—You called me a liar, did you ?” he said. “ Then,
take that " and as he spoke, he flung the remain-
ing contents ofjthe glassinto Lionels face, and

sent the glass itself crashing to the other side of
the room.
Anotherinstant and Dering’s terrible fingers
ero closed around Osmond’s throat. This last
insult was more than he could bear. His self-
control was flung to tho winds. Osmond’snerve-
less frame quivered and shook helplessly in the
strong man’sgrasp. lle was as powerlessto help
himself as any child would have been. His eyes
“I say, Bering, it ain’ttwelve o'clock yet You’ll wore starting from his head, and his face betf;m-
give me half an hour in the billiard room before nlngé1 to turn livid, w'hen Rester started for-
ward.
Ho wasget- “Don’t choke him Li,” he said. “ Dont Kkill

going to roost.
Percy Osmond was the speaker. k
ting out of tho brougham which had brought tho the beggar quite.” . i
three gontleman back from Pincoto, where they “ Youmean, contemptible hound!” said Der-
hid been dining. His voice was thick, and his ing, as he loosened his grasp and flung Osmond
gait unsteady. Itwas evident that he had been away ;who staggered and fell to the ground, gasp-
indulging rather too froely in Squire Culpepper’s ing for breath, and hardly knowing for the mo-
old port. mentjwliat had befallen him. i
“ You've surely had enough billiards for ono ~ With a few wild gasps and a tug or two at his
night.” said Lionel, good humovdly. *“I should cravat, he _soem; d to i»artially recover himself.
havo thought that tho thrashing you gave young Raising himself on his left elbow, ho put his
Cope would h'ive satisfied you 'till “to-morrow righthand deep down inside his waistcoat, and
morning. from some secret pocket there he drejewhat
“twant to thrash you as I thrashed him. looked like a to%/ pistol, but which was a "deadly
“You shall thrash me as much as you like in weapon enough in competent hands. Before
the marning.” either Roster or Lionel knew what he was about,
“This is what they call country hospitality ! he had taken jioint blank aim at the latter, and
said Osmond, turning to Koster. “ Condemned fired. Butdrink had mude his hand unsteady,
to go to bod at eleven-thirty, like so many virtu- and tho bulletintended for Lionel’s brain passed
ous peasants in an opera. Klo more brandy.no harmlessly through his hair, and lodged in the
more cigars, 110 more billiards Nothiug but panelling behind. .
everlasting bod. How very good w are in the = Restersprang at him,wrenohed the pistol from
his hand, aud filing it to the otoer end of the
Kestei- laughed. “ 1 told you that you would room Ashe did so, the thought passed through
soon grow tired ofthe rural districts,” he said. his mind : “ If that bullet had only been aimed
“The rural districts themselves are all very two inches lower, what a difference it wouldhave
nice and proper. I've said nothing against them,” made to me !I” “ Osmond are you going to turn
said Mr Osmond, as he sat down “deliberately on assassin ?” he said. *You mustcome with me.”
tho stairs, for they were all in the house bytbis He helped him from the ground, took his right
time. “It’s the people who live in them that I arm firmly within his, and led him towards the
complain of. To send your guests to bed at door. . .
eleven-thirty against their will, and to decline a “ That is tho way we serve those who insult us
simple gumo of billiards with one of them be- out west,” said Osmond. “Only; for once, |
eause you’re afraid to acknowledge that lie’s the missed mv aim. But 17l fight it out with him
better player of tho two—can this be your old to-morrow, anyhow he likes.” . .
English hospitality ?” “ To-morrow we wiil settle our little differ-
- dear Osmond, | will play you a game of ences as gentlemen of honor should settle such
billiards with pleasure, if your mind is sot on it,” things,”said Rester, soothingly. And with these
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CHAPTER XI.

IN THE DEAD OF NIGHT.

said Lionel. “1bad 110 idea that you were so words holed him from the room.
éarafstin the matte-. Como along. | daresay  Lionel sank back on a chair, sick, w_ea%, and
the lamps are still alight.” disgusted; and so sat without moving till Rester

“Spoken like a nobleman,”said Osmond, with came back’some ten minutes later. i
tipsy gravity. “Il accept your apology. Just “Whathave you done With Osmond ?” ho said.5
order up some brandy and seltzer, there’s a good  “ I have given him in charge of my man, who
eHow. St. George, you’ll come and mark for won't leave him till ho lias seen him safely in
us?” L bod. He would insist on having more brandy.

“"With pleasure,” said Kester. “1I’ll joiu you 11 In ten minutes he will be sleeping the sleep
two minutes.” He left them at tho top of the ofthe drunken.” .
stairs, thev going towards tho billiard-room. He Lionel rose with a look of pain, and pressed one
was anxious to know whether Pierre had got hand to the side of his head.
back from London. “Gotone of your bad headaches?”asked Rester.

“Yes, there sat Pierre in the dres ing room, “Yes;aboutthe worstthat | ever remember to
quiet, watchful, and alert as ever. Everything havo had.”
gone off all right ?”” said Mr. St. George. “Is there no cure for them ?"

“Evertliing has gone off quite right, sir ” said “None, but patience.”

“ But, surely, they may be alleviated ?”

“1 have tried remedies without end, but to 110
purpose.”

“Will you let me makexo
a prescription of my own?

Pierre. . .
“Therewill beno hitch as regards the tele-
gram to-morrow morning, eh ?”

“ None whatever, sir.”

“You need not sit up for mo.”

uup a mixture from
| have all the ma-

“Very well, sir.” terialsat hand. If 1 make itup, willyou promise
“And yet—on second thoughts—you had per- to take it ? | don’tsay it will cure yourheadache,
haps better do so.” but I do believe that it will give you relief.”

Yes.sir.” There was a strangely anxious, almost hgggard
Kester took off his dress-coat, put on an old look on his face as he spoke thus, and yet his eyes

shooting jacret and a smokins-cap, and then were never onco benton Lionel Ho had pickod

went off to tho biliiard-room. up one of the cues, and seemed to be busily ex-
“ Monsieur St.George meaus mischiefto night,” am_ining it. When he had done speaking, he

said Pierre, smiling to himself, and rubbinq his waited for his cousin’s answer with parted lips,

hands slowly. “Its notvery often I see that light iu a sortof breathless hush.

in his eye. "When £do see’it, | know it meansii0  Lionellaughed a rather dismal laugh.

good to somebody.” “ Well, if you havo any faith in your mixture,
Rester found thee two men chalking their cues. | don’t mind trying it,” he said. “lIt can’t make

A servant was mixing a tumbler of brandy and the pain any worse, and there is just a faint

seltzer for Osmond. chance that it may ease it abit, orthat | may
“1'll play you one game, a hundred tip ” said fancyitdoeBwhich is pretty much the same

Osmond, as enon as tho servant had left ttie thing.”

room ; and Il back my own play for ton The cue dropped from Rester™ fingers aud rat-

pounds.” tled to the floor. “What was that?” he said
“You knowthat | never bet,” said Lionel. suddenly, looking round with a shiver. ‘lcould
“1 wouldu't give tbe snuff ofa candle for a fel- havo sworn that somebody touched me Ol the

low who hasn’t the pluck to back hisown play,or shoulder.”

his own opinion,” said Osmond with a sneer. “Thero was no one here but ourselves,” said

“1 don’t mind taking you,” said Rester Aionel languidly. The pain was almost more
quickly. than he could boarup against. = .
“Done !” said Osmond. “ Rester recovered his equanimity after an im-

Lionel could not repressa movementof annoy- patient “Pish”at his folly, aud (he two men went
an»«. slowlx out of tlie billiard room together. Out-

Both he and Osmond were good billiard players, side the door Rester whispered in his cousin’s
butho was the better of the two. This, however, ear, “I will go andfetch tho mixture and be back
was a point which Osmond, whd was proud of again in two minutes,”Lionel nodded, and Rester
his ability with the cue, would never concede. was gone.
With Lionel, billiard playing was an easy, natural “Why need lie have whispered to me ?” asked
gift ; with Osmond it was tho result of intense Lionel of himself. “Thero 'wa”no oneto over-
study and application. With the formerit seem- hear han, There’s something queer abouthim
ed the easiestthing in the world to play well— tonight. A little touch ofthe biues, perhaps;
with the litter ono of the most difficult. They and yet he never seemsto drink very hard.”
had played much together during Osmond’s visit Lionelwent off to his rooms—a bed room and
to Park'Newton, but Osmond could never lose drawingroom en sui'.e, next to the rooms
with eqanimify. He became disagreeable and occupied by Osmond. He took off his coat and
quarrelsome tho moment the game began to go tie, and unbottoned his waistcoat, and then sat

against him, and, rather than have a down with his feet on the fender waiting for
scene under his own roof. Lionel would Roster, i i

play carelesslv, and allow his oppon- Lionel Dering had been troubled with occa-
ent to win game after, game. uch sional headaches of a very distressing kind ever

had been his intention in tho present case till since he could remember anything, and h* had
Roster foolishly accepted t)Emond’s bet. After quite made up his mind that he must b« so
that, to have lost the game would havo been to troubled, till the end of the chapter. He had 110
lose Roster’s money also ; aod, foolish aswas tho faith in his cousiu's proposed remedy, but he
bet, Lionel did not feel disposed to let Osmond would take it simply to obbge Rester.

benefit by it. Besides, to wm Osmond’s money Rester was not long away. He entered tho
was to touch him in his only vulnerable point, room presently, carrying a small silver tankard
and it seemed to Lionel that ho fully deserved to in his hand.

be made to smart. “1 can’t tell you how sorry | feel forthisnight’s

The game began and wont on with varying suc- work,” said Lionel.
cess. smond had oranlc far too much wine to  “What have you done that you should feel
play well, and Lionel, in a mood of utter indiffer- sorry for?” asked Rester, as he put down the
ence, missed stroke after stroke in a way that- tankard on the table.
made Rester groan inwardly with vexation. “1 ought to have loft the billiard - room
Lionel, in truth, was disgusted ‘witk himself and instead of flying at poor little Ormond in the
disgusted with his opponent. “1°d far sooner brutal way I did. He was half drunk to-night,aud
follow the plough all my life on Gatehouse Farm, didn’t know what he was about. He would have
than bo condemned to “associate very much with apologised in the morning, and then everything
meu like thisone,” he said to himself. ‘And yet would have come out all right.”
the world calls him_a gentleman '« “ Considering the provocation you received, |

“Call the game, St George,” cried Osmond in think you acted throughout with the greatest
his most insolent tone. i forbearance. Osmond, to say the least of Iif,is not

“Seventy-five—fifty-two and your royal high- worthy of any serious consideration.”
ness to play,”said Rester. i “Butyouwill see him in the morning, won’t

“Noneofj'our sneers,” said Osmond. “Sev- you, and act as peacemaker between us, if it be
euty-five—fifty-two eh 2—Well, put me on three possible to do so ?"
moio. And ‘three more—very carefully. A ~ “Certainly, if you wish it." .
miss, by Jove 1 Ought to have bad that middle “1 do wish it. " The brawlwas an utterly dis-
pocket.* reputable piece of business. | oughtnot to havo

“Fifty-two—eighty-one,” called St George. letmy temper overmaster me. | ought, under

“How doos your ten pounds look now, eh?” 110 circumstances,to have forgotten that Percy
asked Osmond with a chuckle. Osmond was my guest.” .

“ Notvery rosy, | must confess,” said Rester, “Well, never mind all that now. Wo can dis-
with ashrug of his shoulders, and an appealing cuss the affair fully in the morning. See, | have
glance at his cousin. brought 50u the mixture I spoke of for your

“1hope you are prepared to pay up ifyou lose,” head. |think you will find thatit will do you
said Osmond insolently. ood.”

Roster started to hisfeet, but Lionel laid a hand
on his shoulder.

*Thegame is not yet I~st, Mr Osmond,

good.
He held outthe tankard as he spoke. His
Bale face looked paler than ever to night—his
” lie black mustache blacker than ever; but his
said, coldly, but courte usly. restless eyes seemed to fix themselves anywhere
“1 guessit’sin a dying state as far as you’re rather than 011 his cousin’s face. Lionel took
concerned,” said Osmond, coughing his" little the tankard from Roster’s hand, and drank offthe
eflieminate cough. contents at a draught. Then wiped his lips with
Lionel played.and made a brilliant break of his pocket handkerchief, and having no coat on
thirty. ho stuffed the handkerchief carelessly under his
“ Eighty-one—eiglity-two,” called Rester, and braces for the time being.
there was a triumphant ling in his voice as he “ And now 1’1l leave you to sweet slumber and
did so. happy dreams,”said Rester, as he took back the
Osmond, white with the rage he could nothide, empty tankard. “Yourhead will bo better by
said nothing. Ho laid down his cigar, chalked his morning, I do notdoubt. Good night.”
cue carefully, played, and missed. “ Good night,”responded Lionellanguidly from
“Justlike zily luck I” he cried, with an oath. his chair by the fire.
‘Dering you might give a fellow something de- Roster went softly out, and closed tho door
centto smoke,” he addod, as he flung his cigar lightly behind him. .
*into tho grate. Five minutes passed away, aud then Lionel
“The cigars aro good ones. | smoko them my- awoke with a start to find thathe had uncon-
self,” said Lionel quietly. sciously fallen into a dose over the fire. The
“ Anyhow, they are not fitto offer to a gentle- painin hishead certainly seemed a little better
already ; but when ho rose to his feet, he found
“1 did not offer them to a gentleman. that he could hardly stand. His limbs seemed
helped yourself." too weak to support him, and he was overcome
“'Of course 1did,” lie answered, not compre- with a dull, heavy drowsiness such as he had

You

hending the irony of Lionel’s remark. “And never felt before. The room and every-
deuced bad smokes they are.” thing in it began to rock slowly up and
Lionel played and ran his score up to ninety- down like the "cabin of a ship  at sea.

There were only two candles outlie table, but

eight, !
Lionel seemed to see a dozen. Sleep—sleep of

“Two more will make you game,” said Kes-

er. the deepest—seemed to be numbing both his
“Two more would not have made him game if heart and his brain. Consciousness was fast
he hadn’t played with my ball insteadg of his leavinghim. Ho staggeredrather than walked to

0.vn,” said Osmond, his Ii;lzls

“1 have not played wit
my own, Mr Osmond.”

“1 repeat that you have.
cannon in your lastbreak, you played with tho T 2 i <
wrong ball. You cannoned again, and then re- nextmorning, it was broad daylight when lie
sumed play with your own ball.” opened his oyes. Ho had togather his wits to-

“You are mistaken - indeed 34lll are,” said gether and to think for a minute or two before
Lionel, earnestly. he couldcall to mind how and why it was that

“ Oh, of course I” sneered Osmond. “It’snot he found himself lymg there, 011 his dressing
to be expectei that you would say anything room couch, instead ofin hiebed sasusual. Then
else.” all tho events of the evening flashed across his

“Did you see the stroke, Rester ?” appealed mindin amoment; tho quarrel in the billiard
Lionel. room ; the pistol shot; the painin his head : the

“ Certainly 1 did. You playe draught given him by his cousin, and the strange
ball and not with Mr Osmond’s. effectithad upon him. “It must have been

“oicoure, Rester is bouud to back up all we avery powerful narcotic,” said Lionel to him-
say ! Our bankrupt relation can’t afford to do self. "“But, atall events, it lias cured my head-

livid with rage. the couch o1l the opposite side of the room. He

your ball instead of reachedit. Ho had justsense enough to fling
himself on it, and then he remembered nothing

After the second more. i .

Ho remembered nothing more till he awoke

d with your own

otherwise. Ho has ten pounds on tho game, aud ac)for.* i i .
By turning his head he could see the timepiece
“By Heaven, Osmond !” buret out Mr St Ollthe bureau. It was nine o’clock, an hour
George. Lionel again laid his hand on his cou- and a half past his usual timo of rising. But,

late asit was, he felt a strange disinclination t >
Mr Osmond is my gue.t,” he said, impressive- getting up. Ho feltas if he could lie there all
ly, “In amomentof temper he has made use of day without moving. His mind was perfectly
ceitain expressions which no will bo the first to cléear; the pain had loft his head ; but his limbs
regret to-morrow. Let uslook upon tho game seemed heavy, useless, inert. He would stay
as"a drawn one, and, if need be, discuss it fully thero f r just ten minutes longer, he said to
over breakfast in the morning.” himself, and then he would positively get up.
“You have an uncommonly nice way of slip- Rester would bo waiting breakfast for him, and
ping out of a difficulty, Dering, I must contest he was anxious t& know how Osmond was this
Butit won’t wash with mo. The moment | find moining, and whatrecollection he retained of the
a man’s not acting on thosquare, | brand him fracas overnight.
before tho world as a chea: and a blackleg.” ButOsmand was up already. He could hoar
“Your language is very strong, MrOsmond.” him moving about the next room. Solar all is
*No stronger than the case demands.” well. But what could be the result of their
“ 1 assure you again, o11 my word of honor, that quarrel ? Osnv nd must leave Park Newton, and
you are mistaken in saying that I playod With atour*e. No othor course was Now that
the wrong ball.” he listened more particularly, he could hear the
“ And I'assure you, oi1 my word of honor, that footsteps of more than one person in the next
1am not mistaken ” room—of more than two—of several. And there
“ I«]ven granting for a moment that, in mistake, wero footsteps in the corridor, passing to and fro
1 did play the wrong ball, you cannot suppose asifin ahurry. There was a whispering, too, as
that I would knowingly attempt t) cheat you for if close outside his door ;then tho hurried mut-
tlie sake of a paltry ten pounds” terln? of many voices in Osmond’s room ;then
“But I can and do suppose it,” said Osmond, wienc gfsfgh%fhtc\)/\agedoors farawayjn the opposite
vehemently- “The fat of your being arich rFa .
mail has nothing to do with it.” | have known a oWghatl‘?O”.ld Ilt ?1” mezn?l Was Osmkm:jd ".'E
marquis cheat at cards for the sake of half a QF Was lie simplyhaving his luggage packed, wit
sovereign Why shouldn’t you try to cheat me the view of leaving London by the forenoon
out of ten pounds ?” train ? Lionel spranﬂ to his feet without another
“ Your experience of the world, Mr Osmond, moment’s delay. The sudden change of position

id made him dizzy. Ho pressed his fingers over
sRei%rr?slt(éohlg?/yo been a very unfortunate one,\said both his eyes fora moment or two whilo lie re-

? . . d_hi If. Again th i f
“Perhaps it has, aud perhaps it hasnt,” said govere fmse gamn ere aas @ nowe o

a U > whispering in the corridor outside. Lionel made
Osmond, savagoiy. *Anyhow, it has taught me g step or two forward towards the door, and then
to be o11 the look out for ro./ftes

y ,, cameto adeadstop—horrorstricken by something
* Osmond, aro you mad, or drunk, or both?” \hich lie now saw forthe first time. ~The pocket
cried Rester. liandKercliief which he had stuffed carelessly
“ Alittle of both,”said Lionel, sternly. “I1fhe under his braces overnight had fallen to
wore not under my own roof, I would horsewhip »he ground when ho_sprang from the couch. As
him till lie went down on his knees and proclaim- he stooped to pick it up, he; saw that it was
ed himself a liar anri bully he really is.” stained with blood. But whose blood? It could
Osmond was iu the act ¢f lifting aglass of notbe hisown—there was nothing the matter
brandy and seltzer to his li; s as Lionel spoke. withhim. Butifnothis, whose?
He waited, without drinking, till Lionel had done. Now that ho looked at himself more closely

sin’ shoulder.

there were crimson streaks on the frontof the “Well youmust come and dine with methi* to no purpose.
shirtwhere the handkerchief had rested against evening. “Can't stay now.
it, and o11 his wristbands there were other streaks fifteen minutes.” very logically enforced. Whocould have resisted
of the same ominous color. “ That’sthe very place to which | wantto go her loving, passionate plea.
He had picked up the handkerchief, and was wi you,”
gazing atitin a sortof maze of dread and per- “Eh? Blessm
Elexity,when there camo asudden imperative there for ?”
nocking at his dressing room door. Next mo- To see the same man that you are going
ment the door was opened, aud, lifting up his to visit—to see my dear friend, Lionel Dering.”
bewildered eyes, Lionel saw clustered in tlie

It is possible thathisarguments jrunning away from the friends of my youth, and

netnt “1'm not so sure Oll that poiut,” answered Tom
I'm dueatthe jail in were notvery powerful ones ;that they were not the town of my birth.

“1 know for a fact that Bloggs and Hayling, the
X “lcannot say that you are altogether wrong,” great engineers, are verv much interested in get-
i ! Not Lionel, whose answered Jane wiih a smilo. “Paoa is a little fing the scheme pushed forward, and they are
heart, despite his outward show of re3istance, jmpulsive at times, as | daresay you know, and ghenerally credioed with knob ing pietty well what
y heart, what do youwant to go wentout half-way to meet hers,as Edith’'s own in- judges everyone from hie owu peculiar stand- ey are about.”
stinct too surely told lier. o point.” “As you seem, sir, to be on such intimate terms
Three days later they were married in the = “ which means, in m with Lord Tynedale,” said tho banker with a
| chapel. Mr Hoskyns made a special journey to cause | was bora in “you can. perhaps, tell us the real insand
“ Why, goodness gracious, you dontmean to Londonandbroughtback the liscence.” Onestipu- earned my bread there,

case, | suppose, that be
uxley, T oughtto have eeeer,

: : B I 9 ¥ ! died there, and been onts ofthat strange gambling)transaction with
doorway the frightened faces of five or six of his say and Mr Hoskyns took off his spec- lation was made by Lionel, that the puried there.” which his lordship’syoungest?on was so recently
own servants. i . tacles, and stared at Tom in blank% mazement.  marriage should be kept a profound “sSomething of tho kind, doubtless. Old fash- mixed up.”

ZJ'What is tho matter ?” he asked, and his voice ~ Then Tom had to explain,in the fewest possi- secret, _and a profound secret it was ioned prejudices, you would call them, Mr Bris- “lcannot tell you the real facts of the case,”
sounded strangely unfamiliar both to hioaself ble words, how it happened thatbs and Lionel kept. The witnesses were Mrs Garside, tow.” answered Tom. “| presume, that they are

and others. . Dering were such excellentfriends. Five minutes
“Oh, ifyou please, sir—Mr Osmond—the gen- laterthey were on their way to the jail.
tleman in the next room !” gasped Pearce the As they passed through the lawyei’s outer of
butler. . fice, Tom glanced round. W ith one exception, keys whose duty it wis to attend to Lionel had
“What is the matter with Mr Osmond ?** the faces ofall there were strangers tohim. The no suspicion of what had taken place.
“He has been murdered in the dead of exception wasnota very inviting person to look Three weeks had come and gme since the
night I at,but Tom wentup and shook hands with him. marriage of Lionel and Edith when Tom Bristow
Lionel caught at the edge of atable for sup- He was a tall, big boned, Iooselg built man of first set foot inside the gaol.
port Hisbrain reeled—all the palses of his being five aud forty. Aressed in rust lack—an awk-
seemed to stand still wbh dread. ward shambling s *rt of follow, unshaven and
“Murdered! Percy Osmond murdered!” He uncombed, with grubby hands and bleared eyes,
breathed the words rather than spoke them and with awild shaggy mop of hair which had
alon 1. Then for the first time he saw that all oncebeenjetblack, but wasnow thickly sprinkled . . .
those frightened eyes clustered iu the doorway with grey. The man’s features were wanting  Lionel Dering was blessed with one of those
were fixed, not 011’ him but o1 the terrible token neither in power 11> intellect, but they were e€quable dispositions which predispose their
whiclihe wasstillholding in hishand. Hodropped marred byan air of habitual dissipation—of sot- owner to look always at the sunny side of every
it with a shudder, and strode forwfftxi towardsthe tishness, even—which he made 110 effort to con- thing ; and even now, in prison, and with sucha
door. They all shrank from him as though he ceal. terrible accusation hanging overhim, no oneover
were stricken with tne plague. «Jabez Creede is still with you, | see,” said saw him downhearted or in any way distressed.
“ Great Heaven ! they cannot suspect that I Tom, as he and the lawyer walked down the Therewasabouthim a serenity, a'quiet cheer-
have done the deed 1" he whipered to himself. street. fulness. wnich nothing seemed able to disturb ;
“We must see to this at once,” he said aloud.  “Yee, I still keep him on,” answered Hoskyns. and when in the company cf others he was
No one spoke. There was a dead, ominous “though if | have threatened once to turn him usually as gay and animated as if the four walls
silence. The crimson stains on his slilrt were away, | have ahundred times. With his dirty, Of hiscell had beeu those of his own study at
visible, ani, every eye was now fixed on »hem. drunken ways, the man, as a man, is unbearable Park Newton. The ordeal was, in any case a
Lionel paused for a moment at the threshold to tome: but, as aclerk, | don’t know whatl should Very trying one; but, it would have be«nin-
gather »erve. do withouthim. For engrossing or copying he is finitely more so bat for the swreet oiiices of love

“ | dare say | should.
respect for all that.”

Hoskyns, Mr Dux, the governor, and the chief
ward/r. Beyond the3e four, ani the chaplain,
the knowledge did not extend. Even the turn

But they are worthy of known only to tlio parMesa most concerned. But
this I can tell you, thatl.and Mr Cecil Drake
“Is notthat somewhat of a paradox ?” the young gentleman in question, lived together
“ Hardly Bo, | think. Men liko Mr Culpepper, forthree months in Algeria on tbe most inti-
with their eonservativism, and their traditions of mate terms; and, from my knowledge of him |
a past—which, itshould not ho forgotten, was not feel perfectly sure that his share of the transac-
a past, but a present, when they were young peo- tion you allude to was thatof astrictly honorable
ple, and is, consequently, not so very antiquated man.
—wi ith their faith in old institutions, old modes
of thought, old friendships, and—and old wine, Bristow wasa very strange youug man, he said to
aro simply invaluable in this shitty, restless, himself. There wasevidently a mistake some-
out of breath erain which we live. They are where. Probably the squir >had blundered as
like the roots of grass and tangle which bind to- usual. In the meantime it might bo justaswell
gether the sandhills on awon ly fihoro. They to be decently civil to him.
conserve for us the essence of anexperience ~ When tho evening came to an end, and the
which dates from years before wo were born; banker was putting on his overcoat in the
which will sweeten on-lives, if we know howto hall, he whispered in the sqire’sear: <l suppose
use it; as' yonder pot pourri of faded rose you know that your balance is seventy pounds
leaves sweetens this room, and whispers to us Overdrawn ?”
that, in summers long ago. flowers as sweet The squire’s face for a moment turned quite
bloomed and faded, as those which blossom ghastly, and he clutched at a chair for support.
for us to-day and will fade and leave us to-mor- Herecovered himself with a laugh. “ I knew it
row.” was verv low, but | didn’t know it was over-
drawn,” he whispered back. “But | know that
I’'m about, never fear. Just mark my words :
before you aro two months older, you’llhave abig-
ger balance to tho crédit of Titus Culpepper than

The banker blew his nose violently. This Mr
CHAPTER XIII.

ADINNER AT PINCDTE.

N W hen Jou are as old as papa, Mr Bristow,”
said Jane, with a_laugh, “ 1 believe you will bo
just as conservative and full of prejudices as he
1s.”

As he stood thus, Pierre Janvard came quickly useless, his hand is far too shaky. But in one and friendship which he owed, in_one ™wu o 000 | m sure.” said Tom earnestly. “Only you'veever had yet. *“ Oh, yes, | know perfectl
out of Osmond’s room, carrying some small arti- other respect lie i3 invaluable to me ; his mem- case to his wife, and in the other to his friend. my prepudiéeé will differin some degr)e,é fron){ &Vell what 1'm a%out." , YES, p y
cle between the thumb and finger of his ”%m ory is like a prodigious store house, i’ which he Either Edith or Tom_ saw him every day pid 35 hiswould doubtless differ in degree from  “I'm very glad to hear it, I'm sure,” said the
hand. His face was paler than usual, and his can lay his hand Oilany particular article at a But when_ ail his visitors had gone, and ., <’y his father, because | happen to hAve banker with a dubious cough. “I think wo shall
hhalfcloaedheyes had a|50ft of fe“FeiXPFGSSIOH in. moments notice. He knows how useful he is to ”I'gh[ _and_s(ljl_einco had setftleddd(t)r\qvnt %u {hfe grtlhm been born some thirty years later in tho world’s have some rain before morning. Good night, Mr
them which was not pleasant to look upon. me, and he presumes on that knowledge to do 0ld prison—dileace so profoun atbut torthe pj ” i \ T ac-

P 0 P recurring voice of a dlpstantclock, as it counted history. Bristow. Very pleased to have made yourac

“If you please, s r, is this your property ?” he things that | wouid submit to from no other clerk

said, addressin in Mr

Edward Cope the

At this moment the servant ushered
and Mr

3 p A t g int . H hall t .
himself to Lionel, and displaying iu my employ/’ the hours _slowly and solemnly, lie could haye Cope the banker, qu?;]rt]) al?ac:ker ?»%ekwgosunaselmvs{etha%?rlr?self as he

a small je: stud set in filagree gold There was 110 difficulty in passing Tom into the fancied himself the lastman leftalivo il the poi\orid’souy. Jane rose and introduced Tom to was being driven homo by his sAn. 1 think it

Lionel’s fingers went up instinctively to his jail. In the case of a prisoner of such disiinction World—then it was that he felt liis situation tho “MF Brist friend of s.” The will be agvisame to send )édward to New York

shirt front in search of the missing stud. as Mr Dering, some ofthe more stringent of the most. Hehad been so usedto an active, out- i aenrrlle?% Sonrstarrlgdt)\/\a/,ta_l_orr:lenfo:)a rﬁ%‘?naesm anée for acouple of months,” he thought. “In case
i door life that he could not now tire himself suffi- ; ¥ p ! ant

“Yes, that is my property,” he said, “Where Frison regulations were to a certain extent re-
did you find it?” axed. Besides wliicli Mr Hoskyns and the gov-
| found it just now, sir, clutched in the hand ernorwere bosom friends, playiig whist together It was these hours of darkness, when the rest
of Mr. Percy Osmond, who lies murdered in the two or three evenings a week tho winter through, 0f the world was abed, and the long, long hours
next room.” and wrangling over tho odd trick as only old of daylightin the early summer mornings before
comé)anions can wrangle; sothatthe lawyer’s itwusyet awake, which tired him more than
CHAPTER XII. word soon placed Tom inside the magic gates, auything else. Atsuch times, when he was tired
TOM BRISTOW’S RETURN. and after he had beon introduced to Mr Dux, the Of reading—and ho had never before read so
“What can be sweeter or more charmiug than aforesaid governor, lie might bo said to be duly muchin soshort aspace of time—he could do
an English May day ? | declare I've seen possessed of the Open Sesame of tho grim nothing butlie back on his pallet, with his a 1lis
nothing in the East at allcomparable to it ” old building. curled under his head, and tbink. The mornings
The Ispeaker was Torn Bristow ; the per-  “Tnis is Kind of you, Bristow, verp kind " ex- Were balmy, sott and bright. Through the ceil
son thus addressed wa3 a casual com- claimed Liouel, as $e'strode forward to greet his casement, which lie could ‘open at will, he could
pagnon de voya(};]e, whose acquaintance lie had friend. "When we parted last we little thought hearthe merry twittering of innumerable spar-
made during the Channel passage ; and tho thatournextmeeting would be in these halls of 'ows. He could see the slow shadows sliding,
scene was a first class compartment in the dazzling light,” He laughed a dismal laugh
mail train from Dover to Loudon. and pressed Tom down into hisown chair.

inch by inch, down the grey stone walls of the
prison'yard, aa the sun rose higher in the &ky.

_“You wouldn’t be so ready to praise an Eng- Foramomentortwo Tom would nottrusthim -

lish May day if you had been here last week, as | self to speak. “There’s a bilver lining to every

then nodded his bull head, and then drawing a tho worst connsto the worst, the affair can then
chairup to tho piano, proceeded to take posses- be broken off without scandal. The squire’splay-
sion of Jano with an air of proprietorship which ing some underground game which will bring him
broughtthe color fora momentinto that young to glrief ifhe’snotvery,verycareful. Meanwhile,
ladys face. ad’l can do istowaifand watch.”

The banker himself was more affable in the Strange to say, Tom Bristow’ dreams that
pompous way that was habitual with him. He night were of Jane Culpepper. “1 wonder
neverremembered to have hoard the name of whether «liedreamed aboutmo,”he murmured to
Bristow before, but being a friend of the squire, himself next morning as lie was strapping hia
he young man was probably worth cultivating, razor, “ Notlikely. And | ;wa3 nobetier thana
aud,’in auy case, there was nothing lost by a fooltodream abouthor.”
little politeness. So Mr Cope cleared his throat, [TO RE CONTINUED]
and planting himself like a colossus before tho
vacant grate, entered with becoming seriousness
upon the state of tne weather and the prospects
of the crops. Whon the squire came in five min
utee later Tom aod the banker were chatting
together as if they had known each other for

ciently to sleep well.

A CHANCE TO WORK “INGOG/’

By Bill Nye

Now and then he . Sweet west wind Yesterday a man came into tbe office with

bfought him faint wafts of fragrance from the

! i . H years. : A .
was,” was the reply. “No sunshine—not agleam ; cloud, you know, old boy,” he stammered out at nay slopes just outside the prison gates. Some- . . the air of a man who ia tired of this earth
but, in place of it, a confounded east wind that last. “You musi bea*r up like a brick. Please times hecould hear the barking of a dog Ol1some Sa}—dh? eag v!.?rnettlon |\}|Or gé’,‘)ge;" “ Y&vemrmtrgetosltiiunpd and wants to wing his way to aland of for-

dq far off farm, or the dull lowing of cattle ; sounds
which reminded him that the great world, with
its life, a~d hopes, and fears, Iaﬁ/ close
around him, though he himself might have no
parttherein At such moments he otten felt

was almost keeen enough to shave you. Every heaven, we’ll soon have you out of this hole, an
second fellow you met .y)oke to you through his everything will come rightin the longrun, never
nose ; and when you did happen to get near a fear:” He feltthatitwa®notat all what he had
fire, you were frozen through o11 one side before intended to say, but, somehow, his usual read

you were half warmed through on tho otho-” flow of words seemed dried up for a little while.

me, tho other day, that one oof"yourfellows attho getfulness and plunge into the lethean depths
bank died a week or two ago ? of oblivion. After he had taken a seat on the
Yes ; youug Musgravo. Clever young man. N A L
Great loss to the firm.” tete-a-tete and hung his hat on tlie escritoire,
“Well, if you have not fillod up the place, it he said :

“Well, it’s pleasant_enough now, iu all con  Lionel Dering had been nearly a month in thathe would give half ofall he was possessed i i i itre.” in-  « g U
science,” said Tom. with a sile of easy content. piison: Confinement to a man of his active, out Of for an hour's freedom outside those tomb like dmilcgaqilhge{';?nps'flijflty%ﬂwfeung) {;‘fe”dhi','g oh nlqny I'm a newepapor man myself. Didn’t
Tom Bristow, who was very thorough iu most door life was especially irksome, and Torn was W-1ls—for ono hour’s blessed fieedom, with o= s o5 G0 know whether Jenny KNow but you might want a good man on the

Edith by his side, to wander at their own sweet
will through laue and coppice and by river’s

rim, with the tree air of heaven b owing around
them, and nothin? to bound their eyes but the
dim horizon, lying liko a purple ring “on woods
and meadows far away.

Little wonder that during these long, solitary
hours asense of depression, of melancholy even,
would now and then take possession of him for a
«He little while ; that his mind whs oppre&sed with

He vague forebodings of what that future, w'hich
The Wwasnow drawing near with surebutunhesitating
¢ footsteps, mightpossibly have in store for him.
He had just won for himself the sweetest prize
which this world had in its power to offer him,
and hisvery soul bhrank withiu him when ho
thought he'had won it only, perhaps, to lose it

of his_ und_ertakin?s,_ had ‘remained abroad— not surprised to find him Iookin%pale aud more
extending his travels into Palestine and E?ypt— careworn than he had ever seen him look beiore.
till his health was completely re established. He was extraordinarily cheerful, however, and
But, as he said to himseli, he had now enough of when Tom told him thatit was his intention to
sands aud sunsets ; of dirty Algerines and still stay at Duxley till the trial was over, he bright-
dirtier Arabs ; of camel riding and mule-riding ; ened up stillmore, and at once proposed that
of beggars and bucksheesh’; aud he was now they two should have a game of chess, tnere aud
coming back, with renewed zest, to tho prosaic then, asin the old pleasantdays at Gatehouse
duties of everyday existence, as exemplified in Farm:
his case, in the rise and fall of public securities “Duxis very goodto me,” he explained .
and tbe refined gambling of the London Stock comes4co see me for an hour mofctleveuings.
Exchange. . . and | have had several games together.
By the time lie had been a week in London he turnkey will fetch his board and men in fivi
had made himself thoroughly master ef the situ- minutes.”
ation again, and almost felt as if he had never =~ Mr Hoskyns was somewhat scandalized,
been away, “1 have been so longusedto an idle cannot
life,” hosaid to himself, about a iweek after his evince t%

introduced him properly, but lie's_the son of Dr staff, somebody to write up the sad features
Bristow, who attended ‘my wife in lier last ill- of |ife and furnish the tearful wail, as it were.

ness. | respected his father and | like the lad, ifa i i i i
and would gladly do something for him .» Life is full of woe, and in my estimation
am

The banker was scandalized. It 111L; litalmost be every paper should have a woe editor. |
?Ialéi ghat he "tN?iSt hornflled4 dTO thlnl;hthatth hte well fitted for that position, as you will see if
a een invite 0 meet, and, worse an at, I H
had talked o11terms of perfect equality wdth a I may. be a'ItOWOd to go on and detail my own
young man who was in want of an ordinary €XPerience toyou.
clerkship—who would doubtless be glad of a stool “1 went down into Kansas and started a
O was disgusting || BUf It was jaos tne ey of Paper In asmall town on the Sante Fo Road,
inconsiderate conduct that might be expected wnh_the assurance that I would meet with the
from a man like Culpepper. Hismanner towards cordial aid and sympathy of the people there.
TngfLOZE Ina m°7m€'81~ d hi f I didn’t expect to do a big business, but I just
him 5 a&rsgag’d{ﬁg équirg.n you do anything for \yanted to run a little modest paper with

“jl
etmy client,” he explained to Tom, “to
at interest lhis trial and the arrange-

return, “thatvery little work seems to knock ments for his defence that tho importance of the foreveriu a few short weeks. Bitter, very bit'or f fros)
me up. Why nott);ke tho five o’clock train this occasion demands It really alm%st seems as if _Aﬁespairin%alm ost—grew his thoughts at such moglt\lt?g/—allt;reoad:iy,e !83 Ork?gvge:lsgol\tjllg ﬁfr p_atlen‘t tglegra_IQE nfgws andkelectrotype .Ed'.tdo
afternoon, and run down as far as Gatehouse Mr Derin s times; but he struggled bravely against them, ppy 9 ' — rials in it. e first week my patent inside,

looked upon tho whole business a v
ot to himself, but to some stranger in and nover let them master him for long. When
e the clock struck six, and the tramp of heavy feet

was heard along the corridors, aud the jingling

did not get there, and I had to print that issi
see—ah— ON some paper bags that | got from our let
This was an advantage because*

Farm, and spend a couple of days with old Li referring?n
Derhig ? Where in the world is there any air whose affairs he took only the faintest possibl
equal to tr'lnat%/xhlch blows across the sandhills of interest.”

“ Bristow’,” said the squiro.
« Bristow—thank you—but you ¢
young Musgrave’s berth was filled up a week ago iag grocer.

the old fblLL “My dear Hoskyns”; said Lionel, “you pumped Of huge keys—when the warders w'oro changed } ; ” 2 )
Between nine and ton o’clock o11 Sunday mov- me dryy long ago c?,feverylmorlsel of nformation and the little wicket.in his cell door was opened g?ldliwlys?()”s{ﬁpﬁwt()lr\ée unﬁél;_::gélge} J“Oslirnggvhﬁ his ad. waa already printed on the firet page

ing Tom Bristow knocked at the well remember- that I'could give you respecting this wretched and a cheeiful voice said, *Good ‘morninn protege. I'll take another spooufui Oé’ma, soup and it saved the wear and tear of display

ed door. After sleeping at the station hotel, ho business. You can getnotﬂing more out of me Sir. Hope you havo slept well" Lionel’s fgo 7oy cq 5 type. Still the paper looked meagre and did

had walked leisurely across the fields, his heart and may as well leave me in peace. Employ cheery —response would ring out, clear T b b om oo o0 ol this time. “I'm in )

beating high with tbe expectation of shortly whom you will to defend me—if defence | need. and full, “Good morning, Jeavons. 1've had an Y ; not attract the attention that I had hoped for

for it nonv,” he said to himself. “The banker will

excellent night, thank you.” AndJeavons would ;
o0 back to his mates and say, “ Mr Dering’s won- NeVer speak to me again.

erful, Always the same Never out o’sorts. AN Well,"said tne squire, “I1l see McRenna,
4 d the electioneering agent, to-morrow. | dare say

it. 1t did not influence the administration
nor boom up the town as | had anticipated.
“ The next week | wrote up a little social

being able to grasp his friend by the hand. Every- Thatis'your business, not mine.” ”
thing seemed as if he had left the farm but yes- So Tom and Lionel had thero game of chess,

terday, except that then it was autumn and now aud along talk together attorwards, and when

it was spring. Mrs Bevis answered his knock Tom at last left tne prison, it was with a pro- _Lateronwouldcoto Hoskyns.and Edith, an ) ; il sui )

She stalpted gat the sight of him, and could not re- mise to be there agall)n at an early hour r?ext Tom. It wasimpossible for Edith to visit the ?reie”ntl;n"ow of something that will suit our young party and gave the name ofa joung man who
press an exclamation of surprise. “Yes, here | mor_ninq. . . . {NISOH, falrl]d the Igwyer WOU_'?h ?]f_tenl_m?keha P’r?' “Pardon me, Mr Culpepper,” said Tolil quietly, Was diunk and frolicsome and shot out all the
am once more,” said Tom, with his pleasant Lionel Dering’s first care afterhis arrestwas to [€Nce o naving Business with his cient when Ne .\ "r 3 fraid there’s a  slight mistake some- lights. JAealso shot an old man who waa

smile. “Don’t tell me that Mr Dering

is not at write to E Jith West, in_or
home./

der that she might had none in reality, rather than withstand the

learn the news direct from himself, and not piteous, pleading look whico would spring to Iam not aware that|

where. over expressed

4 ' no [OVEr 4 1calling off ” the dance.
myseifas being in want of a situaiion, either

Mrs Bevis's answer was a sudden burot of . dith’s eyes the momenthe told her that there ; “ | thought the press ought to bo fearless
tears. th‘co“[;'?’hdgr?ie”gs g?ﬁr’grr]earwrgltger“;ottérﬁeibIe mis- would be'no occasion for him to visit the jail erlr Co_;tJe_slk_)ank_, o elgewhelrer.] A ll)usmess, and outs ogken if tﬁe occas?on required, and |
“ W hat lias happened, Mrs Bevis ?” cried Tom, fortune has befallen me. Agentleman, Mr Percy that daﬁ While he lives Hoskyns will never guc ats, 'D'S’ Ilestm on fon. Id fa_ve gn,y come 1tsp a '
in alarm. “Not—not—2" His looks finished the Osmond by nawe, one of my guests at Park forgettbe pretty pictures of the  lover hushand CONE 10 DuX €y 10 S62 3 few 0 G frivnds. = .~ wrote it up carefully, and, as | thought,
question. Newton, has been foully murdered, and | am and his bride,as they sat together, hand in y, pless my neart,  sal € saulre. ' fairly, but the young man camo round next

thought you told me yeste
want of something to do I"
“A misunderstanding, | assure you, sir

hand, in the grim old cell, comfortint: each other, rday that you we”e in

strengthening each other,and drawing pictures
of the happy future in store for them: deceiving

“Oh, Mr Bristow, haven’t you heard, sir?”
cried Mrs Bevis through her Bobs.
“1’ve heard nothing—not a word.

accused of tho crime. That my innocence will
be made clear to the world at my trial, I do not
I have only doubt. Till thatday comes| mustsubmit, with

day and convinced me that | was wrong. |
Many was writing a eoathing article on agnosticism

. A h : : h i thanks to you all the samo. i

just returned home from abroad.” what patience | may, to be kept closely under €ach other with a make believe gaiety ; aud hid a . . . when he came in and knocked me under the
“ Mr Dering,sir, is lying in Duxley goal, waiting lock a?]d key in this gyrim buildi?\g from yWhich | ing, with desperate earnestness, tKe terrible And Ktht wet deutl:<e7!’s ngrtﬁusmess_, n; I job press with a chair. | didn’t know him

to take his trial at the next assizes.” write. Yousee that | write quite calmly, and dread which luy lurking, like a foul witchina May make bold to ask= sal & squiro, tes 1I, and I thought i h i
“His trial I” oehoed Tom in amazed perplexity. without any fear whatever as to the resulf. My cavern, low down in the heart of each—that,for Y. ) w : at all, and I thought it wa3 rather eccentric

“Trial for what ?” i i them, 'the coming months might bring, not = Tom hesitated foramoment. *1| believe, sh, for a total stranger, eo whon I got up again |

r . greatest trouble in the matter is my enforced de-
« Fer wilful murder, sir I” i rivation of yourdear society for a little while.
“ Can_this be true ?” cried Tom, as lie sank | will write you fuller particulars to-morrow. |

baok, with blanched face aud staring oyes, on the am afraid that it will be necessary to fixthe date

old oaken seat in the porch. of our marriage a month later than tho time
“ Only too true, sir—only too true I” moaned agreed upofi, but certainly not more than a

Mrs Bevis. “But I'll never believe that he did it month. hat of itself is very annoying. | bog

—n ver !” she added emphatically *“Akinder thatyou will notfret or worry on my account.

heart, a truer gentleman, never drew breath.” This’is but a little trial which will soon be over,

‘{]'ed“saa'ig” aot told bim do. Then he jammed me into the

darknes3 that broods beneath the awful wings of 12st - wood-box and poured a keg of ink and a can

Death. And can you manage to mako money by of coal oil on me before | could have any un*
On these occasions, Hoskyns never neglected YOUT V%I;ﬁ? askel the squire, with ill-concealed gerstanding with him.

ooy el nehopener and;bures DAL - seweres Tom. * Enaugnto g Then e went away

spectacles poised 011 nose, he went calmly on Me in food and clothes. Enough to satisfy my  “ That evening he came with some friends

I might describe myself as an indi

sunshine, flowers, and the joysof mutual love lives

but life 'long separation and  the unspeakable y his wits—such as they are,”

s » f A ¢ . P i i few and simple needs.” : :
I say amen to that,” replied Tom, earnestly. and years hence it will shape itself into a sea- With ~his reading, leaving Lionel “and =% 00 Ot : and bought the good will of the establish-

w 4 2 ) € A quire gave a grunt of discontent, and " P
dgsrult |I_t|osre\g:ntgearru]nt?nce?ni\r;]nsgtssdibficiirtyvy’llfuI mur- s_ona%le story to be told round the Christmas tholsghaﬁgoﬁ;dansmfugg tﬁ%re.th%ﬂeSEIsth?Iir?s turned towards the banker, who, ignoring any ment, and the wholo office and subecription

further notice of Tom, at once broached tho in-

terminable subject of loeal politics—a subject i i
that had a fascination for thgsquire wdiich he bought it low. 1 felt that 1 was making a

was never able to resist. Tpm revenged himself sacrifice, but I was afraid 1 might not have
t byturning his attention to the opposite end of another opportunity to peil, so I sold. The
}hphtfablle, wherl\sl sgthie(sj Cculpep_per,lwith her price, of course, was nominal, cut the induee-
aithful squire, Mr ward Cope, In CloSe ProX- 1 ents held out were not to be ignored.

imity to her. “ They are engaged, | suppose,” :
Y y 9% W “ Since then | have started three papers

qualities of the old lawyer, aud the thoroug list of me. He had the advantage of me, and

fire,
Lionel saw from the moment of his arrestthat 9! A H
sincerity of his character, gradually forced them -

. the evidence against him was far too strongto 4 r R .
“And yet I'ye never hoard of it. But as | allow him to %ope for any other issue than a selves on the notice of Lionel and his wife both
said before, 1've ouly just got back from the Eest, commitment for trial at the assizes. And lie was 0fwhom came, after a time, to regard him al
whore | was two mouths without seeing a news- right. The magistrate before whom ho was taken Mmostin the light of a second father, and to trea
paper.” could not do otherwise than commithim for him with an affectionate familiarity which ho
* 1 couldn’t bear to tell you about it, sir. My wilful murder. The jet stud found in the dead Wasnotslow to appreciate.
heart seems almost broken as itis. ButIvegot man’s hand, the saturated hankerchief, the _ASTom Bristow "was turning the corner of
the newspapers bore with all the account in. streaks of blood o1 his shirt—damning proofsall, Duxley High Street, oue afternoon about three
Perhaps you would like to read them for your- which Lionel Dering cou'd neither explain nor days afterbisarrival from London, he was met,

said Tom to himself, “or else she wouldn’t let
him sit so near lier, and glare at hor sowith and had three large and hotly contested
self, sir.” - i face to face, by Squire Culpepper. TI10 squire H ¢ fights. My collar bone has been broken in
“| should indeed, Mrs Bevis. But did I under- ex'&enrzju&tgt' Ifgtttlplimpﬂgﬁéhg{ 12%2?;2@%‘1% the stopped aud stared at Tom, gutfailed for the thatshocan care for a fellow like that. She’s 9 y

those pig’s eyes of his. But I'll never believ
! | - A A 3 € 4 moment to recognize him. just tho kind of girl,” he wonton mentally, two pla}ces, and my doctor’s bills have always
ﬁ%g?nygtfféghéogr?e‘? Jj'ousaid that Mr Dering glort?lr:ig:gtt(f)eravtvli)rueldOLgt]%fcfzfeahy'\g)r(g)lgalgt?oenl.lhelg 2Ceod morni_ngg,sir," said ToT bearllly. “Glad t_haft, if 1 wero amarrying man, | shlott#d “ket tc} boen bigger than the other expenses of the
“That’s the place, sir.” it seemed strange to the outside world that no t0 seeyoulooking sowell.” o S A A i st e SOt ol office.  The dentist has been pulling teeth
« Duxley in Midlandshiro ? explanation was forthcoming, liowr much strang- _“ Why—eh—surely I must know that face,"said [e//OW [hal 1 Showd 910Ty 1o Cullng Oul. Had Ne ot of my palate ever jince I entered the
" The very same, sir.” erdid it seem to Lionel himself, that he was the squire, “It’syoung Tom Bristow, if 1'm not § wordof any kind 1o say for himself, 1wonder 2 busi A | got 50 I
“But what was Mr Dering doing so far away utterly unable to offer any ! How and by what Mistaken.” . . Allpresentf{sh Wt 8|E soul seems given up to the newspaper business. § soon as 1 got so
from home ?” means had those terrible evidences of guilf, come  * YOu are not mistaken, sir,” answered Tom. pleasures otine 1aple. could see with both eyes one of them as been

“Why, all England’s been ringing with the
story,” added Mrs Bevis.

« H ) “ " sai Certainly. Mr Edward Cope was no Adonis ;
Law, sir! Id forgotten that you were a there ? Day and night, night and day. during _ " Then I'm glad to see you, Tom, Very,"said the | =€eii e (0 =0 ae HODE o s d as a very closed up on me, and my nose has at
strangor to the news. Master’sa rich man now, his first weeK in prison, ho kept 01l asﬁmg him - Sq\(uzl)her'faasthlels\i/ggoak }I—noamr1 W\:m*ylbl)gketgear?snri'- tolerablere;g)resentation of a yo%thful Bacchu% differont times pointed around all over my

sir. ?Ieztion,donlyftofacknowledg(te_hfim- clothed in modern evening dress. Fora youug face.
éd, anc as tarfrom any satistac- man, he was abnormally stout. Already, at three

spected immensely.

His uncle died last autumn, and left him a selftho same% . .
a I can never forgot his Kind-

great “estate close by Duxley., He’s been living self utterly b

fhere ever since.” tory answerthe last time he asked it a3 he was N€ss and attention to my poor dear wife during ? i mWhat | want now is a chance to work on
o i i i i her lastillness—nover. He didall thatman could and twenty, lie had ro waist worth speaking i i
nag:gfatsﬁgr;;stgtn;g,”Mrs Bevis, Butwhatisthe thefirst. All that he oould say was, that he do to preserve herto mo—but it was not to of. What YIEWOLHd boten years hence was mys SOMO paper incog., as | might esy, and where

knew absolutely nothing ; that his mind was an
“Park Newton. But may | ask whether you utter blank from the moment he flung himself,
know Duxley, sir ?” . half stupifled, 011 his dressing room sofa till
“1 know uuxley very well indeed; | was born the moment he woke next morning and found
and brought up there.” handkerchief  saturated with blood.
“Tothink of that now ! i Heartsick and brainweary, ho at length gave up
“Then the name of Mr Dering’s uncle must all effort to solve a problem which, a3 far as he

d {ery. {—ih;stdrfess hwas utsu_ally a cdom proTIise be- 1 wiil be by. myself. J can take most any our-
ween that of a horse trainer and a gentleman. i it wi
He turned his toes in when lie. walked, and lie rent event and tinge it with sadness. | Caf
pack had a fat, vacuous face, which in his case, was a 9ive an air of hopelesg melancholy to the oc
h fairindex to the vacuous mind within. Ho was curences of evei'yday life that will make your

a crack whip, and a tolerable sliot-pigoonslioot-  paper known all over the world. 1 wilJ admit

For your father’s sake, Tom, you will always fin
Titus Culpepper stand your friend.
“Itisvery Kind of you to say so, sir.”
“Notat all—otat all. So you’ro going
again to the old place, eh ? Going to stop wit
us this time, | hope. Youought never to have

have been made Mr Arthur St George ? " was concerned, seemed iucapable of any leftus young sir, buthave settled down quietly ingwashis favorite pastime—-but much faither a4 thie is an innovation in journalism, per-
That's the name, sir. | recollect it quite well, solution ;and set himself to face the inevitable N your father's shoes. Vagabondising’s a bad Man thathis intefect dic notcarry nim. ; ; ;
3 ! ; i Ho did venture 011 a remark at last. “ 1 gave haps, but it will take, I think, and | know

because it put me in mind of St George and the with what patience and resignation he could thing forauy youug man.”

aten i « i i ir” sai i Beauty a new set of shoos this morning,” lib said. that | can succeed in imbuing into m ork
Dragon. But 11l fetch you the newspapers.” summon to hie aid. He couldg only trust and I'quite agree with you, sir,” said Tom, in a 2ot Lo oo S o ving them ot o1l and uce in imbuing i yw
She brought th<* papers ﬁresentl ,and left Tom hope that on the day of the trial, some- toneofassumed simplicity. Kicked out furiously. Ferrisgdid not't)1alf like the that settled air of gloom that I feel. Your

to himself while he read them. The case was as thing would turn up, some proof be forthcoming, , “Glad you've come round to _my thinking at
Mrs Bevis had statod it. Lionel Dering stood which would exculpate him utterly and prove last. Rue*vyou would. f

committed to take his trial at the next assizes once more the fallibity of even t%e strongest thing for you in the way of helping you to got ‘a never laughed so much in my- life before ™ ] 1 !
for the wilful murder of Percy Osmond. chain of circumsiantial evidence. If not—but decent living, you may command me fully. 9 Y : appointment and. grief stricken, horror soaked

Mrs Bevis, coming back after a quarter of an the »alternative wis nota pleasant one to con- Think overwhat I've said, and come and dine | can't see wdial tliero. was to laugh at. o oecotinthe Known world.”

job, I can tell yo\i ; especially after she sent him paper will win for itself in a short time the

Well,if I can do any- sprawling into a corner of his _own smithy. 1 name of. being tho most ghaatly record of dis-

A SCREW HACKMAN.

How He Swindled a Married Couple
~ A Niagara Falls hackman told the follow-
ing siiory :

“There was a party, just married, came
here from Chicago last week. | hooked ’em.

H H i i - " Edward. | hope tho poor man was notmuch
hour, found Mr Bristo v buried deep in thought, template with me at Pincoto to-morrow at seven sharp. B Ve .
with tile newspapers lying unheeded by his side. Aspalready stated, Lionel’s firstact after hisar- " It would be worth something,” said Tom to hu”rgh we got some brandy into him. and lie The manager sobbed a fow times and then
“You don't believe that lie did it,do you, sir » rest was to write a note to Edith West. Twelve himselfashe wentou his way, “to know what Jf, We 900 ¥ right in Y e it iteand i said, while his voice was choked with emotion,
she asked with tearfu\ earnestness. ) hours later, Mrs Garside and Miss W est stepped My old friend tho squire’s opinion aboutme -~ B0 LE A0 o e new dog. that the opaque gloom department was ably
“1would stake_my existence on Mr Dering’s out of the train at Duxley station. Tho news- [eally is;to have aglimpse at the portra t of me 9019 y Beauty ' filled at t and the st t oat
innocence " said T~Am emphatically. papers had told them thaf Mr. Dering’s case was in all its details w'hicli lie lias evoked from his CArt. You might let mo call for you -about filled at present, and the stranger went oa
“God bless you, sir, for those words I” cried in the hands ofa certain Mr Hoskyns, and the OWn innerconsciousness. Strange that in a little e EV\?Q- may call for 1110, if you liko. but only'on into the cold, hard, unsympathizing outer
Mrs Bevis. “There must surely be some way to first person they accosted after leaving the sta town like this, whore everybody knows everybody You &Y Call LoV (L6 11yau (1Ko, DUt 01 01 \orld, taking wiih him hia leaden burdén of
help him—some w iy of proving [that he didnot tion directed them to that gentleman’s office. €lse’s business better than fis own, if @ man pno CONMILION. thal you Crf woe. and a siik umbrella that stood in the
do this dreadful thing ?* Fortunately, Mr Hoskyns was at home. They Veéntureto step out of tho beaten track prescribed JW pPOO] 9 g on. . g
“Whatever friendship ormoney can do shall told him who they were, and that their object for him by custom and tradition, and is bold suchA;'f{J' htfuslsgt():glul.tnEl%tirYog’womon.dOUJalm hall. —Boomerang.
bo done for him. That you may rely upon.” in coming to Duxley was to see and be near Mr €nough to strike outa path for himself, lie is at “Whjat;,beautiful sunset |gs it not. Mr Bris-
“ Mr Dering saved your life, sir.  You will try Dering. once setdown as being, of necessity, either a = %8t 8 turning to T '
and save his, won’t you ?” “1 s%all see Mr Dering this evening,” said the lunatic or a scapegrace —unless, indeed, his [OW 7 saig.ano turning to fom. -
“Twill—sohelp me heaven!” answered Tom, lawyer. “1 will tell him that you are in Duxley, lunacy chance to win for him either a fortune or = Beautiful, indeed—for England ; but iii 110
fervently. and'should he prove willing to “see you—as | do @name. And then, how changed in tone !” }",’]'éesﬁﬁ';‘ofggi)afbt'ﬁé i holyt of sheer splendor, to
“ It is strange,” mused Tom, as he walked sadly not doubt that he will—you can accompany me _Nextevening Tom found himself at Pincoto. “L1= "% s (A R0 o e oy
back to the station, =that, in all our longcon- to the prison at ten o’clock to-morrow morning.” JQS’ Shqtlé:'r%mj“t%%%cfedﬂhtlh% :gobnrlleffo:egmfsewt%?rl]s you are not unabquginted with the %,ast ”
versations together Deriug should never have Lionel was overjoyed to learn that Edith was ules%]for\}vhich Tom did not thank hi . W hat “ Three months since | was living in the desert
can | say to Miss Culpepper that will bo likely s the guestofah Arab shoik.

mentioned that he had an uncle living within sonear him, and could not find in_his heart to
three miles of Duxloj% and | should never have blame her for coming, however injudicious such

g i “ Jane brightened up in a moment. Here was' A
spoken of the town by name as the place where a step might have seemed to many tO interesther?” ho astied himself. *“ Does she ! - . ;
|pwa5 born and reared. And then t(?think that peo |ep But geven he. as vet. had conceiveg go in for private theatricals, or forritualism and & chance at lastof hearing about something that ‘I V‘,’ant to see the F.a“S’ said the husband,
B ple. ) yet, petpardons? Does sho believe in soup Kitchens Would interest hor. Question and answer fol- “an’| want to be driven all over ; how much

Tobias Hoskyns, my old governor, should be tho butaveryva®ue idea of the infinite capabilities

man of all men into whose hands Dering has en- of a character such as hers.

trusted his case ! But the whole affair is a tissue ~ On the morrow they met, and it was a meet-

of surprise irom beginning to end.” . ing that made even Hoskyns, case hardened
Next morning, at nine o’clock. Mr Tom Bristow, though he was, remember for a moment that,

lowed each other in quick succession, and iii will it cost ?2° 1 sized him up an’says : ‘Ten
less than five minutes tho conversation had : :

drifted away into regions far beyond the roach of dollars, sir, an’ 11l give you my best team.’
Edward le Gros,who sat gloweéring at them iu a His wife said sbe would like it, an’ in they

and visiting the poor, or would sho rather, talk
about tho new prima donna, or the last now
poem ?”

‘Miss Cu'pepper had sat down again at the

«fter apreliminary knock, walked into the private i piano, and was striking a few chords now and Sulky silenco, which remained unbroken tilltho got. | drove ’em over to the park, got’em
office oeMrTobiasyHoskyns, of Duxley, attporney- ;"oi%i many years ago, he hinaself had been }:‘1226Sinaapnreatlz;egitr»lmiLnctlﬁg v;%'inasrgea‘évcaesp?aytiélr? gle%t1h|evr¥1aesn drawn, aud Miss- Culpepper left tho ignside, and the gatekeeper sgys, ‘931.60,
at-law. i w . ” . ’ P B
e Hoskyns was a frail-looking, spare-built toTLhi%nme(I)’glgrr]riltsheu(tjt(;?ll')yviansd? feer;ggtEtdoltThSeprfaancgt of the term. Heér lace was a good one. without Draw up, boys—draw up closer,” said the please.” The man paid it. ’I took ’em over
man of some fifty five or Bixty years. He was that Mrs Garside and the lawyer were looking on Deing strikingly handsome, ~blie nad something Squire. | Jenkins, bring in two bottles ." the to the shaft to go down, an’ tho keeper says
of her father .

A shrewd, keen look, but witli an
underlying expression of goodness and kiudliness,
cult to define, but unmistabably there. Sho

rather shortsighted, and wore gold-rimmed from the background. *My'life ! my love I'my
spectacles. He had grey hair, and grey whiskers husband!” she murmured, between'her tears. UNQE
that ended abruptly half way down liis cheeks, “At last, at last —my own. never to be lost th diffi /
»3 though too timid to venture farther. He was pie again. And this is your home—this miser- had large blue gray oyes and magnificent teeth.
dressed with a certain old-fashioned precision, able cell ! It shall be my home too. If they will Her complexion, lily-fair durlng the winter o
that took little or 110 heed of the variations of notletme stay with you, my heart, at least, Will Months, was already freckled by tbe warm May
fashion, but went o11 quietly repeating itself be with you day and night—always.” sunshine, and would bo more so before the it
from one year’s end to another. He was very fond ~ “Now'| feelthat you love me,” was all that Summer was over. Finally her hair was led—
of snuff, which he imbibed, not after the reckless Lionel could say for the moment. notauburn, butan unmistakable red.

Edward drew his chair up closer to the squiro, S| each, plgas?. He paid it. Down stalrs’
who was totally unaware that everythingamong the man said ‘$1 each to go under the falls.
his guests was not on tho “pleasantest possible He paid it. Then over the Suspension bridge,
footing. Both the bankor and his son had <19 75 3aid tho man in charge. He paid it

vidently determined to ignore Tom utterly, C : f i fa y
ut Tom accepted his fate with unbroken seren- Down to tho whirlpool, *fifty cents each/

said tho keeper. He paid it. Then around

After a little time, the conversation turned on g the place where you can see Brook’s mon-

and defiant manner affected by some lovers of «| clin%to you because you are in trouble,”  ButTom Bristowrhad rather a weakness for Tﬂhgd%rgé)faobr{ellltgn%f tao ncoo‘l\,’]nlelgte[;)ljx{:}l,la?% geé:?_ ument. ‘Fifty cents each,” said the keeper.
the powerful weed, but in a "deferential half- said Edith. “My place is by your side, 1|have red hair—notperhaps for tho deep, dull fiery rod (5in manufacturing town about forty miles He paigit. ~Then up to tbe Burning Spring

apologetic kind of a way, as though he were a rightto be here, and nothing shall keep me w'hich wo sometimes tee. He accepted it,
ashamed of the practica, and begged you would away. To-morrow, or next day at the latest, the old Venetiansaccepted it, as one of the rare
make a point of forgetting his" weakness as Lionel, you must make mo your wife.” types of beauty, as sometimes far superiorto yo

2? away. Mr Culpepper was strongly opposedto o went.
the scheme, but Mr. Cope was ratherinclined to
Ur view itwith favor. P at the door.

“One dollar each,’ said the man
He paid ift. Then to the mu«

speedily as possible. Ho carried an old fashioned ~ “ What, marry you here, Edith ! In this place, common-place browns a».id blacks. ~And then he “ f h f " oeni seum, it took *fifty cents each.” Oh, how
silver snuff-box in his waistcoat EOCKP:_L and in and while 1 am”a prisoner charged with wilful did not object to freckles—in moderation. Ho “Si?l—??]rrtylpt?lklg v?/lijllltgo crl]?:rbesstalt% tggﬁﬂgkﬁh the fellow kicked Y Then *my dear.’ he said
another pocket a yellow silk handkereliief of im- murder I” looked upon thorn as one of the signs of a sound smuggled through Parliament. The  proposed . d o ) y T o
mense size, bordered with black. 11 short Mr  —“ Yes ;in this place, and while you aroa pri- country-bred constitution. As Jane Culpepper fine would justcut through the edge of his estate, to his wifo,4go ineide, 1"l be in seon.”  But%|

Hoskyns was a clearly individual figure, and one soner charged with wilful murder.
might safely say that, at least, ho was kno*vn to
every man, woman, and child in Duxley.

sat there at the piano, in the sunny Ma?/

“ My darliug child, what are you thinking of ?” tide, in hor white dress, trimmed with pale green

d € in mild protest from Mrs Garside. velvet, with her red hair coiled in great bands
He was very pleased indeod to see his quondam “ Aunt. | know perfectly well what | am think- round heriittlo head—with her frank smile, and

clerk. “Then you do still mauage to keep your ing of. | have been Lionel’e promised wife for herclear honest looking eyes, she filled up in

head adove water, eh?” he said, as he shuok some time. | am now going to bo his wife in Tom’smind hisideal picture ofa healthy, pure-

Tom warmly by the hand.

he comes to me an’ he says, ‘ Ole chap, how
many Toro places are there ?” ‘A dozen or *
. - . fifteen,”says I. “Well, herV be eays, «I’ll
“Pardon me,” interrupted Tom, “but if Sir ! . ' A
Harry Fulke's word is worth anything at all, he Make a deal with you. When my wife comes
its as strongly opposed as Mr Culpepper himself out tell her there are no more places to visit
o 5

EVeN- and the money lie would get for the sale of tho
land would be very useful to Inm just now-as |

happen to know.”

. reality. | am only a weak woman, | know ; I minded English country girl, and it struck him i i S G , ; , :
“Yes. The waters of speculation havo not cannotreally help him ;I canonly love him ;1 cau that he could have made a very pleasant water- “thAeu(Ijlr:)e;alg qSLilre,S,t';)Snked tho bauker. with con- an I !l give you $5. He did. an’ I lied to
quite swallowed me up,” said Tom, demurely. only love him, and watch him, and domy bestto color sketch of herself and her surroundings. siderable hauteur, “moy | be allowed to ask how his wife an’ drove 'em heme. They took the
“Ah,you kuow the old proverb, “a rolling stone,” lighten the dark hours of his life in prison.” Jano spared him the trouble of finding a tome | happen to Know Sir Harry’s opinion on this train that night, an’ I missed ’em. Bill
int?”

etcetera. You should have stuck to your stool in
the outer, as | advised you to do. "You might,
perhaps, have boon junior partner by this time,

“ But suppose the worst comes to the wor t,” thatwould be likely to interest horby being tho
said Lionel,very gravel?/,
by no means improbable.

important poin
“Because | had it from Sir Harry’s own lips,”
answered Tom simply. “Wo were talking to-
gether 01l this very subject, only a fow evenings
ago, at Lord Tynedales.”
Mr Cope stared at ToT ay though he could Wesleyan University.
ardly be ieve the evidence of his own senses

Johnson cart&d ’'em down to tho depot an’

“and such a result ip firstto speak.“Do you find Daxley much changed
P h y y 9 charged ’em two dollars each.”

, h 1 ” since you were hero last ?” sho asked.
and—thiein your ear—the business gets more "Edith shuddered. “Youonly supply me with “Very little changed Jindeed. These small
lucrative every year ; it does, really. "Ah Tom, one argument the more,” she answered. “ The country towns never do change, 0I*only by such
Tom, you made a great mistake when you left deeperyour trouble—the greater your peril—the imperceptible degrees that one nover notices the
Duxley ! Thought you were going to set the closermust |1 cling to you. It ishard to see you difference. Butmay | ask, Miss Culpepper, how A
Thames on fire, I know you did. ) here—hard to know' of what you are accused—but do you know that | am notastrangerto Duxloy " = Af well.” said the squire with a chuckle, «if means of an electral apparatus, and as the air
* Experience, sir, is said to make fools wise. Let you will break my heartaltogether, Lionel, if you  “Oh, | have often heard papa speak of you, and gj, Harry’s opposed to the line, wo may maks our 1S exhausted from the case when it is started,
up hope that I shall have gathered a little of the drive me from your side,.” i wonder whathad become of you.” minds easy that we shall hear very little more atmospheric disturbances are avoided
commodity by-and-by.” Gently and gravely Lionel argued with her, but Jk“And heard him blame me, | doubt not, for. ahout it.’t '

—An air tight clock is being made for
Ifc winds iteelf by



