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(Continued from last week.)

T 1 ever :_:Et- r'i['h.ﬂ R'I.LHEE'“. ['E'llriﬂi.
will be by such methods as that deal with
Remington anid others by which a man might
feel disgraced.” .

b, all this sentimentalism is natural at
ach a time,” said Ray, cheerfully, “but
H“.:.I-..".i nuihi]]ﬂ' iﬂ it. Rﬂmingtﬂn “I'-i-]l Plﬁ?

gome other chump and get his money back.
Tt's all in the game.” -
wppt I'm only an adventurer, anyway,

[ have no :.'.1_}“[1 hl.‘.I].IIE'!'i: and my character 15
pecoming as unsettled as my circumstances.
{ aun flush to-day ana broke to-morrow; hon-
est in the moruing and a scamp before night.
When I think of Miss Ray—"

wVes when you think of her,” said that
J"—"'“”: ]uii:\":-i sire, with a E'D-Cl't]. humored
smilv—"when you think of her your sins
ook biz and black. I'm glad of it; I could
a5k no better guarantee that you really love
ner.

Bussell started up in astonishment, but
pefore he could ntter a word Ray continued:

“['ve been waiting for you to speak to me
like this. More than once I bave thought
you were guing to begin?  When you showed
-h':-ui!:mu-ﬁ' ahout coming up to the villa I
kmew why. You said: *She’s a rich man’s
danchter and I have only my wits.’”

+But, myv dear sir,” Russell broke in, “I
have never ventured to remotely consider
the possibility—"

“(f eourse you haven't, but you may begin
now. Don't speak to her yet; sheisonly a
tittle girl vou know. Of course you haven’t
so much as hinted anything of the sort to her,
and I wouldn't fora year: let us say fora
year. I dare say you wquldn’t have thought
of doing so. What you wanted to say to me,
and what I saw that you wanted to say—for
a father's eve cannot be deceived—was
that vou felt it more honorable to tell me
straizht out that you were in love with my
danzhter and then ask the right to let every

thing ro on as before, It's vnly a few months
that we've known vou, and that made it
harder, I pitied vou, and seys I to myself:
“Pil help bim out.”  And because 1 think so
well of vou, young man. and trust you so,
fully, and hzate to see vou down-hearted,

M give von a word of encouragement: I
believe the little girl likes you pretty well
already.”

CHAPTER XL
TEMPTED.

In the first flurry of surprise at Ray's ac-
ceptance of an imaginary proposal for his
danzhter's hand, Russell lost sight entirely
of the fact that he had made mo proposal
The benevolent old gentleman terminated the
interview with a hearty handshake: and be-
fore Russell recovered the use of his vocal
grgans the two men were out upon the street
where confidential discussion was not possi-
ble.

Whatever may have been the subject Ray
selected for his remarks on the way to the
yacht, they fell far short of his companion’s
attention. Rnssell's thoughts worked burried-
Yy upon the problem presented by the strange
vesult of his attempt to obtain an edict of
banishment against himself. That such
an exile was now more than ever nec-
essary was eident enough, but it was also
dlear that it must be voluntary. He should
keep out of the way of temptation; and here
he was being led tamely to the villa again.

Somehow, he was more than usually glad
40 go, although his conscience exerted a
feeble restraining force. Why was it? Ray's
favorable view of him as a possible son-in-law
meant nothing to him. He had no shadow
of an idea that he should ever take advan-
tage of it. But that ‘“‘word of encourage-
ment,” a< Ray bad called it, was a matter of
a very different nature. Could Ray possibly
have given such a hint on any weaker grounds
than absolute certainty# Father and daughter
were on terms of the closest confidence. Rus-
sell had often observed it, with a feeling that

INTERRUPTED MEDITATION.
the millionaire had been blessed in other good
things than dollars. Ray should know the
#tate of his dangheer's heart as soon as she
did herself, and if he said that she thought
kindly of a man it should be infinitely en-
touraging.

There was only one ground for doubt, and
i lay in the old fellow's firm belief that he
knew very nearly every thing that was pass-
g in the minds of theseabout him. He was
sne of those men who believe that their eyes
are electric search lights which they can turn
®pon the souls of others and expose all hidden

.

Thix belief in him was coupled with a total
mability to read the ordinary external signs
of emotion. It always is. These eagleeyed
fellows are the ones who can see a IDAR pok
soned with strychaine and swear that he
Jooks pleasant, and stick to it witha confi-
dence unmoved, after the %nf:}rgunn_gn has
died in convulsions. Russell thought of all

ﬁl.nnditmmedhhim]ﬂm“:

Ray had not received any verbal
from his daughter, but bad
Wpon a glance of his infallible sye.

“If that is the case,” said Rusell to

bemself, “ghe does .not love

Tyt =
But his

him that he‘loved her; long before the twg

' resolved
Waen reached thie yacht, MEH  of-
backing out

ta tell Ray the truth’ about
h-mtﬂ naly

immediately changed

| ST .

take the wanderer the and say,
with a hollow ¢ “I have been faith-
ful to you, old man, but I am a martyr to
my love.”

“I say, young fellow,” cried Ray, Interrupt-
ing Russell's meditations at this point, *if

fashion, without saying anything or listen-
ing to what 'm talking about, I shall think
you've gone crazy.”

They had been sitting on the deck of the
yacht, face to face, and Ray had been talk-
ing in a lively and as he supposed entertain-
ing fashion, for about half an hour, when it
suddenly dawned upon him that Russell's
face had taken on an expression of deep
misery wholly uncalled for by anything that
had been said. His gquestion brought Rus-
sell back to a rational frame of mind, and he
was able to conduct himself at the villa as if
nothing unusual had happened.

It was his last visit there during the sea-
son. The Rays came back to their town
house in the following week. Russell called
within a few days after their return,
and his welcome was the same as ever. There
had been no change in the household. But
not many days atter that he fancied that he
noticed a difference. There was an indefin-
able something in the bearing of Mrs. Ray
and Alice which puzzled him at first, but
which he soon explained in & manner fitting
closely to the observed facts. It seemed evi-
dent that the secret of his talk with Gilbert
Ray had leaked out; that it had at last be-
come the general property of the family. He
could not believe that Ray had told Alice;
she must have overheard something which
betrayed the truth. At any rate, Rus-
sell was quite certain that she knew
how matters stood, but that was as far
as his perception could get in her direc-
tion. Mrs. Ray, he felt sure, approved.
With all possible to her, said he
in his heart, she doesn't know any better,
and couldn’t be expected to, by anybody ac-
quainted with her plastic mind. Her hus-
band's approval was quite enough.

Alice, however, was a riddle much harder
to readl. Sometimes he thought that she was
disappointed at his delay; and again he
imagined that she was lying in ambush,
waiting for a chance to tell him what
a traitor he was. He thought of
all the cruel things she might say;
how she might show him the diff-
erence between himself and Brown,
with a balance heavily in favor
of the absent; and she might say that she
would prefer Brown even if he returned
from Central Africa with a ring in his nose
and a confirmed habit of cannibalism. Rus-
sell fancied her refusing him in so many
different ways that he began to be afraid
some slip of the tongue would launch
one of them upon him, even as his ac-
ceptance by her father had come by
accident. He began to resent this refusal
which was only a fizment of his im-
agination, and his resolution to seek
her society no more melted in the
heat of his il temper. He deter-
mined to show her that her charms
bad no, power to tempt him, and to
make her understand in some way that her
father had committed a piece of stupidity.
Meanwhile, despite all this in his
soul, his bearing towards her was frank,
courteous and friendly, as it had always
been.

The Society for General Culture had
survived the summer, and its members
had come back from the :shores of the
zalt sea with an added thirst for kmowl-

. One of the girls had also a great
idea to at the society’s firss
meeting. It was not original, but it
was the latest fad in societies of that kind—
a revival of an ancient custom. She sug-

that they find some struggling poet
and help to win recognition for him. Rura
gall must know one, and it would be such
fun to encourage the poor fellow and help
him by judicious eriticism and a little money,
£ill at last he could get his poems into the

mAgarzines.

Runssell reflocted a moment, while a great
and amusing scheme filtered through his
brain.

] know the man,” said he, at last; “he is
a deserving fellow, but without some help
his genius will never be known."”

him an ideal n::t.anﬂr—thﬂ I-r.:n*l:n?;:l ht;.ir, the
thin, hungry-looking visage, an eyes
which forever fixed themselves on vacancy

Ruscell had often remarked what a perfect
poet this man was.

fact, hard-fisted, unromantic pursuer of the
glit;taringdnlhrit would have been impos-
sible to imagine. In the building where he
worked he was known as Cupid, on account
of his cupidity.

Russell's plan was to hire this man to per-
sonatea poet, and to write non=
sense for him to read at a society’s meetings.
After mature deliberation he decided to let

e —— e T W T R WSRO EER— & .o
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The man whom Russell had in mind was |
the janitor of a down-town building, a young
fellow with about as much idea of poetry as |
a wooden Indian. But nature had givem |

IT LOOKED LIKE A PEOPOSAL.

and then upon a wri pad in his hand,
leaning toward the fire for light.

The pencil fell from his hand and rolled
along the hearth rug. He stooped forit but
could not find it in the dim firelight. It must
be hidden near her foot-stool He got down
upon one knee to look for it, steadying him-
self by the arm of her chair. She spoke to tell
him where she thought the pencil bad gone,
and he looked up intoher face. The attitude
was suggestive—kneeling at her feet. He
was sure he loved her ; she looked kindly
down at him; he had it on his lips to tell her.

At this moment Gilbert Ray entered by a
door from the hall, and Mrs. Ray ap-
peared . shmultaneously through a Jap-
anese portiere on the right. Both caught
sight of the little group on the hearth rug at
the same instant. Ray said “Jingo” and
slammed the door behind him. There was a
smothered “ oh my!™ from Mrs. Ray as her
:implafurmpn.rted the portiere with a rat-

e.

“What's the matter with them? asked
Alice, laughing. *‘ Are they crazy!

“ No,” said Russell rising slowly, “but
they think that I am. Perhaps they are
right, but my madness shall be harmless,
even if it can not now be cured.”

CHAPTER XIL
THE WRONG ROAD.

This experience taught Russell caution,
but it can hardly be said to have been of
any higher sort thar the caution of coward-
ice. He simply ran away. His visits to the
Rays became more and more infrequent.
He gave up the Society for Culture, and
bribed Cupid to seek oblivion.

His manner of living became different and
not better. He plunged into extravagance,
and though dissipation and kindred
vices had no attractions for him, and
he thus managed to escape them, he succeed-
ed in spendinz a great deal of money, and
was soon heavily in debt.

The Manhatten Electro-Motor Company
had begun active operations. A factory had
been secured and machines were being
made. The capital stock had been increas-
ed, and Ray was puttinz in his money
in a way <which showed that he
meant to wage a serious commercial
warfare, Russell drew a good salary
as treasurer and manager of the come
pany, and to his credit it must be said
that he worked hard and exercised
good ahility; but as treasurer and manager
of his own affairs he was not a success. He
had become careless, and took no account of
personal expenditures.

Work was harder for him than it had been
in the old days. His brief time of leisure
had made effort difficult. It was not easy
for him to understand why this was true.
Looking back upon the experience of
idleness he could see nothing pleasant
jn it, and yet he clung to it An
exercise of will Wwas now necessary
to accomplish tasks far easier than
the old drudgery which he had performed
mechanically. But Ray was well satisfied
with his efforts, snd talked very hopefully
of the future of the company.

“We are going to use these motors on
street railways,” said be, “and I'm revolv-
ing one or two puints in my mind which
must be carefully considered. Eventually
we shall organize a railway company, and
tbe question is whether to do it here in New
York or strike some smaller place,™

“The streets seem full of tracks here,” said
Russell.

“It isn't tracks,” said Ray, “it's fran-
chises we want to look out for. With
the help of legislation we can steal a lit-

. tle piece of this city, but with an ,equal

expenditure we can steal a whole town in the
West oreven in New Jersey, if wecan find
one there that 1sn’t already stolen. The

jon is: Where's there the most money?

rlﬁn market price.”
question was left unsettled for the
time being, and it was decided to market the

motors in another way at first. Russell gave |

his attention to the superintending the pre-
pnmﬁunu!thuwurks, and the construction
of as many machines as were for

of exhibition. The stock had been
worked up to a salable figure; indeed, among

: a few who had “the tip” it was regarded as

" into favor were W;lﬂﬂwfﬁ
saw that eventually Cupid would ‘;:' to !
or b ; feured
that his own ' too, would be &
DOCOSSATY ( ‘of safety-

a good thing. At Ray's suggestion the neces-
sary money was now raised by the sale of
stock certificates which were to be put on the
market as the machines were made—that is
e T L ::ibmthu :r:nmmr’l
shares might be on

certification. The stock was placed on de-
puuitﬂthltrmtcnmpunf.andmldh

~ disposed of only under the treasurer’s authori-
zation. .
Meanwhile Russell was getting harder and

His means of

barder pressed financially.
and his old-

borrowing seemed

ﬁmnmnmjhnd-ppumﬂyﬂuiha;md'

recall. He was involved in a dozen difficul-
ties, but had hitherto managed, om his
migin-lﬂmntbarrunin:ﬁmPMtppnr
Paul, to keep his credit from utterly falling to
i But the sums necessary were larger

now, and barder to manage. And here temp- | t
‘ [ working this motor cight,” Ray had said.” '|

|

= A e mma e ——

I
i
5

[ cause of any

| ing rather too ,aﬁl‘h rake up
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these certificates.
can sue me, but you bave no redress against
the company. You should feel satisfied if
you get your money back. I will pay you
that on condition of your silence.”

It would not have been the first loan that
been forced in that Way in the commer-

cial history of New York

g

L Having authorized one overissue, it was

pot so hard to bring himself to do it again,
and he did it, much to his discredit.

About this time Ray turned his attention
to the Motor Gmnpﬂﬂﬂlﬂ’nﬁ's once Imore,
and it was not long before Russell began to
old financier “smelt a
mice.” Huwuﬁnm{'ﬂfﬂliht@edthnnhuhd

fainted away when, one da
T
i e putting

mmw for a time long enongh to give
him an opportunity to consider. Ruinof the
worst kind stared bim in the face. If he
could not deceive Ray thegame wasup. He
thought of a dozen plans, and at last hit upon
one which was so simple that it looked almost
childish, and yet he believed that it would
work.

The machines where stored in a rough,
dimly-lighted room at the factory. There
were about a dozen of them in two rows.
There should have been twenty 45 make the
accounts come out right. Russell secretly
vigited the factory ﬂhﬂﬂl‘l of Ray, and, on
some pretense of showing the machines to
better advantage, be had some worlanen put
a big mirror against the wall behind the rows
of motors. This wall had no windows, for

INSPECTION UNDER DIFFICULTIES.

the light was admitted ateach end of the
room. The edges of the mirror Russell care-
fully concealed. He then had a short and
confidential interview with the engineer.
The room was heated with steam pipes in
winter. It was then May, and a hot day,
too, but Russell got the engineer to switch
the steam into this room full head. Then he
closed the windows, and in about an hour the
temperature rose to that of the hot room in a
Turkish bath.

Ray came out about five o'clock in the
afternoon. He was in a hurry, and Russell
knew it. Russell showed him through vari-
ous parts of the building, and at last they
climbed the stairs to theroom in which the
motors were stored. It was like a fiery fur-
nace when Ray, already puffing with his
climb up the steep stairs, put his head into
it.

& (3reat heavens ! he exclaimed, mopping
his forehead. * what section of the infernal
regions is this 1"

i Tt is necessary to keep the machines at a
high temperature for a few days,” Russell

. with shaking nerves. * They
work the better forit.”

The room was not very light, but the
machines were plainly visible from a little
raised platform near the stairs.

“ et us stop here,” said Russell; * there
is more air.”

“ P11 have to get out of here,” said Ray;
(1% I‘Im miug‘ﬁ

He ran his eye hastily over the machines,
counting them. The illusion of the mirror
from that point was good.

* | make twenty-six,” snid be,

“ Thank heaven,” said Russell, under his
breath: *‘the old man has not only counted
the images in the mirror, but he has two of
them double.”

They descended hastily.

said Ray when he had regained his breath.
* Yes,” replied Russell, with a sigh of re-
lief. “ We have had a few narrow escapes
out here, but I trust our troubles are over.”
At the door, however, he encountered
He had never known of the inven-

tive men in it, but more because he was too
deeply engrossed with his own affairs to per-
mit of & warm interest in others. He con-
tinued to see Ray freq
much afraid of the old man's irascible temper
hwwmﬂmuﬂpmm“
in re ways ready to give.

There were fewer Sundays at the villa for
Russell than in the previous summer, not be-
lack of invitations but because
M_ﬁﬂﬁlﬂhuﬂutﬂwﬂ’uﬂmm

' to be simply friends with her. To all ap-

pearances, however, there Was no
tion of the cordiality of their feeling for each

' other.

In the early fall, when & little chill creeps
into the air, and fires are rekindled under the

L1 ¥ n
Everything seems to be going right, 1. birth," said be.

j
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“Pye got tired of working for those fel-
lows,” said Mike, “‘and this fall I'm going to
do a little work for Mike Rooney. I haven'y
lost my grip on the Thirtieth Assembly dis
trict yet, and you bet your life on it.”

Russell replied that while he never bet on
alections he did not doubt Mr. Rooney's
power. He lived in that district himself and

hnl_ihndmdﬂntnﬂherfﬂih

y when the affair was over, and had in-
vited about a hundred prominent politicians
to sit down and rejoice with him. They bad
all accepted without regard to sentiment, for
a Thirtieth district politician pever declines
any thing. Rooney learned of this banquet
on the day before the primary, and he told
Russell that the influence of such muni
ficenee might effect lhe result.

“'ll tell you what we'll do,” said Rooney;
siye'll just borrow that banquet.”

% Borrow it!” exclaimed Russell; * how?"

“We'll send word to the men he's in-
vited that the banquet's to be held be-

T *
work before we let 'em out. Well march
‘am around from there to the hall, and those

| that I can’t bring roand to my views ['ll get

A

e —

great stew-pan of politics, & scheme which

Ray and Russell had formulated during the

mmhhﬂﬂmh-

finite shape .
“We shall need some political influence in

“Why don't you go into politics a little? It
i H’ﬂﬂ]i Ei‘l'ﬂ }'I_l-1[ S Al i T £ l:Et- ﬁcqlﬁiﬂtld
. with a great miany e who might be useflul
i m us.r

lief go into 3 Litics ax any thing else, and be
. had lnoked al-ont him for =i opportunity. It
| was not hasil 1o find, He had become a
' memberof the I'm‘n'h‘.;:ﬂ:m Cluts, an organiza-
. tiom having a handsgome house on Erult South
Bay, L. L, and including among its members
many practicul politicians. The Pocahontas
was ostensibly a fishing club and was devoted
$o both branches of the sport. Some of i
- members mmﬁhummlndmhh*
different drinker~, while otbers cared little
for rod and line, but could absorb more al-
coholic poison between Saturday night and
on earth, and pride were
:—M body, pullﬂ:lllj‘m .ﬁl‘mdﬂb:

50 WAS & great .

When two e

. sach other's records,

. -

. e S o ' repr—

| so full that they can't walk. I'll tell you, my

boy. we've got em on the run.”

Rooney worked his plan so cleverly that
Cunningbam’s banquet carried the day for
Russell. He secured the nomination and the
campaign opened with a general laugh in his
favor.

But a serious obstacle soon presented it-
self. The strength of the vote in the district
was Hibernian in its tendencies, and the
whisper that Russell was an Englishman be-
gan to hurt him. It was very little use to
contradict that rumor by showing that his
great-grandfather bad been born on Cape
Cod. The exigency required something much
better than that. Fooney grew quite de-

t thinking about it.

“Everywhere 1 go 1 find this thing agin’
me,” said he. *‘Couldn’t you rake up some
relatives in Ireland! We must find something
to offset this business.” G S

Russell had begun to terested
fight; and he took this question under seri-
ons consideration. At length, pe remem-
bered that Ray's coachmen was named Will-
jam Russell. The identity of the names had
once been the cause of an amusing little
scene. Russell at once hunted up the coach-
man and inquired where he was born.

“Dublin, be the blessin’ av Heaven,” ex-
claimed William promptly.

Russell shook him warmly by the hand.

4] want to borrow the certificate of your

“Bless yer heart, sor, I baven't such a
b

“Never mind; give me the date and I'll
eable across for the properly-certified papers.
Wnﬂngntthumhamlnﬁmntnahﬂm“

Russell secured his facts and bribed the
coachman to silence. Then be cabled at once
for the papers which arrived without delay.
Rooney was more than delighted.
wins the day for us,” said be.

know thin that Roonev's
:y, it's plain as the nose on
yeor That's all he ever wanted av yez.
I know Rooney went down to the sole of his
£ eet, and that's his game, take me wurrd for

borrowing.
ed good by those who knew—or thought they

knww—his connection with the Motor Com-

quent, the inventor expressed no gratitude
for what Russell bad done in developing
motor. He seemed to think that all
credit was due to the machine, and to
continually suspicious lest justice might not
be done to this creature of wheels and pinions.
Russell believed more than once that the
inventor was on the point of claiming pos-

drawing rapidly toward their end.

Reflecting upon the approach of that time,
Russell became more deeply despondent than
ever. He could form no plans. He had
made no valuable connections except his
acquaintance with Ray, and he was resolved
not to seek any more favors at his hands
To suppose he was never tempted to end his
financial troubles by seeking a marriage with
Alice Ray, who wasrich in her own right
without regard to ber father's millions,
would be toimagine a better man than Russell.
He was surrounded by men who would have
:ﬂm.rﬂadmﬁhmnlﬁanmﬂthahﬂtpouitxﬂi-
ty in the way of good fortune, who thought
of marrying for money as a business against
which nothing could be said except that it
wasdifficult. But Russell had never ceased
to regard such a thought as a treachery to
his friend. He could not help thinking now
and then that Alice bhad improved wonder-
fully during the two years since Brown
went away. She had developed more rapid-
ly than even the man who loved her could
have hoped. “If Brown attributes any
part of that to me,” thought Russell, “he
will overwhelm me with mistaken grati-
tude,”

In the last days of winter, when such
thoughts as these were often in Russell's
mind, there came to him a start-
ling piece of news. He took a morning
paper from his desk one dry with no in-
tention of reading it; he was thinking only
to lay it aside and make room for something
else. But as be held it in his hand a dispatch
not four lines long seemed to stare at him
out of the page more conspicuously than all
the large type and screaming headlines. It
announced that Walter Brown, in the em-
ploy of the—company which had been en-

in operations in Central Africa, had
died of fever in Cape Town on his way home.

Within an hour, and before Russell had
fairly come to realize what he had read a

to bave a higher appreciation of his genuine
good qualities than be had ever felt when
they were together. He had looked forward
with anticipations to Brown's re-
turn, in spite of the thoughts that would
come when the face of Alice entered into
such fancies.

Evidently it was bis duty now to carry
the news to her. He closed his desk, and
took a train up-town at once. The unusuai
hour and the serious look in Russell's face
alarmed Alice at once. She feared that some
mishap bad befallen her father. When she
the truth, she expressed great sorrow
spoke with deep feeling of ber high
of the man whose career had
off so suddenly. But there was
ing in her words which made Rus-
beat strangely. Surely not thus
have heard what he had told her
bad ever loved or could bave loved bis

Lihi
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DEERING DEMANDED THE INVENTION.
He would take the matter into the courts
Russell had no heart for such a contest. Ha

that in a week's time he would de-

promised
ummnnlgtisﬁﬂn and his books, and

gation to his friend. He fixed his eyes upon
this little myth and did not see the great
falsity of his position when be should offera
love that was half covetousness.

A thousand sophistries rose to his aid,
and helped him overthrow the weakness
of his resolution. He had loved her for

reasoned, but in reality a fear of
poverty was stronger than love; his steps
were urged by cowardice when he turned
them toward her. Well, it was not the first

CHAPTER XV.
LOVE'S WORD IS LAW.

When Russell stood in the presence of
Alice Ray the various sophistries by which
he had persuaded himself that he had a right
to ask her to be his wife, took their proper
shapes like so many hideons genii at the touch
of the good enchantress in the old stories of
the Fast. He saw that they were hollow
and false: he saw himself, too, for what he
WAS.

There was an honest vein of romance in
his nature. He had often dreamed—without
mﬂhupaofrmﬁmﬁﬁu,asthabﬁnddmd
t he should some day stand before
a woman he eould love, offering her the ser-
vices of his life, the love of his whole heart,
and askingz in return what all men hope to
win but few deserve. The hour.for such
pleading had come; and Alice—he had never
framed a fancy hall so worthy. And yet
how different was the scene from all that be
had pictured. He shuddered at the thought
of offering his wretched heart to her.

A woman seldom lacks a
when a moment such as this has come.
Alice saw Russell stand staring at her

Iit]:tﬂut.

“Alice,” said he, “the life I bave been lead-
ing fills me with disgust. I want to change
it for something better.”

“] hope, indeed, you may,” said Alice, “if
it has failed to satisfy you.”

«It has failed in a hundred ways,” he re-

“Jt has failed to give me peace of
mind or liberty. Ihave been the slave to it.
It has failed of any good object except ons,
which I now see was far too high—was
never to be reached by any path that I have

found.”
“Get into the better path at once, then,™
said she, smiling. And then gravely: “I
think, perhaps, you have not been in the
right road during the last year. Forgive
my saying so; we have been—we are—very
good friends, and it has given me pain to see
that you have been ¥. I have seem
far less of you than formerly, but it hasbeen
enough to show me that you were careworn
and weary. grow
old very fast in these days, and I bave fear-
ed that you would be oneof them.™

“] feel as if I were old. Perhaps it Is
because I have lived two lives already, and
have made failures of them both. You know
that before I met you I had for sevem or
eight years lead the most monotonous exist-
ence ever endured by mortal man, outside &
prison. I thonght that there was happiness
in blind routine, but one day I awoke to find
that it was misery. Then, in & wild deter-
mination, I threw myself intoa life, of the
most restless activity. That has
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