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George had not long to wait for an oppor
tunity to vindicate him self. The petty ses
sions were held the morning after his arrest.

A prison couch is rarely luxurious, even 
though a man be blessed with that approv
ing conscience which is popularly and m is 
takably supposed to make bim  quite easy in 
his mi-jd. It is easy to be virtuously indig  
nant about a scoundrel and his doings, but 
harder, much harder, to undei stand him , to 
see th ings from his point of view, to com
prehend hi-s self-justifications, his excuses 
To my mind, a scoundrel is much to be pitied 
for being a scoundrel. H is detection and 
punishm ent are good things for him , and we 
who are virtuous may claim for Ыв soul’s 
good to see that the knots of the whip 
are drawn tight, and that a strong 
arm lays it on. But we are not with 
out compassion as he writhes. It is 
hard measure. Could he have exercised an 
unbiassed judgment to begin with, he would 
probably have chosen another lot than 
this.

But our yaung crim inal was not yet con
verted to the ways of wisdom. The rat who 
has made predatory excursions after your 
salad oil is  not converted when the avenging 
terrier gets him  into a corner. H e squeals, 
and bites if he can, and dies with the rat- 
pulses of him  beating to the tune of despair 
ing vengeance. George was very angry. He 
anathem atised Bushell and Curtise and the 
spirit merchant whose half chance call had 
so depleted the cash box. W hy did nobody 
come near him  ? W hy was not h is father 
here to offer bail until the morrow, and to 
show a little  of that fatherly faith which, even 
if m isplaced, was surely due to one whose 
guilt had not yet been proved ? If they could 
not prove what he had done with the money  
he tried to persuade him self that he m ight 
yet ja v e  a squeak for liberty. It was only 
B ushell’s  w< rd against h is, and he would 
face it  out. In hours of extrem ity you see 
safety in  any foolish trifle. There was no 
reason why Curtice should talk, and if he 
held h is tongue it was a point in the prison 
er’s favor. E thel’s silence, of course, was 
certain. Not even fem inine spite at being 
disgraced could make her false to him . The 
poor wretch did love her, after all, as well as he 
knew how to love, and he could not think as 
i ll of her as he did of everybody else. If his best 
conceptions of her were sham eful to her—and 
they were—he gave her h is best, and it was 
love that created them . E thel would be 
staunch to him , and would not betray him, 
If he Were found guilty, she m ight send the 
m oney back secretly to George Bushell, but 
until then she would hold it for him , and 
keep a still tongue. He did not upbraid h im 
self for being a villain and a fool, but he up
braided circumstance for the hard measure 
dealt out to him. Only to have quietly bor
rowed three hundred pounds, wiih the most 
upright intentions, and to loae E thel, the 
acres of Quarry moor, hom e, good name, the 
Saracen, Daniel's quiet but substantial earn 
ings —the punishm ent and the offense seemed 
unequal.

There was a wise man in  the E ast whose 
constant prayer it was tbat he m ight see to 
day with the eyes of to«morrow.

The inspector lent the prisoner brushes and 
other necessaries in  the morning, and even 
gave him  a clean shirt, taking George’s m 
return. There was no news from the Sara« 
oen, and the prisoner dared not send there, 
believing h is father’s silence due to D inah’« 
betrayal of the truth in  that unfortunate 
affair of the cash box ; or, at least, having  
fear enough of the the betrayal to keep 
him  from making even the slightest appeal 
to  home.

How long the night had seemed, and how 
slowly the shackled feet of the m inutes craw-
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scientific vacuum. H e was a brave man too, 
and -had  distinguished him self under fire 
pretty often. There was som ething of that 
unpleasant sensation in  the crim inal’s inter  
ior when at last a hand was laid upon bim  
and he was told to rise and m ount a set of 
corkscrew steps which led him  from the 
waiting chamber of justice into the hail it
self. The hall of justice was small and 
shabby, and there were fifty or sixty people 
packed into it like herrings in  a barrel. 
There were hundreds more outside eager for 
a look at him , doomed for the present to be 
disappointed. Tne prisoner was a good-look 
ing young fellow, tall, straight, and broad 
shouldered, scrupulously dressed and groom
ed. H e smoothed h is silky moustache ner
vously with h is ringed hand, and stood 
squarely there, at military ease. Nobody at 
first looking at him  thought him  likely to be 
guilty. The women who were squeezed in 
with the other spectators were with him  
every one.

The proceedings were formal, and neces* 
sarily incomplete. George Bushell, sworn, 
made his statem ent, denying the validity of 
the check, and producing the crumpled scraps 
h e had discovered. The bank manager, 
sworn, made h is statem ent, and proved that 
the prisoner had him self cashed the check. 
H e admitted that he had noticed nothing  
suspicious or peculiar in  Mr. Banks’s de
meanor. —Nothing.

Had the prisoner anything to say in  answer 
to the charge ? H e need say nothing. A ny
thing he did sav would be taken down. The 
case could not be dealt w ith there, and would 
have to go for trial.

George answered in  a voice which the local 
reporter called “ unm oved,” though to 
him eelf it sounded as if somebody else were 
speaking.

“ I  am perfectly innocent of the charge 
brought against me. I received the check 
from Mr. Bushell’s own hands, and paid the 
m oney over to him  on his return from L on
don. I am at a loss to understand the accu
sation, unless it has been brought forward 
with the diabolical intention of ruining an 
innocent m an.”

Suddenly a heart had found its way into  
the internal vacuum , and it  beat 
madly at the prisoner’s side. Could 
the people hear it ? There was such a 
clamor of|excited tongues when tbe prisoner 
had made this speech, that the officials eject
ed half a dozen of the spectators and lodged 
them  on the packed and crowded stairs before 
silence was restored.

“  That is one of two th ings, Mr. B anks,” 
said the m agistrate. “ It is either a very 
oomplete defence, or a very foolish one. If 
it  is not true, nothing could tell more heav  
ily  against you than such a defence.”

“ It is true,” said the prisoner, and nine 
out of ten believed him for the moment.

The case, said the m agistrate, m ust be re
manded until Wednesday. In the mean 
tim e, the police would make all enquiry after 
the whereabouts of the notes in  which the 
cheque had been paid. The bank manager 
had with him  a memorandum of the no*es, 
and, being again put into the box, swore to 
its accuracy. The prisoner was removed, no 
bail being offered or demanded. The day’s 
work was over, and the crowd dispersed. An 
hour later, the news flew through the town 
that more than half the notes were traced. 
Curtice the solicitor had paid them  into the 
bank the day after that on which they had 
been drawn, and being interrogated, had de
clared that the prisoner had handed them  to 
him  in satisfaction of an account long over
due.

E ven in  the popular mind, impressed as it 
had been by the firm aess of the prisoner’s 
counter-acousation against his employer, 
George’s position began to look fishy.

The S iracen  stood ail that day with bolted 
doors, shuttered windows, and down blinds. 
Dinah would have fain left the house on her 
own m ission, but D aniel, who by th is tim e  
knew the disgrace which had fallen upon him ,

had eternly forbid len her, a n i had in leed  
dnven her to her room aud locked her 
there with unwonted imprecations.

1 do not believe that there is any crimin 
ally minded cur alive who would not deny  
him self his crime, if he could see the brood 
that it is sure to bear.

Even public gossip, which is irreverent 
enough, and even private spite, which is upon ! 

ccaeion cruel, spare something, and Ethel 
heard no word of tbe dreadful tidings of her j 
lover’s wickedness. But the daily newspaper 
sp ires nobody, and in  its columns she read 
tbe tale. And how. w ill you ask, did she ; 
accept the story ? How should she accept it, 
but like the loyal and true hearted maid she 
was, with passionate fa ith  in her lover, and 
unmeasured defiance and scorn for his accu 
eer ! It never entered into her heart for a 
fraction of a second to believe him  guilty. 
Guilty? H e—her lover? The policeman
who arrested him, th e magistrate who com 
mitted him , the people who looked on and 
listened were suuk beneath the lowest reach 
of contemptuous indignation, not to know, 
not to see at a glance, that he was and m ust 
be innocent.

And so, not merely thinking him  guiltless, 
but feeling as persuaded of his honor as if 
she herself had held it  in her keeping, she 
turned about to see in  what way she could be 
of service to him . She was quick to see and 
understand anything set before her, ana 
though she was as ignorant of legal matters 
as most women are, it seemed strange to her 
that nobody should have spoken for him. 
Surely he should have had a lawyer to defend 
him, but the stupidities had only arrested 
him  the day before, and were bent appar
ently on affording him as little chance as 
possible for the proof of h is transparent in 
nocence. The m an of business who had 
made her father’s will, and who still m an
aged such small legal concerns as Mrs. Donne 
was afflicted with, lived thirty m iles away, 
and she knew no other lawyer. Yes .there 
was Mr. Keen, but she did not think well of 
Mr. Keen’s spiritual prospects, and she had 
begged George to cease to associate w ith him. 
There were other lawyers to be had, and she 
could easily find them . But then came the 
question of money. She had heard it said em 
phatically that lawers above all men, de** 
manded that their services should be paid 
for. That was Uncle Borge’s verdict, and 
Uncle Borge was of a decidedly litigious char
acter -a n d  had experience.

There was the money George had given 
her. For such a purpose as she had in mind 
it was surely righteous to use that. She 
took the bundle of notes from their hiding 
place, and slipped them  into her bosom, 
dressed and set out upon her walk. The 
roads were miry, bue the day was bright and 
clear, freshening with recent rains. Ethel 
was a good pedestrian, as a farmer’s daughter 
should be, and the four m iles were not much 
to her, anim ated by such a purpose as she  
bore.

At tbe edge of th e town she encountered 
an undersized coaly man in  very heavy and 
dirty flannel. Any lady strange to tho d is
trict m ight have been excused if the coaly 
man’s exterior had deterred her from address 
ing him . But Ethel approached him  with  
out any thought of his appearance.
4 “ Can you direct m e to a lawyer’s office ? ” 
she asked.

“ Why, yis, m iss,” said Mr. Bowker. 
“ Tnere’s Mr. Keen’s office roun’ t i e  corner 
It's nine or ten housen up, wi’ a brass plaat 
o’ the door.”

“ Do you know another lawyer,” she 
a*ked. She had an objection to consulting 
Mr. Keen.

Mr. Bowker did know of another lawyer, 
as it happened, and volunteered to show the  
way.

“ I  need not trouble, you,” said th e girl 
wiih a sort of sad graciousness.

“ Trouble I” said Mr. В >wker, wit i great 
gallantry. “ I d’s no trouble to do a turn fo- 
a good lookin’ lady. This way, m iss, if you 
please.”

E thel followed perforce, and Mr. Bowker 
led her by intricate ways to the office of a 
Mr. Packmore, an elderly conveyancer, who 
had no more to do with criminal legalities 
than I  have. But he was able to tell her that 
Mr. John Keen had undertaken the defense 
of ^he prisoner ; and so fate seemed to pusb 
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Mr. Bowker had waited outside and now led 
her back again, deolining her proffered gra
tuity.

“ Pray take it,” said E thel.
“ No, m iss, thank you,” answered W illiam. 

“ You do’t look the sort to want to mek a 
man feel ashaamed of him sen.”

E thel withdrew the proffered florin swiftly, 
with a little blush.

“ Ia m  very much obliged to vou,” she said. 
“ Not a bit on it ,” protested Mr. Bowker. 

“ I  do’t git the chance to tak a walk w i’ a 
young lady every day. L et alone a nice look
ing un ,” he added, fearing lest the compli
m ent m ight seem  feebly expressed, without 
that addendum,

Sad as she was, she could scarcely thank  
him  with less than a sm ile. W illiam grinned 
and ducked responsive.

Mr. Keen was at home and would receive 
Miss Donne. H e rose when she entered, and 
pushed his long hair back with both hands, 
looking at her earnestly and with evident 
sadness.

“ I think,” he began, “ I can guess the 
object of your v isit.”

“ I am told ,” she answered, “ that you are 
defending Mr. Banks.” John nodded m is 
erably, and shifted h is papers to and fro 
upon his desk. “ I did not know,” she went 
on, “ until this morning that any charge had 
been preferred against him . But I saw from 
the newspaper that he had no lawyer, and I 
came to engage one. Did he send for you ?” 

“ N o,” said John unwillingly, “ not exact
ly. We were old school fellows, and his peo*
pie seemed to desert him , and I  thought ”

H is voice trailed off, and he left the sen
tence unfinished.

“ Thank you, Mr. Keen,” said E thel, rising 
from her chair and im pulsively holding out 
her hand. “ Any one who has known him  
can tell how ridiculous the accusation is .” 

John took ber hand in an embarrassed way, 
and with embarrassment released it.

‘ W e m ust do our best,” he said, with £ 
dismal attem pt at cheerfulness. 
ii If I  wanted an argument for h is inno  
cence of such a shameful crime,” said Ethel, 
reseating herself— “ and I  certainly don't 
want anything of the sort—I have it with me 
now. Before a man com m its a crime he must 
have a motive for it. George was saving 
money, and had a considerable sum  in  his 
possession at the very tim e when he is said 
to have forged th is check.” She spoke with 
such an assured and quiet sc >rn that John 
Keen’s heart ached for her. But he had his 
wits about him , too.

“ Come,” he said, brightening a little, 
“ that is som ething in his favor.” He knew 
his client pretty thoroughly, and thought him 
guilty, but there was a chance that his story 
of a conspiracy was true, after all, though 
the chance was certainly one of the slender 
est.

“ I can prove it ,” said Ethel, quietly. Sh 
disliked this young man again, but he wae 
not as certain of her lover’s innocence as she 
was. “ You know already,” she went on, 
“ that Mr. Banks and I  were engaged to be 
m arried.” That was a them e about 
which on common occasions E thel would not 
have/spokeu to anybody except her mother 
and her lover, but she spoke of it now 
as a- matter of course, and with no 
confusion. John nodded again. Her 
pride in George and her certainty of him  
were troublesome to his spirit, for he him self 
was in  love with her with all his heart, and 
it was bitter, to be sure, that she had зо 
much to suffer. “ Looking forward to th at,” 
she said, “ he gave me this m oney—a 
hundred and ten pounds—to keep for h im .” 
She laid the bundle of notes upon the table, 
and John reached out for it. This cast a 
curious light upon the case, he thought ; but 
when once he had unfolded the notes, he 
fell back in  his official arm chair and looked 
at her with so amazed and stricken a coun
tenance that she arose to her feet and looked 
back at him  as if his sorrow and surprise bad 
been an epidem ic, and she in  a flash of time 
had caught it.

“ Great heaven 1” he gasped, and, rising,

held out the notes at arm’s length, 
tell me, Miss Donne, that George Banks gave 
you these !”

Yes,” she answered boldly, though 
amazed. He let them fall to the table, his  
arm dropped heavily to his side, and he fell 
back into h is seat again lim ply ; then rising 
on a sudden, he paced the room, and pulled 
at his long hair with both hands. At 
this she regarded him  with increased 
wonder, following him  with her eyes until, 
with a final >vrench at h is hair, he threw 
nimself bodily into the seat he had 
just quitted, and g'ared at ' her like 
one distraught. “ W hat is  it, Mr. Keen ? ” 
she asked, not without a tone of contempt in 
her voice.

“ ѴІж D onne,”  protested the young law 
yer earnestly, “ my heart bleeds for you 1 ” 
She faced him  bravely, without a word, wait
ing for him . “ I m ust tell you what it will 
pain you terribly to know.”

“ Tell m e,” she said steadfastly, seeing  
tbat he faltered.

“ This,” he said, taking up the bundle of 
notes from the table and dropping it again, 
“ was all that was wanted finally to prove his 
guilt. The villain 1 ” he m uttered, grinding 
his teeth and starting to his feet again.

“ Explain yourself,” she answered stead
fast still. All color had flown from her face 
except for one spot on either cheek, and her 
tine nostrils were a little dilated, but her eyes 
glittered with a light whica under some cir
cum stances would have looked dangerous.

“ I would as soon ba shot as do it,” said 
the miserable John ; “ but it has to be done. 
These are the circum stances.—Mr. Bushell 
charges the prisoner with forgery. The pri
soner answers that he received the check 
from Mr. Bushell, cashed it for him  at the 
bank, and paid the money into his hands, 
fh e  people at the bank keep a register of 
the number of all notes paid out and 
received ; they supply the police with  
a copy of that register in this particu 
lar case, and of course it becomes the duty 
of the police to traje the notes and see whose 
hands they pass through. Now, here” —he 
handed her a slip of paper from a pigeon hole 
in his desk—“ here is a copy o fth e  bank 
manager’s memorandum. Look at the notes 
yourself, M iss D onne—I hate myself for te ll
ing you I—and you will see that you have 
had put into your innocent hands a portion 
of the forger’s gains. And now the murder’s 
out 1”

The murder was out indeed. In  the face 
of such evidence, faith was useless. There 
was no crevice, in  the certainty which pris 
oned her, through which the loyaleet doubt 
of love could struggle. Love’s dream was 
over, and love’s gilded idol lay shattered at 
aer feet. The am azed contempt and scorn 
*ith which she had read the story of the 
accusation of her lover, the loyally with which 
sne would have clung to him  against all 
the evidence the wide world could bring 
lent a doubled and redoubled force to the  
blow which fell upon her. She would have 
taken him  to her true breast, against the 
jeers of th e universe, whilst she knew him  
to be true. Por she had not merely thought 
him honest, believed him  h on est—she knew  
him tob e  honest, as only love knows love ; 
and after all, his truth was a lie , and the gift 
of h is love a shame from which no years or 
tears could cleanse her.

I will not try beyond this to tell you how  
ehe suffered.

It was decided, before that terrible inter
view closed, that there was but one thing  
to be done with the knowledge John Keen 
had acquired —to subm it it to the authori 
ties And so on W ednesday th e sight seers 
at the police court beheld the outside of as 
great a tragedy as ever a woman’s heart play
ed a part in. Curtioe got up and told his 
tale, and the prisoner, pallid and desperate, 
gave him  the lie.

Then E ih el Donne appeared in  the w itness  
box, and the coward’s heart stood still.

D inah was in the court, resolved to tell her 
story to the magistrate. For Daniel, after 
his first rage, had fallen into lethargy, and 
had let her have her way, not even under
standing the tale Bhe told him  with so many 
fawning piteous caresses and euch tears of 
heartbreak. John Keen, to the general sur« 
prise, had thrown up the case for; he defense, 
but sat there in  court with t ; • » r hard faoe, 
and never onoe lopfed from
eyes,
glance now and again from George, but 
John’s aspect never changed. The angry 
loathing in it m ight have disconcerted even 
an honorable man.

E thel, gently handled by the m agistrate, 
told ner story. W hat it cost to te ll it can 
never be known. D inah heard it, and began 
to hate her child.

“ Have you any question to ask this w it
ness, prisoner ?” Thus eaid Sir Sydney 
Cheston, magistrate.

The human rat in a corner shrieked.
“ It’s false ! I t ’s a vile conspiracy I”
There rose a cry of indignation from the  

little crowd in  the packed court.
“ The child I bore !” groaned Dinah  

None heard the words but Ethel ; for Dinah, 
as she spoke th em . rose beside th e witness 
box and stretched out her arms as if to save 
the girl from this last and cruellest blow. 
Ethel turned to embraoe her and fainted on 
that sheltering bosom.

С н а р т е в  XIII.

Doubt is not incompatible with belief, 
after all. A man may believe a thing pretty 
firmly and yet have his m isgivings about it. 
Old George believed that D inah had lied to 
him , and having an interest in that belief, he 
gave it all the nourishm ent he had to give 
But he fe ll like one who w a k s on unsafe 
ground who cannot leave the place, and has 
no clue to the divination of the mom ent when 
the m ine m ay burst. A sensation not 
wholly comfortable, as any successful schemer 
may believe.

The rightful heir was committed to take 
his trial, and the wrongful heir was bound 
over to appear against him . E thel also was 
bound over to appear, and waited for the day 
with every hour a dull agony. It came at 
last, and Master George, following his own 
wise maxim of in  for a penny in  for a pound, 
stuck to h is tale of a conspiracy. He was 
without defense, cross-examined no wit
nesses, but made h is sim ple and despairing 
plaint to a jury convinced of his guilt and a 
judge whom his base protestations made 
angry. W hen E thel had recovered from her 
swoon in the police court, her deposition was 
brought to her to be signed, and the in 
telligent and active officer whose duty it was 
to see that she signed it, guided her weak 
and shaking fingers witn such result that her 
signature looked like that of Guy Fawkes 
after the rack. The judge had read the depo 
sitions and had seen the signature, and it 
bad got somehow into the judicial mind that 
the prisoner was going to marry socially be 
neath him . W hen therefore, the nam e of 
Ethel Donne was called aloud, and the girl 
stepped into the witness-box, his lordship 
was very strongly surprised and favorably 
impressed by her appearance. When 
she told anew the story of the false 
trust her lover had invested in her hands, the 
hardened official heart began to discern a 
tragedy unusually terrible even for his exper
ience. George stuck to his colors, and pro 
claimed him self once more a maligned and 
persecuted character, the victim  of an un
heard of conspiracy. Ihe jury, without 
leaving the box found him  guilty, and his 
lordship, frostily remarking that if the pris
oner had Bet up another sort of defense he 
might have been let off more lightly, in con
sideration of h is youth, his social condition, 
and the good prospecte he had ruined, sen 
tenced him  to two years’ imprisonment. 
There was scarcely a lighter heart tbat day in 
Stafford town than old George’s. The bur • 
den of fear which had lain upon him for 
weeks past fell away and left him  free—free 
at least for two years, and two years give 
tim e enough even for the slowest man to turn 
about in . And apart from that, D inah’s 
silence argued the whole thing a lie, so far as 
her Btory of the marriage was concerned. 
Beyond the marriage he had no need to  trou
ble him self, and he began to dism iss even the 
rem otest fear of that from his mind.

He dined at the Swan, took his way home 
by train, and for a day or two he lived on in

? o  y<m I the usual way, until a little incident led to 
a big one, and he began again to be terribly 
afraid—much more afraid, indeed, than  
before.

It happened in this wise. His housekeeper 
brought him  every week a list of the house 
expenses, and he had been in  tbe habit of 
checking this to the last farthing with his 
o®n hand, even whilst he had resigned the 
almost entire care of his vast busiuess con
cerns to the scoundrel who had at last forged 
his nam e, She brought in  the list now a 
day or two after the trial, and George, sitting  
down to consider it, arrived at the conclusion 
that cheese, caudles, tea, coffee, butter, and 
other articles of household use were going 
faster than they shou'd do. He was in a 
more than com m only grudging hum or, and 
there was a sum of two hundred pounds to 
be made up somehow by squeezing som e
thing or somebody. H e rang for his house
keeper.

“ Look here, ” he said, when she reap 
peared in  answer to his summom s ; “ I ’m a -  
being robbed right an’ left, I am . I shan’t 
stand it, Bullus, an’ youM better mek your 
mind ap to that at onoe. Here’s two pound 
of butter g< ne since last Saturday, an’ a 
pound an’ a half o’ candles. An’ as for tea 
an’ coffee, why, you m ight swim in  ’em, to 
look at these hert accounts. Now, I ’ve been 
done pretty smart a ’ready, an’ it ’s the fust 
tim e, an’ it ’ll be the last—m ind what I ’m a- 
te llin ’ you ”

“ I ’m  sure, sir,” said Mrs. Bullus in some 
wrath, “ as nobody’s got cause to say a word 
egainst me on that count. I ’ve been a 
honest woman all m y days, an’ if you’re 
ѳауіп’ anythin’ again’ me, you’ll have to 
prove your words. For, what though Г am 
poor, ain’t speritless to endure it .”

George was getting to be querulous as he 
grew old, and that matter of the forgery had 
set his temper’s teeth on edge so thoroughly  
that small things jarr ^  him .

“ D ’ye call this ^ere item  right ?” he 
asked, almost fierce’ ); “ E ight and sixpence 
for tea an’ coffee in  a week for three people, 
an’ one on ’em just fetched new out of the 
workus.”

Mr. Bushell s maid of all work was but 
newly emancipated from the discipline of the 
Bastille, as they called the workhouse in 
those parts, and was therefore naturally sup
posed to be able to content herself on a mou- 
ѳг ite diet.

“ Well, it does seem  a large sum, sir,” the 
housekeeper admitted.

“ W ny, it couldn’t ha’ come about at all,” 
cried the old m an, “onless I was a bein’ 
robbed again. W here’s that little hussey of 
a Jane ? Fetch her here. I ’ll get at the bot 
tom o’ this one way or another.”

“ Jane’8 gone up to Mrs Bunch’s to borrer 
a strainer. There ain’t a si’ fit to use in  the 
wull house, an’ that’s as true as I ’m a stand- 
in ’ here if I should never sp«ak another word 
an’ the Lord A’mighty knows i t .”

It was Mrs. Bullus’ favorite m ethod of 
warfare to carry the fighting into the enem y’s 
country in  this wise whenever she and her 
m aster held a dispute together.

“ Hold your tongue, woman,” said George 
savagely. “ An, when th it  little trollop 
cjm es in again—Here, niver mind waitin’ for 
that. You come wi’ me, an’ I ’ll have a look 
at her box now this m inute, an’ if I  find 
anything theer as don’t belong to her, I ’ll 
send her to Stafford jail as sure as I ’m alive 
Come along ”

“ Fie for shame, master, ’ said Mrs Bullus 
“ I wouldn’t be that suspectus like, not to 
have iverv hair o ’ my head hung w i’ gold. 
That I  wouldn’t.”

“ Come wi’ me !” said her master, so angri
ly that, privileged as long service had seemed 
to make her, she dare answer him  no fur 
ther. George B ushell led the way, and the 
woman, with an expression of countenance 
which appeared to presage a jest of some 
sort, followed. The old man walked to the 
top of the house and entered a little bare 
room in the attic. He glared round him  in 
rage and am azem ent, seeing nothing but the 
tare walls and tbe floor, on which tnere was 
a great paten of wet cerresponding to anoth 
er patch in  the plastered ceiling.

*• Wby, whftt’s this ?” he called to the 
housekeeper.

“ This is the room Jane slep’ in up till 
last W ednesday was a week,” th^w om au

mJ 
that bad.

we had to move her bed into the lumber 
room.”

“ Why ceuldn’c you ha’ told m e that afore,” 
asked George, “instead o’ bringin’ m e a 
trapesin’ all the way up here ?”

“ You said come along of m e,” the house 
keeper answered, and grinned broadly all 
ever her Back Country countenance as her 
master, growling, led the way downstairs 
again. The room he next entered was hall 
filled with odds and ends of furniture, 
broken chairs, crippled tables, and the like, 
and in one corner stood a high shouldered 
wardrobe, which had once been made part of 
the furniture of his brother Joseph’s bei» 
room. When old Joe died, brother George 
had laid hands upon everything, even upon 
those things which were of no use to him . 
“ Keep a thing long enough and you’ll find a 
use for i t ,” was one of George’s constantly 
quoted aphorisms. But he had never 
dreamed of keeping this old wardrobe for 
such a use as at length he found in  it.

It may go without saying that the dull 
schemer had long ceased to have any remorse 
about young Joe, or the method by which he 
him self had acquired young Joe’s fortune. At 
a very little distance of tim e the cheque he had 
given to h is nephew had begun in memory to 
communicate a sense of warmth to his heart, 
and he thought the gift an almost unex 
ampled stroke of generosity. Lifeless things 
which had once belonged to the brother and 
sister whose hearts he helped to break were 
not likely to touch him very keenly at aoy  
time, and after these years were scarcely 
lk e ly  to remind him  at all of their first own 
ers. He was absolutely unaffected by them, 
and had no present memory of Joseph and 
Rebecca nor any thought about them .

“ Turn the th ings out o’ that theer box,” 
said George. “ I ’ll see who’s a thievin’ i ’ 
my house.”

There wa3 not much in  the box, and if 
anything had been stolen it had certainly not 
been from old George.

“ Tnie is a nice sort o ’ place to hide things 
in ,” said he, whilst the housekeeper loosely 
tumbled the thinge back into the meagre box. 
He went, stepping gingerly between broken 
chairs and the other lumber with which the 
corner wae filled, towards the wardrobe. Tbe 
door had long since lost its handle, but h*- 
clawed it open, and rapped out a good round 
oath, for there at the bottom of the wardrobe 
lay a score or two of little packages, mere 
newspaper screws, and on these feil the man 
who had inherited a quarter of a million of 
money and had doubled it. Unfolding  
them one by one, he displayed their con 
tents to the housekeeper with a suppressed 
severity of passion worthy of a loftier cause. 
In one was an ounce of cheese, in another a 
little bit of butter, and in a third a table 
spoonful of coffee, in  a fourth a pinch or two 
of moist sugar. And ae the owner of a half 
a million sterling opened up to tbe house 
keeper’s vision thie hidden etolen treasure, 
tbe peccant Jane, who had come into tbe 
houee by the back way, bounced into the 
room and etood guiltily transfixed before the 
accusing eyes of her master.

“ Mrs. Bullus,” said old George, regarding 
the criminal with Rhadamanthine severity,
“ fetch a policeman.”

The wretched detected one fell upon her 
knees before him  with a countenance of im 
ploring agony.

л“ It was my mother as axed m e to do it ,” 
?he declared.

“ Fötch a policeman,” said George again, 
and Mrs. Bullus, with no intention of obey
ing, left the room. The m aster of the house 
went on opening the little packages, and  
spread them all out before the miserable | 
Jane. “ This is wher m y household provi j 
eions has been a-gom g to, is it ! E h ?” said 
he with with withering sarcasm. “ How 
many shillin’-worthe of my property have you 
et)le  ? Anewer me that thie m inute. W heer’s 
that policeman, Mrs. Bullus ?”

“ D ’ye mind cornin’ here a minute, 
master ?” aeked the housekeeper, reap
pearing. George picked his way through the

д /  1 last W ednesday was a week,” th * w

I. This persistent regard drew a shifty it’8 been a ramin so andThe7ік>пГТьа
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de »ris of the corner and joined the woman 
ou side.
“ Yo don’t r’aly want m e to fetch a 
man, do you ? ” she ai-ked.

Yis, I do,” said George; but no m an is  
insensible Io the feelings of other people, and 
he hastened to add : “ I want to g i’e the  
young madam a good fright.”

‘ Yes, sir,” said the housekeeper in a loud
er tone ; “ the pleecem an’ll be here in  a 
m inute.”

Old George went heavily back into the 
lumber room. The criminal was in  a con -  
dit ion of abject terror, boo hooing on the 
floor. Her employer, disiegardmg her, pass
ed once more to tbe wardrobe.

il Is there anythin’ else you’ve hid here, 
you wicked gel. ? ” he demanded, poking 
about in the darker corners. “ Why, w uat’s 
this ? Have you been a-tryin’ to steal a coat 
o’ m ine ? ” The garment he had in his hand 
was none of his, as the glance of a moment 
told him . It was old and mildewed, and a l
m ost rotten in places, and it felt m oist in hie 
hand. A certain m ustv sm ell with which 
his nostrils had been acquainted ever since 
his entry to the room, seemed now to be 
chiefly traceable to this shabby and decayed 
old coat.

The blubbering little culprit was for- 
gotton. George had heard the m an
ner of h is sister-in-law ’e death, and 
had been told of her last word.

It was Joseph’s coat.
H e held the coat in  h is hand, and knew it 

alm ost at a glance. He walked into his 
own room with it, threw it into a chair, and 
stood staring at it for a full m inute. There 
were few m en less likely to be affected by the 
sight of any worthless relic such as this, but 
possibly it  hit him  as it  did because it was 
such a trifle, and because he had found it 
after such a lapse of years. A greater 
thing arising sooner m ight have passed him  
by.

“ I t’s made m e feel moist ail o ’er,” said 
he, rubbing the palm of the hand in which he 
had carried it against his own coat, to get rid 
of the feel of the discovered garment. “ Eh  
dfar !” And he stared at the coat, and went 
off into reverie. “ I  reckon,” he said after 
a tim e, “ as he’s been dead these ’ears and 
’ears. It feels as if he had been.”

He seemed reluctant to touch the coat 
again, for he put h is hand out towards it 
once or twice, and drew it  back. But laying  
hold of it at last, he took a step to  the door, 
as if intending to  return it to the place from 
which he had taken it, but as he did so 
he stopped short, dropped the garment 
noon the table, and felt a part of it with his 
h m d .” л

‘ Theer’s som ethin’ i ’ the lin in ’,” he said 
elowly. “ A bit o’ paper o ’ some 
sort.” The lining was so old and rotten that 
betöre  it open easily with his fingers, and  
there, sure enough, was a scrap of paper. 
George put on h is glasses and looked at it. 
No change in face or attitude gave notice of 
tbe shock it brought him to read the little  
document he held. Yet it wae nothing less 
than a copy of the certificate of marriage be
tween Joseph Bushell, bachelor, and Dinah  
Вапкз, spinster.

Then, D inah’s story of the marriage had 
not been a lie, after all ! Errant Joe had left 
a rightful heir behind him !

The first conscious and distinct feeling he 
had was of relief that this discovery had not 
been made before George had proved him self 
unworthy. I t  is always pleasanter to е в с н р ѳ  
from being a scoundrel than to be one, and 
now old George was armed in  honesty for 
two years at least. For two years he could 
be honest and yet hold the money. Any 
question of becoming dishonest and still 
uolding the money m ight reasonably be de 
ferred until the tim e came.

For two years he could be honest and yet 
hold the money. And yet he began to 
doubt that postulate. The m oney had never 
belonged t& young George ae yet, but it un
doubtedly did belong now, and had be
longed ever since old Joe’s death, to Diuah, 
young. Joe’s wedded wife. Well, there was 
some comfort there. She had voluntarily  
resigned it all this time, and had, indeed, 
when she sued for mercy for her son, e x 
pressly disowned all desire to claim it.

“ Her don’t want it ,” m used old George. 
Said so with her own lips. It don’t belong 

to h im not till lieras jlea d , an’ if it belonged 
to him  now he’s a felon.” H e could argue 
well on the Bide of justice, for he went on— 
“ An’ if he signed his own nam e, he didn t 
know it, an’ it was a felonioub^intention. I ’ve 
heard that on the bench many a tim e. W hat’s 
to be looked at is the intention. It never was 
i ’ m y mind for a m inute to swindle anybody. 
I gave a hundred pound to my young nevew  
Joseph as I ’ve never seen again from that 
day to th is. If he'd ha’ come again, an’ ha’ 
took everythin’, could I ha’ said to him : 
‘ Joeeph, you owe m e a hundred pound ?’ 
Now, could I ? Could I  ha’ been so mean as 
to ha’ said it ?”

He felt magnanim ously disdainful at the  
thought.

“  Her must ha’ been an uncom mon foolish  
sort o’ a woman to ha’ laid out o ’ her money  
all these ears for want o ’ a scrap like th is,” 
said the considerate George with the certifi
cate held between his plump thum b and 
finger. “ But sence her has laid out o’ it,
an’—why—1 11------ ”

He did not complete tho sentence, but he 
took the poker in his disengaged hand, hol
lowed out the fire, put the certificate gently  
into the hollow, and beat down the glowing  
coals upon it. As he did so, h is brother’s 
latest action came into hie mind. Not that 
the burning of the wiil had made any differ
ence in his position, or could have done, any 
more than now the destruction of the mar
riage certificate made ; but the two things 
somehow associated them selves together. 
The burning of the w ill had heralded in a 
tenancy of five-and^twenty years : the de
struction of the certificate might, for any 
thing he could tell, be as good an omen.

Whilst he still stood idly beating at the 
coals with the poker, a tap came to the djor.

“ Come in  !” cried he, and the housekeeper 
entered.

“ What am I to do along o’ Jane, master ?” 
she inquired.

Mr. bushell had forgotten the peccant 
maid, but a flush of virtuous heat touched  
him  at the mention of her.

“ Mek the baggage pack her thinge up and 
be off at once,” he answered. “ I ’ll have no  
roguery i’ th is house, if I can help it.”

“ Her’s a-cryin’ fit to split, master, said 
the housekeeper. “ Her swears her mother 
set her on to it, and .says her’ll never do it 
again 1 can allays keep a look on her.”

“ Send her off,” said George.
“ Her’s afraid to go hom e,” tho house

keeper pleaded. “ Best let her stop, master. 
Her comes cheaper than a bigger gell would, 
an’ I ’ll keep a look on her.”

There was a consideration there which 
touched old George. Give him  the benefit of 
the do.ubt, and say it was pity.

“ I ’ll tek a day or two to think it over,” he 
responded, and th e  housekeeper was about to 
retire, when she saw tbe decayed and m il
dewed old coat lying on the table.

“  Why, m aster,” she said, advancing 
towards it, “ whatever do you mean by 
keepin’ a rag like that in the parlor, a-m akin’ 
a litter ? ’

“ Leave it alone ” cried George. “ I  want 
it.” H e was never unwiiling to show a softer 
side to his nature, when he could do it in ex 
pensively. That garm int,” he proceeded, 
“ is th ’ on’y о й е  thing as is left in the wull 
wide world of a poor nevew o’ m ine. My 
eldest brother’s on’y son he was, an’ that’s 
his coat 1 just found. I ’ll keep it.”

“ W hy, ihat’d be young Mieder Joseph as 
run away from hum when I wae a gell,’’ said 
the housekeeper. “ More than twenty ’ear 
tg o .”

“ F ive-an’-twenty,” said old George. “ Yes : 
I ’ll keep it. You go an’ frighten that little 
trollop’s life out. Tell her I ’ll ha’ no 
mercy on her next time if ever her does such 
a thing again. I ’ll ha’ nobody but upright 
folks i ’ my house, Mrs. B ullu s.”

The housekeeper retired, and having  
soothed Jane with promises of public hang 
ing in case of any renewal of her peccadil
loes, she mused upon her m ister.

“ H e’s hard to get on w i’,” she concluded.
“ But I think he’s main true at bottom. An’ 
anyhow he does abhor a thief, an’ во do I .”

Ch a p t e r  XIV.
If Mr. George Banks had known every

thing, he m igbt have held him eelf from that 
disgusted cry against the treason of his 
sweeiheart. It was that cry which sealed his 
mother’s lips and kept the sim ple case of for
gery from becoming in its way a cause celebre. 
It is somewhat curious to reflect on what 
would have happened had Dinah declared 
her secret in open с >urt. For I have not the 
slightest doubt that if George had heard the 
story, he would have struck out for this new 
ark of refuge, and would have sworn through 
thick and thin that he had been aware of hie 
own identity all along. I was telling George s 
story over a pipe to a distinguished novelist, 
a friend of m ine, last Saturday at a 
little convivial gathering, and th e distinguish
ed novelist—who is  also a barrister— was a 
little puzzled at first sight to say wbat might 
have become of the prisoner had th is revela
tion been made. He seemed firmly of opin  
ion, however, that the onus would have 
lain upon old George, and that he would 
have found it  very difficult indeed to prove 
that his grand nephew had not known the  
truth. In any case, it would have altered 
the face of things. If my opinion is of any 
value on a point which is not altogether 
technical, I  venture to offer it. Young 
Geojge would still have be com m itted to take 
his trial at the assizes. Old George would 
have been bound oyer to appear against him. 
Bail would have been found tor the criminal, 
a compromise about the fortune would have 
been arrived at, the old man would have for
feited h is recognisances, and the younger 
scoundrel would have been shipped abroad 
somewhere with at least an ample supply of 
money in  his pouch.

And all this would have come to a man 
who had already consented to be a cur, if he 
had only refrained from going still lower in 
creation’s scale, and growing downwards into  
the sim ilitude of a snake.

But when he cried out that E thel also 
was in the lie against him , even his 
mother who had loved him  so wiped him  
clean out of her heart, and left him  to his 
fate. It was hard to do, but it  was yet 
more hard to have to do it. For she loved 
him yet, her son —scamp and hound as he 
had proved—still, still he was bone of her 
bone and flesh of her flesh, and he was Joe’s 
son, and she had borne him  and had gone in 
travail for him . There is but one divine 
being in  the world, and it ів motherhood 
and the motherly nature, for they are one.

So he went on h is way, cur-like enough, 
and left hearts behind him  to bleed and 
suffer after the manner of h is tribe.

Ethel, you will remember, fell into D inah’s 
aim s at that cruel charge her lover brought 
against her. But she heard the words, and 
tbey came to mind again afterwards. “ The 
child I bore !” groaned poor D inah ae she 
rose, and E th el’s mind, too staggered and 
stunned to heed them  at the tim e, recalled 
them later on.

Dinah was middle aged, and had suffered 
a great deal already. She did not faint, 
having still somebody left to endure for, but 
she put E thel in  a four-wheeled hackney 
coach and saw her hom e. For Mrs. Donne 
had been so enraged at the whole thing that 
she refused to accompany her daughter on that 
terrible journey, or to have any part or lot 
in the matter. It ie the way of women to 
show thie curioue injustice som etim es, by 
way of set-off to.the am azing injustice whîcç 
they often do them selves. The mother 
did not, as you may fancy, offer a very 
friendly welcome to the sister of th e man 
who so sham efully wrecked her household 
peace, and had left the fir^t blot upon the 
house sbe had, ever heard of amongst all ins 
bomely legends. To have had stolen money 
in the house and in her daughter’s hands ! 
You may easily believe it to have been very 
bitter to the yeom an’s widow, who was hon
est, as all her forbears had been, to the 
backbone.

“ We brought shame an’ sorrow to thie 
house,” said Dinah sadly, when E thel was 
put to bed and she was ready to go away 
again. “ B ut you won’t forbid me to come 
and see her to morrow will you ? ”

There was som ething in D inah’s face 
which repressed the tart answer on Mrs. 
D onne’s tongue.

“ You’re i’ trouble ae much as we be, my 
dear.” she anewered,—“ worse Jjrouble than 
we b e —an’ I ’m sorry for you i ’ m y heart. 
Come, an’ welcome ”

At th is D inah broke into tears, the first 
she had shed that heavy day.

“ The shame ain’t yourn, m y poor dear 
creetur,” said the yeom on’e widow, “ not 
more than it’s ourn. B ut I doubt me an’ my 
poor gell ’11 be able to live here longer. A n’ 
I did hope to lay m y bones i ’ Quarrymoor 
churchyard along of ourn’s .”

“ Ourn’—“ ours ”—hers— was the last John 
Audley Donne, the latest of a long 
and honorable race ; and she aho m ust 
needs weep a little to think that she and 
he m ight lie wide apart.

“ Oh,” said Dinah, “ if you go away, let 
m e come w i’ you ! N o,” she said a mo 
m ent later, through her tears, 14 I should 
keep your trouble an’ your shame i ’ your 
minds, an’ I ’m best away. But if you’ll let 
m e, I ’ll look in  to-morrow, an’ seû how she 
is, poor th ing.”

“ I t’s a sad Ьоизе to aek anybody to come 
to ,” said E th el’s m other. “ But come if 
you will, an’ welcome. How does your father 
bear it ?”

“ I t’s broke his heart,” answered Dinah. 
“ H e’ll never hold his head up any more.”

If it веет  strange that Mrs. Donne took 
George’s guilt for granted so early, you may 
remember that she took her cue from hie 
sister, as she and the rest of the world 
supposed Dm ah to be. And Dinah had 
always the affair of the cash box in her mind, 
and that left everything without need of proof. 

The two women parted with a kisB.
“ Yourn’s a worse trouble than ourn,” 

said the yeom an’s widow. “ God help you 
to bear it 1”

“ God blese you !” anewered Dinah, andeo  
went her way. The Saracen’s doors were 
closed, th8 Saracen’s affaire wore wouud up, 
within a week of the a*s ze trial. D tniel 
held his head low for very shame, but on the 
aged a blow ©f this kind som etim es falls with 
comparative lightness. It is not experience 
alone which enables age to bear its troubles 
easily. The old beat has gone out of the 
pulee, the heart ie dulled to pain. Daniel 
none the lees would get away from the scene 
of thie disgrace, and to him also it was a 
grief to lay h is bones among strangers. But 
he could no longer endure to live where every
body had known him , and where an honest 
name had been h is pride and boast eo long.

Mrs D onne’s lawyer had news for her 
when she consulted him about the advisa
bility of parting with tho farm.

“ I can find you a tenaut in  a week,” he 
anewered her. “ But unless I ’m mistaken, it 
won’t be a farm much longer.”

“ Not a farm !” cried Mrs. Donne. “ Why 
not? I couldn’t abear to think of its bein’ 
built over.”

“ Well you know, that’s as you like, of 
course, but 1 dare say you have heard that 
coai has just been proved on Hilly Piece, and 
that’s as good ae proving it at Quarrymoor, 
Mrs. Donne. And, in point of fact, the land 
’11 be worth five or eix tim es what it was 
directly ihe new pits get well to work. Rent 
it out by all m eans, since you want to, but 
keep it in your own hands for a little tim e at 
least. If I ’m not very much mistaken,
there’s a big fortune underneath, a bigger
foroun than all the Donnes ever got out of 
the surface—long as they farmed it !”

“ Do you know of anybody as ’11 take it  ? ” 
asked Mrs. Donne.

“ W ell, I ’m not certain,” said the man of 
business, “ but Sir Sydney Cheston has got 
it into his head thai he’d like to try his 
hand at farming, and he has commissioned 
me to look out for a farm for him . I shall
make an offer of Quarrymoor, if you’re
agreeable.”

“ Oh, dear, yes,” said Mrs. D onne ; “ I ’m 
agreeable. And it ’ll be nicer to have a gen
tleman as won’t mind laying a bit out on the 
land.”

“ He’ll be a good tenant,” said the lawyer.
“ Old Sir Sydney left him wonderfully well to  
-do, • 11 things considered, and it ’s been a 
fortune to him  to find coal on the Stafford

shire property, of course. H e can 
spend a thousand^-tw o on high farmiJ 
wants to.”

“ A n’you think there’s coal undfl! 
moor? ” inquired Mrs. Donne.

“ I  know there is ,” the lawyei(
“ as well as if i ’d been there, 
year or two, Mrs. Donne, and J 
fortune in it .”

This was news indeed, and 
really an heiress. It was surp^ 
how poor young George was buffel 
wings of the unattainable. He ha<! 
blow yet to feel, but another,alm ost ав\ 
had already fallen.

It wae four o’clock on the afternoon of к  ] 
trial, and ho was under the hands of a bal* 
who wore a belt, and carried a bunch of kf j 
at it. Another man, who also wore a \ 
with a bunch of keys at it, stood by the wh 

“ W hat’s the news ?” asked the barber,4  
George’s well gioom ed locks fell beneath f c  
вііеагя.

“ W ell,” said the other ; “ the news is, Ш  
one th ing, as you owe me two and a tannq  

“ O h,” said the barber warder, suspend*  
the action of the shears, “ and whai 
that be for ?”

“ I see a telegram m essage half an h o i  
ago,” said the idle warder. “ Erebus is   ̂
firtt, my boy.”

“ Well, I  m blowed !” Responded t|te b l  
ber, pausing to look at h is com panioh befcj 
he fell to work again. “ I ’d ha’ bet l 
again’ h im .”

“ W ell, he’s won, whatever you’d u 
bet,” said the idle warden with a little lau 
You'll see it for yourself in  the m orniq 

papers.”
Now, this was cruel for George. Wlà 

right had a felon to anything ? Anc( 
he had fairly won the money wfriH 
would have saved him , and his оЩ І  
culations had been sound after all, Й ІІІ 
for that one abominable accident which bad I 
tripped him  up and maimed him  for ever яЦд| 
for ever. W nen the prison chaplain 
to George about the enormity of hie offei 
he found him  im penitent and stubborn^ 
the young man, though more than ha^ 
accident, adopted a wiser method, ana 
surned a virtue though he had it not, in  ccj 
sidération of the chaplain’s influence.

Of course, neither Mrs. D onne nor E thel 
were at this tim e much in  the mood to enjioy j 
an accession of fortune, imm ediate or remote. ] 
They were driven from hom e by shame, and 
had little care to think about monetary proie«'* 
perities. Old Daniel was driven away also ; 
and four people who seemed rooted to the  
soil they were born on, went away together 
and took one and the same goal. Troublé i 
had brought D inah and E hel cloee together, 
and had made them fast friends.

[to b e  c o n t in u e d .]

A N  U N D E R T A K E R ’S  SPREES.

P erso n a l R e m in is c -n c e s  o f t h e  Different)©  
B e tw e e n  W o rk  a n d  P lay .

“ That is my card, Judge. Y m will в щ  
that I am a man of good standing in  the 
com m unity.” It read :

“ Ezekiel S p iy -U n d erta k er .” _Ä P
Judge Walnh put the card in his pock^vif*^  

future roference, and then contemplated 
sprightly individual who stood before 
His cheeks were red with the bloom of hei 
»here was a merry twinkle in h is little  bro 
еурй and a sm ile on hia faoe that eeem ed  
cell of a disposition cheeiful to th e last di)i- |  
gree. A heavy watch fob dangled from hip  
veet and a diamond ring sparkled on h îs  
little finger.

“ I’m glad to meet you,” said the соигШ г 
perfectly satisfied with the result of its ob
servation : “ How do you find business, Mr. 
Spry ?”

Well,” replied the prisoner, as he twistej|' r 
up the corner of h is left eye, “ you can harc“̂  
iy say its blooming. This i* a healthy plaot 
and that you know. Judge, is bad for hue”0 
ness. Why, when I whs down in Jackeonvil 
we used to stand on the pier and d istn  
our cards among those who came 
and we'd be sure to have some dozen cal 
a day or tw o —twenty and som etim sefor  
a week, Judge.”

“ But you appear to be prospering, 
friend,” remarked h is Honor.

“ Never say d ie,” chuckled the prison 
and then he quickly added ; “ No, Judge
'iui go‘4 xu ôtJA ;1  ixiotiUL ut'.-ÿj, üebpttïTî'

“  Your name is hardly consistent with 
Ьивіпзвв,” ventured the court.

“ My nam e is Spry.” was the reepo 
“ but I’m a regular Uriah Heep whe: 
business, and I tell you, Judge, I have a 
vet foot when I go into the house of moui 
ing.”

The court peeped over the benoh and 
ticed the prisoner’s No. 11 shoes, while
Spry continued :

“ The general public, Judge, don’t seem  
mark the distinction between an undertake 
on business and an undertaker at leisu  
They think he ehould be always funereal щ  
hie aspect and demeanor. Now, at the party 
last night I w*nt through the wait в with the 
utmost grace, and wae the life of a gay an- 
pleasant company. This aft—р ж іѳ п , tb 
afternoon—I am to manage a little job o n th  
Hill, and I venture to say that by my solemi 
appearance and gr^ye bearing, I will 
taken for one of the m ost deeply afflicted 
the fam ily.” 
j I“ Have you ever had such an experience 

“ W hy, yes, Judge. I was at a funeral 
Park avenue one day. The fam ily was роогЩ  
The m inister had been giving tl'em  some talk- 
about being rich in spirit, although poor іщ  
purse, when a little fat woman whom I hi 
never seen before, called m e to one side an 
said : “ Take it ; take it, and may t'be Lor 
bring you more. I ’ve owed it to your wif 
for these ten years.” It was $30, JudgL 
which the old lady felt bound to tip up, unde 
the inspiration of the funeral eermon."

“ Tnat is interesting,” aseerted the vc>
“ Truly you m ust have had some геш аяМ Ц : 
experiences.” g .

“ On another occasion, Judge, I was aboul 
to tell the crowd to take the b e t  fond lool 
when a shrivelled up little man, with a muf-J 
fler around his eyes, beckoned me to go ove; 
to him. ‘ Shure,’ says he ‘ never m ind th 
meat bill. I ’ll send it in receipted to morrow 
Never forget Pat Murphy.’ I  didn’t.” И

‘•D oes your business pay?” asked the* 
court.

“ It m ight, Judge, only people hang up tfr 
undertaker with much more readiness еѵез 
than they hang up the tailor. So I 
adopted as m y motto the following nev 
dying eelection from the Iliad :

To tru s t  is to  bust,
To b u s t is to  tru s t  
No tru s t, no  bust,

“ You eaid, I believe,” continued h is Ног' 
or, “  that you had a little j b to attend^ 
this afternoon. Now, knowing that this 
job merited your attention, why aid you  
come intoxicated last night ?”

The undertaker suddenly ceased to вш! 
assumed a very grave cast of countenance,/!-] 
and said in a Greenwood whisper :

“ Even undertakers, Judge, take a .drinkp  
occasionally.”

1 So I  preeume,” was the reply. “ But! 
never become intoxicated when you have busi-H  
ness to attend to. W ill you promise ?”

“ By all that is dism al,” was the grave\ j 
yardy response, and then Mr. Spry qu ick ly5 j 
vanished around a neighboring corner.— |  ! 
Brooklyn Eagle.

FR E IG H T  B IL L S IN  D A K O T A .

Some young men of Grafton, D. T., had ani 
idea that the town was an excellent point for i 
the banking busiuess, and accordingly pooledЩ 
in their surplus cash and formed а сош^кпу. ; J 
Then they purchased the safe of the Clerg 
bank at Dubuque. Ia , and ordered it ship 
to them . The safe was supposed? to wti. . 
6,500 pounds, bu'» in reality weighed upwar ds 
of 13,000, and it required all the capital of 
the bank to pay the freight bill. However, 
the young men are not cast down by trifles, ; ; 
and having secured their safe have gone reso^; ; 
lutely to work to earn m oney for banking; 
capital. Perseverance is what w ins iu  this 
woild every tim e.—Peck’s Sun.

H o r -g
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—An absent-m inded WbJi&n, mistaking- 
herself for the tea kettie, filled iberself up withj , 
water and sat down on the etoVe to  boil. She;
discovered her mibtake eoon after.


