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THE DURHAM CHRONICLE, Mar. 18, 1897.

AS GOOD AS GOLD.

CHAPTER XXXIX.—Continued.
The look of Elizabeth betrayed that |
the latter knew it already. :
“Let us shut it out,” u-::aa:-:m} Elfzar
beth-Jane, noting that the rigid w:]ri.-
ness of Lucetta’s features were grow-
ing yet more rigid and wild with the
nearing of the moise and laughter.

“Iet us shut it out!” : -
“Tt is of no vse!"” she shrieked out.

“He will see it, won’t he # Donald will

seo it. [He is just coming home—and

it will break his heart—he Will. never
love me any morz—and oh, it will kill [
me—kill me !"

Elizaveth-Jane was frantic
“Oh, can't something be done to stop .

now. i

it 2" she'eried. *‘Is there nobody to do |
it—not one ?"’ :

She relinquished Lucetta’s hands, and |
ran to the door. Lucetta herself say-
ing recklessly, “I will see it!” turned
to the window, threw up the sa_ﬁh. and
went out upon the balcony. Elizabetk
immediately followed her, and put huz:riI
arm round her to pull her in. Lu-j
cetta’'s eves were straight upon the
spectacle of the uncanny revel, now
advancing rapidly. The numerous |
lights around the two effigies _threw
them up into lurid distinctness; 1t was |

impossible to mistake the pair for other
than the intemded victims. ;
“Come in, comue in,” implored Eliza-
beth; “and let me shut the window!”
“She’s me—she’s me—even to the
parascl—my green parasol!” cried Lu-
cetta with a wild laugh as she stepped
in. She stood motionless for one sec-
ond—then fell heavily to the floor.
Almost at the instant of her fall the
rude music of the skimmington ceased.
The roars of sarcastic laughtsr went
off in ripples, and the tramping nlli.e:t
out like the rustle of a spent wind. |
Eiizabeth was only indirectly conscious
of this; she had rung the bell, and was

bending over Lucetta, who remained |

comnvulsed on the carpet in the par-
oxysms of an epileptic seizure. She
rang again and again, in vein; the
probability being that the servants had
all run out of the house to see more
of the Demoniac Sabbath than they
could see within.

At last Farfrae’s man, who had been
agape on the door-siep, came up; then
the cock. The shutters, hastily pushed
to by Elizabeth, were quite closed, a
light was obtained, Lucetta carried to
her rocm, and the man sent off for
a doctor. While Elizabeth was un-
dressing her she recovered conscious-
ness; but as soon as she remembered
what had passed the fit returned.

Lhe doctor arrived with unhoped-for
promptitude ; he had been standing at
his door, like others, wondering what
the uproar meant. As soon as he saw
the unhappy sufferer he said, in answer
to Elizabeth’s mute appeal, “This is
serious.”

“It is a fit,” Elizabeth said.

“Yes. But a fiti in the present state
of her health means mischief. You
must send at once for Mr. Farfrae.
Where is he 2"

“He has driven into the country, sir,"”
said the parlour-maid; “‘to some place
on the Budmomth Road. ‘He's likely
to be back scon.”. L
. Never mind; he must be sent for
in case he should not hurry.” The doec-

lor returned to the bedside again. The
man was despatched, and they soon

heard him clattering out of the yard ;

at the back.

Meanwhile Mr. Benjamin Grower,
that prominent burgess, had put on
his hat and gone out to learn the cause.
He came to the corner above Frafrae’s,
and soon guessed the nature of the pro-
ceedings; for being a native of the
town he had witnessed such rough
Jests before. His first move was to
search hither and thither for the con-
stable; there were two in the town,
shrivelled men whom he ultimately
found in hiding up an alley.

“What can we two poor lammigers do

aimst such a multitude !"” expostulai-
ed Stubberd, in answer to Mr. Grower’s
chiding. *““Tis tempting ‘em to com-
mit felo de se u us, and that would
be the demth of the perpetrator: and
we wouldn't! be the cause of a fellow-
creature’s death on no account, not
we.'

“Get some help, then. Here, I'll
come with, you. We’'ll see what a few

Quick now;

words of authority can do.
bhave ye got your staves i -

“We don't want the folk to notice
us as law officers, being so short-hand-
ed, sir ; so we pushed our Govern’ment
staves up this water-pipe.”

“Out with ’'em, and come along, for
heaven's sake! Ah, here’'s Mr. Blow-
body, that’s lucky.” Blowbody was
one of the magistrates.

“Well, what's the row? said Blow- |

. “Got their names—hey ¢

“No. Now,” said Grower to one of
the constables, “you €0 MAvith M.
Blowbody round by the Old Walk, and
come up the street; and I'1l gg with
Stubberd straight forward. ¥ this
EEm we shall have ’‘em between us.

t their names only ; no attack of ip-
i s

us they started. But as Stub-
berd with gh- Grower advanced i:tn
Corn Street, whence the sounds had
proceeded, they were surprised that no
E.rmesamn could be seep. They passed

arfrae’s, and looked to the end of the
street. The lamp flames waved, the
Walk trees soughed, a few loungers
stood about with their hands in %ﬁmr
pockets. Everything was as usual.
“"Have you seen a motley crowd, mak-
i:;g' audls%urbanne ijf Gﬁ;’“’“ said magis-
-erially to one of these in a fustian
o d ir ¥** blandl
yYer pardon, sir n id
addressed, oth

the person who was no other
than Charl, of Saint Peter's Finger.
Mr. Grower : the words.

Charl shook his head to the zero of
childlike 1 nee. “No; we haven't
BeeT » have we, Joal And
:rn; ;:n here before I.” i 3

wWas guite as blank as ¢
ofher iny his reply. | 13 :1.hﬂ

*H'm—that’s odd,” said Mr. Grower.
“Ah—here's a respectable man com-
ing that I know by sight. Have you,’
he inquired, addressing the

! your return. I've run all the way here

nearing | where

on purpose to tell ye!” e |

Farfrae was silent, and at his silence
Henchard’s soul sank within him. He
who, four hours earlier, had enticed
Farfrae into a deadly wrestle, stood
now in the darkness of late night-
time on a lonely road, at a point
it plunged into a cutting

shape of Jopp, “have you seen any gang  through a wood; he invited the man,

of fellows making a noise—skimming-
ton riding or something of the sort ¢

“Oh, no—nothing, sir,” Jopp replied,
as if receiving the most singular news.
“But, I've not been far to-night, so
perhaps——" . YR

“Oh, 'twas here—just Lere,” said the
magistrate. -

“Now I've noticed, come to think o't, |

that the wind in the Walk trees makes
a peculiar poetical-like murmur to-

night, sir; more than common ; so per- |

haps ‘twas that?’ Jopp suggested, as
he rearranged his hand in his great-

| coat pocket, where it ingeniously sup-

ported a pair of kitchen tongs and a

| cow's horn, thrust up under his waist-
, eoat.

“No, no, no—d’ye think I'm a fool ?
Constable, come this way. They must
have gone Into the back sireet.”

Neither in back street nor in front |
street, however, could the disturbers |
| be perceived.
. terns, band, all had disappeared like |

Effigies, donkey, lan-

the crew of Comus.

“Now,” said Mr. Grower,
only one thing more we can do. Get
ye half a dozen helpers, and go in a
body to Mixen Lane, and into Saint

Peter’s Finger. I'm much mistaken

if you don’t find a clue to the perpetra- | come.

tors there.”

The rusty-jointed executors of the
4w musiered assistance as soon as they

' could, and the whole party marched off

to the lane of motoriety. = At last they
entered the inn boldly, by the till then
hﬂltei front door,
knocking of loudness commensurate
with the importance of their standing.
_ The landlady looked mildly at the
Invaders, saying in honest pceents,
“Good evening, gentlemen: [
plenty of room. I hope there's nothing
amiss "' ‘

They looked round the room. ‘‘Sture-
ly,” said Stubberd to cme of the men:
“I saw you by pow in Corn Street—
Mr. Grower spoke to ‘ee 2 ;

The man, who was Charl, shook his
head absently. “I've been here this
last hour, hain’t I, Nance ¢ he said to
the woman who meditatively sipped her
ale near him.

“Faith, that you have. ) I came in
Or my quiet supper-time half-pint, and
_vmi were here then, as were all the
rest.” '

The other constables was facing 'the

clock case where he saw reflected im |

the glass a quick motion by the land-
lad . Turning sharply, he caught her
closing the oven door. .

“Something curious: about that oven,
ma’'am ¥ he observed, advaneing, open-

ing it, and drawing out a tambourine. | “Yes

“Oh.’ she said a logetically, “that's
what we keep herﬂp?‘;u nse when there's
a little quiet dancing. You see dampi
weather spoils it, so I put it there to
keep it; dry.” .

Nohow could enything be elicited

from this mute and inoffensive assemb- |

“there's |

there's |

| his exertions for Farfrae’s

| Presently he _
again aleng the way by which he had |

| whom onl the first occasion he had let
| off, to enter that wood, when his pur-
posed way was across an open upland,
where there was at least a better op-
portunity of wmuardiog himself from
' attack. Henchard could almost feel
this view of,things in course of passaga
 through Farfrae’s mind. _
"I have to go to Mellstock,” said Far-
 frae coldly, as he loosened his rein to
. move on.
“But,” implored Henchard, ““the mat-
I- ter is more serious thamn your business
at Mellstock., It is—your dvife. She
(is ill. I can tell you particulars as wel
| go along.”
' __The very agitation and hesitancy of
' Henchard increased Farfrae’s suspicion
' that this was a ruse to decoy him into
. the wood, where might be effectually
| compassed what, from policy or want
of nerve, Henchard had failed to do
eariier in the day. He started the
horse, :
“I know what you think,” deprecated
| Henchard, running after him, “Bat
I am not what you think!” he cried
hoarsely. “Believe ‘me, Farfrae: T
|]:I.ﬂ.‘i-"-ﬂ come entirely on your own and
your wife’s account. She is in danger.
I know no more ; and they want you to
Your man has gone the other
| way in mistake. Oh, Farfrae, don’t
' mistrust me—I am a wretched man;
but my heart is true to you still 3o
Farfrae. however, did distrust him
utterly. He had left his wife not long
ago i perfect health; and Henchard’s

|
[ |

after a prolonged | treachery was more credible than his

story. He quickened the horse’s pace.
and had soon risen into the open coun-
try lying between there and Mellstock,
Henchard’s spasmodic run after him,
lending yet more ' substance to his
thought of evil purposes.

The gig and its 'driver lessened
against the sky in Henchard's eyes:
good had
been in vain. He cursed himself like
a less serupulous Job, as a vehement
man will do when he loses self-respect,
the last mental prop under poverty.
vegan to walk back

come. Farfrae should at all eventsg

| have no reason for delay upon the road

by seeing him there when' he took his
Journey homeward later on.

Arriving at Casterbridge, Henchard
' went again to Farfrae’s house to make
inquiries. As soon as the door opened
anxious faces confronted his from the
staircese, hall and landing; and they
all said in grievous disappointment,
“Oh—it is not hel

“But haven’'t you found him ?” said
the doctor. | i
« - I cannot! tell ye!” Hen-
chard replied, as he sank duwn on a
chair within the entrance. “He can’t
be home for two hours.” _

“H'm,” said the physician, returning

upstairs. ;
asked Henchard of

“How is ghe?”

ly. In a few minutes the investigators | Elizabeth.

Went out, and joinin
auxiliaries who had
door, they
whither,

CHAPTER: XL.

Long before this time [Henchard,
weary of his ruminations on the bridge,
had repaired towards the town. When
he stood at the bottom of the street
@ procession burst upon his view, in the
ixlt_-.r. of turning out of an alley just above

lm.

They croesed the way, entered an-
other street, wnd disappeared. He
turned back a few, steps and was lost
‘0 grave reflection, finally wending his
way homeward by the obscure river-
side path. Unable to rest there he
went to his stepdaughter’s lodging, and
was told that IEhizabeth-Jane had gone
to Mrs. Farfrae's. Like one acting

in obedience to a charm, he followed h

In the same direction, in the hope of
meeting her, the roysterers having
vanished, 1
gave the/ gentlest of pulls to the door-
bell, and then learnt
what had occurred, together with the
doctor’s imperative orders that Far-
frae should be brought home, and how:
they had set out to meet him ol the
Budmouth Road.

“But he hag

Weatherbury I ~exclaimed Henchard,
now unspeakakbly grieved. “Not Bud-
mouth way at all.”

But, alas! for Henchard ; he had lost
his good name. They would not be-
lieve him, taking his words but as the
Frut.hy ntterances of recklessness:
Though Lucetta’s life seemed at that
?;ﬂt:ﬂent to depend upon her husband's

I, N0 messenger was despatched
toward 'Wear_lierhﬂlﬁ‘j'. g
a state of bitter anxiety and contri-

;.lcl:?. determined to seek Farfrae him-
elf.

To this end he hastened down the
town, rau alo
the moor, up the hill beyond, and thus
onward in the moderate darkness of
this spring night *ill he had reached
a second and a tiurd hill about three
miles distant. In a cutting on the
Sumuiit of the sast he listened. Pres-
ently there came the sound of light
wheels whetting their felloes against
the newly stoned patches of road, ac-
Companied by the distant glimmer of

11%11:&.

He kpew it was Farfrae's gig, trom
an indescribable personality in its
noise, the, vehicle having been his own
till bought IF the Scotchman at the
sale of effects. Henchard there-
upon descended: the hill on its further
side. meeting the [gig as its driver
Ell_ackened speed at the foot of the in-
cline, ’

It was a point in the highway at.
which the road to Mellstock branched
off from the homeward, direction. By
diverging Yo that village, as he had
intended to do, Farfrae mighic probab-
ly gdelay his rﬁtnrur:g a couple of
hours. It soon a that his in-
tention was to g so still, the light
sSwerving: towards the by-road. Far-
frae’'s off gig-lam
chard's face.
frae di

several ste
fore he
and said *
one would

. E 1™ |
E;I]im?:“? ﬂtthﬁ;; |ty to see her husband makes her fear-

pursued their way else- | ully restless. Poor woman—I fear they

“In great danger, father. Her anxi-

Ihﬂve killed her!”
| Henchard regarded the sympathetic
' spealker for a few instantd as if she

|struek him in a new light; ‘then, with-

|out further remarik,

particulars of ||

gone to Mellstock and | g

Fenchard, 1y |

ng the eastern road over |

| steely light of dawn.

went out of the
door and onward to his lonely cotiage.
Jopp was just going to bed when Hen-

'chard got home. As the latter entered

door Jopp said, “This is rather bad
about Mrs. Farfrae's illness.”
_Yes,” said Henchard shortly, though
dreaming of Jopp’s complicity in
t.]:w;-, night's harlequinade.
. 'Somebody has called for you,” con-
tinued Jﬂp[i, when Henchard was ishut-
ting himself into his own apartment.
A kind t{}f traveller, or sea-captain of
H’DI 1." :
“Oh !—who could he be?”

He seemed a well-be-doing man—
had gray hair and .a broadish iface; but
€ €4ave no name, and mo message.”
“Nor do I give him any attention.”

| And, sayi i : - his
Disappointed in this, he |door  ~ °8 this, Henchard .closed - hi

or.

The divergence to Mellstock delayed
arfrae’s recurn very nearly the two

8 of Henchard’s estimate. Among
the other urgent reasons for his pres-
ence had been the need of his author-
|1ty to send to Budmouth for a second
| physician; and when at length Farfrae
did come back he was in a state border-
'ng on distraction at his misconception
of Henchard's motjves. i

A messenger was despatched to Bud-
mouth, late as it had grown; the night.
Wwore on, and the other doctor came in

small hours. Lucetta had been
much soothed by Donald’s arrival; he
seldom or never left her side: and
when, immediately after his entry, she
'bad tried to lisp out (to him the secret
| which so oppressed her, he cheeked her
feeble words, lest talking ahould be
dangerous, assuring her there was
plenty of time to tell him everything.

‘What, and how much, Farfrae's iwife
\ultimately explained to him of her past
entanglement with Henchard,when they
were alone in the solitudel of that sad
night, cannot be told. That she in-
formed him of the bare facts of her
peculiar intimacy with the corn-mer-
chant became plain from Farfrae's own
statements. But in respect of her sub-
sequent conduct—her motive in coming
to Casterbridge to unite herself with
Henchard—her assumed justification in
abandoning him when she discovered
reasons for fearing him—her method of
reconciling to her conscience a marriage
with the second when she was in a
measure committed to the first: to what
extent she spoke of these things re-
mained Farfrae's secret alome. :

Besides the watchman wha called the
bours and weather in Casterbridge that
night, there walked a figure up and
down Corn Street hardly less - frequ-
ently. It was Henchard’'s, whose re-
tiring to rest had proved itself a fut-
ility as soon as attempted; and he gave
it up to go hither.and thither and make
inquiries about the patient eVery now
and then. He called as much on Far-
frae's account as on Lucetta’sy and on
Elizabeth-Jane’'s even more than on
either's. To see her on each occasion
of his inquiry at Lucetta’s, was a com-
fort to him. .

The last of his calls was made about
four o'clock in the morning, in the
(When within a
of Farfrae’s he saw the door

l

chard. ] :

She turned in some surprise at his
presence, and did not answer for an in-
stant or two.
said, “Because they may knock as loud
as they will; she will never hear it any
IMOTE.

CHAPTER XLI.

Henchard went home. He had not sat
there long when a gentle footstep ap-
proached the house and entered the

, & finger tappi
door. Henchard’s face :
he kmew the motions to be Elizabeth'’s.
She came into his room, looking pale
and sad.

“Have you heard ¢’ she asked. “Mrs.
Farfrae? She is—dead! Yes, indeed—
about an hour ago.”

“I know it,” said Henchard. “I have
but lately come in from there. It is so
very good of ye, Elizabeth, to come and
tell me. You must ba so tired out, too,
with sitting up.. Now do you bide here
with me this morning, You can go and
rest in the other room; and I
you when breakfast is ready.” _

To please him, and herself—for; his
recent kindliness was winning a sur-
prised gratifude from the lonely girl
—she did as he bade her, and lay down
on a sort of couclr which Henchard had
rigged up out of a settle in the adjoin-
ing room. Presently she fell asleep.

Meanwhile her stepfather in the outer
room had set the breakfast in readiness:
but finding that she dosed he would
not call her; he waited on, loocking into
the fire and keepine the keitle boil-
ing with housewifely care, as if it were
an honour to have her in his house.

He was disturbed by another knock
at the door, and rose to open it, rather
deprecating a call from anybody just
then. A stoutly-built man stood on the
doorstep. It was the man who had ask-
ed the way at Saint Peter's Finger.
Henchard nodded and looked inquiry.

(To be Continued.)

“DO YOU KNOW WHY ?”

Disquicting Were the Questions She Asked
About Money Not His.

This particular family jar was labeled
“ Economy,” and every one knows that
that is the wvery worst kind.

It came when she asked for some
money to buy a new gown. That is
when they wusually come, and the
strange feature of itall isthat a man
who is most particular in all matters
relating to the subject of modesty in
women will roar like an angry bull
at the mere suggestion of spending
money for clothes. He seems to think
that a woman can go out and find such
things growing on trees as Eve did,
forgetful of the fact that he would be
the first to find fault with the costume,
If you don’t believe it, ask any wo-
man who is married.

1 should think,” he said in this in-
stance, *that one gown a month

ought to be enough for the wife of a
man in my position.”

coldly. "I haven’'t had one in nearly
s1Xx months.”

He was about to dispute her assertion,
but, after a rapid mental calculation,
he decided that, perhaps, it was not
advisable.”

“ It costs a small fortune to run this

house,” he asserted, intent upon mak-
Ing 1t Interesting for her, in =ome
wWaYy,

“ You pay the bills,” she said, “"and
do most of the ordering."”

He winced a little, but returned to
the attack. g
“The trouble is,” he said, “ that you
don't know the wvalue of money."”

Y D-:-Eimu know why '’ she asked, with
a suddenness that startled him.

“* Why—why—what——" -
“Do you know why?"” she demand-
ed again.

" Now, Mrs. Marblehead,” he said, re-
covering his self-possession, “1 don’t
want any of your worn-out excuses.'
“Do you know why ?” she repeated,
refusing to be turned from the ori-
ginal question.

" This foolishness must end,” he ex-
claimed. * J—*

Do you know why I don’t know the
value of money ?” she persisted, at the
same Lime opening her purse, and tak-
ing out a solitary quarter and toying
with it suggestively. :

In another minute she was alone. He
had retired vanquished, and inside of
24 hours he had suggested that it
would be better all round if he made
her a regular allowance for household

and nal expenses, which was what
she been trying to convince him
for two or three years. \

e Ty

WORDS OF WISDOM.

Poverty is no disgrace, but poverty
brought about by laziness is a dis-
grace, and a black disgrace, at that,
That person who is too lazy to work
for the mnecessities of life, sheuld not
be recognized ag being a wmember of
the human family,

No one who contentedly remains ig-
norant and thoughtless has any right
to plume himse]f upon being a good
and moral man, whatever or however

}Jﬂ fhe-' virtuous actions which he per-
s A mother’s lﬁif_tfhust of ¥
concession in li things, a contin-
sacrifice. A happy family-lif,

unless there are concession and i-
fice on the part of every mammherﬂﬁgld
a2 small way the family-life is ap
omuﬁ;ida of the life of the Ereat world

few ira
ﬂﬂt ¥ opened, and a servant raig her |

to the kmocker, to untie the pi
of cloth which had muffled it © oot

went across,

S littie

| BTession at 50 early a time, .

d it. He|

, the s i his |

The Mormen e
have began' to m sparding house

“Why do you take off that ? said Hen-

Recognizing him, she

lightly at the
rightened, for

will call |
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Fiity Years Ago.

v ho could imagine that this should he

The place where, in eighteen ninety-three

That white world-wonder of arch a1
dome

Shiculd shadow the nations, pelychrome. . .

IZere at the Fair was the prize conferred

On Ayer's Pills, by the world preferred.

Chicago-like, they a record show,

f Since they started—50 years ago,

Ayer's Cathartic Pills
iave, ircm the time cof their
preparation, been a continuons
stccess with the public. And
that means that Aver’s Pills
accomplisk what is promised
for them; they cure where
cthers fail. 1t was fitting,
therefcre, that the wor:d-wide
popularity of these pills should
be recognized by the World's
~'air medal of 1893 —a fact
vwhich emphasizes the record:

el
1

50 Vears of Cures.
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MURRAY

&
LANMAN’S

FLORIDA WATER

THE
SWEETEST

“ 1t would be too much,” she replied .

-~ MOST FRAGRANT
031‘ REFRESHING
& AND ENDURING OF ALL
> PERFUMES FOR THE

HANDKERCHIEF,
TOILET OR

;—/
ALL DRUGGISTS, PERFUMERS AND
GENERAL DEALERS.

- - Tn - -

Farmers, Threshers
and Millmen

AT THE BRICE FOUNDRY
-~ WE MAKE --
Furnace Kettles, Power Staw Cut.

ters, Hot Air Furngces, Shingle
Machinery, Band Saws, Emery
Machines, hand or power ; Cresting
Farmers’ Kettles, Columns, Church

Seat Ends, Bed Fasteners, Fencing,
Pump-Makers’ Supplies, School
Desks, Fanning Mill Castings
Light Castings and Builders’ Sup-
plies, Sole Plates and Points for
the different ploughs in use. (Casting
repairs for Flour and Saw Mills.

--WE REPAIR--

Steam Engines, Horse Powers,
Separators, Mowers, Reapers.

Circular and Cross-Cut Saws

‘Gummed, Filed and Set,
I am prepared to £l orders for
ood shingles.

CHARTER SMITH,

DURHAM Fo UNDRYMAN
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