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NEVER ONCE FAILED.

Celery Compound Gave Mrs.

These sharp, raw, capgicious days of
February are blamed for much sickness
that is simply the direct result of ner-
vous weakness.

Perfect health will keep one above
any depressing influence from the
weather.

Pure, richer blood and better fed ner-
vaus tissues will make people feel well

en in February.

During his many years of hard and
wonderful work, Prof. Edward E.
Phelps, Dartmouth’s great professor,
had in mind the thousands who were
weak and run down. His study of
the many cases of nervous prostration,
neuralgia, rheumatism, dyspepsia and
debility led him to that most marvelous
discovery of the century, Paine’s cel-

_ery compound.

In every city, as well as the smaller
villages scattered through this coun-
try, are men and women who for years
have relied upon Paine’s celery com-
pound whenever they found themselves

weak and out of health. Hundreds of
letters like the following from Mrs.
Porter of New York City tell how this
great medicine has kept them well and
strong.
New York, Jan. 3, 1896.

Messrs. Wells & Richardson Co.—
Dear Sirs: For several years 1 kave
used your Paine's ceier® compound
whenever I found myself running down
in health. During that time 1 nave rec-
ommended it frequently to my friends
and I know of many persons who have
been much benefited by it. I am never
without a bottle of it in the house, and
take great pleasure in expressing to
you my belief that it does a great work
for humanity.

MRS. M. PORTER, 282 Eigltth Ave.

Mrs. Porter’s experience is like thou-
sands of others. Paine’s celery com-
pound made her well, because it fed the
starved nerves and blood and regulated
their functions. Try it and be con-
vinced of its remarkable power to cure
disease.

MISER MORGAN.

“It’s an inexcusable thing, I know,”
said Lord St. Ronan, “to dine with a
man and then take advantage of his
hospitality to pester him for a check,
but then again, you see, if one don’t
ask, one don’t get, and unless a few
more subscribers come forward to help
us out with the funds of the institution
that I was telling you about, I believe
we shall wind up the whole concern.

2% S5 I'm venturing to appeal to one or

two rich men, like yourself, Denison

“Mercy upon us!” interrupted the
entertainer of this eminent and philan-
thropic nobleman; “is it possible that
your heart and your conscience allow
you to sit smiling there and call me a
rich man? My dear fellow, I have the
deepest sympathy with abandoned
orphans and destitute cats and all the
other subjects of your generous benevo-
lence, but you might bear in mind that
I myself am a landowner and a member
of Parllament. Surely that is tanta-
mount to saying that my account is al-
ways and inevitably overdrawn. Now,
just behind you, if you will screw your
head round for a moment, you will see
a man who is really rich. Why not
give him'a chance to save his soul, in-
stead of applying to the victim of piti-
less tenants and constituents?”’

The dining-room of the club in which
the above colloquy took place was in-
variably graced at that hour of the

a2 day by the presence of the elderly gen-

tleman at whom Lord St. Ronan has-
tened to throw an eager, inquiring
glance, but his lordship’s countenance
fell as soon as he recognized the soli-
tary diner.

“Oh, I'm afraid that's no use,” said
he, desponder.tly; “isn’t that the fellow
whom you call Miser Morgan? I re-
member being introduced to him on one
occasion 2nd asking him for a small do-
nation to the Open Spaces Society. He
was very rude indeed; he said he would
gee me and the society dismissed into
infinite space first.”

“And you allowed yourself to be dis-
couraged by such a mild little rebuff as
that? Dear me! My experience of you
would have led me to give you credit
for being a more sturdy beggar. Now,
7’11 tell you what, St. Ronan, if you can
manage to extract £10 from Morgan
to-night, T'll give you a fiver to add to
it. There's a fair offer for you.”

“It's an uncommonly safe offer, or you
swouldn’t make it,”” growled the philan-
" thropist. “Well, one can but try; it

will be a grand triumph for me if I suc-
”»

“And you have such a persuasive way
with you.”
' Lord St. Ronan caressed his bushy
peard. He flattered himself that he
rad rather a persuasive manner, and
the bagging of subscriptions meant to
‘him what the bagging of driven grouse
or rocketing pheasants meant to his
companion.

«1’'ll tackle your Morgan in the smok-
ing-room presently,” he said. “I sup-

* pose we shall find him there after din-

ner?”

“Nothing can be more certain—old
Mecrgan’s habits are as regular as the
‘elock.. Dinner every evening at 8; one

%_‘-’ which with careful management

pe made to last him till half-past
‘then home to his rooms, where I
he counts his gold till bedtime.
there’ll be no sleep for him to-
poor chap! because of course

1 £10 short.”
sither by ten pounds, ten shillings,
‘even ten pence, however, was the
r. Morgan's wealth likely to
te, and Mr. Denison. feeling
-of that, finished his din-

the subject of his rather
remarks had astounded
doing an absolutely un-
He had ordered a

no less) with the dry biscuit which
represented his dessert, and now, lean-
ing back in his chair, he was slowly
sipping that generous fluid while he
gazed out of the window at the passers-
by in darkening Pall Mall. He was a
small and very spare man, whose clean-
shaven face and strongiv marked feat-
ures had gained for hiia the sobriquet
of Beauty Morgan somewhere about the
reriod of the Crimean war, But that
was long ago, and he had since ac-
quired the  less complimentary and
more appropriate nickname which
serves as title to this brief sketch. No
more was he remembered in the Guards.
the friends whom he had formerly en-
tertained so hospitably at his old place
in Surrey were for the most part dead
and gone; the place itself had been let
for many years and if its- owner was
rot ruined he chose to pretend that he
was so. He set down his glass with a
sigh which might have expressed either
satisfaction.or regret, and betook him-
self to the smoking-room, where he
caused another club servant to start
visibly by selecting a shilling cigar.

But this was nothing to what hap-
pened when Lord St. Ronan strolled up
to claim acquaintance with him and
said, with serene audacity, ‘“Now, Mr.
Morgan, I want ten sovereigns out of
vou, please. You can’'t offer me less.
Just run your eye over this list and
yvou’ll see that we are all putting our
best foot foremost, though we are most
of us already subscribers—which you
are not.”

The
handed to him and adjusted his pince-
nez, while a faint smile flickered over
his thin lips.

“A very excellent object,” he mut-
tered; “I am glad to Le able to contrib-
ute something toward its support. I
believe 1 have a couplé of £5 notes in my
pceket, so you can write ‘paid’ against
my name.”

It was in this most unexpected way
that poor Mr. Denison became an in-
voluntary benefactor to persons who
had no sort of claim upon him, while a
rumor speedily gained ground that old
Miser Morgan was either about to die
or had gone off his head.

But Mr. Morgan's head remained in
its customary condition of shrewd ca-
pability upon his shoulders, and he
hoped that he was not going to die yvet
awhile. Not, at least, until Dick should
have had time to get home from South
Africa. It had been absurd and child-
ish, of course, to take that well-mean-
ing idiot St. Ronan’s breath away by
letting him have £10 for the asking; but
when one has scraped and saved for
kalf a lifetime, when one has submitted
without a murmur to universal con-
tempt ard oblogquy, nad when the last
tempt and obloquy, and when the last
been paid off, one is surely netitled,
been paid off, one is surely entitled,
ten pleasure of playing the fool with
one’s rec.dy cash. Yes; the last of the
mortgagzes kad been paid off, and the
lease was out, and Mr. Morgan might.
if so it pledsed him, return forthwith to
Ridge End. there to end his days, as he
had begun them, in the enjoyment of a
fine old house and a sufficient income.
But habit. which reconciles us to every-
thite, deprives us also of certain ca-
pecities for enjoyment, and it was not
on his own account that this dogged and
slightly narrow-minded old fellow was
now rubbing his hands. London lodg-
ings and the club were good enough for
him; for close upon a quarter of a cen-
tury he had neither mounted a horse
nor fired a gun; it would be out of the
question for him to revert to the tastes
of a country squire. But he said to
himself that he wouli live again @ the
person of his son, who was? young,
strong, a keen sportsman, and who, it
might be hoped, had learned wisdom in
the hard school of adversity.

Of hard schooling poor Dick, it had to
be confessed, had suffered no lack, and
the old man, who was sitting down in
his dingy lodgings to write a letter to

the exile, felit something like a twinge

little old man took the paper!

of compunction as he thought of bygone
vears and bygone encounters. But what
would you have? We grow old, we re-
pent too late of our past follies, we see
those who have inherited our tempera-
ment preparing to fcllow our evil ex-
ample, and we can but use such meth-
ods as experience has suggested to us
to save them from themselves. Plead-
ing and preaching are useless; swift,
sharp punishment is the only argument
to which young blood will yield; he
who holds the reins and the whip must
use both, or else he may as well throw
them away. So, at least, Mr. Morgan,
whe had himself been a spoiled child,
had believed, and upon that principle
he had acted. By renouncing all save
the bare necessaries of life, he had con-
trived to send his son to Eton and Ox-
ford; but he had never been tender with
the boy, he had kept him upon a ridicu-
lously insufficient allowance of pocket-
money, and had sternly forbidden him
under any circumstances to owe a
penny to a tradesman. Perhaps it was
scarcely to be wondered at that bills
had been surreptitiously incurred, that
pay-day had come, and that Dick had
been packed off to seek his living in a
distant colony, with the memory of a
paternal rebuke somewnat more severe
than his duplicity and extravagance
had merited. But then Mr. Morgan had
intended all along to make atonement—
his life, indeed, ever since Dick’s early
childhood, had been one !ong atonement
for the self-indulgence which had de-
prived them both of their home—and if,
upon occasion, he had seemed to be un-
bending and unsympathetic, that had
been only because he knew better than
anybody what is apt to be the result of
misplaced leniency.

All this, and a good deal more, he ex-
plained in the letter which it took him
a full hour to write, and which begged
his dear boy to return to England im-
mediately. His dear boy, who had long
been his own master, was now going to
be a comparatively rich man; the past
was to be forgotten, the future was
bright with promise. Only Mr. Morgan
made no reference of Flo. Leighton; be-
cause that had been a stupid youthful
affair which belonged to the past, and
the Leightons, though decent people
enough in their way, were not quite in
the social class whence the owner of
Ridge End might be expected to select
a bride. It had been extremely silly of
Dick to talk about marrying the girl
when he had not means adequate to
his own support; but young fellows will
do these silly things, and too much im-
portance should not be ascribed thereto.

For some days after the notable de-
parture from his customs which has
been recorded, the habitues of the club
to which Miser Morgan belonged
watched him as the islanders of Melita
watched St. Paul, but their curiosity
went unrewarded. Port wine was one
of the many things for which Mr. Mor-
gan had lost all taste, a cigar is not
necessarily good because it costs a
shilling, and to the comments and opin-
jons of his acquaintances he was ut-
terly indifferent. He made no change
in his manner of life, nor did he wish to
make any. All he desired was a reply
from South Africa, and for that he
must needs wait, he knew not how
many weeks. It was without the small-
est expectation that it would contain
anything of personal interest to him
that he picked up the newspaper from
his breakfast table one morning, and
read the following paragraph, which
chanced to catch his eye:

“Lioss of a passenger off Cape Verd.—
A telegram from Madeira announces
the arrival of the homeward-bound mail
steamer Teuton from the Cape. The
Captain reports that, during heavy
weather off Cape Verd, one of the pas-
sengers was swept overboard by a green
sea, and that all efforts to effect a rescue
proved unavailing. Richard Morgan;
the unfortunate young gentleman whose
career has thus been brought to an
untimely end, was believed to have been
singularly fortunate in recent mining
ventures, and was on his way to join
his father in London, bringing, it is
stated, a large sum in cash with him.
His death is much deplored by his fel-
low- passengers, amongst whom he had
made himself universally popular.”

A stag with a bullet through his heart
will often go far before he drops. Mr.
Morgan quietly laid down the paper
beside his untouched breakfast, left the
club, and walked back to his lodgings
with a steady step. Nature, supple-
mented by circumstances, had made
him something of a Stoic, yet it was by
no conscious effort that he maintained
an unmoved exterior beneath the stroke
of the thunderbolt which had thus fallen
upon him out of a clear sky. There are
calamities so complete and so utterly
irremediable that they scarcely touch
the emotions at the moment of their
occurrence, and are frequently met
with sheer disbelief.

Well, there was room for incredulity
in the present instance, at all events,
seeing that Dick (although, to be sure,
he had not written for a long time) had
given no intimation of his intention to
return to England, and that neither his
Christian name nor his surname could
be called uncommon. There are, of
ccurse, any number of Richard Morgans
in the world. The old man kept re-
peating to himelf in a dull, bewildered
Way that there were plenty of Richard
Morgans, and that it must have: been
some other Richard Morgan who had
taken passage from the Cape and had
been such a fool as to.stand on deck
during an Atlantic gale.

He said as much later in the day to
two or three freiends (he had but two or
three left, and they not very intimate
ones) who were kind enough to leok him
up and assure him of their sympathy.
“I am not alarmed about my son,” he
told them; “things of that sort don't
happen. I might telegraph to Madeira,
but it would cost a lot of money, and the
chances are that I should receive no
trustworthy information. In a few days
the ship will come in; then I shall see the
Captain and make sure. However, 1
really feel no anxiety.”

But his freedom from anxiety, which
scandalized his friends, and caused
them to remind one another what a
harsh, unnatural father Miser Morgan
had always been, did not enable him
to sleep or to show himself at the club,
or even to eat more than was abso-
lutely necessary to keep life in him.
How he spent the next four or five days
he would have been puzzled afterward
tc say. He did not leave his rooms;
he did not speak or read or think much;
he simply waited for something that
was coming nearér and nearer—some-
thing that was going to kill him, per-
haps, if that mattered. His wits must
have continued to serve him after a
mechanical fashion, for when he went
dcwn to Southampton to meet the Teu-
tor he had the foresight to take his old
family lawyer with him. Circumstances
might demand proof of his identity and
the presence of a legal adviser.

“Not “hat I anticipate any necessity
for trovhling you; only it is well to be
prepared for possibilities,” he was care-
ful to explain to his traveling com-
panion, who replied: .

“Quite so, my dear Mr. Morgan, quite
so! I myself seldom leave home with-
out an umbrella, even though there may
be no clouds in the sky.”

There were clouds enough in the sky,
as they were both well aware, and they

had not keen five minutes on board the

mail steamer before doubt had given
plage to certainty. The Captain of the
Teuton, who was kind and sympathetic,
made no difficulty about delivering up
the effects of his deceased passenger;
that Mr. Morgan was the father of the

that the drowned man had been no
other than Mr. Morgan’s son. Upon the
latter point the evidence afforded by
baggage and clothes, which were at
once recognized, was conclusive. A
portmanteau, when opened, was found
to contain a faded photograph of the old
man, who gazed silently at it, together
with—oh, bitter irony!—the last letter,
dated some months back, which he had
addressed to his son. Mr. Morgan
stooped down and possessed himself of
this document. He seemed to be under
the impression that those who stood be-
side him were acquainted with its pur-
port; for he thought it necessary to say,
in tremulous, apologetic accents:

“My son and I were upon rather cold
terms; I could not write to him quite as
I felt. My duty, as I saw it, was to re-
mind him that—that he had given me
reason to be displeased with him. For
we ought not to forgive ourselves too
easily, and he was a careless young
fellow—a careless, light-hearted young
fellow!”

“He was an uncommonly fine young
fellow,” the Captain declared, with a
touch of indignation. “As merry, kind-
hearted and open-handed a fellow as
ever I sailed with in my life!”

“Thank you, sir,” returned Mr. Mor-
gan. “I am glad you liked him. He was
all that you call him, and I dare say
vou understood him better than I did.
However, that is of little consequence
now. I suppose he didn’t—er—happen
to mention me in any way—just in the
course of conversation?”

The Captain could not remember that
he had done so, beyond stating that he
meant to join his father in London by-
and-by. “He was to have left us at
Madeira. I gathered that he had some
idea of treating himself to a conti-
rniental trip with the money that he had
made at the mines. I have his cash-
box, I should tell you.”

There was little more to be said and
very little more to be done. Certain
formalities were undertaken by the
lawyer, who saw his client safely back
to London, and who knew better than
to attempt anything so impossible as
consolation on the journey. Yet, after
all, he had been for many years the
trusted confidant of the so-called miser;
he, and he alone, held the key to that
long, solitary, self-denying life, and
he could not say good-by without one
indispensable word of exhortation.

“My dear Mr. Morgan—my dear old
friend, you won’t stay in those wretched
lodgings all by yourself, will you? You
will go down, after a time, to your own
home at Ridge End, and—and try to
form fresh interests for yourself. Mean-
while, if you will only come to us, my
wife will give you a warm welcome,
and I promise you that you shall not
be disturbed in any way.”

“Thank you,” answéred the other,
“but I think I will remain where I am,
and I hope never to set eves on Ridge
End again. Nevertheless, I am much
cbliged to you for your kind offer, As
for fresh interests—well, hardly at this
time of day! 1 understand what you
are afraid of, but you are mistaken. I
shall neither cut my throat nor blow
cut my brains. Besides, if I did, what
difference would that make to any-
body 7

His despair took that rather unap-
proachable form. People who were
scrry for him (and there are always a
few good creatures who are sorry for
the most unamiable of us when we are
in afflietion) did what they could, but
fell back discomfited before the cold,
dry civility with which their advances
were received. Nobody, except the law-
yver, knew for certain that he had cared
at all for his only son His wish evi-
dently was to be left alone, and it was,
of course, a good deal easier to comply
with that wish than to combat it.

A visitor who was, if anything,
slightly more unwelcome to him than
the rest was Charles Leighton, a man
with whom he had at cne time been al-
most intimate, but whom he had care-
fully avoided ever since poor Dick’s ab-
surd announcement that he was en-
gaged to be married to Mr. Leighton’s
daughter. There had been no formal
engagement. The girl’'s parents, who
had been reasonable enough, had agreed
that, under the circumstances, nothing
of that sort could possibly be sanc-
tioned. Still, Mr. Morgan had not been
altogether satisfied, suspecting them of
suspecting him. Nothing was more
probable than that they believed, as
most people did, that he was really a
rich man and could afford to give his
son a handsome allowance if he chose.
Leighton himself, an elderly, good-hu-
mored stockbroker, was harmless and
unobjectionable—as were also, for the
matter of that, his wife and his daugh-
ter. Only they were utterly unknown
in society, and it had seemed prudent to
drop them. But now, for reasons best
known to himself, here was this pros-
perous-looking Philistine, with visage
elongated to fit the demands of the case,
and a suggestion that hands might once
more be clasped under the pressure of a
common afiliction.

“My good man,” said Mr. Morgan, “I
have no quarrel with you; I am sorry
that you should have imagined I had
any. Previous to my son’s sailing for
South Africa we agreed, if I remember
rightly, that we had better see rather
less of one another than we had done—
that was all.”

“But you can have no objection to
seeing us now, Morgan?” observed Mr.
Leighton, with a sigh. ‘“Whatever your
views and wishes may have bheen, an
end has come to them—as well as to our
hopes.”

‘“What hopes?”
rather sharply.

Jt was absurd to be annoyed, seeing
that nothing mattered, or even would
matter again, yet he could not help re-
senting a little the employment of that
word.

“Well, if vou had a daughter who was
growing thin and ill for love of a young
man who hadn’t money enough to
marry upon, and if that young man
wrote to say that he was making his
fortune hand over hand and meant to
be true to the girl of his choice, T sup-
pose you would have hopes, wouldn’t
you?”

“I suppose I should,” answered Mr.
Morgan; “I'm not blaming you. Dick
was in the habit of writing to you,
then?”

““He was in the habit of writing to
Flo, I believe. Ypu may say that it
would have been more straightforward
on my part to put a stop to the cor-
respondence when I found out about it,
but, hang it all! one isn’t made of cast-
iron. Beside, I take it that a man of
independent means has a right to please
himself, and poor Dick, it seems, had
become really independent within the
last few months.”’

“From communicatfons which have
quite recently been made to me, I gather
that that is so,” replied Mr. Morgan,
coldly. “I had not hitherto been aware
of it. My son did ont honor me with
the confidence with which he reposed
in you—or in your daughter. You

Mr. Morgan asked

knew, perhaps, that he was on his way
"home?”

“Yes; we knew. Dick would have

drowned man was as easily proved as |

told you, only—well, to speak the truth,
I believe he was a bit afraid of you. He
foresaw that you would be opposed to
his marriage, and his idea was that he
weuld have a rather better chance of
overcoming your opposition by word of
mouth than by letter.”

“I see. An agreeable surprise that
you were all kind enough to prepare for
me. Well, we have had a surprise, but
it hasn't exactly been an agreeable one,
has it?"”

Mr. Leighton shook his head sorrow-
fully. He had not expected to be too
well received by that hard-hearted old
Morgan, and, himself being a worthy
creature, he took no umbrage. After a
pause he remarked:

“It's a bad business—a shocking bad
business—for poor Flo.”

“She will get over it,” said Mr. Mor-
gan, dryly. ‘“At her age people get over
things.”

“Not always, I'm afraid; though, of
course, that is what one must hope for.
Anyhow, you can understand that it is
very sad for her mother and me to see
her looking so miserably unhappy, and
that we naturally wish to gratify any
whim of hers that it is in our power to
gratify.”

A curt nod of the head signified that
Mr. Morgan was able to understand
that, and his visitor, thus encouraged,
went on:

“Tt would be a kindness, and I believe
it might even be good for you, too, to
lcok her up one of these afternoons.
She is very anxious to have a talk with
you, and—"

“I am sorry,” interrupted Mr. Mor-
gan, “but I must rezily beg yvou to ex-
cuge me. I am going nowhere at pres-
ent, nor could I say anything to your
daughter which would be likely to do
her or me the smallest good. Her
trouble, as I tell you, is curable, and will
be cured without help from me. Mine
happens to be incurable, and it certain-
Iy would not console me to talk about
e

“Well, that isn't her opinion. She
tkinks she could tell you things about
poor Dick which might give you a little
consolation. She has been hearing from
him pretty constantly, you see.”

If Mr. Morgan had spoken the words
which were in his mind, he would have
said: “Confound you, you clumsy fool!
Why must you needs go on reminding
me of that?”’ But it was not worth
while to be angry with the man—it
was no longer worth while to be angry
with anybody or at anything. So he
merely reiterated, in accents of chilling
politeness, his regret that he did not
at present feel equal to paying visits,
after which he glanced meaningly at
the clock.

Yet affter Mr. Leighton, obviously
disconcerted and disappointed, had
quitted him, he felt a twinge of com-
punction. What, after all, was the use
of snubbing people who, np doubt,
nreant to be kind? It was true that,
upon their own showing, they had dealt
with him after a fashion which he did
not consider particularly friendly, but
tren he had had no claim upon their
fi’endship, and their designs, like his
cwn, had been brought to naught. If
the girl really wished to see him, why
should he deny her that poor solace?
She was not going to be his daughter-
in-law now; he had no reason for hold-
irg her at arm’s length, and he pre-
sumed that she would have sufficient
good taste and self-control to refrain
from making a scene.

The upshot of this and further mus-
ings was that on the following after-
noon Mr, Morgan rang the door bell of
a house in Bayswater with which he
had once been tolerably familiar and
asked for Miss Leighton. Two minutes
later he had been admitted into a small
morning room on the ground floor and
was shaking hands with a pale-faced,
brown-eyed girl, dressed in black, whom
he mentally confessed to be both prettly
and ladylike.

“It is very good of you to grant my
request,” she said quietly. “I know it
raust go againgt the grain with you to
erter this house.”

“Not particularly,” said Mr. Morgan.
“Situated as I now am it goes a little

against the grain with me to enter any- |
bedy’s house, but your father sv@med‘

to think that it would be a satisfaction
to you to see me, and I felt, after he
had left, that 1 hcd behaved churlishly
in refusing.”

He honestly brelieved that he was
speaking the truth, and that it had been
merely a sense of what one afflicted
mortal owes to another, not an overpow-
ering anxiety to hear anything more
that Flo Leighton might be able to
tell him about his dead son, which had
brought him all the way to Bayswater.
Eut Flo Leighton, whose soft brown
eyes had rested upon his while he spoke,
may have understood him better than
he understood himself, for she answered
with apparent irrelevance:

“It seems as if we had acted in an un-
derhand way, I know, but when you
have read Dick’'s leiters, which T want
to show you, you will see that his mo-
tives were not quite what you think.
At all events, you will see that he
longed to be friends with you again,
and to make some amends for the dis-
tress and expense to which you were
put through him.”

Mr. Morgan took, with some hesita-
tion, the bundle of closely written sheets
extended to him.

“These letters are not addressed to
me,” said he; “and--and they are love
letters, I suppose. I am not sure that I
ought to look at them.”

“But they belong to me, and I wish
vou to look at them,” the girl returned.
“Unless you do, you will never know
what Dick reailly was. Besides,” she
added, with a touch of pride, “I am not
ashamed of anything that he has ever
written to me.”

She had no reason to be so, either on
her own account or on that of her corre-
spondent. That much the old man to
whom it had pleased her to deliver
these ardent epistles from an exiled
lover soon perceived. Love letters, of
course, they were, and he did not do
more than glance at such portions of
them as resembled all love Iletters.
What interested him—and had doubt-
less been intended to interest him—
were the frequent references to him-
self and the evidence which these af-
forded of his dead boy’s affection. It
was an astonishing yet indisputable
fact, that Dick had done him justice—
and more than justice. “The Governor
passes for being a hard man, but I can
tell you that he is harder upon himself
than he is upon anybody else. Why, I
believe he actually kept himself short
of meat and drink to pay for my educa-
tion! You wouldn’t call him unforgiv-
ing if you knew him as well as I do.
He'll forgive me when I gan show him
some substantial proof that I have
turned over a new leaf. Until then the
best thing that I can do is to hold my
tongue.” And again: “I am not going’
to write to the dear old chap. I want
te give myself the treat of walking into
his room some fine afternoon and put-
ting all the money that he has had to
pay up for me into his hand. Then I
shall tell him how much I have already
remitted to England, and then—well,
then, I hope, he %ill come round with
me and say something pleasant to his
future daughter-in-law.
hardly be
pleasant when

gagement and when I hadn't a Six-
pence in my pocket.”

When Mr. Morgan had finished read-
ing his son’s letters he folded them up,
and, after clearing his voice, handed
them back to their owner.

“My dear,” said he, “if you intended
to convince me that T havée lost a
daughter-in-law of whom any man
might be proud, you have succeeded,
for such letters are only written to
gooed women. But I doubt whether that
was your object. Your object, I think,
was to lessen my misery a little, if you
could, not your own.”

The girl nodded. “I wanted you to
understand,” she said.

“Well, you have succeeded there, too.
But what can I do—what can anyone
do, now that all is over?”

“You can sometimes talk to me and
let me talk to you about him,” she an-
swered. “You have
whom you can talk about him, nor have
I, for although my parents are as kind
as possible, of course they only liked
him—he was really nothing to them.
And I thought that you might feel as I
do, that pain is harder to bear when
one can’t speak of it.”

Mr. Morgan was by no means sure
that he felt in that way, but he was
touched and grateful. It struck him,
too, that the poor girl must have been
very unhappy before it had occurred to
her to seek a confidant in a sour, reti-
cent old man upon whose good will she
had little reason to count. So he told
her what he had told no one else, how
his dream had been to restore Dick to
his rightful position at Ridge End, how
nearly that dream had approached ful-
fillment, and how he had actually writ-
ten to recall the wanderer, who, had he
but known it, was then lying deep un-
der the Atlantic waves, beyond all reach
of recall. Perhaps it was some slight
comfort to him to relate these things.
Certainly it was a comfort to listen to
what Flo. had to relate in return, and
to be assured that poor Dick had al-
ways loved him. This forlorn and oddly
matched couple spent upward of half
an hour together, and at the end of
their interview each had conceived an
affection for the other which seemed
likely to endure as long as their joint
lives. When Mr. Morgan got up to go
away he raised the girl's hand to his
lips, saying:

‘“You have been very good to me. I
will come again soon, if I may. For
some little time, at all events, I shall
not be afraid of wearying you with my
senile chatter.”

“There is one subject which can never
weary either of us,” she replied, with
ccnviction.

But she was very young and her fel-
low-sufferer was very old. It would be
ridiculous and monstrous and against
nature that she should continue griev-
ing all her days. Life lay before her,
whereas it lay behind a worn-out sep-
tuegenarian. It stood to reason that
she would marry some day and forget
this early disaster. So Mr. Morgan said
to himself after he had returned to his
lodging, and when, as was not surpris-
ing, he began to be sensible of some re-
action from his unwonted indulgence in
sentiment. To tell the truth, he had
been thinking that he would make a
will, bequeathing Ridge End to Flo
Leighton, instead of letting the place go
to the distant kinsman who, in the
event of his dying intestate, would in-
herit all that he possessed; but there
arose before him a vision of Flo's fu-
ture husband—some Brown, Jones or
Robinson, who would entertain his low-
bred friends at Dick’s table and shoot
partridges and pheasants that Dick
ought to have shot—a vision all the
more repulsive because it was almost
sure to come true. And then, as one
ugly thought is very apt to introduce
another, it crossed his mind that the
girl’s advances might not have been
wholly disinterested. He was ashamed
| o . Sl a
1of harboring such suspicions, but he
[ could not help himself. He had seen so
[muc-h of the baser s'de of our compli-
j cated nature, and he knew =o well that
absolute singleness of purpose is a very
rare masculine and a far more rare fem-
inine trait.

“Not that I care,”” he muttered; “why
should I bother myself about what will
happen after I am dead and gone? All
the same, I don’'t feel much inclined
to leave the old place to strangers, and
if she was thinking of that—as I dare
say she was, and quite natural, too—
she must prepare herself for a dis-
appointment.”

He forgot that Miss Leighton could
hardly have been actuated by motives
of that nature, since she had not been
aware that he had regained possession
of his estate until he told her. Many
fractious children, and not a few
grown-up persons, are wont to put for-
ward imaginary grievances for the sake
of being contradicted and comforted;
but there was nobody to eontradict old
Miser Morgan, to whom at that moment
the memory of a nickname, which was
no secret to him, chanced to recur and
brought a bitter smile to his lip. “Miser
Morgan, do they call me—miserrimus
would be nearer the mark! 1 have
heaped up riches and I cannot tell who
will gather them. Only I know who will
not, and I know that I would give them
all for just one sight of a face that will
never be seen again by mortal man.”

The sound of voices on the landing
irritated his nerves and seemed to ac-
centuate his solitude. As a general rule,
hé gave little trouble to servants and
submitted uncomplainingly to the very
audible chatter and laughter of the
housemaid, who seemed to be a young
woman of many friends, but now he
felt that he must have silence, and he
was_about to ring the bell and request
her to carry on her conversation in a
lower key, when the door was suddenly
opened, and a voice, which was not the
housemaid’s—a voice which caused him
to bound on his chair—said:

“I'm afraid I have given you a fine
fright, sir; but really it wasn't my
fault.”

“Dick,” shrieked the old man, start-
ing up and stretching out his arms.
“But it's impossible! it can’t be! Good
God, what a heartless brute you must
be, whoever you are, to play me such a
trick!”

The stalwart young fellow, who was
just in time to save Mr. Morgan from
falling, did not look like a heartless
brute, although he had perhaps some
reason for stigmatizing himself as a
stupid, clumsy fool. A quarter of an
hour later, when his father, who had
fainted dead away, had been restored
to consciousness, and had stopped his
self-reproaches by shaking a tremulous
fist at him, and by laughter which was
not far removed from tears, he ex-
plained how he came to be safe and
sound in London, instead of at the bot-
tom of the Atlantic Ocean. .

“It is quite simple,” he said. “I didn’t
sail by the Teuton at all, though I had
taken my passage. The poor chap who
was drowned, and who claimed my
cabin after relieving me of my money-
box and belongings, found it advisable
to personate me, I suppose. When you
come to think of it, that was the wisest
thing for him to do.”

“From his point of view I dare say it
was,”” Mr. Morgan agreed, “but I con-
fess that I don’t understand how such
a scheme could be carried out with any
chance of success. Who was he? Why
did you let him rob you? And why on
éarth didn’t you telegraph to have him
arrested at the first port of call?”
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“He wasn’t a bad fellow,” answered

Dick meditatively. *“His name was
Johnson—at least, that was the name
he bore—and we were pretty good
friends up at the mines, he and I. Of
course, one comes across some queer

fish in those parts, and one doesn’t in-
quire too closely into their history; but
I thought he was more or less all right,
so I was glad enougzh of his company

when we started to travel down the
coast together—I with my pockets full
of money, and he without a brass
farthing, poor beggar! He had had the
worst kind of luck, while I itad had

the very best, you s

“And you thought he was more or less
right, and you considered it prudent
to inform him that your kit contained
a cash box full of notes and gold! Then,

as might have been anticipated, he
Enocked you on the head and levanted
with your property. Oh, Dick, when
will you learn that there aren’t any hon-
est men, except you and me, and per-
haps a score or so of others, scattered
here and there over the surface of &

good-sized world?”

Dick had to confess that he had been
knocked on the head. He pushed aside
his tightly curling hair to show the
1nark of the blow which had caused himy
to miss his passage and keep his bed for
a matter of ten days.

““As for telegraphing to Madeira,” he
said, “I did think of doing that, and of
course I should have done so if I could
have foreseen that I should be reported

i1 England as drowned. But I didn't
know that anybody had been drowned
or that anything had been reported.

The first news 1 had of it reached me
from the slavey who opened your door
for me just now. And though it was &
horrid bore to lose my money and my
clothes, I felt that I could afford it. X
shouldn’t have liked the idea of sending
poor Johnson to prison, for he really
wasn’t a bad sort of fellow—confound
himi”

Mr. Morgan shook his head. *“Pro-
ceed upon those principles and you will

scon be left without a coat to your
back,” he remarked dryly. ‘“But on the
present occasion Providence seems to
have intervened, and your cash box
is all safe in the next room. I have
heard, too, from your bankers, who
tell me that you have become quite &
capitalist. You'll hardly care to hear
now that at last I have paid off the

and that you

can take up your residence there as
soon as you please.”

‘Ridge End!” exclaimed the young
man, witk wide-open eyes. “My dear
father, you don’'t mean to say——"

“Oh, yes, I do; why not? Every man
is entitled to his hobby, you know, and
that was mine. Besides which, it was
distinctly my duty, since the property
would have come to you unencumbered
if I hadn’t been a far greater fool than
ycu are when I was your age. As it is,
you have had suffer for my folly
quite as much as I have done. But these
are muttvj which we can discuss at

to

our leisur May I ask whether youy
have seen Miss Leighton yet?”

“I haven't seen a soul since I reached
London, except some porters and a
cabman and your maid servant. Of
course I drove straight here.”

Mr. Morgan's eyes glistened. “So you

came here first as a matter
did you?” said he, laying his

of course,
and upon

his son’s broad shoulder. “Well!l—well!
she is a good girl, and I hope she will
forgive you; but you mustn’t keep her
waiting a. moment longer than is neces-

sary. Be off with you to Bayswater,
and when you are there you might just
ask her what she would like a man of
moderate means to give her for a wed-
dimrg present.”
“You consent,
man joyfully

then?” cried the young

“Come now. Dick! you don’t expeet
me to believe that you would throw that
poor girl'over if I withheld my consent,
do you? To speak honestly, I did think

hat you might have looked
r with advantage; but I'm

at one time
a little hig

not sure that I haven't changed my
opinion, and when all's said, it's your
affair, not mine. I'm only too thank-
ful, God knows, to have you back on any
terms! | If you proposed to marry a
Hottentot, instead of a very charming

voung lady, I ould be ready to give

her my blessi

h

So there were great rejoicings in
Bayswater that evening; and some
three months later a quiet marriage
was solemnized between Richard Mor-

gan of Ridge End, Surrey, Esquire, and
Florence, aughter of Mr. Charles
Leighton. The ceremcny was perforce
a quiet onc, owing to the recent death
of the bridegroom’s father, who suc-
cumbed to 2 sudden fit of syncope a few
weeks after his son’s return from South
Africa. He had accomplished his life's
work; his 1ast days.were happy, and he
was perhaps fortunate in the moment ot
his exit. Epilogues are so often apt to
be tedious and disappointing.

“Well might they call him Miser Mor-
gan!” exclaimed Lord St. Ronan, when
he perusei the deceased’s will, as re-
ported in the newspapers. ‘““There
doesn’t s.cm to have been much per-
sonalty; but no doubt he cheated the
Chancellor of the Exchequer by mak-
ing over (1€ great part of his fortune as
well as his real property to his son. He
must have saved any amount of money
in all thesé years—and not one penny
bequeath:d to charities, I see! Ah,
well! I gt £10 out of him once, and I
suppose (hat is more than any other
man livicg can say.”—W. E. Norris in
Longmar # Magazine.
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