
THE' TWO nOUSSHOLDEES.Tfee Daily Jlrdmorite Slurker's elping apart.ineni, hoo!Jr
I try the one above thatf What was
tb use even if if-- roused Eaphemtaf
Old Slurker had the keys of the hooee.l
If I succeeded in hitting the cook's
window, she would scream and rouse
the house. Apart from this, the turf
was short and as hard as flint, and

''On Ihe other hand," I argued,
."consider the moderation of my de-
mands. That alone should convince
you of my desire to turn over a new
leaf. I ask for a month's trial; if, at
the end of that time, I don't suit you
Bhall .jay so, and I'll march fromyOur
door with nothing in my pocket but
my month's wages. Be hanged, sir!
but when I reflect on the amount
you'll have to pay to get me to face

storm again you seem to be
getting off dirt cheap!" cried I, slap-
ping my palm 011 the table. -

We shook hands on our bargain,
and catching up a candlestick, he led
the way from the room.

Picking up my boots, I followed him
along the passage and down the silent
stair-case- . In the hall he paused to
stand on tiptoe and turn np thelamp,
which was burning low. As he did so
I found time to fling a glance at .my
old enemy, the n.astiff. lie lay a1? I had
first seen him a stuffed dog, if ever
there was one. "Decidedly." thought
I, "my wits are to seek and
with the same sudden suspicion made
me to turn to my conductor, who had
advanced to the left-han- d door and

with a long, clerical coat of preposter-
ous lit hanging closely from nis shoul-
ders, a white cravat, blick breeches
and black storkinys. His feet were
loosely thrust into arpet slippers. I
judged his age at 50 or thereabouts.
"You startled me," he said, in a mat-ter-of-ta- ct

tone, turning his eyes upon
me, as he lifted his glass again and
emptied it; "how did you find your
way in?"

"By the front door," said I wonder-
ing at his unconcern.

He nodded his head slowly.
"Ah, yes; I forgot to lock it. You

came to steal I suppose?"
"I came because I'd los. my way.

I've been traveling this God-forsake- n

moor since dusk ."
"With your boots in your hand?' he

put in, quietly.
"I took them off out of respect to

the yellow dog you keep."
He lies in natural attitude,

eh?"
"You don't tell me he was stuff-

ed?"
The old man's eyes beamed with

contemptuous pity,
"You are indifferently sharp, my

dear sir, for a housebreaker.
Come in. Set down those
convicting boots, and don't
drip pooU of water in the very door-
way, of all places. If I must enter-
tain a bu.glar. I prefer him tidy."

A I BACK-- G ARDEN STORK V

I think this a remarkable story.
Disinterested n aders may consider
my narrative unexciting and flat; I
don't. Suppose, to start with, you
loved a dear girl wait, though! per-
haps a lady is reading this, and my
exordium is wasted. I'd better begin
again and tell my tale in proper form.
I, Julius Brown, loved Euphemia
Shirker, and my passion was recipro-
cated. Personally I regard "Brown"
as a superior name to "Slurker,"
and I wislied Euphemia to adopt the
monosyllabic title. Between ourselves
this had leen agreed npon, but old
.Slurker didn't see it at least, he
didn't see it then; he does now.

Old Slurker I speak of bim now
with the sentiments which, at the
time of my adventure. I entertained
towards him certainly did- his best,
or worst, to check all correspondence
between Euphemia and myself, and
actually dismissed the one friend I
had, the housemaid, who had a heart
that could feel for another, being ten-
derly inclined to the baker, and con-
veyed notes for me artfully concealed
amongst the household loaves or
sandwiched in a muf.in.

The dismissal of the amiable house-
maid, however, really led to my union
with Euphemia, after an adventure,
now to be related, of thrilling results
to me. A note from Euphemia,
brought to me faithfully by the exiled
domestic, informed me that, as all
communication was cut off between us
owing to Jane's exit, sonte strategem
for us to meet must be attempted.
Would I venture, if she left the side-gat- e

open that night, to conceal my-
self in the back garden, where, on the
pretext of taking the air for a few
minutes, she would join me. and,
while old Slurker was engrossed with
the evening paper, convey to me her
plans for the future?

She relied upon my making the
attemt t; it was our only hope. I did
make it; and here my exciting adven-
ture begins. Let medescribeSlurter's
house. It was a detached mansion,
very tall and very thin as if it had
outgrown its strength, and had a
depressed roof over the attics, which
gave the effect of its having its hat
knocked over its eyes, represented by
the afore-mentione- d attics. On the
left of the house was a lane, leading to
a mews; on the right, a short passage to
the side-gate- , where the tradesmen
called, and, beyond this, another
stone passage giving upon the garden.
Oh, that earden! and if it comes to
that, oh, tliat side-gate- ! The latter
was at least eleven feet high, and was
surmounted by a chevaux-de-fris- e of
uncompromising spikes. i The former
was grassed all over, and surrounded
by lofty walls, utterly unscalable.
My impression is that it had been the
exercising-grouii'- l of the former in-

mates of a private lunatic asylum.
Nothing else could have justified such
walls. There wasn't a tree or a shrub
in this grass barrack-yard- ; it was the
a bominatioii of suburban desolation.
(Slurker hail no soul for flowers or toj
liage; he gloried in his contempt for
Nature's beauties.

Oh. that terrible Friday night the
month was January I repaired to
Smrker's house! AM was dark. So
much the better. Euphemia, faithful
to her promise, had unbolted the side
gate, and was within awaiting the

I will, say this speaking as accur-
ately as a man may so long after
ward that when first I spied the
house it put no dejire.in me but just
to give thanks.

For conceive my case. It was near
midnight by this; and, eversinceduslf,
I had been .tracking the uaked moors
afoot, in the teeth of as vicious a
tor'-west- er as ever drenched a man to
the Jkin and then blew the cold home
t'o his marrow. My clothes were sod-
den; my coat-tail- s Happed with a
noise like pistol-shot- s; my boots
squeaked as I went. Overhead the
October moon was in her last quarter,
and might have been a slice of finger-

nail for all the light she afforded.
It was at this instant that, far

away to the left, a point of light
caught my notice, faint but steady;
and at once I felt sure it burned m the
window of a house.

I cut straight across the heather
toward the light, risking many quags
and pitfalls, and soon a flicker of
moonlight gave me a glimpse of the
house's outline. It proved to be a
deal more imposing than I had looked
for the outline, in fact, of a tall,
Bquare barrack, with a cluster of
chmneys at either ends, like ears, and
a high wall, topped by the roofs of
some outbuildings, concealing the
lower windows. There was no gate in
this wall, and pref-entl- I guessed the
reason, I was approac bine the place
from behind, and the light came from
a back window on the first floor.

The faintness of the light was also
explained by this time. It shone be-
hind a drab-colore- d blind, and in
shape resembled the stem of a wine-
glass, broadening out at the foot, an
effect produced by the half-draw- n cur-
tains within. I came to a halt, wait-
ing for the next ray of moonlight. At
the same moment a rush of wind
swept over the chimney stacks, and
on the wind there seemed to ride a
human sigh. And then, to my dismay,
the light faded from the window.

I was half-minde- d to call out, when
it appeared again, this time in two
windows those next on the right to
that where it had shown before. Al-

most' at once it increased in brillance,
as if the person who carried it from
the smaller room to the larger was
liehting more candles. During the
minute or more that I stood watch-ins- t

no shadow fell on either blind.
But I now perceived that the sur-

rounding wall advanced some way
before the house. So much of it, too,
as faced the road had been white-
washed, which made it an easy mat-
ter to find the gate. But as I laid
my hand on its latch I had a sur-
prise.

Along the wet surface of the walk
fell a streak of light from the front
door, which stood ajar.

That a door should remain six in-
die's open on such a night was as-
tonishing enough. But looking up and
assuring myself that all the rest of the
facade was black as ink, 1 wondered
at the inmates who could thus be
careless- - ot their property. Along
the wall by my shoulder ran
a line of pegs, on which hung half
a dozen hats and great-coat-

everyone of clerical shape, and full in
front of nie a broad staircase ran up,
with a staring Brussels carpet, the
colors and patterns of which I can re-
call as well as to-day- 's breakfast.
I'nder this staircase was set a stand
full of walking-stick- s and a table lit-
tered with gloves, brushes, a hand-
bell, a riding-crop- , one or two s

and a bed-roo- candle, wis li
'tinder box beside it. This with one
notable exception, was all the furni-
ture.

The exception which turned me
cold was the form of a yellow mast ill
dog, curled on a mat beneath the
table.

But a man's habits are not easily
denied. At the end of three minutes
the dog had not moved, and I was
down on the door-ma- t unlacing my
soaked boots. Slipping them oti aiul
taking them in my left hand, I stood
up and tried a step toward the stairs,
with eyes alert for any movement of
the mastiff, but he never stirred.

I was glad enough, however, on
reaching the stairs to find them new-l- y

built and the carpet thick. I'p I
went, until I stood still, with a hand
on the rail. A man who has once
felt it knows there is onlv one kind
of silence that can fitly be called i

"dead." This is only to be found in
a great house at midnight. I dpclare j

that, for a few seconds after I rat-
tled the stair-rod- , von might have '... .. .. ....cut ine suence with a icnue. it rue
house held a clock it ticked mnuilibly.
Upon this silence, at the end ot a
minute, broke a light sound the
clink, clink of a decanter on the rim
of a wine-glas- It came from the
room where the' light was. Now, per-
haps, it was the very thought of
liquor thut put warmth into my cold
bones, k is certain that all of a
sudden I straightened my back, took
the remaining stairs at two strides,
and walked down the passage as bold
as brass, without caring a jot for the
noise I made. In the doorway I
halted. The room was long, lined
for the most part witn books
bound in what they called "di-
vinity calf," and littered with pa-
pers like a barrister's table on assize
day. Before the fireplace, where a
few coals burned sulkily, was drawn a
leather elbow-chai- r, and beside it, on
the corner of a writing table, were set
an unlit candle and a pile of manu-
scripts. At the opposite end of the
room a curtained door led, as I guess-
ed to the chamber that I had first
seen illuminated. In the middle of a
great square of carpet between me
and the windows was a table with a
red cross cloth upon it. And between
me and the table stood a man.

He stood sidewise, leaning a little
back, as if to keep his shadow off the
threshold, and looked at me over his
left shoulder a bald, grave man,
lightly under the common height,

Ardmore, J. T.
Th'- - Brit .eh mmtster at Kio Jan

ciro 4'Ivises hH countrymen to get
,o;it of tho shower of deadly insur-
gent missiles. Ho ought to adv.no
his government to make them safo

--where the are.

Tin: man who defined genius ai an
infinite capacity for taking pains
.probably had just realized that ne
was not a genius himself and 'as
:trying to belittle all his acquaint-
ances who were.

A ia. and woman of San Francisco
have been divorced from each other
jl'vo separate times. Seldom, indeed,
jdo burned children show so marked
;a yearning for rushing back into the
jlire. The insanity commission ought
to take up the case and give the
.courts a chance to attend to regular
'business.

Th:; fall s the time of the yer
when the country demand for brok
down street car horses is the gre
est. During the cold weather t la

animals get used to their rural fin
roundlngs, recuperate, have only
enough exercise to keep them in con-
dition and by spring are able o ac-

complish the heavier tasks of plow-
ing and harrowing.

i'HK earl of Aberdeen has notified
the Canadian government that Kid
oau hall, the vice-rega- l residence at
Ottawa, is altogether too small for
the household, which consists o
forty-tw- o persons, which naturally
raises the question: how much of a
huito would the earl require if ho
had some dutio9 to perform other
'Mian look'ng pretty and laying
corner-stone- s at infrequent intervals '

At'i'ortoiNf. to a parliamentary
blue book recently printed, there are
nearly 2 i.'MO born Americans resi-
dent in England. We must trust
that they have not lost env part o!
1 he spirit. trie pluck, or the elbow
pmve.' of their native land, and that,
they all stand ever to give a
lessen to any presumptuous English-
man who turns up his niso in their
democratic presence, whether that
organ be snub or hump, rubicund or
bjttle grean.

A New Yokk policeman arrested u
man the other night for looking mys-
terious. Ho took his victim to a
.police station where search revealed
Ithat thii person was wearing three

uits of underclothing, two p lirs of
socks, two hats, five suits of clothe,
wiih a silk handkerchief in a pocket
of each suit. Two overcoats were
slung over his arm and in his hand
'he carried several pairs of gloves.
The ma.i was detained while the po
'lice are looking for the owner of the
clothes.

An industrious Yankee is at work
on a gun that can do some powerful,
iMiooting under water. Torpedoes
.are taught to swim off with almost
human intell igence that can .send

:v.ar-ship- s skyward in job lots, while
perl'ected balloons are g.'tt;n;T read"
Ito drop dynawfe by t.c ton o
whole tleets. Who knows but tha
bjiore half the vast naval furniture
now in prospect is c m 1'ct . suras
newly discovered application of the
t"rri!ic forces now in ban will c n
:.!gu it all to th-- junk de.i'vrs

T.i,". French gowra'nent has dc
terra tied to suppress two new

ii'ut-i;.- . Oir is th
pr c ss of turning old pi ay in? card :

into ;i?w in orde to eseapj the heavy
tax. The aut'uoritie, hav:: scire!
three such factories. The trea ;ur,.-lia-

s

already lost & i'( ,( ) through
their operations. The other trade is
in renovated second-han- d graveyard
ornaments, which the French n-- e ex-
tensively. The object of the lattrr-refor-

;s to stop the wholesale
of ciineterios.

Tn ; practice of having at collegv
is decidedly an ancient one. Pro-
fessor Williams of Johns Hopkins uni-
versity says that in Heidelberg,
where he received part of his educa-
tion, ho came across an old rule
printed in 14 SO forbidding the prac-
tice of the oiler students of shaving
jthe heads of new students and tilling
itheir ears with wax. It is proposed
(to abolish class distinctions at Johns
Hopkins to put an end to hazing
practices just as if any one couldn't
tell a freshman half a mile away.

The elder .Salvini. now in America
unprofessionally,. has sent on by the
hand of a friend a memorial of the
kind sometimes seen in Italian ee me-
mories for the grave of Edwin Booth
at Mt. Auburn. The design is a
'laurel wreath enamelled to resist the
paction of the weather, and inscribed
only with the word "'Brother." The
death of his friend and fellow ar-
tist touched Salvini very nearly, and
ihe records no greater triumph In his
whole artistic career than that of
the twelve performances given with
Booth at New York. Philadelphia and
rkw ton during the spring of 18S6.

Monte Caui-- o seems to have pros-
pered this year more than it ever has
idona The shares are now worth five
times their original value, and plan ;

i&re being made for increasing oper-
ations. There were nine suicides
last year on the premises.

A featuhe of a society wedding at
.Covington. Ky.. was the publishing
"of the list of presents, with the value
'of each. People who eat pie with a
! knife are not apparently the only
isort who resolve themselves into vul-
gar exhibition

I couldn't, had' I wished it, have
detached a morsel to use as a
missile. Once more I groped round
the walls. They had been newly
"painted" and not a crevice or
landing-plac-e for the foot could be
discovered.

I was indeed "trapped," and a long
winter night (and worse morning be-
fore me. Eleven struck. I was half
frozen and wholly despairing. Fortu-
nately, any variation of the weather
was a relief from the hideous mono-
tony. The snow ceased.

Presently some midnight carousers,
passed the house, singing and shout-
ing their tipsy lays happy, ah! how
happy in their liberty. Supposing,

ttlDf )lA nnlrA .m i Ik.
police-statio- n for the night, would
not such a fate be preferable to mine?
Better face the magistrate in the
morning than old Slurker in his
wrath.

The sounds died away. For a while
they had been a sort of relief and com-
panionship. Silence again. Twelve
o'clock! Then the heavy tread of the
night constable going his round. The
foot-step- s died away, and once more,
silence. I became half frantic. I had a
wild impulse to yell out, and take tny
chance of Slurker. Then I wondered
if, when the policeman returned on his
beat, I could venture to attract his at-
tention, explain the situation, and en-
list his aid to my escape. But the said '
situation was decidedly suspicious and '

policemen are proverbially hard of be-
lief. I relinquished the idea.

One oclock! Hardly had the echoes
faded away when I was conscious of a
peculiar sound of grating on the out-
side of the wall which abutted on the
lane. Then I distinctly heard low,
growling whispers. Was this anew
danger? It was! Peering through the
darkness I perceived a dark form sur-
mounting the high wall; then another
dark form, also 011 the wall. The lat-
er arrival stooped, and pulled up from
the outside of the lane a light ladder.
This he placed I could see they were
men on the inner side of the garden
wall, and with scarce a sound the two
forms descended on to the tun". They
approached the parlor window.

"Flash the glim, Joe!" said a voice
in a hoarse whisper; "the old cove
keeps his sate in here!"

"Star the glaze, Bill, while I gits the
persuader for the panny!" growled tho
Other voice.

Burglars! Should they see me!
That meant certain death. In a mo-
ment desperation lent m courage.
Both robbers were on their kneest'om-mencin- g

operations on the breakfast-roo- m

pane. Now, or never!
Stepping lightly, but quickly, over

the turf which, owing to 1 he light fall
of snow, allowed no sound to my loot-fa- ll

I mounted t he ladder and drew
it up after me. and lowered it into the
lane. But the crating against the
wall betrayed me bc.'ore 1 could de-
scend, quick as I was. With aufnoth-ere- d

oath one of the tuflians rose, and
drawing a pisiol iroui his pocket fired
at me. 'My bead was just 011 a- level
with the top of ihe wall, when the
bullet whizzed through my hat. Safe
at last! and out of it! Lowering the
ladder into t he la ne, and '.caving th
robbers as ileal iy trapped as I had-been- .

I spt-i-l to the street, only-- to en
counter the constable who had heard
tile shot.

"What's ihis?" he said, collaring
me.

"Burglars!" I gasped. "In the gar
den! But I've trapped them! GeJ
help, and I'll come with you!"

"Unm story, if true'" said the police
man, springing his rattle I briefly
explained what had occurred, and tb
policeman grinned. The reserve" men
soon joined us, and in less than a
minute Slurker's house was roused,
and in a very short time the trapped
burglars were handcuffed and remov-
ed.

In examination, of course, th
whole truth came out. The meu
laughed at, the women sympathized'
with me; better still, Slurker forgave
me, though he still finds a coarse de-
light in chaffing me. Euphemia is now
Mrs. Brown.

HIGH PRAISE. .

What Inerersoll Considered the Com
pliment of His Life.

ine writer once asxea uoi. jncersou
what was the greatest compliment he
ever received. He thought a moment
and said: "I will tell you. I was
strolling about the lobby of the Grand
Do;n ii,.i ;.. n. ..... .-

-

alter suDDer smokins a cicar and -

waiting for some friends, jvith whom I
was going to spend the evening. I saw- --

a vacant chair and sat down in it.
Presently I was accosted by a man
sitting near who was trying to smoke.

"I noticed that; he was crying. - He
said: 'Stranger, did youever read
that?" pointing to a. poster 6 feet
long and 3 wide hanging ''a?ftJot the
wall of the Grand Pacific office, giving
the dream or vision portion of my
speech at the soldiers' reunion at
Indianapolis only a short time before.

" I replied, 'I have read it.'
"Th fellow sobbed away for a few

moTO longer and continued.1- -

"iSianger, do you know what I
thh$ ., .;-

"Noj'what do you think?
" 'Well, sir, I have a copy of that

bill hanging in my store at Tuscola,
III., and I watch every man that
comes in read it, and I tell you, any
man that can read it through and not
cry is a blankety blank blank, and I
would not trust him any further than
I could throw a male bovine by the .

tail. I tel) you his heart U not in the
right place--"

"Now,'' said Coi- - 'IngersolL ''if that
man did not know who I v, tend I
have no idea that he did, that is thvgreatest compliment lever hapa; '
me. "Indianapolis New.

was waiting for me with a hand on.
the knob.

"One moment," I said; "this is all
very pretty, but how am I to know
you're not sending me to bed while
you fetch in all the country-sid- e to
lay me by the heels?"

"I'm afraid," was his answer, "you
must be content with my word as a
gentleman that never, to-nig- or
hereafter, will I breathe a syllable
about the circumstances of your visit.
However, we will return upstairs."

"No; I'll trust you," said I; and he
opened the door.

It led into a broad passage, pe.ved
with slate, upon which three or four
rooms opened. He paused by the
second and ushered me into a sleeping-chambe- r,

which, though narrow, was
comfortable enough a vast improve-
ment, at any rale, on tho mumper's
lodgings I had been used to for many
mouths past.

"You can undress here," he said;
"the sheets are aired."

"Sir, you heap coals of fire on me."
Now it might be supposed I was only

too glad to toss off my clothes and
clhnb into the bed I had so unexpect-
edly acquired a right to. But, as a
matter of fact I did nothing of the
kind. Instead I drew on my boots
and sat on the bed's edge, blinking at
my candle till it died down in its sock-
et, and afterward ot the purple square
of window as it slowly changed to
gray with the coming of dawn. I was
cold to the heart, and my teeth chat-
tered with an ague. Certainly I never
suspected my host's word, but was
even occupied in framing good resolu-
tions and shaping out an excellent
future, when I heard the front door
gently pulled to and a man's footsteps
moving quietly to the gate.

The treachery knocked me in a heap
for the moment. Then, leaping up
and flinging my door wide, I stumbled
through the uncertain light of thepas-sag- e

into the front hall.
There was a fan-shap- light over

the door, and the place was very still
find gray.

The light no longer shone out into
the left-han- passage; but, groping
down it, I found the study door open,
as before, and passed in. A sick light
stole through the blinds enough for
me to distinguish the glasses ami de-
canters on the table and lind my way
to the curt run t hat hung belore t he
room where the light had first at-

tracted me.
I pushed the curtain aside, paused

for a moment, and listened to the vio-

lent beat of my heart, then felt for the
doorhandle and turned it.

All I could see at first was that the
chamber w.is small; next, that the
light patch in a luie with the window-wa- s

the- white coverlet of a bed: and
next, that somebody or somethinglay
011 the bed.

I listened again. There was no
sound in the room, no heart beating
but my own. I reached out a hand
to pull up the blind, and drew it back
again. I dared not.

The daylight grew minute by min-
ute, on the dull parallelogram of the
blind, and. minute by minute, that
horrible thing 011 the bed took some-
thing of distinctness.

The strain beat me at last. I
fetched a veritable yell to give my-
self courage, and reaching for the
cord, pulled up the blind as fast as it
would go.

The face on the pillow was that of
an old man, a face waxen and peace-
ful, with quiet lines about the mouth
r.nd eyes, and long lines of gray hair
falling back from the temples. The
body was turned a little on one side
and one hand lay outside the bed-
clothes in a very natural manner.
But th.re two dark spots on the
coverlet.

Then I knew I was face to face with
the real house-holde- r; and it flashed
011 me that I had been indiscreet in
taking service as his butler, and that
I knew the face his er wore.

And, being by this time awake to
the responsibilities of the post, I
quitted it three steps at a time, not
once looking behind me. Ontside the
house the storm had died, and white
sunlight broke over the sodden moors.
But my bones were cold, and I ran
faster and faster. Arthur Quinller
Couch, London, Eng.

Considerate.
The Chicago Tribune says perhaps

truly that a minister lately paused
in the midst of his discourse, evident
ly determined that for orice the mpy
thoughtful of his hearers should'rot
suffer for their good behavior.

"There were five or six persons in
the congregation, if I mistake not,"
he said, mildly, "who did not turn
their heads when the door opened just
now. For theij benefit I will state
that the sextonihas just come in for
the purpose of Attending to the venti-
lation. He is aired in plain black,
and wears a pitch over one eye. I re-
mark, fouithlV, that this clause in
the text," etc.

He walked to the tire, picked up a
poker and knocked the coals into a
blaze; this done, he turned round on
me, with the poker still in his hand.
The serenest gravity sat on his large,
hale features.

"Why have I done this?" he asked.
"I suppose to get possession of the

poker."
"Quite right. May I enquire your

next move?"
"Why," said I feeling in my tail

pocket, "I carry a pistol."
"Which I suppose to be damp?"
"By no means. I carry it, as you

see, in an oil-clot- h case."
He stooped and laid the poker care-

fully in the fender.
"That is a stronger card than I pos

sess. I might urge that by pulling the
trigger you would certainly alarm the
house and the neighborhood, and put
a halter round your neck. As for the
inmates of this house, it will refresh
you to haar that there are none. I
have lived here for two years with a
butler and female cook, both of whom
I dismissed yesterday at a minutes
notice for conduct which I will not
shock your ears by explicitly naming.
Suffice it to say I carried them off
yesterday to my parish church, two
miles away, married them, and dis
missed them in' the vestry without
characters."

"Sir," I answered, "I have held a
pistol at one or two heads in my
time, but never a one stuffed with
nobler indiacretion. Your chilvalry
does not, indeed, disarm me, but
prompts me to desire more of your
acquaintance. I have found a gentle-
man and must sup with him before I
make terms."

The address seemed to please him.
He shuttled across the room to a side
board and produced a olate of bis
cuits, another of almonds and dried
raisins, l glass and two decanters.

"rsher.ry and Maderia,' he said;
"there s also a cold pie in t he larder,
if you care for it."

'A biscuit will serve, J replied; "to
tell the truth, I'm more for the buck-
et than the manger, as the grooms
say; and, by your leave, the brandy
you were tasting just now. is more to
my mind than wine."

"There is no writer handy."
"There is pVnty out. of doors to

last, nie with this bottle."
I pulled over i chair, laid my pistol

on the table find held out the glass
for him to till. Having done so he
helped himself to a glass and chair,
and sat own facing inc.

"I was talking just now of my late
but ler," he begun, with .1 sip at his
brandy. "Has it; struck you that,
when confronted by more delinquency,
I Jim apt, to let my indignation get the
better of me?"

"Not at all." I answered heartily,
refilling my glass.

It appeared that another reply
wauld have pleased him better.

'H'ml I was hoiiing that perhaps I
had visited his offence too strongly.
As a clergyman, you see, I was bound
to be severe; but upon my word, sir,
since he went I have felt like a man
who has iost a limb."

"Look here," I broke in, "you want
a butler?"

"Oil, you really grasp that fact, do
you?" lie ret or; ed.

"And you wish to get rid of me as
0O011 as may be?"

"I hope there is no impoliteness in
complimenting you on your discern-
ment."
, "Your two wishes," said I, "may be
reconciled. Let me cease to bo your
burglar, and let me continue here as
your butier."

He leaned brick, spreading out the
lingers of each hand as if the table's
edge was, a harpsichord and he
stretching octaves upon it.

" Believe me," I went on, "you
might do worse. 1 have been a demy
of Magdalen College, Oxford, in my
time, and retain some Greek and
Latin. I'll undertake to read the
Fathers with an accent, that shall
not offend you. My knowledge of
wine is none the worse for having
been cultivated in other men's cellars.
Moreover, you shall engage the ugliest
cook in Christendom, so long as I'm
your butler. I've taken a li'.mg to
you that's flat and 1 apply for the
post."

"I give 40 pounds a year," he said.
"And I'm cheap at that price."
He filled up his glass, looking up at

me while he did so with the air of one
digesting a problem. From first to
last bis face was as grave as a judge's.

"We are too impulsive, I think.'1
was his answer, after a minute's si-

lence, "and your speech smacks of the
amateur. You say. 'Let me cease to
be vour burglar and let me be your
butler.' The mere aspiration is re-

spectable; but a man might as well
say, 'Let me cease to write poems, let
me paint pictures. . And truly, sir,
you impressed me as no expert m
yoar present trade, but a journeyman
house breaker, if I may say so."

chance of stepping out while Old
Slurker was engaged with his papers.
I pushed open the side-gate- , and,
on tip-to- sneaked into the earden.
there to anxiously abide till Eu-
phemia could jotn me. I never spent a
night in a catacomb, but 1 could real-
ize such an experience and I shivered
in Shirker's back-yar- 1 decline to re-
gard it as a "garden." Nipe o'clock
struck. It was the hour Euphemia
had named for the rendezvous. Would
she, could she come? I was speedily
to be enlightened. A step descending
the stair assurred me; but only for an
instant. It was not Euphemia! It
was Sinker, coming out to lock up the
side-gat- e.

"What the dickens," I heard him
roar to E.iphemia, "is this side-gat- e

left open for? Do you want all the
thieves in London to get in and mur-
der the lot of us?"

I heard the cook now the sole re-
maining servant declare thatshehad
bolted the gate as usual; I also heard
dear Euphemia's trembling tones ex-
pressing astonishment and

ajarm.
"Bring me my hat?" bawled old

Slurker, "and my stick."
Euphemia uttered a little shriek. It

was ail up with me. Slurker never
moved from the door till his hat and
stick were brought to him.

"Now," said he, "I'll just lock this
side-gat- e and pocket the key, and if
anyvillian is in the garden why he's
just trapped like a rat."

And he did lock the side-gat- and
entered the garden. It was thank
goodness nearly pitch dark, and a
few heavy snowlakes were begining to
descend. I jammed mysely up into
the remotest angle of the back wall,
and waited my detection. Old Slurker,
being neither too brave nor attached
to discomfort, contented himself with
a brief inspection of the yard though
he actually passed within three feet of
me and hastily returning, roared to
Euphemia and the cook to retire.

"If the post comes, it'll come to the
front door," he said!

Then I heard the back doar locked
and bolted, and Knew that I was, as
Slurker had said, "fairly trapped."

I stepped from my corner, and re-
flected on my situation. To scale the
high walls was impracticable; to
climb the gate was impossible. I was
a prisoner for the night, sate for a
while from Slurker's vengeance, but on-
ly for awhile. I inspected, as well as
the darkness permitted, the back of
the house. There was the back
drawing-roo- m window, which I had
heard being bolted and shuttered, the
breakfast ropm window, low down
and leading into the garden (of course,
bolted and barred), and three bed--,
room windows with their blinds
drawn down. Should I risk throwing
a bit of tart against tne first oearoom
wane? No! it was probably old


