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BEYOND

RECALL

CHAPTER V.
STEPS IN THE RIGHT ROAD.

¢ Are ye a-ccmin’, matey?"” asbed the
burglar, in a hoarze whisper, pausing after
a couple of heavy strides forward. .

I made no reply.

Tragic afiraysareso common in the papers
that ore reads of this man being iilled or
that one badly maimed almost with indif-
ference ; but to hear the shot fired which
you know may have puta man to death
within a few hundred paces is another thing.

I could not move, could not speak, for the
sickening apprehension of what was going
on behind in the place I had but just now
escaped from.

“ Well, stay where y'are,” growled my
ccmpanion, taking my silence in bad part,
and he plunged on with a curze.

Long after he was gone out of hearing, 1
stood there, expecting some sound—another
shot, a cry, 2 whistle, the approaching foot-
steps of Hookey or the police—anything to
take the place of that void in which I seem-
ed to exist; yetT heard nothing but the
throbbing of the blood in my veins, and the
;mu;_:.sionnl pat of a drop falling upon a dead
eaf.

I found myself at the palings of the park
without knowing how I got there. I must
have turned about and gone up the hiil
mechanically. In the same unconscicus way
I made my way across Wimbledon and so
down into Putney. There I noticed that it
was a quarter to six by the clock of the
Yuat office. It must have been eight when

got to the house where I lodged in Old
Street Road.

My landlady met me on the stairs, a can-
dlein her hand, for the fog here was black,
and the darkness greater than at Richmond
in the middle of the night.

“0Oh, you're coine home, are you?’ said
the woman, blocking the passage. **What's
gone of yonr hat "

I put my hand to my head and discover-
ed that I was hatless, I did not notice it
betore.

““And what in the world are you been a-
doin’ to yourself? You're all of a mess of
mud from end to side.”

“I must have fallen down,” I said, pas-
ging her, and going towards my room.

“‘Oh, well, look here, young man,” she
called after me, *‘if you can afford to go out
a-spreein’ all night you can just manage to
pay me what's my dues.” She broke off to
exclaim, as 1 went up the next flight of
stairs, and the light of her lamp fell vpon
my feet, ““Well, I never; if you auin’t got on
goloshes. Look here, mister—" -

Bat I had reached my room, and shutting
the door, I lost the rest. Still, azs I went
about to find matches and light my lamp, I
heard her talking to the lodgers below in a
hi;i;h voice that was meant for my ear.

sank down on a chair before the Jam

that cast a dim glimmer on the grimy fable.
I wanted to concentrate my thoughts, to
form some clear and distinct idea of what
should be done in the erisia to which mat-
ters had come. That is what I had been
vainly attempting to achieve as I plodded
homeward. It seemed as if the fog had got
into my mind and blurred all ideas in dense
obscurity. As I sat down something in my
pocket chinked againtt the chair. It was
the purse given me by Hebe. Iiventhat had
gone out of my mind. Now, as I held it in
my hand, the soft, cool kid reminded me
ot her touch, Would thcse gentle fingers
ever clasp my hand again? I asked myself
my heart sinking with a dim foreboding
that we had parted for ever, that the course
I sought to find must lead me far from her.
It is in losing a treasure that one realizes
all its value. That's the way of the world
—to mourn for those a little timely consi:l-
eration wounld have kept,

““She never reproached me,” I said to
myself, still tenderly caressing the purse ;
“never murmured against the hard fate to
which her folly and love have bronght her,
How soft and low her voice was! How
bravely she hoped on when 1 was sunk in
cowardly despair ! Oh, what I have lost !
If I could but recall those last few hours—
only the last minute—that I might leave
her at least the hope of better thinga ! What
has she to hope for? What signs of tender-
ness or manly strength have 1 given her?”
In this strain I continued to indulge iny re-
morse for gome time, and then, with a
heavy sigh, I summoned all my resolution
1o settle practically what it was I had to do.
The better feeling that had come into my
heart when I found myself a captive had not
left me when I found myself once more
irce. No; I would make a great effort. I
would do what was right, clung to that
idea as the one chance of redeeming myself
aud retrieving the past. One thing was
clear; I must no longer burden her with my
misfortunes. I would go away and leave
her in peace. I opened the parse and pour-
ed out the contents on the table. There
was quite a lot of gold. 1 spread it out on
the talle, The board, dark before, was
luminous now with the glitterof it. I feast-
ed my eyes on it, saying to myself that not
a farthing should be misspent; all should be
employed to the good eud she had in view
when she pressed me to accept it. Oh, it
should come back to her with rich interest !

At that moment the door was burst open
rudely, and my landlady came in with her
invartable ** Look here, young man !” But
thure she stopped, for her eyes fell on the
gold. She came up to the table in silence
and rested her knuckles on it, looking down
at the money, her mouth open, and her eyes
round with wonder, There she stood, her
lips firmly closed, and, bending her brow,
looked straight at me.

“ Are you a miser or-—or what ?” she ask-
ed, in a fnw tone,

“ What does it matter to you what I am?”
eaid I.

“1t matters a good bit to me. Yon
haven't paid me for a fortnight, and I've
seen you eating dry bread more like a starv-
ed dog than a Christian. You've been get-
ting thinner and more haggard and more
wilﬁ looking every day.”

“ Take what I owe you,"” said 1 pushing
a sovereign across the table. -

““ No, [ woun't touch it nfore I know it's
honestly come by, l've managed to keep
meyself straight in epite of hard times.
Nothing can beesaid against my house, and
I ain't :ui:".,‘.; to gel H‘t}'!ﬁ'” into trouble for
a few shillis gs.”

« Do you 1+ nk I'ma thief?” Iasked, the !

little blood I had in my veins rashing hot

up inko 7 face, 4 . i
P" I b~ yumt are—that's more ¥ eried

ghe, tv  , her vou I had raised mi:

“ Pon’t tell me that’s London mud on your
sleeves ! Look at it—it’s yeller ! - Oh, you
don't d=ceive me ! And them goloskes—
how did you come by them when you went
out in your hobnails ¥ .

I laughed. It was my hungry look that
had cordemned me, just as my homeless-
ness had damned me in the eyes of the
constable.

“‘ I'm sorry tosee you langh, yding man,"

' said she, her voice losing its harshness.

““ I'd & rather see you breakin’ your heart
a-crying. I'vegot a son, Heaven help me !
He was a jobbing turner in the Curtain
Road same as what you are a carver ; and
what with the eatting trade and strikes,
and a drop of drink, and a gal, and one
thing and another, he went wrong. 1 was
hard on him, and that made him worse.”
She broke off, her thick lips trembling ;
then swallowing her bitter reflections, she
pursced, ‘* And so young man, if this
is the first time—snd 1 do think it’
is, for you ain't given to swecarin’ and
drinkin’, and do behave yourself mcre like a
young gent than a cabinet maker, mostly—
and so be you're that done by hunger you
can't stand it no longer, I'll let you off your
rent, and maybe I'll {ind a few sixpeuces to
et y our tools out of pawn, and help you ona
bit till you get a bitof a job. But don’t
you touch a penny of that money. It's the
devil's wage and can do you no geod.

“It’s an angel’s gift and will inake a man
of me,” cried I, springing up. “And let
me gel. out of your debt to begin with ”

She iooked at me steadily and then at the |
money. I could sce by the hardening of
her face that she still doubted me ; but the
bad times weighed in my favor, and she at
length took up the sovereign and gave me
the change., Ior all that she couldu’t leave
the room without protest,

“Mind,” says she, *‘if 1 find you've been
deceiving me I'll be the first to round on
}PD.“. i

I gathered up the money and put it in my
pocket. Then I found an old cap, and
went out with a feverish eagerness to be
making some practical progress, though yet
with no definite object. At the pawn-
broker’s in Shoreditch I redeemed my tools
and the old cricketing suit I kad brought

| with me to London; then I turned into

a coffee shop and ate heartily.

1t was still night to me. The gas flared
from the brackets against the greasy wall.
Beyond the windows, where the steam de-
geribed the smears of yesterday’s cleaning,
all was black. A boy coming in with a
batch of papers under his arm was the only
sign that another day was come. Then my
heart beat quickly as I thought that those
papers told of last night's tragedy—of my
escape. When the waitresslaid one of them
on the table before me I scarcely dared to
open it. It wasa surprise not to see a bi
headline marking the new murder and burg-
lary ; a still greater when I failed to dis-
cover o single line 1*efurrin€; to it anywhere.
I eagerly got another rand another paper,
gaarching them through now with the hope
of not finding what I sovght, Not a word !
Then that shot I hieard had not taken ef-
fect——no murder had been done, and the
mere escape of an unmerciful gang of burg-
lars had been thought of insufficient in-
terest to form a paragraph. Well, that
was something !

The fog was clearing off when I went out,
and the sun shining by the time I got back
to my lodgings. It was one of thosze sud.len
changes that sometimes oceur in November.
I washed and changed my clotres, looking
like another man for it 3 then I shouldered
my tool bag and went out, feeling that I

might not return. My landlady was stand- !

ing at her parlor door as I passed through
the passage. She shook her hiead, but said
nothing. It struck me:she suspeeted 1 had
puton this suit as a disguise. Dut it was
a strange one, if my end was to escape
notice, People stared to see a ecricketer
with an artisan’s tool bag on his shoulder. |
The costume 1 itself was sulficiently ont of
keeping with the time of year ; but it was
warm and dry ; that was all I cared about.

I had taken a panel carved in high relief
to an a1t dealer in Cheapside, IHe promis-
ed to put itin the window and sell it if he
could. That was months beifore ; since then
I had gone week after week past the shop
without going in—the sight of my work in

he window was - sufiiciently discouraging.
Thither I bent my steps now—for the last
time, I expected.

There was a scaffolding in Moorgate
Slireet, and a poster upon it caught ny eve;
it ndvertised a cheap line of packets to New
York I read it through, and went on, with
a presentiment that I should come back to
read it again., When 1 came to the shop
in Cheapside I stopped dead short before
the window, and could hardly breathe for
the bounding of my heart. My panel was
gone ! For a mement my head turned with
n delirious belief that my talent was at last
recognised—that my panel was sold—that
others might be ordered—that, after all, I
might not have to go to New York—that I
might still stay near her, and achieve suc-
cess in the way she hoped for. And why
should I not. -Was mnot the field as open
and as large in England as in America !
Now I had a little money, could I not wais
and study and work with hope and con-
fidence, proving to her from time to time
that I had turned over a new leaf and re.
covered my manhord ? These and many
more wild speculations and hopes were
crowded into that one minute, and then
they died in an instant, making a dull void
in my heart as I crossed the threshold, and

| caught sight of my panel upside down at)|

the back of the skop amongst empty picture
frames,

“We've given it a fair trial, and it's no
use,” said the shopkeeper; *‘ people don't
want that kind of thing. Now if youcould
turn ont something humorous in the animal
line and get it reproduced in imitaticn terra
cotta, we could sell 'em by the gross.”

I shook my head, and said 1 would take
my panel away, and so I went out into the
erowded street, more than before z: ohject
of remark by having a panel under one arm
to balance the tool bag over the other
shoulder,

Instinctively I went back to the scaffold
ing in Moorgate Street. I read the yoster
through slowly. - At the foot was the ad-
dress of l.ondon agents in Leadenhall Sireet,
That was close by. \Why not go there at
ente and take a berth? The thing wonld
be finished then. Eetter that than wasting
my money in dribllets ona forlorn hope,
For hier sake I ought wo go. That satticl

it

and retorticg fercemess for Kerceimss. l I found my way ta the shipping agentsin
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Leadenhall Street. The clerk
likea fool. A good many unhappy men
must have gone into that office too with the
same errand as mine ; bnt perhaps I was the
first to apply in November dressed in light
cricketing flannels !

‘| want ta go to Naw-York,” I began.

“ \When ?"" he asked, clesing his mouth at
last.

‘¢ As soon as I can.”

“ One of our sieamers leaves Liverpool
to-morrow.”™’

* That will do.” i

““But I don’t know if there’s a berth
left.”™

“‘Can’t you find out "

¢ Yes, in half an hour, if you like to pay
for a wire.”

I paid a shilling, and said I would wait
for the reply. He sent a boy to the post
with a telegram, and withdrew into an
inner office to tell his fellow clerks of the
zuear customer who wanted to emigrate,

ilancing that way, I saw a row of heads
with their noses on a level with the top of
the ground giass with which the lower
part of the pariition was glazed.

There were time tables hanging up
against the wall. I occupied myself in
learning the times of the trains to Liver-
pool till the reply telegram was handed in.

“ You can have a berth,” said the clerk ;
““but ycu'll have to be aboard, with all
your traps, by ten o'clock to-morrow morn-
lng* ¥

¢t I shall have plenty of time 1f T take the
last train to-night from St. Pancras.”

Then I paid my money, and went out
with a feeling that I wes going the right
rosd now,

Nearly opposite the agents’ was an out-
fitter's shop, where there seemed to be
evervthiag an emigrant might want, I went
in there and bought what was necessary,
with a box to pack my tools, pauel, and
everything in. At the man’s suggestion,
I changed my flannels and canvas shoes for
one of the suits I had bought, makicg use
of a dressing room that adjoined the shop.
I locked up my chest and took the key,
with a guarantee from the outfitter that I
should find it aboard the steamer when I
reached Liverpool. Here was another step
made, and my heart was the lighter for it ;
and so I went out with something of my old
elasticity and buoyancy. DBut though my
hands were unencumbered, and I was no
longer in flannels, the passers by regarded

mandressed completely in braid new clothes
from cap to boots ; the only men I know of
that are distinguished in this way are re-
leased convicts.

It was long since I had felt so easy at
heart—so well pleased with myself. I turn-
ed into a chop house and ate a good dinner
with real pleasure. By that time it was two
o'clock. I knew of a stationer’s shop in the
City Road where one can sit down and
write letters ; and thither I bent my steps,
resolved to write a letter to my wife. Asl
walked along, my whole soul warm and
tender with love and regrets, 1 thought cut
all I would say thut might make me merit
the forgiveness of past faults which I knew
well enough her gentle heart would accord,
and cncourage her to hope for better things
in the future than she-had reason to expect
from my late conduet. Wrapt in these
thoughts I trudged briskly along, taking
no notice of the people 1 passed, and jost-
ling more than one in my lhaste to get on,
On the pavement just outside the North
London terminus in Liverpool Sireet, I

the pavement, as he stood with his hands
behind him looking at a time bill. With a
hurried apology I pushed on, when he call-
ed afier me—

“ Wyndham ! Wyndham! Kit Wynd-
ham !

- Then stopping to see who it was that
called me, I found myself face to face with
my kind old friend, Mr. Lonsdale, the
Vicar of—-(%)

¢ Why, you're the very man, ot all
others, I most waat to see,” he said.
‘“ I'va come up to London on your account,
This is a providential meeting indeed ;
most providential !’

“There’s nothing wrong!" I said, fal-
tering : for a sudden foreboding of ill over-
came me,

“T don’t know, my good fellow, " he re
plied. ** Let us go into the waiting roow
of this station, where we may tall it over.

CHAPTER VL~ %4
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ARRESTED.

As we hurried up.the steps to the platform,
he told me that he had been looking at the
bill to find when the next train left for
Richmond, and that there was not one for
haif an hour. This gave definite shape to
my apprehensions, ‘‘He cenld have no
object in going to Richmond on my ac-
count, unless li:lnr:lm Lhad sent for him,”
thought I; and that call must have been
made with reference to what had teoken
place in the past night,

““ However,” he added, pausing to get
breath at the head of tha siairs, **now we
have met by this happy accident, you may
be able to save me that journey, and so en-
able me to return to——by the next tran,
and set Mrs. Lonsdale’s mind at case. We
never got a telegram before, and it quite up-
set us [ assure you,”

We went into the waiting room and rest-
ed ourselves in a quiet corner, and while I
waited in patient anxiety the old gentleman
explored his pockets one after the otber,
talking all the while in a low voice.

““We had just finished breakfast,” he
said “when the despatch was brought to
us, Where can I have put it? It's a very
thin one. And the moment she saw it, Mrs.
Lonsdale said, *Something’s happened to
that poor young man, I feel sure.” Ladies,
you knouw, are so prone to make concluzions
of that sort. You see Kit, we have not heard
a word about you for ten months, Where
can I have put it? ‘Dooh, pooh, my dear,’
eaid I; ¢the young fellow is making
his . fortune.” Ialways predicted that,
Wyndbam. ‘He's got his hands full
of work, and ha# no time to think
of us,” When we are happy, weare prone
to be a little carcless—a little neglectiul ;
like children who err from want of
-hought. 1 must have put it in my other
pocket. ¢ Wyndham, you may depend up-
on it, is prispe:ous:’ I am seldom wrong
in gauging character ; and from the first
1 maintaiped that you wer2 bound to
succeed. Andhere youn are, to verifly my
words, inasuitof clotbes that looks as if
you had just come out of the tailor’s. ”

¢ That is it, ” I broke in ; *‘the buff en-
velope. "

“‘f&:r me, so it is, ] thought it was a
soup ticket. Now tell me +° L
tof that. ™

1
ped at me

me with curiosity. It is seldom one sees a |

F

nearly knocked a stout old gentleman off !

I opened the telegram in an instant; 1t
ran thus :—

“ From Major Cleveden: Post Office,
Shoreditch.—Have you seen or heard of
Mr. Wyndham? Should he arrive in the
covrse of the day, telegraph to me at once.
Address as above.

The major to have telegraphed from
Shoreditch must clearly have been to my
lodgings to find me. The address was
known to my wife. Why was he so anx-
ious to. find me?

““ Can you tell me what it means, Kit?
asked Mr. Lonsdale, as I dropped my hand
with the telegram in it on my knee.

“I am tryving to think, * said I, vaguely.

““We could not understand it by any hy-
pothesis, and so I thonght it best to come
up at once and see thewnajor himself. I've
been in a four-wheel cab to the II:T“ office,
Shoreditch. He is not there; but 1 am
ready to go and find him at Richmond if it
is expedient or advisable.”

I saw that something must be done to pre-
vent his going there with the telegram and
his endless talk, which could not fail to
arouse old Thane's suspicion ; so, slapping
my knee, as if suddenly remembering a lost
fact, I said -

“Why, that inust be the Major Cleveden
who gave me a commission for an over-man-
tel.”

“* Dear me, now, that is strange. What a
trifle to cavse so much uwaeasiness. One
would have thonght it a matter of life and
death by his sending a telegram. DProgress
and science areall very well. but their e'Tect
upon quiet, old-fashioned folks is startling
in the extrems. So you know the mojor,
eh

¢t I have met him once,” I replied.

S0 have I, and that's all. I met him
last week at the Cedars ; I suppose you met
him there also ¥

“ The Cedars ?"” I suid, as if I did not
quite understand.
- ““Yes; the Cedars at Ham. 1 went
there to see an old friend of yours, and a
«till older friend of mine—Miss Thane.
debe Thane,” he continued in explanation,
for I still pretended not to comprehend.
“ You know that she has left me, and is
living with her father, who has come home
a millionaire from India.”

¢ No,” I seid. It was not a moment to
be punctilious about a falsehood.

“ You have not heard of that? Well
you surprise me. I thought every one must
have heard of it. To be sure, though, Lon-

| don is n vast city—a prodigious city. He

came home soon after you left and took us
all by surprise. Never gave us any warning
of his coming, Between you and me, if he
had not found her so attractive and charm-
ing, he would have gone away as he came

and left Hebe still with wvs. Perhaps I
ought not to say this. However he was de-

lightad with the dear girl, and has furnish-
ed her with a house and surroundings
worthy of a princess, I went to see her
last week, as [ tell youn, and it was there 1
met Major Cleveden—a most delightful,
amiable gentleman, as 1 daresay you have
found him.”

“ Yes,” snid I, with a decep earncatness
that struclk him.

“ [am glad you think so; for quitebetween
ourselves, I should not be in the least sur-

vised if he makes Hebe—1 mean Miss
Thane—his wife.”

I raised my eyebrows and shragged my
shoulders as if such a thing were possible,
and might very well happen, foralll cared,
But in my heart I felt the smart of jealousy,

“Iam glad, also, to see that sigr ot in-
difference, Wyudham,” continued the old
man ; ““and now I will tell you why, Mrs.
Lonsdale would persist in upholding that
you were attached to our desr girl ; that is
another of the conclusions that ladies in-
variably make when they see two young
people together, Uf course 1 knew, I said
fromm the first that you were much toe
gensible to entertain a high regard of that
kind for a young lady whose station was
considerably above your own, Mrs, Lons-
dale even went so far as to maintain that
you and our dear Hebe—DMiss Thane—had
formed a secret engagement, and that yon

had gone to London 1o make a fortune.

in order Lo be in a position to marry
her. It was nonsense, of course; but
the worst of such nonsense is that you ecan
never get it out of a lady’s head, though
I've almost lost my temper with Mrs. Lons-
dale upon this subject. And so, you see,
when the telegram came she would insist
upon it that it referred to some unfortunate
escapade you hed got inte through your at-
tachment to Miss Thane—drawing her con-
clusions irom the teiegram being sent by
this major. Well, I shall now have the

leasure of undeceiving her when 1 get
wome ; a pleasure not entirely self congra-
tulatory, but a pleasure arising from the
vindication of your eharacter for common
sensa and straightforwardness, And it is
also a pleasure to me to think thit no un-
happy engagement exists between you and
this wealthy young lady, for thcugh ycur
clothes are new and respectable, they do
not suggest that appearance which would
be necessary to compensate a wife for giving
up such tremendous advantages of position
and surroundings as  Miss Thane now en-
joya.”

He continued to stream on in this strain,
but I ceased to take in more than the mere
tone of his monologue ; for out of the hum
and whirl of the traffic in the street below
the hoarse voices of the newsboys ditched
themselves in tones that struck a new terror
into my mind,

““ Speshul ! Speshul ! Extry speshul !”
they cried. ¢ Darin’ burglary and murder
this day.”

It now ocourred to me for the first time
that the events at Ham had taken place too
late for publicatioc in the morning papers.
I could hear nothing but those cries outside
now : she vicar’s voice was but an accom-
panying drone to my ear.

A bookstall was just oppos’te ihe waiting
room. Presently I saw a boy hang up the
contents bill of an evening paper, andlI
gsaw in large letters upon it—"** During Bur-
glary at Ham !—Desperate Encounter—A
Policeman Killed ¥ Every instant I ex-

ected the vicar to eateh sight of the sheet;
Eut he still droned on, ucﬂuﬂpiud golely with
his own opinions and reflections.  Sud-
denly he started up.

*¢ Bless my heart,” #aid he; ‘five min-
utes to three, I shall lose my train.”

He shook hands hurriedly, and we parted,
to miy 1o¢anse satisfaction.

I slippei a penny 1nto a boy's band and
took his paper. “here was a tumult in my
brain. One thing I recognised-—-the major
had sought me on some pressing occasion
connected with the niznd’ evenis. 1 must
sce ltim, and I should pot be likely to find
im ot my old ledgings. I krew vot why,

I dared not open the paper until I got into
South Street, where there were but few
people to watch me.

There was, all detailed in fall, with the
large headline I had expected. A policeman
had been shot. The burglars had escaped
in the dense fog. The police were in pos-
session of information which would probab-
ly lead to the capture of the murderer.

My landlady was standing on her theshold
with her hands on her hips. She started
at seeing me.

¢ What, you've changed 'em again !” she
said, referring to my clothes. ** Look hare,
young man,.if yon've deceived me about
that money, if you ve passed stolen pmpart§
on to me, i'.'ll round on you ; mind that.
suid I would, and I wall.”

“‘ Has any one been here to see me?" ¥
asked, impatiently. i S

“ Yes, tnere has. He's left a letter ioe
you, and the sooner I get that out of my
hands the better pleased I shall be, I've
had trouble enough, and I don’t want to
get into more.”

She gave me a letter from her pocket. I
tore it open. There was but one line on
the sheet of paper. Here it is :—

“ Get out of the couuntry at once, if you
love her | —*C.*"

I needed no further incentive. A cab was
crawling nlong the street, I sprang in and
told the driver to take me to St. Pancras.

As he turned around [ caught a glimpse
of my landlady ; her lips bunched up; her
face as hard as iron. She shook her head at
me ominously.

“ When's the next train for Liverpool?”
[ asked a porter as I jumped out of the
eab,

“ It’s running in on the main line now.
Look sharp, sharp, sir?”

I got my ticket and ran along the plat-
form. The engine was hissing ; the doors
were slamming too ; a bell rang. I pushed
my way through a knot of people waiting to
seo their friends off, and sprang into a car-
riange. I was the last one.

‘¢ (Got your ticket 2" asked the guard.

I held it yp. He nodded and blew his
whistle,

¢ Thank Heaven,” I murmured, * she’s
safe 1"

The engine snorted ; the train began slov-
ly to move.

““Hold hard there !"” callel a voice in a
tone of authority, and at the same moment
the door was burst open and two men pre-
sented themselves, L thought I knew the
look of one ; though he wore a morning suit,
he had the unmistakable air of a constable.

“'That's him,” said he, looking at me.

¢ C'ome out, sharp!" said the other.

“ What for?” I demanded.

¢ What for?—why, for murder; that's
what for.”

(To NE CONTINUED, )

— o

The Queen’s Dolls,

Miss I'rancis Low describes the large
collection of dolls dressed by Her Majesty
when a girl at Kensington Palace. The
article has been read and revised by the
Queen, who sent, through Sir Henry Pon-
sonby, the following memorandum :—** Her
Majesty was very much devoted to dolls,
and indeed played with them till she was
nearly 14 years old. Her favourites were
small dolls—small wooden dolls, which she
could occupy herself with dressing, and
who had a house in which t.he;y could be
placed. - None of Her Majesty's children
cared for dolls as she did ; but then they
had girl companions, which she never bad.
Miss Victorin Conroy (afterwards Mrs,
Hammer) came to see her once a week, and
occasionally cthers played with her, but
with these exceptions she was left alone
with the companionship of her dolls.”
In a postscript Sir Henry Ponsonby
adds : *¢Since writing the above I have
been informed that it is not correct
that ‘none of Her Majesty’s children
cared for doll’s,” as the four cldest Prin-
cesses were very fond of them.” In a sub-
sequent note Sir Henry adds:—‘“The
Queen usually dressed the dolls from some
costumes she saw either in the theatre or
private life.” There is, indeed (Miss Low
writes}, ample evidence in the care and at-
tention lavished upor the dolls of the im-
mense importance with which they were
regarded by their Royal little mistress ; and
an additional and interesting proof of this
is to be tound in what one might call the
¢t doll’s archives,” These records are to be
found in an ordinary copy-book, now a little
yellow with years, on the inside cover of
whichis written ina childish, straggling,
but determined handwriting—"** List of my
dolis.” Then follows in delicate feminine
writing the name of the doil, by whom it
was dressed, und the character it represent-
ad, though this particular is sometimes
omitted. When the doll represents an
aciress, the date and name of the ballet are
also given, by means of which one is enabled
to determine the date of the dressing,
wiich must have been between 1831 and
1833, when, Sir Henry says, *‘ the dolls
were packed away. Of the 132 dolls pre-
gerved, the Queen herself dressed no fewer
than 32, in a few of which she was helped
by Baroness Lehzen, a fact that isscrupu-
lously recorded in the book ; and they de-
gerve to be handed down to posterity as an
example of the patience and in;];mmir.y and
exquisite handiwork of a twelve-year-old
princess.

— .

Adventures of a Shipwrecked Orew.

News has, according to the Kxchange
Telegraph Company, reachcd London from
Japan of the total loss of the British ship
North America off the coast between Yoko-
hama and Kobe, during a typhoon, onJuly
23. Soon after leaving Kobe the wind com-
menced to rise, and all sails were eventually
furled, The gale increared to a typhoon,
and every stitch of canvas was blown from
the yards, The ship was hove to, and when
night fell it was reckoned she was drifting
fonr miles an hour, Early next morning she
struck on the rocks, and the captain (ad-
dressing the crew) told them it was now
every man for himself, A large crowd of
Japanese had collected on the shore, and
with their assistance a rope was passed from
the ship to a tree and the crew landed in
safety, The men met with Bﬂ'ﬂ?; kindness,
and, to quote the official repart by the cap-
tain, ** they treated us to the best, as if we
pere distingnished visitors instead of poor
shipwrecked sailors.” On news of the wreck
sp-eading, the Governor a red on the
gcene with a company of goldiers and placed
a guard over the cargo which was washing
ashore. Aftera tramp of ten miles ncross
the mountains, the men found a native craft,
which took them on to Kobe, where they

landed in the clothes given them by the

vt I felt that every one was looking at me, jnative fishermen,

L




