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'3 %'hn ﬂn';
z ot forh f & nationa: fame
—gingiag himsell into the besrts «f

! The poem beiow, ad-
pessed to Gladstons, is baaut fal, tes-
e ]( | d ty wi

| o and seventy winters
.‘b.&f;ié, l:'; :'nqt"'hlm

serloss, olowded

ope u‘&:‘-:i’:b l.rli:tl'l:‘hlt. in

S

nevar

: n
B sentteriag all thy hamghiy foss ot Iast.
g ‘f ed b :hhl‘l ”l‘llllllit::
: liol -‘!‘ s mmer than the
~ sbadow o nﬂh hn&:.
-"t:!“:." ni: tear ps of the
E‘,‘.munz. fadaloss uuhd. shine
undying flowers of fiame,
n ;:E{r.il"clllylz:fmmﬂa“u:
apsleon’s srch of triumph in the

- in ud " <! “n Itn::':;‘ lli;lti than
@?&%‘Fﬁﬁm. and thy

oan cannot (nde "
— ?u er Malone,

1 SANE MADWAN,

|
'l' Chapier §,
YARE YOU A MADMAN "
dbad—a wonld bs sscond Bath,
between hilln a' (he norhof
‘ack For s', Essentislly a prim-
lace. though they have here aix
sse hatels, most of them with
" French vamer, and a!l of them
#od Frerch bils ol fare. In
[ Wildbad is dcing her very best
t Germany—n) ensy task for
inate na she I8 amid old time
an bills and forests, with the
of old time Germsn pines wafted
out bher, It brgan with her he-
hese f&ut piles of buildings, ar-
L 8t

@ local phras= pu'sit,"von
g nund boohsten Hermohalton
| t';-;la Eoglish, ildyon pleaze,

- e e upper and up
,  Nor are these the ouiy lg'ch
| o Wildbad. Fer from i*. Here
s & komnstal', wherein play
nntaioe, nod beside it a
lle, whorsin play trumpsters,
and blowers on the horn—this
nos to an opluion held, I be-
wide world over, that there
1l bond of union be!ween
- g watera and wind instruments,
. @h #o thut the one without the
pould bs inefficscione. More-
there are in primitive little
(lor It Is primitive) a bank, &
and a public reading room,
a concert hall and an English

plete the I'st of the little
tract'ons, It has onw police-
&%, romor says, one cab, and
it bat, a few yosurs back,

y known ¢8 n health re-

gard to yesterday.
on# pleasant thing about him was that

2. the death scene in Ln-l:g‘u play
Mim \ It must be a0
mg’ul for him! ~ Pleass don't say a

The artlesmess of this appeal was
frresistible. 1 have a notion a smile
went round the room. Aoyway, the
gwunt old gentleman drew the chidi
\oward him, I gased a her and him

o e ol K1 o
w 8 o |
mark, How bad 1 dared to toach
? How did her father relrain from

y no horsewhip me,
‘mnlru;o'd. throwing my-
#ell on the sesrsst couch and
my face in my hands.
¥y head was surely bursting. 1 was
ﬁih k:l“ for u:a‘ time beiog. hl\gll::ln
00 up sga‘n everyons t
the mw—:u. not every ove. Beside
me etood the girl. Her eyes were fall
of tears,

“l am #o sorry for you,” she sald
simply. “Do, please, not thionk of it
I bave told lsther he must forget it.
l—l"hne ¢)me to skake hands with

0.

As she beld out the little white
hand that bad swept along the keys
and brought wpon her that blow,
Was the mark still there? She held
her bead avarted on purpose, As |
strained to ree, she still averied it. As
| nid ‘ But | will sea!” she put up
the other hand and bid the place,
smiling through bher tearr, "Iy
doem't matter, indesd. We ate friends
oow,” and she gently disengaged the
hand plecad io mine,

I piwrted. “Frionds! Oaly this
once. Forgive s madman !”

And, seizing back her hand, I cov-
ared it with kisees, giving no heed to
her words—"I stinll 1ell father.”

Which saying she ran from the
room.

Chnpter 111,
"1 LRAVE TODAY FOR LONDON,"
“Might he rek did 1 intead staylng

In Wildbad

The epeaker was the ganot old gon-

tleman who did ms the hoaor of pay-
log me m visit in my room next
morning.

“NoT Good. In thatcase he would

#'op there; otherwise he wou'd have
sought guarters eleewhere.

Not that
be bore the lesst resantment with re-
Hia little girl (the

he spoke thus of his daughter) bad
not stopped erying until be had prom-

ised to regard yesterday's proceedings
.. '. LU

He paured ; not liking to mey, I sup-
vose, “a pleasing break in lile's gen-

oral monotony,” whieh was the con.
struction lhn{:fs

have
weare tllent,
a' my window as It onl
Wildtad; and, ar well as
my feeliogs, while my visitar lonked
maddeningly cool, I, like poor Ver-
dant Green nwoiu..ﬁa

orable consclousness—of belog hot, in-
expreasibly, bhorrib’'y hot.
bled something abont being awaie
that 1 had bahaved like m manine (my
vigi'orgrimly bowed
notion }-—that 1 shon!
mywelf, nnd could, of conrso, never ex-

livle girl seemed to
ut on the matier, Both of na
The sua way blaglog io
bluz's in
can recall

d only one mis-

mum-

reement in the
nover forgive

twenty lamps slang on ropes | pect his pardon,

leading rireets !
t had an Epg'ish churoh.
lnin during the reason, Al
ero under digsusdion 1 was
‘ain, and was ilﬂriﬂg at the
evie. I hal been
@6, and had Jeerned that the
smont aheltersd beside mysesll
“mumber ol Eaglisn folk, rome
apper—and uppermost—ton

Jand, added my informant—
me German a¢ ress. t
B was opposite to the gen-
ig room, Having saked tobe |,

iy invalided English lady,
I o8 Ioan remember, the |«
b o'clook, The heat wes in-

B oponed window and door, | 1
petweon them, revellng in

“pleture. t
room slororaid opposite to

rom the carriage of her
L shoulders, and, 1 may ss
elbaows, 1 decided that
] Bhe wis playing »
jm of the worst poeaihle
| aJﬂl.yed it execrab'y, On
SHand, she was ma pretty as
Mirleot foatures, the softest
a glory of red gold bair
hat darling creation o!

ing st her, thinking,
ubt, bow wondrons
and how wondrous bad-
,when scme ope pear
g deep mosn.
‘ar that wretched Miss
A7 mald a voice in the
I thought of my nelgh-
ish woman, Atshesame
@r ZroAn mtﬁzd;ﬂﬁluzzdv
T at
-!Irlpl.d wring such a
pman lipe, started,
lano also pavesd to
L { roand with ber

LY
&mo dreadful "
#ﬂ Raspa, Tb:lli t?t‘:,:

irg. How ghastly it fs!"
waa the pretty bloode
nt; then—positively,

other spartment loading out | under
been told that iv was ocou- | “The maln thing is that you are golng
to lesve the place, Yon will—or—

R irl was playlog on 8 pl- | 4 the lesst offended.

A pause, in which be eaid nothing,

It | thereby giving me to underetind his
to1tnl apsert in this sssumption like-
wian,

I began to i+el hotter,
"It would," I added, “grutify me to

ore for | bo trea'od a8 such & seeming lunstic
desorved."

“H'm!"
At last he u'tered a sonnd—the maet

¢ primitive in the langinge—but still &
mesr lying royal revidence, | svand.
cmne into his face, which showed me

At the sume time a light

hat notting wonld give him greatir

pleasnre than to 3¢ me put intoa

traight waiscoat at ono s, wore he not
ordera. e bent forward.

anderstand  that 1 should not earo to

know you longer under onw rool with
d closod my onter shutters, | mysell,”” This rising, and with an ap-

arent elfort to throw as moch politi -

ness as posmible ioto the manner of
the dranght and & cer- | stating what certainly wos & blont

rath.

“Quite so!" Lalso rose, T was not

Thiogs had

ecome ta a point that, I felt, conld 1
mysell have refased 9 live under the
same rool with mysell I should have
most certainly done s:—an uncomfor-
table feeling for nny man to Bave, bhut
peculinrly so, I fanoy, for one of my
calling.

“1 am leaving today far London,” I

added,

“Indeed !"
This small word was said in » tone

which wonld have bors expavsion ss
followa:

“The pame of the p'ace you are

leaving for is of abeolutsly no ioterest

to me. The main thing, as [ remark-

od h"oiam. ft—er—that you are leay-

“Good moraiog!”
Was [t porsible that he was holding

out his hand? Yes, there it was,
patent fact,

Was ever o gaunt old
man #0 totally nader ¢ mmand of “his
little girl 1"

The hand was as co'd snice, and he
rave to mine nottheniightent presanre,
but with & shake hands we parted.
An hour 1 pamed ent of the
hotel. Burs r I knew that face at the
window, Why was it drawn back se
I looked uwp?

Chapter LV,

ed her plece whers | sy opy o THE NTATION; CAN'T sTOP

, and was sweeping
when—

madimyn "

me, ber eyes flath-

of her face a long pur-
nd s ized her 1o roughly
Her to slagger egaivsta

8 the plano—one of those

giog ivto the room. Iis

g her chisek,

g inone baod the musie
fdiseised from the reiding
fed Al p'ano with the oth-

Btraight &t the goarred

g ideath!” I thundered,

ight have dooe from my

gt gir! and pray
you some heart!"”

mpler XN,

x'r MaTTER"

sful nature of my
] when rowsed whal
i 1> call “my fathe 's
Wing a custom, I have
pot quite uncommoen
S While delivering my-
ih given above | wms
pazsion to sen that
room, Havivg com-

on, however, 1
was unoanded by
ore and more prop'e
und me, Somas Ut
ed only too earnest;
&t old gentlemho, who
sra earnest than all
in the! tone which
spraking through |
bat the devil 1|

BIEWiY:

TO TALK.

"Tom Tragett!"” 1 might have known
it. 1 have never yet been in & dear
akells mood, brooding on the peou-
ar pathos of my lot ma compared
with that of the msjority of haman-
“f' that Tom Tragett hed not sum.
bled across my path with his grin and
his “Well, old fellow®”

“All right, thenk you; sm off to
the station ; cau'tetop to 1alk.”
Thin I eay with a not exactly radiant

on, feeling that 1
noble eelf contrel in not hurling my
two handbags at my friend’s hesd.

“W-b-a-t t-hoe dt-ck-en-a s np
no-w?" he replies slowly, all buat
spolling the words.  Belng more than
nsually eritical )l think how atrocionsly
volgar heis. And Iwa'k en. As
do #) 1 am conscious thet he is walk-
ing betide mwe;l am alio oontolons
thst hie has my two bandbags; and,
floslly, that he in s'udyiog my profie
with mo interast thiat few men tske in
any male sids face.  What more tnan
a!l this makea me indignant is that
every vow and then he utters a low,
sigmficant wbi tle, aa & sort ol sum-
mary of his thooghts. On my sod-
denly taroing around, he blandly an-
pources h'a intention of “going n bit
of the way" with me.

Toe “01" ends on the platfora.
Having all but llitsd me inty the

da ), he rnys:

“Sorry fur you, old boy, whatever it
in A woman, I suppws”
ower tone. Toen, ns [ do not naswer,

thod it! He didn't

e)ibg me, ensconced ns I sm in my
carrisge, from bis poet in theson—

know that Fraulein was only tio-

“You locok nice and ecol in
Confoundedly hot, this platiorm !”

Here is my op) ty, I hesy
sunsiroke. Will he r? No! he!

Aftera’l, he means it well, “Tom,” 1
say ai last.

ere must—at this distance of time,
I have not a shade of a doubt o! it—
have been something ly wron
with my head on (he dnglo! which
am Hardly have 1 said
“Tom" when I observe thatthe train
is in fall mution, that we sre making,
and, to jndge from the Inndscape, hsve
been makiog for some for the
porth, in the slow but ned
style paculisr to German trains, It is
painful and humilisting to eee the
offect Jof my conduct on my cotrav-
elers. With the excoptioa of one
small boy, who siares at me thron:lh
china biue eyes with the fedi-
less pertinacity of childbood, and
ly German chi'dbond, they
all look more or lesa reared. One poor
old lady sits with her varlons :5-
ing piled on her lap, having decided,
I can res, to change the compirtment
at the pext halting place. Toe rest of
the company neitber speak n-r move,
the prevailing idea belng evidently
that anything might excits me, while
the mother of the boy with the china
blue eyes directs furiive gezes at me
every time I stir.

Well, 1o be thought & madman at
large is bad, but to be thought a dan-
gerous madman is worse. 1 feel an
irre pressible Jonging to explaia to
these good people that I really am
quite harmiess; tha’, though, undenia-
bly, I bave parlly succambed to the
men'al strain of the lest, ray tweniy-
four, hoors and sm suffering from
slight temporary aberistion, shown in
the fact of my addressing n friend at a
distance of several miles from we, 1
have not the faintest intention of as.
ssulting them,

Feeling, however, rlonmily that
such a #'atement would bs met with
complets il unexpressed eredulity, 1
refrain from making it. and, by way of
giving to myself an air of sanity, bury
myzell in seemiog rornul of u papsr,
only too goon to learn through the
medium of a small sbrill voice, “He's
holdiog it upside down!"

Flest and blood ecculd not stand
this. I give the misguiled owner of
the china b'ue eyes « look meast to
freeza themarrow in his bones.

He retarvs it with & wide, bland
stare,

After that I relinquish any idea of
re-es'ablishing my cbamcter ia the
rallway carriags, and fall anew to
thinkiog,

“How pretty she looked as she stood
beside me! What hair! Why did she
stand at the windgw, and why did she
away? What & dear little bacd she
ad! How—1Is that old Iud{ golog
to have a fit?" This somewhbat irreley.
ant question Is suggested to me st this
point of my reflections by observingin
this person the mes: curious sogial
contortions, I have, when lost in
thought, an unbappy habit of fixing
my ¢ yes rigidly on whatever happers
to be exactly before ms, and attrioute
to this fsct, combined with any tr.’e-
ceding etrenge conduet, the evident
terror of the wor hy old deme, at
whom, a3 my viea-vis, 1 have gezed
fixedly while indulging in the above
mental eoliligny. rt in a reliel 10 pee
her depart at the next station,
“Friendship!” 8» I coatinue m
monologue, “She offared me friend-
ghip, p!aciog her hand in mine, The
mockery cf it! How could a man of
thirty, with his heart free, foel fiiend.
ship for a girl wtom be had burt and
who bad forgiven him 7"
“Fijendship! Was sbe mad? No,
it wan I who was mnd, Could 1 ever
dare fece her sgeio? Conld 1 ever
dare face her father?”

I faney 1 gnashed my tecth at the
anawer my heatt gave me. I belipve
men do goash their teetb—some’ imes,
And po we or wled on to the nerth,
apd in time 1| reached London; snd
the minutes grew to hovrs, and the
hours grew to days, and the days grew
to weeks, and the woeka grew to
monthe—nothing changing.  Always
the game pictare of & youug brigut
girl, with a glory ol red gold hair;
with a liitle white hand and—ah, that
was the worst of [t!—with a porpls
bruise on ooe cheek end tears in her
eyer, becauss sha was 10 eorry—it
must ha so dreadinl for me.

This form | peed to ces everywhers;
just na gmmg Werther used to see
vverywhers the b'ue eyes ol Some-
body—even on the buttons ¢i her er-
rand boy.

Poor y uog Werther!

1 shonld think in those days there
was very little differencs between us,
and but for the penetraticn ol other
blue eyes, superndded, perbinpe, to a
certain amonnt ol common eevse in
my#all, T some'imen favey | wight at
this time have been found, Jike that
dismal fourm man, with & bollet in
some vilal p:‘rl of ma, sented, life ex-
tinot, at my desk.

“Phil, dear!"

The speaker—~need it be raid ?—was
the owner cf the other blue eyes.

Ubhapter ¥,

“YOU'RE NOT LAUGHIKG, ARK You,
NEiLy !’

"§ow, you kpow, Pbhil, yon hear

n,
1 did bear her, but what in the
world was I lo re lr?
Bn ay why er url 90 0F po_
r don't, 'ould be presumin

sAySs an American poet; and I, for
one, cinfem that mi pregumption has
naver acared so high s to lead to my
pretending tonoders‘and that enfgma,
woman. What did she mesn? What
man would lean over one's shonlder
and may in a tone of signiflcance,
“Phil, dear!" or “Tom, dear'” adding
no remark whatssever, and then fiel
aggrieved at your not horting into el
oguenca? Or was I tosayina similar
one of swestnesc—long drawao oat

“Nell dear ™

For her nsme, ol course, s Nelly.
1alf the swietvst womesn in the world
ara Nellys, This woman /s my broth

reflection of his benm. Then I huorey | koow,

er's wile. Bhe is young, is prety, is
good : and, whi'e ljoving my broihoer
immoderately, she confestes to n mod-

there. [ thought revesls her tome; |
[hluhlnmb. lhm':me:w

stupidiiy, 1 say inter with
nofhu’;hrug {ud a hlr?-dﬁu dlzr'nlrd
of euphony:

:{‘: bl o:ghtﬂ l.olull !oubw:ouuho in?

, tne'girl you'te bu ur

heart nzont.” g

Her two bands are on my shoulders.
I feel herbreath on a rather exposed
spot on the top of my head,

“Girl? What girl?”

My hd; diedains to be more ex-
plicit. Bhe still standa behind my

cha'r,
Bop, oting I fell her? I will,
“What's the good of tal of it
I ¢xelaim, by way of begin-
ning. "ﬁobody can P What's

the usa of my sayiog- her pame is
Nally, the same 85 yours, that she is
the daoghter of one Dy, ton Mur-

that I met herin the ‘or-
est last year end just stopped short of
dashing all her tseth down her throst,
leaving, by way of a souvenir, a par-
ple mark on ber cheek. Youn're not
isughing, are yon Nelly 2

And 1 tarped ruund flercely.

“No, dear,”” Nelly's face, as dim'y
ssen by the firelight, is golemn es &
jndge’s. How sccount for the vibra-
tion imparted to the chair?

"0l ecurse I'm not laughiog: but do
explain your:elf a little. How did
yon comeé to—lo—"

Somebow he ssems unable to pro-
caed wich this qnestion,

The ice is broker, and I cannof {.re-
g0 the 1e ief of contiding in her,

“Sea hore, Nelly; I'il te'l you all
aboat it," I sey magnuimomi’y: and
I pour lorth the whole story, cove ud-
in!: a1 again 1 turn ronnd—

‘Now you know how mat'ers sland.
I need rot ey that I love the girl; I
ghould be & brote il 1 didn't”

“And very likely rhe loves ynn,”

“Don't ta'k like a fool, Nelly.”

Itisseldom that I am g0 groesiy
rude to my brother's little wife; bot
her remarks, made pensively in reply
to my eonfession, sounded too like a

mock ry.

Bilance,

Why does she not 1peak again? I
wait, wishing sbe would, and rather

wishiog that I had not used langu g+

ulte o strong.  As regards that, we |,
she bronght it on herself, ard anyway,
I will pardon afterward,

“A girl who only gaw me onee!" |
aay at jaat by way of ehowing my read.
iness to riturn to the subj ct.

Filence,

I thipk this downright mean of Nelly
and decide to let her know so,

“1f yon've nothing at all to sy, 1
wonder why yon bronght up the sub-
ject,” I obsarved amiably.

“Well, talk of us women, Phil! You
men ¢ rtninly are !’

I may here remerk that whenever a
man incurs Nelly's dsapproval sbe
tallg him that we men certainly are.
What, she nevér adds, but pulls up
short st the verb; toe idea unex-
pristed being, 1 fancy, a combination
of the c/im'nal and avsard for which
langu swe mercifully has no name,

“Y. u only just now ss moch #s told
me that I taiked like a fool."
“Mern tlplath:"r. Of courss, if yiu
asn k—
“I'm not sulkiog, only—well, there
I'll take it a8 o compliment. And
now, il yon want me to speak, let me
ray what I think. To begin with, yon
muen't expest me to g<e thiogs f om
your polot of view. To meit seems
the most likely thing in the world that
the girl loves yon, Whet ray! ahe
only saw you onee? For the mattar
of that, dvar, yoa only saw her opce?"
“If you care to app.y the same test
to a mau of 30 years and a ehild of 17!
I'm r8 certaln av that I am sitling
Liere guie has lorgu ten me loogrgo””
“Aund | don'c believe!” trinmphant-
ly, Thee, in & fur away voles, which
shiows me that abio hes besn turcing
the malter over in her mind: “No; |
cortainly don't beliave it. Thers are
meetings and mestinge, Phil, and with
vours snd hers is connect d—well, the
sort of thicg one remembers.”
; This is too much, I start to my
8,
“ILiook here, there are things ona
can't stand, even lrom u eister, Nelly !
What the e
* Poillp, # you're goiog to ba vic-
levt sod dirgeece your cloth I shall
nevar open my lips sgan”
I colapse at once. I always do
when madam reproaches me with dis-
r:nuing my cloth, which the dear fit'ls
ady does on every occasion, great or
small-—especially small—upon which
I illustrate the famons axiom ¢ancer. -
ing fallibility.
Bitting down again, I say in a die-
mal tone:
“Violeoce apart, Nel'y, I soppose
anyone wonld admit that to tsunta
man with the fact that thegrl he
lovea may reéemember h'm on the
etrength of his haviog sll but di:-
figured her for | fe, Is not exact'y gen-
eronn,”
“Touct'—'generons’—nooh | I ean’t
conceive how yon can pe sottapid,
Phil. Bee hars."
Ehe glides ronod my chair and sifs
down on the fender. Her face, as it
stands ont sgaivst the mellow fire ight
is strangely beantifal, That shade o
hair, too—reéd gold—is quite my fxvor-
ite color. A pity only ber eyes are
blue. The other Nell,'s are brown—
“Yexquieite, brown, blessed eyes,” ss
Jean Ingelow s)mewhere asys. De-
oldedly my favorits color for eyes is
brown,

“What 1 meant to eay, dear, is,"
proceeds the old Indy on the fender,
complacently u.idln% my brother's
ring up and down her finger, ‘il I
weren't yonr sister—il ivstend of the
wile of o much nicer man than you
are” (Irokiog np)—*'don't wrigglenow ;
it"s only women, yon kvow, tuat can'c
Lear to hesr each other pralsec
wheie was 177

Nelly, peoedless to say, never can
mnnage parentheses,

I emile dospite mysell. Her bair
with the light davciog on it is quite
liks a glery. Sirange lit:le woman,

“Ily~n were s girl, you wera say-
ingx, instead of & baldame—"

Yes—doa't ke sbhwrd, dear=if I

ernte liking lor me,
La reply 1o hersecond spesch—* You
bil, you hear me'—I repeat a

have dirplayed | kind of shrog with whbich T had an- |

| swered ber first—one of thoee, to the

|
l

|

This ina |

masouline minl, intelligant geatares
which eignily “go on; 1am listooiog™

She proceods:

1 mean, d a*, you ought to tell ua |
who she is "

Here 1 btﬁ to deaw the réader's |
attention to three things: Firely, the
time was evening and my stady lamp
bad not yet been lighted; secondly,
even had the room been llluminated,
the Indv s eaking gtood bebind my
gheir; thirdly, woile alluding appur-
ert y to mare than one persan, her use
of toe pronoan was &> loose and ob-
petire mo to leave me as much in the
durk, symbolically, as both of 08 we'e
in voint of lact

Unable to catch n glimpse of her
face, 1 ponderan the possible meaning
of her woids A two years' res'deuce

were a giri=and all the rest, and you
and 1 bad mot as you and she met,
and yon kad hurt me 15 yon did her,
and—and the little episods allerward

youeo remoriefnl, and the deur,
splendid, bandrome—"'

“Thet'll do, Nelly.” 1 balieva Isay
th's in no very icsnlted tone.

“And you wro a clersymin, dear—
thirs ls sometbing ascut clergymen,
when one dowsn't know them as sis.
er-In-law" (1 helleve | “wiggle" again)

~“1l mean to say thit, supposing all
that, Poil, and, well, I dissngaged like
ber Ib lisve —nay, U'm certan—I
shun'd have fallen in love with you
on the ¢potl, and lived on the romance
until even some woman shonld tell

abin never did, a3 L kely as not t» my
dyingdays. | sheu'd, and lo'sof girls
wonld,so there ! ;

With which paiting ehot she risen
and marchis from the room, loavieg
me o my rellsctions,

under the same roof with my sister.

jar zod me with herstyle, and 1 pique
myself on being generally able, alwor
come refl olion, to gue's what she is
drivirg at, sven whea her langoage
is moset welled,

| 1 seorn o deny that an instant's

[fancy, 81 bid her geod nigh’,

trnin (my Tom Traget: is slways ton- | in-law has to & ceriain _ degras fumil. | snme hounrs Iater, I ki = this bloe eyed

| Nellv aven more t nde

yom that 1 was doing so—and, if she |

and | love my b other’s wile susroe |

less than my brother,

“1 didn't really say this evening you
talked like a fool,” I wdd; “dwa I,
Nolly t"

“"No, of coures not ; and - I
aide'tmind. """ T
This somewhat 1
]
s WO " 1 reflact for ¢
handredth time as I sowly go :o
. “I wooder do they ns“ltug
other. As, if my brother's wifs
mlu only r'ght. Bat—but—"
resolve 1o put my trust in mw
brother's wife, and am neveriheless ..’,
infloenced by whatshe has said that
the very next dl? I find myself emnn.
terig down Harley street, which,
apart from the fact that Io it thers
lives one Dr. Dayton Murniy, is of ab-
solutely no interest to me, ‘L' nt
the door-knocker of this s:-n

gives me & certaln indescribable
pleasure. Toe nexs day I bend my
the same n, and agein

th d’:y fter that—and

& “alter —and that—aod
thet—how many days I kmow not;
with abs lutely no resuit beyond the
fact that I get to know every line and
curve in Dr, Murray’s doer-knneker,
Not to be particular to a shade, I hiad,
Ithink 1 may say, “don#’™ Harley
street daily for something like twenty
daye, when one afternoon, on my near-
ing the house, the door was opened
aud out walked—the dootor and hia
little girl,

Both bowed. How ha looked I can-
oot recall. As for ber, first & wave of
color went over her fure, then she
torned white. Her hand was cn her
father’'s arm; I raw him tighten his
hold of it. Dear, trembling band!

In another instant they had passed.

It must bave been very absurd, bat
I can qaite well rememb.r a'riving
home nke a sunbeam snd blaz ng
away all ths evening in comperition
witn the lamp, snd in deflance of the
hour, in & manner like unto that d's
played by no sanbeam belore or
sinee,

" Good night, you little Nell."! This
&6 wunl to my sister-ir-law at 11:30
o'cloex p.m , tbe hreakup hour st the
establi-hmeat of Obarles Burke, bar-
rister, brother of Pail Bourke, D, D,

“Good mght Pml. You seo | knew
—ol cour.e—why it wasn't to be ex-
[:ected otherwise, st leasr, it wonldu’t
wave bein patural, aud—Charlis and
I are so glad.”

I eimply s'ere. This sentence, in-
volving and fui!)'exlug thongh it is,
shows me th elly, to whom, ay to
Charles, I have breathed mota word
concernmg my walks in Hatley street,
much less 8 word conceroiog today’s
meeticg, by some uncanny omu's-
cieoce peculiar to herself, seems to
know eveiythirg that bas happened,
and, to judge from her radient eyes,
rather more mhont everytbiog that is
to come than wyself,

Oharles, who bLas etood beside his
spolse while she delivers herself of
this speech, now draws her toward
him with one arm, snd holds out 1he
other to me.

“Goed oight, old wan., Bhe's a
myst'fying J‘onug person, po doubt,
Now that she kvows you're happy
perhaps she'll deign to notics that
am pining from negleci—wasting
away, | may say.” And he seeks to
give himsell a pstbetic sppearance,
but fsils, a3 is but natarsl, Dame
Nature bhaving dealt by my brother's
outer man moch asste is euppos:d to
have dealt by that of the famoas
Prince of Danmark.

The words *tco, tco solid,” aad
Nelly's merry laugh as soe goes off
with him, sre the last touncds thas 1
hear that night,

Uhapter V1.
“HOW CAK I EVER HAVE THOUGHT THIS
MAN GAUNT AND GRIM D

The next day afler the eventful
meeting I did not go to Harley sireet,
nor the next day after that, sor—vay,
the truth will ont! -1 did go the day
alter that,

It wes ignominious to sesm to play
the spy, bat quite impossible to suori-
fice more than two daeya todignifi-d
scruples. On the thira day I decided
that take a *run’" down Harley strest
I muet, end thither sceordingly betook
mysel’. It was nn figurs of speech: 1
ran, I simply shot pist the honse,
and I did not look at the door knosker.
Goiog at full spesd toward Cavendisn
strat, I all but ¢ llided wth a tullow
ist!il‘lﬂ.

“Di. Drayton Muriay!"”

“Dr, Bonrke!"

“"How do yon do? Ara yon basy?
Or ten jon come back lo my house
for* a moment's chat ?'

How can I ever bave though! this
man gaont and grim? He is a stately
old geptleman with the kindest lace in
tha world.

1 returned with bhim, no hing loath.
Goiog along woa descant on the ate
mo'phers as a tapic of abs rbing in-
Lares’,

*Will you rome to my study,” he
says, as we entsr the boute, and leads
the way thither. The first thing that
catehes my eyes na [ anter ia the pie-
ture of & young msn in somewhat sn-
tiquated garb, hearing a strong resem-
blance to myeelf—my father (we have
the same picture of him) before he waa
marriad.

“A desr co'lege friend,"” savs the
doctor, in reply to my gaze. “'No lesa
surprised than ars you to ses his pic-
ture here was I when pome months
ago | learned that youm are hisson. 1
have never geen him since be gave me
that portrait before going to Indin.
Ah, yes! I heard of his death, pcor
fellow !"

And we both of ua consscrate pome
minates of silent reapec: 10 one of the
best ol men,

Then the conversation torns into
other channe s, nolil:

*About this little girl of mine,” gayn
ihe doctor, suddenly. May Ink §f I
am wrong in thinking that you care
for her?"

“Oere for her? Bhe i3 never oul of
my tho ghts, De. Marray.”

“Then, why the—" (he stops).
“Why oo earth don't you make e.cn
other bappy

And be rinea the bell.

“Ank Miss Drayton Murray ty come
to me." (This to the servast who
answers the summone. e

A ttop on the stair, n run in the past
sige, Mies Drayton Muorray does no-
keep her lather waiting,

In another instant the
opened.

“What! You'ra not alons? Did yon
vot send for ma, father 7"

Sha atyys on the thrathho'd, It is
i p ety picture! It wonld make a
preity scene in a play—but it was
erual on the child, She begios to
tremble. Thesame change comes over
her face; first a great wave of color,
than pitifully wh te.

' Father, what doos it mean? What
do yon want with ma?"

I think be cannot have foresean the
effact his summons wonld have. He
hast wued towards the girl, and, potting
one urm around her, leads birintothe
room, He makes her mine with his
blesging and lesves usalone, Inan.
orther ostant [ am  holding between
my hands her- golden hesd. 1am
lockicg in her eyes, and she says—
with comething tha is vo" guits langh -
tor, and is mot quite tears, (hat the
otner Nelly was periectiy right, thas

door is

riy than wsia', | ber thoughits have heen w th mea -

waya—and why? Bascanss (this with-
oat ever a smile) about cur first maet-
ing thers way, inderd, “the sort of
thiog one remembers,”—From el
gravia,

.
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oo Wobur sad al tooul Tovestment Bonds an

"..';::E.‘:."...“"""‘_, ﬂ'fol’M‘iﬂ'h at the servies of

0ur oustomert,
D, P. HADDEN, President. EWD. GOLDSMITH, Vice-Presideat.
JAMES NATHAN, Cashier.

MOSEI.EX'’'S

New Cotton Gin,

Nos. 201 and 203 Madison Street, emphis, Tenn.
——
LATEST IMPROVED HULLER G INK

EST Tuarnoutnod Sample Guaranteed, Good welghts, and remittances promp”
I! made. All Cotton Inénrad while in Transit and st Gin, Backs tnrrhhn on A
plieation. We use the “Patent Unlonder' and anlond a'l wagon cotton. Give us a u-hg-
P e

NAPOLEON HILL, President, W.N. WILKERSON, Vico-Preaide: t
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AQUARTEROF A MILLION'DOLLARS FULL PAID CAPITAL

DIRBOTOEL I

O ANE Rk, " T OQ ¢ AR REOLY, ) IRHRLOASTE
Office=-19 Madison Btreet, Memphis, Teoni

DISSOLUTION NOTICE

Y MUTUAL CONBENT, tha firm of Alston, Craowall & Co. is ?H day disgolved, E. W,
Crowell retiring, The remsining partmers, . 8. Alston an . H. Maury,
tinue the busicon ntlhn o'd stund, corner Front and Union streets, ”.“T\ln all I#.I:illlm
B .:cnnéq L.

and collecting all outstanding acoounts,

Mamphis, Tenn., Bcnlambm. 1885, . H, MAURY,
'T"" retiring as aoove. I bespeak for my succeesors a eontinuation of the Mbaral patron-
ngt horetofore extended the old firm. E.

W. CROWELL.
NEW FIRM

ALSTON, MAURY & CO.

SAW AND PLANING-MILL, NAVI.-FARD.

Doors, Sash, Blinds, Molding, Lumben,

Lath and Shingles, Flooring, Ceiling end Cedar Posts,
HEMPHIS, o - TENWE&

M. 0. PEARCE, JOHN L, MoCLELLAN,

M.C.PEARCE & Co

Cotton Factors & Commission Merch’ s,
No. 280 FROKNT STEEET, MEMPAIS, TENN.

Cotton Warethonse—Nos, 8% and 90 Union *treef,

D, W. [ F B. HER90ON. SAM HOBSON.
Lute of Cominerce, Miss, Late ot Coffeeville, Miss, Late of Brtmk}.3 Nowb & Co.

FLY, EERZON & HOBSON
WHOLESALE GROCERS,

Cot'on Factors and Commission Mercha....
Rtrq t Dhis Tewnn,

FISHER MARBLE WORKS

Corner Adams and Second Sts.

—_—
E DESTRE TO CALL YOUR ATTENTION TO OUR LARGE STOCK FINIS 9
MARBLE., Weare prepared to furnlsh new work from lulntdclun?zn rhort notﬁ:

ALL WORK GUARANTEED TO BE FIRST CLASS

In avery respoct and to ive entire satisfaction.

Wa solicit your patronsge wnd requost that you osll, examine our stook, prices, ote,,
before purchasing slsewhere.

W. A. GAGE & CO.

Cotton F'actors,
No. 300 Fremnt Stroeﬁ._ $ H_Q-LMI. Temn.

E B MEACHARM & Co

(BUOUESSORS TO MEACHAM & HORTON

COT"TTOIN FFACT"RRS
Old Stand. No. 9 Union St., Memphis.

W.ETAYLOR& CO

Cotton Factors and Commission Merchants,
No. 314 Front Street, Corner of Mouroe, Memphis, 'Tenn.
e —————— — - - QB

FIRE, INLAND AND MARINE.

THE BLUEF CITY INSURANCE C0

F MEMPHIS, TENN,
OFFICE-No. 385 MAIN STREET.
ALLS,

§ DINRBOTORS:
J.F, PRANK, ' M, .
’ H.!. .E'\HSS. DAVID P. HADDEX, J.C.JNR‘.‘;!LFT.

W.A.GAGE M. GAVIN,
J, 0, NEELY, Presldent,” D, P, HADDEN, Vice - Pres's, W, H, MOORE Sece'

-
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