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I The approach to the offices of Gir-
Id!eswm and Co. wis not a very dig-
mifled ote, nor would the uninitiated
{who traversed It form any concep-
"liuu of the commercinl prosperity of

the firm In question. Close to the
corner of a broad and busy street,
within a couple of hundred yards of
Fenchurch street Btatlon, a narrow
vorway opens nto a long white-
swashed passage. On one slde of this
Tls o brass plute with the inseription
“Girdlestone and Co,, African Mer-
lehants," and above 18 & curlous hiero-
glyphic supposed to represent a hu-

an band In the act of polnting.
!l‘oilnwlu; the guidance of this some-
what ghostly emblem, the wayfarer
finds himself In & small square yard
purrounded by doors, upon one of
which the name of the firm reappears
{dn large white Jetters, whth the
maord “push” printed beneath it. If
he follows this laconie Invitation he

_will make his way into a long, low

@partment, which is the counting-~
house of the African traders.

On the afternoon of which ‘we
ppeak things were quiet at the offices.
he line of pigeon holes |n the wire
curtain was deserted by the publie,
hhou;h the linolewm covered :floor
bore abundant traces of a busy morn-
ng. Misty London light shone haz-
fly through the glazed windows and
cast dark shadows In the corners. On
& hi*h perch in the background &
weary-faced, elderly man, with mut-
terinig lips and tapping fingers, cast
up endless lines of figures. Beneath
bim, in front of two long shining
mahoguny desks, half a score of
young men, with bent heads and stoop-
ing shoulders, appeared to be riding
furionsly, neck and neclk, in the race
ifor life, Any habltue of a London
office might have deduced from thelr
rejentless energy and Incorruptible
dfligence that they were under the
eyes of some member of the firm,

}  The member In guestion was a Lroad
jshouldered, bullnecked young man,
who leaned against the marble mon-
telpiece, turning over the pages of
an almanac, and taking from time to
time a stealthy peep over the top of
it at the tellers around him. Com-
mand was Imprinted in every line of
his strong, square-get face and erect,
{powerful frame, Above the medium
‘elze, with a vast spread of shoulder,
w broad aggressive jaw, and bright
bold glance, his whole pose and ex-
iwion spoke of resolution pushed
o the verge of obstinacy. There was
pomething clasaical in the regular ol-
fve tinted features and black, crisp,
curling hair fitting tightly to the
‘well frounded head] Yet, ‘though
classical, there was an absence of
spirituslity. It was rather the profile
wof oneg of those Roman emperors,
splendid In it animal strength but
ing those subtle softnesses of eyve
and mouth which speak of an inner life,
iThe heavy gold chain
ywalstcoat and the bright stone which
blazed upon ® the fingers were the
natural compliment of the sensuous
lip and curving chin. Buch was Ezra,
khe only child of John Girdlestons,
and the helr to the whole of his vast
business. Little
twho had an eye to the future bent
over their ledgers and worked with a
wigor caloulated to attract tLe atten-
dlon of the junlor partner, and to
fmpress him with a doe sense of
their enthusiastic regard for the ln-
ferests of the firm.
} It was speedily apparent, however,
that the young gentleman's estimate
of thelr services was not entirely bas-
jed upon their present performance.
jWith his eyes etill fixed upon the al-
manac and & sardonic emile upon lis
dark face he uttered a singie word:
’ ‘Parker!"

A flaxen-halred clerk, perched at the |
ther end of the high glistening desk |

ve a violent start, and looked up

ith a =cared face.

“Well, Parker, who won?" asked the
gunlor partner

“Won, gir!" the youth stammered.

“Yes, who won!" repeated his em-
ployer,

“l hardly understand you, sir,"” the
elerk saild, growlng very red and con-
fused.

“Oh, yes you do, Parker." young
Girdlestone remarked, tapping his al-
manac sharply with the paper knife.
*You were playing odd man out with
Robson and Perkins when I came in
from lunch. As | presume you were
at it all the time 1 was away, 1 have
& natural curlosity to know who
won.

The three unhappy clerks fixed thelr
eyes upon thelr ledgers to avold the
sarcastic gaze of thelr employer, Ha
went on in the same quiet tones:

“You gontlemen draw about thirty
shillings & wveck from the firm. I
belleve 1 am right in my figures, Mr.
Gllmay,"” addressing the senlor clerk
seated at the high solltary desic apart
from the others. “Yes, I thought so.

Now, odd man out s, no doubt, m
very harmless and fascinating game,
but you can hardly sxpect us Lo en-
courage it g0 far as to pay so much
an bour for the privilege of having
it played in our counting-house, 1
shall, therefors, recommend my fath-
er to deduct five shillings from ine
sum which each of you will receive
upon Baturday. That will cover the
time which you tave dyvoted to your
owa amusements during the week ™

across the |

“Yee, sir’ the senlor clerk answered
meekly, He was an elderly man with
8 large family, and the lost ten shil-
lings would make a difference to the
Sunday dinner., There was nothing
for it but to bow to the inevitable,
and his little pinched [sce assumed
an expression of gentle resignation.
How he was to keep his ten young
subordiates in order, howeyer, was a
problem which vexed him sorely.

The junlor partner was silent, and
the remaining clerks wero working
uneasily, not exactly knowing wheth-
er they might not presently be includ-
ed in the indictment. Thelr fears
were terminated, however, by the
gharp sound of & table gong and the
appearance of & boy with the an-
pouncement that Mr, Glrdlegtone would
Hke & moment's conversation with
Mr. Ezra. The ltler gave a keen
glance at his subjects and with-
drew into the back office, a disappeur-
ance which was halled by ten pens
being thrown into the alr and deftly
caught again, while as many derisive
and triumphant young men mocked
at the tmploring efforis of old Gliray
fn the luterests of inw and order.

The sanctum of Mr. John Clirdle-
stone was appronched by two doors,
oue of oak with groundless paneis,
and the other coverod with green
balze. The room itself was small,
but lofty, and the wulls were orna-
mented by numerons seotions of ships
stuck upon loong flat boards, very much
an the remains of fossil fish are exhib-
ited in museums There were also
weveral pholtographs of the wvarlous
vessole belonglog to the firm, togeth-
er with maps, eharts, and llsts of sail-
Inge moumerable. Above the fireplace
wia a large waler-color painting of
the barque Belinda as ebe appeared
when on a reef to the north of Cape
Palmas. An loscription beneath this
work of art avpouvnced that it hed
been painted by the second officer and
presented by him to the head of the
firm. It was generally rumored (hat
the merchants bad lost heavily over
this disaster, and there was some who
quoted It as an Instance of (irdle-
stone’s habitual strength of mind that
he showd decorate hls_wall with so
melancholy a souvenir. This view
of the matter dld not appear to com-
mand itself to a fiippant member of
Lloyd's sgency, who contrived to
intimate by a dexterous use of his
lefl eyelld and right forefinger, that
the vysasel may not have bheen B0
much uwnder-insured nor the loss to
the fifm S0 enormous A& WAB COom-
monly reported.

John Girdelstone, as he sat at his
square office table walling for his
was undeniably a remarkable-
looking man. For good or for evil
no weak character lay beneath that
bard sugular [ace, with the stroagly

| marked featurea and deep sot eyes.

He was clean shaven, save for an {ron
grey (ringe of ragged whisker under
ench ear, which blended wilh the
grizzled beir above, B8O self-contalned
hard set, and Immutable was hls ex-
presslon that it was lnpossible to

| read anything from It except stern-

wonder that those-|

ness and resolution, gualities which
ere an Hkely to be assoclated with
the highest natures as with the most
dangerous. It may bhave been on ac+
count of this ambiguity of expresslon
that the world's estimate of the old
merchant was & very vasylng one
He was known to be s fanatie in re-
ligion, a purlst in morals, and g man
of the strictest commerclal Integrity:
Yet there were some few who leoked
askance at him, and unone, save one
who could apply the weord friend to
him,

He rose and stood with his back te
the fire as his son entered. He was
s0 tall that he towered above the
younger man, but the latters square
and cumpact frame made him, apart
from the difference of age, Lhe sires-
gOr IDAn.

The youngy man had dropped the
alr of sarcasm which he found was
most effective with the clerks, and
had resumed his natural manuer
which was hilrsh and brusque,

"What's up?' he asked, dropplng
back into a chalr, and jingling the
louse colng In his trouser pockets,

“There's news of the Black Eagle,"
his father answered. “Bhe is report-
ed from Madelra,”

“Ah!" eried the jmior partner eag-
erly. "What luck?"

Jw.Gndy] Bt

“ghe Is full, or nearly so, according
to Captein Hamilton Miggs' report”

“] wonder Miggs was able to send
a veport at all, and [ wonder still
more that you should put any faith io
it,” his son wsald impatiently, “The
fellow is never pober.”

“Miggs ls a good seamaun, and pop-

dlar on the coast, He may indulge at
times, but we all bave our fallings
Here is the lst vouched for by owr

agont. Six hundred barrels of palm
dl, L1}

“Oll s down today,” the other lo-
terrupted.

“IL will rise before Lhe Black Ragle
arrives,” the merchant rejoinad con-
fidentally, *Then he bas palm nits
in bulk, gum, ebony, skins, coohineal,
and ivory."

The young man gave & whistle of
satiefaction. “Not bad for old Miggea!
Ivory is at a fancy figure.

‘We are sorely in need of a few
good voymges,'” Glirdlestone remarked,
“for things have been very alack of

«anen you intend to peusion the
wivea?” Exra sald, with a sly smile

“By no means,” hie father retumed
with declsion. “Girdlestone and Co.
are not an ingurance office, ‘The
laborer {8 worthy of his hire, But
| when his work in this world Is over,
his family must fall upon what has
been saved by his industry and theift,
It would be a dangerous precedent
for us to allow pensions to the wives
of these sailors for it would deprive
the others of all motive for laying
their money up, and would indirectly
encourage vice and dissipation.”

Erra ladghed, mnd comtinued ol
ratile his silver and keya

“It s not upon this matter that I
wanted to speak to you,' Girdlestons
continued. "It has, however, always
been my practice to prefer matters of
business to private affalrs, however
pressing. Johm Marston s sald to
be dying, and he has sent & message
to me saying that he wishes to see
me. It is inconvenlent for me to
leave the office just now, but 1 feel
that it i8 my Christian duty to obey
a summons. | wish you, therefore, to
lock after things untll 1 return’

“I oan hardy believe that the news
Is tree,” Ezra sald, In astonishment.
“There must be some mistaks. Why,
I spoke to him on ‘Change last Mon~
day."”

“It 1&g very sudden,” his fatheér an-
swerad, taking his broad-brimmed hat
from & peg. “There Is no doubt about
the fact, however. The doclor says
that there Is very little hope that he
will survive until evening, It is a
case of malignant typhold fever.”

“You are very old friends?" Hera re-
marked, looking thoughfuly st his
father.

“I. have known him since we were
boys together,” the other replied, with
a slight dry cough, which was the
highest note of his lmited emotionar
gaimut. Your mother, Bzra, died
upon the very day that Harston's
wife gave birth to this daaghter of
his sevenleen years ago., Mrs. Hars-
ton only survived a few days. 1
have heard him say that, perhiaps, we
ghould aleo go together, We are In
the hands of a higher Power, how-
ever, and it seems that one shall be
taken and another left.”

“How will the money go if the doc-
tors are right?" Bzra asled keenly.

“Every penny to the girl,” the mer-
chant answered., “She will be an
heiress. There are no other rela-
tlons that I ksow of, except the Dims-
dales, and they have a fair fortune
of their own., But I must go*

“By the way, malignant typbold
ig very catching, is it not?"

“So they say,” the merchant sald
quietly, and strode off th-ough the
counting house, Ezra Girdlestone re-
mained behind, stretching his legs In
front of the office fire. “The governor
is & hard gall,” he sollloquized, as he

upon It, though, he feels this more
than he shows. Why, It's the only
friend he ever had in the world—or
ever will have, In all probability.
However, It's no business of mine,”
with whieh comforting reflection he
began to whistle as he turned over
the pages of the private day book of
the firm.

It is possible that his son's surmise
was right,“and that the gaunt, un-
emotional African merchant carried a
| sore heart behind a composed extertor

as he halled a hansom and drove out
| to his friend’s houce at Fulbam. He
and Harston had been char!iy school-
boys together, and had roughed it to-
getaer, risen together, and prosper-
ed togetuer. When John Girdlestone
was a rawboned lad and Harston a
chubby faced urchin, the latter had
come to look upon the otier aa his
champion and guide. There are some
. minds which are parasitic in thelr na~
ture. Alone they have little vitality,
but they love to settlée upon some
stronger intellect, from which they
may borrow their emotions and con-
clusions at second hand. A sirong,
vigorous brain coliects around it in
time many others whose mental pro-
cesses are a feeble imitation of its
own. Thus, it came to pass that as
the years rolled on, Harston learned
to lean more and more upon his old
| schoolfellow, grafting many of his
stern peculiarities upon his own sim-
ple vacqous neture. until he became
a strange parody of the original. To
him Girdlestone wos the ldeal man,
Glddlestone’s ways the correct ways,
and Girdlestone’s opinlons the weight-
‘ test of all opinlons, Forty years of

this undeviating fidelity must, how-
ever he might conceal it, have made
an lmpression upon the feellngs of the
elder man,

Harston, by incessant attention to
business and sxtreme parsimony, had
succedded in founding an export rad-
ing concern. In this he had followed
the example of his friend. There wus
| o fear of thédr Inlerests ever com-
ing Into collislon, as his operations
wera conflned to the Meaditerranean.
The firm grew and prospered, until
Harston began to be looked upon as a
wirm maen in the City circles. His
only child was Kate, a girl of seven-
teen. There were no eother near rel-
atives save Dr, Dimsdale, a pros
perous West end physiclan. No won-
der that Hsra Girdlestone's sotive
business mind and perhaps that of his
father, too, should speculate as o
the disposal of the fortune of the dy-
ing man.

Glirdlestone pushed open the #ron
gnte and strode down the gravel walk
whiéh led to his (riend’'s house, A
bright summer sun shining out of
a cloudivss heaven bathed the green
lawn and the many covdored flower-
beda in its golden light. The alr, the
leaves, the birds, all spoke of Iife. It
waa bard to think thet death was
closlug s grip upon him who owned
them all. A plump litle gentiemen

in binck was just descending the
Bleps.

“Well, doctor,” the merchant asked,
“bow I8 your patient?”

“You've not come with the Intention
of sewing blm, have you?" the dootoy
asked giancing up with some curios-

stared down into the glow. “Depelfit-ipitedy for a mournisg
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phold. He may 'die In° an nour or ne | tHons for educating the poor. “We ‘ tal of the firm was embarxed. Hls
may live untll nightfall, but nothing | were both poor boys ourselves, John,  son BEgra Jounged in an easy chalr

can save him. He will hardly recog-
nlze you, 1 fear, and you ecan do no
good, 1t is most iufections, and you
are incurring a needless danger. I
Ishoul:] strongly recommend you npot
to go.”
| “Why, you've just come down
| from him yourself doctor,” John Gird-
| lestone remurked.
“Ah, I'm there in the way of duty.”
“8o am 1," sald the visitor decisive-
ly, ana passing up the stons steps of
the enirance strode into the hall
There was & large sitting-room upon
the ground floor, through the opsn
| door of which the visitor saw a light
Iwhlch arrested hlm for & moment
A young girl was sitting in a recess
pear the window, with her little sup-
ple figure beut forward, and her nhands
clasped ut the back of her head, while
the elbowe rested upon a small table
{n front of her. Her suberb brown
| hair fell in a thick wave on either side
| over her white round arms, and the

| grateful curve of her beautiful neck |

might have furnished a sculptor with
Madonna.
The doctor had just broken his sad
tidings to her, and she was still in
| the first paroxysm of her grief—a
grief too acute, as wns evident even
to the unsentimental mind of the mer-
‘ chant to allow of any attempt at con-
solation, A greyhound appeared to
think differently, for he huad placed
‘, his forepaws upon his young mistress’
lap, and was attempting to lick her
face in token of canine svmpathy.
| The merchant pausged frresolutely for

a moment, andl then ascending the
| broad starcase he pusbed open the
| door of Harston's room and entered.,
| The blinds were drawn down and
| the chamber was very dark. A pung-
' ent whiff of disinfectunts lssued from
| 1t, mingled with the dank heavy
| smell of disease. The bed was in a
| far corner. Without seeing him, Gir-
| dleatone could hear the fast labored
| breathing of the Invalld. A trimly
| dressed nurse who had been sitting
| by the bedside rose, and, recognizing
the visitor, whispered n few words to
him and left the room. He pulled
the cord of the Venetian blind so as
to admit a few rays of daylight. The
great chamber looked dreary sand
bare, as carpet and hangings had been
removed to lessen the chance of fu-
ture infection, John Girdlestone step-
ped softly pcross to the bedside, and
sat down by his dying friend.

The sufferer was lving on his back,
apparently unconsclous of all around
him. His glazed eyes wers turned
| upwards towarde the ceiling, and bis
lpnrched lips were parted, while the

breath came In qulck, spasmodic
gagpe. KEven the unskilled eye of the
| merchant could tell that the angel of
|dﬂuth was hovering very near him,

With an unguinly attempt at tender-

ness, whioh had something pathetie

In i, he motstened & sponge and pass-
| ed It over the sick man’s feverish
| brow. The Iatter turned his restless
| head round, and a gleam of recogni-
tion wnd gratitude cames (nto his
eyes.

“l knew you would come,” he sald.

“Yes, | came the moment that ]
got your meseage.'’

“] am glad that you are here,” the
sufferer continued with a sigh of re-
1ef. From the brightened expres-
slon uwpon his pluched face, it seomed
a8 i, even now 'n the iawsof deatlh,
he leaned upon his old schuolfellow
snd looked o him for assistance, He
put & wasted band above the coun er-
pane and lald it upon Glrdlestone's.

“1 wish to spesek to you, John," he
sald. "] am very weak. Oan you hear
what 1 aay2?”

“Yes, 1 bear you'"

“Glve me a spoonful from that bot-
tle. It cléesrs my mind for a time,
1 have been making my will, John."

“Yes.," suld the merchant, replacing
the medicine bottle.

“The lawyer made it this morning.

Stoop your head and you will hear me
better. 1 bave lems than fifty thousand
dollsrs. [ sbould bave done better
hod I retired yesars ago.”

*] twld you 30, the other hroke In
Eruftiy.

*You did—you did. But I acted for
the bert. Forty thoussnd | leave W0

and we know the wvalue of Buch
schonls,”

Girdlestone looked perhaps a trifle
disappointed. The slek man went on
| very slowly and painfully:
“My daughter will have forty thou-

gand pounds

John, and no relations, save only my
cousin, Dr, George Dimadale.
was a girl left more lonely and un-
protected, Take her | beg of you, and
bring her up under own eyve,
Treal bher as though ghe wera your
child. Guard her above all from
those who would wreck her youung
lite. in order to share her fortune.
\I?n this, old friend, and make me

your

happy on my deathbed.”
Thke merchant made no answer. His

| heavy eyebrows were drawn down,

and hils forehead all puckered withu

thought.

“You are the one man,” continued
the sufferer, "whom | know Lo be just
and wpright. Give me the water, for

my mouth is dry. Should, which God

forbid, my dear girl perish before she
His breath falled

i marries, then——"'

him for a moment, and he paused w i

recover {t.
"Well, what then?”
“Then, old friend, her fortune re-

1. s0 well. Thoee are the

| terme of the will.

Wl uso

self. Bhe is a tender plant,
too wea£ to grow alone, Promise
me that you will do right by her—
promise Jt?"
| *1 do promise 1t.,” Joku Girdlestone
nnswered in a deep voice, He was
| standing up
| to catch the words of the uyIng Mk,
| Huarston was sinking rapidly
ia feeble molion he pointed to a brown
backed volume upon the table,

“Take up the book,” he sald,

The merchant pleked it up.

“Now, repeat after me, 1 swear and
solemnly pledge myself "

“l ewear and solemnly pledge my-
gelf—""

“To treature and guard as if she
were my own—"" came the ilremu-
lous volce from the Led.

“To treasure and guard as if she
were my own—" In Lhe deep bLass
of the merchant.

“Ki .e Harston, the daughter of my
deceased friend——"'

-

“Kate Harston, the daughter of my
decansed friend——"

“And a8 I treat her so may
own flesh and blood treat me!™

“"And aw ] treat Dher, 80 may my
own flesh and blood treat me!"

The slok man’s bead fell back ex-
hausted upon his pillow. “Thank

my

| God!" he explaimed, “now I can die

in peace.

“Turn your mind from the vanitles
and dross of this world,” Johm Gir-
lleatone sald sternly, “and fix it up-
oen that which is eteroal, and can
never dla"”

“Are you golng?" the invaild asked
gadly, for he had taken up bls hat
and stick.

“Yes, 1 must go;
pointment in the Clty at six,
I must not miss."

“And 1 have an appointment which

I have an ap-
which

with a feeble smlle.

*“] sha!l send up the nurse as I go
down,"” Girdlestone sald. “Goodbye!"”
“Goodbye! OGod bless you, Johu!™
The firm strong bhand of the hale

burning one of the aufferer,
John Girdlestone
down the stair, and these friends of

Then

Inst adieun,

The African merchant kept his ap-
polopiment in the City, but long be-*
fore he reached it Jobhn Hareton had
gone algo to Keep that last terrible
appointment of which the messenger
I8 death,

CHAPTHER II,

It was & dull November morning.
The murky alr looked muckier still
through the glazed office windows
Girdlestone, grim and grey, as though
he were the very embodiment of the
weather, atooped over his mabogany
table. He bhad a lopg list in froul of
bim, on which he was checking off,
&8 & prelude to the day's work, the
position in lhe market of the varl-

gus_speculations in which the cupl-

But it 18 so tled up |
that she can neither touch it hersell |
nor enable anyoue elgs to do so un- |
til she is of age. 8he has no f{riends, |

Never |

verts 10 you, for there s none who |
But you will guard |

her and care for her, as I would my- |
John, |

now and leaning over |

with |

1 must not miss,” the dying wan sald |

man enclosed for a moment the feeble .
plodded heavily |

forty years standiug bud sald thelr |

opposite him, looking rather dishev-
eled and dark under the eyes, for he
had been yp balf the night and the
Nemesls of reactlon was upon bim.

“Faugh!” his [father ejaculated,
looking around at him with disgust,
“You have been drinking already
this morning.”

“1 took & brendy and seltzer on the
way to the office,” he answered care-
legély, “I needed one to steady me."”
“A voung fellow of your age should

| pot waut steadying. You have a
strong constitution, but you must not
play fricks with {t. You must have
beeg very late last night. It was
nenrly one before 1 went to bed."

“1 was playing cards with Malor
1C11Hh-rl..u-k and one or two others.
We kept up rather late’

| “With Mnajor Clulterbuck?™

[ “Yes."

| “1 don't care about your consorting
| ®0 much with that man, He drinks

i and ganmbles, and does you no good.

What good has he ever done NHimself?

Take care that he does not fleece you.”

The merchant felt instinctively, as he
islanccd @t the shrewd, dark face of

his son, thalt the wwning was a gup-
| erfluous one. o

“No fear, father,” Ezra answered
sulkily. “l1 am old encugh to cnoose
| my own friends,"”

“Why such a frlend as that?"

“L like to know men of that class,
You sire a successful man, father, but
you—well, you can’t be much nelp to
me socially. You need 2ome one to
show you the ropes, and tne major 18
\ my man. When [ can stand alons,
| I'll soon et hilm know I

“Well, go your own way,” sald
| Girdlestone shortiy. Hard to all the
world, he was soft only in this one

direction. From childhood every dis-
cussion between father and son had
endefl with the same words,

I “It Is business time,” bhe resumed.
“Let us conflne ourseives 1o business,
I I see that [lllncis was at 112 yester-
day.™

l “They are at 113 this morning."
| "Whet! have you been oo Change
| already?”

| *Yes, 1 dropped in there on my way
|

Sy Ny i

| to the office. 1 would hold on to
those, They will go up lor some
days yet”

| The senfor partner made a pencil
note on the margin ol the list
‘ “We'll hold ou o the cotton we
have," he sald,
| “No, sell oul at once,”
) swered with decislon.
| stone of Liverpool, last night, or
| rather this morning. It wes bhard to
| make bead or tell of what the fool
sald, but he let fall enough to show
| that there was likely to be a drop.”
Girdlestone made auother mark up-
on the paper. He npever guestioned
his son's declsions now, for loug ex- }
perfence had shown him that they
| were unever formed without wseolid
grounds, “Take this list Ezra,” be
gald, hunding him the paper, "and run
your eve over it, If you see anything
that wants changing mark it
| “I'll do It in the counting house,
| his son answered. "I can keep my
| eye on those lazy scamps of clerks.
Giday had no idea of keeping them
in order.!" A® ho went out he oan-
poned against an elderly gentlesman
in & white walstcoal who was being
shown in., and who ricochetted off
him Into the office, where he shook
i bauds bheartily with the elder Gir-
dlestone. It was evident from the ab-
ored cordiality of the latter's greeling
that the pewcomer was a man of
some lmportance, He was, indeed,
nongé wother than the wall S&own
philanthropist, Mr. Jefferson Ed- o
wards, M. P. for Middiehurst, whose
pame upon a blll was hardly secound
| to that of Rothachild. )
“How do, Girdlestons, How d&o?™*
be exclaimed, mopplug his face with
his bandkerchief, He was a fussy .
lMttle man, with & brusgue, nervous
maooer, “Hard at it as usual, sht
Always pegging away., Wonderful v
man,. Ha, Ha! Wooderful!™
“You look warm," the merchant an-
swered, rubbing bhis hands “Let me -
offer you someé claret, 1 bhave soma
in tbe cupboard.”

Ezra an-
*I saw IMeather-
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(Continued Next Week.) .

This story will run for
about three months. In a _
'few weeks a new serial will'
\be started. Watch forit,




