King or Knave

WHICH?

CHAPTER V.
FORTUSNE ABROAD.

DAM Furpess stood beside
the body of the woman, wife
or no wife, whom he had
hounded to her death as sure
Iy a« if he had succeeded in
handing her over alive to
the interested mercies of
O & Wyndham Snell.  Whatever
t he hadl been to her for these

nifneteen vears, he must have loved her once,
for one could read at & glanes, capacities fof

esion in his fuco, and she, even as she lay
::w. pale and eold, wae besutiful still,

“A bad bosiness==this,” murmured the soft
woice of the Doctor, from not a yard away

The widower starte l=he must for the
moment have been fancving himeo!f alone,

“Yeu-it's that,* he grow.ed. ‘loor leah
«=poor gir!"

“I mean poor me,” said Wyndham Snell,
in the same monotone as before—a tone that
fntive or cultivation had taught to carry
Just as Far as the ear it was meant to reach,
and no ‘arther,  “Tt's just my luck; and I'm
< hanged if it's my fault this time”

“Wiat he devil do you mean?” asked
Adim Furness roughly, with a sudden flash
in hie eyve,

“hush!” whispered the other, nodding
gightly towards the head of the sofa, over
which & hidden face was bowed. ‘I mean
that Um rained by onb minute and & quarter

that'eall,  On my lif, it's hard.”

Adan Furness had already faced round

wpon him, and now surveyed the man he had
meant to make his tool with & long look of
grave scorn, Then his eyes followed the
direction of the other’s nod, and rested fot
an instant upon the hidden face and tumbled
Hrown hair,
. There shonld, by rights, be but little room
for pity in the heart of one who had, in effect,
béen hiring an assassin,  But no man can be
#0 hard at heart as not to feel some sort of
awe when [ate, oF chance, or whatever be the
power in which he belioves, has taken his
erime into ite own hands and @ved him from
the noed of developing sinful thought inte
sinful deod. [t tempts & man to believe in
Providence iteolf when, while gaining the
reward of murder, his hande are left clean.

“Oh--you mean your fes,” he said. “‘Come
downstaire, Wocan' talk before the child.'

Fvor sines their flight from the Clarence,
Marion had lived in a dream. And could
thic be more than a dream-<would she not
wake upin & moment, and touch her mother's
warm and living hand? Had her mother
gpoken to her with dead lips, she would not
_have beon amared.  She did not move when
ghe wae loft alone,  Her whole body was heav-
ing; but not a sob came.

Presently a hand wias laid on hershoulder,
£he had not wondered that her father should
be hero. Nothing ie wonderful in a dream.

“Marion,” enid he, A first broken sob
told him that she heard-—at least, with her
edre. “ldieten to me. . . . Youn must
haten; though I know it's hard. Can you
«to a word? Very welll. [ am your
father. Marion, [ must speak to you; and
I have bern thinking for the best, I trust
and [ believe, That gentleman who came
with me i< Dr, Snell, T brought him to
ndgeas a plysician, of your poor mother's
statcof mind, . . . Wellk . . | andhe
find< hor dead of her heart, . . . So he
certifior,  You will have to live somewhere,
you kiow,  U've arranged for vou to stay,
Just for ghe present, with Dr. and Mrs
Buell”
| 8She Lokod up--still with dry and burning
eyes, She was terribly alone and forlorn--
parted frow her mocher by death, from her
lovir by worse than deathy and all in three
&hort dave,  Wha! matiered it where she
went, fora time, € long ag it was far enoogh
from Marcharave, and beyond discovery of
Gy ¢ She could write to him  from any-
where,

Al mamma 1 said she,

Sivarything  will be seen to,” said he,
“Y ou can do nothing more— this is no place
for you. And | . you will come new,
(¥es: you may be by yourself five minutes if
you liks, Oaly remember that the doctor
ie waiting o take you home; and that &
physician's tine must not be wasted by &
girl,  Never mind abwt your things; the
P ,»!)l-\ hore will seo to “lﬁm.”

Fertt adboneg Mavion prossed her lips to her
mother's forehead, covered the face, kneeled
down beside tie sofe, and tried to pray with-
ot wiorde,  More than the flve minutes'
grace had boen given when she was summons
el by o ¢harp rap on the door

“Croold by, mamma,” she breathed hurried-
Iy, withio ot aacther glance at the face;and
bhuee ed nway,

To ind an ominent physician living, with
6 «orvants, ina back settlement was very
much o stranze toone with Marion's ex«
P caees ol distant toavel than might be sup-
postd o she had take nnuch greater ine ngriis
tios as medbors of gonrse, and, had she boen in
& critcal oy, excuses wonkd bave beon to
by o ciote cuviows than the things exeused,

oot Town was vached at last,

Al bere woeoare, Jdulia,” said Wyndham
R il ns having opened  the door with his
b “" Key, he woat flest inteo the narrow pas
eage, Mre Wendham SnelleaWiss Purnes e
onr new guest, my dear ™ :

“Miss Furness ' exclaimed  Mrs,
surveying Marion from head to heel,

“Mise Furness, Juline - A sad elrcnmstancs
has changed our plans. Woald you mind
stepping for e moment into the paclor, my
dear young lady, whils [ explain! There
Julia. So that's done, Two thousand in my
pockete—all in Lank notes and gold ! I think
we'll actonish Soiica now, o ! Tien't every
physician that makes his two thovsand a day
~his soven hunired and thivty thousand ¢
year |"

“Yousatd Miss Furnoe,” said she,

Yoy oxitomo v onter danghtor.  And
& live daughter Like b for & deal mother
T oall it & good exchanze.

“Thut girlis to Hve here-<in this house
with yon antl me ¢

“In this hon<e <with you and me."
h;:p\nd for how long¢ ls that srranged

it !

“Fuliet, one would think your father wat
an acute angle and your mo her a quart o
vinegar. Yoy, it's all arcangel. More thay
Kve minutes, and low than & handred

Snell:

My fathor waca reepaatable coal merchant
and my mother was consin to a dentist, &
you very woll know., | dw't pretend to be
fstar, and a chsrubim, and & hangel=I d¢
my duty in that «tat'on of life {aad if every
ml)‘ did the sune, twoiid bo o better world

But ‘'mounot going to have that<glel iy
this haouse, ne, not for a thinonsand paound.

“And quiteright tor, Nov would, I, my
dear.  But it's fortw ) thonsend, you sse.”

“Nor for ten thaonsand then! So there!”

“Julial You woull turn away Fortune
when she is knociiug,  usitively doubles
Knocking, at the frant Goea®

e ¥

He with all his contnoss, she with &l her

, &lmost jumped,  For even while
he was speaking the donhle knock eame:

When, however, Mrs H.6ll recovered and
opened, it was to & browifuced man, with &
sullen, dogged air, a curicus odour,
Black and Lroken nails,

Wotdham Sebi, ot lowg: pask, wretew foty

&t Soell, for long past, to
frvisdbie privacy, leaving Julfe to desl with
the enemy. On the present he
>

thrust himself chiva in front of the

Iady, and substituted for sombre sharp

ness the gentlest of soviles
"ﬁ‘uw,qm"hdﬂ. “who are

“I'm no more & man than you be! So nove
of your soft sawder with me, Doctor Snell,

Pm Crisp, that's who [ am.”
“Crspt Well, I'm glad to cee o(;}rhp,
my

I'm sure, whoever you are.
patients’ Let me sce.

“Patient, indeed! No, Dcctor; its Impati
ent, thie go. Here's your oldest boots, my
missus was green enough to take in woile §
was out=-but they dou't take in me. Not
another patch on ‘em till I see the colour of
my little account; and that's two pound
twelve for over the year. So here's the old
things, I'm not going to flnd no more leather
for nothing, not I, So take 'em to them as
will.”

«Something black flew over Wyndhao
Snell's head, and fell in the form of what
had once been boots at the foot of the
stairs,

“And if you want to know what's to fol
low them boots, 'tie & summons!” shouted
My, Crisp, for all Piggot's Town to hear. *J
reckon you've got stcks enough for twe
pound twelve—not that you've paid for them,
I'll bebound. But every nan for himself
and &« man that don't pay his bootmaker—
that man ought to be flogged at the cart's
tailt”

“sud what of & man who doesn’t pay his
medical attendant—eh, Mr. Crisp?” asked
Wyndham Snell cheerfully.

“] pays mine—and he's Smich; and for
why ¢ Because he pays me.”

“Ab—mutual accommodation, [ suppose.
If you had any sense of humor, Mr. Crisp,
you would perceive the folly of asking a pro-
fessional gentleman for money in such an un«
tradesmanlike way. [ was going to give &
rather extensive order for boots, and should
of course have preferred to patronize a local
tradesman; but you have compelied me to
transfer my custom to the West Ead, and
haug me it I'll ever do & good natuved thing
again, [I've done with you, Mr. Crisp;
and with every tradesman in Pigzot's Town.”

“ That's true enough, Doctor—=seeing
they've done with you."

“They'll have to be, my man. Pick up
those boots, Julin, Thauk you, my dear.
There, Mr. Crisp. Oie-—~two—thres sover<
eigne. You'll give mea receipt and the
changs. And there, Mr. C isp=Ill make
youa present of tie boot.; you may wear
them yoursolf, if you please. And now be
off for an impudent blackguard; go to blages,
you cobbling thief, and it they condescend
to ask you who kicked you toere with your
own too-Jeathers, say it was Doctor Wynd-
ham Snell,”

Mr. Crisp's eyes bocame saucers aud his
mouth & yawning abyss of amazement as he
stared from Wyndham Saell to the sover-
eigne and back again. No-—they did not fly
away. He scrawled o rec ipt with a pencil-
gtump on the bill, and stood dangling the
old boots, one in each hand, in a feeble sort
of way.

“8ir,” said he, in a hoarse whisper, “don't
you going to no West End! Youw'll get them
new boots twice as bad and half as cheap of
me--that's to say, half as good and twice as
dear!”

He wont off like a cobbler ina dream—a
tradesman of Piggot’s Town who had been
paid his whole account, all at once and with-
out a haggle, by a customer, and that cue-
t mor Wyndham Suell. On his way to the
Royal Albert, weighed down with & piecs of
local news that wounld come thundering upon
his follow-patrons of that establishment like
an avalanche, he passed the milkman and
then the grocer’s young maneach on his way
to Euphrosyne Terrace, and each with a de-
termined air, He guewsed their errands: and,
slapping the gold and silver in  his pocket,
quicken d his step to the Royal Albert, that
ho might bs the very first with che golden
news, s start a new score of his own.

Wyndham Snell turned to Julia as another
guics map=sanp apd sinzle, this time—-{o1l
on the door. “That will be the caudl stick
maker,” said he, “l gave a porter half-a-
crown at the station; and it has brought the
hawks down, Aund you'll turn away Miss
Furness! g

Mrs. Snell sighed--a long, deep sigh. But
she went to the door and let the milkiman in.
il only Fortune had come to Euphrosyne
Tervace in a little less fair & form ¢

» e * * * *

Guy Dorwont was undecided whether to
go to London o0 Southhampton, Noletter
had arrived for him (rom Marion. He was
in despair. See her he must, so flinging busi-
ness to the wind and his chief clerk he start-
od--but for Routhhampton and consequently
Iost a day.  Finally ho arvived in London
and drove imimediately to the Green Cheese
in Blink Lane. There had been something
fantastic about the place to Marion, when
seen through a veil of fog and flare.  Guy,
less fanciful, only saw a mean tavern, in a
mean blind alley. It was evidently not a
place woere a chance customer would drop
in for a glass of ale; far lesea natural halting-
place for n lady, So little, indeed, was it the
Jatior, that Guy passed the red-curtained win«
dow twico and throe tines before he could
aepai e acsuch a place wisthout extravagant
abeardity.

A% last ho entered the close «mel  pass-
age, and tien the bar, where a blotched and
pimply man in shirt sleaves, bald-hoaded and
club-nosed, was serving a knot of. se.dy-look-

" ing customers at one end of the counter, and

& rod-headed girl was chatting with a smart
and smiling gontleman across the other,  Kx-
cept for these two it was a solemn though
shabby gathering. and yet Guy knew by in-
stinet that he had come into queer company.
Aund Marion—here!

“Are two ladiesstaying hero?” he asked of
the pimply man.

The latter turned upon him a long, slow
gane,

“No, mister. There's no ladies kept here,

An awkward sort of whicperad chuckle
gesmed to come from the knot of smokers,
round, Guy's spirit (nrned atonce both faint
and angry, though he scarce knew why.

“Have none been here within those seven
dayst" asked he  “‘This is the Green Cheese,
Blink Lane("

“This is the shop, mister, No mistake
there.”

“And no ladies are hers—have heen heret”

The landlord of the Gireen Cheese shifted hig
gaze from Guy to the smart customer ai the
other end of the bar. 'T'hen:

“No, mister,” said he, shaking his bald
head “This isa respectable house=none of
that cattle here.”

Bomoh;;:, Guy Af;: that the man mhco;-
sciously lying. yet why should )}
Unless—have we riot all heard of such thingst
«=Marfon and her mother had, in sorne fit of
fright and folly, strayed intoa denof robbers
and murderers. Of course the thought was
wild; but Guy wasa countryman sfter all;
to whom legends of London were more fact
mo‘m. and were saturated wlth‘;n“‘-v
fier of gloomy mysteries—traps in
looking ﬂm':u.’ mmm cellare, aud the uu-
fathomable secrets of the Thames.

“T shiouldn't have thought your houss was
#6 large,” he said, “that you'd have
whet seems to be so unnicual & thing. I hap-
pen to know that two ladies have beerr here
within the last seven days.”

“Youlnow & great deal, mister, about my
house=a preciousdeal more than me."

“T kniow this much,” eaid Guy, mﬂ’
low and doing his vest to keep cool, “that
have & letter from one of then in my pocket
&t this moment, te me were

. College and read a pyper——"
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and & jocular nudge to & third. *That's bad
~but never you mind; it's not half so bad to
Jose ’em as to find.”

“Ab,” said another, “but to lose two of
fem at once—no wonder the gentleman feels
& bit put out, and so would you.”

“Notabit. I'm sure be's welcome to the
lot of mine. P'r'aps if you'd show me that
Jady's letter, sir, I might advise, knowing
the ropes of London Letter than a gentleman
from the country could be looked for to do.
It's & wicked place, is London. Eh, Jellitt,
you bald-headed old sinner? Nome of your
tricks on travellers. Give the gentleman
back his sweethearts at once—do ycu hear?”

Temper must reach boiling point at last,
aud Guy's boiled .ver.

“Theu, Mr. Jellett,” snid be, “if that’s

name, since I can't make you remem-

. I must find somebody that can. I don’t

fancy this is a house where the police would
be welcome—————" ‘

“Allow me, my dearsir, said the smart
customer, leaving bis chat with the barmaid,
and advancing with a winning smile. *I
think I can settle this little matter. Mr.
Jellett is quite right to make no admissions.
How can he tell what the motive of your in-
quiry may be? But a gentleman knows a
gentleman when he sees one; and so I know
you. There have been two ladies here.
But they're gone. Our friend Jellott’s right
there.”

“Gone!” asked Guy, touched with a new
distrust. *“Have you auny reason——"

“For knowing, or for interfering? I at-
tended the elder for—a passing ailment, asa
medical man. In that capacity you find me
here now.”

“*And where are they gone?

“Well—1 suppose it is no breach of pro-
fessional confilence if I say abroad. Yes;
they distinctly told me abroad.”

It was a safe place to send them; but it
tallied with the letter. And a sudden flight
abroad tallied also with the same terror of
her husband that had induced Mrs. Furness
to rid herself, for surer and swifter escape, of
the fortune now safe in John Heron's hands
Guy began to hope that he had fouud help
at need. The drowning man does not re-
quire credentials from his straw.,

“Did they tell you nothing more than
that?” he asked. Now that the gentleman
had come forward, the shabbier customers
had fallen back and left the end of the coun-
ter clear for quiet speaking. “You will do
them, and me, an infinite service if you will
call to mind everything you can.”

“Of course—of course. I'd tell you with
pleasure anything 1 could remember—and

more.

“Did they send no message to anybody be
fore going away "

“Jetmesee. . . . Oh, yes; they senta
telegram. 1 despatched it myseif.”

“Ah—then you know the very message
PRI,

“Confound my-memory ! That's what comes
of tackling a big book on the top of an over-
grown practice like mine. I remember—the
telegram was one of my own, to fix fora con-
sultation in the Isie of Man; it was a letter [
posted for your ladies at thesame time. Of
course it was a letter—"

“Addressed to——"

“Ah, addressed to. Let me see. . . .
I've such a slippery memory for names. . .
* Addressed to—I have it. Guy Derwent,
Esquire, Marchgrave.”

“Thank you with all my heart!” said Guy,
his heart relieved from a load.

“Pray don’t mention it,” said his friend.
‘“Anything I can do you're welcome, I'm sure,
Perhaps I’'m not wrongin thinking I have the
pleasure of speaking to Mr. Derwent hi:nself?
Allow me to introduce myself—Dr. - W ynd-
ham Spe!!. You may have heard of my little
work on Tuberculosis Mesenterica; but per-
haps medical literature isn't in your Jine. It's
an amusing I mean an interesting little
woik, though, if you ever find yourself with
an hoar to spare. I wish [ ever did; but—
well, well. One mustn't complain, Take the
word for it of a successful man, Mr. Derwent:
thore’souly one way to succeed, and that's—to
succesds I you don’t succeed, why you may
remain unsuccessful all your days. That's
alwvays been my maxim from my eradle;
and it's proved a sound one. What can I
offer yout You mightn’t think it from ape
pearances, but Jellett there keeps some un-
commonly decent champagne. These sort of
gueer little old places, that anybody who
didn’t know tlie ins and outs of things would
turn up his nose at, often do.”

‘““Thank you again, Dr. Snell, and good-
night—D'm more than glad to have met yon,”
said Guy, too full of his own affair to not-
ice any of his new acquaintance’s little man-
nerisms. His one thought was to zet back
to Marchgrave by the (quickest train, there
to find the letter that was doubtless await-
fug him, and to Furry to wherever it would
summon him—even so saeredd a thing as
business must 2o to tho watl now and chen,

Ho did not think it needful to throw Mr,
Jetlett more than thy slightest of nods as he
turned from tie counter towards  the glazea

e
door, which opened as he came close to it for
the entrance of a newcomer,

Guy started back as ho came (neo
with him.

“John Heron!” he exe aimad.

to face

CHAPTER VL

VESUVTUS AT HOWE,
MARION: o Gy deal, ivas
compellied i1 :pi ¢ of hersolf| to

hear. at joast b Faulr poartion
of the accumend  betaveen -the
physician ad the  cobbler, -
cluding the licht of beots fvom
tha strest doo« th the stairs,

Meanwhile, she must wait in patience till
she shoull see her fother and learn to know
him. Whatever fhst impiis sy had suggestod
reason eould find for s rastiag
him, He had niques o abiy wnoressd herg
and such an impross oa codl Crenduy pass for .
the natural recoguiton bween kindred
=which they say is decaor Lian waler,

After whatseoinol na inferainable levee
on the daorsten, e st ermy into the
parlour flusth -l friacu ', toliowed by
her hos'ess, looding ekl and arim

“You'll excuse yonr being lett alone so
Jong, Mizs Furness” @id tae Doctor; “tut
a professionat man can’t ¢all hims=lt his own
master, you know-—not for an hour. Pa-
tients never can be gol 1o olserve consult-
ing hours; and they wiil persist in com-
ing in crowds. And as {or thoir manners—
well-—

“Miss Furness would like to see her room,”
safd Mrs Snetl) sharpy wod icely. “Tve
tidied up the second-{l.0s « «ck as best I can.
And as you're going t (Y4 great dinner up
in town, I've arrange® ¥ pive Miss Furness
het refection assoon & o things won't be
in your way.”

“What, Julia!do yoa .upposs [ don’t know
my manners better thaa that—to leave &
lady guest to feed all aione with you the
flrst day she comes ¢ No; we'll all dine to-
gother; and, wiod, I say dine. ‘Refection’
be—Ianged.”

“Then I'm sure I don’t know where to cut
eniough off that enld knuckle for the two of
you,” sighed Mrs. Saell. “It's time I might
snd out for chops again, now things have
took another turn; only we shan’t get the
firing in time; and we must have a new grids
iron. And I thought you was to meet the

Ho ¢Cga

“Why, where are your wits? Diduw't I tell
you I leoked at my list, and found I'd made

| said he, lighting a cigar.
| Bnell is passionatoly fond of music.

& mistake—that paper on Hypochondriasis is
fixed for—well, not for to-day. Dido't IF
Well, so it is, anyhow. One can’t be expected |
e e e
as were so

And if the whole College of was

to go down on their hﬂmﬂ‘-“[ng( occasions on which

to read them a hundrad papers, do you think
P’d throw over Mis« Furness the first day she
condescended! to come?” .

The Docior’s right band made a wave tos
wards his heart, as he lowed and beamed.
Marion followed Mrs. Snell up to thenarrow
stairs, whose carpet grew more fragmentary
until it disappeare.i, into a room with a crazy-
looking bedstend in one corner, a rush-bot-
tomed chiai with a lL.cken buck, and an
apowo.y ior a toilet-t iu tue window,
furnished with a dist: r:ing mirror, a beer-
juc fillod with water, ha 't n-enke of dry soap,
and a cracked soup tureen. The window,
without a biind, locked overa patch of marsh
and a deserted biickiiztl toa black horizon of
complicated railway lines,

“I hope you'il beab.e to make yourself
comfoitable,” - said Snell. “But 'm
afryde you won't,” she atded, ina tone that
very distinctly implied, “And I decidedly
don’t mean that you shall.”

“P'm sare it will do very nicely, indeed,”
said Marion, though rather blankly. ‘‘Please
don’t give yourseif any troubie; I don’t want
to give any atzii.”

So humbly aud s snily the poor girl an-
swered that iirs. Snoil, despite the preju-
dice arain-t personal eluity, turned sharply
ronnd wiih a lessstony ok in her eyes.

“I'm rold how y.u u-tlost your mamma,
Miss Furness,  Is it rrue?”?

If he sour and down-trodden woman had
only been a little less nwhward she would
have opened I a: d made a friend for
ever. She might hav. 215 that Marion was
thir-ting for a touch or a word of sympathy
—of a 'woman’'s svmpathy with a woman,
which, if not always the best, is still the
most needing, Lot that is as much as to say
that si:e wi. bt have sprend her wings and
flown over

“Yes,” said
at all,

“That'sa pity. Tlough [ it's true she
had a vit of a e ¢ wrse it's not so hard.
And a precious b lie must have had to
marry Adam Fu bumble-
bee.”

“He is my father,” said Marion.

“No offe .¢ce, I'in sure,  Thongh I wouldn’t
be touchy about that, if he was mine. He
was a conl merchant, and brouch® us up te
lydies—thougzh I dursay you wouidn’t think
it, now. There, If you miss anytinng you'-
ve been accustomed to, take the hairbrush
and hammer the floor; my rocm is just be-
low.iV -

Marion did miss a great many things; but
she certainly had no notion of summoning
back hostess whose whole bearing seemed
deliberately repuisive,  For had she been
much more favorably impressed by the
vaunted manners of b r ho-t, which seemed
to her a trifle over-tlowery. So she sat
down on the edze of the creaking bed-
stead, and criel with all her heart and

Joon.
darion - it she said any word

ness-—a regular

eyes,

?At last, what soutded like a clattering of
a pair of tongs upon a testray warned her
that she must return (othe parlour. She
had more then half a mind to plead a head-
ache, and 7o to b.d: vut ler ‘ugzage had not
yvet arvived from the s aton, and she had
many misgiv.ngs as to what Mrs,
Snell's treatiment of a beadache might be.
8o she took the simpler altornative of going
downs!airs,

Mrs. Snell’s threats of an insufficiency of
cold mution were unreilizod to a startling
degree. Oniy hLer husband’s occasional
g oppages for parc-ls at th: London shops
could account tora tacl s s peead wich bewild-
ering profusion. Either heor a w zard had
covered the round tabile with all manner of
cold things, dispiaysd at a single view—
pate de foie g us, :inoked grose's breast,
salime, oy=ters in ikoir deep shells; Roque-
furt chiecse, iobsier, gaue pie, var.ous cakes,
and chuos kaows wha! Lesd s, with cham-
pagne to wash it down. The plates were
eracked, the knives clipped, the forks and
spoons of German - silver, and (here was no-
thing but & prwice po, a cracsed teacup,
and achiirnnev-nices dn it tor the cham-
pagne. b o Ll ave a uuer.al ob-
jection to nizitiaares fo quarree wita the
fare.

Aud vet there's doc’ors, and big pots too,»
sail Wyadham Sneeli, tingz ‘a cork fly,
: and shell-fish,
and al. toese sor of Laincs are unwholesome.
Thats e gaeinon, slas Farvess. I'm s
speciai st on hygiene; and i teil you thnt he
more coinplex tae cieiare the more co X
and aritic.al ought o be its di-t—and what
crealil Gis S0 ¢ om : as an, unless, inderd,
it be woman? Welcame to Euphrosyne Ter-
race, Miss Farness, Julia, give Miss Fur-
ness an oyster—sne loks tired.”

Mavion had (o mate a pretence of eating,
and of sipping fim Lae fecn, tae mantels
WNeaswillj e tadins o M« S ol Foriue

17 piesrus:,
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nately her want of appetite passed uinobserv-
ed by the ‘octor, who, reducing kis medical

f principles to practice, made an entire circle
{ of the dishes, and then rebegan at the begin-

ning.

“*We'll have in a grand piano to-morrow,”
“Mrs. Wynham
You
sing, of course? I've observed that a beauti-
ful voice always goes with eyes like yours,
And sodo I. We'll learn some duets togeth-
er. I'man operatic tenor—up to C sharp;
T've taken the top E flay, real chest voic, be-
fore now. Poapiouse In't to kaow the ditfer-
ence between me and Giuglini; and il you
sing half as sweet as yon speall, we'll make a
pair.” :

“Wyndham,” sail Mrs. Seell. “pronle
don’t sing before their mothers are half ¢ .ld
in their grave.”

“Don’t they? Of conrse nct, I mean: But
it don’t take lon; to get whole coid; aud
then—eh?” .

Day by day, almost hour by hour, a tran:-
formation crept visibly over Euphrosyne
Terrace, Piggott’'s Town. The house grew
gradually furnished: Marion had no loug»
tosleepin a chamber that a maid-or-ai-
work would have scommsd. A cook aund
& house maid followed, to get on as best they
might with Mrs Suelll The meals vecame
frequent, less chaotic, and kss cold. The
grand piano appearcd, and by some magic
magic was squeez.d through the front door.

And forthwith, stiungo to say, the patients
who had hitherto patronized the simple door-
plate of E. Smith, Surgcon, felt a magnetism
that drew them to Wyndham Snell M. R. C,-
8, L. A. C., Physician, Surgeon, and Ac-
coucheur. Iu the morning the latier had no
longer to stand at his parlor window, smil-
ing, envying, and trimming his nails. He
himself in such sudden request, that had his
patients only been of the paying sort, he
might have set up a carriage on the strength
of his practice alone. As for Juliia, she was
reduced to wandering about the house, and
to climbing and reclimbing the stairs for the
want of anything in . the world to do, like
some ghost of & housckeeper hauuting the
scene of ber ancient reign, and fluding the
repose of the grave no comfort, but a weari-
pess to brain and bones,

Maiion wrote toGuy. And if her first let-
ter had been hard to write, what had this to
bet After all, it is one thing to sentence one’s
own heart to death—it is another thing to
deal the blow. Bnt it had to be done;

‘It must all be over. Do not ask me why.
It is no fault of mine—none of yours: That
isall I can tell you, now or ever, Youw must
liveas if there were no me inthe world. That
ought to be: easy—for a man. It isonly to
look on & few weeks as it they had been s
dream. Do not try to find me. Youw would
only distress me beyond words; and so I
shall take care not to be found Ouly for-
O i
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Julia could count on her
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spent an evening 8% DOME Gusssg vw-s o=
dence i Pizgot's Town—eight she made it,
counting once when the iine was blocked by
a ralway accident, and three times when he
was out of sorts and wanted nursing—before
Marion Furnesscame. Within the first nine
days of her visit, however, hestayed at home
no fewer than seven tmes. It was true he
had a separate reason for every one of them.
On Monday, for example, he had to read up
a case of pericarditis that had come before
him in the moraing; on Tuesday be was tired
with his growinz praetice, and needed to go to
bed carly ; on Wednesday itrained; on Tul.:r&
duy ke cxpeeied a sunnnons from Mrs. Crisp;
and so on, and so on. N possivle objection
cculd ever be made tocne of his reasous,
taken alone. Bus there was the one fact for
ia—that girl
Jnll;: had nofuheen able us yet to bring about
the duet. But the grand piano had not been
conjurel into the Bous: for nothing, and he
was really somethinz of a musician, even
though it was be hinefwho had saidso. He
could sing light and ensy songs in a pleasnn. t
voice and a pleasant way . (dving special justice
to pathetic passages—inde -, he bad quite s
kizck of touc.ing thos: ueer corners of the
beart that are oaly to L+ surred by certain
scents and coriain soun s, and then with a shy
and secret rapturs thal i sarder to bear than
pain. Marion was in the mood to be moved
by sligh. tangs; and M. Sneil, though im-
pervous o m: s i, could not fail to
perceive how Marion lisieaed when W yaod-
bam piayed. t.ctless herself, she
could be jealoas: s ay : of the effect of the
subtle flattery { upon the vain heart
of man by -ileat aitention; and her spird
writhed. Never had Wyndham stayed at
home to piay to her. it isirue thatthere bad
ot been till nuw any instrument to play onj
but that was a detail. The principle remain-
ed thesame.

Then a brilliancy—to her minl, at least, a
brillianey—came into his home talk that he
had ceriainly never wasted upon his dom-
estic hearth for many a long day. Itistrue
that better circumstances ay send a man’s
spirits up, just @s a o od  meal decently
served may kevp 2 inan ot Ronie whom a diet
of pickled gherkins quite naturally drives
abroad. Thepoor piai: woman sat over her
poor plain sewing in ihe evening (the one oc-
cupation sue could re:ain in her own bands),
and watched his briil.aucy and her beauty
till the needle’seemed! t. mistake her flesh
for the calico. Nut that for a moment she
found any blame for Wyndbam. What
could he, poor fellow, do,; with his suscepti-
bility and his own power to charm, when a
pretty girl was making eyes at him, and
looking melancioly and demure, and humor-
ing his musica! hobby, anlaltozether behav-
ing asonly those quiet girls know how ¢

If only Marion, bad known throuzh what
sort of spectacles her hostess was watehing
her, sue wouid have iudecd have started.

However she had oiuer thiugs to think of
than what micht be goingonin the grim
abode of Mrs. Saells bra'n—to say nothing of
the doctor’s: and if only Mrs. Snell could
have seen how little o an the Doctor occupi-
ed in the mind of his cuest, it is she who
would have star>d.  Ev n as things were, she
opened her eyes pretty widely wien Marion,
after the usual late breakfast, asked Mrs,
Snell for permission to help her in her sew-
ing. :

**I must do something,” she pleaded ; “and
[ used to do all the sewing, when

She stopped short—ihe time had not yet
come when slie could speak of Ler mother to
a woman who kept her at arnms’ e .

“Thank you, Miss Furiess,"said
snapping her scissors and lier
szme time ; but I've always don+ Dr. Snell'e
sewing myself ; and it’s to lale to change—
Pthankn:g you all the same.”

*“Is there nothing I can do—till my father
comes?”

*Tul what, Miss Furness?”

**Ti!l my father comes.”

*“Oh—you're going away, then#’

“I don’t know,” sizhed Marion. “I doa’t
know anytiinz yet—1 supposs Isaall. . . .
I only know cre thing. I can’t -go on doing
nothing ail my days.”

“It hasn't seemed t> me like asif you'd
found things so dull here, Miss Furness.”

“Dull? Indeed, no! Buatif it had been—
I'm sure you've both of you been very kind,
and Pm sure I don’t know why. Is it for
my father’s sake? Have you known him
long

Some such question she had been burning
! put ever since she began to realiza that

Ler father was long in comiug—indeed, .had
she been less auxious she would have put it
long ago, in spite of Mrs. Suell's repellent
wa’

“Yes,"” said Mrs. Suell. *He won't have
spoke much of us, thouzh, Idursay—iomore
than of Bot'ny B'y.” .

Marion flushed crimson. This was not
what she had meant to hear. Not that she
suspected Mrs. Snell of finding any comfort
in alluding to matters that are generally ig-
nored among friends.

“I know—but heis innoceat,” said she hot-
Iy, but yet somewhat feebly.

“Yes, Miss Furness. 0! course. People
that go to Bot'ny B'y always are. Anyhow
they're no worse than t.em that don’t go; so
it’s all the syme,” wail 17-x Sooll bitingly, -
and making ber calico scream. *“*But all the
same, Miss Furness—and though you mayn’t
think it, [ can’t help speaking out my mind
if I was to die for it—1'd sooner he'd styed
there, and not come. teoubiing respectable
people over here.” 5

Marion had never noticed anything in any
woian so witchlike as s, Snell's manner
his morning. Hitherio she had seon in her
bostess only an un_ainly, seif-eifaced silent
person, capable of being shrewish nowapd
then, hard and unattractive, but otherwise
overshadowed by her husband’s airy bril-
liaucy. This morning, hwever, her grim-
Dess was positive and cmphatic; there was
an almo-teruel glow in her naturally dull
eyes, and she bit off the ends of her cotton
a- if she wera smapping live flesh by deputy.
Andthere is a way of sewing in which the
operator ceases to be the diligent and home-
1y -housewife, and resembles nothing buat
& handmaid of Lachesis—a stitcher of
shrouds.

It was as if she had suddenly caught a
glimpse of some profound tragedy enacting it~
self in a back kitchen—a drama of passion
grotesquely empkasized by vulzarity. She
seemed for a moment to see into a soul that
she could not comprehend: and the baffling
glimpse was not a pleasant one. :

Perhaps Mrs. Snell perceived some symptom
of a start, or some shadow of a shudder, let-
ting bher know that she might enjoy five de-
lightful minutes’ vengeance on & girl whose
eyes Wyndham, inspired by champagne, had
‘only yesterday compared to stars in a haze.
Starsin a baze, indeed—gas-lamps in & fog,
more likely, Mrs. Snell bad thought with
SCOTTL

_“Of course, you're not answerable for your
father,” she said “‘sodon’t take offence when
there can't be blame. All I know is there's
some innocent people betterin jyle than some
guilty ones out; and Adam Furness is one
. . . of the innocent ones, of course; oh, of
course, one of the innocent ones? As [ said be-
fore, those sort always are.”

“I wish, Mrs. M;n:dﬂlnh:l':
mm . - me
Eknow of—of my?aot‘;er It's always best to

know the worst that can be said of anybody
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(CASTORIA

for Infants and Children.

Castoria cures Colic, Constipati
Kills Worms, gives sleep, aud promotes g
injurious madication.

Tae CexTavr CoMPANY, 77 Murray Street, N, ¥,

+ %Castoriais so well adapted to children thas
[ recommend it as superior to any prescription
kmown $0 me.” H. A. Ancugr, M.D.,

111 So. Oxford St., Brookiyn, N. Y.

——————————

OLD EXGLISH
Condition
Powder,

Twelfth year the farmers of this district have been using it, Sales larger tham ever, - Sold ig
Manitoba, Muskoka, Eastern Oatario,—in fact all over. Rain or shine it won't hurt any
5 apimsl. 25 cents each, 5 for $1.00

A. HIGINBOTHAM, - Druggist, Liindsay,

City Harness Shop, L ndsa;

PROPRIETOR

JAMES LITTLE, -

Having extended my business, the last move being to purchase from MR. JAMES LO™ _uL hirantire stock
and the good will of his business, who now retires, I am prepared to give all my o' customers, and as many
new ones as favors me with their pnmmgo,-uﬂctx' on in all orders with which I maX be entrusted.

My Stock of Harness, Collars, Whips, Trunks and Valises

18 . selected, guara; place in town. Hand made collars a specialty,
Remember that all my work is finished by experienced v:k’mn none other employed. This is money well
invested. All I ask is an on of my stock and you will be convinced that it is the largest 1o choose
from, best workmanship, and prices really cheaper than any place in town. My expenses being lower,
therefore I give my customers the benefit. Gentleman, in your orders at cnce and don't miss this
opportunity, Repairing promptly done. Don't forget the place. Give me a call,

JAMES LITTLE,

Lindsay, Dec. 12th, 1388:—1619.

An Invitation.

When in Lindsay don't {fail
to call and see S. J. Petty,
‘The Jeweler” We are
showing the lardest
Stock we ever
carried.

S.J. PETTY, - The Jeweler,

October 30th, 1890,

FOR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT.  Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers.

Call and see our stock. No trouble to show it.

ANDERSON, NUGENT & CO.

Builders’' Interests Looked Ajter

DN TN
- Now in full blast, and dry

Doors, Sash, Blinds, Mouldings, &C.

guaranteed, with prices right. Parties intending to build

should eall and inspect our work before buying elsewher®

and we will convinece them that they will save money by
doing so,

- INGLE & RYLEY

Corner Cambridge and Wellington Streets
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