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"Tl:is is a will," he sai:i, slowly; "drawncut in my fa.vor by you."
K;tty laughed, a. little scornful laugh.
"You are too clever, Mr. Fairlove," shebshl, bitterly. "I vill sign the will withpleasure, for, as it happens, Ihaven't a penny

In rhi- world." ,
"Xever mind," said Reginald, smiling, se- |

rtntly. "You'll sign it?"
"Conditional!-,-. First, that you promise

'
never to lot my husband know where Iam;
end secondly— lshail speak quite freely, Mr.Fairlove; you haven't jriven me much reason
to Hiiilk highly of you, and franklyIconsider

:

s'-:! capable of anything
—

that you don't try
to poison me."
.-Reginald Hushed, and started, and pro- i

tf.~urt confusedly that he had had no thought i
of riiivsuch thing.

As the days went by. Kitty drooped more ;

n:rA mure, and at last took to her bed alto-
gether.

Oil pne occasion Mr. Fairlove waylaid the
'

ri(ptor to ask after the invalid, and was in- •

f.rncd 'that she could not last more than
two ( r three days.

As Mr. Reginald Fairiove watched the doc- :
ro- mount his horse and depart, he re- j
nicked, half aloud

—
"Pine away, my pretty little dear! Ha, i

ha! And I've got her little will in my
pocket!"

The next moment Mr. Fairlove was as-
tonished to find himself lying- on his back on
the floor.

Atfirst he fancied there had been an earth- i
quake.- but on looking up he saw standing i
over him a stalwart young fellow, who he j
fancied resembled Lord Discombe.

"You've driven yourself away, my fine fel- \
low." saiJ the young man, grimly. "I'vei
been seeking for my wife everywhere, and
Btapuld have passed this house if Ihadn't
seen you standing here. Denham"— turning
to a grim-looking woman who had followed j
him in—"just try and find out where Lady i
Discombe is. while Itake this brute out into !
the compound and horsewhip him."

He seized Mr. Fairlove by the collar, drag-
'

ped him outside, and gave him a sound
drubbing. Then Jack hastily re-entered the !
house, and was met by Denham.

"Where is she?" Jack asked. For answer
she led him to the room where poor Kitty
lay.

"Why. Kittydarling," he said, on entering, j
and kneeling down beside her and taking her
slender form into his strong arms, "what
have they been doing to you? Has that
brute Fairlove been cruel to you?"

But her replies to his eager questions so j
puzzled him

—
they were so unreconcilable andincomprehensible, that he at last called to J

Denham.
Denham entered at the summons, but Kitty;

rose In her bed, and shrieked hysterically
—

"Don't let her come near me! Oh, the i
dreadful woman! Don't let me be poisoned! i
Jack! Jack! don't try to poison me again. !
Iwill die out of your way—

soon
—

as soon as j
Ican. Ah. you were always- kind before, i
Don't let her come near me!"

But at this moment Mrs. Nettleship,
roused by Kitty's screams, appeared at the
door.

"Who are you?" she demanded, sharply.
"I. madam," said Jack; "am this lady's j

husband
—

Lord Discombe; and Iam going to 1
takp her to my hotel at once."

Arrived there his wife was laid tenderly
in the bed prepared for her.

"Fetch the doctor, my lord." said Denham, :coming forward. "I'll look to my lady."
"No. no," Kittysaid, warding off the wom-

an with her hands. "Don't let her come!
Take her away!"

"Why, darling, don't you know her? Good i
old Denham! Why, she insisted on coming
With me on purpose to wait upon you, or j
nurse you. if necessary. She is devoted to

'
you. Don't cry. Denham!" he added, kindly.
"Her ladyship is delirious, and doesn't know
what she says."

"I'm not delirious. Jack, at all," Kittysaid,
sadly. "Iknow Denham well enough. Ifor-
give you fully and freely. You had good
reason Iknow to wish me away, and it was
a, temptation in that lonely place. But"—
with a shudder— "l can never forget that
awful night; you and Caroline riding away
and leaving me; Denha-m with the poison;
and then the open graye—

ready for me."
"Excuse me, my lord," said Denham,

Stepping forward; "but Idon't think herlady-
ehip is delirious. Ibelieve she is laboring un-
der a mistake. Ask her what she thinks be-
came of Miss Denver."

"You know that she died on that night,
don't you, Kitty?" said Jack, soothingly.

"Died!" Kitty repeated, wildly. Caroline
dead! Mr.Fairlove told me you had married
her!**

"The brute!" cried Jack, angrily. "Iwish
Ihad laid it on a little harder."
"Idon't think that would have been pos-sible, my lord," observed Danham, drily.

"But ifyou willexplain to her ladyship what
really happened that night Ithink it would
be well."

"Well, then, Kitty, where shall Ibegin?
When you were so ill you know, of course.we were all very anxious. F blamed myself
very much for taking you there. Iwas a fool
to do it, and bitterlyhave Ibeen made to re-
gret it. Just as the doctor began to give U3
hopes of you Caroline fell ill. Iwas anxious
that you should not know about it, for there
was very little hope from the first for poor
Carrie. Well, she died, and Denham and I
kept it from you. Igave Denham some
skeping stuff to put into your medicine, so
that you would know nothing till all wasover and the poor girl quietly buried. That's
all, Ithink, except for your story. When I
came back Ifound Denham nearly mad with
grief and frig-ht, for you had jumped up in
your delirium and ridden off. Afterwards we
could find no trace of you. Ami now tel! me
what did you mean by talkingabout, poison?" j

"Oh. Jack, forgive me!" sobbed poor Kitty.
"How wicked and unjust Ihave been to yoii j
and poor Denham. I--I thousiW

—
[ "

"1 don't understand what you did think," i
pi;r. :r. Jack.

"Xever mind, my lord." said Denham, com- :
ir.g forward. "Her ladyship was weak and
111 and you musn't trouble ovftr her sick fan- i
cies. What she wants now is good nursing.
Leave her to me."

Jack hesitated a moment, for Kitty had ;

recoiled from Denham before: but when he
saw Kittycling to her, and the grim woman
bend over and fondle her like a child, he I
went away, only stopping to ask whether he
must take berths for England at once.

"Oh, yes," Kitty answered, eagerly," at
once. "Iam quite able to go."•

*«•••

Two months later Lord and Lady Discornbe
arrived at their own house in Mayfair, and
there to meet them, were Lord and Lady
Houlden, both looking remarkably well and
happy.

Kittyhad recovered her health during the
voyage, and looked well, although her friend
tencied that there was a shadow on the
lovely young face, and that all was not well
between her and her husband.

"What Ican't understand," said Lady
Hculden, when they were talking over the
matter: "is why Reginald should have got
that signed will from you."

"Nor I,"said Kitty;"forIhaven't a penny ;
piece."

"Do, you wish you had?" asked Jack,
quietly.

"Yes, Ithink Ido," Kittyanswered.
"Then your wish is gratified," said her hus-

band. "We've hardly had a word together on
the way home, or Ishould have told you be-
fore. Poor Caroline took a great fancy to
you, and when she was taken ill she made
a will leaving all she possessed to you. No
doubt Fairlove had by dome means got to
know about this."

"Then—lhave left itall to him," said Kitty,
looking rather horrified.

They all laughed.
"Why, Kitty," cried Lynette; *"you can

make another will!"
"Of course," said Kitty, vs'tth a relieved

'
sigh. "But poor Caroline! How kind of her
to think of me! and Inever cared much WF|
her."

"She had had a very hard time of it,"said
Jack. "I will tell you the story some day,
Kitty."

Soon after this Lord and Lady Houlden
said farewell, and drove off home in their
snug brougham.

"It's nice to see Kittyback again," Lynette
said, as they whirled away. "But she doesn't
look happy, does she, Geoff? Do you think"
—nestling up to him—"that they are as happy
as we are?"

"We ought to hope so. -but it's hardly pos-
sible," said Lord Houlden, smiling, as he
kissed the golden head. "There can't be two
Lynettes, you know." \u25a0• **••*

Meanwhile Jack and Kitty were seated in
the drawing-rcom.

"Lynette seems well and happy," Kitty
raid.

"Very," Jack answered, absent-mindedly.
Kitty rose from her place and began to

fidget with the ornaments on the mantel-
piece.

"Are you thinking of going to your mother's
tomorrow?" asked Jack, rousing himself af-
ter, a pause.

"Yes," Kitty replied, her face flushing.
"Kitty."Jack said presently; "are you

really glad that you have had this money
left to you? Are you glad to be quite in-
dependent?"

"I—think it is a good thing," she faltered.
He looked at the fire and she heard him

sigh.
"Jack," she said, at last, desperately: "I

want to talk to you. Ihave been thinking."
she began, slowly; "tha: perhaps it would be
better ifIwent home to mother and—
stayed."

"What do you mean, Kitty?" he said,
sharply.
| "Just this," Kittywent on, bravely, now the
jice was once broken. "When— when you
came, you know, that night and told me that
your father wished you to marryIwas quite

\a. child. You know that, don't you, Jack?"
iaipealingly.
] "You're nothing else yet," he said, tenderly,
and yet with a note of anxiety in his tone.

"Yes. Iam older now," Kittysaid; -'Iam old
enough to understand what a shameful thing
Idid when I—Oh! Jack," covering her blush-
ing face with her hands, "when Iproposed to
you."

"Why, my dear girl :* began Jack, but;Kitty stopped him.
i "Listen, Jack." she said, calmly. "Iknow
now that Imade a dreadful mistake when T
imarried ynu. Iam very, very sorry, for it
was a mistake, wasn't it? Dont you think

(so?"
"Ihave iearecr"Fo," ho paid, with a groan.
"Well, as it was all my fault Iought to

\u25a0suffer," said Kitty.

! "Is there no hope." he said, hoarsely, "thatjyou willever return to me? Iwouldn't keep
;you if you will be happier away; but. oh,
Kitty, my wife, my darling, don't leave me
without a word of hope!"

He had caught her in his arms and spoke
passionately.

I "Ihave tried to keep our bargain. Inever
jspoke a word of love to you. Ihave been a
Ifriend only; but Ican't help loving you,
iadoring you—my one love, my darling!
jWon't you give me another chance? Idon't
jexpect you to love me. You yourself have'
said our marriage was a mistake, and Ihave
;many a time called myself a brute for marry-
ing you as Idid, and taking advantage of a
'bit of girlish fun; but if you only knew how
Ilove you, Kitty,Idon't think you would
have the heart to leave me."
i "But do you really love me?" Kittyasked,
slowly, as though she could not understand.

"Love you!" he answered, passionately.
"Are you so surprised? AmIa clod

—
a brute?

|Could Ilive with you day by day, and not
Ifallin love with you? Why, Iloved you from
ithe first; but Idid not tell you so for fear
|of scaring you. Ihoped you might grow to
Ilove me, and that Imight win you after we
Iwere married; but that hope has gone long
Iago. Ihave seen how you have avoided me
lately, and I

—
oh, Kitty, if you knew what a

timeIlived through when Ithought you dead
iyou could not be so cruel as to leave me."

"Oh, Jack!" sobbed Kitty, half laughing
and half crying: "I'm so glad, and so sorry,
and so happy. Oh, how blind men are! And
what a little sillyIhave been!"

"What do you mean. Kitty?" Jack said,
coming closer to her. "Have we both been
imistaken?"

MISTAKE
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'M think so. I—lloved you ever so long
ago."

Kitty did pay a visit to her mother next
day, but there was not alk of stopping, and
a very proud and radiant young husband
came to bear her away when the day was
over.

Geraldine and Sophie were quite amiable,
and Mr. Powell-Martin could not do enough

to show his delight at his daughter's recovery.
"She doesn't look, much worse for her ad-

ventures, does she?" he said, fondly glancing
at his lovely young daughter.

"I'm no worse," said Kitty,gaily; "I'm all
the better"— with a sly glance at her hus-
band, which only he understood.

"Did you mean that, Kitty?" he asked her
afterwards. "Was it worth what you went
through to find out?"

"To find out that Ihadn't made a mistake
after all. Jack? Yes, indeed!"

"But you did make a mistake," he said,
smiling; "when you could fancy that a poor
fellow who worshipped the ground you trod
on could be willingto give you up so easily
as you proposed yesterday."

"Ishall never give you the chance again,"
Kittyretorted, saucily. "You'llnot get rid of
me now."

"Ifyou could ever think again that Iwant
to," he answered, tenderly; "it will only be
another mistake."
"Idon't think Ishall ever make it,Jack,"

she answered, smiling. And, indeed, she
never did.

OLD BEELZEBUB,
That boy Samuel is altogether peculiar in

at least one respect
—

perhaps it may amount
to two respects when you come to consider it.
Icall him "that boy" because so he was

when Ifirst knew him years ago, and he
har-. not changed. He was "that boy Sam-
uel" then, and, although Ioften turn him
over in my mind, so Ij speak, and try to
find something strange or new in him, there
is nothing now that was not in him then,
except he has grown both physically and
mentally. Perhaps Ishall be able to detect a
change in him when he gets married, but that
will not be for some months to come.

So that is the respect
—

or those are the re-
srects

—
in which Samuel is peculiar. It is

very peculiar for a young man of independ-
ent means, who has ccme into his wealth
within the past three years, to be just like
the boy he was when his circumstances were
so poor that you could hardly dignify them
with the name of circumstances. They were
worse than Qoor; they were destitute.

His origin is Western. Imade his ac-
quaintance in Chicago, and for that privi-
lege Ihave to thank my valise, which I
started out to carry five blocks from a res-
taurant to a depot, believing it to be light,
and which, finding it to be heavy, 1 was
obliged to give to Samuel to carry. He of-
fered to cany it for ten cents, and Ipaid him
a quarter. He fished out three nickels to give
'me for change, and Irefused them. He
shook his head and said, "You'llnever get on
in a place like this."

"Why?" Isaid. "Have you had much ex-
perience in Chicago."

"No,Ihaven't," said Samuel. "Ionly came
here a week ago."

"Did you come to look for work, like the
rest?"

"Come to seek my fortune."
It may seem very improbable, but Ican

horestly aver that Samuel then and there
seemed as neatly and properly dressed as he
iusually does now, and he is no sloven now.
He may even have more costly clothes, but
they become him neither better nor worse
than those he wore when he put down my
valise against a pillar that evening and
fished out those three nickels.
! "Isn't it rather a humble road to fortune
\ for a. lad of your appearance?" Iasked.

"No choice," said Samuel sententiously.
| "Haven't you ever learned any trade or pro-
fession?"

"Partly." he answered, not seeming to mind
my irquisiteness in the least. "I'm too young
to have learned right through anything that
you could call a trade or a profession. But I
have learned a good deal about drawing."

"And -you can't get any drawing to do
here?"

"Not so as to be paid for it."
Didn't Isay that Samuel was peculiar. You

;see, Ihad an opportunity nf learning that
;much right at the beginning of our acquaint-
:ance.

He told me his name, and Iwas so intrr-
lested that, knowingIshould be back in Chi-
jcago a week biter. Iasked him to drop in and
see me at my hotel.
| It was in that second interview that I
ilearned from Samuel the bulk of his. story
lup to that time.
j "1 haven't any objections to talking to you
;about myself," he said; "because first, there
iis nobody else who cares to hear and, second,
you seem a decent s:>rt of man."
| Iacknowledged the compliment, and he
Iwent on.

"Ihave been carrying valises
—

and heavier
things

—
since Isaw you last week. But next

week Iam going to have a job in the freight
yards. Oh, the drawing? I'll get to the
idrawing in time. Never fear. I'llget there.

"Yes, my people aie quite well-to-do, as you
'guess;css; or we were. It's a sort of a melo-
Idrama story that you needn't believe unless
(you like. Iwas born and raised in Western
Illinois. My father was a grain jobber and
made money at it. But when he died he left
a will that wasn't quite plain. Iknow just
what he meant, but when it came into court
the other man's lawyer made itlook different.
He made it look as ifmy father wanted his
jwanted his property to go in trust to my
:mother's uncle— muiiu-r's dead, too— and for
ihim to raise us—my sister and me— and then
ito give all the bulk of it to her— not me—
jprovided she married to the old grandunelt-'s
;wishes."

•
i "How old are you?" Iasked, taking advan-
jtag.- of a pause.
| "I'm nineteen. Sister's twenty-one. You
think I'm younger bee iuse Iam slim-built.
Father was built that way. too, but he lasted
pretty well, considering now he worked. So
will I."

"Well?"
"Well, they wanted sister to marry an old J

stiff, and she wouldn't. Ibacked her, and
sh-i married a right good sort of a man from
East

—
a shce-drummer."

"And for thst the old ruffian turned you
adrift?"

"No. Not exactly that. Itook my traps,
called him a thief and walked off. He thinks
Ithink he's going to keep our property; but
Idon't- No more does my brother-in-law.
My brother-in-law is a Yankee. Between us
we can make that old granduncle cough up."

"But whydon't you go to your sister?"
"Who? I? Why, they've only got thirty dol-

lars a week to live on. Iwrote and told them
Ihad a fine job in Chicago. They believe it
all right. When I'm fairly in the swim, and
twenty-one, then we three go for that old
relation of ours."

"H'm
—

meantime be sits back and spends
your money?"

"Oh, that's all right. He doesn't know
what's become of me, don't you see? That's
the beauty of it

—
keeps him guessing. When

you're stealing and don't know how long it
will be before you're nabbed, it isn't much
fun

"

All this time Samuel had not told me either
the name of the town he came from or his
own surname. It was then, in fact, that I
got myself into the habit of calling him, to
myself, "that' boy Samuel." Icould see a
piausible and honest reason for his conceal-
ment. Still Iwas not thoroughly convinced
that Samuel was strir-tly accurate in all these
statements, which he might easily have bor-
rowed from popular melodrama. Now comes
the story of how Ifound the proof of his
veracity.
Ihad offered him a little money, which he

refused, and some refreshments, which he
also refused, and he had .said good-night and
walked out of the hotel door, inviting me, if
convenient, to drop in on him next week at
the freight yard, where Iwas to enquire for
!Samuel Waters

—
not his true name, he told

ime. As Iturned back to go to the elevator,
Inoticed a grizzly-bearded man chewing the
|end of an unlit cigar and watching me. Why
:he was matching me Ihad no idea, and
itherefore Iwas tempted to find out. So I
\u25a0walked towards the stranger with a smile
which Idesigned to invite conversation. As
it turned out, the grizzly-beard was as af-
jfable as Icould desire.

"Know that youngster?" he asked me.
"Well," Isaid; "Ido and Idon't."
"Same here," said the grizzly-beard, chew-

ing his cigar meditatively. "Iused to—well,
it beats ali how ungrateful youngsters are—
never even recognized me—been staring at
him and you this last half hour. Didn't I
used to teach that boy to play checkers back
in Skyattee? Haven't seen his father this
!eight years, since 1moved over to Rockfnrd.
Oh, yes, the boy has grown a good deal, but
Iknew him the moment Isaw him."

"Of course you know his father is dead?"
: "Dead?" the gray-beard exclaimed in gen-
uine horror. "You don't say Myron K.
IGower is dead?"' "Idon't know," Isaid. "This boy tells me
his name is Samuel. Is- that right?"

"His name is Samuei Gower, sure as you're
'bcrn. And Isuppose now he's up here "blow-
ing inall his money, eh?"

"Not much," Isaid. And then Iwent on
and told the stranger allIhad heard of Sam-
uel from Samuel hiirself.

"Well, now," said this providentially ar-;rived witness to Samuel's truth, "if that
isn't the meanest thing I've heard yet on old
Bela Hubbard— and we used to call him old
Beelzebub out thert. too. Yes, sir, Myron K.
Gower married old Beelzebub's niece, and we
used to say ifit hadn't been for her goodness
the other- Beelzebub would come and tly away
with that old twin brother of his. Now, lookhire, young man"

—
he marched me up to the

clerk's desk and turned the register about—
"(hat's my rame right there. I'm a State
Senator and no family to spend it on. Now
Iyou tell me where Ican lay my hands on;poor little Sam Gower this night, and I'm
your friend to the full extent of my power
and pull."

Not being able to earn the Senator's grati-
tude in this particular way, Idid what I
c«uld by directing him to enquire for Samuel
Waters at the freight yards. Then Igave
him my card with a New York address and
asked him to give it to Samuel— which,Inow
know he did.
I That ends the story proper. But there is
;a sequel.
! Samuel callrd nn me in Now York a year
after Ihad met him in Chicago.

"I'm working hard at the drawing now,"
ho said. "I've got all the Senator's bank ac-
icount at my back, so Ican afford to study
art. That's my serious occupation. My
amusfment is to scare the granduncle. He

Idoesn't know whore Iam. 1 get letters
mailed to him from all parts of the world.

:One ought to have left Sydney, Australia
jday before yesterdaj. When I'm twentyrone
then sister, and my drummer brother-in-law,
and the Senator and 1begin legal proceedings
to make the granduncle give an account of

ithe property."
"And after that, what do you expect to do?"
Iasked.

"Well, there the Senator and Idiffer I
look forward to paying him back; he says

ihe's going to make me his principal heir He
Ihasn't got a chick or child of his own."
! "But in any case you stick to the drawing?"
I "In any case Istick to the drawing. Liv-
iing to make, or no living to make, a man
wants to have an anchor. That's my anchorAnd, anyhow. I'd rather draw well than beiPresident. That's where the Senator thinksI'm foolish."

And all this program has been very well
fulfilled in the last four or five years, except
for the alterations due to death and love.
| For when Samuel's forces advanced against
"old Beelzebub," the enemy sent for a lawyer
and— so his son afterwards .said— intended to
surrender the property in equal share*, un-impaired, to Samuel Qtower and his sister,
but a ;iioX some kind out short his good in-
tentions. The Senator said he believed the
other Beelzebub got mad when he saw his
twin brother was going to do right and took
him off just in time.

Also Samuel fell in iove. so far modifying
his intention of devoting himself to art that
he let a young woman, who will shortly be-come Mrs. Samuel, share his devotion.
Ibelieve Samuel has it last tired of send-

|ing to the Senator a check "for cash ad-


