UPGER A COLONNADE.

It was a day early in March. The dull
gray sky and bitter east wind gave no fore-
taste of spring. Here in London, round
every corner swept the pitiless icy blast.
Beggars and crossing-sweepers gathered

- their rags more closely about them, while
rich men, clad in heavy overcoats, cursed
the climate and sought shelter in the well-
warmed rooms of their clubs. Only those
constrained by duty or poverty were
abroad in the streets on such a day as this.
Among this number were the sandwich-
men, who paraded the streets with their
customary slow and spiritless demeanor,

with hang-dog looks and shufiling feet.
One after the other the procession of these
silent, depressed figures passed up or down
the busiest thoroughfares. So many hours
to keep going, so many weary steps to
pace, for the munificent pay of eighteen
pence a day. Day after day to carry about
the tale of other people’s pleasures, with
their own woe and degradation eating like
iron into their souls.

Truly, they earned enough to keep body
and soul together; but in many of these
cases it were better for the end to come
quickly—better, aye, that they had never
been born. Under the colonnade in Carlton
street, a short cut from Regent street to
the Haymarket, is a favorite resort of
sandwich-men for the midday rest. In
this unfrequented little street they gather
together silently, and for a short space the
oppressive boards are laid aside, and they
sit or stand in comparative ease.

To-day many of them have found a
warmer shelter within doors, but two,
more wretched and ragged than the rest,
are seated on the curb-stone.

They have removed their posters, which
incline against the pillars. One placard
1s the advertising medium of a cheap
restaurant, and upon it is printed in large
and attractive capitals, “Do you want a
good dinner? Go to Johnson’s, 300
Strand.” Upon the other poster, “Broken
Down. Farcical Comedy, Star Theater,”
seems a sarcastic comment on its bearer.
There is little traffic 1n this side street, be-
yond the occasional footsteps of a passenger
hurrying through on some errand. There
are no shops to attract idlers, and only
dreary bed-chambers on the upper stories
overlook the quiet street.

The men who sat patiently side by side
on the curb-stone did not appear to be ac-
quainted. Chance had apparently brought
them together as near neighbors for the
first time. Yet they were beyond curios-
ity it seemed, as companions in misfortune
mostly are, for neither looked at the other.

The older and more ragged man of the
two was very thin and starved-looking.
His hollow eyes looked out of ashrunken
face, which, but for the unkempt beard,
would have appeared like a piece of
parchment stretched over a skull. He
shivered from time to time =o violently
that his teeth chattered audibly.

“It’s a cold day, mate. These infernal
winds creep round every corner,” he said
at last, as if in excuse of a mortal weak-
ness. The other man was Irish, and his
speech betrayed him as well as twinkling
eyes, in which a ghost of merriment yet
lived.

“I believe ye, me bhoy! Ye need to be
lined well inside and out not to feel of
’em.” He pointed to the poster he had
laid aside, and laughed at his own joke.
“Don’t we oughter go to Johnson’s ?”

But the other one apparently was beyond
any perception of irony, for he only rose
stiffly, saying:

“I’ll have onmy sandwich again. It
will keep the draughts out, anyhow.” He

pointed to the holes in his tattered coat
before he replaced his boards, and re-
mained standing. While he was engaged
adjusting his boards his companion looked
him up and down for the first time.

“Ye've seen better days, I'll go bail. Ye
weren’t always a sandwich.”

The gaunt one ansvered sharply, “No.”

The red-haired Irishman grinned again.
“Well, it ain’t many as begins young in
this line.”

The older man shifted his boards to a
more comfortable angle. “Not a profes-
sion that demands any particular ability
or honesty, is it? We aren’t likely to run
away with these. It's about the last trade
a man takes to before he turns his face to
the wall.”

“Better half a loaf than no bread, say 1,”
responded the other.

“You won’t kick at the bridge that
carries you over,” jeered the man who
spoke like a gentleman,

‘The Irishman had taken out of his
pocket a little roll of paper which he
opened carefully, as if very precious,
shielding its contents fram the rough
wind.

“Have some bacey ?” he said to his com-
rade, as though to conciliate him. The man
of educated voice and speech bent to look at
the substance.

“Why, it’s cigar ends!” he said in sur-
prise.

“For sure ?” and a hoarse laugh sounded
down thesilent street. “Don’t ye gofor to say
ye think as the likes of me buys Turkish
tobacco by the pound. I chews of these,
and I smokes of thim, and they does me a
power of good.” While he spoke he went
on cutting the ends with a well-worn
pocket knife. “Wheredo I get ’em, ye
wonders? Ye are a green one. Why, I
collects of thim bits outside the clubs.
Sometimes thim young swells will chuck
half a ecigar right away—rrime sort.
That's rare luck for me.” Then, having
completed the cutting, a dirty little pipe
appeared from some receptacle in the col-
lection of rags he called a coat, and pres-
ently he began to spoke. The man lean-
ing against the colonnade watched him
silently for a space.

“You've been a soldier,” he said at last.

The dirty little pipe was removed from
the Irishman’s mouth, and with a look of
surprise he turned on his companion.

“For sure, me bhoy! But ye don't
niver say ye see any drill left in me?”
For a moment he straightened himself
and made a pantomimic gesture of salut-
ing.
“Were you ever in active service?”

With an animated gesture the old sol-
dier swore a big oath, saying, “I've sent a
few niggers to kingdom come.” Then,
with a more dejected air, “But it’s twenty
years sinst I left the rigiment; it was soon
after the New Zealand war.”

The gentleman in rags looked more
closely at him, saying quickly, *“The New
Zealand war—were you there?”’

“Troth and I waa. See my game leg.”
Here the man extended it, stroking it
compassionately. “I've got a bullet in me
yet from one of thim cursed Maoris. I
was in the One Hundred and Twentieth
Foot, C Company, the smartest lot in the

rigiment.” :
The gentleman carrying the boards
started. “Captain Dashborough  com-

manded you,” he said slowly, and his eyes
had 2 haunted look.

“By the powers, he was the gintieman!
Did ye know of him?”

A low and hollow. laugh shook the
boards.

“Yes, I knew him. He has been my
most intimate friend all his life.”

#& The old soldier shook his head asif in
doubt.

“Thin ye know him for a divil-may-care
young blade. I was his servant.”

The gentleman’s boards shook again,
but there was no more laughter beneath
them.

“You—you were his servant?”’
the hollow eyes searched the other man’s
face with an eflort at recollection.

“For sure I was. But I've lost sight of
the rigiment now, and there ain’t no one
in it as w’d remember me. When a man
gets into trouble sorra a one remimbers
him.” :

At this moment a lady appeared at the
end of the short street. She was young

{ suddenly.

And |

and gracefu), and had a quick, light step.

She came al’ong the pavement straight
i towards the sandwich-men, smiling all the
time. She was neatly though poorly
dressed. The old soldier, hearing a feot-
step, stretched his head to look around
the protection of his pillar. He rose to
his feet as quickly as he could on recog-
nizing the lady.

“Bless the saints, she’s come agen

“Who is she ?” said the other man in-
differently.

“She’s a angel of light to some of us
poor devils. Many a sixpence she has
dropped into me hand at this very corner,
and many a koind word, worth more than
gold, she has spoke. None of us ain’t too
shabby or too poor for her to take notice
of.”

The girl was quite near them now, and
advanced with a look of bright happiness
upon her face.

“Good morning, Tom. So you're at
work again. I have missed you on your
usual beat lately. Have you been ill?”

“An’ faith, miss, it’s the old wound in
me leg that’s broke out again.” Here he
shook himself as if impatient of human
weakness. “But there’s a kick left in the
old horse, and I'll die in harness if I can.”

The girl sighed, and for a moment her
eyes rested on the silent figure leaning
against the pillar. “How brave you are,
Tom! You know I am poor too, and can-
not help you. But have you no friends,
no children, who would take care of you
now you are growing old ?”

The man called Tom stroked his ragged
beard, and the twinkle died out of his
eyes. “I had a little daughter wonst”—
he paused and looked at her as though
measuring her hight—“about your age it
might be now;” a longer pause, in whicha
convulsive twitch passed over his face.
“Faith, she had pretty blue eyes like ye,
t00.”

The girl spoke softly:
dead ?”

“It may be. If she lives, may the blessed
Virgin protect her—me little darlint [”

The gentleman with the boards drew his
cap over his eyes. His attitude implied
complete indifference to what was going on
near him.

“This is the last time I may see you,
Tom. I came this way to-day, hoping to
find you, so as to tell you I am going away
to another country very soon. Perhaps
you will miss me.” A wistful glance was
directed towards the worthless sot, the
broken-down soldier who had seen “throu-
ble,” and whom no man on God’s wide
earth regarded with friendly or compas-
sionate looks.

“Bad news it is. Thin I shall never see
your sweet face agen ?”

“I shall not need to teach any more, or
to be a governess.” She paused, blushing a
little. *I am going to have a home of my
own—to be married.”

“Ye'll bring a power of happiness into
some man’s home.” The ready Irish wit
never failed.

“I hope I may,” said the girl betwixt
smiles and tears. “And when I am far
away I shall often think of you and
others’—here she glanced timidly towards
the stranger—*I could do solittle for. You
know I have heen so sorry for you all.”

“Bat, for sure, ye'vedone asight o’ kind-
ness to me.”

The girl’s atiention seemed somewhat at-
tracted towards the silent fizure leaning
agains: the pillar, though the man gave no
sign that he heard her words.

“This,” she pointed to the other man, “is
perhaps a friend of yours, Tom? I have
noticed him here before.”

Then the inanimate form gave evidence
of life. The gentleman in rags removed
his cap, and the wild March wind caught
the wisps of gray hair that hung dishev-
elled about his neck. He was a sorry
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“And is she

spectacle.
“We are all friends in misfortune,
madam. Itis Dives who has none,” he

said in answer to her speech to Kelly.

The girl turned eyes full of surprised
inquiry upon him.

“You—you do not speak like”—here
she hesitated —“You—must have been

A gintleman,” interp&sed Tom.

With the faint flicker of a smile the
gentleman replaced his cap.

“I have been,” he said laconically.

No one liked to break the silence after
that. It was vain tc offer pity. The ca-
lamity of fallen fortunes and estate was
beyond all remedy new. Soon the lady
addressed Tom once more.

“I have no money to spare to-day—
nothing at all to give you. I have barely
enough to live on myself - till—till I am
married.” She hesitated a good deal, and
and her eyes were cast down in pitiful
embarrassment. Her poor old proteges
would go uncomforted by her little kind-
nesses now and in the future. With a
sudden childlike impulse she detached a
bunch of violets from her gown and held
them out.

“These flowers are very sweet—perhaps
you don’t care for violets, Tom, but. you
see, I have nothing else.”

It was hardly the kind of a gift to be
welcomed by a man of his class, but the
poétry of life was not quite dead in this
f)oor sinner. Tom even bent his shock-
read a moment over the hand extended
to him.

“Thank ye, koindly, me pretty lady,
and may thim blessed saints presarve ye
wheriver ye may be. I do not ever know
a name to ye.”

“My name is Kate,” she said simply.

“Sure and it was me mother’s name—
me child’s name too.”

“Now I must be going. Some one will
be waiting for me.” The girl touched the
soiled and hardened hand with her own
soft one.

“God bless ye, Kate!” said the poor
sandwich man, with his eyes following her
departing steps.

“Good-by !” said Kate softly, looking
over her shoulder and waving her hand as
she retreated.

The sleet had now begun to fall—a
sharp shower, which was driven in gusts
under the colonnade. The older sandwich
man was at last constrained to retire from
the support of the pillar. He looked at
the soldier with a curious gaze as he drew
near to him.

“Your name is Thomas Kelly,” he said
An angry gleam passed over
the old soldier’s face.

“Whist, man ! don’t ye cry it so loud !

“You are greatly changed. I should
not have known you if you had noet named
your regiment.”

Then the soldier turned with a fierce
oath on his superior. There are no su-
periors in sandwich life.

“Who, in the devil’s name, may ye be?”

The wicked parchment face looked
steadily down on the poor wretch recalled
to recollection of his past.

“You were a man in my company. I
made you my servant, and you were con-
victed of stealing the mess moneys from
my charge.”

In trembling tones Kelly made answer,
“I do not know ye.”

The other man laid a hand on his
shoulder, saying: “Am I right? Was
this charge brought against you ?”

Kelly, staggering back a_little, leaned
against the wall. A passing baker-boy
looked curiously at this ill-sorted pair,
who appeared to be holding a strange argu-
ment.

“Right ye are,” said the old soldier
faintly, “but I do not know ye, ye limb of
Satan !

The man smiled with a curious sort of
satisfaction.

“Am I, then, so utterly charged

Something in his tone must have re-
called the past to Kelly’s clouded memory,
for he crept nearer along the wall till he
could peer closely in his companion’s face.

“My God! Don't ye never say it! Ye
are—ye were—"

The superior officer pushed back his cap,
i and in the private’s eyes there dawned a
{ slow recognition.

! “Iwas Robert Dasborough—your Captain
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Kelly fell back quickly. *“A sandwich!
Sure such a dirty bl was nivver
Captamn Dasborough—the loife of the regi-
ment—a real swell—come to this!”

The man gave back a mocking echo.

“Yes—come to this.”

“A filthy sandwich crawling the streets
like a tortoise for nine bob a week! There
is likeness. Ye lie!”

Again the gentleman spoke in the calm
tones that are always most convincing.

“Shall I prove it to you?”

“T will not believe ye,” said Kelly vehe-
mently.

The baker-boy came back from his er-
rand down the sireet, and paused to look
at the old chaps, who appeared still to be
quarreling. But as they did not come te
blows the matter did not promise to be in-
teresting, and he passed on whistling.

“Listen, Tom Kelly.” Here, as if to
emphasize his speech, the gentlemun
touched his companion’s arm. “When you
knew me last I was a young man still—a
plucky, restless soldier, ford of wine and
cards.”

“For sure he loved his glass, the Captain
did, and would pick up his cards and run
his horses with the best of em.”

Without regarding the interruption the
ex-Captain went on: “I threw away a
decent fortune with the carelessness of a
gambler.”

“Right ye are! The Captain chucked
about his gold like farthings.”

The voice went on without ceasing.

“You, my servant, were charged by me
with stealing some missing moneys, to
which you and I alone had access. You
see, my man, I know all the details of
your miserable story. The theft was
brought home to you by circumstantial
evidence, and you were convicted.”

The wretched sinner listened to the
history of his life with wild eyes and
bloodless lips.

“And that sentence sent me down hill a
bit. It ain’t easy to live alongside rogues
and villains in a jail for years without
gettin’ a taste for their sort o’ tricks.

The gentleman with the tattered cap
smiled with a sort of contempt.

“You still declare you went to prison an
innocer:t man, then ?”’

“Aye, before Almighty God, I did; but
I came out minded to be guilty. I have
served more than once since.” There was
something in this wretched creature’s atti-
tude which seemed to demand belief.

“And you served your full sentence for
some other man’s guilt?”’ said the other,
turning his face from the man he tortured.

“For sure I did, and my curse lies on
him wherever he may be. Think of it,
sir’—the old habit of respectful address
broke out—“to let a man rot in jail; to
take me away from me wife and child, and
to shut me up for long years with thim
divils.” There was a long pause, and in
the silence the wind whistled and the
traffic of the streets made a muffled roar.
At last Kelly turned a puzzled look on the
man who stood beside him.

“Me Captain was a fine upstanding chap,
with a bold face and a laughing eye, and
ye—ye are——"

Then came a fierce rejoinder.

“While I am a hang-dog wretch, a cring-
ing, shrivelled sot, with no soul, and very
little body left. Yet I swear I am the
man I claim to be.”

“It can’t be true,” said Kelly, still star-
ing at him in a fixed way. .

“Kelly, my man, do you remember a
wounded officer left in your charge in the
forest of Walkaro, and that you were at-
tacked by five natives, and defended your
Captain single-handed, at the risk of your
own life? Oh, you were a brave man, Tom
Kelly, let me tell you.” The tattered
gentleman stooped and patted the hero of
his story on the back.

“No one remembers that tale,” the hero
muttered.

“You deserved the Victoria Cross, but
vou did not get it. See, do you remember
this wound?’ The officer bared one arm
of rags and showed the mark of a deep cut,
either of spear or knife.

“By the blessed saints, then, ye are me
Captain! but sure ye've got a new face.
Will ye shake hands, sir? We're not so
far apart now.”

“No,” came the answer, with fierce de-
cision, from the man of birth. For a sec-
ond’s space they looked into each other’s
face, and then 1t was worthy of notice that
the officer dropped his eyes. *Remember,”
he said slowiy, “I gave evidence against
you at your trial.”

“Be sure, sir, I've forgiven ye that
thrile. The look of the thing was against
me, and ’tis all so long ago.,” He smiled
in a dreary way.

Kelly had begun to think his companion
was a bit cranky. The short, sharp re-
plies, the unreasoning laughter, and the
contempt of his own beggary and wretched-
ness convinced him that his old officer was
somewhat distraught. It was no uncom-
mon experience to meet with half-witted
sandwich-men, harmless enough, and capa-
ble of carrying boards as directed, but
withal with some important screw loose.

While Kelly sat reflectingon the strange
meeting, half doubting that life still held
anything surprising for him, another pas-
senger drew near unobserved. The new-
comer was a young man with quick, firm
tread and a strong, resolute face.

“Good-day, my men. Not got a crust
between you, this dinner-time? Have
either of you seen a young lady pass this
way? She is tall and slight, and she
wears a gray dress.”

Kelly indicated St. Alban’s Place with a
grimy forefinger. For down this passage
the girl had gone. “Thank you, my man.
Here’s a shilling apiece” His rapid
glance searched the face of the man who
had not spoken, and apparently its disso-
lute and gaunt appearance was clear to
him. “Go and have a dinner somewhere.
Now, don’t drink all of it.

“Thank ye koindly, sir,” said Kelly effu-
sively, ducking his shock head repeatedly ;
and after he had watched the passenger
disappear he hobbled off in the opposite
direction, to some familiar drinking-bar.

The young man did not, however, go far
round the corner, and his step gradually
slackened as he proceeded. He said to
himself that it was more than hopeless to
attempt to assist old reprobates of that
class. And then, stirred by the sudden
recollection of a woman’s tender pity for
such friendless waifs and strays, he re-
traced his steps. He would see what he
could do. One of the men was under a
small obligation to him already, and he
had recognized him at a glance.

And this man was now solitary beneath
the colonnade, occupied in tossing the coin
so lately betowed upon him. Evidently
the ruling passion was still strong, for he
pursued his game of chance with so much
attention that he did not hear any ap-
proach. When the donor touched him on
the shoulder he turned his gaunt face
sharply, like a dog about to snap. “Have
you come to ask for your money back ?”
jeered the fallen gentleman.

The answer was conciliatory and calm.

“I’ve seen you before, my man.”

“T dare say.” - Again the coin was spun
in the air.

“In a hospital, six menths back. Your
hand was injured in some low gambling
brawl, and I dressed it for you.”

“Right you are,” said the Captain.

Without any encouragement, his new
friend was persistent.

“And I offered to get you work when
you left the hospital.” The young doctor
appeared to be reminding him of past
favors, so the gentleman shook himself
free of patronage with an angry exple-
tive.

“I want no help to live, though I have
not the pluck to put an end to the fight
myself.”

For a moment the young man seemed
to reflect. Here was a nature almost im-
possible to deal with; yet he would try
once more.

“What misfortune, or—or—— He
paused, and the sandwich-man took up
the question with a mocking laugh.

i Don’t
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' beg the question.

“QOr crime, young sir, you mean.
I’'m not squeamish now-

adays. It was crime” There was a
deadly emphasis of certainty in his words.

“ But there may be people belonging to
you who could—who would—"

% For God’s sake, do not‘teach anyone to
find me. I am lost, lost—"

Yet the young man persevered.

] leave England next week as surgeon
to a colonial hospital. I shall have no
further chance of doing you a good turn.”

The man in rags answered vehemently :

“No need to look for me if you ever
come back. I shall soon go under—under.
A few steps more, a stumble again, and
then the great darkness—death. Hurrah
for Death! for he’s a jolly good fellow.”
Again he tossed the coin. :

The young doctor turned away with a
curt “ Good-morning,” while the sand-
wich-man continued practicing the toss-
ing of his coin, crying, “ Heads or tails ?”
Bat, after all, this might have been a feint
of indifference, for he ceased his play
when his friendly adviser was out of sight.
Looking after the young man fo see if he
was ont of sight or still under ebservation,
his eye fell upon a dark object lyiag on
the pavement—a pocketbook, surely, or
something similar. Advancing quickly,
he pounced upon it like an animal.

This must be his; there will be money
in it,” he muttered. Then, looking round
stealthily, he clutched it closer and re-
treated once more to the shelter of the
colonnade. He appeared about to open
the new-found treasure when a policeman
on his beat passed round the corner on the
opposite side of the street. The police-
man, with merely a cursory glance be-
stowed on a sandwich-man in the cus-
tomary resort of his kind, passed out of
sight. Then once more the pocket-book
came to light, and was opened with trem-
bling fingers. The man smiled sardonic-
ally, murmuring to himself:

“] am going to rob him because he has
been kind to me. That’s the way of it.”

Then he began to count the notes rap-
idly. “Five, ten, fifteen, twenty. He
calls himself a poor man, and he can lose
twenty poumds!” He looked at the
money, he hugged it, he even kissed it in
a frenzy of joy. Then suddenly his hand
fell to his side, and with a terror-stricken
gaze he looked before him. He appeared
as if overcome by a momentary fear or
recollection. Perhaps he saw the ghost of
his lost self. So he sat, fizhting a silent
battle, for a few seconds. Then, with a
firm touch, he rolled up the notes and re-
placed them carefully in the pocket-book.
Afterwards, shouldering the posters, he
moved up the street in the direction taken
by the young man, with the heavy creeping
gait of his kind.  Kelly, having refreshed
himself, came back to advise the other to
do likewise, but found him gone, and him-
self left to face the young doctor returning
again in haste.

“Have yon picked anything up, my
man ?” he called out anxiously when yet a
few vaces off.

“I’m always a-picking up what I can;
cigar ends and such like,” rejoined Kelly.
“I have lost a valuable pocketbook, and

1 had it a few minntes before I turned
down this street. Where is the other
man !”’

“Faith, and T'll swear he’s gone to the
nearest chap who'll stake his shilling on a
horse.”

The young man knitted his brow anx-
iously.

“I may have left it in some of the shops
where I called,” he said, and with rapid
strides passed on.

Kelly, who was now temporarily warmed,
if not fed, looked after him with a grin,
muttering:

“Thim young men does take things to
heart. Now, as for me, it’s only the weight
of them blasted boards,” here he kicked
venomously at the innocent posters resting
against the walls, “that aggrawates me. I
owe ’em a grudge. Haven’t they give me
a hump on the shoulder through crawling
about like a snail wi'a shell on me
back ?” And leaning against the wall
himself, he took a blissful snooze of short
duration.

It was the other sandwich-man who
came back to rouse him. “Quick march,
my man. It's time to be on the move
again.”

And Kelly, grumbling, roused himself
and asked his companion to hoist the
boards on his shonlders. He was inclined
to be more quarrelsome with fate since he
had spent his shilling.

“Thim boards is too much for me. Tve
done naught but earry posters that tells of
good eating and drinking the last month.”

“The irony of fate, Keily,” said the
other man as he adjusted the strap. “Well,
it won't last much longer for either of us,
I fancy.” Here he produced his shilling.
“Let’s toss who'll get his discharge first.”

Kelly looked hard at the Captain, and
shook his head. Here was an absolute
proof of impaired intellect. “Anything
to plase ye,sir. It don’t much matter
who sends in his papers first.” He decided
it was better to humor the mood of his
companion.

“Heads, death takes me; tails, you give
me the go-by,” said the officer.

“Faith, 'tis a quare game,” muttered
Kelly as he watched the coin spin.

“You call,” said the man who tossed.

“Heads!” said Kelly.

“Head it is, by Jove !” said the superior.
“My turn first.” He laughed and hugged
himself.

“Then, sure, as I've got to wait a bit
longer till the old hour-glass comes along,
I’ll be tramping on to me beat. Bless the
Holy Virgin. I've had a good drink.”

And, chuckling to himself, with totter-
ing gait he made his way back to Regent
street. The other man did not immedi-
ately follow, and it was not till steps were
again heard on the pavement that he
roused himself to realize the situation.
Looking under the colonnade, he saw the
young doctor approaching once more. This
time he came accompanied by the girl who
had passed up the street earlier. She
leaned upon the young man’s arm, and they
had the appearance of lovers. So en-
grossed were they in their own conversa-
tion that they did not observe the sand-
wich-man half hidden by a pillar. The
sleet was falling again in one of the sud-
den squalls that came on from time to
time.

“You had better wait here a few mo-
ments, darling. It is a quiet corner, and
the storm will be over presently.”

“There is no need for me to hurry to-
day,” said the girl called Kate. “I gave
my last lesson to my pupils’this morning.
I can scarcely believe it all, Cecil.” She
flashed a happy smile at him. The listen-
ing sandwich-man lifted his head.

“But, dearest, you must believe that I
am going to carry you to the end of the
world as my wife next week.”

There was an eloquent silence, and the
girl’s cheek flushed. Then she said :

“It is like a wonderful fairy-tale to me.
I can hardly believe my days of drudgery
are at an end.” The young doctor caressed
the little hand that rested so lightly on
his arm.

“My appointment has come so unex-
pectedly that I do not wonder. But, my
darling, are there no friends you would
like to visit before we go?” The girl
shook her head sndlly.
=] have told you I am quite alone in the
world: even the lady who took me from
the workhouse and educated me is dead.”

The man sighed a little. “Well, we
both began life hambly—I in a charity-
school, you in the workhouse, and we
neither of us have much reason to bless
our parents.” The man behind the pillar
gathered every word that was spoken in
his hand hollowed. “I have often won-
dered if my father is still alive. Some-
times in the hospitals, when poor wretches
have been brought in sick or injured, I
have searched their faces and questioned
them about their past.” The listener on
the other side of the pillar made a sign of
assent.

“Poor Cecil !” said Kate. “And yet you
knew your father had failen very low ?”

“Yes, I knew,” he said quietly; “but

there are sometimes strange meetings in
the hospitals.” S

“Oh!” said the girl, with tears spring-
ing to her eyes, “your heart is better than
mine. I have always been afraid—yes,
- afraid—lest my father should some day
appear and stretch out a hand—a con-
vict's hand, remember—and drag me down
to misery and degradation.”

“My poor, friendless Kate!’ said the
young man, tenderly, “there is no fear of
that now; no one can claim you when you
are my wife—Kate Dasborough.”

At the utterance of this name a ghastly
pallor spread over the face of the listening
sandwich-man. He gasped for breath as if
choking, and leaned against the pillar for

supgort.
“Yes, I shall soon be Kate Kelly no
more !” she murmured, with a happy smile.

“That reminds me,” said the lover, “that
I have lost my pocket-book. I had in-
tended to boy you a wedding gift with
part of its contents.” The girl released
her hand from his arm quickly.

“Where did you lose it? You said you
passed this way before. Let uslook about.
There is little traffic round this corner.
She glided under the colonnade round the
pillar, and came face to face with a man
crouched low. “Why, here is a sandwich-
man, fallen asleep !” The crouching crea-
ture lifted his head and stared at her in a
wild way.

“You are Kate Kelly,” he muttered.
“Oh, I'm wide awake, young lady.”

Kate drew a little back. The man
alarmed her.

“But how pale you look! You must be
ill. Have you fallen down? See, Cecil,
how the poor man’s hand trembles.”

The trembling hand brought forth the
lost pocket-book and handed 1t to the
owner.

“Is this yours?”

Cecil took it slowly, and his eye
searched the man’s face. “You picked it
up?”’

“Yes,” said the sandwich-man, “and
looked inside.”

The doctor opened the book and counted
his notes. “You are an honest man.”
“For once,” rejoined the fallen gentle-
man, with bitter irony.

“You will accept a reward?” and the
young gentleman offered a sovereign. The
other man’s eyes glistened, but with a su-
preme effort he resisted the temptation.

“From you—no.”

During the exchange of these few brief
words a great noise of voices and footsteps
was heard approaching.

“Something has happened,” said Kate,
looking timidly towards the end of the
street, where the advance gunard of a
ragged crowd was visible. “See, Cecil,
they are coming this way.”

“Some street brawl, no doubt. I must
take you out of the way. Come, my
Kate.”

“No,” said Kate, “they are carrying
something—some one.”

“It must be a man hurt or run over,”
said the doctor; “they are carrving him
on boards. It is a sandwich-man knocked
down, I think.”

Kate advanced a few steps.

“Oh,” she said, “not my poor sandwich-
man—old Tom? Do something quickly
for him, Cecil.”

“Go away at once, Kate,” said the doc-
tor imperatively, for he saw a piece of
sacking had been thrown over the still
form. Then he approached the bearers
and was lost to Kate’s view in the little
crowd.

“Let me look,” he said to the police-
man, “I am a surgeon.”

“The old chap has been run over by a
’bns. It ain’t no use, sir; it’s all over
with the little Irishman.” Tom was a
well-known character, and even the police-
men showed a rough sympathy with his
sudden end. Then decently and reverent-
ly they carried the dead man away, and
no one saw that nestling in the rags above
his breast was a little bunch of sweet-
smelling violets.

As they carried him down the street the
crown of his red head was visible. The
sandwich-man beneath the colonnade made
a stumble forwards as if intending to fol-
low the procession ; but he staggered and
fell back with some sudden weakness on
Cecil Dasborough’s arm. He was mutter-
ing strange words—mad words, they
thought.

“Dead is he before me! Won by a neck,
Tom! He's got the game, though I won
the toss. Death. old fellow, you've cheated
me again !”

The girl Kate was weeping softly. She
turned to her lover, saying:

“He had no friends, no one who cared
for him at all; but he had a daughter
once, and she might be about my own age.
Poor Tom—poor old Tom. He said, ‘God
bless you, Kate!”” And she sobbed.

The young doctor half lifted, half
dragged the sandwich-man to the shelter
of the colonnade, and there loosened the
necktand of his shirt. He still muttered
incoherently.

“The boards are not so heavy now, my
man, for you. Has God Almighty given
you the cross for valor at last? Oh, I'm
coming soon to give evidence in your
favor, Tom—in your favor, do you hear ?”
He struck his breast. “Here stands the
gentleman who was a liar and a thief.”

They thought his brain was weak, and
that this was delirium caused by the sud-
den alarm. The stragglers from the crowd
who yet remained behind jeered and
mocked at the poor gibbering creature, but
Kate and the doctor stood over him to
protect him from actual molestation.
With eyes blazing he went on more volu-
blv.

“I robbed him, my servant, of honor, of
home and wife and child—that child”—
e pointed to Kate. “I left him to bear
the penalty of my crime, to be branded as
a thief, and nothing can give back his
blasted life. Out of the way there, you
cursed fools! Tom, I am coming to bear
witness to you before this day dies.” He
struck right and left to clear a passage for
himself. “Oh, ycu were a brave man,
Tom—no one knows how brave, but I
know.” He took up his boards, glaring
defiance at the insulting, grinning throng
which pressed about him, mocking him
with coarse street banter. He cast one
strange look of fear at the weeping Kate
and the young man who sought to draw
her away.

“] must send in my papers to-night,” he
said, drawing his breath heavily. “The
court-martial will sit before to-morrow’s
sun. Out of my way, you infernal crew |”
And, pushing forwards, the sandwich man
walked down the street with a brave front,
and no backward glance for friend or
enemy. His face was set before a long,
long journey.

’lshat night he was missing from the
ranks of his fellows, and thereafter his
place knew him no more. Not even his
boards were ever found, and how or where
the end came none could say.

A week later Cecil and Kate Dashor-
ough, man and wife, were sailing over the
seas to a new and happier life, knowing
nothing of the final tragedy of their par-
ents’ lives. But though the {ruth was
veiled from her eyes, Kate yet remembered
that a poor sandwich man blessed her be-
fore he died. And the sins of the fathers
have not been visited on the children.—
H. Musgrave, in Longman's Magazine.
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D STOMACH REMEDY.
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ness, Fever, Plles, Etc., and renders the system less liable o contract disense.

DYSPRPSIA.

RADWAY'S PILLS are a cure for this complaint. They tone up the internal secretions t0

ealthy action, restore strength to the stomach, and enable itto
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I feel like saying
something BAD?

‘BE WISE!

BOOTS AND SHOES DRESSED WITH

wok'sAOMEBlacking

NEVER GET HARD AND STIFF,

Always look neat, Equally good for Men's, Women's
or Child’s Shoes, No blacking brush required, and
the polishing is donein three minutes without labor,
WATERPROOF and warranted to preserve
leather, and keeps it soft and durable.
Sold by Shoe Stores, Grocers, Druggists, &c.

Try it on your Harness.

WOLFF & RANDGLPH. puiLaneirpris.
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-SYRUP:

Fifty years of success is sufficient evidence
of the value of Schencks Pulmonic Syrupasa
cure for ( ption, Coughs, Colds, Hoarse.
ness Sore-’ & It contains no opium; is
ple

For Sale by

arcat &c.
to the taste.
1 Druggists. Price £1.00 per
bottle, 1 ¢k’'s Book on Consumption
and its Cure ed free. Address

Dr. LB Schenck &S8on. Philadelphin

J‘('I‘xm WORCESTERSHIRE) |
Imparts the most delicious taste and zest $0

EXTRACT 8  SOUPS,
Somins J e
HOTXCOLD

S “Tell
LEA & PERRINS’
that their sauce is
highly esteemed in &=
Indis, and isinmy pe

palatable, as well
as the most whole-
some sauce that is &
made.”

Signature on every bottle of thegennine & origing
JOHN DUNCAN’S SONS, NEW YORK.

RUNKENNESS

" LIQUOR HABIT.
AU INE WORLD THERE 15 BUT ONE CURE

e HAINES GOLDEN SPECIFIC.

Itcanbegivenin coffee, tea, orin articles of foot
without the knowledge of patient if necessary
it is absolutely harmiess and will effect a perm!
nent and speedy cure, whether the patient is
moderate drinker oran alcoholic wreck. IT NX™
ER FAILS. Itoperatesso quietly and with st
certainty that the patient undergoes no ince
venience, and soon his complete reformation
effected. 43 page book free. To be had of

e hHahn & Co.. Fifth and J streets
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Beware!

E OFFER NO PREMIUMS OR REWARD
as inducements for patronage, but rely upon
our confident assurance that our Cigars are un-

equaled by any in California, when

LOW PRICES]!
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SAWFILL AND SHINGLE
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OF ANY CAPACITY, Er0,

TATUM & BOWEN,
34 & 386 Fremont si., San Francisco,
fSW Mannufaeturers and Agents.

GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878,
W. BAKER & CO.’S

Breakiast Gocoa

Is absolutely pure and
it is soluble.

No Chemicals

are used in its preparation. It has
more than three times the strength of
Cocoa mixed with Starch, Arrowroot
or Sugar, and is therefore far more
‘! economical, costing less than one cent
a cup. It is delicious, nourishing,
EasiLY DIGESTED,
v biy adapted for invalids
. 1s well as for persons in health.

DELINQUERT ROTICE.

XCELSIOR DRIFT GOLD MINING COM-

pany. Location of prineipal place of bus-
iness, Sacramento, Califoruia. Notice—There
is delinguent upon the following deseribed
stock, on account of assessment (No 1), levied
on the 2ith day of July, 189), the several
amounts set opposite the names of the re-
spective shareholders, as follows:

Name. No. Cert. Shares, Amt.,
R I 5o v aeid 2 12,500  §375 00
H. F. Buse 4 7,500 225 00
J. T. Moss... .6 7,500 225 00
Geo. Woodward. 40 5,000 150 00
Giacomea Berra.. 46 2,000 60 00
Mrs. K. Miller..... 181 100 3 00

And in accordance with law and an order of
the Board of Dircetors, msade August 23, 1890, so
many shares of each parcel of such stock as
may be necessary will be sold at public auction
at the office ot the company, in Sacramento
city. California, on MONDAY, the 27th day of
OCTOBER, 18.0, at 2 o’clock p. M., to pay delin-
quent assessment thereon, together with cost of
advertising and expeunses of the sale.

By order of the Board of Directors.

2 JOHN J. BAUER,
Office, No. 3003 J street, Sacramento, Califor-
nia—up stairs.

The above sale has been postponed to MON-
DAY, the 1st day of December, }?90. at the sa.m‘ e

hour and place.
nl5 38 JOHN J. BAUER, Secretary.

MILKMAID BRAND

CONDENSED MILK

Nothing better for babies.
Full Cream. Full Weight.
Best on Earth. .

For sale by
00135 GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS.

STARNTON'S AMERICAN

enayroyal Sillst

Sale and Infalilble. Guarantced 50 per centstronged
than the so-called English article, aud absolutely harme
less. Druggixts everywhere, or by mall. §1. Send d&y
for “Advice to Ladies.” Specliic Med. Cory Philas, Py

Sold by KIRK, GEARY & 00,,Sacramente
28.TTS-1v




