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“ Now is o u r tim e .” said  Tom  to  L ionel as  soon 
as  th e  m a n  h a d  le f t  tu e  room . “ W e m a y  n o t 
h ave  such  an  o p p o rtu n ity  a^a in .”

I t  w as close upon  m id n ig h t w hen  P ie rre  J a n  - 
Vard, a ligh ting  from  a  fly a t  th e  door of his 
hotel, found  h is  tw o lodgers stan d in g  011 th e  steps 
sm oking a  cigar before tu rn in g  in  fo r tho  n ig h t 
In  th is  th e re  was n o th in g  u n u su a l—n o th in g  to  
exc ite  suspicion.

“ H a llo ! J a n  vard , is th a t  y o u ? ” cried  Tom , 
assum ing  th e  to n e  a n d  m a n n e r  of one w ho has 
ta k en  a  l i t t le  too  m uch  w ine. “ I  was ju s t  
w ondering  w h a t h a d  becom e of you. T h is is 
m y b ir th d a y  ; so vou  m u s t com e u p s ta irs  w ith  
u h , an d  d r in k  m y h e a lth  in  som e c f  yo u r own 
w ine.”

“A n o th er tim e , ьіг, I  hball bo m o s t h ap p y  ; b u t
to -n ig h t ”

*• B u t m e no b u ts ,” criod  T om  *■ I ’ll h ave  
no  excuses—none. Com e along, D ering, and
w e’ll c rack  an o th e r  b o ttle  of J a n v a r  .’s M a 
d ie ra , W e’ll po ison  m in e  h o s t w ith  h is  own 
tip p le .”

H e seized Ja n v a rd  by th e  a rm  an d  dragged h im  
up sta irs , tro llin g  o u t th e  la s t  p o p u la r a ir  as  he 
d id  so. L ionel follow ed le isurely .

“ You’r e a  good sort, J a n v a rd —very  good so rt,” 
sa id  Tom .

“ M onsieur is very  k ind ,” sa id  Jan v a rd , w ith  a 
sm ile an d  a  sh rug  ; a n d  th e n  in  obedience tc  a 
w aive from  T om  s h an d . H e sa t dow n a t  th e  
tab le . T om  now  began  to  fum ble  w ith  a  b o ttle  
a n d  a  corkscrew .

“ Allow m e, m onsieur,” sa id  J a n v a rd  politely , 
as he re lieved  Tom  of th e  artic les  in  question  and  
t>roceedel to*open th e  b o ttle  w ith  th e  ease  of 
long p rac tice .

“ T h a t’s a  sw eet th in g  in  rings you’ve got on 
yo u r finger,” said  T om  adm iringly .

‘‘ Yes, i t  is r a th e r  a  fine s tone ,” sa id  Ja n v a rd  
drily .

" M ay I  be  allow ed to  exam ine i t  ?” sa id  Tom  
as he p ou red  o u t th e  w ine w ith  a  h a n d  th a t  w as 
s ligh tly  unsteady  

“ I  shou ld  be m ost h ap p y  to  oblige m onsieur,” 
sa id  J a n v a rd  nastily , “ bu t  th e  ring  fits m o so 
tig h tly  th a t  I  am  a fra id  I  shou ld  h ave  som e diffi
cu lty  in  g e tting  i t  off m v fiuger.”

“ H ang i t  a ll, m an , th o  le a s t  you  can  do is  to  
try ,” sa id  Tom .

T h e  F ren ch m au  flushed  slightly , drew  off th e  
r in g  w ith  som e ii ttle  difficulty, an d  passed  i t  
across th e  ta b le  to  Tom . T om ’s fingers clu tched  
i t  like a  vice. J a n v a rd  saw th e  m o v em en t and 
h a lf  ro se  as  if to  rec la im  tho  rin g  ; b u t i t  w as too  
la te , an d  h e  s a t  dow n w ith o u t speaking.

T om  p ushed  th e  r.n g  ca re lessly  over one of h is  
fingers an d  tu rn e d  i t  tow ards th e  ligh t. “ A very 
p re t ty  gem  indeed  !” h e  said . ** A nd w orth  
som eth ing  considerab le  in  sovereigns, I  should 
say .”

Will you allow  m e to  exam ine i t  for a  m o
m e n t ?” asked  L io n e l gravely, as he held  o u t nis 
han d . F o r  th e  second tim e  Ja n v a rd  h a lf  ros 
from  h is  sea t, an d  fo r th e  second lim e  h e  sa t 
dow n w ith o u t a  word. Tom  h an d e d  th e  ring  
across to  L ionel.

“ A. m agn ificen t stone indeed ,” said  th e  la tte r ,
“ b u t  so m ew h at old-fashioned in  th a  setting. 
B u t th a t  only  m akes i t  th e  m ore  valuab le  in  m y 
eyes. A fam ily  heirloom , w ith o u t d o u b t Ana 
see! inside th e  hoop  a re  th re e  in i t ia ls ;  som e
w h a t difficult to  deciper, b u t if I  read  th e m  a rig h t 
th a y  a re  M К  L .”

“ Yes, yes, m onsieur,” sa id  J a n v a rd  uneasily .
** As you say, AI К L . T h e  in itia ls  of th e  friend  

w ho gave m e th e  ring .” H e h e id  o u t h is  h an d  as 
if expecting  th a t  th e  ring  shou ld  a t  once be given 
back  to  h im , b u t  L ionel took  no no tice  of the  
ac tion .

“ T h ree  very  curious in itia ls , indeed ,” said  
L ionel, m usingly . “ One could n o t read ily  fit 
th e m  to m an y  nam es. M К  L. T h ey  p u t  m e in  
m in d  of a  cu rious co incidence—of a  very  re m a r
kab le coincidence indeed. I  once h a d  a  friend  
w ho h ad  a  ru b y  rin g  very s im ila r t  th is  one, and  
inside  th e  hoop of m y friend ’s rin g  w ere th re e  in 
it ia ls . T h e  th re e  in itia ls  in  question  wero M К 
L. P recise ly  th e  sam e as th e  le tte is  engraved 
on  y< u r  ring , M onsieur Ja n v a rd . Curious, is i t  
n o t ?”

“ M ille d iables ! I  a r^ b e tra y e d  !” cried  Jan v a rd , 
as he  s ta r te d  from  h is sea t an d  m ade a  sn a tch  a t 
th e  ring. T he ring  h a d  d isappeared , b u t J a n v a rd  
h a d  i t  not,

He tu rn e d  w ith  a  snarl like th a t  of a  wild an im 
a l b ro u g h t to  bay, a n d  looked tow ards th e  door. 
B u t betw een h im  an d  th e  door now stood Tom  
Bristow , no longer w ith  any  signs of inebrie ty  
ab o u t h im , b u ta s  col^, qu ie t, a n d  collected  аь 
ever he h ad  looked in  his  life. T om ’s r ig h t h an d  
w as h id d e n  in  th e  bosom  of h is  vest, an d  J a n  
v a rd ’s ea r 4 w ere sm i te n  by  th e  om inous click  of 
of a  revolver. H is eyes w andered  .* ack  to  the  
s te rn  face of L ionel. T he re  w as no hope fo r h im  
th e re . T h e  p a lo r of h is  face deepened  H is won- ( 
de rfu l nerve  foronee w as beginning  to  dese rt h im  j 
H e w as trem b lin g  visibly.

“ S it dow n, s ir,” sa id  L ionel, s tern ly , “ und re 
fresh  yourself w ith  an o th e r  glass of w ine. I  have 
so m eth in g  of m uch  im p o rtan c e  to  say  to  you.” 

T he F ren ch m an  h es ita te d  fo r a  m o m en t. T hen  
h e  shrugged h is  shou lders and  s a t  down. H is 
sang-fro id  w as com ing back  to  h im . H e d rank  
tw o  glasses of w ine rap id ly  one a f te r  ano ther.

“ I  am  ready , m onsieu r,” h e  baid qu ie tly ; as  he 
w iped h is  th in  lips an.i m ade a  g hastly  effort to  
sm ile  “ At you r service.”

“ W h a t I  w an t from  you, a n d  w h a t you m u s t 
give m e,’ sa id  L ionel, ‘ is  a  fu ll an d  p a rtic u la r  
acco u n t of how  th is  r in g  cam e in to  your posses
sion. I t  belonged to  Peroy O sm ond an d  i t  was 
on h is  finger th e  n ig h t h e  w as m urde red .”

“ Ah ciel ! how  do you  kn  w th a t  ?”
“ I t  is enough th a t  w n a t I  say  is true , an d  th a t  

you c a n n o t g  1 n say  it. B u t th is  r in g  wan n o t on 
th e  fiuger of th e  m u rd e red  m a n  w hen he w as 
found n ex t m orning . T ell m e how  i t  cam e in to  
your po session.”

F o r  a  m o m en t o r  tw o Ja n v a rd  d id  n o t speak 
T hen  h e  said, hulkily : “W ho a re  you  th a t  com e 
h e re  u n d er false p re tences  and  question  m e an d  
th re a te n  u.e in  th is  w ay  ?”

“ I  am  n o t  h e re  to  answ er your questions  You 
a re  h e re  to  answ er m ine.”

“ W liat if  1 re fu se  to  answ er th em  ?’,
“ In  th a t  case th e  to u r w alls of a  i-rison w ill ho ld  

you in  less th a n  h a lf  an  h o u r. In  y o u r posses
sion  I  find a  r in g  w hich  w as on  th e  finger of Mr 
O sm ond th e  n ig  u t h e  w as m urdered . Leb s th a n  
tn a t  h a s  b ro u g h t m an y  a  b e t te r  m a n  th a n  you  
to  tb e  gallow s ; be ca re fu l t h a t  i t  does n o t  land  
you  th e re .”

“ If  you know  an y th in g  of th e  a ffa ir a t  all, you 
m u s t know  th a t  tht- m u rd e re r of Mr O sm ond w as 
tr ied  an d  found  gu ilty  long  ago.”

“ W h a t proof have  y ou—w h a t proof w as th e re  
adduced  a t  th e  tr ia l, th a t  L ionel D ering  w as th e  
m u rd e re r o f P ercy | O sm ond ? iD id  yo u r eyes or 
th o se  of anyone eise, see h im  do th e  bloody deed? 
W re tch  ! You knew  from  th e  firs t t h a t  he w as in  
no ce n t ! I f  you yourself a re  n o t  th e  m u rd e re r , 
you ,know  th e  m a n  w ho is.”

Again Ja n v a rd  w as s ile n t fo r a  li t t le  w hile . H is 
eyes w ere b e n t 011 th e  floor. He w as considering  
deeply  w ith in  h im self. A t le n g th  h e  spoke, b u t 
i t  w as in  th e  sam e sullen to n e  thao  he  h a d  used 
before.

•* W h a t g u aran tee  h ave  I  t h a t  w hen  I  h ave  to ld  
you an y th in g  th a t  I  m ay  know, th e  in fo rm a
tio n  w ill n  t  be used ag a in s t m e t® m y  own 
h a rm  ?"

“ You have  no g u a ran tee  w hatever. I  could  n o t 
give you any-euch prom ise. F o r au g h t I  know to  
th e  Mcontrary, you, an d  you  a  one, m ay  be th e  
m u rd e re r of P ercy  O sm ond.”

Ja n v a rd  shuduert-d slightly . “ I  am  n o t th e  
m u rd e re r  of P ercy  O sm ond,” he sa id  quie tly .

“ W ho, th e n , w as th e  m u rd e re r ? ’
“ My la te  m a s te r—M r K ester S t G eorge.”
T he re  was a  pause  w hich no  one seem ed  in 

clined  to  b reak . A lthough J a n v a rd ’s w ords 
w ere b u t a  con firm ation  of th e  suspicions w hich 
L ionel and  T om  h a d  a ll a long en te rta in ed , they  
seem ed to  fa ll on th e ir  ea rs w ith  a ll th e  force 
of a  s ta r tlin g  re  ve la tion . Of th e  th re e  m en  
th e re , J a n v a rd  w as th e  one w ho seem ed  th e  leas t 
M nceru«d.

L ionel w as th e  first to  speak. “T his is a  seri
ous charge to  m ake aga in st a  g en tlem an  like Mr 
S t George,” h e  said.

“Ih a y e  m ade  no charge ag a in s t M r S t G eorge,” 
sa id  Jan v a rd . " I t  is you w ho h av e  fo rced  th e  
confession from  m e.”

"Y ou a re  doub tless p rep a re d  to  s u b stan tia te  
you r s ta te m e n t—to  prove your w ords?”

“ I  do n o t w a n t to  p rove any th ing . I  w an t 
to  ho ld  m y  tongue , b u t you  w ill n o t le t 
m e .”

‘ All I  w an t from  you  is th e  sim p le  t ru th ,  and  
t h a t  you m u s t te ll m e .”

“ B u t, m onsieu r ” began Ja n v a rd  a p p e a l
ingly, an d  th e n  h e  stopped.

“ You a  e afra id , an d  ju s tly  so. You a re  in  m y 
pow er, a n d  I can  use th a t  pow er in  an y  way 
th a t I  m ay  deem  best. A t th e  th e  sam e tim e, 
u n d e rs ta n d  m e. I am  no constab le  —no officer 
of th e  law —I  am  sim ply  tho  b ro th  r  of L ionel 
D ering, and  knowing, as I  do, th a t  he 
w as accused  and  found gu ilty  o f a  crim e of w hicn 
he  was as  in n o c en t as I  am , I  nave  vowod th a t  1 
w ill n o t re s t n ig h t o r day  tili I  havo discovered  
th e  m u rd e re r  an d  b ro u g h t h im  to  ju s tice . Such 
being  th e  case, I  te ll y  u  p la in ly  t h a t  th e  b es t 
th in g  you cau  do is to  m ake  a  fu ll an d  frank  
confession  of a ll th a t  you  know  respecting  th is  
te rr ib le  business, leaving  i t  for m e a fte rw ard s  to  
decide as to  th e  use w hich  I  m ay  find  i t  requ isite  
to  m ake  of yo u r confession. A re you p repared  
to  do w h a t I  ask  of you ?”

J a n v a rd ’s shou lders rose an d  fell again. “ I 
c a n n o t h e lp  m yself,” ho said. “ I  h ave  no  
choice b u t to  com ply  w ith  th e  w ishes of m o n 
sieur.”

“ Sensibly spoken. T ry  an o th e r  glass of w ine. 
I t  m ay  he lp  to jrefresh  yo u r m em ory .”

“ Alas ! m onsieur, m y  m em ory  needs no re
freshing . T h e  inc id en ts  of th a t  n ig h t are  fa r  too 
te rr ib le  to  bo fo rgo tten .” W ith  a  h a n d  th a t  s till 
shook sligh tly  ho  poured  h im se lf o u t an o th e r 
g lass of w ine an d  d ran k  i t  off a t  a  d raugh t. T hen 
ke  cont inued : “ On th e  n ig h t of th e  q u a rre l in 
th e  b illia rd  room  a t  P a rk  jNewton I  w as sittin g  
u p  fo r  m y m aste r, M r S t G eorge. A bout m in- 
m ^ h t th e  bell ran g  fo r m e, and  on answ ering  it, 
m y  m a ste r  p u t M r Osm ond in to  m y  hands, he 
being s o m e w h .t th e  w orse fo r w ine, w h h  in 
s tru c tio n s  to  see h im  safely to  bed. T h is I did, 
and  th e n  I  le f t h im . As i t  h a t pened , I  h a d  ta k en  
a  v io len t fancy  to  M r O sm ond’s sp lend id  ruby 
ring—th e  very  ring  m onsieur h a s  now  in  h is  pos
session—and . th a t  n ig h t 1 de te rm in ed  to  m ake 
i t  m y ow n. T h e re  w ere several new  se rv an ts  in  
th e  house, an d  nobody  w ould suspect m e  of 
hav ing  ta k en  it . M r O sm ond h a d  d raw n i t  off 
h is  finger, an d  th ro w n  i t  care lessly  in to  h is  
dressing  bag  and  locked i t  up  before getting  
in to  bed, a fte rw ard s  p u ttin g  h is  keys u n d e r h is  
pillow.

“ W hen th e  house w as q u ie t I  p u t  on  a  p a ir  
of l is t slippers an d  m ade m y  w ay to  M r Os 
m ond’s bed 100m . T h e  d co r w hs unlocked and  
I  w en t in . A n ig h t la m p  w as bu rn in g  on th e  
d ressing  tab le . T heifu ll m oon shone in  th ro u g h  
th e  u n cu rta in ed  w n lo w , an d  its  ra y s  s lan te  l 
r ig h t across th e  sleeper’s face. H e lay  the re , 
sleeping th e  sleep ot th e  d runken , w ith  one 
h a n d  clenched, an d  a  frow n on h is  face as if he  
w ere s till th re a ten in g  M r Dering. I t  was hard ly  
th e  w ork of a  m in u te  to  possess m yself of th e

keys. In  an o th e r  m in u te  th e  d ressing  case 
w as opened an d  th e  ring  m y  own. M r Os-, 
m a u d ’s ’ p o r tm a n te a u  s tood  in v iti gly open ; 
w h a t m ore n a tu ra l th a n  th a t  I  shou ld  desire  to  
tu rn  over i ts  c o n ten ts  ligh tly  a n d  de lica te ly  ? 
In  such  cases I  am  possesbed by  th e  sim ple cu r
iosity  of a  ch  Id. I  w as dow n on m y  knees before 
th e  p o rtm an te au  adm irin g  th is , th a t  an d  th e
i.th e r, w hen to  m y  h o rro r  I  h e a rd  th e  noise of 
com ing footsteps. No concealm en t w as possib le  
save th a t  afforded by  th e  long cu rta in s  w hich  
shaded  one of th e  w indow s. N ex t m o m en t I  was 
safely h id d en  b eh in d th em .

“ T h e  foo tsteps cam e n e a re r  an d  n ea re r, and  
th e n  som eone en te red  th e  room . T h e  sleeping 
m a s  still b re a th e d  heav ily . Now an d  th e n  he 
m oaned  in  h is  sleep. A ll m y  fea r  of being  found  
o u t could  n o t keen m e from  peep ing  o u t of m y 
hiding-place. W h a t I  saw  w as m y  m aste r, Mr 
E r s te r  S t Goorge, s tan d in g  over th e  sleeping  
m an , w ith  a look  on b is  face th a t  I  h a d  never 
seen th e re  before. H e stood th u s  fo r a  fu ll m in 
u te , an d  th e n  he cam e ro u n d  to  th e  n e a r  side of 
th e  bed, and  seem ed  to  be looking fo r Mr 
O sm ond’s keys. I 11 a  li ttle  w hile h e  saw  th e m  in  
th e  d ressing-bag  w hore I had  le f t th e m . T h en  he 
crossed to  th e  o th e r  side of th e  room  an d  p ro 
ceeded one by o a e ,1 till; h e ; h a d  found th e  
r ig h t one, in  th e  lock of Mr O sm ond’s w riting  cas 
H e opened th e  case, to o k  o u t of i t  Mr O sm ond’s 
cheque book, and  from  th a t  ho to re  e i th e r  one or 
tw o b lank  cheques H e h a d  ju s t  relocke t th e  
w riting-case w hen M r O sm ond t-.uddenly aw oke 
an d  s ta r te d  u p  in  bed. ‘ V illa in  ! w h a t a re  you 
doing  th e re  ?’ h e  cried, аз  h e  flung back  th e  b ed 
clothes. B u t before h e  could  set foot to  th e  floor, 
M r S t eeort*e sp rang  a t  h is  th ro a t  and  inn ed  
h im  dow n a lm o s t as  easily  as if h e  h a d  been a  
b>y. W h a t hap p en ed  during  tho  n e x t m in u te  I 
h a rd ly  know  ho ’w to  describe. I t  w ould seem  
th a t  M r O sm ond w as in  th e  h a b it of sleeping 
w ith  a  dagger u n d er h is  pillow . At a ll even ts 
th e re  w as one th e re  on th is  p a r tic u la r  n igh t. As 
soon as he found h im se lf p inned  dow n in  bed, 
his h a n d  sough t fo r an d  found  th is  dagger, an d  
n ex t m o m en t I10 m ade a  sudden  s ta b  w ith  i t  a t  
th e  b re a s t of Mi Kt G eorge B u t m v  m a ste r  was 
too  qu ick  fo r him , T h  re  w as an  in s ta n t’s stru g 
gle—a  flash—a  cry—an d —yo 1 m ay  guess th e  re s t.

‘ A m u rm u r  of h o rro r escaped  m y li s. In  
a n o th e r  m o m en t m y  m a s te r  h a d  sp rung  across 
th e  room  and  h ad  to rn  aw ay th e  c u rta in s  from  
before m e. ‘ You h e re  !’ h e  said.. And fo r a  few 
seconds I  th o u g h t m y  fa te  would be  th e  sam e as 
th a t  o f  M r Or-mond. B u t a t  la-it h is  h a n d  
dropped . ‘ J a n v a rd , you an d  I  m u s t be friends,’ 
he  said. ' F rom  th is  n ig h t you r in te re s ts  a re  
m ine, and  m ine  иге yours ’ T hen  we le ft th e  
room  toge ther. A te rr ib le  n ig h t, m onsieur, as 
you  m ay  well believe !”

“ You h ave accoun ted  c lea rly  enough  fo r tb  e 
m urder, b u t  you  h av e  n o t y e t to ld  us how  i t  
hfxppened th a t  L ionel D ering  cam e to  be accused  
of th e  crim e.”

“ T h a t  is th e  w orst p a r t  of th o  story , sir. 
W hose th o u g h t is w as first, w h e th e r M r St 
G eorge’s or m ine, to  lay  th e  m u rd e r a t  th e  door 
of M r D ering, I  could n o t now  te ll you  I t  » as  a  
th o u g h t th a t  seam ed to  com e in to  th e  head s  of 
bo th  of us a t  th e  sam e m om ent. As m onsieu r 
know s, m y  m a s te r  h a d  no  cause to  love h is  
cousin. H e h ad  every  reaso n  to  h a te  h im . Mr 
D ering  h ad  got a ll th e  es ta te s  an d  p ro p erty  th - .t 
ough t to  h a  e been  Mr* S t G eorge’s. B u t if M r 
D ering  w ere to  dio w ith o u t ch ild ren , th e  es ta te  
w ould a ll com e back to  h is  cousin. R eason 
enough fo r w ishing M r D ering  dead.

“ W e d id  n o t  ta lk  m uch  ab o u t it , m y  m a s te r  
an d  I. W e understood  one an o th e r  w ith o u t 
m an y  w ords. T he re  w ere ce rta in  th  ngs to  be 
done w hich  Mr S t G eorge h a d  n o t th e  nerve  to  
do. I  had  th e  nerve to  do th e m , a n d  I  d id  them.* 
I t  w as I  w ho p u t  M r D ering’s s tu d  u n d e r th e  bed. 
I t  w as I  who took h is  handkerch ief, an d  —”

“ E n o u g h  1” sa id  L ionel w ith  a  shudder. “ S ure
ly  no  m ore devilish  p lo t w as ever h a tch ed  bv 
h a tan  him self ! Y ou—you w ho s it so ca lm ly  th e re , 
had  b u t to  ho ld  u p  you r l i t t le  finger to  save an  
in n o cen t m a u  from  d i grace and  d ea th  !”

“ W h a t w ould m onsieu r havo ?” said Jan v ard , 
w ith  a n o th e r  of h is  ind isc ribab le  shrugs. •' Mr 
S tG e  >rge w as m y  m aster. I  lik ed  h im , and  I  was 
berndes*, to  have  a  la rge sum  of rnon^y given to  
m e to  keep siience. M r D ering  w as a  s tran g e r 10 
m e. V iola to u t .”

“ Jan v a rd , you a re  one of th e  v iles t w retches 
tha* ever d isgraced  th e  n am e  of m a n  !”

“ M onsieur s’am use .”
“ I  shall a t  once proceed to  p u t dow n in  w r it

ing tho  head s  of th e  confession w hich  you  havo 
ju s t  m ade  Y ou * il l  sign th e  w riting  in  question  
iu  th e  presence  of B ristow  as w itness. Y uuneed  
be u n d e r no app rehension  th a t  any  im m ed ia te  
h a rm  w ill hap p en  to  you. As fo r M r S t G eor. e, 
I  w ill d ea l w itn  h im  in  m y  own tim e, a n d  in  m y  
own w ay. T h e re  are , how ever, tw o po in ts  th a t  I  
w ish you to  bea r p a rticu la rly  in  m ind . F irs tly , 
if, oven by  th e  vaguest h in t, you  daro  to  le t Mr 
S t G eorge know  th a t  you  h av e  to ld  m e w h a t 
you h ave  to ld  m e to  n igh t, i t  w ill be a t  you r own 
p ro p er peril, a n d  you m u s t be p rep are d  
to  ta k e  tho  consequences th a t  w ill im m ed ia te ly  
ensue. Secondly, you  m u s t ho ld  yourself e n 
tire ly  a t  m y  service, an d  m u s t com e to  m e w ith 
o u t delay  w henever I  m a y  send  fo r you, 
an d  w herever I  m ay  be. Do you c learly  u n d e r
s ta n d  ?”

“ Yes, sir. I  u n d e rs ta n d .”
“ F o r  th e  p resen t, th e n . I  h av e  done w ith  you. 

Two hours la te r  I  w ill send  fo r you again , 
in  o rd er t h a t  you m ay  sign a  ce rta in  pap e r 
w hich  w ill b e  read y  by’ th a t  tim e . You m ay  
go.”

“ B ut, m o n s ie u r—
"  N o t a  word. Go.”
Tom  held  th e  door fo r h im , a n d  Ja n v a rd  

passed  o u t w ith o u t a n o th e r  word.
“ A t la st, D ering  ! A.t la s t  eve ry th ing  is m ade  

clea r !” sa id  Tom , as ho  crossed th o  room  aud 
Mid h is  h a n d  affec tiona te ly  on  L ione l’s shou lder. 
“ A t la s t  you  cau  p rocla im  your innocence t o  th e  
w orld.”

“ Yes, m y  ta sk  is nearly  done,” s a i l  L ionel 
sad ly  “ A nd I  th a n k  heaven  in  a ll s incerity  
th a t  i t  is so. B u t th o  d u ty  I  have  s till to  per- 
o r m i s a  e rrib le  one. I  a l in o s ,f e e la s  if now, 

a t  th is, th e  e lev en th  hour, I  cou ld  go no fu rth e r. 
I  sh  lin k  in  h o rro r from  th e  la s t  an d  m o s t te r r i’ 
ble step  of all. H ark  ! W hose voice w as th a t  ?’ 

“I  h e a r  n o th in g  save th e  m oau iug  of th e  wind, 
a n d  th e  low m u t te u n g  of th u n d e r  fa r  aw ay 
am ong th e  h ills .”

“I t  seem ed to  m e th a t  I  h e i r d t h e  voice of 
P ercy  O sm ond ca lling  to  m e  from  th e  grove— 
th e  sam e voice th a t  I  h ave  h ea rd  so o ften  in  m y 
d ream s.”

‘“How  your h a n d  bu rns , L ionel. Shake off 
th e se  wild fancies, I  im p lo re  you,” sa id  Tom . 
“ W ha t a  b lind ing  Hash w as th a t  !”

“T hey are  110 w ild  fancies 60 m e, b u t  m o s t 
d read  realities. I  te ll youi t  ' s  Os uonu 's  voice I  
hear. I  know  i t  b u t too  well. ‘T hou  sh a lt  re 
venge !’ i t  says to  m e. O nly th re e  w ords : * T hou  
s h a lt avenge 1’ ”

C H A PTE R  X X X III.
T< F IN D S  H IS  T O N G U E.

N early  a  w eek elapsed  a f te r  T om ’s in te r
view w ith  th e  S qu ire before h e  w as again 
in v ited  to  P inco te, and  a f te r  w h a t h a d  passed  
betw een h im se lf  a n d  M r C ulpepper h e  would 
n o t go th e re  aga in  w ith o u t a  special in v i ta 
tion . I t  is  p robab le t h a t  th e  S qu ire  w ould  n o t 
have sen t for h im  even a t  th e  end  of a  w eek had  
he n o t grow n so th o rough ly  tired  of hav in g  t» 
eope w ith  Mrs M cD erm ot single hande- 
th a t  ho w as read y  to  ca ll in  ass is tan ce  from  any  
q u a r te r  t h a t  p rom ised  re lief. H e knew  th a t  
Tom w ould as s is t h im  i f  only a  h in t w ere given 
th a t  h e  was w an ted  to  do so. A nd Tom  d id  relieve 
h im  ; so th a t  fo r th e  firs t tim e  fo r m a n y  days  th e  
S qu ire  rea lly  en jo j ed h is  d inner.

N ,tw ith s tau d in g  a ll th is , m a tte rs  w ere so a r 
ranged betw een th e  S qu ire  an d  Mrs M cD erm ot 
t h a t  no  o p p o rtu n ity  w as given T om  fo r being 
a lone  w ith  Ju n e  even fo r five m inu tes. T he first 
tim e  th is  hap p en ed  h e  th o u g h t t h a t  i t  m igh t 
perhaps  h ave  arisen  from  m ere  acc id en t B u t 
th e  n e x t tim e  he w en t up  to  P inco te  h e  saw  too 
c learly  w h a t w as in ten d ed  to  allow  h im  to  rem ain  
an y  longer w ith  doub t. T h a t  n igh t, a f te r  s h ak 
ing h an d s  w ith  Tom  a t  p a rting , J a n e  found  in  
h e r  pa lm  a  tin y  no te , th e  c o n ten ts  of w hich  w ere 
tw o lines  only. “ Should you  be  shopping in  
D uxley  e ith e r  to -m orrow  or n e x t day, I  sh a ll e 
a t  th e  to llg a te  on th e  Snelsham  ro ad  from  tw elve 
. ill one o’clock.”

N ext day  a t  h a lf  p a s t tw elve to  th e  m in u te , 
J a n e  an d  h e r  pony ca rriage  fonnd  them selves a t  
th e  S nelsham  to llga te . T he re  w as Tom . su re 
enough, who got in to  th e  t ra p  an d  took  th e  reins. 
Ho tu rn e d  p resen tL  in to  a  by- oad  th a t  led  to  
now hi r e  m  p a rtic u  ar, and  th e re  ea rn ed  th e  g ra t
itu d e  o t D iam ond by  le ttin g  h im  lapse in to  a 
q u ie t w alk  w hich  enab led  h im  to  ta k e  sly  n ibbles 
a t  th e  road-side g rass as h e  jogged con ten ted ly  
along.

Two or th re e  m in u te s  passed  in  silence. T hen  
Tom  spoke “ J a n e  " ho said, a n d  i t  w as th e  first 
tim e  h e  h a d  ever ca lled  h e r  by  h e r  C hris лап 
nam e. “J ane, your fa th e r  h a s  fo rb idden  m e  to  
m ake  love  to  you,”

I t  seem ed  as if J a n e  h ad  n o th ing  to  say  e ith e r  
fo r or ag a in s t th is  s ta te m e n t. She only b rea th ed  
a  l i t t le  m o re  quickly, an d  a  lo ve lie r color 
flushed  h e r  cheeks. B u t ju s t  th e n  D iam ond 
sw erved to w ard s  a  te m p tin g  tu f t  of grass. T he 
ca rriage  gave a  slight je rk  an d  T om  fancied— 
b u t i t  m ig h t be n o th in g  m ore  th a n  fancy—th a t, 
in stinc tive ly , J a n e  drew  a  l i t t le  c l se r  to  h im . 
A nd w hen D iam ond  h a d  been p un ished  by th e  
(•lightest possib le  flick w ith  th e  w hip betw een 
h is  ears, and  was aga in  jogging peacefu lly  on, 
J a n e  d id  n o t ge t fa r th e r  aw ay again , being, p e r
haps , s till sligh tly  nervous ; an d  w hen Tom  
looked dow n th e re  was a  l i t t le  gloved h a n d  re s t 
ing, lig h t as  a  fea ther, on h is  a rm . I t  w as im 
possib le  to  res is t th e  te m p ta tio n . D ispensing 
w ith  th e  th e  w hip  fo r a  m o m en t h e  lifted  th e  li ttle  
h a n d  te n d erly  to  h is  . lip s an d  k issed  it .  H e was 
n o t repulsed .

“ Yes, dea re st.” h e  w en t on, “ I  am  abso
lu te ly  fo rb idden to  m ake love to  you. I  can  
only im ag ine  th a t  your a u n t  has  been  ta lk  
ing  to  you r fa th e r  ab o u t us. Be th a t  as  i t  
m ay, he  h a s  fo rb idden  m e to  w alk  o u t w ith  you, 
o r even to  see you alone. T he reaso n  w hy I 
asked you  to  m e e t m e to -day  w as to  te li  you  of 

th e se  th ings  ”
S till J  ne k e p t silence. Only from  th e  li ttle  

h an d , w hich  h ad  som ehow  fo u cd  its  w ay back 
. .n to  h is  arm , th e re  cam e th e  fa in te s t  possib le 
p ressu r , h a rd ly  h eavy  enough to  h ave  crushed  
a  bu tterfly .

“ I  to ld  h i a th a t  I  loved you ,” resum ed  Tom , 
“ and he could n o t say  i t  w as a  c rim e to  do so. 
B u t w hen I  to ld  h im  th a t  I  h ad  nev e r m ade  love 
to  you, oi asked you  to  m a rry  m e, he  seem ed in 
clined  to  d o u b t m y v erac ity . H owever, [ se t his  
m in d  a t  re s t by  giving h im  m y  w ord of honor 
th a t ,  even snp  Dosing y ou  w ere w illing to  have 
m e—a p o in t respecting  w hich  I  had  very  strong  
doub ts  indeed—I  w ould n o t ta k e  you fo r m y 
wife w ith o u t first o b ta in ing  h is  fu ll consen t to  
do so.

H ere D iam ond, judg ing  from  th e  ea rnestness  
of Tom ’s tone  th a t  h is  though ts  w ere otherw ise, 
and  deem ing th e  op p o rtu n ity  a  favorab le  one to  
s tea l a  l i t t le  b rea th in g  tim e, g radually  slackened 
hi-, slow pace in to  a  si ill slow er one. ti ll  a t  la s t 
h e  е н т е  to  a  dead  s tand . A dm onished by a  
crack  of th o  w hip  h a lf  a  y a rd  above h is  head  
th a t  T<>m w as s till w ide aw ake, h e  p u t on a  tre 
m endous sp u rt—for h im —w hich, as  th e y  were 
goi g dow n h ill a t  th e  tim e , w as n o t difficult. 
B u t no sooner h a d  th e y  reac h ed  a  level b it  of

ro ad  aga in  th e n  th e  s p u r t  ton ed  itse lf  dow n to  
th e  custom ary  slow ftrot, w ith , how ever, an  ex tra  
w hisk  of th e  ta il  now  an d  th e n  w hich  seem ed  to  
im p ly  : “ M ark w ell w h a t a  fiery steed  I  could 
be if I  only  chose to  e x e rt m yself.”

“ All th is  b u t  brings m e to  one  p o in t,” said 
T o m : “ th a t  I  have  nev e r y e t to>d you th a t  1 
loved you, th a t  I  h av e  never y e t asked  you  
to  becom e m y  wife. To-dav, th e n — h e re—th is  
very  m om en t, I  te ll you th a t  I  do love you as 
tru ly  and  sincerely  as  i t  is possib le fo r n ia n  to  
love; an d  h e re  I  ask  you  to  becom e m y  wife, 
G et along, D iam ond , do, s ir.”

“D earest, you  a re  n o t b lind ,” h e  w en t on. “You 
m u s t h ave  seen, you  m u s t have  know n, fo r a lo n g  
t im e  p as t, t h a t  m y  h e a r t—m y love—w ere wholly 
y ou is  ; an d  th a t  I  m ig h t one day  w in you fo r m y 
own h as  been  a  hope, a  blissful d ream , th a t  has 
h au n ted  m e an d  ch a rm ed  m y life fo r longer th a u  
I  can  te ll. I  ought, pe rh ap s , to have spoken of 
th is  to  you before, b u t  th e re  w ere ce rta in  reasons 
fo r m y silence w hich  i t  is n o t necessary  to  d ila te  
upon now, b u t  w hich, if you care to  h e a r  th em , I  
w ill exp la in  to  you  an o th e r  tim e. H ere, then , I 
ask  you w h eth e r you feel as  if you  could ever 
le a rn  to  love m e, w h e th e r you  can  ever ca re  for 
m e  enough to  becom e m y  wife. Speak  to  me, 
darling—w hisper th e  one l i t t le  w ord I  b a rn  to  
hea r. L if t you r eyes to  m ine , an d  le t  m e read  
th e re  th a t  w hich  w ill m ake m e hap p y  fo r life .” 

E x cep t th e y  tw o, th e re  w as no h u m a n  being 
visible. T hey  w ere alone w ith  th e  trees, an d  th e  
b irds, an d  th e  sailiug  clouds. T he re  >vus no one 
to  overh  a r  th e m  save th a t  s ly  old D iam ond, and  
h e  p re ten d ed  to  be n o t listen ing  a  b it. F o r  th e  
second tim e  h e  carne to  a  s taad -stiil, an d  th is  
tim e  h is  artfu ln ess  rem ain ed  un rep roved  and  
unno ticed .

J a n e  .rem b led  a  li ttle , b u t h e r  eyes w ere still 
c a s t d  >wn. T om  tried  to  see in to  th e ir  dep th s  
b u t  could  no t. “ You p rom ised  p a p a  th a t  you 
w ould  n o t ta k e  m e from  h im  w ith o u t h is  con
st n t”, she sa id , speaking  in  l i t t le  m ore  tn a n  a 
w hisper. “T h a t consen t you w ill nev e r ob ta in .” 

“ T h a t consen t I  sh a ll o b ta in  if you  w ill only 
give m e yours firs t.”

H e spoke firm ly  an d  unh esita tin g ly . J a n e  
could ha rd ly  believe h e r  ear$. She looked u p  a t  
h im  in  sheer su rp rise . F o r  th e  f irs t t im e  th e ir  
eyes m et.

“ You don’t  know  p ap a  as  w ell as I  do-^how  
o b s tin a te  h e  is, how  fu ll of w him s a n d  crochets 
N o—no ; I  feel su re th a t  h e  w ill never cons n t .”

“ And I  feel equa lly  su re  t h a t  h e  w ill. I  h ave  
no  fe» r  on th a t  score—none. B u t I  w ill p u t  th e  
q uestion  to  you m an o th e r  w ay, in  th e  sh o rtb u s -  
iness-like w ay th a t  com es m o s t n a tu ra lly  to  a 
m a n  like  m e. Jan e , d earest, if I  ca n  persuaue 
you r fa th e r  to  give you  to  m e, w ill you  b e  so 
g iven ? W ill you  com e to  m e a n d  be m y  ow n— 
m y  w ife—for ever ?”

S till no answ er. Only im n recep tib ly  she  c rep t 
a  l i t t le  c loser to  h is  s ide—a  very  little . H e took  
th a t  for h is  answ er. F irs t  one a rm  w en t ro u n d  
h e r  an d  th e n  th e  o ther. H e drew  he'* to  h is  
h e a rt , h e  drew  h e r  to  h is  lips ; h e  k issed  h e r  and  
ca lled  h e r his ow n. And she ? W ell, p a in fu l 
th  ugh i t  be to  w rite  i*, she nev e r rep roved  h im  
iu  th e  leas t, b u t seem ed co n ten t to  s i t  th e re  w ith  
h e r  h ea d  re s t ng on h is  shou lder au d  to  suffer 
L ove’s sw eet p u n ish m e n t of kisses in  silence.

I t  is on reco rd  th a t  D iam ond  w as th e  firs t to 
лтоѵ е.

vVhile s tan d in g  th e re  h e  h a d  fa llen  in to  a 
snooze, an d  h a d  d re a m t t h a t  an o th e r  pony  had  
been  p u t in to  h is  p a r t ic u la r  s ta ll and  w as a t  th a t  
m o m en t engaged in  m unch ing  h is  p a r tic u la r  
tru s s  of hay . O vercom e by  h is  feelings, he 
tu rn e d  delib e ra te ly  ro u n d  and  s ta r te d  fo r hom e 
a t  a  gen tle  tro t. Thus d is tu rbed , T om  a n d  J a n e  
cam e back  to  su b lu n a ry  m a tte rs  w ith  a  laugh 
an d  à  li t ie  confusion  on J a n e ’s p a r t . T om  drove 
lier back  as  fa r  as th e  too lgate  an d  t h -ш shook 
h an d s  an d  le f t he r. J a n e  reached  hom e as  one 
in  a  blissfu l d ream  

T hree  days la te r  Tom  received a  n o te  in  th e  
S qu ire’s ow n crabbed hand-w riting , ask ing  h im  to  
go up  to  P m cote  as ea rly  as  possible. H e w as 
ev iden tly  w an ted  fo r som eth ing  o u t of th e  o r 
d in a ry  way. W ondering  a  l i ttie , h e  w ent. T he 
Squire received h im  in  h igh  good h u m o r an d  was 
n o t long in  le ttin g  h im  know  w hy h e  h a d  sen t 
fo r h im .

“I  h av e  h a d  som e fellow s h ere  from  th e  ra ilw ay  
com pany ,” he  said. “T hey  w an t to  buy  P rio r’s 
C roft,”

T om ’s eyebrow s w ont u p  a  little . “ I  thou g h t, 
sir, i t  w ould p rove to  be a  p ro fitab le  specu lation  
by  an d  by. D id th e y  nam e any  p rice?  ”

“No, n o th in g  w as said  as  to  price. T hey sim ply  
w an te d  to  know  w hethe r I  w as w illing to  sell it .” 

“And you to ld  th e m  th a t  you w ere?”
“I  to ld  th e m  th a t  I  w ould ta k e  tim e  to  tfcink 

ab o u t it. I  d id n ’t  w an t to  seem  to o  eager, you 
know .”

‘ T h a t s r ig h t, sir. P lay  w ith  th e m  a  li t t le  be 
fore you fina lly  hook th e m .”

“ F ro m  w h a t th e y  say , th e y  w a n t to  b u ild  a 
s ta tio n  on th e  C roft.”

“ Yes, a  new  passenger sta tio n , w ith  p le n ty  of 
sid ing  accom m odation .”

“ Ah ! you know  som ethi- g a b o u tit ,  do y o u ? ”
“ I  know  th is  m uch, sir, t h a t  tb e  p roposal of 

th e  new  com nany  to  ru n  a  fresh  line  in to  D uxley 
h a  s p u t  th e  old com pany  on th e ir  m e ttle . In  
p lace of th e  d ir ty  ram -shack le  s ta tio n  w ith  w hich 
we h ave a ll h a d  to  be c o n te n t fo r so m a n y  years, 
th e y  are  going to  give u s  a  new  s ta tio n , h an d  
som e a n d  com m odious ; and  P rio r’s C roft is th e  
p lace n am ed  as  th e  m o s t p robab le  s ite  fo r th e  
new  te rm in u s .”

“ H ang  m e, if I  d on ’t  believe you knew  som e
th in g  of th is  all a long !” sa id  th e  Squire. “If  
n o t, how  c< u ld  you h av e  ra ise d  tb a t  heavy  m o r t
gage fo r m e ?”

T he re  w as a  tw ink le  in  T om ’s eyes b u t he said  
no th ing . Mr C u lpepper m ig h t h ave  been  still 
fu r th e r  su rp rised  h a d  h e  know n th a t  th e  six 
th o u san d  pounds w as T om ’s ow n m oney, and  
th a t, a lthough  th e  m ortgage w as m ade o u t in  
an o th e r  nam e, i t  w as to  T om  alone th a t  h e  was 
indeb ted .

“ H ave you  m ade  u p  you r m in d  as  to  th e  price 
you in te n d  to  ask, sir ?”

No, n o t yet. in  fa c t i t  was p a r t ly  to  consu lt 
you  on  th a t  p o in t th a t  I  se n t for you.”

“ Som ew here ab o u t n in e  th o u san d  pounds, sir, 
I  shou ld  th in k , w ould be a  fa ir  p rice .”

T h e  Squire shook h is  head . “ T hey w ill never 
give an y th in g  like so m u ch  as th a t .”

“ I  th iu k  th e y  will, sir, if  th*  affair is judiciously 
m anaged. H ow  ca n  th e y  refuse in  th e  face of a 
m ortgage  for six  th o u san d  pounds ?”

“ T he re’s som eth ing  in  th a t,  ce rta in ly .”
“ T hen  th e re  a re  th e  v illas y e t u n b u il t i t  is 

tru e —b u t th e  p lan s  of w hich  a re  already  d raw n, 
an d  th e  foundations  of som e of w hich  a re  a l
read y  laid . You w ill req u ire  .to be l i te ra lly  r e 
m u n e ra ted  fo r your d isap p o in tm e n t an d  ou tlay  
in  resp ec t to  th e m .”

“ I  see i t  a il now. Sp lend id  idea  th a t  of th e  
v illas.”

“ C onsidering th e  m a tte r  in  a ll i ts  bearings, 
n ine  th o u san d  pounds m a y  be regarded  as a  very  
m o d e ra te  sum .

“ T w on’t  ask  a  pen n y  less.”
“ W ith  i t  you лѵіП be able to  c lea r off |b o th  th e  

m ortgage au d  th e  loan  of tw o  thousand , an d  w ill 
th e n  h ave  a  th o u san d  le f t fo r your expenses in  
connection  w ith  th e  v illas.”

T h e  Squire ru b b ed  h is  hands. “ I  w ish a ll m y  
spécu la tions h a d  tu rn e d  o u t as  successful as th is  
one,” h e  said. “ T h is  one  I  owe to  you, B ristow . 
You h ave done m e a  service th a t  I  can  never fo r
get.”

Tom  rose to  go. “ Is  Mrs M cD erm ot qu ite  well, 
s ir  ?” h e  said, w ith  th e  m o s t in nocen t a ir  in  th e  
w orld.

“ I f  th e  w av  sh e  ea ts  a u d  drinks  is a n y th in g  to  
go by. she w as nev e r b e t te r  in  h e r  lite. B u t if 
you ta k e  h e r  own accoun t, she’s nev e r w ell—a 
confirm ed in va lid  sh e  ca lls  herself. I ’ve no  p a 
tience  w ith  th e  w om an, th o u g h  sh e  is  m y sister. 
A d ay ’s h a rd  scrubb ing  a t  th e  w ash  tu b  every 
w eek w ould do h e r  a  w orld of good. I f  she w ould 
only  pack  up  h e r  tru n k s  an d  go, how  th a n k fu l I  
shou ld  be !”

“ If  you w ish h e r  to  sh o rten  h e r  v is it a t  P in 
cote, I  th in k  you  m ig h t easily  p ersuade h e r  to  
do so.”

“ I ’d  give som eth ing  ta  find  o u t how. No, no, 
B ristow  y ou  m ay  dep en d  th a t  sh e ’s a  fix tu re 
h e re  fo r th e  n e x t th re e  o r fou r m o n th s . She 
know s—no w om an alive  b e t te r—w hen sh e’s in  
com fo rtab le  q u a r te rs .”

“ I f  I  h a d  you r sanction  to  doing so, sir, I  th in k  
th a t  I  со ild  induce  h e r  to  h a s te n  h e r d e p a rtu re  
from  P inco te .”

T h e  S qu ire  rubbed  h is  nosethough tfu lly . ,r¥ou  
a re  a  qu ee r fellow , B ristow ,” h e  said , “ and  you 
h av e  done so ue s tran g e  th ings, b u t to  induce 
m y  sis te r  to  leave P in co te  before sh e’s read y  to  
go w ill cap a ll t h i t  you’ve done y et.”

“ I  c a n n o t of course induce  h e r  to  leave P in  
co te  t i l l  she is w illing to  go, b u t  a f te r  a  li ttle  
qu ie t ta lk  w ith  me, i t  is possib le th a t  she m ay  be 
willing, an d  even anx ious, to  S et aw ay as qu ick ly  
as possible.”

T h e  S qu ire  shook h is  h ead . *• You don’t  know  
F a n n y  M cD erm ot as  w ell as I  do,” he  said .

“ H ave I  you r perm ission  to  try  th e  expe ri
m e n t ?”

“ You h av e—a n d  m y  dev o u tes t w ishes to r  your 
success. O nly you m u st n o t com prom ise m e in  
an y  w ay in th e  m a tte r .”

“ You m a y  safely tru s t  m e n o t to  do th a t .  B u t 
you m u st give m e an  in v ita tio n  to  com e an d  s tay  
w ith  you a t  P inco te  fo- a  w eek.”

*• W ith  all m y  heart."
“ I  sh a ll devote m yself very  assiduously  to  Mrs 

M cD erm ot, so th a t  you m u st n o t be su rp rised  if 
we seem  to  be very  g rea t friends in  th e  course of 
a  couple of days .”

“ D o as you like. boy. I ’ll ta k e  no notice. B u t 
she’s an  old soldier, is F an , an d  if for a  single m o
m e n t she suspects w h a t you a re  a f te r  she’ll пчіі 
h e r  colors to  th e  m a s t an d  defy u s  all, an d  btop 
h e re  for six  m o n th s  longer.”

“ I t  is, of course, q u ite  possib le t h a t  I  m ay  
fail,” said  Tom , “ b u t som ehow , I  h a rd ly  th in k  
th a t  I  shall.”

“ W e’ll h ave  a  glass of sh e rry  to g e th er and  
d rin k  to  your success. By-the-bye, h ave  you con
triv ed  y e t to  purge you r b ra in  of th a t  lovesick 
tom foo lery  ?”

“ If, sir, you  in ten d  th a t  p h ra se  t  > app ly  to 
m y  feelings w ith  reg ard  to  Miss C ulpepper,
I  can on ly  say . th a t th e y  a re  s till to ta lly  u n 
changed .”

“ W ha t an  id io t you a re  in  som e th ings, B ris
tow  1” sa id  th e  Squi: e, crustily . ‘ R em em ber th is  
—I ’ll h ave  no love m ak ing  here  n e x t w eek.”

“ You need  h av e  no  fea r  on th a t  score, s ir.”

C H A PTE R  XXXIV.
E X IT  M R S. MACDERM OT.

Tom  an d  h is  p o r tm a n te a u  reach ed  P inco te  to 
g e th e r a  few  days a f te r  h is  la s t conversation  
w ith  th e  Squire. Mrs. M cD erm ot understood  
th a t  he  h a d  been inv ited  to  spend a  w eek th e re  
in  o rder to  ass is t h e r  b ro th e r w ith  h is  books and 
fa rm  accoun ts  I t  seem ed to  h e r  a  very in ju d i
cious th in g  to  do, b u t  she d id  n o t say  m uch  ab o u t 
it. In  tru th , she w as ra th e r  p leased  th a n  o th e r
w ise to  h ave  Tom  th e re  I t  w as d readfu lly  
m onotonous to  h av e  to  spend  one  even ing  a>ter 
an o th e r  w ith  no  com pany  save th a t  of h e r  b ro 
th e r  a n  1 Jan e . She w as t i re d  of h e r  audience, 
an d  h e r  aud ience w ere tired  of her. Mr. Bristow , 
as she knew  already , could  ta lk  well, w as lively 
с т р а п у , and . above a ll th ings, w as an  excellen t 
listener. She h a d  done h e r du ty  by h  r  b ro th e r  
in  w arn ing  h im  of w h a t w as going on betw een 
M r B ristow  an d  h e r  neice : if, a f te r  th a t,  th e  
Squ ire  chose to  le t  th e  tw o young people com e 
toge ther, i t  w as n o t h e r  p lace to  d isp u te  h is  r ig h t 
b o  do so.

Tom was very attentive to her at dinner that

day. Of J a n e  he took no no tice  beyond w h a t 
th e  occasion abso lu te ly  dem anded . Mrs 
M cD erm ot w as agreeab ly  su rp rised  “ He 
h as  com e to  h is  senses a t  la st, as  1 th o u g h t he 
would,” she sa id  to  herself. “Grown tired  of 
J a n e ’s society, an d  no w onder T he re’s n o th ing  
in  her.”

As soon as th e  clo th  w as rem oved, J a n e  e x 
cused  herself on th e  score of a  head ach e  an d  le ft 
th e  room . T he Squire go t in to  an  easy  c h a ir  and  
so -tied  him self dow n for a  post p ran d ia l nap . 
Tom  moved h is  c h a ir  a  l i t t le  n ea re r th a t  of th e  
widow.

“I  have grieved to  soo you so fa r  from  well, Mrs. 
M cD erm ot,” h e  ьaid as h e  pou ied  h im se lf o u t 
an o th e r  glass of w iue “My fa th e r  w as a  doctor, 
an d  I  su poj-e I  cau g h t th e  h a b i t  from  h im  of 
read ing  th e  signs of h e a lth  o r sickness in  peop le’s 
faces.”

Mrs. M cD erm ot was visibly discom posed. She 
w as a  g rea t cow ard  w ith  regard  to  h e r  h ea lth , 
an d  Tom  knew  it.

“Yes,” she said, “I  have n o t been  w ell fo r som e 
tim e  past. B u t I  was n o t aw are  th a t  th e  tra ces  
of m y indisposition  wero so p la in ly  v isib le  to  
o th  rs .”

“They are  v isib le to  m e bee *.use, as I  te ll  you,
I am  ha lf a  docto r bo th  by b ir th  an d  bringing  
up. You seem  to  m e. M rs. M cD erm ot, p a rdon  
m e for saying so—to  have beeu  fad ing—to  h ave 
been going backw ard, as i t  w ere, a lm o s t from  th e  
day  of you r a rr iv a l a t  P inco te.”

Mrs M cD erm ot coughed and  m oved uneasily  in  
h e r  ch a ir  “I  h  >ve been  a  confirm ed in va lid  for 

ears,” she said ,querulously , “a n d  y e t no  one will 
elieve m e w hen I  te ll th e m  so.”
“I  can  very  read ily  believe it," sa id  Tom , 

gravely. T hen  h e  la sped  in to  an  om inous 
silence.

“ I  - I  d id  n o t know  th a t  I  w as looking any  
w orse now  th a n  w hen I  first cam e to  P iucote,” she 
sa id  a t  la st

“ You seem  to  m e to  be  m u ch  older-looking, 
m uch m ore carew orn , w itb  lines  m ak ing  th e ir  
appearance  round  you r eyes an d  m o u th , such »s 
I  never no ticed  before. So, a t  le as t, i t  s trike s  
m e, b u t I  m ay  be, a n d  a  d a re  say I  am  q u ite  
wrong.”

T he w dow seem ed a t  a  loss w h a t to  say. T om ’s 
w ords had  ev iden tly  rendered  h e r  very  uneasy.
“ T h en  w h a t w ould you advise m e  to  do ?” she 
said, a fte r  a  tim e. “ I f  y  u  can  d e tec t th e  disease 
so readily, you snou ld  h av e  no  difficulty  in  speci
fying th e  rem edy .”

“ Ah, now I  am  afra id  you a re  g etting  beyond 
m y dep th ,” sa id  Tom , w ith  a  s изііе. “I  am  little  
m ore th a n  a  theorizer, y- u  know  : b u t L should  
h ave  no h es ita tio n  in  saying  th a t  y o u r d iso rder is 
connected  w ith  th e  m ind .”

“ G racious m e, M r B ristow  !”
“ Yes, Мгз M cD erm ot ; m y  opin ion  is th a t  you 

a re  suffering from  an  uu d u e  deve lopm ont of 
b ra in  pow er.”

T he widow looked puzzled. “ I  w as alw ays 
considered  ra th e r  in te lle c tu a l,” she said , w ith  a 
glance a t  her b ro th e r. B u t th e  Squire s till s lep t.

“You are very  in te llec tu a l, m a d am  ; an d  th a t  is 
iu s t  w here th e  evil lies.”

“E xcuse me, b u t I  fail t i  follow you  ”
“You are gifted w ith  a  very  la rge  and  a  very 

pow erful b ra in ,” sa id  Tom , w ith  th e  u tm o st 
g rav ity . T he Squire sn o rted  sudden ly  in  his 
sleep. The widow he ld  u p  a  w arn ing  finger. 
T he re  was silence in th e  room  t i l l  th e  S qu ire’s 
L>ng-drawn snores announced  th a t  h e  w as h a p p i
ly  fa s t asleep.

“V ery few of us a re  so specially  gifted ,” resum ed  
Tom . “B i t  every special g ift n ecess ita tes  a  spe 
cial obligation  in  r e tu rn  You, w ith  your m as
sive brain , m u s t fiud th a t  p le n ty  of w ork to  do 
— a  sufficiency of congenial emx>loyment—o th e r
w ise i t  w ill in ev itab ly  tu rn  upon  itself, grow m  r 
b id  and  hypochondriacal, an d  slow ly b u t surely  
deterio ra te , t i l l  i t  ends by  becom ing—w h a t I  
h a rd ly  like to  say .”

“Really , Mr. B ristow , th is  conversa tion  is to  m e 
m ost in te re 'tin g ,” sa id  th e  widow. “Y our views 
are  thorough ly  original, b u t, a t  th e  sam e tim e, 
I  feel tn a t  th e y  a re  perfec tly  co rrec t ”

“T he sphere of you r in t j 'le c tu a l  ac tiv ity  is  fa r  
too  narrow  and  confined,” resum ed  Tom  ; “your 
br« in  h as  n o t bufficient p a b u lu -л to  keep  i t  in  a  
s ta te  of h ea lth y  ac tiv ity . You w a n t to  m ix  m ore 
w ith  th e  w orld—to  m ix  m ore  w ith  clever people, 
like yourself. I t  w as never in ten d ed  by N ativ  e 
th a t  you shou ld  lose youn-elf am ong th e  narrow  
coteries of p rov inc ial life ; th e  m e tropo lis  claim s 
yo u ; th e  w orld  a t  la rge  c la im s you A 
conversa tionalist so b  il lia n t, so incisive, 
w ith  such an exhau ltless  fund  of new  
ideas, can  only  h ope  to  find  h e r  equa ls  
am ong th e  b e s t circles of L ondon or P aris ian  
society.”

“ H ow  tho rough ly  you  ap p rec ia te  m e. Mr B ris
tow  !” said th e  widow, all iu  a  f lu t te r  of g ra  ifled 
vanity , as she edged h e r  ch a ir  s til l c loser to  Tom .

“ I t  is as you say. I  feel t l ia t  I  am  lo st h e re — 
th a t  I  am  a lto g e th er o u t of m y e lem ent. I  s tay  
here m ore as a  m a tte r  of d u ty —of p rinc ip le  — 
th a n  of an y th in g  else. N o t tha t, i t  is  any  g ra tifi
ca tio n  to  me, as you  m ay  w ell im agine, to  bo 
b u ried  alive in  th is  du ll hole. B u t m y  b ro th e r  is 
g e tting  old a n d  in firm —break ing  fas t, I ’m  afraid , 
poo r m an ,” h ere  th e  S qu ire  gave a  loude r snore 
th a n  com m on : “ w hi e J a n e  is l i■ t ie  m ore th a n  
a  foolish girl. T hey  b o th  need  th e  gu idance of a  
k in d  b u t firm  h  nd . T h e  in te re s ts  of bo th  
dem and  a  clear b ra in  to  look a f te r  th e m .”

“ My dea r m adam , I  agree w ith  you in  to to . 
Y our S partan  view s w ith  regard  to  th e  d u ties  of 
every-day life are  m in e  exactly . B u t we m u s t 
n o t fo rget th a t  we s til l h ave  an o th e r  d u ty —th a t  
of carefu lly  p reserv ing  ou r h ea lth , especially  
w hen our lives a re  inva luab le  to  th e  epoch  in  
w hich  we live. You, m y  d ea r m adam , a re  killing  
yourself b y in c h es .”

“ Oh, Mr Bristow , n o t q u ite  so b ad  as th a t ,  I  
hope !”

“ W ha t I  say, I  say  advisedly . I  th in k  th a t  
w ith o u t difficulty  I  can  specifiya  few  sym ptom s 
of th e  ce reb ra l d iso rd er to  w hich  y ou  a re  a  v ic
tim . You w ill b ea r m e o u t if w h a t I  say is 
co rrec t.”

“ Yes, yes ; p lease  go on  ”
“ You a re  a  sufferer from  sleep’essness to  a  

c e rta in  ex ten t Th-t bodv w ould fa in  rest, being 
ti re d  an d  w orn  ou t, b u t th e  ac tive  b ra in  w ill n o t 
allow  i t  to  do so. Am I  r igh t, M rs M cD erm ot ?” 

“ I  can n o t d isp u te  th e  accuracy  of w ha t you 
say  ”

“ Y our n a tu re  being  large a n d  em in en tly  sym 
p a th e tic , b u t n o t finding sufficient v en t fo r itse lf 
fo r lack of o th e r a lim en t, w ith  th e  concerns and  
daily  doings of th o se  a round  it . giving th e m  th e  
benefit of its  v a s t expe ience and  in tu itiv e  good 
sense : b u t a fte r  being  m e t som etim es w ith  co ld 
ness i stead of sym paty , i t  collapses, fa lls  back 
upon itself, and  » ecom es m orb id  fo r w an t of p ro 
p e r  in te llec tu a l com pan ionsh ip . M ay I  hope th a t  
yo 1 follow m e  ?”

•* Yes—yes, perfec tly ,” sa id  th e  widow, b u t 
looking som ew hat m ystified  n o tw ith stand ing .

“ T h e  b ra in  th u s  th row n back  upon  itse lf  e n 
genders an  ir r i ta b i lity  of th e  nerves, w hich  is 
a lto g e th er abno rm al. F its  of peevishness, of ill- 
te m p er, of causeless fa u l t finding, g radually  su 
pervene ; ti ll  a t  len g th  a ll n a tu ra l am iab ility  of 
disposition  van ishes en tire ly , an d  th e re  is  д о -  
t h i n g  le ft b u t  a  w retched  hypochondriac, a  
m ise ry  to  h im se lf a n d  all a ro u n d  h im .”

“G racious m e! M r Bristow , w h a t a  p ic tu re! 
B u t I  hope you do n o t p u t m e dow n as  a  m isery  
to  m yself an d  a ll a round  m e."

“F a r  from  i t —very  ja r  from  i t —m y d ea r Mrs 
M cDermot. You are  only  in  th e  p rem on ito ry  
s tage  a t  p resen t. L e t u s  hope th a t,  in  your case, 
th e  la te r  stages w ill n o t follow.”

“I  hope n o t, w ith  a ll m y  h e a r t .”
“Of course, you  have  n o t been  tro u b led  w ith  

hearing  voices ? ”
“H earing voices ! W h a tev er do you m ean , M r 

B ristow  ? ”
“One of th e  w o rst sym p tom s of th e  cerebral 

disorder, fr-.m  th e  ea rlie r  btages of w hich  you 
a re  now suffering, is th a t  th e  p a t ie n t h ea rs  voices 
—or fancies th a t  h e  h ea rs  th em , w h ich  is p re tty  
m u ch  th e  sam e th in g . S om etim es th e y  a re  
s tange  voices; som etim es th e y  are  th e  vo ic -s of 
relatives, or iriende no  longer am ong  th e  living. 
Iu  sho rt, to  s ta te  tb e  case as  briefly  as possible, 
th e  p a t ie n t is h a u n te d .”

“I  declare, M r B ristow , t h a t  you  q u ite  frig h ten  
m e! ”

“B u t th e re  a re  no  such  sym p tom s as  these  
a b o u t you a t  p re sen t Mrs M cD erm ot. T h e  m o' 
m e n t you have th e  le a s t experience of th e m — 
shou ld  such a  m isfo rtune  eve^ overtake  y o u 
th e n  take  m y advice, an d  seek th e  on ly  rem edy  
th a t  can be of an y  rea l benefit to you .”

“And w h a t m a y  th a t  b e  ? ”
“Im m ed ia te  change of scen e—a  change to ta l 

a n d  com plete, Go abroad . Go to  I ta ly ;  go to  
E g y p t ; go to  A frica ; —in  sho rt, to  any  plac* 
w here th e  change is a  rad ica l one. B u t I  hope 
th a t,  in  your case, such  a  necessity  w ill never 
arise .”

All th is  is m ost deep ly  in te re s tin g  to  m e Mr 
B ristow , b u t a t  th e  sam e tim e  i t  m akes m e very  
nervous. T h e  very  though-, of being  h a u n te d  in  
th e  w ay vou m e n tio n  is enough to  keep m e from  
sleeping  for a  w eek.”

A t th is  m o m eu t J a n e  cam e in to  th e  room , and  
a  few  m inu tes  la te r  th e  S qu ire  aw oke. Tom  h ad  
sa id  a ll th a t  h e  w an ted  to  say, and  h e  gave Mrs 
M cD erm ot no fu r th e r  o p p o rtu n ity  fo r p riva te  
conversation  w ith  h im .

N ext day, too, Tom  ca re fu lly  avoided th ^  
widow. H is ob ject w as to  afford  h e r  am p le  tim e 
to  th in k  over w h a t h e  h ad  said. T h a t day  tb e  
v icar and  h is  wife d ined  a t  P inco te, an d  T om  b e 
cam e im m ersed  in  local po litic s  w ith  th e  Squire 
and  th e  P arson . Mrs Mci e rm o t was anxious 
an d  uneasy. T h a t evening  she ta lk ed  less th a n  
she h ad  ever been  know n to  do before.

T he ru le  a t  Pinc.ote wa to  keep  ea r y  hours. I t  
w as n o t m uch  p a s t te n  o’clock w hen M rs McDer 
m o t le ft th e  d raw ing  room , an d  hav ing  ob ta ined  
h e r  bed candle, se t o u t on h e r  jo u rn ey  to  h e r  own 
room . H alf w ay up  th e  s ta ircase  s tood  Mr B ris
tow . T he n ig h t being w arm  and  balm y  fo r th e  
tim e  of year, th e  s ta ircase  w indow  w .s  s til h a lf 
open, and  Tom  stood th e re , gazing o u t in to  th e  
m oon lit garden . M rs M cD erm ot Stopped, and  
suid a  few gracious w ords to  Ь іій. She w ould 
hav e  liked  to  resu m e th e  conversation  of th e  p re 
vious evening, b u t th a t  w as ev iden tly  n e ith e r  th e  
tim e  no r th e  p lace to  do so г so sh e  sa id  good nigh t, 
shook hands, and  w ent on h e r  way, leaving  Tom  
still s tand ing  by  th e  window. H igher up, close 
to  th e  head of th e  stairs, s tood a  very  lai ge o ld- 
fash ioned case clock. Mrs M cD erm ot h e ld  up 
th e  cradle to  see th e  lim e  as sh e  w as passing  it. 
I t  w as nearly  tw en ty  m in u te s  p a s t ten . B u t a t  
th e  very  om en t of h e r  no ting  th is  fac t, th e re  
cam e th re e  d is tin c t ta p s  fri m  th e  inside of th e  
case, and  n e x t in s ta n t from  th e 's a m e  p lace 
cam e th e  sou ‘d of a  hollow, ghost like voic^. 
“F anny—F a n n y —lis t ! I  w a n t to  speak  to  you ,” 
said  th e  voice, in  slow, so lem n tones. B u t Mrs 
M cD rrm ot d id  n o t w ait to  lieu r m ore  She 
scream ed, d ropped  h e r  candle, an d  staggered, 
back against th e  opposite  w all. Tom  w as by her 
side in  a  m om ent.

“My dea r M rs M cD erm o t,-w h a tev er is th e  
m a tte r  ? ” h e  said.

“T he voice ! d id  you n o t h e a r  th e  voice ? ” she 
gasped.

“W hat voiee? w hose voice ? ” said  T om , w ith  
an  a rm  round  h e r w aist.

“ A voice w hich spoke to  m e o u t of th e  clock ! ’ 
she said, w ith  a  shiver.

“O ut of th e  clock? said  Tom . “ W e can  soon 
see w hethe r an ybody ’s h idden  th e re .” Speaking 
th u s , he w ithdrew  h  s a rm  an d  flung open th e  door 
of th e  clock E nough  lig h t cam e from  tu e  lam p  on 
th e  s ta irs  to  show  th a t  th e  old case w as em p ty  of 
everyth ing , save th e  w eights, cha ins, an d  pen d u 
lum ,

“ W herever else th e  voice m a y  h av e  com e 
from , i t  is p la in  th a t  i t  cou ldn ’t  com e from  here ,’ 
sa id  Tom , as  h e  proceeded to  re lig h t th e  w idow ’s 
candle

“ I t  cam e from  th e re , I ’m  q u ite  ce rta in . T here 
w ere th re e  d is tin c t ra p s  from  th e  in s id e  as w el1. ’

“ Is i t  n o t possib le th a t  i t  m ay  havo been a  
m ere h a llu c in a tio n  on your p a r t  ? You havo n o t 
been  well, you know, fo r som e tim e  pust."

“ W hatever i t  m av  have  beeu. i t  w as very  te r r i
b le ,” said  Mrs M cD erm ot, d raw ing  h e r  sk irts  
ro u n d  h e r  w ith  a  shudder. “ I  h ave  n o t fo rgo t
te n  w h a t you to ld  m o yeste rd ay  ”

“ Allow  m e to accom pany  you as fa r  as  your 
room  door,” sa id  T om  

“ T hanks. I  sh a ll feel obliged b v  yo u r tfoing 
so. You w ill say  n o th in g  of a ll th is  dow nsta irs  ?”

“ I  should  n o t th in k  of doing so.”
T he follow ing day  M r B ristow  w as n o t a t  

luncheon . T he re  were one o r tw o enqu iries, b u t 
no one see ce  l to  know  exactly  w hat h ad  becom e 
of h im . I t  w as Mrs M cD erm ot’s u sual p rac tice  
to  re tire  to  th e  lib ra ry  for an  h o u r  a f te r  luncheon 
— w hich  room  she genera lly  h a d  a ll о herse if a t  
such  tim e s —fo r th e  o stensib le  purpose  of reading  
th e  new spapers, bu t, i t  m ay  be, qu ite  as m uch  for 
th e  sake of a  q u ie t sleep in  th e  huge le a th e rn  
ch a ir  th a t  stood by th e  lib ra ry  fire. On goins; 
th e re  as usual a f te r  luncheon  to-day, w h a t was 
th e  w idow ’s su rp rise  to  find M r B ristow  s itting  
th e re  fas t asleep , w ith  th e  T im es a t  h is  fee t w hero 
i t  h a d  d ropped  from  h is  re laxed  fingers.

She stepped  up  to  h im  on tip to e  an d  looked 
close ly  a t  h im . “ R a th e r  n ice  lo o k 
ing ,” she sa id  to  herself. “ S hall I  d is tu rb  h im , 
o r n o t ?"

H er eyes cau g h t s ig h t of som e w ritten  docu
m e n ts  lying ou t-sp read  on th e  ta b le  a  li t t le  dis
ta n ce  aw ay. T h e  te m p ta t.o n  w as too  m uch  for 
h e r. B u t h a rd ly  h a d  she stooped  over th e  tab le  
w hon th e  sam e hollow  voice th a t  h a d  sounded in  
h e r  ea rs ih e  prev ious n ig h t spoke to  h e r  again, 
au d  forze h e r  to  th e  sp o t w here she was standing . 
“ F an n y  M cD erm ot, you  m u s t g e taw ay  from  th is  
house. ’ said  th e  voice, if  you stop  hero  y ou  w ill 
b e  a  dead  w- m a n  in  th re e  m o n th s  !”

Hhe w as too te rrified  to  look round  o r even to  
stir, b u t h e r  trem b lin g  lips d id  a t  la s t  fa lte r  o u t 
th e  words ; “ W ho a re  you ?”

T he answ er c im e . “ I  am  your husband , Geoff
rey. Be w arned  in  tim e .”

T h en  th e re  w as silence, a n d  in  a  m in u te  o r tw o 
ih e  widow v en tu red  to  look  round. T h e re  was 
no  one th e re  excep t Mi- i 5riß to w ,fa st asleep. She 
т а  aged to  reac h  th e  door w ithou t d is tu rb ing  
h im , an d  from  th e u ce  m a d e  th e  b e s t of h e r  way 
to  h e r  own room .

T ^ o  hours la te r  Tom  w as en c oun tered  b y  th e  
Squire. T h e  la tte r  w as one b road  sm ile. “ She’s 
going a t ’asr. ” h e  said. “ Off to -m orrow  like a  
shot. J u s t  to ld  m e.”

“ T hen , w ith  your perm ission , I  won’t  d ine 
w ith  >ou th is  evening. I  don’t  w a n t to  see h e r  
aga in .”

“ B u t how on e a r th  h ave  you  m anaged  i t  ?” 
asked th e  Squire.

“ B v m ^aus of a  l i t t le  s im p le  v e n tr ilo q u ise —  
n o th ing  xii- re. B u t I  eee h e r  com ing th is  way, 
I ’m  off.” A d off h e  w ent, leaving  th e  Squire 
stavihg a f te r  h im  in  open-m outhed  asto n ish  
m en t.

C H A PTE R  XXXV.
D IR T Y  JACK.

T here  w as one th ing  th a t  puzzled  b o th  G eneral 
S t George an d  L ionel D ering, an d  th a t  w as oho 
p e rs is te n t w ay in w hich  K este r ‘i t  G eorge s tayed  
on a t  P a rk  N ew ton. I t  had , in  th e  firà t place, 
been  a  m a tte r  of som e difficulty  to  g e t h im  to 
P a rk  N ew ton a t  a ll, an d  fo r som e tim e  a f te r  his 
a rr iv a l i t  h ad  been ev id en t to  a ll concerned  th a t  
he  h a d  m ade up h is  m in d  th a t  h is  s tay  th e re  
should  be as b rie f as  possible. B u t .a fter th a t  
ne er-to-be-forgotten  n ig h t w hen th e  n  use of 
ghostly  foo tsteps w as h e a rd  in  th e  nailed  up  
room —a  circum stance  w h ich  bo tb  h is  uncle  and  
h is  cousin  had  m ade  up  th e ir  m inds w ould drive 
h im  from  th e  house io r  ever—h e  ceased to  ta lk  
m u ch  ab o u t going aw ay. W eek passed  a f te r  week 
an d  s till he s tay ed  oni. N or could  h is  uncle, had  
h e  been dt-siroue of doing  so, w h ich  h e  ce rta in ly  
was no t, have  h in te d  to  h im , even in  th e  m ost 
d<licate possib le  w ay, th a t  h is  room  
w ould be m ore  w elcom e th a n  h is  com pany , a fte r  
th e  p ressu re  w hich  he  h a d  p u t  up o n  h im  only  
a  sh o rt tim e  prev iously  to  induce h im  to  re m a in  

N oth ing  could h av e  su ited  L ionel’s p lan s  b e t
te r  th a n  th a t  h is  cousin  shou ld  co n tin u e  to  live 
on a t  P a ra  N ew ton, b u t he w as ce rta in ly  puzzled  
to  know  w h a t h is  reason  w as fo r so doing  ; and, in  
such  a  case, to  be puzzled  was, to  a  ce rta in  ex ten t 
to  be d isqu ie te  1.
• B u t m u c h  as h e  w ould h av e  lik ed  to  do so

K ester h a d  a  very  good reason  fo r n o t leaving  
P a rk  Newton a t  p re sen t H e was, in  fact, a fraid  
to  do so. A fter th e  a ffa ir of th e  foo tsteps he  had  
decided th a t  i t  w ould n o t be adv isab le  to  go 
aw ay fo r a  l i t  le  w hile. I t  w ould never do fo r 
people to  say  th a t  h e  h ad  been d r i en  aw ay  by 
th e  ghost of P ercy  Osm ond. I t  w as w hile  th u s  
lingering  on from  day  to  day  th a t  h eh a d  ridden  
over to  see M other M ini. One re s u lt of h is  in te r 
view  was th a t  h e  fe lt how  u tte r ly  unsafe i t  w ould 
be  fo r h im  to  q u it th e  neighborhood 
ti l l  sh e  w as safe ly  dead  and  buried . 
She m ih g t send o r h im  a t  an y  m o
m en t, she m ig h t h ave  o th e r th in g s  to  speak  to  
h im  ab o u t w hich  i t  behoved h im  to  hea r. She 
m ig h t change h e r  m in d  a t  th e  la s t  m o
m en t, an d  decide to  te ll to  som e 
o th e r person  w h a t she h a d  a lread y  told 
h im  ; an d  w hen  sh e  shou ld  die, i t  w ould d o u b t
less be to  h im  th a t  app lica tio n  w ould be m ade to  
b u ry  h e r. All th in g s  consi ie re d ,it w as ce rta in ly  
uu ad v i-ab le  th a t  h e  shou ld  leave P ark  N ew ton 
y e t aw hile.

D ay  af te r  day  h é  w aited  w ith  sm o th e red  im p a 
tience  fo r som e fu r th e r  tid ings  of M other M im. 
B u t day  a f te r  d  iy he w aited  in  vain. M ost m en 
u n d e r s ich c ircum stances  w ould have  gone to  
th e  p lace an d  have  m ade  p ersonal enqu iries for 
them selves. T h is was p recisely  w h a t K este r S t 
Geo« ge to ld  h im -e lf  th a t  h e  ough t to  do, b u t fo r 
all th a t  h e  d id  n o t do it. He sh ran k  w ith  a  re  
p ugnance  w hich  he  could n o t overcom e, from  th e  
th o u g h t of any  fu r th e r  co n tac t w ith  e ith e r 
M other M im o r h e r  surroundings. H is ta stes , if 
n o t refined, w ere fastid ious, an d  a  shudder of dis 
gust ra n  th ro u g h  h im  as often as he rem em bered  
th a t  if w ha t M other M im  h ad  said  w ere t r u e — 
and  th e re  was som eth ing  th a t  ran g  te rr ib ly  like 
t r u th  in  h e r  w ords—th<-n she w as—th a t  w retched 
c rea  u re—his m o ther, an d  th e  filthy  h u t in  which 
she lay  dying h is  so le  hom e an d  heritage. He 
knew  th a t  fo r th e  sake o f h is  own in te re s t—of h is  
ow n safe ty—he o u g h t to  go an d  see aga in  th is  
w om an w ho ca lled  herself h is  m o th er, b u t th re e  
w eeks h a d  com e and  gone before h e  could screw 
h is  courage up  to  th e  p itc h  req u is ite  to  induce 
h im  to  do so.

B u t before th is  cam e abo u t, K este r S t G eorge 
h ad  been le f t fo r th e  tim e  bem g, w ith  th e  excep
tio n  of ce rta in  servan ts, th e  sole occu p an t of 
P a rk  N ew ton. L ionel D ering  h a d  gone dow n to  
B a th  to  seek an  in terv iew  w ith  P ie rre  Jan v ard , 
w ith  w h a t re su lt h a s  a lread y  been seen. Two 
days a fte r  L ionel’s i ep a rtu re , G enera l S t George 
w as ca lled  aw ay by  th e  sudden  illness o f  an  old 
In d ian  f r ;end  to  w hom  h e  w as m ost w arm ly  a t 
tached . H e le ft hom e expecting  to  be back  in  
four or five days th e  la te s t ;  w hereas, as i t  
fell ou t, h e  d id  n o t reac h  hom e aga in  fo r several 
weeks.

I t  w as one day  w hen  th u s  le f t  alone, an d  w hen 
th e  so litudejw as becom ing u t te  ly  in to le rab le  to  
to h im , th a t  K este r m ade u p  h is  m in d  th a t  h e  
w ould no longer be a  cow ard, b u t w ould  g th a t  
very  a iternoon  an d  see fo r h im se lf w h e th e r 
M other M im w ere alive o r dead . B u t even afte r  
h e  h ad  th u s  d e te rm in ed  th a t  th e re  sho u ld  be 
no  m ore  de lay  on h is  p a rt , he p layed  fas t and  
loose w ith  h im se lf as to  w hethe r he  shou ld  go or 
no t. H ad  th e re  com e to  h im  any  im p o r ta n t 
le tte r  o r tel» g ram  dem and ing  h is  p resence  fifty  
m iles aw ay, he w ould have  cau g h t a t  i t  as a 
drow ning m a n  ca tches a t  a  straw . T h e  veries t 
excuse w ould have sufficed fo r th e  p u ttin »  off of 
h is  jo u rn e y  fo r a t  le a s t one day . B u t th e  dull 
ho u rs  w ore them selves asvav w ith o u t re lief or 
change of any  k in d  fo r h im , an d  w hen th re e  
o’clock cam e, hav ing  firs t dosed h im se lf 
h eav ily  w ith  b randy , h e  ran g  th e  bell an d  ordered  
h is  horse to  be  b ro u g h t round . W h a t m ig h t n o t 
th e  n ex t few  h o u rs  b ring  to  h im  ? he 
asked  h im se lf as  h e  rode dow n th e  avenue. 
T hey  m ig h t pe rchance  be p reg n an t w ith  doom. 
Or d ea th  m ig h t a lready  have lif ed th is  
la s t b it e r  b u rden  from  h is  life  by  sealing  w ith  
h is  bony finders th e  only lips th a t  h ad  pow er to 
do h im  harm .

F o r  n ea rly  a fo rtn ig h t p a s t th e  w ea th e r h ad  
been  rem ark ab ly  m ild, balm y, an d  open fo r th e  
tim e  of th e  year. E verybody  said  how  old w in
te r  w as dying. B u t during  th e  previous n ig h t 
th e re  h a d  com e a  b it te r  change. T he w ind h ad  
sudden ly  veered  round  to  th e  n o rth e as t, and  w as 
s till blow ing s tead ily  f о т  th a t  q u a r te r  S teadily  
and  b itte rly  i t  blew, chilling  th e  h ea rts  of m an  
an d  b east w ith  its  icy  b rea th , stopp ing  the  
g row th  of grass an d  flowers, k illing  every fa in te s t 
g leam  of sunsh ine, an d  bring ing  back th e  reign 
o f w in te r in  its  c ru e lle s t form .

H eavy  a n d  low ering looked th e  sky, sh rilly  
th rough  th e  s til l b a re  b ran ch e s  w h is tled  th e  ice- 
cold wind, as  K ester St. George, deep in  though t, 
rode slow ly th ro u g h  th e  park . H e b u tto n ed  his 
c o a t m o-e closely a ro u n d  h im , an d  pu lled  h is  h a t  
m ore firm ly  over h is  brow s as  h e  tu rn e d  o u t of 
th e  long gates, an d  se ttin g  h is  face fu ll to  th e  
w ind, urged  h is  horse in to  a  gallop, an d  was 
lo s t to  view dow n th e  w inding  road .

I t  w ould n o t h av e  ta k en  h im  long to  reac h  th e  
edge of B uriey  M oor h a d  n o t h is  horse sudden ly  
fa llen  lam e. F o r  th e  la s t tw o  m iles of th e  d is
ta n ce  h is  pace w as reduced  to  a  slow walk. T h is 
so annoyed  K este r th a t  h e  decided  to  
leave b is  horse  a t  th e  rode--ide ta v e rn  in  
th e  la s t  h a m le t he  h a d  to  pass th rough , an d  to  
tra v e rse  th e  rem a in d e r of th e  d is tance  on foot.
A sh o rt th re e  m iles across th e  m oor w ould take  
h im  to  M other M im ’s cottage.

T o  a  m a n  such as  K este r a  th re e  m iles’ w alk 
w as a  ra th e r  fo rm idab le u n d  rta k in g —or,-at least, 
i t  was an  uncom m on one. B u t th e re  w as no 
avoiding i t  on th e  p re se n t occasion, un less lie 
gave up  th e  ob jec t of h is  jo u rney  an d  w en t back 
hom e. B u t h e  could  by no  m eans b ea r th e  
th o u g h t of doing th a t,  i n  p ro p o rtio n  w ith  th e  
h es ita tio n  an d  re luc tance  w hich  h e  h a d  p rev i
ously show n to  a 'C erta in  e ith e r  th o  b es t 01- th e  
w orst of th e  affair, w as th e  an x ie ty  w hich  now 
possessed h im  to  reach  h is  jo u rn e y ’s end. H is 
im ag ina tion  p ic tu red  a ll k inds of possible an d  
im possib le evils as likely to  accruo to  h im , an d  
h e  .cursed h im se lf aga in land  ag>An fo r h is  negli
gence in  n o t m ak ing  tho  jo u rney  long ago.

V ery b leak  an d  cold w as th e  w alk across th e  
desol«te,- 1 >nely m oor, b u t  Kesûer S t George, 
b  -ried in  h is  ow n though ts, h a rd ly  ,fe lt o r heeded  
an y th in g  of i t  'A ll th e  sky w as clouded an d  
overcast, b u t,fa r  aw ay  to  th e  n o r th  a  s ti 1 d a rk er 
bank  of cloud w as creeping  slow ly up  from  th e  
horizon.

T he w ind b lew  in  hollow  fitful gusts. Any one 
lea rn ed  in  such  loro w ould h ave  sa id  t h a t  a  
change of w ea th er • as  im m inen t.

W hen „about half-w ay across th e  m oor he 
h a lte d  fo r a  m o m en t to  g a th e r b rea th . On every 
side of h im  sp read  th e  du ll tree less ехрадібѳ’ 
N ow here was th e ro  an o th e r  h u m a n  being  to  be 
säen. He w as U tterly  alone. “ If  a  m a n  cross
ing h e re  we e suddenly  s tricken  w ith  d ea th ,” he 
m u tte re d  to  h im se lf,' w h a t a  p lace th is  would; 
be to  d ie  in ! Mis body m ig h t Іцэ h e re  fo r däys—;- 
fo r w eeks ev e n —beîôrè4i t  w asfound-”

A t len g th  M other M im’s co ttag e  w as reach ed . 
E ve ry th in g  ab o u t i t  looked precisely  th e  sam e as

w hen he  h a d  seen i t  la st. If seem ed  only like a 
few h o ’irs  since h e  h a d  le f t it . T here , P  o, c rouch
ed on th e  low w ad  ou tside , w ith  h e r  sk irt draw n 
over h e r  head , w as M other M im ’s grand- d au g h te r 
th e  g irl w ith  th e  black g litte r in g  eyes, looking as 
if slio had  never s tirre d  from  th e  sp o t since he 
w as la s t th e re . - h e  m ade no m o v e m en t o r  sign 
of recognition  w hen h e  w alked u p  to  her, b u t  h e r  
eyes w ere fu d  of a  cold keen c ritic ism  of h im . fa r  
b  yond .h t r  ago an d  appe  -ranсe.

“ How is you r g ra n d m o th e r? ” sa id  K ester, 
a b ru p t ly  He d id  n o t like being  s ta re d  a t  as  she 
s ta red  a t  h im .

“ She’s dead  ”
“ D ead  !” i t  w as no  m ore  th a n  ho  expected  to  

hea r, an d  y e t ho could n o t h e a r  i t  a lto g e th e r u n 
m oved,

‘ Aye as  dead  as a  door na il A nd a  jjgood job  
too. I t  w as tim e  she w en t.”

“ How  long h as  she been  dead  ?” sa id  K ester, 
ignoring  th e  la t te r  p a r t  of th e  g irl’s speech.

“ J u s t  h a lf  an  hou r.”
A tiOtuer su rp rise  fo r K ester. H e expected  

to  h e a r  th a t  she h ad  been dead  
several days—a w eek perh ap s . B u t on ly  h a lf  an  
h o u r  !

“ W ho w as w ith  h e r  w hen  she d ie d ?” h e  asked 
a f te r  a  m in u te ’s pause.

“ Me au d  D irty  Jack .”
“ D irty  Jack  ! w ho is he  ?”
“ W h s  D irty  J  ck. Biverybody know s him . 

H e lives iu  D uxley  a n d  h as  a  w ooden leg, and  
does w ritings fo r folks.”

“ Does w ritings fo r folks !” a  sh iver ra n  th ro u g h  
K ester. “ And h as  h e  been  doing  an y th in g  for 
you  g ran d m o th er ?”

“ 1 h a t  h e  has. A lo t.”
“  A lo t—w h a t a b o u t? ”
“ A bout you.”
“ A bout m e ? W hy ab o u t m e ?”
“ A.h, you  nev e r cam o n ea r. Nobody never cam e 

n ear. G ranny  go t tn  ed of it . ‘ I ’ll h ave  m y re 
venge,” she said. So she sen t fo r D irty  Jack , an d  
h e  to o k  i t  a ll dow n in  w riting .”

“ Took i t  a ll dow n in  w ritin g  ab o u t m e ?”
She nodded  h e r  h ea d  in  th e  affirm a ive.
“ If  vou know  so m uch , no  d o u b t you know 

w b a t i t  w as th a t  h e  took  dow n -  eh  ?”
“ Oh I  know  rig h t enougb .”
“ W hy n o t te ll m e ?”
“ I  know .all a b o u t it, b u t I  a in ’t  а -go ing to  

sp lit.”
F u r th e r  p e rsuasion  on K ester’s p a r t  h a d  no 

o th e r  effect th a n  to  induce th e  girl to  a sse rt in  
s til l m ore  em p h a tic  te rm s  th a t  “ she w asn ’t  a- 
going to  sp lit.”

E v id en tly  n o th ing  m ore  w as to  be got from  her. 
B u t she had  said  e- ough a lready  to  confirm  his 
w orst fears. M other Mim o u t of sp ite  fo r th e  
neglect w ith  w hich h e  h ad  tre a te d  her, h a d  m ade 
a  confession  a t  th e  la s t  m om en t, s im ila r  in  p u r
p o rt to  w h a t she h a d  to ld  h  m  w hen la s t th e re .

Such a  confession—if n o t ab so lu te ly  dangerous 
to  h im —she hav in g  assu red  h im  th a t  none  of th e  
w itnesses w ere now  liv ing—m ig h t be m ade a  
source of in fin ite  an noyance  to  h im . Such a  
sto ry  once m ade  p ub lick  m ig h t b ring  fo r th  wit- 

esses and  ev idence from  tw en ty  h ith e r to  unsus
pec ted  q u arte rs , and  fe t te r  h im  round  link  by 
link, w ith  a  cha in  of ev idence fro m  w h ich  he 
m ig h t find i t  im possib le  to  ex trica te  h im self. A t 
every sacrifice, M other M im ’s confession  m u s t 
be destroyed  o r suppressed , Such w ere som e of 
th e  th o u g h ts  th a t  passed  th ro u g h  K este r’s m ind 
as he stood th e re  b itin g  h is  na ils . A gain an d  
aga in  h e  cu rsed  h im se lf in  th a t  be h a d  allow ed 
any  such  confe*sion to  e m a n a te  from  the dead 
w om an, w hos e silence a  l i t t le  e x tra  k indness on 
h is  p a r t  w ould have  effec tually  secured.

“ A nd w here  is th is  D ir ty  Jack , as you  call 
h im  ?” h e  said, a t  last.

“ H e’s in  th e re ”—ind ica tin g  th e  h u t  w ith  a je rk  
of lie r h e a d —“ fae t asleep .”

“ F a s t as leep  in  th e  sam e room  w ith  your 
e ra n d m o th e r  !”

“ Why n o t ? H e h a d  a  b o ttle  of w hiskey w ith  
h im  w hich  he  k e p t sucking  a t. A t la s t  h e  got 
h a lf  screw y, an d  w hen a ll w as over t o said  he 
would h ave  a  snooze by  th e  fire au d  p u ll h im self 
to g e th e r a  b i t  before going hom e. ”

K oster s iid  no  m ore , b u t going u p  to  th e  h u t, 
opened th e  door au d  w en t in. On th e  p a lle t a t  
th e  fa r th e s t end  la y  th e  dead  w om an, h e r  body 
fa in tly  ou tlined  th ro u g h  th e  sh ee t th a t  h a d  been 
d raw n over he r. A c lea r fire w as bu rn in g  in  th e  
b roken  g ra te , an d  close to  it , 011 th e  on ly  ch a ir  
in  th e  pla,ce, sa t a  m a n  fa s t asleep . H is h an d s  
w ere grim y, h is  lin en  w as yellow , h is  h a ir  was 
frowsy. H e w as a  big bu lky  u an , w ith  a  coarse, 
h a rd  face, and  was d ressed  in  faded  th re a d  

i b a re  black. Ho h a d  a  w ooden leg, w hich  ju s t  
now  w as th ru s t  o u t tow ards  th e  fire and  
seem ed as if i t  w ere baeking  in  th e  com fo rtab le  
blaze.

On th e  ch im ney  p iece w as a n  em p ty  s p ir it 
bo ttle , au d  in  a  co rner n e a r  a t  h a n d  were de
posited  a  broad  b rim m ed  h a t, greasy  an d  m uch  
th e  w orse fo r w ear, a n d  a  fo rm idab le  looking 
w alking stick . - 

Such was th e  vision  of loveliness t h a t  m e t th e  
gaze of K es te r S t G eorge as h e  paused  fo r a  mo- 
men< o r tw o  ju s t  inside  th e  co ttage  door. T hen  
he coughed an d  Jadvanced a  step  o r tw o. As 
h e  d id  so th e  m a n  sudden ly  opened h is  
eyes, got u p  quick ly  b u t aw kw ardly  o u t 
of h is  chair, a n d  la id  h ’s h a n d  on 
som eth ing  th a t  w as h id d e n  in  an  in n e r 
pocket of h is  coat. “ No, you d on ’t  !” h e  cried , 
w ith  a  w ave of h is  han d . “ No, you don’t  ! None 
of your h an ky -panky  tr ick s  here. T hey w on’t  go 
dow n w ith  Jack  Skeggs, so you  n ee d n ’t  t r y ’em  
on !”

K ester s ta re d  a t  h im  in  unconcealed  disgust. 
I t  w as ev id en t th a t  h e  w as s til l u n  der th e  p a r t ia l  
in fluence of w h a t h e h a d  been  drinking.

“ W ho a re  you, sir, a n d  w h a t a re  you  doing 
h ere  ?” asked  K ester, s tern ly .

“ I a m  Jo h n  Skeggs, E squ ire , a tto rney -a t-law , 
a t  y o u r service. A nd w hom  m ay  y ou  be, s ir  ? 
B ut th e re  - I  know  w ho you  a ie  w ell enough. 
You are  Mr K ester S t George, of P a rk  N ew ton. I  
have seen you before. I  saw  you  on th e  day  of 
th e  m u rd e r tr ia l. You w ere one of th e  w itnesses, 
an d  w h ite  enough you looke î. A nybody who 
had a  good look a t  you in  th e  buX th a t  d ay  
would never be likely  to  fo rg e t you r face aga in .” 

K este r tu rn e d  aside fo r a  m o m en t to  h id e  th e  
sudden  nervous tw itch ing  of h is  lips.

“ I ’m  sorry  th e  w hiskey is done,” sa id  M r 
Skeggs, w ith  a  reg re tfu l look a t  th e  em p ty  bo ttle . 
“ I  shou ld  like you  an d  I  to  h av e  h ad  a  d ra in  to 
gether. I  suppose you  don t  do an y th in g  in  th is  
lin e  ?” F ro m  wne pocke t he p roduced  a n  old 
clasp  knife , an d  from  th e  o th e r  a  cake of leaf 
tobacco. T h en  h e  c u t  h im se ii a  p lug  an d  p u t i t  
in to  h is  m o u th  “ W hen one frie n d  fa ils  m e, 
th e n  I  fall back upo n  f-nother,” h e  said. “ W hen I  
c a n ’t  g e t w hiskey I  m u s t have tobacco .”

[ТО ЬЕ CONTINUED.]

H E L D  D O W N  T O  D IE .

A n  A p p a l l in g  I n c i d e n t  T h a t  C a l ls  t o  M in d
th e  S to r y  o f  T a n ta in s .
S an  F ranc isco  C hronicle.

On the track between South San Leandro 
and the High street station, Alameda, half 
a mile on the San Leandro side, is a long 
trestle bridge over an estuary of the bay. For 
over a mile the trestle runs over the marsh 
land, the tide rising on eaoh side of the em 
bankment. Ever since the railroad has been 
built there has been trouble keeping the rail
road bed from sinking. A few weeks ago the 
track at this point sunk 150 fe6t, and traffic 
was suspended for a short time. Last evening, 
as the through freight train from Alameda, 
drawn by engine No. 10, a large and heavy 
machine and six  cars arrived at tbis particu
lar point, the track sunk, apparently more on 
one side than the other. The engine was 
overturned and the cars piled on top.

The fireman, Dan Drisooll, died a horrible 
death. When the engine turned over he was 
held to the ground by an iron bar across his 
breast and one foot was caught by another. 
He was fully conscious at the tim e of his 
death. He was held fast and the tide 
was rising rapidly. It was evident 
that he v ould be drowned in a ehort time. 
Six men were on hand and labored to save 
him They wrapped sheets about his body 
and exerted their combined strength to pull 
him from his appalling position. He cried 
piteously again and again, but with the same 
result. A levee was built about his head to 
keep down the rising tide. Buckets were 
brought, and by faithful bailing it was at
tempted to keep the water from reaching his 
head. He was lying under the oab and a 
hole was cut through the cab through which 
he could put his head. They raised his 
head above the water as much as possible.

He remained thus two hours, but at last 
the levee broke, and tbe men who were bail
ing out the water found they coiild do no 
more. They held his head above the water, 
which rose slowly above his body. The men 
found they must make a final effort. Then 
his bead was lowered and they all oanght 
held and pulled deperately. It was in vain. 
They could not move him. They raised his 
head again. The water rose slowly but 
urely. It ^reached h is chin. A friend held 

his hand over the drowning m an’s mouth. 
The water rose to h is nostrils. N othing more 
could be done and he was drowned.

B R A D S T R B B T  S  W E E K L Y  R E -  
^  P O R T .

N ew  Yobk, Oct. 6 .—Bradstreet’s speoial 
telegram reporte considerable improvement in 
the corn cropr The September cotton re
port, published to-morrow, will show that 
the general condition of the crop is favorable, 
except in Texas, where it is  distinctly good. 
No damage is reported by worms except to a 
certain extent in Mississippi. In  Louisiana 
and Albany there is small chance for a top 
crop. Finished iron is weaker. Pig is firm. 
Coal is active, and petroleum- reacting on ac
count of the reports of increased production 
again. There were 121 failures in  the  
United States, reported by Bradstreet during 
the week —52 less than last week, and 35 
more than in  the corresponding week of last 
year. Canada has 11 —a decrease of 7.

— The London Lancet advocates stockingi 
made like gloves to prevent soft oorns.

COM IC B U D G E T .

—A cat shows its content to purr-fection 
— What can’t be ondured should be pperd 

i ‘y cured.
—“ Consanguinity ” is a bloody way to 

spell relationship.
— An extraordinary thing in ladys’ bonnets 

—an unpowdered face.
--E m m a  Thursby sings in eleven languages, 

but snores only in  one.
—W hat we are at home is a pretty sure 

teet of what we really are.
— It ia the late cat that catches the early 

bootjack.— [Buffalo News.
—Though twelve dozen is a gross, the 

who sells sugar is a grocer.
— Love laughs at locksmiths, but it merely 

titters at its first “ m ash.”
—Worse than blind is the man that puts 

happinebs in the custody of ambition.
—W hen an opportunity presents it self don’V 

let it slip, unless i t ’s a good chance to slide.
— Man wants bis own good deeds set up in 

long piim er, his neighbor’s in diamond type.
— It was Joubert who inoisively remarked :

“ Children have more need of models than of 
critics.”

— Astronomical : No new comet is  genuine 
unless it has Dr. Blank’s Liver P ills printed 
on the tail.

— “ There’s always room at tbe top,” 
hummed a mosquito, as it got its work in on 
a bald head.

—“ As we charged,” says a war corres
pondent, “ the bugle blew.” It m ust have 
been a trumped-up charge.

—•* Frightened mouse ’’ is the name cf a 
new 0  >lor. Put no trust in  its not fading. 
We should expect it rapidly to disappear.

— Man often has to pay dear enough for 
his own whistle, but the heavy expense comes 
to him when a Western cyclone puckers its 
mouth.

—Lightning is partial to barns. The trou
ble is on account of the straw therein. If 
barns were stuffed with feathers instead, there 
would be no danger.

- - “ Founded on fact,” said the editor, 
musingly, as he cast aside the thriiliug MS.,
“ and I wonder how long it took the idiot to 
manufacture his facts.”

— A knock-down : “ Can you find room for 
ascribe on your paper?” “ Not unless you 
want to subscribe.” And again was that 
scholarly youth crushed.

— If a woman desires to become conspicu^ 
ous, let her appear in the same dress twice. 
After this she wiil be well enough known to 
justify a publisher in bringing out her poems 
at h is own risk.—Puck.

— An Englishm an, in attem pting to rescue 
two women from drowning, lost his life, but 
the women were saved. This proves that it 
is  impossible to live with two women at one 
time.

—London Truth astonishes the E nglish  
with the statem ent that “ in some of the 
smaller Western cities of America there are 
more telephones than there at present in 
E ngland.”

— Mabel (to her grandpapa)—“ And jsan 
you really remember George the F ou it^ ?” 
Grandpapa—“ Yee, little one ; you see, X am 
a good deal older than you are.” Mabel— 
“ How much older m ust I grow before I shall 
be able to remember him  ?”
—T h e a s te r  glows th e  th e  falling  leaves b e n e a th  

T h e  gulden-rod g leam s by  th e  hedgerow  brow n, 
As th o u g h  th e  dy in g  su m m e r in  th e  frost-k ing’s 

te e th
H ad  h u rle d  h e r  g a u n tle t down.

—T h e  w ithered  b an n e rs  of th e  co rn  a re  still,
And g a th ered  fields a re  gi ow ing strange ly  w an  ; 
W hile dea th , poetic  d ea th , w ith  h an d s  t h a t  color 

w h a t th e y  to u c h  
W aves in  th e  A u tum n  w ood h e r  ta p es trie s  of gold 

an d  brow n.

— “ Peter, what are you doing to that boy ?’ 
said a schoolmaster. “ H e wanted to know 
if you take ten from seventeen how many 
will remain ; so I took ten of his apples to 
show him , and now he wants m e to give ’em  
back.” “ Well, why don’t you do it ?” “ Coz’, 
sur, he would forget how many was left ”

— Curran was onoe asked how a member of 
Parliament had spoken. The answer was,
“ His speech was a long parenthesis.” He 
was asked to explain. “ W hy,” said he,
“ don’t you know that a parenthesis is a 
paragraph which may be omitted from be
ginning to end, without any loss of m eaning.” 

— A traveler saw in Portland, Me., while 
waiting half an hour in  a railroad station, a 
bairrel of ale rolled into a saloon, an in tox i
cated m an fight a hack driver, and two men 
drïnk whiskey from a bottle. He concludes 
it possible that the Maine prohibition law ie
sometimes broken in Portland.

. .
—In  th e  a fte rn o o n  a ll w indy sounds a re  s til l  : 
F ^ f f î  ̂ ^ Ç ^ e d  w ays th e  c rick e t’s ch irp  takes

And th e  d ream y  a u tu m n  ho u rs  lap se  on u n til.... 
S e e l th© sw eet evening  s ta r , t h a t  n ig h t by n ig h t 
D r<jp$lum iuous like a n  ever-fa lling  te a r, 
D o ^ n ^ d y n g  tw iligh ts  of th e  dy ing  year.

—H ail to  thee , A u tum n  ! T hee  w e honor,
Q ueen o f th e  seasons, w ith o u t a  peer !

S pring  ? She h a d  p rom ises of beau ty  on  her, 
B u t th in e  a re  th e  glory an d  crow n of th e  year, 

F irs t  in  w orship w hy d id  we se t her,
Spring—th e  w ayw ard, th e  cold, th e  coy ?

Aye, in  o u r h ea rts , we h av e  loved th e e  b e tte r , 
A utum n, th e  gracious, th e  b ringer of joy  !

— An Arkansas boy who had been reading 
a humorous paper remarked to h is father, 
who was in the field “ cradling” wheat :
“ Say, pap, why does your cradle cut unwil
lingly ?” “ Because it ’s  dull, I  reckon,” re
plied the old man. “ N o,” said the bav,
“ because ;t goes against the grain.” —Агкал- _ 
saw Traveler.

--Mr. W rig h t w en t o u t to  fish,
A nd h e  becam e a  W right angler.
H e th o u g h t h e  w ould t r y  an d  ca tch  a  shark , 
A nd becam e a  t r y  angler,
H e laughed  to  th in k  how  sm a rt he w as 
A nd he becam e a  cu te  ang ler ;
B u t h e  d id  n o t see th e  sh a rk  w ith  i t s  nose 

un d er th e  s te rn  of h is  craft,
H e w as such  an  o b s tin a te  angler,
U n til th e  c rea tu re  tip p e d  over h is  boa t,
W hen  h e  becam e a  w recked angler.

—A canard was set afloat some time ago to 
the effect that Bichard Wagner had carried 
his anti-Jewish prejudices so far as to insist 
upon Herr L evi renouncing Judiasm before 
he would allow him  to conduct the oroheetra 
in Parniful. But the story was so generally 
credited that Herr Levi has been obliged to 
publish a card authoritatively contradicting 
it. He is soon, by the way, to be married to 
Fraulein Daniela von Bulow, a stepdaughter 
ol Wagner.

—A man financially is a good deal like a 
mud turtle physically. Let either be flat on 
his back, and he finds it extrem ely difficult to 
rise.—Rochester Post Express. In  this neck 
of woods it  doesn’t make much difference 
whether a man is flat on his back or not ; if 
he is level on his head he oan generally m an
age to get up.

—“ Is Mrs. Brown in ?” inquired a gentle
man of the servant who responded to bis ring 
at a door bell. “ No, sir; she is not at hom e.”
“ Well, I  am sorry.” paid the gentleman in a 
regretful tone, “ as I owe her som e money  
and I came to pay it .” Whereupon a voice 
from above the balustrades was heard: “ Oh,
I am in—to be sure I am ! Why, Sally, 
didn’t you know that ? Ask the gentleman to 
walk in !”

— “ Do let me have your photograph, Mr. 
Howard,” said a dashing belle to a gentle
man who had been annoying her with his at« 
tentions. The gentleman was delighted, and 
in  a short tim e the lady received the pioture. 
She gave it to the servant with the questÿg^
“ Would you, knorçr the original if he shoittrt 
call ?” The servant replied in tho affirma
tive. “ Well, when he comes, teli him  I am 
engaged.”

— W it of the Wee-Wees : 1. Two little  
brothers were looking at the moon. The 
youngest, two years old, had never seen it 
before. The next morning, hopping about 
in  his nightdress, he suddenly ran to the 
window, exclaim ing, “ Where moon? ” “ Oh, 
don’t you know,” said wise four-year-old,
“ it ’s blowed out in  the m orning?” 2. Once 
upon a tim e Ava was naughty, and mamma 
had to frown at her. “ 0  mamma, m am m a,” 
Ava cried, “ don’t shut up your forehead that 
way, ’cause then I know you are going to  
cold.”


