perfect health, and
this long rest from active and con-
stant business life was doing him an
immensity of good. -

He was handsome as a picture.

His head was bald, but his eye was
strong and clear. No beard obscured
the perfect lines of face and mouth
and chin. His body was erect and
stalwart, and every action told of the ’
manhood of the man,

Although greatly excited, his strong
common sense controlled an exhibi-
tion of his feeling. Taking Hardy .
“My dear
boy, you cannot know, you never can,
how perfectly delighted. I am at your
progress. I thank God day and
night for it. You look better, youn
are better, and the doctor tells me we
can have you with us at the hotel
next Sunday. Much as I want, yes,
much as I need you, you know I am
most glad for your own sake. Doesn’t
he look bright fo-day, mother % ”

Maud and Hardy were. deceived,
but Mrs. Russell was not.

She knew that her husband meant

every word he said.
. But she also knew that his heart
was crushed, and his soul in agony
at the news brouoht that mommg by
Miller's eastern mail.

Sweetly smiling, Mrs. Russell, who
was the embodiment of all good old-
fashioned ideas of motherliness, took
Hardy's*hand in hers, and turning to
her husband, said: ‘“Mr. Hardy is
doing so well dear, that he will for-
give you for bemg selfish to-day. Sit
down and tell him just how you feel,
and what you have heard "
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“I see Maud has told you the
news,” said Mr. Russell.
“ Only a little, papa,” said Maud.

*$You had. better commence at the

beginning and tell him all.”

Murs. Russell handed her husband
a chair, and ‘he proceeded with his
report.

“I told you that Miller had heard
from the Boston people the bare fact

of ‘Bob’ Delaney’s leaving the work-
house hospital, and being adopted by
some unknown party, didn’t 19"

¢ Yes, sir,” said Hardy, ¢ that was
the last I beagd.” -

“ Well, T told Miller to send $100
to his friend, and direct him to follow
that clue. He did so, and last night
Miller received this letter, whxch he
brought to me this morning. I'll
read it to you, if I can, for I declare,
it has almost taken my pluck and
strength away. I'll. tell you why
afterwards. Here, mother, you read
it. Oh, you haven’t brought your
glasses. Daughter, you read it, I—
upon my word, I dislike even to look
at it.”

Maud read the letter -as -follows,
. and Hardy listened as if to a chou'
of angels:

Boston, October 22rd, 187}
MR. CHARLES MILLER,

Police Headquarters, Chicago.
¢ S1r,—Your favor of the 18th was

duly ‘received, and requests noted.
I am pleased to. reply that without
" much trouble I can satisfy your bill of
inquiry. It seems that the boy
¢ Bob’; was entered on -the books as
¢Bill, and when taken to-the hos-
- pital that was all the name he had. I
was in some doubt as to his being
_ the boy, but I have found a sister of
the man who adopted him, 8 maiden
lady living in Chelsea, who "satisfied
me on that point. She went with

her brother to see the boy while
he was sick, and when her brother
brought him home, she heard him
ask the boy whether he preferred to
be called by his 0old name ot take a
new one. ' And she tells how pleased
her brother was when the little chap

- said : ‘I’ll take your name if you'll

let me.” So'I am. confident on that
point. Tho rest is simple. The boy
was thenceforth known as William
Templeton. He went ijto the navy,

,and now he is a lieujenant in t;he

service.

“If I can be of any further use,
command me, and it shall be done
Respectfully,

“ Jaues Howss,
¢ State Constabulary.”

“ What do you thmk of that?”
gaid Mr. Russell.

“Where is Templeton P asked
Hardy, without noticing the question.

“We don't know,” replied Mr.
Russell. “ He left New York very

suddenly, and has never been heaxd S

of since.”

“ Does Miller know him ?” :

T think not ; he said he must try
to hunt him up.”

“The doctor says E can go out on
Sunday, does he?”" said . Hardy.
“Well, that's day after to-morrow. 1
think when 1 join you at the hotel,
I must meet Miller,” You know he
has never seen me. I'll meet him in
your parlor as an English friend just
arrived, and perhaps I can judge him

better there thgn I eould if he were on -

his guard against a fellow officer,
Meanwhile let him talk'and plan, and
report. It may be he is perfectly hon-
est, and Templeton is your son; it
may not be, * I feel that there i issome
trickery, but”———

“Oh, my God,” said Mr. Russell.
«T thank you, Hardy Mach as I

love my boy, much as I long, yes

B0 e by b ‘th!:-
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hunger for him, I cannot believe that
man to be my son. Hardy, my boy,
I won’t insult you by talking of
money. I trust you, my dear fellow,
absolutely.  'We all do. Mother
will tell you how perfectly I trust
you. Now, don't let me weary you,
but for Heaven's sake put your wits
to work. . If there is any trickery
here let’s have it out. If not—well,
Heaven's will, not mine, be done.”

Hardy grasped the poor man by
the hand, but he could not speak.
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He saw the grief and the wreck,
but he dared not tell his suspicions.

It Templeton really were the son,
it would only make matters worse to
expose his meanness and craft.

If-he were not.the son, time and
circumstances would doubtless estab-
lish the fact. .

" But Miller was now in Hardy’s
mind.

And, sharp and sﬁu'ewd and hard
ascMiller undeniably was, it was a
bad place for Miller to be,

C’HAPTE‘R XXX.~

MILLER DOES SOME TALKING.

: ﬂ ACT is often quite as strange
as fiction, and, odd as it may
seem, although the Russells

had been several times to hear Mr.
Delarey preach, and on one occasion
the young clergyman had passed an
evening with the ladies—Mr. Russell
having an engagement elsewhere—
the fact that his name was * Robert ”
had never been made known.

. Indeed, if it had been, it is doubt-

ful if they would have thought any-

thing of it, for their confidence in
Miller had not been shaken, although
Maud disliked him from the first.
And yet the simple fact remained
that Mr. Russell was spending money
like water, hoping to find a “ Bob”
Delaney;--and- was now confronted
wu.h one who had changed his name

“ William Templeton,” while in .

hu! own patlor his wife and daugkhter
were enterzammg the “ Bob* of his
search.

- Of this Miller had satxsﬁed hxmselt ‘
beyond a doubt.

He knew perfectly well that old
Delaney, the builder, the ‘¢ father”
of Robert Delaney, had never re-
turned to New York; that he had
never left Chicago at all. He knew
when and how he died ; and he knew
the young man at whose church his
daughter attended, and who visited
at his house, was the identical “Bob”
for whom his employer searched.

As yet he did nof know that he
;vas also the son whom Mr Russell
ost, :

But he was in dread of such a A
revelation, and feared avery. day of
his life that some accident would
confirm his suspicions.

Neither did he know that Mr.
Russell had met Mr. Delacey, much .
Jess that the clergyman was an occa-
monal caller at his rooms.

Judge then his surpme when, on
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Saturday afternoon, prior to the anti-
cipated Sunday of Hardy’s emancipa-
tion, Miller came face to face with
Mr. Russéll and Mr. Delaney in the
corridor of the hotel.

Mr. Delaney’s greeting was cordial
and straightforward, but it was really
" @ test of Miller'’s admirable training.
He controlled himself perfectly, and
when Mr. Russell said: “ Ah, you
know Mr. Miller, do you, Mr. De-
laney ?” both men smiled, and with

some affirmatory remark, the three

passed up stairs to Mr. Russell’s
ToOINS.
“ Anything new, Miller 1’ asked
Mr. Russell. -
“ Yes, a little,” said the detective.
"« find that our bird took passage
for Nassau about the time you say he
left New York. His resignation
from the service was dated the day
before he sailed. : ‘I have sent a let-
ter, or rather the chief has, to the
consul there, with instructions upon

two points only. They are, first:
¢ Has Templeton lost a little toe?

and second, ‘ When is he coming
back to the United States? ”.

¢ Very important that,” broke in
Mr. Russell ; I declare Miller, you
give me new life. That man never
lost a toe; I know he never did.
His walk is perfect. Bless my soul !
do you know I never thought of that?
Of course he never lost a toe.”

“ But, my dear sir,” said Miller,
“what am I to understand? Do
you want to ﬁud your man or dont
you?”

Mr. Russelllookedat Mlllersharply

He remembered what Hardy had
said, and here, at the very first inter-
view, he was disclosing to Miller his
feelings and his fears.

“Why should T distrust this man?”
thought he. “He is recommended
to mo by his chief. He stands at the
head of his fellows. He has been
kind and industrious. I pay him well.
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What can he gain by bemg false.
What will he not gain, if successful ¥
T’ll tell him all.”

Thus resolving, Mr. Russell drew
Miller away from the group, and put-
ting his honest hand on the old ras-
cal’s shoulder, said : “ Miller, I know
this man Templeton. He was a’ fel-
low-passenger of ours. I disliked
him exceedingly. He was attentive
to my daughter, and although that is
generally an open door to.a father’s
heart, I disliked him all the more.
And besides, I am not Maud’s father.
She was Mrs. Russell's child by a
former husband.”

Miller’s red hair wanted to stand
up, but Miller’s detective nerve kept

. his red hair down. -

“ Not his daughter," thought he ;.
“ what then might become of Mary,
his own daughter, whose affections
he saw plainly were twined and in-
terlaced with Templeton’s-very life.
If Templeton could be proved Mr.
Russell’s son—he thought—of course
he could not marry Russell’s daughter:
and- if he married Miller's daughter,
there was another bond between the
father and the conspirator.” But this
revelation opened 3 way by which
Templeton might play Miller false.

Once let it be shown that Temple-
ton was Russell’s son, and that Maud
was not Russell's daughter, what

~could bar their marriage 1

Meanwhile Mr. Russell, all uncon-
‘scious of the hubbub he had caused
in Miller’s mind, proceeded

“She was Mrs. Russell’s child by
a former husband, but I love her as
my own. She was passionately fond
of Lieut. Templeton, butI would not
permit her to see him. After the fire,
the dear child seemed to droop, and
reluctantly we consented that Temple-
ton should call. A note was sent in-
viting him $o do so, but it was un-
answered. :He never sent a word of

“apology or regret, or explanation ;

[}
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and I had I}Qped we should never
hear his cursed'name again. Judge
then, Miller, how- utterly unprepared
I was for such an astounding revela-
. tion as yours. I jbg‘ .,
no truth in it. And yet—do not’

misunderstand me, I do not doubt

you—the trace seems clear, and I see

* that your mind is settled "

“ Hold on, Mr. Russell,” said Mil-
ler, with well assumed warmth ; « if
you were to say to me, ‘Miller, I
~don’t want this followed up,’ that
would end it.  But don’t make any
mistake. I'm by no manner of meahs
settled in my mind. No, sir. Wha
I want is, first of all to see that toe !

that there is .

MILLER DOES SOME TALKING.

" Miller bowed himself out without
much formality, and Mr. Russell
turned to.Mr. Delaney, who, with the
lddiesy was looking at the sunset from
4he window.

¢ That's.a queer character, Mr.
Delaney,” said Mr. Russell. .

“Oh, Miller? Yes, indeed. I<can
never make out whether he is in fun
or in earnest,” said Mr. Delaney;

‘“his_daughters attend my. church
and are among my warmest friends.
L-have visited at the house a great
deal, though I see but little of the
father. He is certainly a very strange
man to have such charming danghters, -
One of them, by the way, is betroth-

Or, rather not to see that toe. And ‘ed to a gentleman of your name, Mr.

after that I want to see the rest of
- him. I think we must both own up
that the clue so far is a\strong one.
But suppose he has never Io
that settles it, doesn’t it? Well, then.
But'if, on the other hand, his toe is
gone, we must admit again that the
clue is all the stronger. And then if,
on acquaintance and careful examin-,_
. ation, we find he'is the boy, why it
“seems to-me, as honest men, we must
8ay so.
¢ If you don’t like the fellow you
* needn’t have anything to do with
-him. He can’t prove himself. your
son unless you help him, can he?
Well, then. Now you just leave.
this to me. If you don’t want an-
other step taken, the job stops right

here. If you do, on it goes.” Very
‘sink their individuality in their busi-

much depends on the toe, and” after
all he may be a nicer fellow than you
thought.” o o
Mr. Russell was impressed by Mil-
ler’s manner, and- had it not been for
a recollection of John Hardy’s advice,-
would very likely have yielded then
and there,
As it was, he simply said, “ Come
-and see me to-morrow evening. I'll

I think it all over, and by that time

- we will come to some conclusion.”

ussell.” .
\ Do you know him " agsked Maud.
No. T have never met him, but -
he 15 well spoken of, naturally, by
the young ladies, and I judge, from
all T hear, he is quite accomplished.

He lives in New York, I believe ;
but really I don’t know anything ’

about it.”" L
BN ¢ segwf strange that Miller

should have'two daughters and never
allude to them,” said Maud.

“Oh, I dow't know,” said her
father ;  we have had nothing to do
with him outside of business; al- .
though, come to think of it, all the.
time we were in. Milwaukee he re-
ceived no letters, and never spoke of
home at all.”

“I suppose men in his position

ness,” suggested the clergyman.

“ Yes, and they are naturally chary
of their confidence,” said Mr. Rus-
sell ;“but I have met one officer of
whose friendship and regard I shall

-always be proud. - When we left

New York a young man named
Hardy, John Hardy, was assigned to
aid me in my search, and, as doubt-
less you remember, he was very seri-
ously injured in the accident from
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_ which we so0. prov1deut1ally escaped.
I think I never met a young man so
rudent, so clear-headed, so honest.
declare I feel toward him as if he
were my own son. He has won my
heart completely, and as for mother
here, she thinks there never was such
a man.”
“ Oh, father, that’s rather strong,”
said Mrs. Russell ; ¢ but we certainly
have cause to bo grateful to Mr.
Hardy, and, as Mr. Russell says, he

seems honesty and goodness itself:" -

“T'm sure I like him,” said Maud;

T always did like him. He was so -
respectful and kind to papa, and then

_he saved my life, you know, Mr. De-
laney ; and”

% And so you chant his praises,”
laughingly said Mr. Delaney ; “that
is right, perfectly right.
is Mr. Hardy?"

¢ He is still at the hospital,” said.

- Mr. Rusgell ; “bnt he will be here to-
morrow, and before we leave town, I
hope you will meet him. You will
take to each other, I know.” :

- Insome way the conversation turn-

And where
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ed. Mr. Russell and his wife, anx-
ious and ill at ease about Templeton,
while Maud and Mr. Delaney, after
talking about some new. music Maud
had bought, went to the piano, where,
for a long time, the petted girl enter-
tained the visitor, and cheered the

. sorrowing hearts of her troubled -
" parents.

How or why, we never know and
can never explain, but, at times, that
which on other occas_ions‘ would seem
offensive-and_intrusive, becomes most
natural and welcome.

And so it was that Mr. Delaney,
who felt, without knowing, that
somethmg had disturbed the comfort

" of his' hosts, cemented the regard

already existing as a bond between
his new friends and himself, by say-
ing: ¢ Before I go, let us ask the
direction and blessing of our Father,”
and, kneeling at his chair, he uttered
a tender, honest petition for protec-

tion, guidance and forgiveness, to
which, with one accord, tbey said :
-« Amen.”




BEWARE, POOR GIRL; BEWARE.

CHAPTER XXX

BEWARE, - POOR GIR1l.; BEWARE.

HEN Miller left Mr.Russell’s
hotel, he pulled his hat hard
and far down over his eye.
Every word he had told his em-
ployer was false.
It had not been received as he had
hoped. :
_Templeton had indeed informed
him of Mr. Russell’s dislike, but
Miller had detected a much deeper
. feeling than simple dislike. .
He saw that the very name of Tem-
pleton was distasteful to the entire

family, and that Maud, instead of

hailing the news with joy and hope,
shared her father's annoyance and re-
-pugnance.

And then, too, Delaney’s presence
troubled the detective.

“ How came he there} What is
he there for? Is it possible that other
trails are being followed 3’ These

_ and kindred queries thrust themselves
upon Miller's perplexed mind, and
insisted upon solution.

" Since undertaking this search;Mil-
ler had not touched a drop of liquor.
Now and then ‘he took a pint of ale

‘or a glass of beer, but nothing
stronger. He haddeliberately chosen
Templeton as against Russell, and

“having laid out his programme, pur-
sued it with absolute loyalty. He
had given time and money and
thought to the prosecution of his
plan. He had kept Templeton at his
own house, had compelled him to
sacrifice his toe, had gone off on long
trips, apparently on Mr. Russell’s
business, but in reality to further Mr.
Russell’s deception, and had gradually
worked up his case so that it was now
susceptible almost of exact 'demon-
stration that Templeton, little “Bob,”

and the lost Harry Russell were one
and the same-person. .

Miller had done all this, but with
a detective’s intuition he felt that
something was wrong.

Whether it was Delaney or Temple-
ton upon whom his plan would
wreck, he could not determine.

In his heart he believed Robert
Delaney was Mr. Russell’s son. .

He had devoted days to the invee-
tigation, and had clearly proven to .
himself that the clergyman was not
the son of the old builder, that he was
the boy who was sent with Delaney
from the Tombs, and that he was
lame.

But the toe % : .

Miller had done his best to ascer- .
tain if Mr. Delaney had lost a toe,
but without success. He had in-
geniously pumped his bootmaker and
tailor. He had talked with the men
who were in Delaney’s regiment. He
had followed him for hours in the
streets.

the first.

Dreading the possibilities of confi-.
dence between Mr. Russell and his /
new friend, Miller determined to-
bring the Templeton development to
an immediate issue, and wunt directly
home. :

He found Templeton sitting with
Mary in the dimly lighted parlor, and
greeted them both cheerily.

His daughter welcomed him with a
joving embrace, and hastened to order
dinner. .

Templeton and Miller were alone
together.

- The old man placed one hand on
the knee of the handsome youth be-

And he was as ignorant now asat
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side him, and said very quietly : “ No
nonsense, young man; no nonsense
there. 1If you don’t love that girl,
don’t pretend to.”

Templeton colored up and began
to speak, but Miller interrupted him
and simply said : *“ There now, that’ll
do, 1 know you pretty well, and you
All I say is, no nonsense ;

~ and that ends it. After dinner I

want to see you alone. You propose
a walk or a game of backgammon
up stairs, and what ever you say, I'll
agree to.” )

Templeton saw that Miller meant
all he said, and inwardly resolved to
back out of his pleasantry with Mary
before the father's ire had good cause
to rise.

»~ And poor Mary? Oh! he didn't

think of her at all. He cared for
Templeton, not for Mary. :
At the dinner table sat two scoun-

. drels and two innocents. The scoun-

—cr

drels were quiet and thoughtful. - So
were the innocents.. ‘
Miller was completing his plans.
Templeton was seeking a way out
of his social embarrassment.
Martha had received alung, loving
letter from Mr. Delaney, and was ex-
pecting a call from him in the morn-

;g.And Mary’s heart was filled with
love and admiration for the only man
she had ever really known, and for
whom she was willing to give up all
else that made home happy and life
endurable.

Each was so occupied that the
other's occupation was not noticed,
until Miller saw the absurdity of a
Quaker meeting then and there, and

- twinkling his eye at Martha, said:

“ Well, baby, how goes our parish?
Anybody dead, anybody born $”
Quick to appreciate her father’s in-

" tent, Martha laughed and said : “ Oh,

yes. We are to give Mr. Delaney a
bouse-warming on Monday night. He
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goes into the parsonage to-day, and
the church people have arranged a
surprise party there on Monday night.
I want you to go with us, Mr. Rus.
sell, won't you 1"

“ He would if he could, I have no
doubt,” said Miller, * but he won’t be
in town on Monday.” :

- As he spoke, Miller pressed Tem-
pleton’s foot under the table, and
taking the hint, he said : # I am really
very sorry. I would go with pleas-
ure. But, as your father says, I shall
probably be away. I don’t doubt you
will have a jolly time. But be care-
ful. Don’t monopolize the pastor.
You’'ll make all the others jealous if
you do.”

Templeton uttered his protest jok-
ingly, but he unwittingly hit a nail
squarely on the head. _

Mr. Delaney’s respect for Martha
Miller had grown into friendship,
thence to regard, and finally to un-
spoken love. '
- His attentions attracted observation
and remark, until it was necessary for
him to stop or go on. -

He preferred to go on, and to that
end wrote his fair parishioner a letter,
in which he, in a very manly and
characteristic way, laid his circum-

“stances and plans before her, told her

that he loved hér, and asked hertobe
his wife, promising to call early the
next day for an answer.

Martha. had, of course, told her
sister of Mr. Delaney’s proposal, but
had as yet found no opportunity of
speaking to her father. Her heart had
answered ‘“yes” almost before the
question had been -put in form, and
she knew her fathér so well that his
acquiescence in aught that could con-
tribute to her happimess was sure to

. be given.

Rising from her chair, Martha went
to her father and, placing her arm
about his neck, kissed him tenderly
on the forehead. "I want to see you
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alone, papa,” she {v}iiépemd, and with
-~ another kiss left the room.

~ As Miller prepared to follow his
daughter, Templeton said : ““I haven’t
been out of the house to-day, Mr.
Miller ; what do you say to a little
tramp down 5 the lake Can you
spare the time?’ '

““ Yes, of course I can. Wait till
I speak with Martha a moment. Then
T'll take a pipe and join you,” said
Miller, and off he went.

Templeton and Mary were left to

" themselves and withdrew to the par-
* lor, where Mary took her seat at the

piano and sang.
.Her voice was very sweet and true.
She was especially fond of singing
“The Wanderer,” and Templeton was

especmlly fond of hearing it.

it wou@ in

He rather liked the girl.

She was pretty, graceful, good.

She made no concealment of her
regard for him, and he knew he had
but to say the word, and she would
go or stay, fly to the end of the world
with him or wait his- time for an
honorable and happy union.

But thgs word he had never spoken,
and Mill®¥s warning had convinced
him that to gpeak it and not mean
ve himin a quarrel
with a man who would butcher him
as readily*and unconcernedly as he
would an'ex. So he determined not
to speak i

And the poor girl gave her heart

"o a man who not only did not want
_ it, but wa# afraidsto take it.

CHAPTER XXXIL

" TWO PLAYING AT THE SAME GAME, ONE-BADLY BEATEN. -

ILLER rejoined Templeton
- after half an hour’s absence,

:and together they walked to-
wards the lake. Miller puffed vigor-
ously at his pipe, but did not speak ;
and Templeton, who was greatly em-
barrassed by his equivocal position
with Mary, limped very gingerly, as
he blew great smoky rings from un-
derneath his long moustache.

Martha had shown Mr. Delaney’s
letter to her father, and read it to him
as she sat upon his knee.

- The old fellow had a soft heart for
his children, and he assented at once
to her desire.

But what a vision rose up before
him.

His own daughter cheated by him-
gelf! -

Her husband, the real Harry Rus-
sell, swindled out of home and pro-
perty and Tove by the rascality of her
own fathg®!

- A lar and pretender seated in the
chair which of right belongs to
Martha’s husband! and he the instru-
ment by which ‘he infuny was done !

Ever Miiler was disconcerted. He—
had no fvey of T-npleton, but he had
given ki~ mind to accomplish a cer-
tain end,—had taken pay forit. He

.
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was not responsible for the curious
combination of circumstances attend-
ing the case. But—
Oh, those “buts.”
“What shall I dol”
Miller. )
¢ Martha loves and will marry Mr.
- Delaney. It is only necessary now,
to complete the extraordinary drama,
for Mary to love and marry Ternple-
ton.
“ Sooner or later it will all come
out.
“ Well, what if it does ?
““ The girls love each other, and the
* lucky one will take care of the other.”
But the more Miller thought, the
more complicated matters became.
The entanglements seemed endless.
- He could get no aid from Templeton.
Hoe had tried himn before. Whatever
Miller suggested, Templeton would
carry into effect ; but his mind was
not fertile and his inventive faculty
was undeveloped.

thought

Finally, Miller knocked the ashes.

out of his pipe, filled up, lighted,
. puﬁ'ed and then said : “ Templeton,
. we're in a bad box ; but it's a wise
father who knows his own son, and
I hope for the best. You kncw I
have all along had my fears that
Delaney would be in our way, so I
investigated him. I believe, as ﬁrmly
as I believe we live, that Delaney is
Russell's son.”

“The devil!” said Templeton

“Yes, and all his angels,” said
Miller ; “and if I only knew for cer-
tain that he had lost his toe, I'd
swear that he is Harry Russell. But,
a3 you know, I have been busy in our

matter, and this afternoon I followed’

up my Templeton suggestion, by giv-
ing Mr. Russell a report of your hav-
ing gone to Nassau, of our chief’s
writing to the consul there, and so.
on. He took it hard. He doesn’t
like you. His wife doesn’t like you.
And the daughter is worse than either
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of 'em. Still he seems to be a-square
kind of a man, and if it turns out to
his satisfaction, toe and all, that you
are his son, in you go, and time must
take care of the rest.”

“ Well, I don’t see any very. ‘bad
box ’ so far,” said- Templeton.

“Of course you don’t, because I
haven’t shown it to you yet. The
‘bad box’ is made up of two impor-
tant facts; their dislike of you, and
their acquaintance with Robert De-

" laney.”

““Whew ! I see,” said Templeton.

“And if to that,” continued Miller,
“they should in any particular dis-
trust me, why up goes the sponge
and the jig is over.”

“ Well, what’s to be done 1" asked
Templeton
- “My idea is this. You go to New
-York, and stay there for about a week.
On the arrival of a steamer from Nas-
sau, have the papers announce the
arrival of Lieut. William Templeton,
U.S.N., at some first class hotel.
‘Tll show that to Mr. Russell, and
at the same time I'll have a copy of
a letter from the consul to our chief
giving a good account of you, and
telling all we want to know, except
the toe: That we'll keep for a grand
gensation. You can take the Pacific
express to-morrow morning at ten,
and from that on we must trust to

" luck, and stare fate in the face.”

“All right, Miller,” said Temple-.
ton; ““you are a ¢ brick,” and ten to
one we'll come out ahead in this mat- -
ter yet. But how about Hardy? I
understood from a paragraph in last
night's paper that he was not doing
well,—had had a relapse or some- -
thlno ? .

«T don’t know,” -replied Miller,
‘“about that. I do know, however,
thaf it’s a mighty fortunate thing for
us that we have not had another
smart fellow to bother. Why, he
might have upset the whole affair if
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he had been with me all the time.
As it is, I never hear him men-
tioned without a shudder.”

And so talking, these two worthies
gradually neared the house, and were
_ about-entering when suddenly Miller
stopped.

Catching his companion by the
arm, he said: “Templeton, you know
I_like you, but, I don’t value your
whole carcase, soul included, as much
as the least of the hairs of Mary’s
head. I have seen with some dread
her regard for you; for I know you,
root and branch. Still, if you are
sesious and the girl insists upon it I
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won't stand in your way. But"—
and here Miller drew nearer to Tem-
pleton’s ear, ‘“if you are not serious,
and aught of harm befalls my girl,
expect no mercy from me. I'd shoot
you like a dog.”

Templeton endeavored to laugh and
speak freely, but he failed.

He knew it, and Miller knew it.

The rest of the evening was passed
pleasantly in the parlor, but Tem-
pleton retired first, instead of wait-
ing as his custom was until Miller
and Martha had gone, that he might
steal a farewell kiss from Mary.

CHAPTER XXXIIL.

FOREWARNED, FORFARMED.

§OHN HARDY'S arrival wasan

event in the hotel life of the
Russell family.

Though not entirely strong, the
young man was able to walk from
the hospital duor to the carriage, and
when Mr. Russell offered assistance
to help him up stairs at the hotel, it
was declined as unnecessary. ~

A pleasant room adjoining Mr.
Russell’s suite had been engaged for
Hardy under the name of Wilson, by

...which name he was to make the ac-

_quaintance of Miller.

~ Mis. Russell and Maud had placed
flowers on the table, and given fo
the room as home-like an air as was
possible ; but Hardy needed no other
charm than that of the kindly grasp
of the hand and the undisguised de-

light in the countenance of every
member of the little family, of whom
for a brief period he was mdw. to be
part. :

Hardy’s mind was active, and
worked rapidly. He had -dévoted
much thought to the complication as
reported by Mr. Russell at their last
interview, and confessed himself em-
barrassed.

“If it can be proven that William
Templeton was the' identical Bob De-
laney, what right,” thought Hardy,
“have I to throw discredit upon
him %"

“And if detective Miller has really

done a good piece of work while I

was laid up at the hospital, what'
right have'I to appear as a marplot
and upset all his operations 1"
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John Hardy was honest as well as
clever, but in this it would seem as
if he were more honest than bright.

‘What if Templeton was T)elane) 1

Did that necessarily establish-him
- -a8 Harry Russell}

Old Miller thought further ahead
than Hardy in this matter, although it
will be remembered that,as yet Hardy
had never heard anything about an
identification by means of the loss of
a toe.

“Now, Hardy,” began Mr. Russell,
after they had talked over the hos-
pital for the hundredth time, * Miller
will be here this evening, and he ex-
pects me to give him my conclusion
about Templeton. I will introduce
you as my friend from Liverpool, Mr.
George Wilson, button-maker, and as
Miller goes on, you make up your
‘mind. All you have to do is to indi-
cate your ideas, and I'll follow them
-out to the letter. Mind you, I want
to do the correct thing by every one.
If I Have wronged Templeton, In
make amends——-but I haven't.”

Not long after this Miller was an-
nounced. - Mr. Russell introduced
Hardy as an intimate friend from Liv-
erpool, who being familiar with the
whole story, would make one of the
eouncil on the occasion.

- The two detectives looked at each
other well.

Hardy was rather pleased with Mil-
ler’s off-hand way, and Miller
swiftly a handsome -featured, well
built, honest-appearing youth, who
looked straight out of his eyes, evi-
dently afraid of nothing. .

 Mr. Russell has been telling me of
your success, Mr. Miller,” said Hardy,
“in tracing up little Bob Delaney,
and of the most extraordinary coinci-
dence that he should prove, probably,
to be Mr. Templeton, a former fellow-
passenger of his. Would you mind
giving me, in detail, the plan you
pursued ? It must be very interest-

saw
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ing, and I am sure it is most credit-
able to your ingenuity and skill as
an officer.”

Miller longed for his pipe. .

It was difficult for him to think
clearly without a pipe, and his lies
were halting unless his head was en-
veloped in smoke.

But he was an experienced sinner.

A shrewd old fellow, whose game
was honesty.

Looking from Hardy to the ladles
and then at Mr. Russell, Miller said :
“Oh, I don't know about the in-
genuity, Mr. Wilson. It didn’t re-
quire such an awful amount of head-
work to find out that old Delaney
had moved away. Then by tracking
his old companions, and mine, I heard
he was sent back to New York. Good
luck helped me to the factThat the
boy he had with him was shipped on
an eastward-bound vessel, and the
hospital record told the rest:. Itisa
simple matter of fact, sir. We can’t
prove it by seeing the boy grow, but
we can do what is just as good. . We
trace him by means of official docu-
ments to the date of his adoption, and
from that moment the high school,
college, and the navy stand as unim-
peachable witnesses.”

“ Have you kept any memorandum

';of dates?” asked Hardy.

¢ Only, in my head,” replied Miller.
“Then this boy’s name was” —
¢ Mr. Robert Delaney is below, sir,

_and asks if you are engaged,” said a

servant at the door.

“Mr. Robert Delaney?” sald Hardy,
springing to his feet; ¢ surely not
Templeton ¥’ .

Miller felt as if the floor ‘was sink- -
ing from under his feet.

And Mr. Russell for the first time
thought of the identity of the names
of his young clerical friend, and the
little Bob Delaney of his search.

For a moment there was danger of
a scene, but Hardy recovered himself
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almost immediately, as did Miller!
Mr. Russell turning to his wife, said :

“I think you had better see Mr.”

Delaney in the parlor below, mother.

Tell him we are very busy. He won't

stay long, for he has a suvu-e Iam
quite sure, at half-past seven.’

“Excuse me, Mr. Russell,” said
Hardy ; “why not ask Mr. Delaney
here? 1fhis name is Robert I’elaney
perhaps “he can tell us something
- about Bob Delaney—and at all events

I wish you would ask him up.”
Miller said nothing, but he thought
a great deal.
- ‘As yet he had no suspicion of
Hardy’s real business. )

.- But he was fast growing to dislike
him and to desire to avoid him.

Mr. Russell directed the waiter to
show Mr. Delaney to their parlor,
and presently the young clergyman
appeared, bright- fa.ced and cordial in
his bearing.

He was glad to see the Russells

“and showed it.

He was surprised, however, to see
Miller, and he showed that..

Mr. Russell, it will be remembered,
had spoken of Hardy to Mr. Delaney
and had promised himself much pleas-
ure in bringing the young men t6-
gether. But it was obviously impos-
sible for him to present Hardy by
his own name to Mr. Delaney while
Miller wasin the room ;.so he simply

_ introduced the two, Hardy respond--

- ing to the name of Wilson.
All they needed to complete the
_party was Templeton—but he wason
his way to New York as fast as steam

- and wheels could take him.
‘Whilé-Mr. Russell was for a few
moments éngaged in welcoming Mr.
" Delaney, and with the ladies formed
& temporary group in the centre of
the room, Miller occupied himself in
preparing for a retreat; and Hardy,
from his vantage ground, made "an

estimate of his Chicago cowmrade. -
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Miller saw the dangerous ground
on which he stood, and determined
to hold it.only so long as it. was wise
to do so ; resolving, if any exposure
should suddenly be made, to affect ag
great surprise as any, and to be as

_profoundly indignant as Lhe best of

them.

Hardy was troubled.
" He felt distrust of Miller without
knowing why, and believing Temple-
ton to be a schemer and an adven-
turer, was resolved to trust him in
nothing that was not proved to a

- mathematical certainty.

When they were all seated, Mr..
Russell said: “Do you know, Mr.
Delaney, we were just talking about
¢ Bob Delaney’ v«hen the servant an-
nounced your name.”

The eclergyman looked astonished _
at what appeared a rather pronounced

“and unaccustomed liberty with his -

name, and smilingly replied : « Well,

sir, I hope Bob Delaney was' treated “

with all due respect. - You musti’E
forget that T am in my Hew house now,
with at least a full cubit added to my
stature.”

This pleasantry did not meet with
the expected recognition, and Mr.
Delaney became so evidently con-
fused, that Hardy, with his character-
istic disregard of conventionalisms,
said : ¢ Excuse me, Mr. Delaney, if
at the risk of seeming over-curious, I
ask you a question or two, bearing
directly on the ha.ppmess of Mr.
Russell.”” .

Mr. Delaney bowed. . ..

Miller sat as quiet as a cat..

“ Your name is Robert Delaney.
Has it always been so ¥’

¢ Certainly,” replied -the clergy-
man.

¢ Are you a native of Chicago?”

“ That I cannot answer, but I have
lived here since I was a boy. My
history 1 is well known to my fellow-
citizens.” ’
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* Is there any uncertainty or mys-
tery about your birth or early child-
hood ¥’

“ None that I am aware of.”

“ I8 your father living¥"

“No: He died here many years
since. He was a builder, and fell’—

“ A what 7’ shouted Hardy; “a
_ . builder ? Mr. Russell, do you hear

the#1 A builler? And his name,
what was that 1"

“James Delaney,” answered the
clergyman, half bewildered and
wholly surprised.

“Thank God! thank God!” eaid
Hardy, - “Why, Mr. Miller, your
man Templeton is a liar, and a fraud

. and’ a scoundrel, sir. I knowit. I
can prove’'it. I have felt it in my
bones from the first. Now I know
. lt » -

“ And you,” said Miller utterly
disconcerted ; “/for Heaven's sake,
who and what axje you ?”

¢ - “1” rejoined Hardy; “I am John
Hardy of the New York office, at
your service, Mr. Miller, and I only

hope T shall find in you as square a .

man as I try to be.”

Words fail in theuattempt to plc--

ture the overwhelming gratification
of Mr. Russell, the sympathizing and
admiring glances of Mrs. Russell and
Maud, the helpless curiosity of Mr.
Delaney, and the constematxon of
Miller.

“I hope,” stammered out Miller,
“you don’t for a moment imagine
that 1”—

“QOh, I don’t imagine anything,”
interrupted Hardy ; “imagination is
very well in its way, but what we
want is fucts. I know this fellow
Templeton, root and branch. He
tried to bribe me.in New York, and
I expected to cross his trail here. I
must say he played a pretty - bold
game, and if he deceived you, he is
a clever fellow indeed. But how

-of it.
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is it that you never heard of Mr.
Delaney 1" :

“ Well, that is good,” said Mr.
Delaney, who was still in the dark.
“Mr. Miller has known me, and of
me, these twenty years, and his home
is one of my resorts. And by the
way, Mr. Miller, this coincidence of
names is strange, is it not? I was
telling the ladies the other evening,
that your pretty Mary is betrothed
to a gentleman by the name of Rus-
sell, Harry Russell is it not? And
here I am™

Hardy cou]d keep qmet no longer
Impetuously he broke in on the un-
finished sentence with  Mr. Miller,
you are an older man than I, and
possibly a better officer, but my posi-
tion in this matter ranks yours.
You may consider yourself relieved
until I have seen your chief. I will
call on him to-morrow, and I promise

you then a full investigation of this.

most extraordinary case. If the re-
sult is satisfactory, I will apologize
t6 you for my suspicion; as it is
now, I cannot advise Mr. "Russell to
treat you with further confidence.”
Miller was a man of the world,
hardened, callous; and' indifferent to
opinion, but the fiery indignation of

‘the - young officer cut. him to the -

quick.

But he showed no feeling’ what-
ever. Taking his hat, he said : “I
will see you, Mr. leson, or Hardy,
or whatever your name may be,. at
the office to-morrow’; and  if you
think you have seen and heard the
last of ¢ One-eyed Charley,’ you mis-
take your man.’

As Miller went out Hardy steppe d S—

up to him and quietly said : ‘ Take
my advice, and make a clean breast
I know Templeton, and I
know you. Good-night.”

After Miller’s deparbure, explana-
tions were ‘made, and Mr. Delaney
repeated the story of his boyhood,




A SOFT ANSWER TURNS AWAY WRATH.

his father’s habits and terrible death,
and his general life as known to the
- redder.

The early hours of the following
day found the three men still in con-
sultation, and when they separated
it was understood : -

That Mr. Delaney was little “Bob”
grown up ;

That he was undeniably the son
of James Delaney, the builder.

. That therefore little Bob and Harry
Russell were not identical. )

That Mr. Delaney’s love for Mar-

tha Miller should screen the lady’s

father from exposure and disgrace, on

-condition that he laid bare Temple-
ton’s programme ; for although there
Wwas no proof as yet that Miller had
ever seen’ Templeton, it was evident
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that the two were working together
to establish the lieutenant as little
Bob, and doubtless to continue the
deception down to the very door of
the Russell home. .

Mr. Delaney left Mr. Russell and .
Hardy together, the one down-
hearted because his time was wasted
and nothing gained ; the latter weary
and fatigued, but thankful that he
had been the means of breaking up
what he believed to be an atrocious
conspiracy ; and happy too in the
belief that he was not indifferent to
Maud, or her parents.

It would be difficult to say what
Mr. Russell dreamed of that night.

But Hardy dreamed of falry land
with Maud as queen.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

‘A SOFT ANSWER TURNS AWAY WRATH.

ARLY on the foﬁdwing morn-,

ing, Monday, Maud; who was
a perfect kitten With her
mother, drew a small footstool near
M3, Raussell’s chair in their parlor,
and testing her folded hands upon that

good lady’s knee, lookéd up in her

face and said : “Mamma, papa is very
angry with Miller, isn’t he ¥
“ Yes, dear, ‘I think he is; why

= noH”

#And is he angry at Templeton,

too ?
“';Q&e ends.. Mr. Hardy inti-
as reason to believe

mates that he
Templeton to be “not only an unprin-
cipled person, but a \plotter agamst

" tion.

your father of the meanest desctip-
After retiring.last night father
was very' nervous.” He could no{
sleep, and seeing how excited he was,
I canvassed the whole affair with

/him. He trusts, as I do, everything

to Hardy, and will undoubtedly be-
guided entirely by him. It now looks -
asif we should all go back to New
York immediately. This time is all
lost, and instead of gaining any good,

~we seem to have had_sxmply annoy-

ance and distress.”

“ You surely do not regret meeting
Mr. Delaney,” said Maud, “ and one
would think Hardy was one of us, I
am sure. I declare heis like an own
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brother to me,—only more respectful.
But do you think Mr. Hardy will do
anything dreadful to-Pempleton 1”
“You silly girl,” replied Mrs.
Russell ; “you surely cannot have a
particle ‘of feeling for a man who"—
Maud stood straight up.
“ Yes, mamma, I have a feeling.
I have just this feeling, that I should
hate above all things to have William
- Templeton imagine for one single
. moment that anythmg he might do

could cause my father one second’s.

annoyance. Iwould have him treat-
ed with absolute contempt.”.

”* Mrs.Russell looked long and loving-.

1y at Her excited daughter, and then
taking her hand, said: * My darling,

I thing we can safely leave all this
dreadful business to your father and
his adviser ; but I promise you, dear,
that before any harsh proceedings are
inaugtrated, you shall know of them, .
- and nothmg shall be don '
' -in theremotest degree. aﬁ'e% you or put

it in Templetons power to think his
_ treatment of you is the slightest
motive In his disgrace.”

Mr. Russell and John Hardy had

been for some time in the reading-
room, where Hardy had gone, for
the purpose of communicating with
hlS headquarters in New York.

- As they entered, Mr. Russell no-
ticed Maud’s ﬂushed face, and, with
some auxiety, asked if she were not
feeling well.

The young girl kissed a.way her
father’s fear, and extending her hand
to Hardy said : “Oh, Mr. Hardy,
what an angel you are! A perfect
angel of deliverance. - How stupid we.
all are. Papa is just as bad as the
rest of us. Why, do. you know, we
met Mr. Delaney at a party, and he

- talked and walked with me a long

. time. We have been 1o his church,
and-his card, with that very name
pnnted on it, has been in my hands
balf a dozer times at leasb And yet,

. paper.
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till you fired it out at us like a cannon
ball, not one ‘of us even dreamed that
there was the very man we wanted.”

“ And now we find he is the very
man we don’t want,” lJaughed Hardy.

“But a very fine fellow, for all
that,” said Mr.. Russell.

“Yes indeed he is,” said Maud ;
“and a lovely preacher You ought
to hear him. He never writes a ser-
mon. All he has is on a little bit of
But he knows what to-say,
and how to say it.”

] was a little staggered, wasnt
you, Mr. Russell,” asked Hardy, -
“when he fold us he was engaged to
one of old Millér's daughters, and
thought he should be married in a
short time 1”

¢ Yes, I was,” replied Mr Russell
“and it bothers me now.”

“Why, father ?” said his wife.

“Why, if Miller has been playing
us false—as he has—he deserves to be |
broken and punished. I trusted him.
I turned myself inside out before
him. I made him welcome. I paid .
him well, and if he cheated me—and
he has—he has been not only wicked
but mean. Of course he should be:
exposed prosure means disgrace
and ruin.” .

C “Well,” said Hardy

¢ Well, his daughters are good
girls, I am told. You know what
-Delaney says of them. And you

- know what we all think of Delaney.

Whatever hurts Miller, hurts his -
children. And whatever hurts them,
hurts Delaney. And what hurts De-
laney, hurts me.”

«Qh, father, dear, dear father!
Who wouldn’t be fond of such a-=
father,” said Maud, and the impulsive
girl threw her arms about him, and
kissed him again’'and again.

Hardy looked on with interest. Ev-
erything about Maud Russell charmed
him. The affection she manifested
for her parents was simple and genu-

e %
-
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ine. Her kindliness was always ap-
parent. Her thoughtfulness of other's
comfort and happmess and ease never
slept.

" Happy to ‘be of service to her, he
~said : ““ I think, Miss Russell, it will

_be easy to manage Miller, so that,
while his daughters shall be spared
all mortification, he can be useful to
your father. I gave him an intimation

| < last night, on which I think he will

-act:"Ifhe thoaght fighting would bring
him and his man Templeton safely
through, he would fight ; but he must
see (and if he doesn’t he will before
- we get through with him) that he has
‘lost the game,-and, granting that, he
will be very apt to make terms as
best he can. I propose to say to him

that if he will disclose the entire

scheme, of which he is part, for his

- daughter’s sake, Mr. Rassell wxll for-

give his offence.” .

o “But -how about Templeton?”
. asked Mrs. Russell.

" “Well, Templeton has no daughter
. that I know of, and he’s not only
" bad, but a sneak ” said Hardy. -~
"~ «But what is gamed by followmg
these wretches ¥’ said Maud.

“ Why, daughter,” said Mr. Rus-
sell, ‘““are we still tender on the
heutenant mustn't we punish any-
body ?”

Mrs. Russell caught her husband’
eye, and with a glance delivered a

protest more eloquent than worda
could express ; and, like a model man,

_he chianged his tactics at once.

“ Hardy,” said he, “ we will send
for Miller and compromise on your
terms. To-night we will go to Par-
son Delaney’s house-warming, and
see his pretty bride that is to be,
and to-morrow start for New York.
¢ Little Bob ’ we have found. *Little

‘Harry’ is still to be found. 'We

drop old Miller, push Templeton
from our thoughts, and make one
final effort for my boy. If we find
him you.shall go home with us, to
see the royal welcome he will have.
And-if we fail, why then you must
go home with us, to rest yourself a
while and to comfort me.” :
Mrs. Russell and Maud went out
to make some purchases, their dona-
tions to the young pastor; Hardy
wrote and sent a note to Miller,
reque presence at the hotel ; .
and Mr. R 11 busied himself with
his correspondence. -
As Hardy, having dlspatched his
message, turned to go to his own -
room to rest, Mr. Russell rose, and
taking him by the hand said : “Hardy,
my boy, don’t think I'm unmindful
of your solicitude and helpfulness. I
am nofa talker. I feel your kindness,
and am grateful for it. Be assured,
young man, I shall not forget it.”
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CHAPTER XXXV.

THE SURPRISERS SURPRI_SED.

orable in the life of the Rev.

Robert Delaney. ;
His parishioners had arranged a
“gurprise donation party” for him,
‘but, as is always the case, the fact
leaked out, and being something of a
wag, the young parson thought he
would meet his people on their own
ground, and beat them at their own

@ONDAY evening was mem-

The only invitations Mr. Delaney
-issued were to the Russell  family
and John Hardy, a clerical friend,
< and Charles Miller, the detective.

Each of these he asked, Regging
them on no account to be l{ than
nine' o'clock, and if pogfple Y0 reach
.the house half an hour earlier. -

At eight o’clock the good folks
began to arrive, bearing gifts of every
- sort and name, from the ponderous

" barrel of flour in-an express waggon -

to the delicate Parian vase in the
fair hands of the giver. Eatables
sufficient to “keep” a moderate-
gized family an eutire season were
left at the basement door. “Articles
of chamber utility. and of parlor
adornment were handed in in mar-
vellous abundance, while the study
and the bookcase were liberally re-
~membered. »

Mr. Russell and his party arrived
early, and were especially pleased at
the unmistakable. earrestness and
cordiality of the greetings between
pastor and people. I tell you,
mother,” said. Mr. Russell, “that’s
the kind of a minister for me. He
knows every one of these people, and
they love him like a brother. No
question about it, that young.man

will do a power of good here. - ]
wonder if he wouldn't like to spend
a few months with us.” .

The rooms were full, and Hardy
was looking, with Maud, at a beauti-

“ful edition of De Quincey, when Mr.

Delaney approached them, and said :
“Mr. Hardy, I understand you had
a long and satisfactory talk with Mr,
Miller this afternoon.”

- ““Yes, sir,” meplied Hardy ; “and
the old rascal owned up like a brick. -
Mind you, I don’t mean “anything
disrespectful to you in what I say

~ about Miller. Miller isn't his daugh-

ter by a long way. Yes, Miller gave
me some very important assistance,
and I must say I like the way he
acted about Templeton. He .owned
up that he and Templeton put up
this Bob Delaney job, and said if
it hadn't been for my noticing the
similarity of the name with yours,
he would have convinced not only
Mr. Russell, but the ladies and per-
haps myself, that Templeton really
was little Bob. Beyond that con-
fession he insisted it was not fair to
expect him to go. I am convinced
that in some way he expected to con- -
neet little Bob with the lost Harry;
but how I could not divine. For the
sake of Martha Miller; indeed I may
say for your sake, sir, Miller is as
free to-day as you are., We will do

him no harm. And not only that,

but I volunteered the promise that if
he would write such a letter to Tem-
pleton as would scare the ggoundrel
from New York, I would never men-
tion to the chief of police here our
dissatisfaction or Miller's infidelity.”

“I am very-thankfal to you, I am
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sure,” said Mr. Delaney. “I have
prepared a little surprise for Miller
>‘and for all my guests to-night, which
I hope will not be displeasing to you,
to both of you, and if you will kindly

Jjoin Mr. and Mrs. Russe!l in the front -

parlor, you will have a hetter oppor-
tunity of understanding me.’

Of course they Went Maud saying
as they passed through the crowd of
friends: “I think Mr. Delaney is a
very nice person, don’t you? I am
almost sorry he is not our Harry, after
al] »”

Mrs. Russell had asked Mr. De-

laney to present her to Martha Miller,

but he replied that neither she nor
her sister had arrived. Later in the
evening Mrs. Russell reminded her
host of her request, aud he made the
same reply.
When Hardy and Maud joined Mr.
" and Mrs. Russell, the latter said to
Hardy :
Miller’s daughters, Mr. Hardy? I
want very much to meet them, and
especially Miss Martha. She is Mr.

Delaney’s betrothed, you know, and

he seems very proud of her.”

“Well, yes, I should say I do
know it,” said Hardy, “considering it
has altered all my plans, saved Miller,
and kept Templeton out of jail. I am
free to confess I would like to- see
what kind of a daughter such a father
can have.”

_ Mr. Russell kept suspiciously quiet.
He had had a long conversation with
Mr. Delaney quite early in the even-
ing, and had been very thoughtful
ever since ; ‘'so much so that both

Manud and her mother ralhed him on

his absent-mindedness. *

" Precisely at nine o'clock the door
opening into the hall near the front
door swung on its hinges, and four
beautiful girls, of whom Mary Miller
Was one, enbered separating two by
two, as they semi-circled at the end

‘“Have you ‘seen either of-

“must L.,

101

of the room, while Martha Miller,
leaning on the arm of Robert De-

.laney, took her place in the centre.

So complete was the surprise of
everybody in the room, that no one
noticed the entrance of the brother
minister, nor of old. Miller, who
quietly took a pesition nearthe door.

Mr. Russell enjoyed the scene im-
mensely. To him alone the secret
had been confided, and dnly to him
on Miller's account.

Well, a bride is a bride, even if
she weds a clergyman.

And a wedding is a wedding, be
it in a garret or in a castle.

It was soon over.

Bat the night was far spent cre the
congratulauons were over, aiul the
house was emptied of all but the
bride and groom, their sister Ma.ry,
and old Miller.

The old man was rather out of his
eleme ub as Mary and he rose to
bid De d his wife good-night, -
Miller swung his hat in his hand, and
said : « Robert from this honr you
shall have no cause for uneasiness
about me or mine. I shall resign my
position to-morrow. Mary tells me
she must havea change of scene. So
These girls are all I cared
for in life. "To them I nowadd you,
God bless you. In a little while, a
few days at most, Mary and I go
west for a tramp. [ don’t know but
we'll take in California and the Sand-
wich Islands — anywhere and any-
thing to please her and change myself.
So don’t worry, “Martha ; you've got
a ‘good husband Good-ni; sht, . and
God bless you.” '

The girls hung about their father's
neck and kissed him, while Robert

" Delaney grasped his hand, and bade

him always be sure of a_hearty wel-
come in the home .of . hxs son and
daughter.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

WALKING DOWN BROADWAY.

HE Russells had returned to

New York some two weeks,

" when John Hardy, who had

left them at Chicago for a few days’

visit in Milwzukee, again rejoined
-t em.

-» Well,; Hardy,” said Mr. Russell,
after a few moments natural inquiry,
“ what of the Millers, and how is my
friend Robert ?” '

“I called on Mr. Delaney the day
I left,” replied Hardy, “and told~him
what you said about his going over to
youk place for a month, and he prom-
ised to lay the matter before his peo-
ple. If they consent, he will go;
his church is out of debt, and he re-
. ceived your generous offer  pay all

expenses in precisel’he%irit you
made it. He is a splendid fellow I
think, and that wife of his is just as
nice as she can be.”

“And how about \Iary Miller,” said

Mirs. Russell.
© “Well, she’s in trouble,” Hardy
said. - “I don’t understand exactly
what it is. I only know that she is
now living with the Delaneys, and
old Miller is fairly wild about some-
thing of which he won't speak. He
wrote to Templeton the day afler the
wedding, gave him all the points, and

advised him to leave the country un-

til your departure rendered it safe to
return. . Miller had a terrible time
with Mary; and Delaney tells me the
poor girl was frantic with grief when
her father told her of her lover's per-
- fidy. I imagine he only told her
part of it at ‘that time. Templeton
has gone to South America, but be-
fore he went, he wrote Mary a pretty
rough kind of a letter: not ugly, as
men look at such things, but killing

-~

to a woman. She drooped and fa-lod,
and was very sick, and whileshe wus
hanging between life and death, she
told Mrs. Delaney something or other
that stirred old Miller up fearfully,
and when I got back to Chicago, the
old man came to me with fire in his
eye and said he would come on with
me, as he had business with Temple-
ton. I was rather surprised at that
and saiil, ‘Why he’s gone to South
America; to which he replied, ¢ He
said he was going, but I would not
believe the scoundrel under oath. It’s
lucky for him if he-has gone.” SoT

‘infer that something pretty bad has

happened.”

“QOh, I am so sorry,” said Maud.

““Yes, indeed,” echoed her mother.

“Well, goon, go on,” said Mr.
Russell ; ““where is Miller now %”

“I sent him to French’s Hotel,
down by the City Hall,” said Hardy.
“He wanted to be at some central
point, and handy to the wharves. 1
don’t know what to do with him. 1
don’t like him, but it doesn’t seem
exactly fair to snub him. And th..
if I could do anything for his daugh-
ter, I should be very glad.”. '
"~ “Yes, and we too,” said Mrs. Rus-
sell. “1I suppose you wouldn’t care
to see him, would you, father ?”
- “No. That is, unless Hardy
thought I could be of service to thu
girl. I can’tsay I regard a man who
conspired against my hed¥t and pro-
perty with any special %g. You
do what’s best, Hardy, T'll back
you. Now, my boy, I have written
to my people, that I shall leave the
States six weeks from#o-day. Until
then, we must strain%’ry nerve for
the accomplishment o dur purpc-
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And then—well, if then there is no
clue and no hope, I shall at all events
be relieved of a burden I have carried
these long, long years. I have done
my duty. Would that I had suc-
ceeded. And I have a little project
in my head about you, of which we
will speak another time. By the
way, Hardy, don’t you think it would
be well for me to call on the Mayor,
and thank him for his courtesy and
letters? I haven’t seen him since
the first week of my arrival.”

“Just as you please about that,”
said Hardy ; “ he’s a nice old gentle-
man, very kind-hearted, and one of
the regular old school.”

“ I suppose it will be necessary to
send word several days in advance.”

- “Oh, no,” said Hardy; “we’ll jump
on a ear any day and go right in. His
office hours are supposed to be- from
ten to three. There’s no trouble about
" seeing him your~elf”

_ “Why can t we go somewhere this
evening, papa,’ " asked Maud.

-Where do you want ta,go, dear?”

“Oh, anywhere. What is going on,
Mr. Hardy?”

Hardy looked at the paper and
after scanning its amusement columns,
said : “ I see they are playing ¢ Led

’

Astray’ at the Union Square Theatre, -

right at the foot of the square here.
How would you like that ” :

“ Well, I'm sure we have been led
astray,” said Mrs. Russell ; “ suppose
we go and see others in the same

. predicament.”

“'Will you get, seats, Hardy ¥’ said
Mr. Russell.

“Tickets for four, Mr. Hardy,” saxd
Maud.

Hardy looked quickly at 'Mr:
Russell, who simply smiled and said :
“Youdid not suppose he would get
a dozen, did you, dear ¥’

.“Why, no; but you know what
I mean, paps,”’ she answered.
Mr. Russell thought he did know,

but he held his ewn counsel and said
nothing.

Arranging -to join the party at
dinner, Hardy, who had become one
of the family in the estimation of all,
bade them good morning, and inti-
mating to Mr. Russell to join him,
left the room. -

Mr. Russell followed, and together
they walked down to the theatre.

ere were no seats, and they were
compelled to take a box or nothing.

“ Of all places in these New York
theatres,” said Mr. Russell, ¢ the
boxes are most uncomfortable. Twe

people can see about two-thirds of the

stage ; and the others are lucky if
they see a quarter.”

“ Well, I suppose people who sit
in boxes, as a general rule, care more
for the audience than the actors,”
suggested Hardy.

B VVha*n idea,” said Mr. Russell
“what do yowsuppose I care about
the audience 1” S

“ The ladies might, if you didn’t.”

“Nonsense. If I thought my wife
or Maud wen$ to the theatre to look
at the people, I'd"—

“You’'d let them do just what they
wanted,” laughed Hardy.

“ Yes I daresa.v I would ) gaid Mr.
Russell.

*“ Where are you going now 1”

1 was going down to the Central
Office,” said Hardy; “ but if you
would like to call on the Mayor now,
T’ll take you there.”

“All right,” said Mr. Russell ; “but
why not go down Broadway instead

of by the cars. I would very much"

like to.walk down part of the way at
least.”

Taking the west side of New
York’s greatest highway, the two
friends, arm in arm, proceeded down,
meeting scores of thousands of busy,
bustling people, rich and poor, wise
and foolish, *like. the rest of the
world.
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Hardy knew all the notables, and
as they passed pointed them out to
his companion.

“ Here comes one of our Congress-
men,” sai he ;" “ he’s.a gambler now,
and used tu b a prize-fighter, but he’s
one of our political powers to-day.”

“You surely do not mean that a
man can be in Cougress anid be a
gambler at the same time,” said Mr
Russell. -

*“ Why, certa.mly, replied Hardy ;
““why not? You see, our city poli-
tics are curiously managed. We have
two great parties, the Republican and
the Democratic. All the foreigners
are ‘taken’ with the name of the
latter, and make haste to join it
Some of them are so delighted that
they not only join the party, but
vote at the polls before they’ve been
twelve months in the country.” -

“ Bless my soul,” said Mr. Russell.
“ But they rarely hold office, I imag-
ine, do they ¥"

“Your imagination does you dis-
credit,” said Hardy ; * they hoid it
all the time. Look at the policemen
we meet between this and the City
Hall. Here come three now. What
are they " ’

“ Evidently Irishmen,”
Russell. .

“Precisely. All Irish. We have
hosts of Irishmen on the force.”

“Do they make good officers.”

said Mr.

« “That depends. During the war’
riots the police acted nobly. It was’

feared that their sympathies for the
poor devils who were dragged off to
the - war- would affect tln.m in the
performance-of their duty. But not
at all. They obeyed orders like sol-
diers. The.city was saved by their
heroism.” -

“ But your aldermen and so on, of
course, as a rule, they are natives.”
o« Not at all. As a rule they are
adopted citizens. Aldermen, as a
general thing,-are not remarkable for
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wit or honesty. . Their stupidity is
proverbial.  Qur ‘sheriff is ‘an Irish-
man. The county clerk is a German,

Three of the coroners are German,
and in"all our local. boards—such as
school trustees, excise commissioners,
ward officers and s0 on—the foreign
element is largely represented.”

“ How do you account for thaty’
“It seems very

said Mr. Russell.v
strange to me.'

“ Oh easily,” answered Hardy ;
“ the party in power has ali the

¢ patronage,’ as it is_called.  Patron-
age here means public employment.
The police, the fire department, the
parks, the public. works, the court
officers, all are cursed by-the same
complaint.  The "party in power
wants all the places o pay for services
rendered at the polls. Thousands of
laborers are paid two dollars a day
on the houlevards, for instance, and
every man of them has his work be-
cause some politician asked it. Why,
even the policemen don’t know from
day to day how long they are secure -
in their places.”

““ But doesn’t the Mayor uttend ‘
tol’_

“The Mayor,” said Hardy ; “ the
Mayor has just about as much to do
with it as.you have.- He can’t make
nor -break.a single employé of the

.entire city government; not one of

them, outside~ his individual office, .
1is at his disposal.”
“ But surely he controls the finan-

.ces, and the man who does that is in

the seat of power?”

“Just so. -If he controlled the
finances. But he controls nothing.
Our financial chief is"well called the
comptroller. When he is-notified that
bills are to be paid or money ex-
pended, he makes out a warrant and
signs it. The Mayor countersigns it
as a matter of form. - He knows
nothing about it. If he fefuses to
sign it the courts will compel, Liw.

o
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I tell you the Mayor is a perfect
cipher.  All he can do is to receive
people, review processions, respond to

= _toasts, and be a respectable dummy

fizure head. Do you see that man,
the tall one, on the corner? That’s
Lester Wallack.”

“ Who is he }”

“ Well, he owns the theatre I
. showed you on the corner of 13th
Street. He is considered our best
American comedian, and is a great
favorite in society, as well as on the
stage.”

“ He looks a manly fellow,” said
Mr. Rassell ; “is hea New Yorker1”

“QOh, no. He’s an Englishman,”
son of the great Wallack, and a very
fine man.’ .
. “What asohd respectabl&loohng
edifice that is! What i it, }7-asked
Mzr. Russell. R

““That's Stewart’s retail store. He
has anothel about as large further
down town.”

" “Rich man, I suppose 1"

"« Well, I should say so. Ho is re-
.ported as having about $75,000,000.”

¢ Bless my soul. Did he make or
inherit it%”

 Made every dollar of it.”

“ Born here?” )

“ No. He’s Irish, or Scotch Irish’
I believe.”

«Tt seems to me everything and
everybody -has a touch of Irish or
English in this town, Hardy.” -

It does look so, I declare. Let's
~.see ; they are playing either French,
Euglxsh or Irish pieces at all the
theatres. Nearly all our leading ac-
tors are foreign. A majority- of our
politicians came from County Cork,
and nearly ever beggar one meets has
a brogue on his tongue, or has left his
h's at "ome.’ :

“Those are fine photographs, Mr.
. Hardy.
the place. -Maud was saying last
night she must have some pictures

Let me take the number of

BROADWAY. 10§

Suppose we step in a mo-

taken.

‘ment.”

They looked at the collection, in
which Hardy pointed out Edwin
Booth, President Grant, Governor
Dix, \Iayor Havemeyer, Mrs. Scott
Siddons, Miss Rose’ Eytinge, Rev.
H W, Beecher, Miss Charlotte Cush-
man, P.T. Barnum, General Sherman
James Fisk,Jr., and other well known
people, after which Mr. Russell en-
gaged an hour for-Mrs. Russell and
‘daughter the following day. :

As they ‘regained the street Hardy
noticed the time and said he feared
it would be too late to find the Mayor

_at his office.

Mr. Russell was about . replying -
:.when his eye caught the figure of
“Orie- -eved Charley Miller,

Miller was-walking rapidly on. the
opposite side of the street. . .~
- His hat was pulled well-"down over
his forchead, but his ﬁgure and gaLt
were unmistakable.

Hardy, without a word to Mr Rus-
sell, ran after Miller, and surprised
him before he. had time to think or
speak.

* Hallo, old man, where are you

- going in such a hurry ¥ said Hardy.

Miller stopped short.’

His hair was disordered, his eye
was bloodshot, his face unshaven, his
linen soiled, his clothing untidy.

He was drunk

« Hardy,” said he; “damn you,
Hardy, old fel ; I like you. Say,
Hardy, I want to get my flippers on
that Templeton. Hardy, I'm drank;
and when I'm drunk I know it. I
don’t stagger outside, and I don’t .
stagger inside. Where’s Russell,
Hard y % Ilike Russell. . Let's get a

* drink.”

Mr. Russell crossed the street and
was approaching the two, but Hardy
motioned him away and he retired to
a doorway, where he could see what
occurred. -
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Hardy was very anxious to get
from Miller the whole of Templeton's
plan, and this he believed to be a
good time to -do so. He hailed a
coupé, and pulling Miller in,-told the
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man to drive to police headquarters,
and jumped in himself. And so, for
a second time, Mr. Russell was un-
ceremoniously left to find his way
home alone.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

JOHN AND MAUD.

T the dinner table, Mr. Rus- .
sell complained of headache,

and told his wife he would
have to be excused from going with
her to the theatre, and that she and
Maud must depend on Hardy for an
escort. -
While they were dhcussm" the
matter, Hardy came in, and Mrs.
Russell .said : “ Mr. Hardy, we old

folks will stay at home together to- .

night. You take Maud to the thea-
tre ; she is very anxious to go, and I
am very glad 1 have so trusty a friend
to send her with.”

«“TI shall be very glad to escort

Miss Maud, I am sure,” said Hardy,
“but 1 thmk you make a mxstake in
not going.”

“Qh, I have a bad headache,
Hardy;" said Mr. Russell, “and I'm
not going. So you just take good
care of Maud, and be sure to let me
see you early in the morning. Where
did you leave your friend ¢”

“QOh, he’s all right,” replied Hardy ;
] left him fast asleep at headquar-
ters in the matron’s apartments. He
will be brought to my room in the
morning ; and, by the way, suppose _
you look in about noon. You know
the way, don’t you?” :

“ All right, I will,” said Mr. Rus-

‘sell, as they rose from the table, and

Maud retired to dress.

- Presently returning, the pride and
pet of the happy pair, Maud kissed
her father and mother good-bye, and
gay as a lark, started off with the
happiest and proudest of them all—
John Hardy, her lova- yet unan-
nounced.

. The beautiful theatre was crowded,
every seat being taken, and the audi-
ence peculiarly bright and gay. In
the orchestra stalls sat many people
of repute, known personally. or by
sight to Hardy, and the time passed
qmckly as they waited for the rising
of the curtain.

The play was full of suggestive
points, all of which Hardy felt; sonie
of which made Maud wouder.

At the close of the second acts
Maud was in ecstasies. She had not
often attended theatrical representa-
tions, atid the excitement told upon
her.. She was bewilderingly beauti-
ful, and many a glass was turned full
upon her flushed and innocent face, _
as, unconscious of the attention, she
looked out upon the people.

¢ Your father asked me to engage
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rooms on the steamer to—day, said
Hardy.

“I know it,” said Maud ; “1 am
very sorry. A month will give us
very little time here. I am just
beginning to know New York, and
I wanted to see Niagara before we
went home. You don’t know-how
pleasant it is to have you with us,
Mr. Hardy. Mamma said to-day she
should miss you awfully when we
part.”

“ And yo:?”

“QOh, yo: tnow I shall I am
siire you hi.vv been better to me than
any brother: From the dreadful hour
when you saved me from injury, if not
from death, you have been even more
than a brother could be.” .

“T wish I might. That is, I wish
it were possible Tor me to be where I
might always be of service to you,
Miss Maud. The kindriess and sym-
pathy shown me by your father touch
me very nearly, I assure you, and
when he goes, I shall feel as if the
world were dark indeed.”

“ Bu$ papa says you are going over
with us,” said Maud. ¢ He says you
need rest, and he’s going to get it for
you. You won't spoil all our plans,

" will you? Say you won't, please.”

Hardy said nothing. He loved
the girl devotedly, but he loved her
honorably. He would have given
ten years of his life to feel that he
had the right to woo her, but he
feared it would not be fair towards
the parents who trusted him:-

- % Well, I declare, Mr. Hardy,” said
- Maud, “you are as sober as a judge.
“Why don’ t you answer e ¢’

“ Really, I cannot. I don’t know
that T can get leave of absence, aud
besides, "—

-« Youwhat? I beheve in my soul
there’s something romantic'i in all this.
It isn’t pretty Marv Miller, is it ?”

And Maud launhed merrily as she
asked the questxon

¢ Come, come, Mr. Hardy, T'll tell
papa if you don’t entertain me, Is
there a lady in the case ?”

“Yes, a dear sweet lady, the dear-
est and sweetest in the world.”

“ And won't she let you go to
Europe?” .

Hardy looked at her -

He loved her, and he hoped she
knew it, although he had never zaid it.

He was sxttmo at her side, but back -

50 that he neither saw the aundience
nor could be seen by it.

Maud turned toward Hardy, and
he, impulsive in spite of his caution,
took. her hand firmly in his and, with
an earnestness too marked to'be trified

with, said: “Maud, you are that lady. -

For you I have perilled life, but it
was as nothing. I have loved you
since we met. I hated and pursued
that scoundrel because he was play-
ing with your love. I hegan'to take
a deep interest in serving your father
because I loved- you, though in the
service I grew to love him.” To please

vou is- my ambition, to win you -

would be a reward of which at least
I have a right to think, if not to
hope for.  You are dearer to me than

life. ~ Your love I would prize above

all-earthly blessings. Am I rash in
telling you this? Do I offend? I
would not have spoken-had I couu-
selled of my pride, but asking Love,
I dared to speak. May I have] hope ¥

Maud’s color came and died away.

She knew that Hardy’s inanliness was .
"as honest and trustworthy as that of

her father.

She respected, esteemed, . admired
him, but did she love him ? /

bhe allowed her hand to remain in
his for a moment.

Then smiling sweetly she \vxthdrew
it, and said: *“ Thauk you, Mr.
Hardy. I thank -you. You have
neither annoyed nor offended me.” I
will tell you more when we leave
this place.”

-
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" *“But may I hope?”

“Yes, hope.”

“ 1 will speak to your father to-
morrow. 1 will tell him of my love
for you. T will beg him to lay aside
his prejudice. I will"—

*“ Will you go home with us?”

“ Yes, to the end of the earth.”

The play proceeded on the stage,

' CHAPTER

AT ‘LAST.

HE next morning Hardy was
’t_;t up bright and early, at peace

—~" with himself and all the world.

He was in love with Maud, and
she with him.

What more could man desire ?

‘What more ?

‘Oh,. that it was that made him
ponder the past, consider the present,
and forecast the future.

In the past he 'saw the son of a
scavenger.

In the present he beheld a de-
tective police officer.

And in the future—what ?

‘Would Mr. Russell, rich, influen-
tial, stern and .proud, give the hand
of his daughter to a man whose
bondreds of dollars numbered less
than his own scores of thousands %

And -Mrs. Russell, kind and in-
dulgent as she always was, would it
be po:,sxble to induce her to so great
a sacrifice ¢
" These

down his buoyant spirit, until appre-
* bension took the place of peace, and

and kindred questions:
sobered his elated heart and toned
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and when the curtain fell on the

. final scene, 8o near as we can judge,

the dramatic unities both in -front
and behind the footlights were in a

. remarkable state of harmony.

Maud and Hardy walked sl;>wly
back to the hotel—he an accepted
lover, she a hopeful, happy girl.

XXXVIIL
AT LAST.

doubt reigned supreme in the young
man’s mind. _

He had no fear as to Maud.

Before he parted from her at the
hotel she had given him ample
assurance of her love, and together
they had planned that the best way
to approach Mr. Russell was through
his wife.

That Maud undértook to do. -

The dear girl knew that her
mother’s heart was bound up in" her
happiness, and that once a party to
her daughter’s project, nothing could
turn or swerve her from her purpose.

Hardy lived in fodgings, and took
his meals at an adjacent restaurant.
On this occasion he breakfasted un-
usually early, so that when old Miller
wag brought to his rooms he would
be sure to be at home. *

‘Having read the papers, Hardy
naturally tho,uOht about Maud.

And that led him to think.of hia
mother and of a picture he had of
her, which he had promised to show
to Maud.

He took the fading daguerreotype . . _
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" from its place on the mantel, and
looked long and lovingly at the seam-
ed and wrinkled face disclosed. It
was not a handsome face, but it was .
his mother’s. How well he remem-
bered her kind care and thoughtful
ways. She was always very fond of
him, and shared her husband’s pride
in all his progress at school. And
when he grew tall and manly, and
began to bring home the fruits of his
industry, her old eyes often filled
with tears of gratitude, and her trem-
bling lips uttered many. prayers of
thanks that the boy of her love was
not like the rude and reckless com-
panjons of his age.

Her old fashioned, nail studded,

hair-covered trunk stood in one cor-
ner of Hardy’s room.
- Years ago he had opened it once
and saw bundles and books, and
papers and letters, none of which he
looked at.

* Miller had not yet arrived, and the
thought occurred to Hardy that this
was a good time for him to empty
the trunk, examine its contents,
throw away the useless matter, and
-rearrange the rest.

Sultmg the action to the thought,
he hauled the trunk from its corner,
opened it, and turned its contents on-
the bed.

As he didsoa knock was heard at
the door. 3

¢ Come in,” said Hardy.

« All right,” said a voice, and in
walked ¢ One-eyed Miller.”

“ They were going to send round a
‘cop’ with me,” said he ; *“but when

. _they ‘told me the way, 1 found it

“myself ; and here I am as strawbt as
a ruler, but I want a pipe.”

“ I am glad to see you, Miller,” said .
Hardy ; « you were seedy enough
yesterday. Why, how nice you look.
Been to a barber’s?” .

“Yes,” said Miller, as he puffed
fast and strong. * “ Yes, I wanted to
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see the old man, an1l make it all

>

right. T don’t worry much about my
conscience, you know, but Mary and
Martha have been at me about it, till
it seemed as if there was a little hell
inside of me. I can’t find that infer-
nal scoundrel of a Templeton, with
his black eye and curly hair. I'd
Templeton him so quick he wouldn’t’
know which end he stood on, if I had
achance at him. What are you doing
with that kit of papers? Heavens,
what a lot of letters ! I hate letters—
that is, all but the girls' letters. Every
letter my girls ever wrote to.' me I've
got, and some of them are very good,
1 tell you.”

If Miller had blustered, Hardy
would have met him.

Ifhe had commenced to lie, Hardy

-would have huihored him.

As it was, Miller was fast making
a conquest. Hardy knew enough of
Miller's daughters to convince him
that, prior to Templeton’s advent,
their home was happy and they con-
tented. - And he now knew that in
some way Templeton had not only
endeavored to deceive and practise
fraud on Mr. Russell, but had done,
through Mary, a great wrong to old
Miller himself.

Sitting on the edge of the bed,
while Miller took a chair, Hardy said :
“ Miller, if I had gone into this job
for money, and had beén successful,

-1 would have made a fortune. As it
- 18, if my own interest was all I
‘thought of, I might haul in a very big

pile. You know enough of men in .

general, and of Mr. Russell especially,
to see that. And ,you have done
enough business with me to know
that [ am a man who deals on the
square, and tells the truth. I not
only haven’t madé¢ a dollar out of this,
but I don’t intend to. -Mr.
was not sanguine at the first ; and, to
do him justice, he always agreed with
me that the Bob Delaney boy was

e N e T e PRI
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much more likely to be Bob Delaney
” . thsn Harry Russell. .

‘ Still, the search
‘has done the old man a benefit:
‘has relieved his mind. He has done
all he Foqld and that’s all any man

- can be askerlto do. 7 had a chance
to go in “with “Templeton ; the same
you had. I didn’t bluff him at first.

I let him go on; and-if-I hadn’t

" found him at the Tombs ‘trying to

_houneyfugle Mother Foster, I think I
should have given him just rope
enough o hang himself with. Then
he tried it on you, and I make no
bones. of telling you, you played a
deucedly dirty “trick on one of the

~ best men living. = And besides—but,

never mind, we won't go into that.” .

" No,” said Miller, * You're right.
It was a mean game, bub let bygones
be bygones ; I'm willing.”

Hardy laughed, and went on:
“Of course you are. Now,.you
have done the square thing by us
because you- had to, and -you must
admit that you've only done it as far
as you were forced to; don’t you
: think you would do a better thing if
* you were to tell me the whole plot
from end to end? It won't harm you ;
it- may lead to the punishment of 2
Templeton.”

As Hardy finished the sentence he
‘rose from the bed on- which he was
sitting, intending to lower: the cur-.
tain so as to shut put the sun, which
shone directly on his face. As he
did so his foot tripped on the top of
the trunk, as it lay on the floor, and
to save hlmqelf he caught qulckly at
the coverlid of the bed. This disar-
-xanged the bundles and papers, some
of which were thrown upon the floor.
Miller assisted Hardy in picking
them up, and as he did so said:
# Hallo, Hardy, what's this? Here's
a bundle all tied up and sealed up as
if it was ‘'a mummy. I declare, I
haven’t- seen” so much sealing wax

o

‘since I wasa boy. Seems to mer you Te

"not over careful of your jewelry.”
Miller pitched - the package to
Hardy, who was about to place it

" with the rest, when he saw, in his

mother’s cramped and awkward hand,
his own name written on the paper.

The bundle was soft, and appar-
ently contained clothmg

Miller eyed him curiously.

“ Why don’t you open it?” said he.

Hardy said nothing, but felt of the
package from end to end.:”

Then taking his knife from his
pocket, he cut the string. .

Inside the paper was a roll of
clothing, and a letter addressed

e

“JonN Harpy,
“New York.

“If dead .destroy this.”

Hardy was astounded.
- For years that trunk had been
under his very eye.

He had opened it but tw1ee since
it came in his possession.

Its contents he had neverlooked -
_at nor cared for, although he had

_now-and thei " thought ™ he ‘wouldat—
some time clean out the rubbish and

’preserve whatéver was worth keeping.

Yet in that trunk was a letter from
the dearest mother man ever had.
“He loved her hvmg, and he loved

‘her dead.

She had been so much to him that
he mnever -thought of her without a
smile or a tear; and yet for years,
within reach of his hand had- been
this letter. '

“ Why, Miller,” said he; ¢ this is
mothers. This letter’s from mother.
‘What can it be? Why haveInever
seen it before? I want to read it,
yet I do not. Here, you read it.
No, give it to me. What an idea!
Bless her heart ! That’s her pisture,
Milleri Bless her heart ! She was
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jusf th ,_\be‘sf‘i'n‘dther“f)»oy /o;axixan ever
. Tll read thesletter.”
Forgetting “Miller- and all else be-

~'}§ﬂqs, Hardy opened - the carefully’

-geatedenvelope, and read aloud as
follows :

“ My owx DEAR JACK—

“God grant you may nmever see
these lines. Your mother loves you,
Jacky, my boy; loves yom, loves
you. I am going to write some-
thing because I ought to, and not
_ because I want to. I am getting old,
and it won't be long before I go to
meet him you used to call your
daddy. My conscience is heavy,
Jacky. My conscience makes me do
this. . I don’t write it for you, I only
-write it because’my conscience makes
me. Don’t think your old mother

doesn’t love you, boy. - Don’t think -

" your daddy didn’t. You khow we
did, and this minute, Jacky, you are
sleeping where I hear you breathe;
and this’ minute I kissed your fore-
head as you slept. Jacky, you .are
not my son. Don’t be angry, dear.
You: are my own dear boy all the
same, and I love you just the same.
But you-are not my son.” We had a
little fellow, too sweet to stay here
long; and one day, these many, many
years ago, your father brought you
home. ¢Here, dear,’ said he, ‘I've
found another for you,’ and you came
right in my heart at once. He found
" you in the sewer, dear. He was out
with his bag, and as he looked in the
great hole at the foot of the City
Hall Park, he heard a cry. He was
a good man. He got you out. He
brought you home. You cried for
‘mamma,’ and you called for ¢ papa,’

but you were young, Jacky, dear,.

and such a pretty boy, I could not
let you go. Next day, dear, we

dressed you in our little Jacky’s

clothes, and tried to coax and ques-
tion you. But it was all ‘mamma’

”
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and ‘ papa’ with you. - Your clothes
were spoiled, and you were -sick.
You only kept up a few hours, when
fever set in. "The doctor gave mo
hope, but I nursed you through, my
boy, and in about a month you sat
up straight in bed, for all the world
like a beautiful star. But you knew
nothing. We tried very hard, but
conld get nothing from you. I was
sorry and glad. - I wanted- to keep
you. We called you after my dead
darling, and I hugged you in my
arms for him. That's all, Jack, my
boy. Let me call you Jack, my son.

. I shall de these clothes up in a bun-

dle, and. put this letter with .’em.
You won't be likely to see.it, Jack.
If you don’t, I shall be thankful. If
you do, my boy, remember how your

daddy loved you and how your.

mother loves you, and forgive us if
we have. done wrong. Heaven pre-
gerve and protect you, Jack, my boy,
my son, my darling. -
i " ¢ MOTHER.” *

“Forgive you?”said Hardy. * For--
give you? Bless you, God bless you,
you dear, honest, loving mother;” and
he kissed the picture again and again.

« But who, then, am 1%’ said he.
¢ Let's look at the clothes.” T

- Nothing. ’ )
" There was a little jacket with but-
tons all over it, and a jolly little pair
of trowsers with a pocket on one side,

and a make-believe pocket on the . -

other. »
° But no mark of any kind.
Hardy’s face. was red with excite-

. ment.

Miller puffed quietly on.
. Arap at the door, followed by
Hardy’s ““come in,” disclosed Mr.
Rassell, who looked at the two men
and the disordered apartment in un-
disguised astonishment. -

« Ah, come in, Mr. Russell, come
in,” said Hardy. *Excuse my lack
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of ceremony, and my excess of con-
fusion. It doesn’t look like me, [

confess ; but inasmuch as I don't

- know who [ am, 1t matters very littie.
Bit down, please.” )

Mr. Russell was so taken aback
by this unnsual reception, that he
hardly knew what to da. - V

He had always found Hardy res-
pectful and considerate; now he
found him brusque and almost rude.

He looked at him closely, and see-
Ing tears in the young man’s eyes,
pushed away the chair Miller. had
offered him, and laying his hand on
Hardy’s shoulder, said, as a father
might to a son whom he loved: “Tell
me, Hardy, what troubles you. Sure-
ly I have the right to ask, and you
know, my boy, that you have no
right to conceal aught from me. Has
Miller annoyed you?”

Miller looked up quickly, and said:
“Mr. Russell, Mr. Hardy is yoar
agent. We have buried the past
between us. I have confessed my
fault and the truce is declared. I now
ask your pardon, sir, and as I do so,
let me couple my petition with a de-
claration of regard and esteem for
this young man, for whom I would
do anything in my power. No, sir,
Miller] has not annoyed him, but

- Miller will help him, and on that you
may bet your bottom dollar.”
-~ Miller spoke slowly as was his
babit, but he also” spoke earnestly,
_and there was something so tender in
his manner and expression, that Mr.
Russell, whose heart was big and gen-
erous, extended his hand, and with
a cordial grasp, said : “ As you say,
Mr. Miller; as you say. Bygones
¢hall be bygones. Now tell me what
under the sun is the matter with
John Hardy ¥’

“ Read this letter, sir,” said Hardy ;
*“that will tell you. I have lost my
mother, sir ; and my-dear old father,
too, who used to be so proud of his

>
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buy;b is mine no louger. O why did
I open that infernal trunk 7’
Mr. Russell read the letter through

_before he spoke.

Then wiping his eyes, he turned to
Hardy and said ;: * Well, Hardy, this
78 rather rough. T know what it is
to lose father and mother, by death.
But I confess this is a touch beyond
that,. But those clothes. Is there
nothing on them to indicate a clue?”

“ Nothing, nothing at all,” replied
Hardy. -

“ Nothing but this,” cried Miller,
who had been turning the suit over
and over ; “nothing but this"—

Mzr. Russell literally snatched the -
little jacket from the old man’s hands.

On the loop placed there for con-
venience of hanging the garment on
a hook or nail, was a small sales
ticket, on which was printed

“HarLrL, MILWAUKEE.”

He could searce believe his eyes.

¢ Hall, Milwaukee,” cried he. *“It
cannot be. Oh, Hardy, speak, Mil-
ler, speak !|' Great Heavens, can this
be so! Hardy, Hardy, you are my
son ! [ bought this suit myself. You
wore it to New York when you were
lost. . Hardy ! Hardy! For God's
sake, help me, Miller. His foot! his
foot 1

Quicker than a flash, old Miller
pushed the half stupefied Hardy to a
seat, drew off his gaiter, pulled off
his sock—but no, they were all there !

“The other, man ; the other. I
told you the other,” shouted Mr.
Russell, ’ :

And there, sure enough, was the
mutilated foot, kissed by the father,
shook by old Miller, and kissed and
shook "again, until, in an ecstasy of
joy, a perfect whirlwind of conflicting
emotions, father and son held each
other tight in a long-and loving em-
brace,
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Miller scratched his head. -
“And now for home,” said Mr.
Russell ; “how Maud’s eyes will open,

~

Great Heavens ! Hardy had not
_thought of that, and burying his head
in his pillow, he sobbed aloud.
Miller beckoned Mr. Russell to
the window.
Placing his pipe-on the sill, he took
the astonished father by the ‘hand.

¢ Mr. Russell, this is a matter of

-life or death, and you can alone de-
eide it. Your son loves your daugh-
ter.. He has found a father, but he
loses a w1fe

" son.
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“ Nonsense. Not at all, sir ; not at
all. Hardy, old fellow, Hardy, my
darling, look up ! Dress yourself and
come with me. Your mother will want
to see you. Ay, my boy, and your
sweetheart will want to be the first to
congratulate us both. ‘

“What do you mean, su?" said
Hardy.

“ What do I mean? Great Heaven,
what do I nof mean 9 Maud is not
my child. Maud is not your sidter.
Her mother brought the dear girl with
her when we were married.- You shall
wear her as you have won her, my.
Now, will you come "

AT LAST.
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CHAPTER XXXIX

THERE'S NO PLACE LIKE HOME.

day a jolly party stood upon

- the deck of an outward-bound

steamer, and Horace Russell was céry-
ing like a child.

Perhaps you think a strong man
should not cry.

Well, let us gee. .

Just beyond him was a group,
laughing, crying, shaking hands, and
kissing :

0ld Miller and Mary, Robert De-
laney and Martha, John Hardy, or,
as he was then, Harry Russell, and
Maud, his bride, with Mrs. Russell at
their side. -

Mr. Delaney and Martha were part
of.the travelling company, and Miller
with Mary had come to bid them
good-bye.

Mr. Russell had arranged it all.

He had sent a check for $1,500 to
the trustees of Mr. Delaney’s church,
with which to supply the pulpit for
a year, and the young couple gladly

v@HRE‘E’ weeks from that happy

availed themselves of the cordial in-

vitation of their friend to pass that
year abroad.

Maud had told her mother of
Hardy’s - declaration, and they were

discussing it, when Mr. Russell and
his new found Harry made their ap-
pearance and disclosure.

Words cannot describe- the scene
that followed.

Suffice it that the lovers were mar-
ried by the Rev. Robert Delaney; and
that at the wedding breakfast the
entire Miller family were honored
guests,

“ Home again,”
Horace Russell.

His affairs needed him.’

Yes, but it was not for that he
hurried.

He had found his son.

Twenty years’ lost tune must bs
made up.

The sooner he began the better.

‘With wife and son and daughter,
he craved his nativeair. He lon"ed
to present his boy, his son and hexr
to his workmen and his friends.

Thefuture beckoned him with wide
ambitious, in all of which John Hardy
—Harry Russell—was an element.

How happy he was! .

How happy they all were !

No wonder that the strong man
wept.

was now the ery of

o







