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Thie was a lie and a mere coincidence. Old
George knew nothing of Erebus.

“ He was tempted very hard, an’he ex-
pected to be abie to pay back,” he went on.
hie furtive, stamefaced, hangdog look, and
hie husky voice making him almost eloquent
to the financier’s good heart. “ Of course 1'm
not a-sayin’ as that’s an excuse, Sir Jonas ;
but look at wbat he lost. His father was
well-to-do, an* now he’ll out him off. He
was goin’ to be married to a nice young gell
as owned a freehold farm an’other property
An’ all that set aside, Sir Jonas, two ’ears
muet be allowed to be a very hot sentence for
B fiist offense.”

“ Who was the judge who tried the case ?”

asked Sir Jonas.
“ Mr. Justice Wormould,” said old George.
“ Wormould is severe,” said Sir Jonas—
undoubtedly severe. | have had my atten-
tion attracted to one or two cases in whioh,
as it appeared to me, he leaned rather to the
aide of strict justice than of a mercy which
might be wiser. But in this case, Mr
Bushell ” He paused and fidgeted. He
wanted to shake old George by the hand, but
he would not sc have betrayed himself for the
world.

“ | wouldn’t be so cruel,” said George,
with renewed tremor as he approached the
nucleus of his plot, “as t’ask the Seckitary
to throw ths poor lad loose o’ the world with
out a prospect. What | say is, let him have
a chance. Now, I've got correspondents in
Australia, Sir Jonas, an’ my object is to give
him a passage out, an’ a letter of recom-
mendation, tellin’ the wull story plain an’
straght”—he saw that touch was needful
“an’perhaps a huddred, pounds to begin
again with ”

The great financier sprang from his chair
and shook the country man of business by
the hand.

| Mr. Bushell,” he said with warmth, “rely
upon my influence.”

Mr. Bushell’s face went crimson and then
wet gray.

“1’'m very much obliged to you, I'm sure
Sir Jonas,” he said, more hoarsely than ever,
and Sir Jonas gave a renewal of the grip
before he dropped his hand. But Oid George
Lad not yet reached the actual hub of design,
and detection was possible even now. It
was a bold plan. He went on anxiously
*#Theer's still one thing, Sir Jonas, if you'll
forgive my mention on it. I'm in a pretty
big way o’ business, an’ 1've got five anu
thirty clerks i’ my empl’y, and three or four
hundred men. Now, if it got to be known
as I'd took a step to free this youug man,
the consequences might be dangerous. A*
it is. he’s took for an example, an’ | mek no
doubt hs’s talked about for such. Now, much

as | wish it, I can’t move i’this matter 1
it is to get into the papers an’ be known fur
an’ wide.”

“ Do good by stealth, and blush to find it
fame 1I” said hir Jonas to himself. “ Thif
man is a Christian 1 A g ntleman at heart !
A jewel of a fellow I Tne jewel of a fellow
waited with bitter anxiety and fear.

“ Do you think,” he ventured to say after
a pause, “as that 'ud be possible ?”

“ | cannot say what view the Home Sec-
retary may take ofthe matter, Mr. Bushell,”
said Sir Jonas, walking up and down witn
his hands behind him, “ but | can at least
promise that your benevolent scheme shall
not suffer at my hands. If you will allow
me, | will see the Secretary this evening. |
shall meet him at the House, and will do my
best t© secure you an interview.”

* Thank you, Sir Jonas,” said old George.

“ George Banks,” said Sir Jonas, bending
above the table, pen in hand, and writing as
ho spoke.» “ Private secretary to Mr. George
Bushell. Tried for forgery before Mr. Jastice
Wormould. Where?”

*Stafford,” said George.

A ¥ When? " asked Sir Jonas as he wrote.

MPFjaret 0’ Febiwerry last,” George answer-
ed.

Good.” Sir Jonas laid the sheet of note
‘Naper uponTft blotting pad,. ioided it, and set

his hand wupon it. “ You will excuse me
now, Mr. "Bushell. Where shall | write to
you?”

“ | shall stop i’ town,” said George, “ until
I've seen the Seckitary for the Home Depart-
ment.” He named his hotel, and Sir Jonas,
again shaking him warmly by the hand, es
corted him to the door and saw him off in
person.

“ That dull Old fellow is an honor to hu-
man nature,” said Sir Jonas.

“ 1 didn’t thing,” said the dull old fellow
as he walked away, “ as | should ha’ got
round him anythin’ like so easy.”

Sir Jonas eaw the Home Secretary that
evening in the emoking room of the house,
and laid George Bushell’e Btory before him.
The official had that day been greatly tried
by a ciicumstance which made him glad to
be lenient. A man somewhere in the North
of England had been found guilty of murder
and eentenced to death. Strenuous efforis
hadbeen made to obtain areprieve, and the
Home Secretary had gone through a most
unpleasant time. He
examined the evidence ; he made all reason
able inquiry ; he would willingly have leaned
to mercy's side if possible, but he was com
pelled in conscience to let the sentence take
effect. The man had been hanged that
morning, i nd had died protesting his inno
eence, and the Home Secretary had read his
protest in the early editions of the evening
papers. He was sure he had done his best to
be just—he believed the sentence deserved—
but, after all, there was a doubtin his
mind—the merest shadow, and yet enough

The most impartial of judges and best of
men are apt to be affected in this way.

“ Wormould has a heavy hand,” he said,
When he had beard the story through. “But
two years even #for a first offense is not an
unheard-of sentence.”

“ 1 suppose not,” said Sir Jonas. “ But |
wish you could see the man. And life ili not
so gracious a business tbat it ie worth while
to stifle anybody’s generousimpulses except
on a g«od reason.”

“ No,” said the Secretary with a half laugh.
“ Except on a good reason. Tuis sort of
thing is really not so rare as you seem to
fancy. Prosecutors relent when they bave
gone too far, and think they can stop the
judicial machine by laying a finger on the
flywheel.”

“ You figuring as the fly-wheel ? ” said Sir
Jonas.

“ Precisely,” the Secretary answered.

“ Will you see the man? | shall take it
as a personal favor.”

“ If you putitin thatjway,” said the Sec
retary.

“ Yes, |
Jonas.

“Im horribly busy.”

“ Busier than | am?”
financier.

The Secretary smiled.

“ You have the man’s address ? ”

put it in that way,” said Sir

asked the great

“ Of course,” said Sir Jonas.“ He
is within a mile  ofus. Gome,
the fight downstairs won’t begin for
a couple of hours. Shall I send for him
now ?”

“1If you will.”

Sir Jonas addresaed a brief note to George
Bushell, Esq., and dispatched a messenger
bycab. Old George, when he eame to think
about it, had been comforted by his interview
with Sir Jonas, and had taken a glass or two
of whiskey ou the strength of it. When the
messenger arrived with the note, he began to
be afraid, that he was scarcely fitto see a
Home Secretary, or to be seen by one; but,
having sluiced his head and face with fair
water, he felt better, and, joining the mes-
senger, was driven to the palace of Weitmin-
sfeer

Now, fche Home Secretary—as Sir William
Harcourt knows—is an important personage,
and for any oriminal person, with a possibil-
ity of penal servitude for life hanging over
him, to approach so great a functionary with
mtent to make a oat’s paw of him, is an act
of amazing boldness, possibly of amazing
rashness, possibly of astovnding folly.
This  consideration began to  weigh

had conscientiously jby prison diet—for as yet he was new to

heavily  upon George’s  mind, and,
when the Bude light became visible at the
top of the great tower, its very rays seemed
to pierce him as with darts of anguish. But
he lacked the courage to run away
and, indeed, he stood condemned to go
through witb the business now. And why
should anybody suspect him ? Why should
anybody look for an evil motive behind such
a promise of benevolence ? Who was likely
to HUess his relationship with the criminal?
Vacue. horrible fears that the Home Seore**
tary might be personally acquainted with
all the archives of Somerset House in detail
assailed the miserable old schemer, and a
hundied other fears, as foolish and as vis-
ionary, chilled him to the marrow as he fol
lowed the messenger into the strange pre-
cincts of the House, where, for anything old
George knew to the contrary, there might be
torture chambers.

Sir Jonas, valuing time too highly to endure
George’s drawl, told the story for him , ap*
oealing to him now and then with a “That is
so, Mr. Buehed ?”

“ That is so,” George answered to each of
these enquiries, and his heart seemed grad-
ually to come back to him. But Sir Jonas
did notinsist on privacy, and George broke
in with hang dog furtive air, standing hat in
nand in a corner of the smoking room.
“ Theer’s another thing, Sir Jonas, as you’ve
forgot to mention.”

“ What is that ?”

“1 can’t move i’ this matter at all, if any-
body’s to know as | had a hand in it, or if
it’s to get into the papers as the young man
hasn’tserved his sentence.”

“ Do good by etealth, and blush to find it
fame,” Sir Jonas whispered behind his hand.

“1ve got thirty-fi?e clerks i’ my emply,”
George went on, repeating his argument of
that afternoon, “ an’ some hundreds o’ work-
men, an’it 'ud be a bad example. 1 should
iear to set it.”

The great official said urbanely that the
case should have his best attention. The
judge who tried the case must be consulted,
and the chaplain and governor of the jail
must report on the criminal’s conduct and
condition. Tbe step suggested was a grave
one, and must not be taken hastily. The
proposal reflected the very greatest credit on
Mr. Bushell s heart. And, in brief, it was
plain even to old George himeelf that this
most insolent and audacious of schemes was
in a fair way to success.

He gave his borne address, took arespectful

bave, and went back to his hotel ; elated, yet
snuddering. If his motive should be dis-
covered ?

Yet, a man will willingly endure a great
deal for a quarter of a million of money, and
orother Joseph’s quarter of a million had
taken root in George’s soul. He would rather
have died than have surrendered it.

Every now and again it occurred to him
that it might be that all tho trouble he had
oaken and the danger he had incurred, were
unnecessary ; but his fears goaded him, and
-he thinnest shadow of dreadful ohance
struck terror to his soul. He returned now
to the Black Country, and was tried by tbe
igony of the law’s delay for three dreary
weeks. At the end of that time he recei ed
an official noie informing him that his pray
«r was granted, and that, except for the
necessary p blication through the ordinary
official channels, which, of course, could not
possibly be dispensed with, his desire for
secrecy would be respected. The reservation
stabbed him like a knife.

“ Theer’s nothin’ for it,” he said, sitting in
bis armchair and staring stupiuly at the fire,
“but to get out o’ the country wi’ a rush, an’
so ba’done wi’it.”

The official note inclosed an authorisation
to visit the prisoner, and intimated besides
that the revised term of the prisoner’s
durance would expire in a month’s time with
in a day or two.

“ 1’ll goo an’ see him.” said George, “this
very day.” But, as he rose in blind haste
to forward his scheme, that dreadful swim
ming in the head from which he had twice
or thrice suffered came back upon him. He
saw nothing but a silvery mist, with splashes
in it of alternate ink and fire,and he sank into
his seat and lost consciousness.

Chapter XVII.
There was a pious warder in the jail in
which young George was confined, and one

night, as he locked the prisoner up, he threw
in a word in season.

“ There’s a worse prison than this, young
man,” said the pious warder.

“What’e that ?” said the prisoner. He was
a good deal reduced by prison diet, for one

thinp. and he was not too proud to speak to
anybody. And besides, except the chaplain,
nobody had ever offered him a civil word. So
he answered quite briskly, and in a tone of
imerest, “ What’s that?”

“ Hell,” said the pious warder, and closed
ihe door.
George, as this theological bullet struck

Him, leaped to his feet and cried out to the
unhearing iron walls and the iron door,
though he took care not to speak till the door
was closed.

“Insolent cad I” Then, being weakened
its
effects, and had not even begun to experience
its tonic influence—he sat down by his little
bit of gaslight, and began to cry. The way
of transgressors is hard, and he felt the
hardship without fully recognizing himself as
a transgressor. He was ill used. It was
such a ridiculous absurdity to suppose that
a man in his position, and with his pros-
pects, would have meant to rob anybody of
three huudred pounds. A fool asgross as
ignorance made drunk could scarcely thiuk
it—the idea was so monstrously and palpa-
bly absuid. And yet peoDle actually did
think it, and as a consequence he was here,
condemned to two years’ imprisonment, a
felon, branded for life, lost, friendless, hope-
less. And nobody pitied him, nobody thought
how horribly unlucky he was; nobody
gueBsed how honorable aiad high minded
he really was at bottom. If he wept under
tbe burden of these reflections and tbe
shock ot the warder’s insolence, what wonder?

Since his entry to the jail he had been
admirably subordinate, partly through policy
nnd perhaps a little because he was prone by
nature to avoid resisting strong things. Here
authority, though calm, was strong enough
io have cowed a much more pugnacious na-
ture. George’s valor was essentially discreet,
and he made a model prisoner. The Chaps
lain had good reports of him, and, as luck
would have it, he paid his first real visit to
nis new charge whilst George was crying.
He had gone formally into his cell before, and
had dropped a text or two, but now he came
prepared with all tbe weapons of Gospel agri-
culture, to plow and sow and harrow the
Ciiuiinai’s heart.

The door opened, and the forger sat with
his head in his hands, weeping. The door
closed again, and the chaplain and the pris-
oner were alone. George knew him by his
legs and had no need to look up to recognize
him. The chaplain’s were the only black
broadcloth trousers in the prison.

* | am glad,” said the phaplain,
you softened by your chastisement ”

The prisoner’s gorge arose, but he said no**
thing. Softened ? Why should anybody be
glad to find him softened, victim of injustice
and ill fortune as he was ?

“The time already afforded you for reflec-
tion,” pursued the ehaplain, “has been brief,
and that which remains before you is long. |
implore ‘ou to make good use of it.”

Now, there was a-double insult, and George
was quick to feel and see both edges of it.

“ The object of punishment”—so the
chaplain flowed on—*“is twofold. In one
aspect it is strictly punitive. In another it
tends to refoimation. Here you have time
to consider your paet miedeede, and to make
and strengthen holy resolutions for the
future.”

“ Canting hound I’ said the prisoner to
himself. “ What sort of resolutions would
he make if he were here ?”

But the Chaplain habitually set the wea-
pons of Gospel agriculture to work on stony
ground, and would not have been much dis-
couraged even if the prisoner had spoken his
thoughts aloud. He went on, business like,

“to find

to set the enormity of the prisoner’s offence
before him. Then he told him how unhappy
he was, and at this period in his harangue
the heaier’s tears fell fast. He told the
miserable George how he had sacrificed the
eubstance of happinese and prosperity for fche
mere shadow of a fleeting joy ;-and when
George eobbed in answer the Chaplun
warmed to hie text and grew nearly eloquent.
And the more eloquent the Chaplain grew,
the more the criminal wae affected ; and the
more the prisoner was affected, the more
more the Chaplain was stirred to effoit. He
was a thoroughly good man, pious andin
earnest, and we ail like an appreciative lis
tener. The criminal cried at the exhortation,
and tne exhorter naturally felt well disposed
to him, a8 you would feel to me if | laughed
at your comic story and rhed tears at
your strokes of narrative pathos, brother
novelist.

George himself began to think the Chap-

lain, within limits, an appreciative sort oi
man ; and when, beneath the pris**
oner’s tears and its own eloquence,

the exhorting voice began to shake and to
grow a little husky, the criminal murmured
that he felt the value of sympathy, and would
think of the good advioe which had been
given him.

The chaplain in parting shook him by the
hand and left a tract behind him. That
sort of literature never had any charms for
the eriminal until now, but anything is better
than nothing, and he read the tract and took
an interest in it, and read it so often, for
sheer want of something better to do, that he
knew it almost by rote when the good man
next visited him. And if on future occasions
he humbugged the chaplain, he began by
humbugging himself. Every man but the
greatest has a little of the chameleon in him,
and takes his color from surroundingp.
Young curates coming up to town and meet-
ing old eollege chums in bachelor chambers
have been known in tbe course of a day or
two to throw off something of the restraint
of habitual piety, to drink bitrer beer once
again, and to take a bashful hand at six-
penny napoleon. Itis within living memory
that the late Mr. Peace told the chaplain of
tne jail within which he suffered the final
penalty of the law that he—Peace—would
show the chaplain how a Christian could
die. Impressionable human nature—not al
together deceived, nore more than nine
tenths deceiving.

And so, on a sudden, this young man be-
came quite a model of Christian propriety.
He forgave John Keen and all his other
enemies ; he admitted the justice of the sen-
tence which had been passed upon him, and
out ofthe depths of his regeneration he wrote
a letter to Dinah, a letter so fious and edify-
ing that the Chaplain consented to letit go,
and, by tbe Governor’s permission, posted it
with his own hands. In that epistle he set
before his supposed sister the manner in
which he had become converted from the
error of his ways, and besought her also to
seek the cleansing fountain in which he had
been sanctified. Poor Dinah was spared the
misery of reading this effusion. Tbe local
postmaster returned it to ihe gaol, marked in
red ink, “ Gone. Left no address.”

No. 32, B Corridor, became a sort of model
prisoner, and was in the main treated witb
great kindness. The pious warder even went
so far as to supplement his rations—against
all rule —with bottles of warm tea and wed**
ges of pork pie, the which 32 of B Corridor
gratefully received and disposed of. And
when at length, beneath the seal of official
secrecy, the inquiries prompted by old George
Bushell were made by the Home Department,
the Governor and the Chaplain were both
honeetly pleased that a young fellow who
showed such sincere desire for amendment
seemed likely to have another chance in the
world. Their reports weie eminently favora
ble to the prisoner, who, asa matter of course,
knew nothing of the negotiations.

The benevolent employer, awaking from
hie swoon, found himself chilled to the very
marrow, and so weak that he could scarcely
rise from his chair. For a while he was not
sure that he had not fallen asleep after read
ing the official letter ; but as he grew clearer,
he remembered tbat he had fallen suddenly
back with an awful swimming in the head,
and his fears once more got hold of him.
Four and-twenty years ago and more, so his
dull conscience now recalled him to the
truth, he had begun to plot against his
nephew, only with tbe faintest hope that tbe
plot might be successful. All these years
Nemesis had slumbered, and now was upon
him. He wae going to be punished for hie
wickedness.  These visitations frightened
him, for they came in answer to his sins.
Well, then, he would make all straight and
right again—would make full restitution—
when he died. In the meantime, surely, no
Deity could be displeased by his benevolence
to a young man who had so shamefully
betrayed his trust. He would bo good to
young Banks, and free him from prison, and
give him a new chance in the world, and
money to start with, two hundred pounds in-
stead of one—an ample provision. And
then he would make a new will, and in
place of founding the great Bushell Hospital
and Institute in its projected entirety, he
would bequeath everything his brother Jo-
seph had left behind him to Dinah, its
rightful owner. Surely, thought the old
sinner, tremulous now and full of fears, that
was enough to do. Surely that put a new
complexion on the matter, and made his
plot pious. If his own conscience could not
see a flaw in tbe new scheme, might he not
believe or hope that the flaw went unseen ?
There was one thing about which he was
absolutely certain. He had never meant to
be a wicked man, and if circumstances
tempted him too strongly to be resisted now,
it was in his power to do justice at the end.
Even in the mean time he was acting benevo-
lently to the criminal George. He, at least,
was not at present entitled to a penny of the
money, and a year and a half imprisonment
lay before him, apart from the self-excusing
eelf-acusing old rascal’s interference.

I am ashamed to have wasted so many
words on so simple an analysis. Everybody
knows how to cheat his conscience.

Tremulous still, and looking old and hag-
gard, he began his preparations for his jour-
ney. He wrote and dispatched instructions
to the managing clerk at his offices, with
respect to some hitherto unarrangod aff w3,
filled a pocket flask with whisky as a guard
against any new attack of faintness, aud,
walking to the railway station, wai3 borne
away. People who met him noticed
his haggard pallid looks, and said to
one another that old Bushell was ageing
fast and beginning to break up. He felt it
himself, though he set down much of it to
bis late continuous anxiety, and looked
forwasd to a rapid recovery when its cause
should have disappeared.

The journey was not a lengthy one, and
the sunlight was lying hot and white upon
the main street of the country town when he
reached it. But now a great reluctance to
go near the jail fell upon him, and he walked
down the shady side of the road with new
tremors and misgivings, all undefined, and
probably all the worse on that account He
was unknown to the few unoccupied residents
who gazed idly after him, but all facee looked
euspicioue to him in in his timorous mood,
and everybody seemed to know his errand.
The sexton’e statement oppressed him, and
he felt what an awkward thing it was for a
man who had a possible sentence of trans-
portation for life hanging ©ter him to put hi-*
head inside ajail. But the thing had to be
done, and when the road was quite clear of
observers, he advanced to tbhe massive gate —
the very gate he had seen in hie dream,
though he had never beheld it with
bodily  eyes before —and rang the
bell.  The echoes went clanging and
tingling «bout the hollow tourtyard
and a warder opened a side door and de-
manded to know his business.

“ Tek my card to the Governor,” said old
George with shaky pomposity. “ I'm the
bearer of a letter from the Home Seckitary,

and | want to see him.”

“ Walk in, sir,” said the warder respect-
fully, and the visitor obeyed. How the
startled echoes clanged sfhd tingled through

the hollow court when the warder slammed
the solid little door 1

Tbe warder, having called a fellow official
gave him Mr. Buehell’s card, with instruc
tions to take it to the Governor ; and then,
inviting the visitor to be seated, mopped hi-
forebead and said it was a roaster. Old
Georgo assented and looked atthe orna
menta on the wall, all ol which were dis-
agreeably suggestive of strong durance After
what eeemed a long pause, heavy footstep**
set the echoes going in the courtyard again,
and the messenger reappeared.

“The Governor’s compliment, eir, and
will you walk this way.”
Out into the open yard,* then through a

heavy door—which tlie warder unlocked -
into a corridor, then through another door
into a lengthier cornder. All the doors, old
Goorge noticed with an uncomfortable creept
uese in the region of the epme, closed witbh
aenap behind—aud now, if the Secretary of
State had pierced his plan from the first, how
safe they had him ! That was all nonsense,
and he knew it, but he shivered at it. He
was relieved when, having traversed the
whole length of the jail, they came upon an
other open space, turfed and not paved thi*
time, and beyond it the Governor’s house,
looking solid and prison like, but still a little
more cheerful and less terrible than the liv
ing grave behind.

The Governor was not in the least official
in appearance—a grey, elderly gentleman,
with a cordial look and manner. He re
ceived his visitor with something more than
courtesy, aud shook hands as if he were
pleased to see him. The fact was that he
had heard of old George’s amazing goodness,
and, being himself of a kindly nature, was
much impressed by the story. It isnot every
day in the year that a man who has been so
ill-repaid for the affection wasted on a pro
tege chooses to act in this Christian spirit of
forgiveness.

“ At present,” said the Governor, “ the
young man is of course unprepared. Perhaps,
Mr Bushell, you would like to carry him the
news of your own benevolence, eh ?”

“1 should like to see him certainly,” said
old George, “an’ may be to say asolemn word
to him. You see, Mister, what a mistake
it 'ud be if he was to be let out impenitent
after all.” He was so falling into the part,
that he began toregard all sides of it quite
naturally. Those.fears of possible detection
had been purely nervous, and had not as-
saih d his reason ; or at least he told himself
30, now, when he saw the Governor so
friendly. “ They was all mere foolery, of
course,” said he to himself.,.

“ Well, you know, Mr. Bushell,” said the
Governor with a half laugh, *“ a prisoner’s
penitence is a thing the quality of which it

is very difficult to judge until you see it ac
cually worn and tried outside. * The devil
was sick”—you know. And | dare say,’

added tbe Governor, that while the sick-
ness lasted, his penitence was real enough.
That’s the way with ’em here.”

“ Ah!” said George, wondering what the
man was talking about ; “ so I should sup-

pose. So |l should suppose.”

“ At the same time, | must tell you that
thé chaplain thinks very favorably of the
young man.”

“ Ah ?” said George. “ That’s well. That’s
well.”

The schemer’s hair was grey, his face was
commgto bs a good deal seamed and fur-
rowed, it was pale just now, and had a worn
look on it; immobile as the old
rascal was, it was plainly to be seen
tbat he had suffered. His dull, slow speech,
his almost expressionless front, with only
that look of late pain upon it had more effect
than could easily have been fancied. Tne
man looked so simple and genuine, not at all
like a schemer against his protege, A woods
enly benevolent, good, stupid, slow creature !
There is even a mournful admiring tender-
ness, a tiuge of pathos, in one’s thoughts
concerning him.

“ Wouid you like to see the chaplain ?”
asked the Governor.

“ Well,” eaid George deliberately, “ | don’t
know ae it mighten’t be as well.”

“ Or perhaps,” said the Governor, “ you'd
like to see tha young fellow himself first ?”

“ Well,” returned George, “ | don’t know
as | shouldn’t. Yes,” he added with a most
involuntary sigh, “ 1'll get that over.”

“ Very well, Mr. Bushell. Come this way,

if you please.”

George followed the Governor back into the
jail, and as he did so the nervous feelings he
had been able io despise a few minutes ago

returned  upon him. It was not
easy to despise them now.  Sup-
pose there ehould be Bomething in them,

after all ! Old George in jail products, with
the knowledge of his own criminal acts
within him, was not the man to be happy in
his mind. A warder went before them un-
locking the doors, and fastening them behind,
and at last he and they came to corridor B
and then to door 32, and this being opened
revealed the figure of a man at whom the
benevolent intruder looked with no recogni

tion. The rightful heir, with sleek cropped
head and clean shaven face, looked up and
knew his late employer ; but the young
George was so altered by his prison dress,
and the prison razor and shears, that the
old man might bave looked at him for five
minutes without guessing who he was. The
prisoner sprang to his feet, and, with head a
little bent, stood in attitude of attention.

“ Banks,” said the governor, “this gentle
man desires to speak to you. I hope that
what he has to say to you will make a proper
impression on you.”

Now, tho prisoner was making rapid pro-
gress towards spiritual perfection. He had
forgiven all his enemies, theoretically, and he
had cultivated all his own evil passions out
uf himself. For a month or tw<) past he had
been quite saintly, and had taken the deepest
interest in his own spiritual symptoms. Yet
he did rile up a little at old George’s intru-
sion, and as the intruder walked into his cell
the criminal’'s newly holy soul went bilious on
a sudden. For he remembered yet—he had
never meant to swindle his employer—he
nad only tried to borrow for a monih or two
without asking leave, and he had been very
harshly treated. He had prayed to be able
to forgive old George, but human nature is
fallible, and when he Saw him he had no for-
giveness for him.

“ Do you wish your interview to be ab
solutely private, Mr. Bushell ?” asked the
Governor, withdrawing him a little towards
the door.

“1 think 1'd rather,” said old George
slowly. He had meant to finish there, but
perhaps a shade of disapproval or disappoint-
ment in the Governor’s face, perhips a naif
frightened desire to propitiate him, made him
remould the phrase. “ I think 1°d rathei as
you was with us.”

The Governor was a little curious, and the
situation was interesting.

“1 shall be most happy,”

he returned.

“ Wait there,” he said to the warder, “ until
| tap the door, and then unlock it.”
He closed the cell door with a snap, and

old George started at it.
quick sound upon the ear, that click of a
prison lock, as I have before noticed, and
even an undetected criminal may very well
jump a little at it. But disturbed as he was,
he recognized hie private secretary now, aud
began to string himself up for the work which
lay btore him
“ Mr. Banks,”

deliberation, “ 1've
a most important

It had a strange

he said with labored

eome to see you on

matter—a matter ae
concerns you very deeply. You've haa
time, since you was here, to think
things over, an’ | hope you’ve done it, an’ as
you ve begun to see things in their proper
light.”

The criminal with downward glance mur-
mured to the effect that he ~oped so and
believed so. He was near the truth in one
respect, though unconsciously, for he loathed
old George, and trembled with anger at the
sight of him.

“I'm willin” to hop6 so,
wrongful heir, “ willin” an’
glad to hear from the governor of this jail
as the chaplain believes as you’re sincerely
penitent.” ;

“ 1 trust | am,” said the rightful heir.

“1’'m here as your sincere friend,

also,” said the
eager. I’'m

Mr.

8anks,” the wrongfui heir resumed. *“I dare
Bay ae you’ve thought many a time whas an
til judged thing it was you did let alone the
vickedness on it. | suppose, now, as you’ve
found the punishment pretty heavy ?’

“1 have deserved it al, s:r,” said de-
tected criminality, playing to the governor,
out his inward speech was unreportablo.

The undetected criin nal 11 >wed on.

“ You’ve had time enough to thiik o’ what
you’ve parted with through folly. Your
chances was aright. You’d ha’ been well to
do an’ respected nowif it hadn’t ha’ been for
that. You'd very like ha’ been settled dowu
an’ married afore to-day, for | know what

your prospects was.”

The detected criminal began to weep, for
mingled rage aud pity of himeelf. The un-
deleted criminal continued.

“1’'m glad to eee au you feel your position
that keen, Mr. Banks.”

Oh, tbe eurging rage and eelf pity in the
little soul ! A storm in ateacup! Ay, bat

the vessel trembled, and was likely to break
with it.

“ 1 took aiikin* to you from the first,”
old George went on, encouraged by the effect
of his own oratory, and somehow, in a dim
sort of way, feeling himself wronged and
magnanimous, *an’you can’t help allowin’
as | did my best to push you forards. | was
forced to prosecute, because it was a public
dooty, but now you’ve been punished, an’ I'm
not desirous of no revenge upon you, not
though | used to like you, an’ you played me
false.”

What was this? the prisoner asked himself
with a heart that fluttered in his breast, like
a flag in the wind. What was it ?”

“ So I've used my influence,” said the old
scoundrel, “ with the 'Ome Seckitary, an’
he’s consented to reduce your sentence.”

The young scoundrel dropped on the
side of his bed, which stood half-
way retired in a niche in the wall
His head and the wall came pretty
sharply in contact, or he would probably have
fainted with amazement and the revulsion of
his feeling towards old George. He could
scarce believe his eyes and ears.

“ Banks,” said the Governor, who was
moved within by this strange inttrview,,
though he was too self possessed to show \v
“ | trust that never so long as you live will
you allow the memory of this generous for-
giveness to fade from your mind.”

The prisoner was too amazed and agitated
to say a word.

“ | allays likea you,” said old George, “an’
I allays took a interestin you. An’now I’ve

emplyed my influence along wi’my friend
Sir Jonas Cr«e-us,”—this, had, as it was

meant to have, a certain weight with the
Governor, — “ an’ I've had an interview
slong of the 'Ome Seckitary. In a month’s
time you’ll be sec free, an’ then you must
try an’ see if you can’t act wiser an’ better.”

Young George slid from the bedside where
he sat, and kneeling there buried his face in
the cheap hard rug whijh made his cmn-
terpane and wt-ps anew. This forgiveness
really broke him. It took him by surprise
and by storm, and his sob» were torn up by
the roots. He had been a scoundrel—he
confessed it inwardly, at last—he had been a
fool, he acknowledged it. For a minute or
two the burden of hie new born
gratitude was hard to endure The
Governor was affected and blew his nose re
peatedly, waving a loud colored silk hand-
kerchief about in a way which revealed,
while! it was meant to disguise, his inward
agitation. Old George sto -d there wooden
aud cold, but even he was scarcely eelf pou
eessed*, as you may easily conceive. But
neither of hie auditors yet knew how th*
benevolent creature’s kindliness had carried
him, and his grand coup had yet to kg made,
Bo far as toey were concerned.

“ Now,” he continued, when the prisoner’s
sobs had grown less violent und the Governor
had ceased to blow his nose, “ this country’s
about played out for you, Mr. Banks, or at
least 1’'m very much afeared it is. But it 'ud
be cruel i’stead o’ bein’ kind to turn you
loose 0’ the world again without a prospict
Now, e’spose | give you another start i’ th«
world, what do you say to goin’ out t’ Aus
tralia an’ tryin’ to begin afresh? 1 believe
as you are penitent, an’l hope prosperous
times 'l wait you upon you theer. Now,
what do you say t’ Australia ?”

What was young George likely to say to
Australia under the circumstances? | was
about to say that he jumped at the chance :
in reality, he cra.wled at it,for he turned upon
his knees and made at the undetecied swiu
dler as if to embrace his legs, and had not
oid George retired precipitately behind the
Governor, he would have done if.

“ God blese you, Mr. Bushell !”
in a voice shaky wtih many sobs.
bless you, sir ! God bless you !

“ | say the same; sir, as this poor fellow

he cried
‘ God

here,” cried the Governor, with the siik
handkerchief in full play again. *“ Yes, sir.
Damn it all, sir, | say the same ! You are a

worthy man, Mr Bushell.
to have met you.”

‘ Thank you,” eaid old George woodenly,
and the two shook hands, whilst tbe forgiven
forger crawled back to his bedside and wept
afresh. It was a moving scene, and the
prictigal exponent of Christian charity, as he
etood there, ehook at the fancy---------

“ If they was to find me out, after all !”

I am proud, sir,

Chaptek XVIII.

“ | shall give you lettere of introduction,
Mr. Banke, to my old correspondents iu Mei-
borne, in Australia,” said George. I'm
afoared | ehall have to tell the truth about
you, because | don’t rightly think a3 it "ud he
honorable to deceive 'em. | shall give you
two hundred pound, an’ a outfit," an’ your
passage money.”

The criminal wae broken indeed at this,
and even the Governor, if there had been
anybody to look at him, would &ave been
seen to be visibly affectt-d.

“ 1 truet an’ hope,” continued George,
“ that being thus provided, Mr. Banks, you’ll
ha’no more temptation to depart from the
Btraight road. It’s that alone as leads to
prosperity an’ happiness, an’ | do hope you'll
tek it.”

Whilst he spoke thus, old George’s con-
ecience twinged him faiutly, but then he
remembered that in nie case the obstacle to
honesty had beeu quite insuperable lately.
And at the beginning he had never meant to
swindle anybodv. He had only helped his
erraut nepuew, Joe, as he was now helping
Joe’s eon—and heir.

The criminal premised upon his knees,
with tears and gaspings which almost made
his speech inarticulate.

“ Thie gentleman,” said old George, indi-
cating the Governor, “ ’lllet me know, an’
let you know, when the release whic i has
been gi’en to you is to come about. | shall
hope to meet you here, Mr. Banks, an’ to
accompany you on your journey, an’ aboard
ship I ehall place the BuT I’ve mentioned in
your hands. | trustas y»u won’t th.nk as
I’'m a**tekin uudoo precautions, sir,” he added
appealing to the Governor.

‘1 thiok your whole scheme most praise
worthy and admirable, sir,”’cried the Govern
er, “ since you are so good ae to ask me my
opinion of it.”

“ Well, sir,” said George, his mission being
now accomplished, “ you’ll let me know the

date on which this young man’s sentence 11
expire ?”
“ | can tell you that at once,” said the

Governor, “ and as | am auth> rised to inform
the prisoner, I may as well tell you here.
This is the 29ih. On the 28vh of next month,
being Monday, he will be discharged at noon.”

“1 shall be here.” said old George with
cold det-peraiion, “ to meet him.” He turned
to the criminal and said “ Good bye.” The
youngster took his hand and kissed it, and
wept above it with inarticulate gasps oi
benediction and thanksgiving, until his bene-
factor lost patience and took it away. The
warder came in answer to the Governor's
summons, and released them, and young
George was left to his reflections. They
were bitter, but sweetened by touches of
grarituiie and hope and new resolve. He
would be a new man, and in that distant land
to which he was bound he v?ould lead a
frugal, honorable, and industrious life. Mr
Bushell wae right. England was played out
for him, and he oould never more hold hie

head up where people had known him. But on, and it would be suicidal to eet euch a
in a new land he could take a fresh start, aud millstone about hie own neck ae the proclamas,
nobody need know of his criminality. There* tion of himeelf ae a released felon would be®
abouts in his reflections a chill fear fell upon sure to hang theie. He would go this once into
him. Mr. Bushell, his saviour and benefac- the house of th3 idol—he would be disin-
tor though he wae, spoke of the need of genuous in this respect only, and after thafe
telling his whole story to his agents in Mel- he would be good and true and honest. He
bourne. Would he, in that case, s*nd the had had a rougliish time of it ; he had lost
letter by post, or entrust it to his own hand ? almoBt everything in the world ; but for hie
If it were entrust*d to him, it would be eaBv employer’s amazing and unlooked for benev-
to lose it ; and wnh the upspringing of that olence, he had lost all; and he was not
defensive fancy in his mind, gratitude began going to disregard such a lesson as he had
to cool a little, and reli c.ions about his own received; how was it possible that he could?
future to take tbe place of it. Butthe fit But this particular new crime wae neceseary.
w e”o bot that it Qo td down ail in a t-eeond, He must promise whatever he was asked to
and before the young man could resoive to promise, and then, being free, he must act
burke that letter in caee it were entrusted to for the best. After ail, he wouid be only
him, he was aeeailed by gust after gust of fulfilling his employer’s desires of him, and
grateful emotion, and thie coudition lasted doing hiB best to preserve an honest reputa-
bim for a w<tk at leaet. Tuen he be”an to tion. It was a pity 10 bbthus forced and
feel an amazing flutter about hie approaching compelled into a couree which he wiahed to
liberty. The prison barber had left off trim loathe and abandon, and he was quite eure
ming aud shaving him, and he used to feel thit, if the new baseness had not been
hie hair and rejoice to find it long enough to neceseary, he would never have dreamed of
get a grip o~ Looking glassee have no part commilting it. If apoor devil ie forctd to
injailecmomy Before hie waiting month lie, how can he help lying? Everybody
was out, his hair, which grew rapidly, was must admit the cogency of. young George’s
long enough not to 1 ok remarkable, and he reasoning.
knew that he was pale enough to pass for one The Situation was singular; the young
who had had a recent fever. At the first man cuokeful of gratitude to the old man
blufh of his new resolvee he had determined, who was robbing him—the old man paseing
amongst other things, on a very strict ad ae a benefactor to the man he wae ewind -
herence to veracity. He made up hie mind ling on so large a scale. And the young
that nothing in the world should tempt him fellow, in the middle of his gratitude and
to deviate by a hair’e-breadih from the truth bis good resolves, playing the devil with
But before long he began to eee what a hard his own small soul again; and his
TesBUre that wae. He muet lie a little. Christian benefactor looking at him and
Necessity was laid upon him. How hating him ’ike poison. Cabby, as he drove
could he confess to anybody the real reason iittle suspected what a load he carried, for
of his pallor, or aecount with accuracy for the neither of bi«faree looked like a released felon.
shortness of his hair ? That would be euicidal. Cabby’s fancy wae that the younger of hie
He meant to be religious—he really meant to passengere had been to eee a relative who
be religious, and the beet of Chrietians —but had misconducted himbelf. So far as he—
did religion exact so rigid and even ridiculous the cabman—knew, it was not a habit
a discipline? He thought not. amongst the classes her Majesty holds in
The chaplain was often with him in these durance to weep on leaving gaol ; they did
last days ot his imprisonment ; reading and not even weep on going into it. if they were
praying with him, and doing his best to build peop e of average ptuck. Then, the chaplain
up in the eparting jail bird those principles bad-shaken hands wilh young Goorge at the
of honor and justice the want of which had gate with a hearty * Good-bye, Mr. Banks,”
carried him there. He Vas not wholly ex and both he and the Governor had raised
cused from work, but he wae gently treated, their hats to old George whén he parted from
and the Governor, being interested in him, them. Like other people, the eLiver of the
set him to do certain odd jobs about bis huck-carriage theorised, and when he had
garden, and relieved his own kindly feelings received hiB fare, he fell into talk with a
by giving his laborer an occasional sar- railway porter, to whom he eot forth how that
reptitious supply of bread and cheese and pair was father an’son they wos, an’ had
bear. Circumstances alter cases. Fancy Oeen to the county gaol for to Bee a relation
George Banke finding bread and cheese and ae was quodded theer, an’ the young un he
beer luxurious ! Thmk of him accepting the was thai cut up he’d been crvin’ fit to bust

patronming presentation of it, and being hisself, an’what a pity it was as men as had a
grat ful! chawnce in life would pitch it away volun-
He was less grateful, perhaps, for this tary like, as a man might say. From which

slackening of his chains than he would have utterances on Cabby’s part, I am disposed to
oeen without tue assurance of approaching tbink that, born in a less fOrtuudte station of
liberty, and in a while the torment and agony life, he might have given his imagination
of hope left him no room to think of mere scope - professionally, and have become a
gratitude to anybody. Time had never so writer of fiction.

dragged on his hande ae now; but Half a crown and a hint to the guard
howsoever long it seemed in coming, found Mr. Bushell and his grateful protege
fche hour came at last—and with it, an empty compartment in a first class car-
the man. At stroke of noon on Monday, the riage, aud secured privacy all the way to
28th, old George led young George through Liverpool On the journey the elder unfolded
the prison gates and into the etreet, where a his scheme.

hack-coach awaited them and drove them to a “I've wrote a'ready to Melbourne,” he
distant railway station. Tbe chaplain had said, “an, I vetold’em as I’'m a sendin’ you
prayed with hie departing gueet that morn- out theer to give you another chance.”

ing, and had given him much fervent advice. “Then,” said the rescued one to himeelf,
Che Governor bade him farewell kindly and “ I shall not go near your agents in Mel-
with hope. The drees in which he had been bourne.” But he only looked at hie employ-
arrested was returned to him, and he was er in a meek and etricken air of grateful
habited like himself once more.. humblenese.

He had wept anew with mingled feelings of “1ve put it for you ae gentle as | could,”
all Borte at the parson’s exhortations ; and pureued old George, “an’ at the sate time
when his late emplo.ver came to relieve him, ae strong ae | could. |I’ve told em it’s my
he felt amazingly affectionate towards him. belief as you are to be relied upon, and 1've
The released couvict felt that he loved old given ’em my guarantee for five hundred
George. He looked at his uumeaning couns pound. So if you go* wrong again Mr.
tenancy worn and strained and battered with Banks, you’ll be black indeed. You’d be a
the laet six or seven months of misery ; he robbin’ me again, an’ 1 don’t think you’ll
locked at it through his tears, and venerated find the heart to do that—be as bad ae you
its owner. Tue good man he wae—the for- might—after what I’ve dene for you/’
giving practical Christian, who did good to At ihis George the younger wept afresh.
one who had d”epitefully used him ! In brief, “ I implore you to believe me, sir,” he an-
the poor cad was quite melted and broken swered. “ I wouid rather cut off my right
upon this occasion, and vowed amendment hand than wrong you agam by a farthing,”
«with all his little heart aud soul. The past He meant it, but he did not mean to go near
scarified him—his bygone hopes, his wasted Mt-ssrs. Nally and Tulson, of Melbourne, for
chances ; these make ecourges for all of us at all that.
one time or another, and surely here was a “1 believe vou.” said old George stolidly,
sme far a man’s own hand to lay the lash on “orelse | should’ntbe actin’ae I am a
heavily. actin’.  That you may be sure on, Mr. Banks.

“ 1 can never repay you, eir, for your | repoee implicit confidence in your future
kindness,” eaid the young man brokenly as well doin”.”
they drove away. It croesed his mind grimly that it might

Old George had his own troubles, and be no bad thing for him if young George
their weight pressed eorely on him just turned criminal again out there. He wished
then. him nothing worse than a new detection and

“ Say no more about it,” he answered. alife’simprisonment. Hang him, the peeti-
“ Dry them eyes o’ yourn, an’ bo a man, Mr. ferous thieving young Bightful Heir! It
Banks.” cawe natural to hate him.

He was horribly afraid of being observed, “ 1 shall findyou a outfit,” said Mr. Bus-
not for.any special reason, but in a general hell, “as I’ve promised. | shall pay your
way. He was horribly afraid all round— passage out, an’ | shall put two hundred
afraid of being followed and taken back, pound iu your possession when yon etart, eo
afraid of being met by somebody who might as you’ll have no ‘casion to feel youreelf
somehow know his relationship with tbe tempted again. An’ now the world’e afore
released prisoner, afraid that the sexion at you, Mr. Banke. Use it well an’it’ll uee
Waeton Church was just atthat moment you well.”
discovering the loss of the certificate. It was “ How can | ever repay you, eir?” eaid
a nervous enterprise altogether for a man of the deeply-affected George.
old. George’s mental’ build. He wondered “ Scop that snivellin’,” cried the old man
darkly within himself whether such an ex angrily “Be a man, an’try to be worthy o’
pedient had ever been hit upon before, and my goodnees to you.”
he wondtred at himself for having hit upon “ 1 will, sir,” protested George;
it. Whatever he thought of was perplexed, indeed.”
and entangled in his mind with misgivings  “ Do, then !” said the elder ; and after that,
and feare. It wae not unnatural that he shou d they continued their journey in silence for
under these unpleasant circumetancee, begin the most (art.
to hate young George his companion. For Tue appearance of
it wae as clear as day that, if that young was so peculiar by
scoundrel had nos been a scoundrel, Old that on his arrival at Liverpool his
George would never nave experienced any benefactor bought a pair of dark
of these troubles; Dinah would never glat-sts for bim with shades at the sides, and
have made her appeal to him, and insisted upon his wearing them to hide his
and he would never have known of eyes. The youngeter submitted gratefully,
his secretary's heirship to Joe Bushell. Yet, for he felt nervous under the preeeure of
though he did begin to hate, he had his part strange glances. He put himself under the
to play, and his pars was one of gentle hands of a barber, and when chin and
friendship and kmdly consideration. That cheeks were cleared of their stubble, he began
waa a role which he would have found diffi to look presentable again. There was a sus-
cult at any time,and now he felt it to be grow- picion of cold about hie nose ; one mif-ht
ing intolerable. George’s tears gave him a have eet down the swollen aspect of that
cuance for a partial outbreak. feature and the pallor of hie cheeks to in-

“ Mr. Banks,” he eaid eeverely, “1’'m a be- fluenza. The two criminals took a private
ginning to regret a’ready as | took any trouble biitmg room and a double bedded sleeping
about ygu  You don’t BeeT to have no eort apartment at the hotel, and old George
of a man’s heart iu you. Be ayther a mau locked hie companion in tho bed room whilst
or a mouee, will you? My Bleseid! It’s he himself weut out to make enquiries re-
enough to turn your stomach to see @man a specting the sailing of a snip for Melbourne.

oT’on eo.” Finding tuat a first class steam vessel

Thue roughly adjured, George made an started on the morrow, callipg at Q leenstown
tff . He had been crying all day up till ©nly, and that there was still a state room
now, and is wae not easy for him to subdue Yacant, he secured young George's place, and
himself. He read somewhere the words, “it then returning, released him and took him
is a terrible thing when manhood weepe,” OUt in the evening hurriedly to buy an outfit.
and hb got some melodramatic comfort out FOF once in his life, he disregarded money.
of that reflvciiou even whdet his tears were He felt recklese, and forcing htmself to  ae-
flowing. For, though a small creature, he ©UMO an air and voice of kindliness, he gave
was complex, and had room in him tor all the exile carte blanche. = .
manner of conflicting id as and feelings at " Get whatyou want, an’ get it good,” he
the eame time, so tbat he had cried partly Said: and his young friend obeyed him.
because it was the feeling thiog to do and 1he outfitter keptone of those monstrous
showed that he had a sensitive and emotional Modern establishments at which you can
organisation. His eyefc aud nose were red ©UY anything, and would sell you a cradle
and swollen with his tears, and his beard OF @ coffiu with equal willingness, and
and moustache wore as yet scrubby aud @nything you might want inyour journey out
stubble like ; so that old George, looking Of oue into the other. A tailor measured
upon him iu au aspect more and more ua Young Gearge, and a man in ~the shirt dex
favorable. The young villain had at least Partment measured him, and a man in the
oeen personable, and now, confound him ! hootand shoe department measured him,
he was growing positively repulsive to look and the customer ordered freely, as he would
at. And in spite of this, the elder scounure) nave done if the money to pay for them had
had to counterfeit eome sort of interest and Deen his own.  For there was old George at
even of affectionate regard, for a day or two, Nis elbow ) ) .
until he could eee him aboard ehip for Mel- . You'll want this, Mr. Banks, shan'tyou?
bourne, and have him safely diemissod the Do you think so, sir ?” he would ask.
country. “ Cer_talnly. You must ha’that,” and so

Mr. Banks being reduced, by his deliverer’s on, until the_ repentant yvretchgd George's

d : ition t ; YI d fle Cyes were moist again behind his darkened
admonition to an occasional gasp and snutrie glasses, and he had to blow the tear swollen
of emotion, found in little time other things nose to_hide hie feelings
than hie own emotions to think of. The o
question oi the proposed letters of introduc- [to be continued]
ion occurred to him, and he began to wonder
afresh  Would they be entrusted to his i
hand or forwarded by the mail 2 If the —Some temperance people found a man in
were forwarded by tho mail, would it not be Paterson, N.J., whois 102 years old, but
better to escape the stigma they carried with they dropped ins acquaintance when they
them- say, by achange of name, and by learded that he had been a moderate drinker
presenting himself in search for employment for three quarters of a century and had always
elsewhere? Mr. Bushell had promised him chewed tobacco. He could not help their
£200 and that, though not a fortune, Oawe the way they expected.
was a good round sum of money to begin the —Turner, of Brantford, is shipping large
world with. If work were to be had at all, quantities of his tonic bitters to Portage la
a man of hie preeence, his bueineee capacity Prairie, Manitoba. The Scott aotis in foroe
and experience, wae bound to be able to get there. Twig ?

“0 will,

the released conviot
reason of his tea



