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CHAPTER XI.
IN  T H E  D E A D  O F  N IG H T .

“ I say, Bering, it  ain’t tw elve o'clock yet You’ll 
give m e half an hour in th e b illiard room before 
going to roost.

Percy Osmond was th e speaker. Ho was get
ting out of tho brougham w hich had brought tho 
three gontlem an back from  Pincoto, where they  
h id  been dining. His voice was thick, and his 
gait unsteady. It  was evident th a t he had been  
indulging rather too froely in  Squire Culpepper’s 
old port.

“ You’ve surely had enough billiards for ono 
night.” said Lionel, good humovdly. “ I should 
havo thought th at tho thrashing you gave young  
Cope would h'ive satisfied you till to-morrow  
m orning.”

“ t w ant to thrash you as I thrashed him .
“ You shall thrash m e as m uch as you like in 

th e morning.”
“ This is w hat they call country hosp ita lity  ! 

said Osmond, turning to  Koster. “ Condemned 
to  go to bod at eleven-thirty, like so m any virtu
ous peasants in an opera. No m ore b ran d y .n o  
m ore cigars, 110 m ore billiards N othiug but 
everlasting bod. How very good v> are in  the

Kestei- laughed. “ I told you th at you would  
soon grow tired o fth e  rural districts,” he said.

“ The rural districts them selves are all very 
nice and proper. I ’ve said nothing against them ,” 
said Mr Osmond, as he sat down deliberately on 
tho stairs, for th ey  were all in th e house by tb is  
tim e . “ It’s the people who live in  them  that I 
com plain of. To send your guests to  bed at 
eleven-thirty against their w ill, and to decline a 
sim ple gumo of billiards w ith  one of them  be- 
eause you’re afraid to acknowledge th at lie ’s the 
b etter player of tho tw o—can th is be your old 
E nglish  hosp ita lity  ?”

“ My dear Osmond, I w ill p lay you a gam e of 
billiards w ith pleasure, if your m ind is sot on it,” 
said Lionel. “ I bad 110 idea th a t you were so 
éaraf st in  the m atte-. Como along. I daresay 
th e lam ps are still a light.”

“ Spoken like a noblem an,” said Osmond, wTith  
tip sy  gravity. “ I accept your apology. Just 
order up som e brandy and seltzer, there’s a good 
eHow. St. George, you’ll come and mark for 
u s ? ” . . .

“ W ith pleasure,” said К  ester. “ I’ll joiu you 111 
two m inutes.” H e le ft th em  at tho top of the  
stairs, th ev  going towards tho billiard-room. He 
w as anxious to know w hether Pierre had got 
back from London.

“ Yes, there sa t Pierre in  th e  dres ing room, 
quiet, watchful, and alert as ever. Everything  
gone off all right ? ” said Mr. St. George.

“ Evertliing has gone off quite right, sir ” said  
Pierre.

“ There w ill be no h itch  as regards th e  te le 
gram to-morrow morning, eh ? ”

“ None whatever, sir.”
“ You need not s it  up for mo.”
“ Very well, sir.”
“ And yet—on second th ou gh ts—you had per

haps better do so.”
“ Yes. sir.”
Kester took off h is dress-coat, put on an old  

shooting jacret and a smok in  5 -cap, and then  
w ent off to tho biliiard-room.

“ Monsieur St.George m eaus m ischief to  night,” 
said Pierre, sm iling to  h im self, and rubbing his 
hands slowly. “ Its not very often I  see th at light 
in  his eye. When £ do see it, I know i t  m eans 110 
good to som ebody.”

R ester found th e tw o m en chalking their cues. 
A servant was m ixing a tum bler of brandy and 
seltzer for Osmond.

“ I’ll play you one game, a hundred tip ” said  
Osmond, as enon as tho servant had le ft ttie 
room ; and I’ll  back m y own play for ton 
pounds.”

“ You know th a t I never bet,” said Lionel.
“ I wouldu’t  give tbe snuff of a  candle for a fe l

low  who hasn’t th e pluck to back h is  own play, or 
his own opinion,” said Osmond with a sneer.

“ I  don’t m ind  taking you,” said Rester 
quickly.

“ D one !” said Osmond.
L ionel could not repressa  m ovem ent of annoy- 

an»«.
B oth  he and Osmond were good billiard players, 

but ho was th e  better of the two. This, however, 
was a point which Osmond, w hô was proud of 
his ability w ith  th e cue, would never concede. 
W ith Lionel, billiard p laying was an easy, natural 
gift ; w ith Osmond it  was tho result of intense  
study and application. W ith th e form er it  seem 
ed the easiest thing in th e  world to  p lay w ell— 
w ith  th e l i t te r  ono of th e m ost difficult. They  
had played m uch together during Osmond’s v isit  
to  Park N ew ton, b ut Osmond could never lose 
w ith eqanim ify. He becam e disagreeable and  
quarrelsome tho m om ent the gam e began to go 
against h im , and, rather than have a 
scene under h is own roof. L ionel would  
p lay  carelesslv, and allow  h is  oppon
en t to win gam e after, game. Such 
had been h is intention  in  tho present case till 
Roster foolishly accepted t)£m ond’s bet. After 
that, to have lost the gam e would havo been to 
lose Roster’s m oney also ; aod, foolish  as w as tho  
bet, L ionel did not feel disposed to le t  Osmond 
benefit by it. Besides, to  wm Osmond’s money  
was to touch him  in  h is only vulnerable point, 
and it seem ed to Lionel th at ho fu lly  deserved to  
be m ade to smart.

The game began and w ont on w ith varying suc
cess. Osmond had oranlc far too m uch w ine to 
play well, and Lionel, in  a m ood of utter indiffer
ence, m issed stroke after stroke in a w ay that- 
m ade Rester groan inwardly w ith  vexation. 
Lionel, in  truth, was disgusted w itk h im self and 
disgusted w ith h is opponent. “ I’d far sooner 
follow  the plough all m y life  on Gatehouse Farm, 
than bo condem ned to  associate very m uch with  
m eu like th is  one,” he said to h im self. ‘A nd  yet 
th e world calls him  a gentlem an !’•«

“ Call th e gam e, St George,” cried Osmond in 
h is  m ost insolent tone.

“Seventy-five—fifty-two and your royal h igh
ness to p lay,” said Rester.

“ N oneofj'ou r sneers,” said Osmond. “ Sev- 
euty-five—fifty-tw o eh  ?—W ell, p ut m e on three  
m oio. And three m ore—very carefully. A 
m iss, by Jove 1 Ought to  have bad th at m iddle 
pocket.’*

“ F ifty -tw o—eighty-one,” called  St George. 
“ How doos your ten  pounds look now, eh?” 

asked Osmond with a chuckle.
“ N ot very rosy, I m ust confess,” said Rester, 

w ith  a shrug of h is shoulders, and an appealing 
glance a t h is cousin.

“ I  hope you are prepared to pay up if you lose,” 
said Osmond insolently.

Roster started to his feet, but L ionel laid a hand  
on his shoulder.

*• The gam e is n ot yet l^st, Mr Osmond,” lie 
said, coldly, but courte usly.

“ I  guess it ’s in a dying state as far as you’re 
concerned,” said Osmond, coughing h is little  
efliem inate cough.

Lionel played .and m ade a brilliant break of 
th ir ty .

“ Eighty-one—eiglity-tw o,” called Rester, and 
there was a trium phant lin g  in  h is voice as he 
did so.

Osmond, w hite with the rage he could not hide, 
said nothing. Ho laid  down his cigar, chalked his 
cue carefully, played, and missed.

“ Ju st like ziiy luck I” he cried, w ith an oath. 
‘ Dering you  m ight give a fellow  som ething de
cent to  smoke,” he addod, as he flung h is cigar 

* into tho grate.
“ The cigars aro good ones. I sm oko them  m y

self,” said L ionel quietly.
“ Anyhow, th ey are not fit to  offer to a gen tle

m an,”
“ I did not offer th em  to a gentlem an. Y ou  

helped yourself."
“ Of course I did,” lie answered, n ot com pre

hending th e irony of L ion el’s remark. “ And 
deuced bad sm okes th ey are.”

L ionel p layed and ran h is score up to ninety- 
eight,

“ Two m ore w ill m ake you gam e,” said Kes- 
ter.

“ Two m ore would n ot have m ade him  gam e if 
he hadn’t played w ith m y ball instead of his
0 .vn,” said Osmond, h is lips livid w ith rage.

“ I  have not p layed with your ball instead  of 
m y own, Mr Osmond.”

“ I  repeat th a t you have. After th e second  
cannon in  your la st break, you played w ith tho 
wrong ball. You cannoned again, and then  re
sum ed play w ith your own ball.”

“ You are m istaken -  indeed 3 4Щ are,” said  
L ionel, earnestly.

“ Oh, of course !” sneered Osmond. “ It’s not 
to  be e x p ec te i th at you would say anything  
else.”

“ D id  you  see the stroke, R ester ?” appealed  
Lionel.

“ Certainly I did. You played w ith  your own 
ball and not w ith Mr Osmond’s.”

“ O i  coure, R ester is bouud to back up a ll we 
say ! Our bankrupt relation can’t afford to do 
otherwise. Ho has ten pounds on tho gam e, aud

“ B y Heaven, Osmond ! ” buret out Mr St 
George. L ionel again laid h is hand on his cou
sin ’s shoulder.

Mr Osmond is m y gu e.t,” he said, im pressive
ly, “ In a m om ent of tem per he has made use of 
ceita in  expressions w hich no w ill bo th e first to  
regret to-morrow. L et us look upon tho game 
as" a drawn one, and, if need be, discuss it  fully  
over breakfast in  th e m orning.”

“ You have an uncom m only n ice w ay of slip
ping out of a difficulty, Dering, I m ust con test 
B ut it  won’t wash with mo. The m om ent I find 
a m an’s not acting on tho square, I brand him  
before tho world as a chea: and a blackleg.”

“ Your language is very strong, MrOsmond.”
*• No stronger than the case dem ands.”
“ I assure you again, 011 m y word of honor, th at 

you are m istaken in  saying th at I playod W’ith  
the wrong ball."

‘ And I assure you, 011 m y word of honor, that
1 am not m istaken ”

“ I«]ven granting for a m om ent that, in mistake, 
I did play th e wrong ball, you cannot suppose 
th at I would knowingly attem p t t ) cheat you for 
tlie sake of a paltry ten  pounds ’’

“ B ut I  can and do suppose it,” said Osmond, 
vehem ently- “ The f a t  of your being a rich 
m ail has nothing to  do with it. I have known a 
m arquis cheat at cards for th e sake of h a lf a 
sovereign W hy shouldn’t you try to cheat me 
out of ten pounds ?”

“ Your experience of the world, Mr Osmond, 
seem s to  havo been a very unfortunate one,’\said  
R ionel, coldly.

“ Perhaps it  has, aud perhaps it  hasn’t,” said  
Osmond, savagoiy. “ Anyhow, it  has taught m e 
to  be 011 the look out for ro.^ftes ”

“ Osmond, aro you mad, or drunk, or b o th ? ” 
cried Rester.

“ A little  of both,” said Lione1, sternly. “ If he 
wore not under m y own roof, I  would horsewhip  
him  till lie w ent down on his knees and proclaim 
ed h im self a  liar anri bully he really is.”

Osmond was iu th e act ç f  lifting a glass of 
brandy and seltzer to h is li; s as L ionel spoke. 
He waited, w ithout drinking, till L ionel had done.

“ You ca lled  m e a  lia r, d id  you  ?” he said. “ Then, 
ta k e  th a t  !” an d  as  he  spoke, h e  flung th e  rem a in 
ing  con ten ts  o fjthe  glass in to  L ionel’s face, and  
sen t th e  glass itse lf  c rash ing  to  th e  o th e r  side of 
th e  room .

A n o ther in s ta n t an d  D ering’s te rr ib le  fingers 
wero closed a ro u n d  O sm ond’s th ro a t. T h is  la s t  
in su lt w as m ore  th a n  h e  could  bear. H is self- 
con tro l w as flung to  tho  w inds. O sm ond’s ne rv e
less fram e qu ivered  a n d  shook help lessly  in  th e  
strong m a n ’s grasp . I le  w as as  pow erless to  help  
h im se lf as  any  ch ild  w ould h ave  been . H is eyes 
wore s ta r tin g  from  h is  head , a n d  h is  face begin
n ing  to  tu rn  livid, w 'hen R este r s ta r te d  fo r
w ard.

“ D on’t  choke h im  Li,” h e  said. “ D on’t  kill 
th e  beggar qu ite .”

“ You m ean , co n tem p tib le  h o u n d !” sa id  D er
ing, as  he  loosened h is  g rasp  a n d  flung O sm ond 
aw ay ; w ho staggered  and  fell to  th e  ground, gasp
ing fo r  b re a th , an d  h a rd ly  know ing fo r th e  mo- 
m en tjw lia t h ad  befallen  h im .

W ith  a  few  w ild gasps an d  a  tug  o r tw o a t  h is  
c rav a t, he  soeni( d  to  i»artia lly  recover him self. 
R aising  h im se lf on h is  le ft elbow, ho p u t h is  
r ig h t h a n d  deep dow n inside  h is  w aistcoat, and  
from  som e sec re t pocke t th e re  h e  d re je w h a t 
looked like a  to y  p isto l, b u t  w hich  w as a  deadly  
w eapon enough in  co m p e ten t hands. Before 
e ith e r R oste r or L ionel knew  w h a t he w as abou t, 
he h a d  ta k en  jio in t b lank  a im  a t  th e  la tte r , and  
fired. B u t d rink  h ad  m ude h is  h a n d  unsteady , 
and  th o  b u lle t in ten d ed  fo r L io n e l’s b ra in  passed  
h arm less ly  th ro u g h  h is  h a ir , an d  lodged in  th e  
pane lling  behind .

R es te r sp ran g  a t  h im , w renohed  th e  p is to l from  
his h an d , a u d  filing i t  to  th e  o to e r  en d  of th e  
room  As h e  d id  so, th e  th o u g h t passed  th ro u g h  
h is  m in d  : “ I f  th a t  b u lle t h a d  only  been  aim ed  
tw o inches low er, w h a t a  difference i t  w ould have 
m ade  to  m e !” “ O sm ond a re  you going to  tu rn  
assassin  ?” h e  said. “ You m u s t com e w ith  m e.” 
He helped  h im  from  th e  ground, took  h is  r ig h t 
a rm  firm ly  w ith in  h is, an d  led  h im  to w ard s  th e  
door.

“ T h a t is th o  w ay we serve th o se  w ho in su lt us 
o u t w est,” sa id  O sm ond. “ O nly ; fo r once, I 
m issed  m v  a im . B u t I ’ll figh t i t  o u t w ith  him  
to-m orrow , anyhow  h e  likes.”

“ To-m orrow  we w iil se tt le  our l i t t le  differ
ences as gen tlem en  of h ono r shou ld  se tt le  such 
th ings,” said  R ester, sooth ingly . A nd w ith  these  
w ords ho led  h im  from  th e  room .

L ionel sank  back  on  a  cha ir, sick, w eary , and  
d isgusted ; an d  so sa t w ith o u t m oving ti l l  R es te r 
cam e b a c k ’som e te n  m in u te s  la te r .

“ W h a t h ave  you done With O sm ond ?” ho  said.5 
“ I  have  given h im  in  cha rge  of m y  m an , w ho 

w on’t  leave h im  ti l l  ho  lias seen h im  safely  in  
bod. H e w ould in s is t on hav ing  m ore  brandy . 
In  ten  m in u te s  h e  w ill be sleep ing  th e  sleep 
of th e  d ru n k en .”

L ionel rose w ith  a  look of pain , an d  pressed  one 
h a n d  to  th e  side of h is  head .

“G ot one of you r bad  headaches?” asked Rester. 
“ Yes ; ab o u t th e  w o rst t h a t  I  ever rem em b er to  

havo h ad .”
“ Is  th e re  no cu re  fo r th e m  ? "
“ N one, b u t  pa tien ce .”
“ B u t, surely , th e y  m ay  be a llev ia ted  ? ”
“ I  h ave  tr ied  rem edies w ith o u t end , b u t to  110 

p u rpose .”
“ W ill you le t  m e  m ake you  up  a  m ix tu re  from  

a  p resc rip tio n  of m y  ow n? I  h ave  a ll th e  m a 
te r ia ls  a t  han d . I f  I  m ake  i t  up , w i’.l you  prom ise 
to  ta k e  i t  ? I  don’t  say  i t  w ill cu re  yo u r headache, 
b u t I do believe th a t  i t  w ill give you re lie f.”

T h e re  w as a  strange ly  anxious, a lm o s t hgggard 
look on h is  face as  he spoke th u s , a n d  y e t his  eyes 
w ere never onco b e n t on  L ionel Ho h a d  pickod 
up  one of th e  cues, a n d  seem ed to  be busily  ex
am in ing  it .  W hen h e  h a d  done speaking, he 
w aited  fo r h is  cousin ’s an sw er w ith  p a r te d  lips, 
iu  a  s o r t of b rea th less  hush .

L ionel laughed  a  r a th e r  d ism al laugh .
“ W ell, if you havo any  fa i th  in  yo u r m ix tu re , 

I  don’t  m in d  try in g  it ,” h e  said . “ I t  c a n ’t  m ake 
th e  p a in  any  worse, an d  th e re  is ju s t  a  fa in t 
chance  th a t  i t  m ay  ease i t  a  b it, o r t h a t  I  m ay  
fancy  i t  doe13, w h ich  is p re t ty  m u c h  th e  sam e 
th in g .”

T h e  cue d ropped  from  R es te r’  ̂ fingers au d  r a t 
tled  to  th e  floor. “ W h a t w as th a t ? ” h e  said  
sudden ly , looking ro u n d  w ith  a  sh iver. ‘ Ico u ld  
havo sw orn  th a t  som ebody touched  m e 011 th e  
shou lder.”

“ T hero  w as no one h e re  b u t ourselves,” said  
Ä ionel languid ly . T he p a in  w as a lm o s t m ore 
th a n  he could  boar up  aga inst.

“ R es te r recovered  h is  eq u a n im ity  a f te r  a n  im 
p a t ie n t “P ish” a t  h is  folly, a u d  (he tw o m en  w ent 
slow ly o u t of tl ie  b illia rd  room  toge ther. O u t
side th e  door R es te r w hispered  in  h is  cousin ’s 
ear, “I  will go and  fe tch  th o  m ix tu re  an d  b e  back 
aga in  in  tw o  m in u tes ,” L ionel nodded, an d  R este r 
w as gone.

“ W hy need  lie h ave  w h ispered  to  m e ?” asked 
L ionel of h im self. “T hero  wa^ no one to  over
h e a r  h a n , T h e re ’s som eth ing  queer a b o u t h im  
to n ig h t . A li t t le  to u c h  o f th e  biues, p e rh ap s ; 
an d  y e t h e  nev e r seem s to  d r in k  very  h a rd .” 

L ionel w en t off to  h is  ro o m s—a  bed  room  and  
d raw in g ro o m  en  sui'.e, n e x t to  th e  room s 
occupied  by  O sm ond. H e took  off h is  coa t and  
tie , a n d  u n b o tto n ed  h is  w ais tcoat, a n d  th e n  sa t 
dow n w ith  h is  fe e t on th e  fen d er w a itin g  for 
R oster,

L io n e l D ering  h a d  been  tro u b led  w ith  occa
s ional h ead ach es  of a  very  d is tre ss ing  k ind  ever 
since h e  could rem em b er any th in g , an d  h*. had  
q u ite  m a d e  up  h is  m ind  th a t  he m u s t b« so 
tro u b led , t i l l  th e  end  of th e  ch a p te r. H e h a d  110 
fa i th  in  h is  cousiu 's p roposed  rem edy , b u t  he 
w ould ta k e  i t  s im ply  to  obbge R este r.

R es te r w as n o t long aw ay. H e en te red  tho  
room  presen tly , ca rry ing  a  sm all s ilve r ta n k a rd  
in  h is  han d .

“ I  ca n ’t  te ll  you  how  so rry  I  feel fo r th is  n ig h t’s 
w ork,” sa id  L ionel.

“ W h a t h ave  you done t h a t  you  shou ld  feel 
so rry  f o r ? ” asked  R este r, as  h e  p u t  dow n th e  
ta n k a rd  on  th e  tab le .

“ I  o u g h t to  h ave  lo ft th e  b il lia rd  -  room  
in s te ad  of flying a t  poo r l i t t le  O rm ond in  th e  
b ru ta l  w ay I  d id. H e w as ha lf  d ru n k  to -n igh t,aud  
d id n ’t  know  w h a t h e  w as abo u t. H e w ould  h ave  
apologised  in  th e  m orn ing , a n d  th e n  every th ing  
w ould  h ave  com e o u t a ll r ig h t.”

“ C onsidering th e  p rovocation  you  received , I 
th in k  you  ac ted  th ro u g h o u t w ith  th e  g rea tes t 
fo rbearance. Osm ond, to  say  th e  le a s t of if, is  n o t 
w o rthy  of any  serious considera tion .”

“ B u t you w ill see h im  in  th e  m orning , w on’t  
you, a n d  a c t as p eacem ak er betw een  us, if i t  be 
possible to  do so ? "

“ C erta in ly , if  you  w ish  it."
“ I  do w ish it . T h e  b raw l w as a n  u tte r ly  d is

rep u tab le  p iece of business. I  ough t n o t to  havo 
le t m y  te m p e r  ov erm aste r m e. I  ough t, un d er 
110 c ircum stances, to  have  fo rgo tten  th a t  P ercy  
O sm ond w as m y  guest.”

“ Well, never m in d  a ll t h a t  now. W o can  d is
cuss th e  a ffa ir fu lly  in  th e  m orning . See, I  have 
b ro u g h t 5 ou th e  m ix tu re  I  spoke of fo r your 
head . I  th in k  you  w ill find th a t  i t  w ill do you 
good.”

H e h e ld  o u t th e  ta n k a rd  as h e  spoke. H is 
p a le  face  looked p a le r  th a n  eve r to  n ig h t—his 
b lack  m u s ta ch e  b lacker th a n  ever ; b u t his 
res tle ss  eyes seem ed to  fix them selves anyw here  
r a th e r  th a n  011 h is  cousin ’s face. L ionel took 
th e  ta n k a rd  from  R oste r’s han d , a n d  d ra n k  off th e  
c o n ten ts  a t  a  d rau g h t. T h en  w iped h is  lips w ith  
h is  pocke t hand k e rch ie f, an d  hav ing  no co a t on 
ho stu ffed  th e  hand k e rch ie f care lessly  u n d er h is  
b races fo r th e  t im e  being.

“ A nd now I ’ll leave you to  sw eet s lu m b er and  
h ap p y  d ream s,” sa id  R este r, as  he to o k  back th e  
e m p ty  ta n k a rd . “Y our head  w ill bo b e tte r  by 
m orn ing , I  do n o t d oub t. Good n ig h t.”

“ G ood n ig h t,” responded  L ionel langu id ly  from  
h is  ch a ir  by th e  fire.

R oster w en t softly  o u t, a n d  closed tho  door 
lig h tly  beh ind  h im .

F iv e  m in u tes  passed  aw ay, aud  th e n  L ionel 
aw oke w ith  a  s ta r t  to  find th a t  he h a d  uncon 
sciously fa llen  in to  a  dose over th e  fire. T he 
p a in  in  h is  h ea d  ce rta in ly  seem ed a  l i t t le  b e t te r  
a lready  ; b u t  w hen ho ro se  to  h is  feet, h e  found 
th a t  he could  h a rd ly  s tand . H is lim bs seem ed 
too w eak to  su p p o rt h im , an d  h e  w as overcom e 
w ith  a  dull, h eavy  drow siness such  as h e  had  
never fe lt before. T h e  room  a n d  every 
th in g  in  i t  began  to  rock  slow ly up  and  
dow n like th e  cab in  of a  sh ip  a t  sea. 
T he re  w ere on ly  tw o cand les o u t l ie  ta b le , b u t 
L ionel seem ed  to  see a  dozen. S leep—sleep of 
th e  deep est—seem ed to  be n u m bing  b o th  h is  
h e a r t  an d  h is  b ra in . C onsciousness w as fa s t 
leaving  h im . Ho staggered  ra th e r  th a n  w alked to  
th e  couch 011 th e  opposite  side of th e  room . He 
reach ed  it . Ho h a d  ju s t  sense enough to  fling 
h im se lf on it, an d  th e n  h e  rem em bered  n o th ing  
m ore.

Ho rem em bered  n o th in g  m ore  ti ll  he  awoke 
n ex t m orn ing , i t  w as b ro ad  d ay ligh t w hen  lie 
opened  h is  oyes. H o h a d  to  g a th e r  h is  w its to 
g e th e r a n d  to  th in k  fo r a  m in u te  o r tw o  before 
he could  ca ll to  m in d  how  an d  w hy i t  w as th a t  
h e  found  h im se lf lym g th e re , 011 h is  dressing 
room  couch, in s te ad  of in  hie bed  я s usual. T hen 
a ll th o  even ts of th e  evening flashed across his 
m in d  in  a  m o m en t ; th o  q u a rre l in  th e  b illia rd  
room  ; th e  p is to l sh o t; th e  p a in  in  h is  h ea d  : th e  
d ra u g h t given h im  by  h is  cousin, an d  th e  s trange 
effect i t  h a d  upo n  h im . “ I t  m u s t h a v e  been 
a  very  pow erfu l n a rco tic ,” sa id  L ionel to  h im 
self. “ B u t, a t  a ll even ts, i t  lias cu red  m y  head- 
acJfc».*

B y tu rn in g  h is  h ea d  h e  could see th e  tim ep iece  
011 th e  b u reau . I t  w as n in e  o’clock, an  ho u r 
an d  a  h a lf  p a s t h is  u su a l tim o  of ris ing . B ut, 
la te  as  i t  was, h e  fe lt a  s tran g e  d is inc lina tion  t  > 
g etting  up . Ho fe lt as  if he could  lie  th e re  all 
d ay  w ith o u t m oving. H is m in d  w as perfec tly  
c lea r ; th e  p a in  had  lo ft h is  h ea d  ; b u t h is  lim bs 
seem ed heavy, useless, in e rt. H e w ould  stay  
th e ro  f r  ju s t  te n  m in u te s  longer, h e  sa id  to 
h im self, and  th e n  h e  w ould  positive ly  get up. 
R es te r w ould bo w aiting  b reak fa st fo r h im , an d  
he  w as anx ious t«> know  how  O sm ond wyas th is  
m oi ning, an d  w h a t recollec tion  he  re ta in ed  of th e  
fracas  overn ight.

B u t O sm and w as u p  a lready . H e could hoar 
h im  m oving ab o u t th e  n e x t room . So la r  a ll is 
well. B u t w h a t could be th e  re s u lt  of th e ir  
q u a rre l ? Osnv nd  m u s t leave P a rk  N ew ton, and
a t  our*e. No o th o r  course w as  Now th a t
he lis ten ed  m ore p a rticu la rly , h e  could h e a r  th e  
foo tsteps of m ore  th a n  one person  in  th e  n ex t 
ro o m —of m ore  th a n  tw o—of several. A nd th e re  
wero foo ts tep s  in  th e  co rridor, passing  to  an d  fro  
as  if in  a  h u rry . T h e re  w as a  w hispering, too, as 
if  close ou tside h is  door ; th e n  th o  h u rrie d  m u t
te rin g  of m an y  voices in  O sm ond’s room  ; th e n  
th e  clash  of tw o doors fa r  a w a y jn  th e  opposite  
w ing of th e  house.

W ha t could  i t  a ll m e a n ?  W as O sm ond i l l ?  
Or w as lie sim ply  hav ing  h is  luggage packed, w ith  
th e  view  of leav ing  L ondon  by th e  forenoon 
t r a in  ? L ionel sp ran g  to  his fee t w ith o u t an o th e r 
m o m en t’s delay . T h e  sudden  change of position  
m ade h im  dizzy. H o p ressed  h is  fingers over 
b o th  h is  eyes fo r a  m o m en t o r tw o  w hilo lie r e 
covered  h im self. A gain th e re  w as a  no ise of 
w hispering  in  th e  co rrid o r outside. L ionel m ade 
a  step  o r tw o fo rw ard  tow ards  th e  door, an d  th e n  
cam e to a  dead s top—horro r s tr ick en  by  som eth ing  
w hich lie now saw fo r th e  first tim e . T he pocket 
liandK ercliief w hich  he h a d  stu ffed  care lessly  
u n d e r h is  braces overn igh t h a d  fa llen  to  
»he ground w hen  ho sp rang  from  th e  couch. As 
h e  stooped  to  p ick  i t  up , he ; saw  th a t  i t  was 
s ta in ed  w ith  blood. B u t w hose blood ? I t  could 
n o t be his ow n—th e re  was n o th in g  th e  m a tte r  
w ith  h im . B u t if n o t  his, w hose ?

Now th a t  ho looked a t  h im se lf  m ore closel y

there were crim son streaks on the front of the  
shirt where th e handkerchief had rested against 
it, and 011 h is wristbands there were other streaks 
of th e sam e om inous color.

He had picked up the handkerchief, and was 
gazing at it  in  a sort of m aze of dread and per
plexity, w hen there camo a sudden im perative 
knocking a t his dressing room door. N ext m o
m en t th e door was opened, aud, liftin g  up his  
bewildered eyes, Lionel saw clustered in  tlie  
doorway th e frightened faces of five or six  of his 
own servants.
ZJ' W hat is tho m atter ?” he asked, and his voice  
sounded strangely unfam iliar both  to hioaself 
and others.

“ Oh, if you please, sir—Mr Osmond—th e  gen
tlem an in  th e next room !” gasped Pearce the  
butler.

“ W hat is the m atter with Mr Osmond ?"
“ He has been murdered in  th e dead of 

night !”
L ionel caught at th e edge of a table for sup 

port His brain reeled—all the p alses of h is being 
seem ed to stand still wbh dread.

“ Murdered! Percy Osmond murdered!” He 
breathed the words rather than spoke them  
alon 1. Then for th e  first tim e he saw th at all 
those frightened eyes clustered iu  th e doorway 
were fixed, not 011 him  but 011 the terrible token 
w hiclihe w asstillh o ld in g  in h is hand. Hodropped  
i t  w ith a shudder, and strode forwfftxï towards the 
door. They all shrank from him  as though he 
were stricken w ith tne plague.

“ Great Heaven ! th ey  cannot suspect th a t I 
have done th e  deed 1” he whipered to himself.
“ W e m ust see to th is a t once,” he said aloud.

No one spoke. There was a dead, ominous 
silence. The crimson stains on his sli!rt were 
visible, an i, every eye was now  fixed on »hem. 
Lionel paused for a m om ent at the threshold to  
gather »erve.

As he stood thus, Pierre Janvard cam e quickly 
out of Osmond’s room, carrying som e sm all arti
cle between the thum b and finger of his right 
hand. His face was paler than usual, and his 
half closed eyes had a sort of feline expression in 
them  w hich was not pleasant to  look upon.

“ If  you please, s r, is th is your property ?” he 
said, addressing h im self to  Lionel, and displaying 
a sm all je: stud set in  filagree gold 

L ionel’s fingers w ent up instinctively to his 
shirt front in  search of the m issing stud.

“ Yes, th a t is m y property,” he said, “ W here 
did you find it? ”

“ I  found it  ju st now, sir, clutched in the hand 
of Mr. Percy Osmond, who lies murdered in  the  
next room.”

CHAPTER XII.
TOM BRISTOW’S RETURN.

“ W hat can be sweeter or m ore charmiug than  
an English May day ? I  declare I’ve seen  
nothing in the E ast at a ll com parable to it  ”

The Ispeaker was Torn Bristow ; th e per
son thus addressed wa3 a casual com 
pagnon de voyage, w hose acquaintance lie  had 
m ade during th e Channel passage ; and tho 
scene was a first class com partm ent in  the  
m ail train from Dover to Loudon.

“ You w ouldn’t be so ready to praise an E n g
lish  May day if you had been here last week, as I 
was,” was th e reply. “ No sunshine—not agleam  ; 
but, in  p lace of it, a  confounded east w ind that 
was alm ost keeen enough to shave you . Every  
second fellow  you m et spoke to you through his 
nose ; and when you did happen to get near a 
fire, you were frozen through 011 one side before 
you were half warmed through on tho o th o -”

“ W ell, i t ’s pleasant enough now, iu  a ll con 
science,” said Tom, w ith a sm ile of easy content.

Tom Bristow, who was very thorough iu  m ost 
of h is undertakings, had remained abroad— 
extending h is travels into Palestine and E gypt— 
till h is h ealth  was com pletely re established. 
But, as he said to  h im seli, he had now enough of 
sands aud sunset3 ; of dirty Algerines and still 
dirtier Arabs ; of cam el riding and mule-riding ; 
of beggars and bucksheesh ; aud he was now  
com ing back, w ith  renewed zest, to  tho prosaic 
duties of everyday existence, as exem plified in 
his case, in th e rise and fall of public securities 
and tb e refined gam bling of the London Stock 
Exchange.

B y th e tim e lie had been a week in  London he 
had m ade h im self thoroughly m aster ef th e situ 
ation again, and alm ost felt as if he had never 
been away, “ I have been so long used to an idle 
life,” ho said to h im self, about a iweek after his 
return, “ th a t very little  work seem s to knock 
m e up. W hy not take tho five o’clock train th is  
afternoon, and run down as far as Gatehouse 
Farm, and spend a couple of days w ith  old Li 
D erhig ? Where in the world is there any air 
equal to  th at which blows across th e sandhills of 
th e old f ЫШ ?”

Betw een nine and ton o’clock 011 Sunday m o v 
ing Tom Bristow knocked a t the w ell rem em ber
ed door. After sleeping at the station  hotel, ho 
had walked leisurely across th e fields, his heart 
beating high w ith  tb e  expectation of shortly  
being able to  grasp his friend by the hand. E very
thing seem ed as if  he had le ft th e farm but yes
terday, except th at then  it  was autum n and now  
it  was spring. Mrs Bevis answered his knock 
She started at th e sight of him, and could not re
press an exclam ation of surprise. “ Yes, here I 
am once more,” said Tom, w ith  his pleasant 
sm ile. “ D on’t  tell m e th at Mr D ering is not at 
hom e./

Mrs B evis’s answer was a sudden burot of 
tears.

“ W hat Ііаз happened, Mrs Bevis ?” cried Tom, 
in  alarm. “ N ot—n o t—?” H is looks finished the 
question.

“ Oh, Mr Bristow, haven’t you heard, sir ?” 
cried Mrs Bevis through her Bobs.

“ I’ve heard nothing—not a word. I have only  
just returned hom e from  abroad.”

“ Mr D ering,sir, is ly ing in  Duxley goal, waiting  
to  take his trial at the n ext assizes.”

" His trial !” oehoed Tom in am azed perplexity. 
“ Trial for w’hat ?”

• F e r  w ilfu l m urder, s ir I”
“ Can th is be true ?” cried Tom, as lie sank 

baok, w ith  blanched face aud staring oyes, on the 
old oaken seat in the porch.

“ Only too true, sir—only too true !” m oaned  
Mrs Bevis. “ B u t I’ll  never believe that he did it 
—n  ver !” she added em phatically  “ A kinder 
heart, a truer gentlem an, never drew breath.”

“ I say am en to that,” replied Tom , earnestly. 
“ B u t Lionel D ering com m itted for w ilful mur
der ! I t  seem s an utter im possib ility .”

“ W hy, all E ngland’s been ringing w ith  the  
story,” added Mrs Bevis.

“ And yet I ’ye never hoard of it. B u t as I 
said before, I’ve ouly ju st got back from the Eest, 
whore I was tw o m ouths w ith out seeing a new s
paper.”

*• I couldn’t bear to  tell you about it, sir. My 
heart seem s alm ost broken as it is. But I’ve got 
the newspapers bore with all th e account in. 
Perhaps you would like to read them  for your
self, sir.”

“ I  should indeed, Mrs Bevis. B ut did I under
stand you aright when j'ou said th at Mr Dering 
was in  D uxley goal ?”

“ T hat’s the place, sir.”
“ D uxley in Midlandshiro ? "
" The very same, sir.”
“ B ut w hat w as Mr D ering doing so far away  

from hom e ? ”
“ Law, sir ! I ’d forgotten th a t you were a 

strangor to th e new s. Master’s a  rich m an now, 
sir. H is uncle died last autumn, and le ft him  a 
great “estate close by D u x ley ., H e’s been living  
there ever sin ce .”

“ You astonish me, Mrs Bevis, But w hat is the  
nam e of the estate ? ”

“ Park New ton. But m ay I ask whether you 
know D uxley, sir ? ’’

“ I know uuxley very w ell indeed; I was born 
and brought up there.”

“ To think of th at now ! ”
“ Then th e nam e of Mr D ering’s uncle m ust 

have been m ade Mr Arthur St George ? ”
T hat’s the nam e, sir. I recollect it  quite well, 

because it p ut m e in  m ind of S t George and the  
Dragon. B ut I’ll fetch  you the newspapers.”

She brought th<* papers presently, and le ft Tom  
to  h im self w hile he read them . The case was as  
Mrs Bevis had statod it. L ionel D ering stood 
com m itted  to take h is trial a t th e n ext assizes 
for the w ilfu l murder of Percy Osmond.

Mrs Bevis, com ing back after a quarter of an 
hour, found Mr Bristo ,v buried deep in thought, 
w ith  tile  newspapers lying unheeded by h is side.

“ You don’t  believe th at lie did it, do you, sir ?» 
she asked w ith  tearfu\ earnestness.

“ I would stake m y existence on Mr Dering’s 
innocence !” saidT^m  em phatically.

“ God bless you, sir, for those words !” cried  
Mrs Bevis. “ There m ust surely be som e way to 
help h im —som e w iy of proving [that he did not 
do th is dreadful th ing ?’*

“ W hatever friendship or m oney can do shall 
bo done for him . T hat you m ay rely upon.”

“ Mr Dering saved your life, sir. You w ill try  
and save his, won’t you ?”

“ I w ill—so help m e h eaven !” answered Tom, 
fervently.

“ It is strange,” m used Tom, as he walked sadly  
back to the station, •• that, in  a ll our long con
versations together Deriug should never have 
m entioned th at he had an uncle living within  
three m iles of Duxloj% and I should never have 
spoken of th e tow n by nam e as the place where 
I was born and reared. And then  to th ink that 
Tobias Hoskyns, m y old governor, should be tho  
m an of all m en into whose hands Dering has en
trusted h is case ! B ut th e whole affair is a  tissue  
of surprise irom  beginning to end.”

N ext morning, at nine o’clock. Mr Tom Bristow, 
• fter  aprelim inary knock, walked into the private 
office of Mr Tobias Hoskyns, of D uxley, attorney- 
at-law.

Mr Hoskyns was a frail-looking, spare-built 
m an of som e fifty five or Bixty years. He was 
rather short sighted, and wore gold-rimmed  
spectacles. H e had grey hair, and grey whiskers 
that ended abruptly half way down liis cheeks, 
» 3  though too tim id  to venture farther. He was 
dressed w ith a certain old-fashioned precision, 
that took little  or 110 heed of th e variations of 
fashion, but w ent 011 quietly repeating itself 
from one year’s end to another. He was very fond  
of snuff, w hich he im bibed, not after the reckless 
and defiant m anner affected by som e lovers of 
the powerful weed, but in  a deferential half- 
apologetic kind of a way, as though he were 
asham ed of the practica, and begged you would 
m ake a point of forgetting his weakness as 
speedily as possible. Ho carried an old fashioned  
silver snuff-box in  h is wraistcoat pocket, and in  
another pocket a  yellow  silk handkereliief of im 
m ense size, bordered w ith black. I11 short Mr 
H oskyns was a clearly individual figure, and one 
m ight safely say that, a t least, ho was kno*vn to 
every man, woman, and child  in  Duxley.

H e was very pleased indeod to see h is quondam  
clerk. “ Then you do still mauage to keep your 
head adove water, e h ? ” he said, as he shuok 
Tom warm ly by the hand.

“ Yes. The w aters of speculation havo not 
quite swallow ed m e up,” said Tom, demurely.

“Ah,you kuow the old proverb, “a rolling stone,” 
etcetera. You should have stuck to  your stool in 
the outer, as I advised you to  do. You m ight, 
perhaps, have boon junior partner by th is tim e, 
and—thie in your ear—the business gets more 
lucrative every year ; it  does, really. Ah Tom, 
Tom , you m ade a great m istake when you left 
D uxley ! Thought you were going to set the 
Tham es on fire, I know you did.”

“ Experience, sir, is said to make fools wise. L et  
up hope th at I  shall have gathered a litt le  of the 
com m odity by-and-by.”

“ W ell you m u s t com e a n d  d ine w ith  m e th i*  
evening. C an’t  s tay  now . I ’m  due a t  th e  ja il  in  
fifteen  m inu tes .”

“ T h a t’s th e  very  p lace  to  w hich  I  w a n t to  go 
w i you,”

“ E h  ? B less m y  h ea rt , w h a t do you w a n t to  go 
th e re  fo r ?”

To see th e  sam e m an  th a t  you a re  going 
to  v is it—to  see m y d e a r  friend , L ionel D ering .”

“ W hy, goodness gracious, you d on ’t  m e an  to  
say  ’’ an d  M r H oskyns to o k  off h is  spec
tacles, an d  s ta re d  a t  Tom  in  blank% m azem ent.

T hen  Tom  h ad  to  exp la in , in  th e  few est possi
ble  w ords, how  i t  hap p en ed  th a t  Ь э  an d  L ionel 
D ering  w ere such  excellen t friends. F ive  m inu tes  
la te r  th e y  w ere on th e ir  w ay to  th e  ja il.

As th e y  passed  th ro u g h  th e  la w y e i’s  o u te r of 
fice, T om  glanced  round . W ith  one exception , 
th e  faces of a ll th e re  w ere s trange rs  to  h im . T he 
excep tion  w as n o t a  very  in v itin g  perso n  to  look 
a t, b u t  Tom  w en t up  an d  shook h an d s  w ith  h im . 
H e w as a  ta ll, b ig boned, loosely b u ilt m a n  of 
five au d  forty . Äressed in  ru s ty  b lack—an  aw k
w ard sham bling  s *rt of follow, unsh av en  and  
uncom bed, w ith  grubby  h an d s  an d  b leared  eyes, 
an d  w ith  a  w ild  shaggy m op  of h a ir  w hich  had  
once been  je t  black, b u t was now  th ick ly  sp rink led  
w ith  grey. T h e  m a n ’s fea tu re s  w ere w an ting  
n e ith e r  in  pow er 11 >r in te llec t, b u t th e y  w ere 
m a rred  by a n  a ir  of h ab itu a l d iss ip a tio n —of so t
tishness , even—w hich h e  m ade  110 effo rt to  con 
ceal.

• Jabez  Creede is  s till w ith  you, I  see,’ said  
Tom , as h e  an d  th e  law yer w alked dow n th e  
stree t.

“ Yee, I  s till keep  h im  on,” answ ered  H oskyns.
“ th o u g h  if I  have  th re a te n e d  once to  tu r n  h im  
aw ay, I  h ave  a  h u n d red  tim es. W ith  h is  d irty , 
d runken  w ays, th e  m an , as  a  m an , is unbea rab le  
to m e ; b u t, as a  clerk, I  don’t  know w h a t I  should 
do w ith o u t h im . F o r  engrossing or copying he  is 
useless, h is  h a n d  is fa r  too  shaky. B u t in  one 
o th e r resp ec t lie із inva luab le  to  m e ; h is  m em 
o ry  is like a  prodigious sto re  house, in  w hich  he 
can  la y  h is  h a n d  011 an y  p a rtic u la r  a rtic le  a t  a. 
m o m en t’s notice. H e know s how  usefu l h e  is  to  
me, an d  h e  presum es on th a t  know ledge to  do 
th ings th a t  I  w ouid su b m it to  from  no  o th e r  clerk 
iu  m y  em p lo y /’

T here w as 110 d ifficulty in  passing  Tom  in to  th e  
ja il. In  th e  case of a  p risoner of such  d isiinc tion  
as M r D ering, som e of th e  m ore  s tr in g e n t of th e  
prison  regu la tions  w ere to  a  ce rta in  ex te n t r e 
laxed. B esides w liicli M r H oskyns and  th e  gov
e rno r w ere bosom  friends, p lay iug  w h is t tog e th er 
tw o o r th re e  evenings a  w eek th o  w in te r th rough , 
and  w rangling over th o  odd tr ic k  as on ly  old 
com panions can  w rangle ; so th a t  th e  law yer’s 
word soon p laced  T om  inside th e  m ag ic gates, 
and  a f te r  he h ad  beon in tro d u ced  to  Mr Dux, th e  
aforesaid  governor, lie m ig h t bo said  to  be duly 
possessed of th e  O pen Sesam e of tho  grim  
old building.

“ T n is is k ind  of you, B ristow , ve rp  k in d  !” ex
c laim ed L iouel, as be  strode  forw ard  to  g ree t h is  
friend . " W hen we p a r te d  la s t we li t t le  th o u g h t 
th a t  our n ex t m eeting  w ould be in  th e se  h a lls  of 
dazzling lig h t,” H e laughed  a  d ism a l la u g h  
and  pressed  Tom  dow n in to  h is  ow n chair.

F o r a  m o m en t o r tw o  Tom  w ould n o t t r u s t  h im 
self to  speak. “ T h e re ’s a  bilver lin ing  to  every 
cloud, you  know, o ld  boy,” h e  s tam m ered  o u t a t  
la st. “ You musü bea*r up  like a  brick . P lease 
heaven, w e’ll soon h ave  you  o u t of th is  hole, and  
every th ing  w ill com e r ig h t in  th e  long ru n , never 
fear:” H e fe lt th a t  i t  wa^ n o t a t  a ll w h a t he had  
in ten d ed  to  say, b u t, som ehow , h is  u sual ready  
flow of w ords seem ed dried  up  for a  l i t t le  w hile.

L ionel D ering  h a d  been  n ea rly  a  m o n th  in 
p iison: C onfinem ent to  a  m a n  of h is  ac tive, o u t 
door life w as especially  irksom e, an d  Torn w as 
n o t su rp rised  to  find h im  looking pale  au d  m ore 
carew orn  th a n  h e  h a d  eve r seen  h im  look beiore. 
H e w as ex trao rd in arily  cheerfu l, how ever, and  
w hen Tom  to ld  h im  th a t  i t  w as h is  in te n tio n  to  
s ta y  a t  D uxley  ti l l  th e  tr ia l  w as over, he b rig h t
ened  up  s till m ore , an d  a t  once p roposed  th a t  
th e y  tw o  shou ld  h ave  a  gam e of chess, tn e re  aud 
th e n , as in  th e  old p le a sa n t days a t  G atehouse  
F arm :

“ D ux is very  good to  m e ,” h e  exp lained  . “ He 
com es4co see m e fo r an  h o u r mofctleveuings. H e 
a n d  I  h ave  h a d  several gam es toge ther. T he 
tu rn k e y  w ill fe tch  h is  bo ard  a n d  m e n  in  five 
m in u tes .”

M r H oskyns w as som ew hat scandalized , “jl  
c a n n o t ge t m y  c lien t,” h e  exp la ined  to  Tom , “ to 
evince th a t  in te re s t 111 h is  t r ia l  an d  th e  a rra n g e 
m en ts  fo r h is  defence th a t  th o  im p o rtan c e  of th e  
occasion dem ands I t  re a lly  a lm o s t seem s as  if 
Mr D ering  looked upon  tho  w hole business as 
r e fe rr in g /n o t to  him self, b u t to  som e s tran g e r in  
w hose affairs h e  took  only  th e  fa in te s t  possible 
in te re s t.”

“ My d ea r H oskyns”; sa id  L ionel, “you pum ped  
m e d ry  long ago of every  m orse l of in fo rm ation  
th a t  I  could  give you respec ting  th is  w retched  
business. You can  get n o th ing  m ore  o u t of m e 
an d  m ay  as w ell leave m e in  peace. E m p lo y  
w hom  you w ill to  defend m e —if defence I  need. 
T h a t  is yo u r business, n o t m ine .”

So Tom  and  Lionel h a d  th e ro  gam e of chess, 
au d  a  long ta lk  to ge ther a tto rw ards, a n d  w hen 
T om  a t  la s t  le ft tn e  prison, i t  w as w ith  a  p ro 
m ise to  be th e re  again  a t  a n  ea rly  h o u r  n ex t 
m orning.

L ionel D ering’s firs t ca re  a f te r  h is  a r re s t  w as to  
w rite  to  E  J ith  W est, in  o rd er th a t  she m igh t 
learn  th e  new s d ire c t from  him self, a n d  n o t 
th ro u g h  a  new spaper o r any  o th e r  source.

“ My darling  E d ith ,” h e  w rote, “a  te rr ib le  m is 
fo rtu n e  h a s  befallen  me. A gen tlem an , M r P ercy  
O sm ond by паш е, one of m y guests a t  P a rk  
N ew ton, h a s  been  fou lly  m urdered , a n d  I  am  
accused of th o  crim e. T h a t m y  innocence w ill 
be m ade  c lea r to  th e  w orld  a t  m y  tr ia l, I  do n o t 
doubt. T ill t h a t  day  com es I  m u s t subm it, w ith  
w h a t p a tien ce  I  m ay, to  be  k ep t closely un d er 
lock and  key in  th is  g rim  bu ild ing  from  w hich  I 
w rite . You see t h a t  I  w rite  q u ite  ca lm ly , and  
w ith o u t a n y  fea r w hatever as  to  th e  resu lt. My 
g rea te s t tro u b le  in  th e  m a tte r  is m y  enforced  de

r iv a tio n  of your dea r society fo r a  l i t t le  while. 
I  w ill w rite you fu lle r  p a rticu la rs  to-m orrow . I  
am  afraid  th a t  i t  w ill be necessary  to  fix th e  date  
of our m arriag e  a  m o n th  la te r  th a n  th o  tim e  
agreed  upofi, b u t  ce rta in ly  n o t m ore  th a n  a  
m on th . T h a t  of itse lf is  very  annoying. I  bog 
th a t  you w ill n o t f re t  o r w orry on m y account. 
T h is is b u t a  l i t t le  t r i a l  w hich  w ill soon be over, 
an d  years hence i t  w ill shape  itse lf  in to  a  sea 
sonable s to ry  to  be to ld  ro u n d  th e  C hris tm as 
fire.

L ionel saw  from  th e  m o m en t of h is  a r re s t  th a t  
th e  ev idence ag a in s t h im  w as fa r  too  s tro n g  to  
allow  h im  to  hope fo r an y  o th e r  issue th a n  a  
co m m itm en t fo r tr ia l  a t  th e  assizes. A nd lie was 
r ig h t. T he m ag is tra te  before w hom  ho w as taken  
could  n o t do o therw ise  th a n  co m m it h im  fo r 
w ilfu l m urder. T h e  je t  s tu d  found  in  th e  dead 
m a n ’s han d , th e  s a tu ra te d  hankerch ief, th e  
s treak s  of blood 011 h is  s h i r t—d am ning  proofs all, 
w hich  L ionel D ering  co u 'd  n e i th e r  exp la in  nor 
ex ten u a te—le ft th e m  no  o th e r a lte rn a tiv e .

A nd th a t ,  to  th e  pub lic  a t  la rge, seem ed th e  
si rän g es t fea tu re  of th e  case : M r D ering  e ith e r 
could  n o t  o r w ould n o t offer an y  exp lan a tio n . If  
i t  seem ed s trange to  th e  ou tside w orld  t h a t  no 
ex p lan a tio n  w as forthcom ing, liowr m uch  s tran g 
e r  d id  i t  seem  to  L ionel h im se lf, th a t  h e  was 
u tte r ly  unab le  to  offer any  ! How  an d  by  w h a t 
m eans h ad  th o se  te rr ib le  evidences of guilt, com e 
th e re  ? D ay  an d  n igh t, n ig h t a n d  day. during  
h is  first weeK in  p rison , ho k e p t 011 ask ing  h im 
self tho  sam e question , only  to  acknow ledge h im 
self u tte r ly  baffled, an d  a s  fa r  from  any  sa tisfac
to ry  answ er th e  la s t  tim e  he asked  i t  аз he  was 
th e  first. A ll th a t  h e  oould say  w as, th a t  he 
knew  abso lu te ly  n o th in g  ; th a t  h is  m in d  w as an  
u t te r  b lan k  from  th e  m o m en t h e  flung h im self, 
h a lf stup ifled , 011 h is  dressing  room  sofa till 
th e  m o m en t he w oke n ex t m orn ing  and  found 
h is  h an d k e rch ie f s a tu ra te d  w ith  blood. 
H earts ick  and  b ra inw eary , ho a t  len g th  gave up  
a ll e ffo rt to  solve a  p ro b lem  w hich, аз  fa r  as  he  
w as concerned , seem ed iucapab le  of an y  
so lu tion  ; and  set h im se lf to  face th e  inev itab le  
w ith  w h a t p a tien ce  a n d  res igna tion  h e  could 
sum m on to  h ie  aid . H e could only  t r u s t  and  
hope th a t  on th e  day  of th e  tr ia l ,  som e
th in g  w ould tu rn  up, som e proof be forthcom ing, 
w hich  w ould excu lpate  h im  u tte r ly  an d  p rove 
once m ore  th e  fa llib ity  of even th e  s trongest 
ch a in  of c ircu m sian tia l evidence. I f  n o t —b u t 
th e  »alternative wTas n o t a  p le a sa n t one to  con
te m p la te

As a lread y  sta ted , L ionel’s firs t a c t  a f te r  h is  a r 
re s t  w as to  w rite  a  n o te  to  E d i th  W est. Tw elve 
h ours la te r , Mrs G arside and  M iss W est stepped  
o u t of th e  tra in  a t  D uxley  s ta tio n . T ho new s
p ap e rs  h ad  to ld  th e m  th a t  Mr. D ering’s case was 
in  th e  h a n d s  of a  ce rta in  M r H oskyns, and  th e  
first person  th e y  accosted  a f te r  leav ing  th e  s ta  
tio n  d irec ted  th e m  to  th a t  gen tlem an’s office. 
F o rtu n a te ly , M r H oskyns w as a t  hom e. T hey 
to ld  h im  who th e y  w ere, an d  th a t  th e ir  ob jec t 
in  com ing to  D uxley  w as to  see a n d  be n e a r  M r 
D ering.

“ I  sh a ll see M r D ering  th is  evening ,” sa id  th e  
law yer. “ I  w ill te ll h im  th a t  you a re  in  D uxley, 
an d  shou ld  he  p rove w illing  to  see you—as I  do 
n o t do u b t th a t  he w ill—you can accom pany  m e 
to  th e  p rison  a t  te n  o’clock to-m orrow  m orn ing .” 

L ionel w as overjoyed to  le a rn  th a t  E d i th  w as 
so n ea r h im , and  could n o t find  in  h is  h e a r t  to  
b lam e h e r  for com ing, how ever in jud ic ious such 
a  step  m ig h t h av e  seem ed  to  m a n y  
people. B u t even he, as  ye t, h a d  conceived 
b u t a  very  va^ue idea  of th e  in fin ite  cap ab ilitie s  
of a  c h a ra c te r such  as hers.

On th e  m orrow  th e y  m e t, an d  i t  w as a  m e e t
ing  th a t  m ade  even H oskyns, case h a rd en e d  
though  h e  w as, rem em b er fo r a  m o m en t th a t,  
m any , m a n y  y ea rs  ago, h e  hinaself h a d  been 
young.

T ho m om en t th e  door was opened E d ith  sp rang  
to  L io n e l’s arm s, u tte r ly  in d iffe ren t to  th e  fac t 
th a t  Mrs G arside an d  th e  law yer w ere looking on 
from  th e  background. *• My life  ! m y  love ! m y 
h u sb a n d !” she m u rm u red , b e tw e e n 'h e r  te ars . 
“ A t la st, a t  la s t  !—m y own, never to  be lo s t tb  
p ie  again . A nd th is  is yo u r h o m e —th is  m ise r
ab le ce ll ! I t  sh a ll be m y  hom e too. I f  th e y  w ill 
n o t le t  m e s tay  w ith  you, m y  h ea rt, a t  le as t, Will 
be w ith  you day  an d  n ig h t—alw ays.”

“ Now I  feel th a t  y ou  love m e,” w as a ll th a t  
L ionel could say fo r th e  m om ent.

“ I  cling to  you  because you a re  in  tro u b le ,” 
sa id  E d ith . “ My p lace is by  y o u r side, I  h ave  
a  r ig h t to  be here , a n d  n o th ing  sh a ll keep  m e 
aw ay. To-m orrow, o r n ex t day  a t  th e  la tes t, 
L ionel, you  m u s t m ake  m o your wife.”

“ W hat, m a rry  you here, E d ith  ! In  th is  place, 
and  w hile  I  am  a  p riso n e r charged  w ith  w ilful 
m u rd e r !”

“ Yes ; in  th is  place, an d  w h ile  you aro  a  p r i
soner charged  w ith  w ilful m urder.”

“ My darliug  ch ild , w ha t a re  you  th in k in g  of ?” 
in m ild  p ro te s t from  Mrs G arside.

“ A unt. I  know  perfec tly  w ell w h a t I  am  th in k 
ing of. I  have been  L ionel’e p rom ised  wife for 
som e tim e. I  am  now  going to  bo h is  w ife in  
rea lity . I  am  only  a  w eak w om an, I  know  ; I  
can n o t rea lly  help  h im  ; I  can  only  love h im  ; I  cau  
only love h im , an d  w atch  h im , an d  do m y  b es t to  
ligh ten  th e  d ark  ho u rs  of h is  life in  p rison .”

“ B u t suppose th e  w orst com es to  th e  w or t ,” 
sa id  L ionel, very  gravely, “ a n d  such  a  re su lt ip 
by no  m eans im probab le .”

E d ith  shuddered . “ You on ly  sup p ly  m e w ith  
one arg u m en t th e  m ore ,” she answ ered . “  The 
deeper your tro u b le—th e  g rea te r your peril—th e  
closer m u s t I  cling to  you. I t  is h a rd  to  see you 
h e re—h a rd  to  know' of w h a t you a re  accused—b ut 
you w ill b reak  m y h e a r t  a ltogether, L ionel, if  you 
drive m e from  your side,.”

Gently and gravely Lionel argued with her, but

to  no  purpose. I t  is possib le th a t  h is  a rgum en ts  
w ere n o t very  pow erfu l ones ; t h a t  th e y  w ere n o t 
very  logically  enforced. W ho could h ave  resisted  
h e r  loving, pass iona te  p lea. N ot L ionel, w hose 
h e a rt , d esp ite  h is  o u tw ard  show  of re3istance, 
w en t o u t ha lf-w ay  to  m e e t hers ,as  E d ith 's  own in 
s tin c t too  su re ly  to ld  lier.

T h ree  days  la te r  th e y  w ere  m a rr ie d  in  th e  
chapel. M r H oskyns m ade a  specia l jo u rn ey  to  
L ondon an d  b ro u g h t back th e  liscence. One s tip u 
la tio n  w as m a d e  by  L ionel, t h a t  th e  
m arriage  sh o u ld  be k e p t a  p ro found  
secre t, a n d  a  p ro found  sec re t i t  w as 
kep t. T h e  w itnesses w ere M rs G arside, 
H oskyns, Mr D ux, th e  governor, a n d  th e  ch ief 
w ard /r . Beyond the3e four, a n i  th e  ch a p la in , 
th e  know ledge d id  n o t ex tend . E v en  th e  tu rn  
keys w hose d u ty  i t  wTas to  a t te n d  to  L ione l h ad  
no  suspicion  of w h a t h a d  ta k en  place.

T h ree  weeks h a d  com e an d  g m e since th e  
m a rriag e  of L ionel an d  E d ith  w hen  T om  B ristow  
first se t foot inside  th e  gaol.

C H A PTE R  X III.
A  D IN N E R  A T  P IN C D T E .

L ionel D ering  w as b lessed  w ith  one  of those  
equab le  d ispositions w hich  p red ispose  th e ir  
ow ner to  look alw ays a t  th e  sunny  side of every 
th in g  ; an d  even now, in  prison, and  w ith  such  a 
te rr ib le  accusa tion  hang ing  over h im , no опѳоѵѳг 
saw  h im  d ow nhearted  o r in  an y  w ay d istressed . 
T he re  w as ab o u t h im  a  seren ity , a  q u ie t cheer
fulness. w nich  n o th in g  seem ed ab le  to  d is tu rb  ; 
an d  w hen in  th e  co m p an y  cf o th e rs  h e  was 
usually  as gay  an d  an im a ted  as  if th e  fo u r w alls 
of h is  ce ll h a d  beeu  th o se  of h is  ow n s tu d y  a t  
P a rk  N ew ton. T h e  o rdeal w as, in  any  case a 
very  try in g  one ; but, i t  w ould  h av e  be«n in 
fin itely  m ore  so b a t  fo r th e  swree t оііісез of love 
an d  frien d sh ip  w h ich  h e  owed, in  one 
case to  h is  wife, an d  in  th e  o th e r  to  h is  friend. 
E i th e r  E d ith  o r  Tom  saw  h im  every  day  
B u t w hen  a il h is  v isito rs  h ad  gone, and  
n ig h t an d  silenco h a d  s e tt led  down ou th e  grim  
old p rison—dileace so p ro found  th a t  b u t fo r th e  
recu rring  voice of a  d is ta n t clock, as i t  coun ted  
th e  ho u rs  slow ly an d  so lem nly , lie could h aye  
fancied  h im se lf th e  la s t  m a n  le f t alivo 111 th e  
w orld—th e n  i t  was th a t  h e  fe lt liis s itu a tio n  tho  
m ost. H e h a d  been so used  to  an  ac tive , o u t
door life t h a t  he could n o t now  ti r e  h im se lf suffi
c ien tly  to  sleep well.

I t  was th e se  hou rs of darkness , w hen th e  re s t 
of th e  w orld was abed, a n d  th e  long, long ho u rs  
of d ay ligh t in  th e  ea rly  su m m er m orn ings before 
i t  wus y e t aw ake, w hich  ti re d  h im  m ore  th a n  
au y th in g  else. A t such  tim es, w hen h e  w’as tired  
of read in g —and  ho h a d  nev e r befo re read  so 
m uch  in  so sh o rt a  space of t im e —h e  could do 
n o th in g  b u t  lie back  on h is  p a lle t, w ith  h is  a  111s 
cu rled  u n d er h is  head , a n d tb in k . T h e  m ornings 
w ere balm y, so tt an d  b righ t. T hrough  th e  ceil 
ca sem en t, w hich  lie could  open  a t  will, he could 
h e a r  th e  m e rry  tw itte rin g  of in n u m erab le  sp ar
rows. H e could  see th e  slow shadow s sliding, 
inch  by  inch , dow n th e  grey  stone w alls of th e  
p rison  yard , aa th e  su n  ro se  h ig h e r in  th e  &ky. 
Now a n d  th e n  th e  sw eet w est w ind 
b fo u g h t h im  fa in t w afts  of frag rance  from  th e  
n ay  slopes ju s t  ou ts ide  th e  p rison  gates. S om e
tim es he could h e a r  th e  bark ing  of a  dog 011 som e 
fa r  off farm , o r th e  du ll low ing of c a ttle  ; sounds 
w hich  rem in d ed  h im  th a t  th e  g rea t w orld, w ith  
i ts  life, a ^ d  hopes, a n d  fears, la y  close 
a round  h im , though  h e  h im se lf  m ig h t h av e  no 
p a r t  th e re in  A t such  m om en ts  h e  o tten  fe lt 
th a t  h e  w ould give h a lf  of a ll h e  w as possessed 
of fo r an  h o u r’s freedom  ou ts id e  those  tom b  like 
w -11s—for ono h o u r’s b lessed  fieedom , w ith  
E d ith  by  h is  side, to  w ander a t  th e ir  own sw eet 
w ill th ro u g h  la u e  a n d  coppice an d  by riv e r’s 
brim , w ith  th e  tree  a ir  of heaven  b owing a round  
th em , an d  n o th in g  to  bound  tb e ir  eyes b u t  th e  
d im  horizon , lying liko a  p u rp le  ring  on  woods 
an d  m eadow s fa r  aw ay.

L itt le  w onder th a t  during  th e se  long, so lita ry  
ho u rs  a  sense of depression, of m elancho ly  even, 
w ould now  an d  th e n  ta k e  possession of h im  fo r a  
l i t t le  w hile  ; th a t  h is  m in d  whs oppre&sed w ith  
vague forebodings of w h a t th a t  fu tu re , w'hich 
w as now  draw ing n e a r  w ith  sure b u t  u n h es ita tin g  
foo tsteps, m ig h t possib ly  h av e  in  s to re  fo r h im . 
He h a d  ju s t  w on fo r h im se lf th e  sw eetest prize 
w hich th is  w orld h ad  in  its  pow er to  offer h im , 
and  h is  very  soul bhrank  w ith iu  h im  w hen  ho 
th o u g h t h e  h a d  won i t  only, perhaps , to  lose i t  
forever iu  a  few s h o r t weeks. B itte r , very  b it 'o r  
—d esp a irin g a lm o st—grew  h is  th o u g h ts  a t  such 
tim es ; b u t h e  s truggled  b ravely  ag a in s t th em , 
and  nover le t th e m  m a s te r  h im  for long. W hen 
th e  clock s tru ck  six, an d  th e  tr a m p  of h eavy  fee t 
w as h e a rd  along th e  corridors, au d  th e  jingling  
of huge keys—w hen th e  w arders w'oro changed 
an d  th e  l i t t le  w icket in  his cell door w as opened 
an d  a  ch e e ifu l voice said , ‘‘ Good m o rn in n  
sir. H ope you  havo  s lep t w ell,” L ionel’s 
cheery  response w ould rin g  ou t, c lear 
and  full, “Good m orn ing , Jeav o n s. I ’ve h ad  an 
excellen t n igh t, th a n k  you .” A nd Jeavons w ould 
go back  to  h is  m a te s  an d  say , “ M r D ering’s w on
derfu l, A lw ays th e  sam e N ever o u t o’ sorts.

L a te r  on w ould с о т о  H oskyns. an d  E d ith , and  
Tom . I t  was im possib le fo r E d i th  to  v is it th e  
p rison , au d  th e  law yer w ould o ften  m ake a pro- 
tence of hav ing  business w ith  h is  c lien t w hen he 
h ad  none in  rea lity , r a th e r  th a n  w ith s ta n d  th e  
p iteous, p lead ing  look w hico  w ould sp ring  to 
E d i th ’s eyes th e  m o m en t h e  to ld  h e r  th a t  th e re  
w ould be no  occasion fo r h im  to  v isit th e  ja il  
th a t  day. W hile  h e  lives H oskyns w ill never 
fo rget tb e  p re t ty  p ic tu res  of th e  lover husb an d  
an d  h is  bride , as th e y  s a t  toge ther, h a n d  in 
hand , in  th e  g rim  old cell, com fortin t: each  o ther, 
s tren g th en in g  each  o th e r, an d  d raw ing  p ic tu re s  
of th e  hap p y  fu tu re  in  s to re  fo r th e m : deceiving 
each  o th e r  w ith  a  m a k e  believe gaie ty  ; aud  h id  
ing, w ith  desp era te  ea rnestness, th e  te rr ib le  
d read  w hich  luy  lurk ing , like a  foul w itch  in  a 
cavern , low dow n in  th e  h e a r t  of e ach —th a t,fo r  
th e m , th e  com ing m o n th s  m ig h t b ring , n o t 
sunsh ine , flowers, a n d  th e  joys  of m u tu a l love  
b u t  life long sep a ra tio n  an d  th e  unspeakab le  
darknes3 th a t  b roods b e n e a th  th e  aw ful w ings of 
D eath .

On th e se  occasions, H oskyns never neg lec ted  
to  p rov ide h im se lf w ith  a  new spaper, and , buried  
beh ind  th e  huge b ro ad sh ee t of tlio  Т іт е з ,  w ith  
spectacles poised  011 nose, h e  w en t ca lm ly  on 
w ith  h is  reading , leaving  L ionel and  
E d ith  a u n o s t as  m u c h  to  them selves as 
th o u g h  h e  h ad  n o t been  th e re . T he sterling  
q ua litie s  of th e  o ld  law yer, au d  th e  th o ro u g h  
s ince rity  of h is  ch a ra c te r, g radually  fo rced  th e m 
selves on  th e  no tice  of L ionel a n d  h is  w ife b o th  
o f w hom  cam e, a f te r  a  tim e, to  regard  h im  al 
m o s t in  th e  lig h t of a  second fa th e r, an d  to  tre a t 
h im  w ith  an  affec tiona te  fam ilia r ity  w hich  ho 
w as n o t slow to  app rec ia te .

As Tom  B ristow  "was tu rn in g  th e  co rn er of 
D uxley H igh S tree t, oue a fternoon  a b o u t th re e  
days a f te r  Ьіз a rriva l from  L ondon , he w as m e t, 
face to  face, by  S qu ire C ulpepper. TI10 squ ire  
stopped  au d  s ta re d  a t  T om , b u t fa iled  fo r th e  
m o m en t to  recognize h im .

“ G ood m orn ing ,sir,” sa id  Т о т  ЬѳагШ у. “G lad 
to  see you looking so w ell.”

“ W hy— eh —surely  I  m u s t know  th a t  face ,” said  
th e  squire. “I t ’s young Tom  B ristow , if I ’m  n o t 
m is tak en .”

“ You are  n o t m istaken , sir,” answ ered  Tom .
“ T hen  I ’m  glad to  see you, Tom , Very,” sa id  tbe  

squire, as  lie shook Tom  w arm ly  by  th e  hand. 
“ Y our fa th e r  w as a  m a n  w hom  I  liked a n d  r e 
spected  im m ensely . I  can  never forgot h i s  K i n d 
ness an d  a t te n t io n  to  m y  poor d ea r w ife during  
h e r  la s t illness—nover. H e d id  a ll t h a t  m a n  could 
do to  p reserve  h e r  to  m o—b u t i t  w as n o t  to  be . 
F o r  your fa th e r ’s sake, Tom , you w ill a lw ays find 
T itu s  C ulpepper s tan d  you r friend .

“ I t  is very k ind  of you to  say so, s ir .”
“ N ot a t  a l l—n o t a t  all. So you’ro going back 

again  to  tb e  old p lace, eh  ? G oing to  s to p  w ith  
us th is  tim e , I  hope. Y ou ough t nev e r to  h ave  
le ft us, young sir, b u t  h av e  s e tt led  dow n q u ie tly  
in  you r fa th e r 's  shoes. V agabondising’s a  bad  
th in g  fo r au y  youug m an .”

“ I  q u ite  agree w ith  you, s ir,” sa id  T om , in  a  
to n e  of assum ed  sim plicity .

“ G lad  you’ve com e ro u n d  to  m y  th in k in g  a t  
la st. Rue*.v you  w ould. W ell, if 1 can  do a n y 
th in g  fo r you in  th e  w ay  of he lp ing  you to  got a  
d ecen t living, you m a y  co m m an d  m e fu lly . 
T h in k  over w h a t I ’ve said , an d  com e an d  dine 
w ith  m e a t  P incoto  to -m o rro w  a t  seven sh arp .”

“ I t  w ould  be w o rth  som eth ing ,” sa id  T om  to  
h im se lf as h e  w en t ou h is  way, “ to  know  w h a t 
m y  o ld  fr ie n d  th o  sq u ire ’s opin ion  a b o u t m e 
rea lly  is ; to  h ave  a  g lim pse a t  th e  p o r tra  t  of m e 
in  a ll it s d e ta ils  w'hicli lie lias  evoked from  h is  
own in n e r consciousness. S trange th a t  in  a  l i t t le  
tow n  like th is , whore everybody know s everybody 
else’s business b e t te r  th a n  h is  own, if  a  m an  
v en tu re  to  s tep  o u t of th o  b ea ten  tra c k  p rescribed  
fo r h im  by  custom  an d  tra d itio n , a n d  is bold 
enough to  s tr ik e  o u t a  p a th  fo r h im self, lie  is  a t  
once se t dow n as  being, of necessity , e ith e r  a 
lu n a tic  o r a  scapegrace — unless, indeed, h is  
lun acy  chance  to  w in fo r h im  e i th e r  a  fo r tu n e  or 
a  nam e. A nd then , how  changed  in  to n e  ! ”

N ex t evening Tom  found  h im se lf a t  P incoto. 
Tho squ ire  in troduced  h im  in  b rie f  te rm s  to  h is  
daugh ter, and  th e n  le ft th o  room  fo r a  few m in 
u tes, fo r w hich  T om  d id  n o t th a n k  h im . “W ha t 
can  I  say  to  Miss C u lpepper t h a t  wrill bo likely 
to  in te re s t h e r  ?” ho asüed  h im se lf. “ D oes she 
go in  for p r iv a te  th e a tr ic a ls , o r fo r r itu a lism  and 
p e t p a r  dons ? Does sho believe in  soup k itchens 
and  v isiting  th e  poor, or w ould sho ra th e r, ta lk  
a b o u t th o  new  p r im a  donna, o r th e  la s t  now 
poem  ?”

Miss C u 'pepper h a d  sa t dow n aga in  a t  th e  
p iano , and  w as s tr ik in g  a  few cho rds now  and  
th e n , in  an  absen t-m inded  way. She w as by  110 
m eans a  p re t ty  g irl in  th e  o rd in a ry  accep ta tion  
of th e  te rm . H er lace  w as a  good one, w ith o u t 
being  s trik ing ly  handsom e. blie h a d  som eth ing  
of h e r  fa th e r ’s  shrew d, keen  look, b u t wit,li an  
underly ing  expression  of goodness an d  k iudliness, 
d ifficult to  define, b u t u n m istab ab ly  th e re . Sho 
h ad  la rge  b lue gray  oyes an d  m agnificen t tee th . 
H er com plexion, lily -fa ir du rin g  th e  w in te r 
m on ths, w as a lready  freckled  by tb e  w arm  M ay 
sunshine, an d  w ould  bo m ore  so before th e  
su m m er w as over. F in a lly , h e r  h a i r  w as le d — 
n o t aubu rn , b u t an  u n m istak ab le  red .

B u t T om  Bristowr h a d  ra th e r  a  w eakness for 
red  h a ir—n o t p erh ap s  fo r tho  deep, du ll fiery rod 
w 'hich wo som etim es te e . H e accep ted  it, as 
th e  old V enetians accept ed it, a s  one of th e  ra re s t 
types  of beau ty , as  som etim es fa r  superio r to  your 
com m on-place brow ns a».id blacks. And th e n  he 
d id  n o t ob jec t to  freckles—in  m ode ra tion . Ho 
looked upon  thorn  as  one of th e  signs of a  sound 
coun try -b red  constitu tio n . As J a n e  C ulpepper 
s a t th e re  a t  th e  p iano , in  th e  sunny  M ay even
tide, in  ho r w h ite  dress, tr im m e d  w ith  p a le  green 
velvet, w ith  h e r  red  h a ir  co iled  in  g rea t bands 
round  h e r i i t t lo  h e a d —w ith  h e r f ran k  sm ile, and  
h e r  c lea r h o n es t looking eyes, she filled up  in  
T om ’s m in d  h is  idea l p ic tu re  of a  h ea lth y , p u re -  
m inded  E ng lish  coun try  girl, an d  i t  s truck  h im  
th a t  he could h av e  m ade a  very  p le a sa n t w ater- 
color sketch  of h e rse lf a n d  h e r  su rroundings.

J an o  sp ared  h im  th e  tro u b le  of finding a  tom e 
th a t  w ould be likely  to  in te re s t h o r by  being  tho  
first to  speak. “D o you find D ax ley  m uch  changed 
since you  w ere hero  la s t  ? ” sho asked.

“ V ery l i t t le  changed  Jindeed. T hese sm all 
co u n try  tow ns never do change, 01* only  by  such  
im percep tib le  degrees t h a t  one nover no tices th e  
difference. B u t m ay  I  ask, Miss C ulpepper, how  
do you know  th a t  I  am  n o t a  s tran g e r  to  Duxloy ?”

“ Oh, I have  o ften  h e a rd  p a p a  speak  of you, and  
w onder w h a t h ad  becom e of you.”
Jk“ A nd h e a rd  h im  b lam e m e, I  doub t n o t, f o r .

i run n in g  aw ay  from  th e  friends of m y  you th , and  
th e  tow n  of m y b ir th .”

“ I  can n o t say th a t  y ou  a re  a lto g e th e r  w rong,” 
answ ered  J a n e  w iih  a  sm ilo. “ P a o a  is a  l i t t le  
im pulsive a t  tim es, as  I  d a resay  you  know, and  
judges everyone from  hie ow u p ec u lia r  s ta n d 
p o in t.”

“ W hich m eans, in  m y case, I  suppose, th a t  be 
cause I  w as b o ra  in  D uxley, T o u g h t to  h av e  
ea rn ed  m y b read  th e re , d ied th e re , an d  been 
buried  th e re .”

“ S om eth ing  of th o  k ind, doubtless. Old fa s h 
ioned prejud ices, you w ould ca ll th e m , M r B ris
tow .”

“ I  d a re  say  I  should . B u t th e y  a re  w o rthy  of 
re sp ec t fo r a ll th a t .”

“ Is  n o t th a t  som ew hat of a  p a rad o x  ?”
“ H ard ly  во, I  th in k . Men liko M r C ulpepper, 

w ith  th e ir  eonservativ ism , an d  th e ir  tra d itio n s  of 
a  p a s t—w hich, it shou ld  n o t ho forgo tten , w as n o t 
a  p as t, b u t a  p resen t, w hen th e y  w ere young peo
ple, and  is, consequen tly , n o t so very  an tiq u a te d  
—w ith  th e ir  fa i th  in  o ld  in s titu tio n s , o ld  m odes 
of th ough t, old friendsh ips, a n d —an d  old wine, 
aro s im p ly  inva luab le  in  th is  sh itty , restless, 
o u t of b re a th  e ra  in  w hich  we live. T hey  a re  
like th e  ro o ts  of g rass an d  tan g le  w h ich  b in d  to 
gether th e  san d h ills  on a  won ly fihoro. T hey  
conserve fo r u s  th e  essence of an  experience 
w h ich  d a tes  from  yea rs  before wo w ere b o rn ; 
w hich  w ill sw eeten o n -liv e s , if  we know  h o w to  
use i t  ; a s ' y onder p o t  p o u rr i of fad ed  rose 
leaves sw eetens th is  room , and w hispers to  us 
th a t,  in  sum m ers  long ago. flow ers as sw eet 
b loom ed and  faded, as  th o se  w hich  blossom  
for u s  to -day  an d  w ill fade an d  leave  us to -m or
row .”

“ W hen  3rou a re  as  o ld  as p apa , M r B ristow ,” 
sa id  Jan e , w ith  a  laugh , “ I  believe you w ill bo 
ju s t  as co nservative  an d  fu ll of p re jud ices  as he 
is.”

“I  hope so, I.m  su re,” sa id  Tom  earnestly . “Only 
m y p re jud ices  w ill d iffer in  som e degree from  
h is, as  h is  w ould  doub tless  d iffer in  degree from  
those  of h is  fa th e r, because I  hap p en  to  h^ve 
been  bo rn  som e th i r ty  yea rs  la te r  in  th o  w orld ’s 
h is to ry .”

A t th is  m o m en t th e  se rv an t u sh ered  in  M r 
Cope th e  banker, an d  M r E d w ard  Cope th e  
b an k e r's  sou, J a n e  rose a n d  in tro d u ced  Tom  to 
th e m  as “ Mr B ristow , a  fr ie n d  of p a p a ’s.” T he 
i.anker’s son s ta re d  a t  T om  for a  m o m en t, and  
th e n  nodded h is  bu ll head , an d  th e n  d raw in g  a  
c h a ir  up  to  th o  p iano , p roceeded  to  ta k e  posses
sion of J an o  w ith  an  a ir  of p ro p rie to rsh ip  w hich  
b ro u g h t th e  color fo r a  m o m en t in to  th a t  young 
la d y ’s face.

T he b an k e r h im se lf w as m ore  affab le in  th e  
pom pous w ay th a t  w as h ab itu a l w ith  h im . H e 
never rem em b ered  to  h ave  h o ard  th e  n am e of 
B ristow  before, b u t being  a  fr ie n d  of th e  squ ire , 
h e  young m a n  w as p ro b ab ly  w orth  cu ltiva ting , 

aud , in  au y  case, th e re  w as n o th in g  lo s t by  a 
l i t t le  po liteness. So M r Cope c leared  h is  th roa t, 
and  p la n tin g  h im se lf  like a  colossus be fo re  tho  
v ac an t g rate , en te red  w ith  becom ing seriousness 
upon th e  s ta te  of tn e  w ea th e r a n d  th e  p rospects  
of the  crops. W hon  th e  squ ire  cam e in  five m in  
utee la te r  Tom  a o d  th e  b an k e r w ere ch a ttin g  
together as  if th e y  h a d  know n each  o th e r  fo r 
years.

T hey a ll w en t in  to  d in n e r. Over th e  soup, 
sa id  th e  S qu ire to  M r Cope : “ You wroro to lling  
m e, th o  o th e r day , th a t  one of your fellow s a t  tho  
b ank  d ied  a  w eek o r tw o  ago ?”

“ Yes ; youug M usgravo. C lever young m an. 
G rea t loss to  th e  firm .”

“ W ell, if  you  have n o t fillod up  th e  p lace, i t  
m igh t, perhaps , s u it ou r young  frien d  lit re ,” in 
d ica tin g  T om , “ if you  like to  ta k e  h im 'o n  m y 
recom m enda tion . I  don’t  know  w h e th e r  J en n y  
in tro d u ced  h im  properly , b u t lie 's th e  son of D r 
B ristow , w ho a tten d ed  m y  w ife in  lie r  la s t  il l
ness. I  resp ec ted  h is  fa th e r  a n d  I  like th e  lad, 
an d  w ould gladly do som eth ing  fo r h im .”

T he ban k e r was scandalized. I t  1111;. l i t  a lm o s t be 
sa id  th a t  h e  w as horrified . To th in k  th a t  he 
h ad  been  in v ited  to  m eet, and , w orse th a n  th a t, 
h a d  ta lk e d  011 te rm s  of p e rfec t eq u a lity  wdth a  
young m a n  w ho w as in  w a n t of an  o rd in a ry  
c lerksh ip—who w ould  doub tless be g lad  of a  stool 
in  th e  ba^*k office of h is  b an k  ! I t  w as m onstrous  
—i t  was d isgusting  ! B u t i t  w as ju s t  th e  so rt of 
inconsidera te  conduc t t h a t  m ig h t be expected  
from  a m a n  like C ulpepper. H is m a n n e r  tow ards  
T om  froze in  a  m om en t.

“ W h a t say  you ? C an you  do a n y th in g  for 
h im  ?” u rged  tlie  squire.

“ W hy—ali—really , you  know —shou ld  be 
m o s t hap p y  to  oblige > ou, or to  serve M r—, Mr

“ Bristow’,” said  th e  squiro.
“  B ristow —th a n k  you—b u t you see—a h — 

young M usgrave’s b e r th  w as filled  u p  a  w eek ago 
and I ’m  so rry  t h a t  I ’ve n o th iu g  else ju s t  now  a t 
a ll likely  to  s u it  tho  req u irem en ts  of you r —a h — 
protege. I ’ll ta k e  an o th e r  spooufu i of c lea r soup 
if you p lease .”

T om ’s face w'as a  s tu d y  a ll th is  tim e . “I ’m  in 
for i t  полѵ,” he  sa id  to  h im se lf. “T he ban k e r w ill 
never speak  to  m e again .”

“ Ah, w ell,” said  tn e  squ ire , “ I ’ll see M cRenna, 
th e  e lectioneering  agent, to -m orrow . I  d a re  say 
h e ’ll know  of so m eth in g  th a t  w ill s u it ou r young 
friend .”

“ P a rd o n  m e, M r C ulpepper,” said  T 0111 qu ie tly ,
‘ b u t  I ’m  a fra id  th e re ’s a  s ligh t m is tak e  som e
w here. I  am  n o t aw are  t h a t  I  over expressed  
m yseif as  being in  w an t of a  s itua i ion, e ith e r  
iu Mr Cope’s bank , o r elsew here. My business, 
su ch  as  i t  is, lie s  in  London . I  h ave  on ly  com e 
dow n to  D uxley  to  see a  few  old  friends.”

“ W hy, bless m y  h e a rt ,” sa id  th e  squ ire , “ I  
th o u g h t you to ld  m e y este rday  th a t  you  we^e in  
w a n t of som eth ing  to  do !”

“ A m isu n d e rstan d in g , I  assu re  you, s ir M any 
th a n k s  to  you  a ll th e  sam o.”

“ A nd w h a t th e  deuce is your business, if I  
m ay  m ake  bold to  ask  ?” sa id  th e  squiro, te s 
tily .

Tom  he s ita ted  fo r a  m o m en t. “ I  believe, sh , 
I  m ig h t describe m yself as an  in d iv id u a l w ho 
lives by h is  w its—such as  th e y  a re ,” h e  sa id  a t  
la s t .

“ A nd can  y ou  m a n ag e  to  m ako  m oney  by 
y o u r w its  ?” a s k e l  th e  squ ire, w ith  ill-concealed 
con tem p t. .

“ A. l i ttle , sir,” answ ered  Tom . “ E nough  to  find 
m e in  food an d  clo thes. E n o u g h  to  sa tisfy  m y 
few  an d  sim ple needs.”

T h e  sq u ire  gave a  g ru n t of d isco n ten t, and  
tu rn e d  to w ard s  th e  banke r, w ho, ignoring  any  
fu r th e r  no tice of Tom , a t  once b roached  tho  in 
te rm in a b le  sub jec t of loea1 po litic s—a sub jec t 
th a t  h a d  a  fasc ination  fo r th e  squ ire  wdiich he 
w as nev e r ab le  to  res is t. Tpm  revenged h im se lf 
by tu rn in g  h is  a t te n t io n  to  th e  opposite  en d  of 
th o  tab le , w here s a t Mies C ulpepper, w ith  h e r  
fa ith fu l squ ire , Mr E d w ard  Cope, in  close p ro x 
im ity  to  her. “ T hey  a re  engaged, I  suppose,” 
said  T om  to  h im self, “ o r else she w ouldn’t  le t  
h im  s it  so n e a r  lier, an d  g la re  a t  ho r so w ith  
those  p ig’s eyes of h is. B u t I ’ll n ev e r believe 
th a t  sho can ca re  fo r a  fellow  like th a t .  S he’s 
ju s t  th o  k ind  of g irl,” he w ont on m e n ta lly , 
“ th a t,  if I  wero a  m arry in g  m an , I  shou ld  like to 
w in fo r m yself—and, by  Jove, h e ’s ju s t  th e  so rt of 
fellow  th a t  I  shou ld  glory in  cu ttin g  ou t. H as he 
a  word of an y  k in d  to  say  fo r h im self, 1 w onder ? 
A t p re sen t h is  w hole soul seem s given up  to  th e  
p leasu res  of th e  ta b le .”

C erta in ly . M r E d w ard  Cope w as no Adonis ; 
b u t lie  m ig h t have b e e n . accep ted  as a  very 
to le rab le  rep re sen ta tio n  of a  you th fu l B acchus 
c lo thed  in  m ode rn  evening dress. F o r  a  youug 
m an , h e  w as abn o rm ally  sto u t. A lready, a t  th re e  
an d  tw en ty , lie h a d  r o  w aist w o rth  speaking  
of. W h a t lie w ould  bo te n  y ea rs  h ence  w as m ys 
te ry . H ;s d ress w as u su a lly  a  com prom ise  be
tw een th a t  of a  h o rse  tra in e r  a n d  a  gen tlem an . 
H e tu rn e d  h is  toes in  w hen  l i e . w alked, an d  lie 
h ad  a  fat, vacuous face, w hich  in  h is  case, w as a 
fa ir  index  to  th e  vacuous m in d  w ith in . Ho was 
a  crack  w hip, an d  a  to lerab le  s lio t-p ig o o n s lio o t-  
ing was h is  favo rite  p a s tim e —b u t m u c h  fa i th e r  
th a n  t h a t  h is  in te lle c t d id  n o t ca rry  h im .

Ho d id  v en tu re  011 a  re m a rk  a t  la s t . “ I  gave 
B ea u ty  a  new  se t of shoos th is  m orn ing ,” lib said . 
“ She d id n ’t a t  a ll liko hav ing  th e m  p u t  011, an d  
k icked  o u t fu riously . F e rris  d id  n o t h a lf  like th e  
job , I  can  te ll  yo\i ; especia lly  a f te r  she se n t h im  
spraw ling  in to  a  co rn er of h is  ow n sm ithy . 1 
n ev e r laughed  so m u ch  in  my- life before.” '

“ I  c a n ’t see wdiat tlie ro  w as to  lau g h  at, 
E dw ard . I  hope th o  poo r m a n  w as n o t m u ch  
h u rt. ” • •

“ Oh, we g o t som e b ra n d y  in to  h im , an d  lie 
cam o around^all r ig h t in a b o u t te n  m inu tes. I 'm  
going to  t r y  B ea u ty  to -m orrow  in  th e  new  dog
c a r t .  You m ig h t le t  m o ca ll fo r you -'about 
e leven .”

“ You m a y  ca ll fo r 1110, if  you liko, b u t o n ly 'o n  
ono cond ition  ; th a t  you drive m o over to  see 
how  po o r G erris  is g e tting  on.”

“ A ll-right I ’ll ca ll. B u t you  w om on.douj'alm  
such a  jo lly  fuss a b o u t no th ing .”

“ W h a t a  beau tifu l sunset, is i t  n o t, M r B ris 
tow  ?” sa id  Jan o  tu rn in g  to  Tom .

“ B eau tifu l, indeed—for E n g lan d  ; b u t  iii 110 
w ise com parab le , in  p o iu t  of sheer sp lendor, to  
th o  suuso ts of th e  E a s t .”

“ F ro m  w hich, I  p resum e, w e m a y  in fe r  t h a t  
you a re  n o t u n acq u a in te d  w ith  th e  E a s t.” .

“ T h ree  m o n th s  since I  w as liv ing  in  th e  dese rt 
a s  th e  guest of ah  A rab shoik.”

J a n e  b rig h ten ed  u p  in  a  m o m en t. H ere  was' 
a  chance  a t  la s t  of hea ring  ab o u t som eth ing  th a t  
w ould in te re s t hor. Q uestion an d  answ er fo l
low ed each  o th e r  in  qu ick  succession, an d  iii 
less th a n  five m in u te s  th o  con v e rsa tio n  h a d  
d rif ted  aw ay in to  regions fa r  beyond th e  roach  of 
E d w ard  le Gros, w ho s a t glow ering a t  th e m  iu  a  
sulky silenco, w h ich  rem a in ed  unbroken  ti ll  tho  
clo th  w as draw n, au d  Miss- C u lpepper le f t tho  
gen tlem en  to  them selves.

“ D raw  up , boys—d raw  u p  c lose r,” said  th e  
squ ire. “ Jenk in s , b ring  in  tw o  b o ttle s  .o  ̂ th e  
b lue seal.”

E d w ard  drew  h is  ch a ir  u p  closer to  th e  squiro, 
w ho w as to ta lly  u n aw are  th a t  eve ry th ing  am ong 
h is  guests  w as n o t on  th o  ^p leasan test possib le 
footing. B o th  th e  b an k o r an d  h is  son  had  
ev iden tly  d e te rm in ed  to  ignore T om  u tte rly , 
b u t T om  accep ted  h is  fa te  w ith  unbroken  seren 
ity.

A fter a  l i t t le  tim e, th e  conversa tion  tu rn e d  on 
th e  p ro b ab ility  of a  now line  of ra ilw av  beiug  
m ade before long to con n ec t D uxley  w ith  a  cer
ta in  m an u fac tu rin g  tow n ab o u t fo r ty  m iles 
aw ay. M r C ulpepper w as strong ly  opposed to  
th e  schem e, b u t Mr. Cope w as ra th e r  in c lin ed  to  
view i t  w ith  favor.

“ One th in g  is q u ite  clear,” sa id  th e  bnnker. 
“Sir H nrry  F u lko  w ill do h is  b e s t  to  g e t th e  bill 
sm uggled th ro u g h  P a rliam e n t. T h e  p roposed  
line  w ould ju s t  c u t th ro u g h  th e  edge of h is  es ta te , 
and  th e  m oney lie w ould get for th e  sale of tho  
la n d  w ould be very  usefu l to  ln m  ju s t  n o w - a s  I  
h ap p e n  to  know .”

“ P ard o n  m e,” in te r ru p te d  Tom , “ b u t if Sir 
H arry  F u lk e’s w ord is w o rth  a n y th in g  a t  all, he 
is as strongly  opposed as  M r C ulpepper h im se lf 
to  th e  line  in  question .”

“ Aud p ray , s ir,” asked  th o  bauke r, w ith  con
siderable h au teu r, “m oy  I  be allow ed to  ask  how 
vou hap p en  to  know  Sir H a rry ’s opin ion  on th is  
im p o r ta n t p o in t ?”

“ Because I  h a d  i t  from  S ir H a rry ’s ow n lips,” 
answ ered  T om  sim ply . “ W o w ere ta lk ing  to 
g e th er 011 th is  very  sub jec t, only  a  fow evenings 
ago, a t  L o rd  T yneda le ’s.”

M r Cope s ta re d  a t  Т о т  ач though  h e  could 
h a rd ly  be  ieve th e  ev idence of h is  ow n senses 

“ Ah, w ell,” sa id  th e  squ ire w ith  a  chuckle, “ if 
Sir H a rry ’s opposed to  th e  line, wo m a y  m ake our 
m inds easy  th a t  we shall h e a r  very  l i t t le  m ore 
ab o u t i t . ’1-

“ I ’m  n o t so su re  011 th a t  po iu t,” answ ered  T om  
“ I know  fo r a  fa c t th a t  B loggs an d  H ayling, th e  
g rea t engineers, a re  verv  m uch  in te re s ted  in  g e t
ting  th e  schem e p ushed  fo rw ard , and  th e y  a re  
genera lly  credioed w ith  кпоъ ing  p ie t ty  w ell what 
th e y  a re  ab o u t.”

“ As you seem , sir, to  be  on  such  in tim a te  te rm s  
w ith  L ord  T ynedale ,” said  tho  banker w ith  a  
eeeer, “you can. perhaps , te ll  u s  th e  rea l in s  an d  
o n ts  of th a t  s tran g e  gam bling  tra n sa c tio n  w ith  
w hich  h is  lo rd sh ip ’s youngest ?on w as so rece n tly  
m ixed  up .”

“ I  c a n n o t te ll you  th e  rea l fac ts  of th e  case,” 
answ ered  T om . “ I  presum e, th a t  th e y  a re  
know n o n ly  to  tlio  рагМея m o s t concerned . B u t 
th is  I  can  te ll  you, t h a t  I . a n d  M r Cecil D rake 
th e  young gen tlem an  in  question , lived  to g e th e r  
fo r th re e  m o n th s  in  A lgeria on tb e  m o s t in t i 
m a te  te rm s ; and , from  m y  know ledge of h im  I  
feel perfec tly  sure t h a t  h is  sh a re  of th e  tra n sa c 
tion  you  allude  to  w as th a t  of a  s tr ic tly  hono rab le  
m a n .”

T h e  b an k e r  blew  h is  nose v io len tly . T h is  M r 
B ristow  was a  very  stran g e  youug m an , h e  sa id  to  
h im self. T he re  w as ev iden tly  a  m is tak e  som e
w here. P ro b ab ly  th e  sq u ir  > h a d  b lu n d e red  as 
u sual. In  th e  m ean tim e  i t  m ig h t bo ju s t  as  w ell 
to  be decen tly  civ il to  h im .

W hen th o  even ing  cam e to  an  end, an d  th e  
ban k e r w as p u ttin g  on h is  overcoa t in  th e  
hall, h e  w hispered  in  th e  sq ire’s e a r: • I  suppose 
you know  th a t  you r balance  is seven ty  pounds 
overdraw n ?”

T h e  sq u ire ’s face for a  m om en t tu rn e d  q u ite  
ghastly , an d  h e  c lu tched  a t  a  ch a ir  fo r su p p o rt.
He recovered h im se lf  w ith  a  laugh. “ I  knew  i t  
w as verv  low , b u t I  d idn ’t  know i t  w as over- 
d raw n ,” h e  w h ispered  back. “ B u t I  know  th a t  
I ’m  abou t, never fear. J u s t  m a rk  m y  w ords : 
before you aro  tw o  m o n th s  older, you’ll have a  b ig
ger ba lance  to  tho  créd it of T itu s  C ulpepper th a n  
you’ve ever h a d  yet. “ Oh, yes, I  know  perfec tly  
Well w h a t I ’m  ab o u t.”

“I ’m  very  glad to  h e a r  i t ,  I ’m  sure,” sa id  th e  
b an k e r w ith  a  dubious cough. “ I  th in k  wo shall 
h âve  som e ra in  befo re  m orning . G ood n igh t, Mr 
B ristow . V ery  p leased  to  h ave  m ade your ac
qua in tance . H ope wo sh a ll m e e t aga in .”

T ho banker t - o k  counsel w ith  h im se lf as h e  
w as being  d riven  hom o b y  h is  s^n . “ I  th in k  i t  
w ill be adv isab le  to  send E d w ard  to  New York 
fo r a  couple of m o n th s ,” h e  though t. “ In  case 
th o  w o rst conn  s to  th e  w orst, th e  affa ir can  th e n  
be b roken  off w ith o u t scandal. T h e  sq u ire ’s p lay 
ing som e underg round  gam e w hich  w ill b ring  h im  
to  grief if h e ’s n o t very, very  carefu l. M eanw hile, 
a d  I  can  do is to  w a it a n d  w atch .”

S trange to  say , Tom  B ris to w ’s d ream s th a t  
n ig h t w ere of J a n e  C ulpepper. “ I  w onder 
w h e th e r «lie d ream ed  ab o u t mo,” h e  m u rm u red  to  
h im se lf n e x t m orn ing  as  lie w as s trap p in g  h ia 
razor, “ N ot likely. A nd I  ;wa3 n o b e tie r  th a n  a 
fool to  d ream  a b o u t hor.”

[TO RE CONTINUED]

A  C H A N C E  T O  W O R K  “ IN G O G ,’

B y B ill N ye
Yesterday a man came into tbe office with 

the air of a m an who ia tired of this earth 
and wants to wing his way to a land of for
getfulness and plunge into the lethean depths 
of oblivion. After he had taken a seat on the 
tete-a-tete and hung his hat on tlie escritoire, 
he said :

“ I'm a newepapor man myself. D idn’t 
know but you might want a good man on the 
staff, somebody to write up the sad features 
of life and furnish the tearful wail, as it were. 
Life is full of woe, and in my estim ation  
every paper should have a woe editor. I am 
well fitted for that position, as you will see if 
I may be aîlowod to go on and detail my own 
experience to you.

“ I went down into Kansas and started a 
paper in a small town on the Sante Fo Road, 
with the assurance that I would meet with the  
cordial aid and sympathy of the people there.
I didn’t expect to do a big business, but I just 
wanted to run a little modest paper with 
patent telegraph news and electrotype edito
rials in it. The first week m y patent inside, 
did not get there, and I had to print that issi 
on some paper bags that I got from our let 
iag  grocer. This was an advantage because* 
his ad. waa already printed on the firet page 
and it saved the wear and tear of display 
type. Still the paper looked meagre and did 
not attract the attention that I had hoped for 
it. It did not influence the administration 
nor boom up the town as I  had anticipated.

“ The next week I  wrote up a little social 
party and gave the nam e of a jou n g  man who 
was diunk and frolicsome and shot out all the 
lights. JFIe also shot an old man who waa 
1 calling off ” the dance.

“ I thought the press ought to bo fearless 
and outspoken if the occasion required, and I 
wrote it up carefully, and, as I  thought, 
fairly, but the young m an camo round next 
day and convinced me that I was wrong. I 
was writing a eoathing article on agnosticism  
when he came in and knocked me under the 
job press with a chair. I didn’t know him  
at all, and I thought it wa3 rather eccentric j 
for a total stranger, eo whon I got up again I  
told bim do. Then he jammed me into the 
wood-box and poured a keg of ink and a can 
of coal oil on me before I  could have any un* 
derstanding with him.

“ Then he went away.
“ That evening he came with some friends 

and bought the good will of th e establish
ment, and the wholo office and subecription 
list of me. He had the advantage of me, and 
bought it low. I felt that I  was m aking a 
sacrifice, but I was afraid I  m ight not have  
another opportunity to peil, so I sold. The 
price, of course, was nom inal, cut the induee- 
ments held out were not to be ignored.

“ Since then I  have started three papers 
and had three large and hotly contested  
fights. My collar bone has been broken in  
two places, and my doctor’s bills have always 
boen bigger than the other expenses of the 
office. The dentist has been pulling teeth  
out of my palate ever j?ince I entered the 
newspaper business. As soon as I  got so I  
could see with both eyes one of them as been 
closed up on me, and my nose has at 
differont tim es pointed around all over my  
face.

*■ W hat I  want now is a chance to work on 
somo paper incog., as I m ight esy, and where 
I wiil be by. m yself. J can take most any our- 
rent event and tinge it with sadness. I  can 
give an air of hopelesg melancholy to the oc* 
curences of evei'yday life that will make your 
paper known all over the world. I  wilJ admit 
that thie is an innovation in journalism , per
haps, but it will take, I think, and I  know  
that I can succeed in imbuing into m y work 
that settled air of gloom that I  feel. Your 
paper will win for itself in  a short tim e the  
name of. being tho most ghaatly record of dis
appointment and. grief stricken, horror soaked 
remorse in the known world.”

The manager sobbed a fow tim es and then  
said, while his voice was choked with emotion, 
that the opaque gloom department was ably 
filled at present, and the stranger went oat 
into the cold, hard, unsym pathizing outer 
world, taking wiih him  hia leaden burdön of 
woe. and a siik umbrella that stood in  the 
hall.—Boomerang.

A  S C R E W  H A C K M A N .

H o w  H e S w in d led  a  M arried  C ou p le
A Niagara F alls hackman told the follow

ing siiory :
“ There was a party, just married, came 

here from Chicago last week. I  hooked ’em.
‘ I want to see the F alls,’ said the husband,
‘ an’ I want to be driven all over ; how much 
will it cost ?’ I  sized him up an’ says : ‘ Ten  
dollars, sir, an’ I ’ll give you my best team .’ 
His wife said sbe would like it, an’ in  they  
got. I  drove ’em over to the park, g o t ’em  
inside, and the gatekeeper says, ‘ 31.60, 
please.’ The man paid it. I  took ’em over 
to the shaft to  go down, an’ tho keeper says 
SI each, please.’ H e paid it. Down stairs 
the man said ‘ $1 each to go under the falls.’ 
He paid it. Then over the Suspension bridge,
‘ 11.75,’ said tho man in charge. He paid it. 
Down to tho whirlpool, * fifty cents ea ch / 
said tho keeper. He paid it. Then around 
to the place where you can see Brook’s m on
um ent. ‘ Fifty cents each,’ said the keeper. 
He paig it. Then up to tbe Burning Spring  
wo went. ‘ One dollar each,’ said the man  
at the door. He paid ifc. Then to the mu« 
seum, it  took * fifty cents each.’ Oh, how 
the fellow kicked. Then * m y dear,’ he said 
to h is w ifo ,4 go ineide, I ’ll be in seon .’ But%| 
he comes to me an’ he says, ‘ Ole chap, how  
many того  places are there ?’ ‘ A dozen or ‘ 
fifteen,’ says I. ‘ W ell, h erV  be eays, « I ’ll 
make a deal with you. W hen my wife comes 
out tell her there are no more places to visit 
an’ I ’ll give you $5 .’ H e did. an’ I lied to  
his wife an’ drove ’em hem e. They took the 
train that night, an’ I  missed ’em. Bill 
Johnson cart&d ’em down to tho depot an’ 
charged ’em two dollars each.”

— An air tight clock is being made for 
W esleyan University. Ifc winds iteelf by 
means of an electral apparatus, and as the air 
is exhausted from the case when it is started, 
atmospheric disturbances are avoided.


