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AS GQOD

AS GOLD.

CHAPTER XX XI.—(Continued.)

Henchard was more affected by this
than he cared to let them perceive, 3311:1
he turned aside to the window again.
‘A general murmur of agreement fol-|
lowed the Commissioner’s words ; and
the meei’ dispersed. When they
were gone Henchard regardedmt?ﬂﬂl
wateh they had returned to him. T{S'
n't mine by rights,” he said 1o hlmEE:Jf;.
“Why the devil didn’t they take 1t<,
—1 don't want what don’t belong 10
me.” Moved by a recallection, he tlf:fhk;l
the watch to the maker’s just opposilté.
sald it there and then for what the
iradesman offered, and went with the |
proceeds to one among the smaller o
his creditors, a cottager of Dummer-|
ford, in straitemed circumstances, Lo |
whom he handed the money. '

When eveggihing was ticketed thal
Henchard had owned, and the a}mtlﬂll
were in progress, there was quite &
sympathetic reaction in the town, which
ill then for some time past had done
nothing but condemn him. XNow that
Henchard’s whole career was pictured
distinctly to his meighbors, and they
could see how admirably he had used his
one talent of energy to create a pos-
ition of affluence out of absolutely mo-
thing—which was really all he could
show when he came to the town as a
journeyman haytrusser, with his wim-
ble and knife in his basket—they won-
dered, and regretted his fall.

Try &s she might, Elizabeth could
never meet with him. She believed in
him still, though nobody else did; and |
she wanted to be allowed to forgive him
for his roughness to her, and to help
bim in his trouble.

She wrote to him ; he did not reply.
&he then wemt to his house—the great
house she had lived in so happily fer a
time—with its front of dun brick, verti-
fied here and there, and its heavy sash-
bars—but Henchard was to be found
there no more. The ex-Mayer bad left
the home of his prosperity, and gone
into Jopp’s cottage by the Priory Mill
—the sad purlieu to which be bad wan-
dered on the night of his discovery that
«he was not his daughter. Thither she
went.

Elizabeth thought it odd that he hadE
fixed on this spot to retire to, but as-
sumed that necessity had no cheice.
Trees which seemed old enough to have
been planted by the friars still stood
around, and the back hatch of the ori-
ginal mill yet formed a cascade which
had raised its terrific roar for cen-
turies. The cottage itself was buiit
of old stones from the long-dismantled
Priory, scraps of tracery, moulded win-
dow-jambs, and arch-labels, being mix- |
ed in with the rubble of the walls. |

In this cottage he occupied a coupie
ef rooms, Jopp, whom Henchard had,
etnployed, abused, cajoled, and dismiss-

ed by turns, being the househoider. Iiut
even here her stepfather could not be
Seen. ;

“Not by his daughter #"" pleaded Eliza-
beth. :

“By nobodvy—at -present: that's his
order.” she was informed.

Afterwards she was passing by the
corn-stores and ‘%bay-barns which had
neen the headquarters of his busin-
eéss. She knew that he ruled there no
longer ; but it wmas with amazement
that she regarded the familiar gate-
way. A amear of decisive lead-colored
paint had been laid on to obliterate
Henchard’'s mame, though its letters
dimly loomed through like ships in a
fog. Over these. in fresh white,
spread the name of Farfrae.

Abel Whittle was edging his skele-
ton in at the wicket. and she said, ""Mr.
Farfrae is master here "

“Yaas, Miss Henchet,” he said, ""Mr.
Farfrae have beught the concern and
all of we work-folk with it; and ’tis
hetter for us than 'twas—though I
shouldn’t sav that to you as a daugh-
ter-law. We work barder, but we
bain't made afeard now. It was fear
made my few poor hairs so thin. No
busting out, no slamming of doors, mno
meddling with yver eternal soul and all
that ; and though ’tis a shilling a week
leas, I'm the richer man; for what's
all the world if yer mind is always in

| tween dinmer and dark.

| struck five.

paratively no account during their suc-
cesses - and, though they might feel dis-
pirited, they had no particular sense
of shame iz their ruin. Their bhands
were mostly kept in their pockets; they
wore a leather strap round their walsts,
and boots that required a great deal
of lacing, but seemed never to get any.
Instead of sighing at their adversities
they spat, and instead of saying the
iron had entered into their souls they
said they were down on their Juck. Jopp
in his times of distress had often stood
here ; so had Mother Cuxsom, Christo-
pher Ceney, and poor Abel Whittle.
The miserables who stood on the re-
moter bridge were of a politer stamp.
They included ‘bankrupts, hypochon-
driacs, persons who were what is call-
ed “out of a situation,” from fault or
lucklessness, the inefficient of the pro-
fessi onal class—shabby-genteel men,
who did not know how to get rid of the
weary time between breakfast and din-
ner, and the yet more weary time be-
The eves of
this group were mostly ﬁireatec{ over
the parapet upon the running water be-
low. A man seen there looking thus
fixedly inte the river was pretiy sure to
be one whom the world did not treat

' kindly for some reasoncor other. While
| those in straits on the townward bridge

did not mind who saw them so, and
kept their backs to the parapet to sur-
vey the paasers-bi. those in straits on
this never faced the road, never turned
their heads at coming footsteps, but,
sensitive to their condition, watched the
current whenever a strauger approach-
ed, as if some strange fish interested
them, though every finned thing bhad
lf:ieen poached out of the river years be-
ore. |
To this bridge came Henchard as the
other unfortunates had come before
him, his way thither being by the river-
side path on the chilly edge of the town.
Here he was standing one windy aiter-
ncon when Dummerford church clock
While the gusts were
bringing the notes to his ears across
the da intervening flat a man passed
behind him, apd greeted Henchard by
name. Henchard turped slightly, and
saw the comer was Jopp, his old fore-
man, now employed elsewhere, to whom,
though he pated him, he had gone for
lodgings, because Jopp was the oue
man in Casterbridge whose obser-
vation and opinion the fallen corn-mer-
chant despised to the point of indif-
ference. :
Henchard returned him a scarceiy
perceptible nod. and Jupp stopped.
“He and she are gone into thelr new
house to-day,’” -said Jopp. E
““Oh,” said Henchard avsently. “Which
house is that "
“Your old ane.” ;
“Gone into wny bouse §’ And, start-
ing up, Henchard added, “My house of
all others in the town!” _
“Well, as somebody was sure to live
there, and you couldn’t, it can do ye
no harm that he’s the man.” :
It was gquite’ true; he felt that it
was deing kim no harme. Farfrae, who
had already taken the yards and stores,
had acquired possession of the house for
the cbvious convenience of its contl-
guity. And vet this act of his tak-
ing up residence within those roomy
chambers while Le, their former ‘tenant,
lived in a cottage, galled him indes-
éribably. :
Jopp continued: *“And you heard of
that fellow whu bought all the best
furniture at vour sale? He was bid-
ding for no cther than Farfrae ail the
while. It has never bLeen moved out
of the house, a: be'd already got the
lease.”
“My furniture too! Surely he’ll buy
my body and soul likewise."
“There's no saying he won’t, if you
be willing to sell.” Apd having plant-
ed these wounds in the heart of his
once lmperious master, Jopp went on
his way; while Henchard stared and
stared into the racing river till the
bridge seemed meving backward with

: him,

The low land grew blacker, and the
sky a deeper gray. When the land-
scape locked like a picture blotted in
with ink, another traveller approached
the great stone bridge. He was driv-
ing a gig, his direction being also town-
wards. On the round of the middle of
the arch the gig stopped. “‘Mr. Hen-
chard ?* came from it in the voice of
Farfrae. Henchard turned his face.

Finding that be bad guessed rightly,
Farfrae told the man who accompanied
him to drive home - while he alighted,
and went up te his former friend.

“I have beard that you think of emi-
grating, Mr. Henchard ”* lie said. *ls
It true? I bave 2 real 1eason for ask-
!ng'li

Henchard withheld his answer for
several instants, and then said, “Yes;
IC 1s true. 1 am going where you were
going to « few xears ago, when I pre-
vented you and got you to bide here.

a larry, Miss Henchet ?”

The intelligence was in a general
sense true ; and Henchard’s store, which
bad remained in a paralysed condition
during the ®wettlement of his bank-
ruptey, were stirred into activity again
when the new tenmant had possession.
Thenceforward the full sacks, looped
with the shining chain, went scurrying
up and down under the cathead, hairy-
arms were thrust oui from the differ-
ent doorways, and the grain was haul-
ed in: trusses of hay were tossed anew
in and out of the barns, and the wim-
bles creaked ; while the scales and steel-
vards began to be busy where guess-
work bhad formerly been the rule.

et !

CHAPTER XXXII.

Tweo - bridges stood near the lower
part of Casterbridge iown.

The first. of weather-stained dirick,
was immediately at the end of High
Street. mvhere a diverging branch of
that thoroughfare ran round to the low-
Iying Dummerford lanes; so that the
precincts of the bridge formed the
merging point of respectability and in-
digence. The second bridge, of stone,
was Farther out on the highwav—in
fact. fairly in the meadows, though still
within the town boundary.

For to this pair of bridges gravitated
all the failures of the town; those who
had failed in business. in love, in so-
briety, in crime. Why the unbappy
hereabout usually chose the bridges for
their meditations in preference to a
railing, a gate, or a stile, was mot
SO Clar. :

There 'was a miﬂied difference }fg
gality Dbetween the personages w
%l‘i:ﬂbgd the near bridge of hﬁnk, and
the personages who haunted the far one
of stone. Those of lowest character

] the former. adjcining the
ggni; they did not mind t are of
; v bhad been of com-

'Tis turn and turn about, isn't it? Do
yvou mind how we sicoa like this on the
bridge when I persuaded ye to stay?
You then stood without a chattel to
your name, and i was the master of the
house in Corn Street. But now Istand
| without a stick or a rag, and the mas-
ter of that house is you.”

"Yes, yes: it is so. Such is the course
of things,” said Farirae.

“Ha, ha, true!” cried Henchard,
throwing ‘himself 1nto a mood of jocu-
larity. “Up and down! I'm used to
it. What's the odds after all!”

“Now listen to me, if it's no taking
up your fime,” said X'urfrea, ‘just as
I listened to ycu. Don't go. Stay at
home."

“But I carn do nothing else, man,”
sald Henchard scornfully. ““The mdney
I bhave will just keep body and soul
together for o few weeks, and ne more.
I have not felt inclined to go back to
Journey-work yet- “ut [ can't stay do-
ing nothing, and my best chance is else-
where."”

“No; baut what I proposs is this—if
ve wiil listen. Come and live in your
old house. We can spare some
roems very well—I am sure my wife
woild not mind it at all—until there’s
an opening for ye.”

Henchard siaried. Probably the pic-
ture drawn by the unsuspecting n-
ald of himself wunder the same roof
with Lucetta was too striking to be re-
ceived with equanimity. “Neo, no,” he
said gruffly; “we should quarrel.”

“You should hae a part to yourself,”
said Farfras; “and nobedy would in-
terrupt you. It will be healtheir than
down there by the river where you live
now."” :

T Still Henchard refused. “You don’t

Enow what you ask,” ha said. “How-
ever. I can do no less than thank ye.”

They walked into the town together

man to remain. ‘“Will you come in and
have some supper?’ said Farfrae, when
they reached the middle of t_he town
where their paths diverged right and
left. ~

“No, no.”

“By the by, T had nearly forgot. 1
bought a good deal of your furmiture.”

“So I have heard.” ;

“Well, it was no that I wanted it so
very much for myself; but I wish ye
to pick out all that you care to have
—such things as may be endeared to ye
by associations, or particularly suited
to your use. And take them to your
own house—it will not be depriving
me; we can do with less very well, and
[ will have plenty of opportunities of
getting more.” s

“What—give it to me for nothing?”
said Henchard. *“But you paid the cred-
itors for it.” .

“Ah, ves; but maybe it's worth more
to you than it is to me.”

Henchard was a litile .moved. "I—
sometimes think I've wronged ye!” he
said, in tomes which showed the dis-
quietude that the night shades hid in
his face. He shook Farfrae abruptly by
his hand, and hastened away as if un-
willing to betray himself farther. Far-
frae saw him turn through the thor-
oughfare into Bull Stake and vanish
down towards the Priory Mill. [

Meanwhile Elizabeth-Jane, in an u
per room, no larger than the Prophet’s
chamber, and with the silk attire of her
palmy days pﬁzck.ed away in a box, was
netting with great industry between
the hours which she devoted to study-
ing such books as she could get hold of.

%ler lodgings being nearly opposite
her stepfather’s former residence, now
Farfrae's, she could see Donald and
Lucstta speeding in and out of their
door with all the bounding enthusiasm
of their geituation. She avoided look-
ing that way as much as peossible, but
it was hardly in human nature to keep
f.]:tede:.'es averted when the door slam-
med. \

While living on thus quietly she
heard the news that Henchard Tad
caught cold and was confined to his
room—possibly a resuli of standing
about the meads in damp weather. She
went off to his house at ence. This
time she was determined mnot to be
denied admittance, and made her way
upstairs. He was sitting up in bed
with a great-coat round him, and at
first resented her intrusion. “Go away
—go away,” he said. “I don’t like to
see ve!

“But, father——"

“I don't like to see ye,” he repeated.

However, the ice was broken, and she
remained. She made the rcom more
comfortable, gave directions to the peo-
ple below, and by the time she went
away had reconciled her stepfather to
her visiting him..

The effect, either of her ministrations
or of her mere presence, was a rapid
recovery. He soon was well enough to
go out; and now things szemed to wear
a new color in his eyes. He no long-
er thought of emigration, and thought
more of Elizabeth The having nothing
to do made him more dreary than a'nﬂ
other circumstance; and one day, wit
better views of Farfrae than he had
held for some time, and a sense that
honest work was not a thing to be
ashamed of, be stoically went down to
Farfrae’s yard and asked to be taken
on as a journayman hay-trusser. He
was engaged at once. ',

This hiring of Henchard was done
through a foreman, Farfrae feeling
that it was undesirable to come per-
sonally in contact with the ex-corn-fac-
Lor more than was absolutely necessary.
While anxious to help him he was well
aware by this time of his uncertain
temper, and thought reserved relations
best. ¥or the same reason, his orders
to Henchard to proceed to this and that
country farm trussing in the usual way
were always given through a third
person. :

For 2 time these arrangements work-
ed well, it being the custom to truss
in the respective stack-yards, before
bringing it away, the hay bought at the
different farms about the neighbor-
hood; so that Henchard was often ab-
sent at such places the whole week
long. When this was all done, and
Henchard had become in a measure
broker in, he came to work daily on
the home premises like the rest. Ana
thus the once flourishing merchant and
Mayor and what not stcod as a day-
laborer in ihe barns and granaries he
formerly had owned.

“l have worked as a journeyman be-
fore now, ha'n’t I¥’ he would say in
his defiant way; “and why shouldn’s
1 do i again?’ But he looked a far
different journeyman from the one he
had been in his earlier days. 'Then
he had worn eclean, suitable clothes,
light and cheerful in hue; leggings yel-
low as marigolds, corduroys immacu-
late as new flax, and a neckerchief
like a flower-garden. Now he wore the
remains of an old blue cloth suit of 'his
gantlemanly times, a rusty silk hat,
and a once black satin stock, soiled and
ghabby. Clad thus, he went to and fro,
still comparatively an active man—for
he was not much over forty—and saw
with the other men in the yard Don-
ald Farfrae going in and out the green
door that led to the garden, and the
big heuse, and Lucetta. \

At the beginning of the winter it was
rumored about Casterbridge that Mr.
Farfrae, already in the Town Council,
was to be proposed for Mayor in a
year or two, ;

“Yes, she was wise, she was wise in
her generation!” said Henchard to him-
self when he heard of this one day on
his way to Farfrae's hay-barn. He
thought it over as bhe wimbled his
bonds. and tha piece of news acted as
a raviviscent breath to that old view
of his—of Donald Farfrae as his tri-
umphant rival who rode rough-shod
over him.

“A fellow of his age going to be
Mayor, indsed!” he murmured with a
corner-drawn smile on his mouth. " But
'tis her money that floats en upward.
Ha-ha how cust odd it is! Here be
I, his former master, working for him
as man, and h» the man standing as
master, with my house and my furni-
ture and iny intended wife all his own.”

He accordingly lapsed into moodiness,
and at every allusion to the possilibity
of Farfrae’s pear election to the mu-
nicipal chair his former bhatred of the
Scotchman returned. Concurrently
with this he underwent a moral change.
It resulted in his significantly saying
every now and then. in tones of reck-
lessness, “Only a fortnight more!"—
“Only a dozen days!” and so forth, les-
saning his figures day by day.

.~ “Why d'ye say only a dozen days?”’
asked Solomon Longways as he work-
ed beside Henchard in the granary
weighing oats,
“Because

side by side, as they had done when
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g cath to drink no spirituous
li«;[l.}l][;l':;:ﬂL In twelve days it will be twen-
ty yvears since I swore Ii, and then
mean to enjoy myself, please God.

Elizabeth-Jane sat at her window one
Sunday, and while there she heard in
the sireet below a conversation which
introduced Henchard’s name. She was
wondering what was the matter, when
a third person who ml.;as pj.lﬂi::;]l(?g by ask-

. question in her 1 -
Ed";}lighge.l Henchard have busted _nut
drinking after taking nothing for twen-
t ears.” ‘ -.

FEqizatﬂth—J ane jumped up, put on her
things, and went out.

(To ba continued.)
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CLOSE CALL FOR JACK TAR.

Just as the Shark Was About te Grab Him
a Swordfish Got the shark.

“Speaking of wonderful ad'.'enturﬁ,'.'
said the retired sea Captain,” 1 dnulrE
if anything ever was more wonderfui
than the one I'm going to tell you. 11.4
happened a good many years ago, 1::115
that doesn’t alter its excellence nor 1n-

| terfere with its truth. I was first mate

on the Lovely Lou of Bangor, and we
had been on our way to South Amerl-
ca for about four weeks. The wind
had left the ship during the last day
of this period, and we were dipping our
peak to a lolling swell that seemed to
come from nowhere and return to the
same place without making a ripple on
the blue surface of the ocean. The
sails were all set and their shadows
fell clear upon the glassy surface, but
wherz the sun fell the water was as
clear as erystal. We were well with-
in the fropics then, and several big
sharks had been seen piaying about the
vessal. Suddenly there came a splash

and the cook ran to where I was stand-
ing on the poop deck, crying that one
of the sailors had tumbled overboard.
The Lou had no way, and I laughed at
the idea of him drowning, telling ths
cook to throw him a rope, walking to
the rail as I did so. The sailor was
swimming about the quarier enjoying
his bath when 1 suddeniy saw an om-
incus black fin make its appearance a
hundred yards or so from the ship:
yvelled for the rope, and as I yelled 1
saw the fin move toward the sailor,
cutting the water like a knife. I knew
that mnless the man was taken out
quickly he weuld he devoured, and
rushed to the cabin grating to get a
line. Seizing a piece of rope I hast-
ened to the rail just in time to see Phe
form of an immense shark turn on 1its
side to seize the sailor. As he did so
there was an instant’s glimpse of a
long brown body, and then the water
was slashed into a sea of yeasty foam.,
the shark seemingly being in trouble.
I threw the line, and in a moment the
sailor was aboard, scarad out of his wits,
but safe and sound; The threshing in
the water stil! continuing, we proceeded
to iInvestigate, and directly .we were
atve to see that the shark had been
pinned by a large swordfish, the sword
running through the jaws of the shark
in such a manner as to prevent the fish
from wopening them. Whether the
shark’s antagonist had deliberately at-
tacked the shark we knew not, but its
timely and unexpected appearance saved
the sailor’s life beyond a doubt, as an-
other instant would have sent the teeth
of the shark into the body of the man.
We managed to release the sword from
the shark and killed the latter, letting
the other go free. It was a narrow
squeak, I tell you.”

—— e s —— e

AN EXFPLOSIVE BEAN.

Ef Bursts With a Louwd Eepori When it
Towches Yater.

A very curious fruit has recently been
discovered growing wild in Batavia and
a sample has been ssnt to & French
professor ¢f botany at Paris to whom
we are indebted for a description.

It is entirely devoid of flavor, and is
hardly likely ever to find a welcome at
the dining table. It agppears to he a
species of bean, resembling a cigar both
in form and cclor, thouzh cnly about
an inch in lengith.

But it has a peculiar characteristic
which renders it a very unique and in-
teresting ohject, and this is the exceed-
ingly energetic manner in whieh it
scatters its seed.

If cne of these little fruits be thrown
into a basin of water it will rest quietly
on the surface for from two to five
minutes, then it will explode with vio-

lence, hurling most of its contents into
the air with a noise and splash for all

| the world like a small torpedo.

It is bardly necessary to say that this
phenomenon is caused by the pressure
the elastie substance of its interior over-
coming the resistance of its hard out-

er shell. The fruit usually splits open
lengthwise. If plucked before maturity
aad allowed to ripen in a whrm spot,
it opens gradually from apex to base,
making as 1t were a pair of diverging
horns starting from the same point. If
it be left to ripen om the plant,since
the process is quicker and the internal
moisture greater, the opening is sud-
den and accompanied with a slight
noise, though this 1s much less than
that which takes place when it has been
placed in water.

In this case the dry but porous tissue
of the surface of the fruit quickly ab-
sorbs the liguid, especially at the
grooves caused by the junction of the
two valves or oufer shells of the fruit.
The internal tissue being very elastic
exerts upon the latter a tension which
soon results in the violent bursting al-
ready described.

This curious property of explosion is
given the little plant for the dissem-
ination of its seeds, which otherwise
would stand a poor chance of propagat-
ing its specles.
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Q.EEER W*Lﬁn‘w.\
In Denmark it is the law that all

drunken gpersons shall be taken to}

Qur I's and....
...0ther Eyes.

Our I's cre just as strong as
they were fifty years ago, when
we have cause to use them.
But we have less and less cause

to praise ourselves, since othiers

do the praising, ard we are
more than willing for you to see
us through other eyes. This
is how we look tc 8. F. Boycee,
wholesale and reteil druggist,
Duluth, Minn, who after a
quarter of a century cf obser-
vation writes:

“T have sold Aver's Farsapa-
rilia for more than 25 years,
bo:h at wholesale and retaid,
and have never heard anything
but words of praise from my
customers; not a single com-
plaint has ever reached me. 1
believe Ayer's Sarsaparilla to -
be the best blood purifier, that
has been introduced to the gen-
 eral public.” This, from a %
man who has sold thousands of
dozens of Ayer’s Sarsaparilia,
is strong testimony. But it
only echoes popular sentiment
the worid over, which has,

«sNothing but words of praise
for Ayer’'s Sarsaparilla.”

Any doubt abont it? Send for*Curehool:™
1t kilis doubts and cures coubters.
Address J, C. AYER Co., Lowell, Maas,

To
Cure

REAEUMATISM

A K I

Bristol’s
. SERSAPARILLA

IT IS
FROMPT
RELIABLE
AND NEVER FAILS.

IT WILL
MARE
YOU WELL

hsk your Druggist or Dealer for it

BRISTOL'S SARSAPARILLA.

c—me LD ===

Farmers, Threshers
and Millmen

AT THE BRICK FOUNDRY
-- WE MAKE --

Furnace Kettles, Power Staw Cat-
ters, Hot Air Furnaces, Shingle
Machinery, Band Saws, REgery
Machines, hand or power ; Ceestjng,
Farmers’ Kettles, Columns, Church
Seat Ends, Bed Fasteners, Fancing,
Pump- Ma,iiers’ Supplies, School
Desks, Tanning Mill Castings
Light Castings and Builders’ Syp-
piies, Sole Plates and Points Er
the drfferent ploughs in use. Casting
repairs for Flour and Saw Mills.

-- WE REPAIR--

team Engines, Horse Powers,
eparators, Mowers, Reapers.

ircular and Cross-Cut
Gummed, Filed and Set.

I am prepared to fill orders for
ood shingles

GHARTER SMITH,

DURHAM FOUNDRYMAN

LADIES!

TE LUXURY mﬂyfﬂ gEGﬂRIﬂ

o Dr. LeRoy's Female Pills,

Saws

The only reliable and trustworthy pre-
pEration know
e Mactive I'“- Bafest, surest and moes

free. l"::i‘:|I “:T 1,:;&

ce x of
gecurely mﬂmlp;nrrumjptur ;.t-l.ﬂrh:mﬂl
Victoria St.. Toronte, Can,

for all irreg.
Sealed cirenlar
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Wanted—An Idea Focras
Erotest Jour Meass hey ey betog Yo sl

W ;
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