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+ _Thoroughly cleanse the blood, which is the
\ Sountain of health by using Dr. Pierce’s Gold=
i en Medical Discovery, and good digestion, 8
| fair ekin, buoyant epirite, vital strength, and
' goundness of constitution will be cstablighed,

‘ Golden Medical Discovery enures all humors,
from the common ,plmplo. lotch, or eruption,
¢ to the woret Scrofula, or blood-noieon, Fe«
’ ially has it proven its efheacy in curing
 8alt-theum or "‘ot.tn. Fever-sorcs, Hip=joint
{scase, Scrofulous Sores and Swe. ngs, Ene
() Glande, and Fating Uleers,
olden Medical Discovery cureg Ce sump-
tion (which ig Nerofuln of the Lunes) by its
wonderful blood-puritving, invisoratic _sna
nputritive propert ‘or Weak Lunge |'pite
' ting of Rlood, Shortnese of Rreath, Bronc” tis,
: ere Coughs, Astinna, and kindred a- ca
tiong, it it a sovercien remedy, It promb.ly

the reverest (‘ouche, “
gor Torpid_lLiver, Biliousnesg, or *Liver
i+ Complaint,” Dy :pepsing and Indigestion, it is
v an unequalled romedy, Sold by druggists.
“ DRs PIERCE'S PFRLLETS — Antie

Bilions and Cathartie.
8bc. & vial by drusgists,

an 13th, 186, 92,
~F.C. Taylor.

CANADA LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY.
ESTABLI .-E_Tzn IN 1847,

'ﬁo_oldut "3.??;.,'}:?:.‘1‘.:‘: 1ife om«? in
nd Assots a= at the 30th of April,

B irl ey SRS
- April, 1885 $1,336 680.
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rofita of this old and reliable oomrmy
l.rzhlonrﬂur than auy other Life Ofece doing
business in the Dowinion, and its ratio of ex-

ses to income are less than that of any other

nadianor British Ottice  The policies of this
‘oomp&ny are indisputable on un‘y round what-
ever afier ‘two years, and Policies becoming
elaims are paid at once. 'Tho rutes charged by
this company are as low as any first-class
office. All forms of policies are ssued.

. F.C TAVIOR,

. Agent, Lindsay.

mnd-aﬁ Fob, 24th, 1885.—81.
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“SELF O3 BEARER.”
' By WALTER BESANT.

Author of Al Sorts and Con/litions of Men,”
T4 The Captain’s Room.” ete.
(Continued [rom last week.)

Having got so far ha remained here, un-
able to got any fur‘her: in fact, ho came
back to it again and again.

“Myself and Noval,” he thought, It
must lie hetween us two—it must lie be-

" tween us!”
The office boy watched him curiously.
. From his position at the other side of the
! fireplace he lookei, so o speak, over Dicks
shoulder, and could wateh hinn unseen and
v unsuspected.  Tiie wore certain special rea-
I cons—in fuet, they were concealed in the
'pm'kot of hixz jacke!—why the oftice boy
' thought that something vwas goine to han-
pene o There wors oth ¢ rensons, such as a
" great increase in Mr. Richard's suikiness, a-
{ jumpy mauner which had lately come over
« him and his rtdeness 10 Miss Cronan, which
| made this intellizent Loy believe that sone-
‘thing wus going to happen-very soon. Then
' Mr. Murridgee had been shuat gp with his son
| for three-quarters of an nour. That neant
; things unusual. - And uow Mr. Richard, in-
! gtead of drawing girls’ heads, was sitting in
! moody thought. :
t  You know how strancely, when the mind
tis greatly oxercised aund strained, one re-
' members some Jittly trifle, or forceis some
!little habitual thing, such as brusning the
i hair or putting on a collar.  Dick's eyes fell
.upon his pocketbook, which lay upou his
‘desk. It was a diary—one of the diaries
! which give a certain small space for every
'day in the year and a pocket for letters. It
"belonged, like his pursy and his bunch ol
-keys, essentinlly to his pocket.  Yet ho
! could not remember whea he had last carried
it in his pocket. Consider, it you ave anccus:
tomed to a bunch of keys in your pocket,
you do not feel their presence, but. yet you
miss them when they are no longer there
Dick became suddenly conscious that for
some time—perhaps an hour, perhaps &
Whole day. perhaps move—he had not -
the presence of the pocketbook. But his
mind had been so much occupied by certain
pressing anxictios which beset him about
this time, that he had noiiced the absence of
the book half consciously. Now that he saw it
lying on hi< table he snatched it up, and be-
gan turning over the pages, at tirst confi-
dently and then hurriedly, as one looks for
something lost. There was something lost,
He shook out the leaves: he looked through
them again: he searched tue em:.ty pocket,
Then he searched his own pockets.

The boy behind him watched with a broad
grin of satisfaction, ax if he understcod the
cause of this distress.

Then Dick sprang from his chair and
looked under the table, on the floor, in the
blotting pad, in the letter rack and in the
drawers. Then he legan all over again,
No Greek mime ever expressed more vividly
the anxiety, dismay and tervor of -one who
has lost a thing of vital importanee. The
bey felt as if he should like to roll on the
floor and sercam.

“Have you picked up anything, yon boy?’
Dick turned upon him flercely, <o that he
was fain to repress the smile upon his lips
and the lightof joy in hiseve. ‘*‘(‘ome here,
you httle devil!™

The hoy olieyed with comnosed face, and,

in fact, with considerable trepidation, bes:
cause there was something in his jacket
rocket which he ardently desired to conceal
from Mr. Richard.

‘‘Have you picked up anything at all¢® he |

asked again.

“What iz it# the boy asked, by way of re-
ply. ‘‘Is it money dropped?’

*“You measly little devil! “Why don’t you
answer? Have you picked up anything? It
ie something of no importance to anybody-=
a bit of pink paper.”

" “] haven't picked up nothing,” replied the
'boy, sullenly.

. “Pve a great mind to search you,” said
‘Dick, catching him by the coat collar.
! «"¥ou're as full of tricks as you can stick.”

‘‘Qearch me, then. Oh, yes! Search me:
I'll go and call the guv’'nor and ask him to
search me, if you like. You just lemme go
or I'll seréeam,-and bring out the guv'sor,
&nd ask him to search me.”

Dick dropped his coat collar instantly.

“Look here,” he said. ‘Do you know thie
pocketbook !
‘‘Never saw it befors in my life.”

This, 1 regret to say, was s fsisehood. The
boy had seen it m::;timep before, Every
day Mr. Richard drew thet book from %his
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times does it, but with discretion, otherwise
the school board officer will find him out

“] don’t care. Call the guv'nor, and tell
him what yon want. I dun know what
you've lost. What is it, thenr”

*I've lost a—a paper. It wasin this book.”

““What sort of a paper?”

Dick made no reply. Perhaps the lost pa-
per would be in his own room. Stung by
the thought that it might be lying about
somewhere, he put on his hat and turned
hurriedly away.

“What sort of a paper was iti” asked the
boy. “If you give over threatening. I'll help
look for it. . What sort of a paper!”’

“Hold your tongue. You can’t help. I've
looked every where.”

*Perhaps,”’ said the boy, persuasively—
“perhaps it was the housekeeper.”

Very few people think of the housekeeper.
Yet there is alwavs one in every house let
out for offices. She is always elderly—no-
body ever heard of a housekeeper in the city
dying—and she is generally a grandmother
with a daughter, also a widow, and three or
four little childiren—they are always little.
Grandmothers and children always, in the
vity, renain at the same age.  All the week
long the children are hidden away some
wiiere in the basement; on Saturday after-
noons and Sundays they come up and have a
high old time, because the front door is closed
and the place is deserted, and the whole
housn is their own,  Then the otlice doors are
thrown open, and the children run races in
the most sacred apartments, and open all
the drawers and ransack their contents, and
make themselves acquainted with the clerk’s
secrets aud the chiet’s hidden decanter of
sherry, and read all the private journals, and
pick up the odd lead pencils, and provide
vhemseives with steel pens, penholders, blot-
ting paper, note paper, letter paper, foolscap,
india rubber, envelopes, and, in ill-regulated
offices, with postacu stamps as well, :

Dick rang the bell for the housekeeper,
She declared, which was quite true, that she
Lhad found nothing and carried away no
parers.  She had children in the house, Lut,
unlike children in some offices she couid
aamne, her children wero never aliowed in
her oflices on Saturday and Sunday.

So she withdrew again, and the lost paper
WS NO nearcr recovery.

Perhaps Dick had left it in his own room
at home, Pierced by the thought, as with
an arrow, he seized his hat and left the
utlice.

Then the office boy sat down in Mr. Rich-
ard’s chair, and put his hands into his trous-
ers pockets, and spread his legs out and
grinned from ear to ear.

“It's coming fast,” he said. *“Lor’! I wish
ue had searched me. What would the
cguv’nor have said when this little envelope
was found in one jacket pocket, and this en-
velope was found in the other jacket pocket?
And what would Mr. Richard have said?
P'm a measly little devil, am I+~ And Miss
Cronan, she's a Sapphier, which rhymes
with liar, and goes with’ Ananias. I've often
Lward a boy called Ananias, but never a girl
called Sapphier. Sophy I know, but not
Sapphier.’

He could not resist the 'mmptntion of
drawing out the two envelopes and looking
at the contents,

“Shall 1.” he said. “knock at the guv'nor's
door and give him these two envelopes at
onece, or shall 1 wait? I think I'll wait.
Ha! The time will come. Then I shall
jump upon him. Then 1 shall make him
wriggle. Thent I 51 !l see him curl.”

Tirs boy had 1. read the *‘History of
Yipring-heel Jack™ 1. vain,

But neither at hoi:.: nor anywhere could
Dick Murridge find i1.::% lost piece of paper,
aud the loss’of it filled Li'n with anxiety.

CHAPTER V.
‘A STEADY YOUNG MAN'S EVENING.

That secluded corner of I.ondon which les
hildden behind the three great stations, and
is separated from the rest of the world by
the Hampstead road on the west, and the
St. Pancras road on the east. contains many
houses and harbors many families whose his-
tories, were they known, are as romantic
and wonderful, and as deeply laden with
pathos and interest, as any moated. grange
or shield of sixteen quarterings.

One of these houses—for reasons which
will -be immediately obvious it is not neces-
<ary or advisable to name the road in which
v stands—is devoted, so to speak, to the
nightly conjuring of the emotions among
those who are privileged to enter its walls,
No meladrama ever placed upon the hoards
of a theatre arouses more fiercely and more
certainly the passions of terror, ancxiety,
rage, despair and frantic joy than the simple
nasses of the creat magician who practices
nightly in thiz house, It ix nothing more
than a tavern—a gimple corner house, with
a sich board sl a Lar of many entrances,

The spells, magic and inystery are worked
on the tirst floor, which is lot off for a club
which mects here every eveniug, all the year
round, except on Sundays. The members
would meect on Sundays as well if it were
periitted,

At seven o'clock the club opens every
evening, It is not a political eclub, for
polities are never touched upon: nor isita
social club, for the members do not converse
together afier the mauner of ordinary mor-
wals: nor i it a club founded for the
advance of suy cause, or for the promotion
of any art, or for any seientific or intel-
lectual object=s whatever. Yet 1t isa club
where conversation iz always animated, and
evenintorjectional, though sometinies monot~
onous. It ix aleo absorbing, and it brings
all beads bent together; it makes all eyes
strained: everybady's face is anxious and
eager; and it is so witty, so clever, so biting
and epigrammatie, that at everything that
is said ~eme laugh and shout, and some sigh,
weep and even curs:. [¢ is, lastly, a club
which contains evervthing which the mein-
Liers want to miake them completely happy,
though, unfortunately, the members cannot
aiways get what they want and what they
coma for,

There were eight or nine small tables
about the room, each provided with a pair
of candies, and each occupied by two men.
TLere was a sideboard. or buffet, with de-
canters and glasses, cigars, cigarettes and

- the usual trimmings, behind which stood a

voung lady of bar-maidenly loveliness. For
the look of the thing there were champagne
bettles, but the customary drink was whisky
or bottled stout. A dozen men were stand-
ing abous the bar, drinking or talking to
the girl. They were those who had come
too late for a place, and were waiting their
turn. The atmosphere was thick and heavy
with tobacco smoke. Thers was also an
open piano, but no one regarded it.
Among the tabls and thoss who est out
(t)l;ere moved continually rather small
#ature, but of proportions; of
straight and regular festures, and very
carefully dressed. He was now sdvaneed in

A cigarette was always be-
tween his lips; his voice was soft,
Be sesmed to have something friendly to say
to every one of the members: his smiile was
kindly: his eyes benevolemt; he lsaghed
eaeily and mausically; and thers was not s
man in the room who did not believe that
the count was his own privase, persoms! and

g

princess. Everybody believed the count had
been, in his day, a terrible breaker of ladies'
hearta

In plain words, the place is a gambling
club, run by this Italian who was so good &
friend to all the members.

Among the players at the middle table sat

Dick Murridge.

His father was right in mistrusting a boy
who went about his work 'like a machine,
and seemed to have no passion, no pursuit,
no ambition—who committed no small fol-
lies and had none of the headlong faults of
ardent youth. Dick had a pursuit. It was
absorbing and entraucing; he followed it
with ardor every evening of the week. It
was a pursuit which bronght into play, to a
very remarkable degree, the maxims which
his father had taught him. It requires, for
instance, no law of honor, except that if you
conceal cards, or play false, or do not pay
up, you are out-kicked. It makes no fooiish
pretense about friendship. philanthropy.
charity, or any stuff of that kind. At the
baccarat table every man is for himself.
No skill is wanted; no dull working and
daily practice in order to acquire dexterity,
which would not bLe of any use: the whole
object of the pursuit is to win money.

Of all the eager and noisy crew who sat at
that table there was not one who was more
absorbed in the game than Dick Mur-
ridge. The others shouted and swore great
oaths when they won or lost. Dick made no
sign. His face betrayed no emotion.. The
quiet gambler is the most determined and
the most hopeless,

By the side of Dick sat—alas!—young Daf-
fodil Cronan. He was by no means a silent
player. His face was flushed with excite-
ment, his bair tossed; his lips were paricd,
and atevery turn of the cards he gasped,
whether it brought him victory or loss,
only, if he won, he laughed aloud.

B
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By the side of Dick sat yowwg Daffodil.

This evening it mizht have been remarked
that the count was a gool deal engaged in
watching Dick’s play. He observed two or
three things. When D:ick won he put his
winnings into his pocke® without a word or
a sign of =atistaction. When he lost he saw
the stake raked up without the least emo-
tion. Further, he observed that Dick lost
nearly every time. The luck was dead
azainst him from the beginningz, And this
circumstance atforded him a certain satis
faction, but why, one could hardly explain.

At tem o'clock Dick rose from the tabie
and laid his hand upon his friend’s shoulder.

“*Come,” he whispered: ‘‘they will be c¢x-
pecting you at home.”

The boy rose unwillingly. He was win-
ning, and for the first time in his life his
pocket was heavy with silver. But Dick
dragged him from the table. :

*“My young friends,” said the count, as
they left the table, *‘you leave us too early.
But perhaps itis best to be home in good
time. I hope you have not lost?” .

He spoke very good English, but with o
slightly foreign accent, and he spoke as if
he really did take the deepest interest in
their fortune.

*‘As for me,” cried Daffodil, eagerly, *‘I've
won a pot. ‘Look here! He pulled our a
handtul of shillings. “It's glorious!”

The count laughed encouragingly.

“Good,” he said, ‘‘very good! Luck is
always with the boys, At your age I should
have broken all the banks. Come again
soon. 1 love to see the boys win. And you,
‘riend Richard?”

*‘It doesn’t matter to any one except ny-
self,” Dick replied, gloomily, ‘‘whether I
win or leze.”

*He is silent,” said the count. “I watch
him at his play. When the others laugh, or
when they curse, he is silent. No one can
tell from his face whether he has won or
lost. A good player should besilent. Will
you drink before you go?”

Daffodil went to the bLar and had a drink;
Dick refused.

“Do you want another
fricnd?” asked the count.

Dick shook his head, but with uncer-
tainty. -

“What is the good?” he asked. “My in-
fernal luck follows me every night. I'm
cleaned out again.”

“Dear me! Iam verysorry. Let me see
your account. You have given me three
checks, each for twelve pounds. They were
passed”—he glanced quickly at Dick’s face—
“without question.”

“Why the devil should they be ques-
tioned ¢’ Dick asked. !

‘‘Ah, my friend, yours i the face for the
gambler. You can keep your countenance,
whatever happens. It is a great gift.
Steady eyes—look me in the face—full,
steady eyes, and fimgers”—he took Dick's
hand in his, and squeezed the fingers critic-
ally—‘‘fingers that are semsitive and quick.
Sometimes I think that fingers are alive.
Why, if a devil was to enter into one of these
fingers, and persuade it to—well, to imitate
another person’s hand writing—"

“What do you mean?’ asked Dick.

“Steady eyes—steady eyes! Why, that
the finger would imitate that writing to per-
fection. Well, as to our account. You owe
ne, my young friend, twenty-four pounds.
Shall I make you another advance: Well,
come here to-morrow morning at eleven.
Can you spare the time? Come! We shall
be quite alone, and I shall have something
to say. Bteady eyes, delicate fingers, hard
and cold face. These are the gifts of the
true gambler.” :

*What then? said Dick,

“What, indeed! I fear they are gifts
which may be wasted. Some day, when
you are in trouble—some day, when yon
want money—"

*I always want money.”

“You are in trouble also; my friend; I
read trouble in your face.” He dropped bis
voice to a whisper—a soft, friendly, mur-
murous whisper. ‘“You are in trouble
now. Confide inme Those three checks,
NO Wt ;

‘‘No, 6! The checks are all right, I teil
you. .;,'hydoyou kesp harping upen the

“I rejoice: to hear it; I was afraid you
might bave been decsived. But you are in
trouble.”

“T didn't esy thats I said I wanted mouney.
Ifyoﬂc’zl:;:ehmohovtomhiﬁ— But
you can’ you would make it for your-
seif. Why should you teseh me?”

The count looked st his nmtilated hand.

*T could make it for myweif-once, but [ em
~1 s old, pevhups. I kmow bow i is to be
made; casily, hthucra- tomeh

ever !
IM rvor gives snything. What s
&mm and I will tell you whas
you & to pay. Comse hers st eleven o'clock,

advance, my

ere 13 my new friend. My Gear boy,Ire-
joice when my young friends win. It is owr
turn to lose. We are the old boys. The

“Come along, Dick,” said Daffodil, laugh-

ing. *I have won

Hooray! Wha.tasplg:zdg;megﬂ:f"m

CHAPTER VL
THE TEMPTATION.

The soft voice of the man, his measured
speech, his calmly prophetic assurance that
trouble was on the way, affected Dick Mur-
ridge at this juncture of his affairs very dis-
agreeably. He could know nothing, Yethe
spoke as if he knew.

For now the trouble was actually come.
In a few days his father would expect some-
thing from him, a report, a clew, a theory—
something which might be followed up. If
there was nothing he would himself take up
the case. -‘‘Come to me,” said the count,
*when the trouble falls upon you. Come to
me to-morrow, -and let us talk.”

Heckept that appointment: he found the
count in the club room, which, by day, with
its tables put together and covered with a

or a room for the coroner and the jury, or,
at least, like a room for a friendly lead.

*8n,” said the count, ‘‘youare here. Iex-
pected you. Has the trouble come?”

“There isno trouble coming,’ Dick replied.

“jt will come very soon, if it has not
already come. Howerver, let us talk business.
You owe me twenty-four pounds. You have
Lorrowed from time to time sixty pounds,
and you have paid me in three checks thirty-
six pounds. You want to borrow more. Last
nizht yvou lost ten pounds, or therezbouts.”

*How do you know?’

“[ watched you all the evening. That is
simple, is it not? Do you wish to borrow
more money "

Dick made no reply.. He had lost more
than ten pounds out of the check which
Datfodil cashed for him—there was, in fact,
half a crown lett. Half a crown out of
twelve pounds! :

**All the young men who come here fall
into trouble sooner or later, my dear Rich-
ard. I have seen your trouble coming for a
long time. What do you expect. You want
to enjoy life. = Very well, then. Nature
says that those who enjoy life must have
money. It is reasonable. These who have
money aro kings, Those who have none are
slaves. If you win youspend your winnings
on your pleasures. If you lose, you—well,
you get into trouble.”

“I never do win,” said Dick.

“My friend, listen carefully.” The count
sat down and drew his chair quite close to
Dick. *I have watched you for many
nights. I say to myself, ‘I want a pupil.
Hevre is one who 1nay be a credit to nie.’
Very good; as for the others I let them go.
‘They may heip themselves: but 1 am willing
to belp you. For you are different. I have
{ound that you are hard and you are brave:
you have no foolish, sott heart, and you
have fingers—bheautiful tingers, delicate, full
of sense.and lite, which can be taught to
handle cards.”

*What do you mean# Dick cried, with
the fueling of attraction which a butterfly
teels rovard the candle.

The first lesson was the most wonderful
thing which Dick ever learned. Yet it was
a very small thing; nothing but a simple
mwethod of turning up the king whenever he
was wanted, and a simple explanation of
the fuct that in professional gambling the

‘o turn up the king, and therefore must, in
:he long run, lose. :

“Come again, to-morrow," said the count:
‘‘meanwhile practise. Ob, I can teach you!
But this is nothing. Understand that what
you have learned to-day is only the very
beginning of tLe art—the first elements
Persevere, my son, and I will place an un-
heard of fortune in your hands.”

“What am I to give you for it¢"”

“That you will presently discover. I shall
not teach you much, you may be sure, unless
we understand each other.”

‘.’"
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“I want a pupil.”

The lesson lasted until about three o’clock.
It was so strange and so delightful that the !
voung man actually forgot the trouble. That
came back to him the moment he left the
house,

It was Friday.

Hoe spent the afternoon
thinking. He called it thinking., In reality
it was putting before himself in lively im-
agination all the terrors of the situation.
In the evening he wentto the club. The
count lent him three pounds, and he won a
small sum. But how could he hope to win
back ail he owed. and it he did, how would
that help him with those checks?

On' Saturday morning he spent another
hour or two ‘with the count, and learned
inore. He now understood for the first time
that he who plays at a public table has to do
with & man who must win as often as he
pleases, or as often as he dares, because he
can do what he likes with the cards. For

Saturday afternoon he spent in ‘‘thinking”
as before. And on Saturday evening he
went again to the club, and again he won;
but not much. On Sunday morning he
awoke, full of apprehensions. Four more
days:; he must invent or make up something
which would keep his father quiet. He was
so full of fears that he resolved to tell every-
thing to Calista. :
It has been seen that he told her nothing.

not what. But he heard the voice, and he
did not see the afreet;, :

Said the voice: ‘‘To-day is Sundsay. ‘You
hml’ourdul—oﬂytourdsyl. What can
you maks up that will satisfy your father on
-handed he
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areen baize cloth, looked like a board room, |

outsider plays with the man who knows how |
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He could think of nothing. He was ready
with no explanation, report, result or any-
thing at all. In this nagging, uncomfort-
able manner the voice went on all the way

from Camden Town to Shadwell High street,
w&,uﬂnmwﬁq four miles and a

Then while Calista was talking to him the
voice began again: *It lies between you and
Norah. It must have been either you or
Norah. Oneof you two did it. 1f you are
not sus she must be.” Well, he, for
his part, would not be suspected if he could
avoid it by any means,

This was the reason why he spoke in so
strange ¢
would happen. He was answering, though
she did not know it, this voice which she
could not hear.

He left the hospital, and got back to the
early Sunday dinner at two.  His father, for
once, was almost genial, and talked freely
with his son, which was unusual with him.
His success in the matter of the Clonsilla in-
heritance pleased him. He was a landed
gentleman; he had an estate in Ireland and
another in England; he spoke of the land as
one who has a stake in the country, and
pointed out to his son that he was now an
heir, and must acquire a knowledge some-
where of the law as regards land. This.was
all very well; but he proceeded to talk of
the robtery, and of the care with which he
himself would tackle the case if he had the
time, or if he was obliged to take it in hand.
This kind of talk made his son writhe.

After dinner Mr. Murridge, on Sundays,
always had a bottle of port. His son took
one glass, and, he himself drank the rest of
the ttlee. With each glass he became
more pleased with his cleverness in out-
witting the doctor, and more eager for re-
venge in the matter of the robbery, so that
bhe mixed up his own astuteness with the
craft of the forger—his ducats with his
acres,

“Find him, Dick. Find him for me—
make haste!” ¢

*I am doing the best I can,” said Dick.
“Don’t hurry a man.”

“Have you got a clew yet? his father
asked.

*“Don’t ask me anything. You gave me
a week. Iam not going to tell you any-
thing before Thursdav morning.”

“Quite rizht, Dick. Nothing could’ he bhetter. I
hate prattiing before acase is ready. But there is
no harm in a word of advice. Now, if I had the con-
duet of the case I shiould advertise a substautial re-
ward for the discovery of the three persons who pie-
sente:d the cheeks; onee ind them, and the thing is
done. To bie sure,; there may be i ring of them—one
to foree the checks, one to steal the check Looks and
one to present them, and they would stand by each
other. I wonder bank clerks haven’t made a ring
before new, They might use it wmerrily for a time,

| Putldon't think thereis a ring, Dick. The checks

have heen taken out of the book and riven to some
one who has copied mv signature, and got the checks
cashed by people he knew. Now, one of them isa
foreigner, vld aud gray-headed, and wanting a fore-
tinger on the right hand—wanting a forefinger, Dick.
There can’t be many men in London answering to
that deseripticn, can there? Very well. that's my
idea.  You will act on it or not, as yon please. Bug
tind him, Dick: let me put him in the dock,  Let ine
see him going off to his seven years. 1t begins with
a yearon a plunk, I believe, and solitary confinement
on biread and water or skilly. The law is a righteous
Llavw which condemns one who steals hard-carned
money to solitary confinement and a- plank bed,
But he eught to be hunged, Dick. Nothing but
hanging will nicet the merits of the case.”

I'resently Dick escaped, and wandered about the
streets of Camden Town, One thing he clearly per
ceivedd must be done at any cost—he must keep his
fathier from taking up the case,

To kink wha thinks long enough there cometh at
the last @ suzvestion. To Dick it seemed to come
from without. It was a truly villainous and dis-
zrweetul suggestion, black as Erebus, crafty as the
0t and cowardly as the skunk. It had been
whispered in his ear at the Lospital. Now it was
whispercd again,

“You must accuse some ome. It is your only
chance. If you acknowledge that you have fafied,
your father will immediately take up the case him-
self. He will advertise and offer a reward. He is
quite sure to find out the truth. Yeu must accuse
some one. Whom will you accuse?

“It must be some one who has acvess to the office;
some one who know€ your father's habits in draw-
ing checks; some one who would get at his signature
easily,

“No. Not the office boy. There cannot be a proof,
or a shadow of proof, against the office Loy. Who
else comes to the office?’ Dick waited while that
question was put to him a hundred times. *“Whe
else but Norah? There is no other. Norah Cronan.”

Dick Murridge had known thisx irl all his life.
When she was five and he vight, they played to-
gether; when she was ten and he thirteen, he teased
and bullied her after the inanner of boys; when she
was sixteen and he nineteen, he began to perceive
that she was beautiful; oniv a fortnight hefore he
had told her that he loved her. And now he could
harbor the thought of accusing her in order to save
himself. Naid the voice in his ear:

*The first rule of life is seif-preservation.
that eversthing must give way.
himself at any sacr.fice,
truth—what are they ? Shadows,
self-preservation.”

His father had taught him this precept a hundred
times. What was it he was going to do but to pre-
serve himselt?

How would his father take it? Why, that made
the thing all the more easy. Nhe was, if any one, &
favorite with him. He trusted her more than any
other person in the world—imore than his own son.
If he interested himself or cared about any one, it
was about this clever, quick and industrious girl
clerk, who for seventy-five pounds a vear did the
work of two men cleres at double thesalary. If his
father could only be persuaded that it was Norah,

Before
A man must save

i he would probably say nothing more about it. He

. Here Dick was wrong.

would forgive her, and all would go on as before.
Mr. Murridge, and men who,
like him, trust few, aud those not unreservedly, are
far more dangerous if they are betrayed than men

i~ who trust lightly and easiiy.

He thought over this villainy all the evening. The

| longer he thought of it the more easy and the more

likely it appeared. He saw a way of making the
charge plausible and possible. lHe made up his mind
what he would do and how he would doit. At the
same time he resolved to Keep on with the count.

;- It might be well, in case things turned out hadly, to
| listen to the proposals at which he kept hinting, with
promises of wealth unbounded.

some reason of his own, the count was '
teaching him the secrets of the cards. The !

It wus past ten when he went home., He took his
candle, and, without seeing his tather, went straight
to his own room.

“Of course,” he said, “I would not have her tried,
Or =ent to prison, or anything. It will be quite
enough for my father to think she's done it. They
ean't send her to prison, or any one else, if there are
no forgeries to convict with. Then suddenly came a
brilliant idea. “They must have a forgery to go
upon. Suppose a man says a check was eashed which
he did not draw: very well. then, where is your
check? Produce your checs.” He did produce a lit-
tle heap of checks amd a check hook. He placed
them in the fireplace, he struck a match, and he saw
them quickly consume into ashes,

“There,” he said, “where's your proof now? Yhere
i8 your forgery? The worst that can happen to
Norah now, when she suys I gave her the check., is
not to he believed. It's all right now. They can's
prove anything.”

He was so pleased, pacified and easy after this act
of decision that he went to bed, and for the first time
for many weeks siept soundly, amd withcut any
apprehensions, nightmares, or dreadful dreams,

CHAPTER VIL
DOWN WITH THE LANDLORDS.

“We have now,” sail Uncle Joseph. re-
garding his first glass of gin and water with
discontented looks, *“we have now, Maria,
been members cof
the peerage—the ) «r:we of the realm—for
nearly a week. Ye: [ see no change.”

*‘No one has calle:!.” raid Ler ladyship. “I
have put on my best gown every night. But
no one has thought fit to take the least notice
of us.”

‘“Where is the coronet? Where are the
robes?! Where is the star? Where is the
collar!” >

Thedoctorsilentlyﬁlledhispipemd went
on reading his evening paper, taking no
notice of these complaints. Yet it did strike
him as strange that a man should succeed to
a peeraga‘n with so little fuss.

“No message from the queen,” Uncle
Joseph continued; ‘no officer of thns’ house of
lords with congratulations from that august
body; no communications from Provincial
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bottle of champagne. Gin and water in the
house of the Right Honorabie the Viseount
Clonsilla ™

There was a full attendance of the house,
so to speak. The Homorable Hyiacinth was
present; the Honorable Norah. with Mr.
Hugh Agquila, had just retur:ed from an
evening walk among the leafy groves of
Camden Town’s one square; ti.. Honorable
Terry, Larry and Pat were, as usual,
quurreling over a draught boa.-l, :

*Well, my dear,” said the doctor at last,
“what did you expect?

“I expected recognition. I thought that
our brother peers would call u:oun us,”

“What have we received. Maria." said
Uncle Joseph. “The outstrc:ched hand of
brotherhood? Not at all. U Id neglect.”

“We may belong to the Irish peerage.”
said the doctor, “but, rei:cmber, it you
please, that I am still, and a2 likely to re-
main to the end of the ci.pter. a geniral
practitioner, with a lar. - practice and a
small income, of Camden Town. It will be
a proud distinction, no doubt to refiect that
we are the only titled peopie n Camden
Town. Well, we must be contented with
the pride. You may add to the alderman’s
robe, my dear, your coronet, when it corcs
along.”

“We ought,” said Urcle Joseph. firmly,
‘‘to assert ourselves. There ought to be n
banquet.”

**At the funeral to-dlay,” the doctor con-
tinued, *‘there was not a single mourn-1+ ex-
cept myself and Daff and Huch wire v
with us. Not one. The old lord seeins o
bave outlived all his friends. He lert o
will, so that all the property. whatever it i<,
entailed or not, should have come tom..,
but for an accidental circumsance which
You ought to learn at once.”

“As the old lord is buried.” said Tacle
Joseph, ‘'the time has come for action; of
course it would be unseemiy 10 rejoice Lo-
fore the funeral. Now, if my advice is
thought to be worth anythinz in this fup-
ily—the advice of a man who has shuken
bands familiarly, vet respectfuily, with
earls, and sat next to a prince ata banque
is that we should, without any delav, i
invitations to a large number of ovr nohio
and illustrious brother peers for a ban:;uot
in robes and coronets &t the Freemszson s or
the Criterion. I will myself sunerintend
the banquet, inspect the menu—:u: this time
of the year, what with lamb, duckling, ereen
peas, salmon, whitebait, turtlo, youug po-
tatoes, early apricots and strawberrics, the
banquet will be unusually choice—choice
and toothsoire. As for the champaoine—
ah!’ ‘he gasped, and Irank off the v Ve
glass of gin and water, “I will order it. Do
not be in anxiety abaut the champagne,
Maria. It shall be my care. When the
barquet is over, your health—vou wili i e in
the chair, doctor—shall be taken after the
loyal toasts. I will myself respoud for the
craft. Then we will give up this house
which is mean for a viscount's town Pesi:
dence, and we will move to a mansion in the
west, where Maria can take thag place in
socnlzty which she n‘ﬂv;:n born to adorn.”

spoke so co tly, with so -
thusiasm, nhnherhdyal{;p mmmh:::i
even Norah was carried away with the

te—

ting s %08 e
e accompanimen a ti
la1‘!1e doctor listened gravely. Then he
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