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BAFFLED

SCHEMES.

CHAP'TER I
A NIGHT AT WYCKQOFF HALL.

Wrckorr HarLL was the name of a large,
luxuridus, old-fashioned mansion, built of
dark red stone, that stood many years ago,
delightfully situated, on the east bank of
the Hudson, about forty miles from the city
of New York. It had been the residence
of a jovial old bachelor, and was a place
noted for hospitality and good cheer. But
on the night with which this story opens
Wryckoff Hull was gloomy enough. Iis
owner wag dead.

All the inmates of the mansion had re-
tired to rest, with the exception of one
gontleman, who, though he proeceeded to
his room, had no thought of sleep. A de-
canter of brandy and a Dbox of cigars had
been brought up to him. He carefully
closed the window-blinds, adjusted the cur-
tains, and lit several candles. A bright
lamp was already burning, but the room
seemed dim to him. He glanced at himself
in o mirror, and turned hastily away with a
shudder. His face was ghastly pale, his
eyes wild, his hajr disordered. IIis best
friends would scarcely have recognized
James Grahamn, the cool, calm, gentlemanly
New York banker.

The night, that had hitherto been ealm and
fair, began to be vexed with the presages
of arising storm. Dark clouds had reached
the zenith, and the fleet couriers of the
coming gale shivered the mirror-like sur-
face of the river and smote the bare trees.
Grakam heard a peenliar, solemn wail in
the wind as 1t rushed through the wide, old-
fashioned ehimney. It seemed to chant dis-
tinctly, * Murderer! murderer!”

“ Confound these nervous fancies!” he
muttered, and, peuring out a tumblerful of
brandy, swallowed it ata drawght. Helit a

cigar; it did not ¢ draw * easily; he dashed
it down with an excecration, and took an-
other. He then proceeded td remove his
garments, and clothe himself in entirely
difftrent attire. There was a small log fire
on the capacious hearth; into it he threw
the clothes of which he had divested him-
self) and, piling fresh wood thereon, stood
and watched them burn, with satisfaction.

He drew his chair to the table, and, opeu-
ing a writing-desk, wrote to his wife in
substance as follows: — Ile and his friend,
Mr. William W. Moore, a merchant of New
York, had come up to Wyckoff Hall, as Mrs,
Graham was aware, to attend the funeral
of its owner, Mr. Wyckoff. The will of
the deceased had been read that day. To
his intense astonishment, he found that Mr.
Wyckoff had bequeatiied the bulk of his
fortune, amounting to nearly six hundred
thousand dollarg, to Mr, Moore and himself,
with a distinet provision that in caso of the
death of either of the devisees leaving his
co-devisee surviving, the entire property
was to go to this survivor. That afternoon,
the letter proceeded to say, Mr. Moore,
while wvalking on the river bank, had fallen
in, and, in spite of every effort made to
resene him, had been drowned. Thus it
had chanced, a3 Mr. Graham triumphantly
summed up, that all of the late Mr. Wyck- .
off’s wealth was now his own. The will
wad duly executed and attested, and he
would take immediate steps to have it ad-
mitted to probate, and enter at once into
possession of the property.

‘The cold perspiration stood on Graham's
forchead as he iinished the letter, and his
lips were utterly bloodless. He had nar-
ratod the events, in the main, correctly, but
he had omitted one circumstance, — Mr.
Moore had not fallen from the river bank ac~
cidentally. Grahamn had deliberately shoved
him off, as they two were walking there in
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he saw his vietim’s face, swept by agony,
and 1t by a ghastly ray, gazing at him with
a 100k of such mingled terror and supplica-
tion, that it would have melted a Nero, or
hrought tears to a4 Calignla’s eyes.

conference together. And now hesat in that
room slone, in the silence of midnight, and
heard perpetualty the horrid plash of his
victim ag he fell, and his drowning cry.. Ile

1it another cigar, and poured another olags ‘
of brandy down 1;is throat, but still he heard| He sprang from the bed and paced the

the wind’s sad refrain, — ¢ Murderer ! mur- room wilt:]ly. Agnin and again I\Le dmln'k
derer I Tortured by his thoughts, he looked | the flery liquor, but he could not steep his
ahout for some book toread. A small shelf | senses in forgetfnlness. He longed };nut;
of novels hung against the wall; he scized | terably for the dawx} to come, b‘“f he (11(‘ : %10'
one without selection; his face grew ghast- | dare to openh?l;u window to see if morning
ier rti i 1w stared wildly. He | was approaching. »
gi;p;tg’t}ig%olll‘;; gyit;]shormr, cry'mgf{“ Fu-| Suddenly the awful 1,1ece;s“-s.ity of w‘n’;n;g
gene Aram! My God! what & book to read | to the murdered man's wife oc:}u:xc‘gv.&)
this pight!” e flung himself, face down- him, an('l he smgge%'ed at thfs thoal% 11 :tfe 1t ;
ward; on the bed, and burled his head in inconceivable angu:sh‘h‘e f‘mme .L ett r1
the pillows. Ie was smitten with the Mrs. Moore; he proflercd her :{llafion;gé
a;rorw of remorse. lences; he expressed the deep grict he fe
EJar‘nes Graham's commercinl career in|at the casuiﬂty’ that had robbed 1101: .Pf Va.
Now York had heen, apparently, successful. | husband and him (?f a dearly lox‘fed 11:0'11(1.
His family, consisting of but his wife and ] His hand shook with u.nco‘ntroli.ltfl(i_lilgltt]u-
an only som, lived with every appliance ;)f ;ion; ;vhellrl:;;earosc, his face was like the
g its command. But within the | face of ac . )
E;:];?gh?u:oitlm he had adventured daring | Tarly in the mormning an o]fl Scot():h ser-
schemes of speculation, and they had all|vant of the -house rap_p(fci atb (,rr'tﬂ{am sﬁdo}(}n
disastrously failed. Ilis losses were enor- | to arouse him. XReeceiving no Lebponac,} qi
mous, and he had Iately coduved the terri- | went in, and saw the wretched man crouched

g i i ied look at
i @ t o bold and unlucky | upon the floor, staring with frenzied !
e e the dying embers of the five. "The Scotch-

wg, He walked over fires. ) :
;Pg (lléllla:;;' 1:;‘2001’ Damocles. Unspeakable, | man did not seem at all sm'p'nsed.‘ Hf..z :;1-
then, was his delight at finding himself the nounced the hlour of the.c‘lepartme o) he
sudden possessor of three hundred thou- New York train, and retired; but: ~R'S(1 tg
. gand dollars by Mr. Wyckoffs will. But closed the .door, Camcror} MceManus sai
the chicf portion of the amount that his | himself, with a queer smilg, —-] X ——
friend bequeathed him wonld be needed to “He hn’sn‘t passecl a very pleasant night,
geét his affairs right, so deeply had he wan- and I don't wonder. .
dered into speculation. Twice that sum
would . secure him independence. Such
thoughts filled his mind as he walked with
Mr. Moore by the declivitous river bank.
Suddenly assailed by the opportunity and tl'le
temptation, hedhad yielded, and as th;]! hortrlg
ion finshed across his mind, he acte
::1?31:){:?:, and mereilessly flung his friend into| T'wo days after these events., Mr. Ehs_:;;-
. the stream to drown. Yet he was no hard- | ezer Moore, of Bosion, br:cthel of t}:l?“] -
encd villain; and, as he Jooked back upen | fated Willia'm 1‘\11001'0, 1'ecf'u'1ved a ]?ttel‘ 1(3111
the deed in the silent watches of the night, | a woman sagmng hersclf Margs.uet. J.Llr\ 1.:,3,
Iie suffered intolerable torturc. I¥o con- |informing him that f}he was his brot aclr]s
stantly rehearsed the incidents of that fatal | hounse-keeper, and telling ]um. of th;u‘: fe{\l{t .L-
walk; the scene presented itself with start- | man's death. She also wmtc- F]&h ltis.
ling vividness, — the October twilight, the | William Moore, a woman of (lehc.l[tle cn‘blz,
placid river, the new moon trembling on the | had gunk b_eneath the Sllfl(]e!.’l and terrible
verge of the western hills. He even recol-; shock and died. ‘Shc urged him to come ?1[1
lected the scent of the wild flowers along | to the funeral. The body of Mr, Moore, she
the bank, and the sweet notes of the air|said, had not‘: llaeen recovered. ot stato-
sung by a party of rowers vesting on their| Mrs. Jarvis' letter .Wﬂ.S u.‘ car‘rclf sta ];a
oars in the distance, that had come floating { ment of facts, but, lnlﬁe Mr. Gral fmil, she
over the water, and to which the unsus-|had withheld omne p?fl,l'tlclllfu”. She did not
picious Moore had stopped to listen. Then | mention that immediately previous to hear-
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ing of her husband's death, Mrs, Moore had
received a letter telling her that her only
son, Harry Moore, a wild and dissolute
young fellow, had been killed in a drunken
brawl ot San Frauncisco. Xt was this intelli-
gence that first prostrated the uchappy
mother, Her son’s disgrace and death had
loosencd her always frail hold on life; the
news that her husband was no more had
wrenched it vielently away, Mrs. Jarvis
read the letter relating Harry Moore's
melancholy fate; but, for reasons of her
owl, sho did not choose to communieate
it to Mr. Ebenezer Moore. She cure-
fully conceanled the fact of IHarry Moore's
death, but preserved the letter announcing
it. :

Mr. Ebcnezer Monre had not scen lis
brother for many years, and did not know
Lis brother’s wife at all, but was, of course,
much shocked by this sudden news, Ile
started at onee for New York, with his wife.
With his usual wltre puuctuglity, he drove
down to the Boston and Worcester R. Ii.
depot at Ieast half' an hour carlier than nec-
essary.  The capacious building was 1illed
with the ordinary motley crowd, and the
stifling smell of smoke drove Mr. Moore
from the platform into the interior rooms.
He left his wife In the ladies’ room, and
wandered to the telegraph office. The only
person there, besides the operator, was an
individual who instantly attraeted Mo
Moore's attention. e was a rather short,
slightly built man, with earroty-red hair.
Although cvidently not more than twenty-
two ycars of age, Lhe wore a long heavy
beard, also red. A slouched felt hat was
palled down low upon his forchead, not
quite cencenling, however, & pair of green-
islh oyes, with an extravagant obliquity, —
eyes that, sunk bencath thick, protroding
brows, shot out o quick and restless glance.
Ie hadt g ernel and pitiless expression, and
a wicked, feline lock when he smiled, as he
did to himself several times. His limbs
were fincly shaped, and one conld see that,
in spite of his small frame, he was very
strong. It needed Dat a glance to tell you
that this was a man of indexibility, endur-
ance, and cournge. He was dressed in a
thick, shaggy suit, - ail his garments of the
same material.

He wag writing a despatch, and as Mr.
Moaore entered, he glanced at him cursorily,
and continued his occupation. e scemed
to be in good hurmor, or pleased at what he
wus writing, for he repeated his ropulsive
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message to the operator, after having writ-
ten and torn up several, —

“Meet me at Springficld with the package.
i lizna Ioyr”

Mr. Moore, curiously watching the wman,
little thonght that his own happiness and
tutuee life were, in a great measure, to be
affeeted by this simple telegram.

On taking his seat [n the ecars he was not
at all pleased to sce this disagrecable per-
sonage sitting directly opposite fo him.
Arriving at Springticld, Mrs. Moore, a deli-
cate woman, and unused to travel, file
umwell, aud they concluded to wait over one
train. Mr. Moore noticed a2s he stepped
upon the platforn that the stranger also lefs
the train.  This eirenmstance gave him an
ancomfortable fecling of belng watehed and
followed, but a few moments’ obsgervation
couvineed him that such was not the fact.

The man, whose name we have discovered
to be Hoyt, was evidently awaiting the ar-
rival of the train from Wartford. MAscer-
taining the hour that it was Que, e compared
his wateh with the depot clock, and began
to deliberately pace up and dowi.  Ile was
a man who, plainly, was accustomed to re-
press tiie manifestation of feeling, for he
did not evince the slightest linpatience,
though the time designated passed by with-
out the arrival of the expected train,

A student of human nature could not fail
to have Deen attracted by the fice and micn
of tLis young man, as he appeared then.
There was something utterly wicked, alinost
flend-like, about tis whole appearance; and
one regarding him would instinctively re-
coil in abhorrence, aml them look again,
impelled by some dread fascination,

The train at longth thundered funto the
depot and disgorged its weary occupants,
Hoyt, In eager expectancy, glanced sharply
at each passenger, but the individual he
sought did not appear. Ie expressed lis
deep disappeintment in a mutiered oath,
and hnrrying to the ticket-office inquired
when the next train started for the south.
When informed that it would not be for
some hours, he scemed greatly agilated,
and, asking to be shown a livery stable, dis-
appeared in haste. .

If Moyt had not been so much engrossed
by his own affairs he could not have failed
to notice the unnsual excitement prevailing
arnong the passengers who had just arrived.
A common topic appeared to engage their

smile quite often. At last he handed this

conversation. ¢ Curious inecident,” ¢ un-
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lucky brat,” ¢ the old story,” ete., were some
of the disjointed observations to be heard.
The conductor, an exceedingly neat and
gentlemanly-looking litfle man, was  en-
deavoring to make bis way through the
erowd that, drawn by curlosity, gathered
round him, He carried a small infant in his
arms, and hurried into the ¢ Ladies’ Room.”
One or two followed him, but the door was
locked on the remainder. Mrs. Moore was
1ying on the sofs, but, a8 the conductor ten-
derly placed the child on the table, she
started up and approached, much interested.

It appeared from the conductor’s account
that among the passengers who had left
Hartford, was a respectably dressed and
apparently young woman, who earried this
infant. There was nothing remarkable
about her appearance, except a blue veil
bordered with white. Just before the train
had reached the last station, the woeman
had left the child lying on the seat, together
with a small reticule, which perhaps she
meant to have carried away, and stepped
upon the rear platform.

She must have left the car with the others
who did so, and immediately disappeared;
for when the train started again and the
conductor passed through the cars to col-
lect tickets, he found the infant lying on the
seat, and the woman gone, He stopped the
train ot once, and had the track searched
for o considerable distance back, thinking
she might have fallen from the platform;
but, finding nothing, had proceeded. The
conductor seemed considerably emnbarrassed
by his charge, and at a loss what to do.
Mrs. Moore bent over the child, as it lay
perfectly quiet, with its blue eyes wide
open. Her own eyes filled with tears, as
she asked, «=

“What cen be done with the poor little
thing, Mr. Moore?”

i Tt must be sent to a Foundling Asylum,
or Almshouse, T suppose.”

“# Almshouse! It ought to have some
nice, careful woman to take charge of it
now.”

“Molly’s the woman for that!” enthusi-
astically cxclaimed a pleassut-looking
brakeman, who ad been fortunate enongh
to gain an entrance into the room. Ile
geemed much abashed as every one turned
to look at him, but endeavoring to appear
unconcerncd, and ludicrously failing, he
emphatically repeated his statement. |

“ Molly's your wife, Ben, isn't she?” in-
qulred the conductor.

t'other day. She’d be glad of the chance to
nuss this little eritter.”

“ Get him to take it, my dear,” entreated
Mra. Moore of her hashand.

¢ There’s a soft spot in your heart for
bablies, Hannah, isn’t there?” said M.
Moore, in a low voice, smiling at his wife.
“ We had better not meddle with this, my
dear; the child must eventually be given to
the charge of some public charity.”

¢ Oh, hut not just yet; it isso very young
and tender. Let that nice-looking man take
it home.”

“#You ecan carry the child to your house,
Ben, if you want to,” said the conductor.
“T am too busy to look out for it myself.
I don't know, in fact, whether there is a
Foundling Asylum herc or not.”

“Yes, take it home, my good man,” said
Mr. Moore. I will be back lLere in a few
days and see that a proper disposition is
made of the child, Take it home; I will
relieve you of it.” v

Mys. Moore smiled thankfally at her hus-
band. * Now If you live near here,” he
pursued, ¢ FIf go home with you.”

¢ QOnly a block away, sir.”

“Very well. Will you go, Hannah? We
have plenty of time to sce your protegé in
comfortable quarters.”

“Yes, yes, the walk will do me good.”

The brakeman lifted the child gently in
his rough arms, and went out, followed by
Mr. and Mrs. Moore. The crowd on the
platform parted respectfully for them to
pass.

They had scarcely Icft when the conductor
drew from his pocket the rcticule the wo-
man had left, and saving, ** Those benevolent
people should have this,” daried out and
placed it in Moore’s hand.

He stopped and opened the little bag;
Mrs. Moore, much interested, looking on.
It contained nothing but a railway ticket to
Springfield, a pair of black worsted gloves,
and a paper with a few lines written in pen-
¢il, with no date or name attached, and with
o envelope, —nothing in fact to give a clue
either to the writer or the petson addressed.
The words were faint and hardly legible.
Mr. Moore with difficulty deciphered the
following lines, —

#This poor child I consign to your care
with tears. It iz born while I am in dis-
grace and grief. It has no father, and but
a heart-broken and dying mother; but it,
poor thing, is innocent. Oh, protect and
cherish it!”

“Yes, sir, and she lost her own babby

Mr. Moore sighed deeply as he read; his
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wife conld scarcely restrain her tears.
Those words plainly revealed to them the
nature of the jufant’s birth, — the frailty of
its unhappy mother.

“‘These lines seem to be addressed to us,”
said Mrs. Moore. *+ Poor little namecless
orphan! Tet us accept the injunction of
the unknown mother; she was at least o
woman.”

The good man shook his head gravely, but
he looked upon his wife with pride and
love.

The brakeman’s wife proved to bea young
aud pleasant woman; she gladly accepted
the charge of the child, and Mr. and Mrs.
Moore proceeded on their jonrney. Arriv-
ing at New Haven, the latter found herself
quite sick, and further travel was out of
the question for the present. Comfortable
apartinents were secured at a hotel, and Mr.
Moore telegraphed Mrs, Jarvis to postpone
the fancral, if possible, 2s they would go on
at the earliest opportunity. The funeral
had been appointed ‘for the following after-
noon, bat it was not until then that Mrs.
Moore was able to procecd. That evening
found them in New York. As soon as he
could, Mr. Moore left his wife and procecded
to his brother’s house. It was shat up and
dark. He rang several times, and was on
the point of leaving in despair, when he
heard shuffling steps in the hall, and the
door was opeuned to the limit of a small
brass chain. In response to agruff ¢ Who's
there?” —

“ Mr. Ebenezer Moore,” replied that gen-
tleman.

“#Why, bless my soul!” exclaimed Mry.
Jarvig, a harsh, wrinkled, middle-aged Irish
woman. “Is itpossible! Thad guite given
you up, siv.”  And she threw open the door,
The hall was perfectly dark. Mrs. Jarvis
apologized for this clrcumstance, remarking
that she had been sitting upstairs in her
mistress’ room, “putting away the dear
lady’s things, and having a good, comforta-
ble cry.” This was scarcely true, for Mrs.
Jarvis had just emerged from the kitchen,
where she had been drowning her sorrow
in gin, her favorite beverage. Her eyes,
indeed, were red, but not from weeping.

She hastened to light the hall-lamp and
the gas in the fromt parlor, whither she
ushered Mr. Moore. The room was damp
and cheecrless; the stiff, formal sofas and
chairs, covered with shining black halr-
cloth, were arranged in a precise array.
Mr. Moore thought with a sigh of Lls com-
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He learned from the woman that My, Wil-
liam Moore’s body had not been recovered,
The funeral of Mrs. Moore would take place
in the morning. The physician, Dr, Hayes,
by name, who had attended her, had salled
for California, the day after her death, ‘in
accordance with previous plans. Mr. Moore
regretted this, inasmuch ag he would have
liked to have conversed with him about his
gister-in-law’s last moments. Mrs. Jarvis,
indeed, was very ready to supply all partic-
ulars, but, for some reason, Mr. Moore did
not feel at ease while talking to her. He
took an instinctive dislike to the woman,
but the only reason he could give himself
was, I don't like her looks.”

“Mr. Graham called here yesterday,” said
Mrs. Jarvis, “and seemed a deal shocked
when I told him Mrs. Moore had died of
_grict.”

“ Mr. James Graham? Yes, I know him,
— & flte man. Bidn’t poor Ellen recover
conseiousness before she died? »

¢ No, sir, she dido’t know a thing.”

“ Bad, sad, sad 1* mused Mr. Moore, pacing
the parlor. “What do you intend to do,
Mrs. Jarvis?” he asked, abruaptly, after a
pause,

** Oh, &ir, I have some fricnds in the city,
which I shall-stop with for the present.
But I want to get another plaee. Couldn’t
you be so kind as to give me a character,
Bir? "

Mr. Moore, prepossessed against her as
he was, hesitated; but the reflection that she
had enjoyed the confidence of his brother
for so long a time decided him to grant
this request.

“To you know o Mr, Franchot, sir?”
asked Mrs. Jarvis. ]

“M. Auguste Franchot, a Frenchman?
Yed, very well; but he’s not in this country.”

“Yes, sir, but he i3, Ile called here last
evening, and is coming 10 the funeral.”

“Ak! Well, I con recommend yoa to
him, if he wants 2 house-keeper,” .

The next day Mrs. William Moore was
eommitted to the grave, her brother-in-law
and his wife the only mourners. The funeral
was very quiet; the Moores’ acquaintance
had not been large. Two days after, My,
Ebenezer Moore was ready to return home.
He found no difficulty in quickly arranging
hig brother's affairs. The lease of the house
had just expired. Scarcely anything of the
small property Mr. William Moore left, re-
mained when every debt had been ligui-
dated. Thus was this small household

fortable dining-room at home,

utterly extingnished. The place that once
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knew them, knew them no more, and Moore
- was soon forgotten.

Forgotten by all save his brother. That
tender-hearted man was deeply though si-
lently affected. On the journey back to
Springfleld his wife's efforts to cheer him
were almost mugatory. A wish that had
sprung up in her breast before, became
stronger than ever. She greatly desirved to
adopt as ler own the little castaway they
had encountered.

«“ ¥ou must do it for your own sake,” she
urged her husband.  ““ The little thing will
drive away your grief. It is impossible to
be sad when there is a baby near.”

« But qunite possible to be annoyed some-
times,” said Mr. Moore, with a sad smile.
“«Well, well, my dear, we'll sce her when
we getto Springfleld, and perhaps Tay fall
in love with her, too.”

It is probable that he did, for Mrs. Moore
found no difficulty in obtaining his consent
to the adoption. It was much more difticult
to induce the brakeman’s wife to give the
infant up; in fact, they hat to compound
matters, and take the woman to Boston with
them as the child’'s nurse,-—the natural
ohjections of the brakeman himself to this
arrangement being finally overridden.

« She is henceforth my own danghtfer,”
cried Mrs, Moore, and it was so indeed.
All & mother's ineftfable tenderness was ¢ver
after freely poured out upon this child: Mrs.
Moore quickly grew to love her with an af-
fection scarcely inferior to that she felt for
her own somn. '

A conclave of the family was held to
gelect a name for the little stranger.

¢ J know wlat name you want,” said Mr.
Moore, looking tenderly at his wife.

“Yes, yes, my doar, dead sister,” said she,
in fears. ¢ This sweet dttle thing shall be
Ethel Moore.”

And it was s0 settled, nem con.

CHAPTER ITI.
A WOMAN OF THE WORLD.

Mz, Wycgorr's will was duly proved,
‘and Mr. Graham came into possession of
the entire estate. Ilis first act was to ad-
vertise the a1l for sale. The servants had
now all left, and the house was shut up and
deserted. He succéeeded in obsaining & pur-

acquircd an immense fortune during twenty-
two years of an assiduous bnsiness-life in
the West Indies. He was a bachelor, and,
slthough it was whispered that the ziderly
Lut aceomplished Miss Villiers, who bloomed
g perennial belle in West Indian soeicty, had
1aid a vigorous siege to the French million-
naire’s heart, and had, in fact, made him a
direct offer of her hand, he had as yet
eseaped the ¢ hymencal noose,”  He bought
Wyckoff Hall for the rather cavious reason
that Mr. William Moore had there meb his
death. He expressed the greatest affcetion
for the unfortunate Moore, and the utmost
grief at hig untimely fate; and the foonda-
tion of this sentiment was the singnlar one
that Mr. Moore hadl won the love of,, and
married, Miss Ellen Somers, » young lady
whom TFranchot, when & comparatively
young man, and resident in New York, had
madly loved and wooed. The fair Miss
Somers had preferred young William Moore,
a handsome young collegian, who had car-
ried her maiden heart by storm, to the cle-
gant and vivaciows Frenchman. Young
Franchot, in the vehemence of his Gallic
nature, had given himself up to despair, on
his rejection, and attempted suicide. For-
tunately, he overdosed himself, and on
recovering saw the rashness of this step,
and refrained from further attempts. Ile
had, kowever, torn himself away from Now
York aud gone a volantary exile to Jamaica.
He had now, yielding to the urgent solicita-
tions of his physiciansg, retived from busi-
ness and come to the United States to enjoy
his wealth. Ile arrived in New York the
doy after the death of Mrs. Moore, Ile
ealled at Moore’s Iiouse, not knowling of the
recent sad events. When Mrs. Jarvis, in
her rough, unfeeling way, had introduced
herself and told himm all, the sorrow of the
poor Frenchman was really pathetic.

« Mon Dien! Mon Diew!” he eried. L
belle dame ! Lo belle dame I?

JEe threw himself, to Mra. Jarvig’ pro-
found astonishiment, on a sofa, buried his
head in the cushions, and eried like a child.
Mrs. Jarvis was beginning to think lLe was
some lanatic astray, when he recolieeted her
presence and rose withhis native politeness.

“1 beg pardon, madarme. My heart has
the great grief, the sadness, — my beauatifal
friend is dead.  Auguste Franchot,” he con~
tinued, addressing himself, « yowr life is a
useless thing, — you have lived to no avail.

chaser in the person of a Monsieur Auguste
Franchot,— a jolly old Frencliman, who had

Mrs., Jarvig inguired whether Mr, and
Mrs, Moore were relatives of his.

- ¢ertainly large for a single occupant, and its

Ah! Madame Jarvisse, my heart is broke.”
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“Ah! no, no; not relatives, but desrest
friends. I loved them both like brothers,”
said the Frenchman. “I would have made
them rich,” he added.

At these words Mrs. Jarvis became all
interest and attention. '

¢ Yes,” he continued, in a mournful voice;
“my money is all —what you call it?—
droze;” by which Mrs. Jarvis supposed he
meant dross.

“But they have a child!” he suddenly
exclaimed. *‘Ab, they have a ‘child! I will
leave the son of such adorable parents sll
my money.”" ’

Mrs. Jarvis was about to speak, but
checked hersclfs A sudden thought flashed
upon her; she determined not to corrcet
the Frenchman in the error he was under.

“ Bon solr, madame,”” he continued. 1
shall weep all the night,” and, bowing, he
hastily retived.

Muys. Jarvis sat looking at the fire long
after her visitor had departed. 8he secmead
sunk in profound reverie. To assist her
meditations she had rccourse to her bbttle
of gin. For several hours she sat, sipping
her potation and pondering over the flre,
She appearcd at length to come to a satis-
factory conclusion ; for a smile, not pleasant
to see, lit up her wrinkled face. She rose
and drained her glass, exelaiming, It shall
be done, or my name’s not Magey Jarvis.”

Mre. Franchot purchased Wyckoff Hall
soon after his interview with Mrs. Jarvis.
He hought the place without seeing it, for
the reason, as we have said, that it had
seen the last of Willlam Moore. On visit-
ing it, the Frenchman was greatly pleased
with the Iiouse and grounds, and delighted
with his bargain. e pronounced the view
from the front plazza, ¢ magrifigue.” The
furniture and books had been sold with the
house, and everything was soon in readi-
ness for immediate possession, ' M. Fran-
chot took up his abode there with a namer-
ous retinuc of servants. The house was

owngr determined to fill it with company.
e renewed his acqualntance with several
old friends in New York, and seni pressing
invitations for whole families to visft him.
Many, whom he had known in Jamaiea, he
cncounttered in New York, and pressed into
the gervice. Soon the halls and rooms of
Wyckoff Hall (which name M. Franchot
retained, probably for the reason that he
could not pronounce it) were soon cchoing
with the unwonted sound of girlish laugh-
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satin robes. The stately drawing-room
was thrown open, aud jollity and mirth
reigned in the quaint old house by the river
bank,

The wife of Mr. James Graham was ¢“a
very superior woman.” She was endowed
with more than ordinary intellect, was
large amd stately, and might in younger
days have been deemed benuiiful. A cer-
tain haughtiness in her mien repelled famil-
iarity. She was a woman more feared than
loved. Her husband stood in seeret awe of
her, although he did not own it even to
himself. The truth was, she raled him as
completely as ever master his slave, but
with a dominion so insensible ¢hat he never
felt the slightest pressure of her control,
When Mr. Graham was 2 young man, junior
parteer in a wealthy firm (the same in
which Mr. Wyckoff had Leen prineipal, and
Willinmm Moore clerk), and possessed of
brilliant business talents, Iclen Vincent
determined that he should be her husband.
She fascinated him by her beauty and the
briilianey of her conversation. Observing
thig, she had suddenly becowe cool and
reserved, thus inflaming his passion. In a
word, shé sncceeded, in o marvellously
short time, in bringing young Graham to
her feet, She had made Lim an excellent
wife, and their union lad been h:);ppy
enough, Mrs. Graham was pei‘fcctly ac-
quainted with the state of her husbard’s
affairs, and if & woman’s tact and skill conld
pull him through his difficulties, Le was
gafe. She was an ambitious woman, and
the thought of descending from her present
po:s.ition of wealth and influerfce was unen-
durable. She had earried, then, through
the last few months a slckening anxiety
beneath her smooth white brow., DBut no.
lady had been more briflliantly attired in the -
tlhiwrenged saloons of fashion, none had been.
4 more constant attehdant, and none had:
charmed her hearvers more by the liveliness.
of gracefal wit. To such o person the-acs.
quisition of Mr., Wyckofi’s large fortune
was, it is necdless to say, an event. of
exquisite delight. Her joy at the reception
of Mr. Graham’s letter, acquainting herwith.
the facts already related, was intense. .
Such a combination of fortunate events, —.
for such she termed them, —the death.of
Wyckoff' and the drowning of Moore, was,.
she declared, noparalleled.

In spite of the exultant toue of her hus-
band’s letter, Mrs. Graham fancied. that she-
detected an air of reserve. Ts he decelve

ter, and the broad stalrcase was swept by
2

ing me,” she thought, ¢“in the extont of the.
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property? Absurd man! I could easily find |in .your praise is hut an imcomplete ex-

out.,” She wrote, nrging him to hasien
home. '

« That odious, silly Mrs, Fairfax will now
perceive whether her kind conjectares as to
our impending ruin are correct,” thought
she, in trinmph. She took pains to call
upon that lady in the course of the after-
noon, inform her that she was about to
‘eompletely refurnish her residence, and
solicit her company and judgment in the
selection of velvet carpets for the drawing-
rooms. Mrs. Fairfax was fain to comply,
with rage in her soul, taking with her her
daughter Jessie, a pretty little girl of six.

Mrs. Graham stopped at one of the mag-
nificent jewelry establishments that enrich
Broadway, and selected a very costly dia-
mond bracelet. Mrg. Fairfax looked on in
wonderment.

« Mr. Fairfax,” she thought, ¢ must really
be mistaken about Mr. Graham's difficulties.
I believe he’s been making money.”

Mrs. Graham’s taste was extremely fas-
tidious in the matier of carpsts. Several
that Mys. Fairfax, who indulged, after the
manner of her sex, in hyperbole, pro-
nounced ¢ the loveliest things she had ever
seen in her life,” were immediately rejected
by her friend.

“Qh, do look at thig, my dear Mrs. Gra-
ham ! ” exelaimed Mrs. Fairfax ; ¢is not this
puttern perfectly enchanting 7 and the blend-
ing of the colors is most exquisite!” Mus.
Grabam inquired the price of this incompar-
able carpet, and, when told, loftily ex-
pregsed her intention of purchasing a much
more expensive article, A gorgeous tapes-
try affnir was at length settled upon, and
Mrs. Foirfax cxhansted her most expressive
adjectives in its praise.

“ Are you going to Mrs. Wldgeons ball,
my dear Mrs. Fairfax?” sweetly inquired
Mre. Graham, who was perfectly aware that
Mrs. ¥. had not the honor of an acquaint-
ance with that exclusive leader of fashion.

«tNo, I believe not,” said Mrs. Fairfax,
cheerfully.

“T heard yon say, ma, you hadn’t got an

invitation,” observed Miss Jessie, with a

protty Hsp. Miss Jessie was one of the
« enfans terribles.”

pression of the truth. Taithful, true,
heroic, with more fortitude than man and
less selflshness, you are the very poetry of
life, —& golden vein running through, and
giving value to, the commeon clay of hu-
manity. But you have traits that yomr
inferior, man, digdains. There is a sweét
vindictiveness and honeyed malignity in your
nature, that would kill with a caress, and
which renders you a soft assassin and
gentle murderess. Mrs. Graham launched
the most deadly missives at her foe (whom
she had that moment sweotly kissed) with
a radiant smile, and in ker lowest, gentlest,
and most melodious aceents.

CHAPTER IV.
VINCERT GRAHAM.

TuE only child of Mr. and Mrs. Graham
was a son named Vincent — his mother's
maiden name. He was, at the period at
which we have now arrived — scven years
after the death of Mr. Wyckoff— about fli~
teen years old, and gave promise of heing a
noble young fellow. He was tall for his age,
symmebrically shaped, with wavy chest-
nut hair, and with the small, firm, flnely-
shaped hand, the type of strength. His
eyes were exceedingly beautiful, being of
the peculiar steel-gray hue, that deepened
with excitement into black, or, it up with
pleasure, became radiant blue. A chief pe-
culiarity of his was a courage of the rarest
order, that enabled him to endure with calm
nerve prolonged moments of horror. In
short, nothing, apparently, could daunt this
1ad, and his modesty was as great as his
valor. A remarkable proof of this had
lately occurred. In the dead of night, young
Vincent, who slept in a swngll ‘¢ halt bed-
room” in the second story of the front of
the house, had suddenly found himself,
without knowing why, thoroughly awake
and sitting up in bed. He could plainly
hear some one slowly and cautiously ascend-
ing the stairs. He knew al ounce, from

The ladies parted in Broadway with |the stealthy step, that it must be a burglar.
smiles and nods. To see Mrs, Graham aund | There was no one in the house but Mr. and
Mrs. Fairfax part, one wonld think it a sev- | Mrs. Graham and the servants, and they
crance of two dear sisters. No one eould | were all in a remote part of it. Iineveroc-
have perceived Mrs. Graham’s triumph, nor curred to him to alyrm the household by his

the mortification Mrs. Fairfax felt.

outeries, nor could any one have heard him.

Sweet woman! all that poets have sung|He slipped guietiy out of bed, and quickly
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threw on his clothes — so expeditiously, in
faet, that he was sufliciently dressed before
the robber had reached the top of the long
flight. He then sat quietly down to deter-
mine the best course to pursue. A large
revolver, of the Colt patent, — presented
him by a fond uncle, who was a wholesale
dealer in guns and other warlike parapher-
nalia,— he had, in boyish pride, hung loaded,
nightly, above his head; to his mother's
intense alarm. Vincent smiled queerly as
he took this murderous implement down
and carefully egamined the position of its
chamber and the state of the caps,

“ Mother will now see,” he muttered,
“whether this is a dangerous toy or mot.
The gentleman in the bali, also,” he added,
wish a chuckle.

He now carefully opened his door and
cautionsly peered into the dimly lighted
hull. The robber, who appeared to he a
Iarge, black-bearded man in gn immense
overcoat, although it was a sweltering Au-
gust night, was proceeding slowly down
the hall with his back to Vincent, and trying
the knob of each door he passed. Vincent
saw that he had already rided the plate-
room; for he could perceive silver spoons
anpd forks sticking from his upper side-
pockets, while the lower otes were bulged
out by bulkier articles.

“ A nice little booty. Youw've done well,
my man,” muttered Vincent. ¢ He can't
get into any of those rooms,” he continued.
And so it geemed, for the fellow,grinding his
teeth at finding each door locked, scemed
to make up his mind to depart., As he
turned, Vincent darted baek into his room.
In a moment he heard the burglar slowly
descending the stairs.

“Now's my chance,” said the boy in a
low tone, and he ran noisclessly but quickly
to the top of the stairs. The robber had
ncarly reached the foot of the flight.

‘“Hollo! down there; a word before you
£0.” cried Vincent, in a rather low bat per-
fectly clear voice, and at the same time
cocking his revolver. '

The roffian turned hastily with a start,
and looked up. He saw a slim, young lad
of fificen standing in a graceful and erecct
attitude on, the stair-landing, and with a
slight and scornful smile upon his lip.

On seeing this weak antagonist, the rob-
ber sprang forward as if to rush at him.

“ Stay where you are, my good friend, or
I flre,” sald Vincent, in exactly the same
tone he had first used, and presenting his

SCHEMES. 11

The robber instantly paused and recoiled
a step.

“Dow't fire, you infernal little whelp!®
he roared.

“You are by no means complimentary,
my good sir, but I won't fire if you keep
quict; but if you try to get away, I'll pink
you as I would & cat.”

“Put down your plstol,” said the man,

“and I won't touch you. I'm going right
out.”
! “Oh! are you?"” said Vincent. ¢ Well,
you won't go without a hole in that over-
coat of yours; so, if you value the garment,
T advise you to stay where yon are.”

* What are you going to do, my gay
young bantam?*

“Oh! I am very comfortable. I intend
to stay where I am,” returned Vincent,
seating himself on the stairs, but carefully
keeping his pistol pointing at the stranger,
and his themb upon the cock.

““Are you going to keep that pistol of
yours pointing at me?”

“Oh! certainly, I believe g0,” answered
Vincent, cheerfully.

“Curse you ! ” mnttered the man, who be-
gon to realize that his young antagonist had
the entire advantage of position.

“ What a blasted, infernal fool T was not
to bring my revolver!”

“Now don't get angry,” said the boy,
tauntingly ; “you will get yourself heated;
the night is warm.”

The baflled burglar read determination in
the boy's gleaming eyes. He noted the
steadiness of the young fellow’s hand.,

“I dom’t believe I can frighten the lad,
but I'll try it on,”

“I don’t want to hurt you, my boy,” said
the man; “but if you don’t put that thing
down, I'll call in my pals, and I won't an-
swer what they’ll do'to you. I have two
men with me; theyre ‘overhauling the
library now,”

i Vincent was not to be frigshtened at this
I,

‘Introduce the gentlemen,” said he. “T
should like to make their acquaintance. I
have six barrels in thig revolver, —two for
each of you.”

The ruffian tried the coaxing dodge.
“You're a game young un, I must say,
Come, now, my good fellow, let me off this
time. I will take everything out of my
pockets, and go quietly out. You won't get
4 man into trouble now, will you? You
have saved your father’s traps. Come,

Colt’s glecaming muzzle,

now, let me off -
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« () my dear sir,” said Vincent, ‘I really
ean't part with you just now. I find your
gociety so agreeable that I must insist on
detaining you for some time. Really, yon
look s¢ amiable, just at this moment, thm_
1 find great pleasure in contemplating your
face.”

« Are you going to keep me hereall night,
you young scamp?”

«Now, my good sir,” cried Vmcent in
the mildest tone of his melodious voice,
¢«do, I pray, be more scleet in your ex-
pressious, if you expect me to converse
with yom. Do I intend to keep you here
alt night? Why, I wouldn’t turn you out
of doors at this hour.”

«“But yow'lt let me go before light, now,
won’t you, sir?” said the man, who grew
respeetful.

« don’t think I can; I have an idea my
father would like to see you in the morn-
ing.”

The rage of the burglar at this knew no
honmds. He made o movement as if to
rush at Vincent ; bub the six-mouthed pistol
pointed pitilessiy at him, and he 1'cc0i[ec.1.

«T don’t believe that pop-gun of yours is
loaded.”

Vincent smiled.

4 You scem to keep at a respectful dis-
tance from an unloaded weapon,” said he,
snecringly. I advise you to lie down and
take a n-ap,” he continwed. It is an hour
or two to daylight.”

This remark put an idea into the‘wi‘iy
burglar's mind; he lay down and rested his
shaggy head on the step above, and re-
mained perfectly guiet. In a few moments
his regular and loud breathing betokened
sleep.

« He don't catch me by that game,” said
Vincent to himself; ¢ he iy feiguning sleep,
tirinking that I shall get fatigued and really
doze. It's mo go, old fellow; X don't take
my cye off you till morning.”

And he did not. Quite carly in the morn-
ing Mr. Graham came ount. Ile did not
sleep well now, and was an early riser. Ile
wag amazed to see Vincent, with a pistol in
his hand, sitting on the stairs.

«Pray what are you doing, my son?”

cried he.

« Merely mounting guard over that ugly

dog helow, sir,” said Vincent.

The “‘ugly dog” sullenly snrrendered

himself, and was given up to justice. Mr.

Grabam was immensely pleased at his boy’s

prowess, and teold the story with great

Young Vincent had gone for several years
to a ¢ classical French and Iinglish schoot
for boys ” in the city. He greatly distin-
guished himself there, rising steadily, step‘
by step, till he became the acknowledgr:
leader of the school. Its faith in Vineent
Graham was really sublime. Was there
gver a boy who could sean and counstrue
like Gim? Fad he not been right and the
teacher wrong, in that memorable dispute
about the derivation of a Greck word,
which the boys, aghast at Vincent's hardi-
hood, had listened . to with wonder and
admiration? ¢ Vincent Graham is atrump,”
prouncunced little Ed. Temple ; and the unan-
imous voice of the school approved the
verdict.
TBut ahout seven months after his adven-
turc with the burglar, Vincent had begued
his father to sliow him to go away to hoard-
ing-school. My, Graham had williug‘?y
agreed to this. There was somethiug in
the clear, carnest looks of Vineent's eves
that the guilty man could not cadure. So
Vincent, with youthful delight, Ll been
sent away to ¢ Parnassus Hall,” which was
the elassical name of Dr. Euripides Brown's
large boarding-school for boys, “sitnated,”
according to the cireular of the sehool, ¢ in
the midst of o delighttul mouuntainous re-
gion, and in the most salubrious clie,
where a limited number of youuyg genticmoen
may find all the comforts of howme, super-
added to the advantages of a thorongh
course of instruction in the elassics and the
ordinary English brauches.” This paper
went on to say that it was ¢ the alin of the
prineipal, ably alded by a corps of accom-
plished scholuvs, to prepare his pupils for
entrance into any of our scats of learning,
or to it them for the counting.room of the
merchant. But while their minds are
trained, and the geeds of learning liberally
gown, due regurd is had, by Dr. Earipides
Brown, to the moral and religions calture
of the youths comnitted to his charge.
The system that he has for many years sue-
cessfully pursued is one of truly parental
discipline. He looks upen his seholars as
children of lis own, and does not forget
that he stands *inr loco parentis.’”

The school was situated in the beautiful

village of 1L
building was a great, straggling, red brick
mangion, originally erected tor » Deaf and
Dumb Asylum; and a more dreary exterior,
perhaps,vno structure ever presented. A
bare square of ground, without a blade of

delight to all his friends.

herbage, and trodden hard by the boys in

" circomstance, they were made still more so

, in Massachusetts. The -
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their sports, surrounded the house, itself
bounded by an ugly high board fence, from
which the rain had long since washed away
all signs of paint. The lower floor of the
school-house, or Parnassus Hall, was de-
voted to the recitation-rooms -and the din-
ing-room. Upstairs were long, wide dormi-
tories, capable of accommodating some
forty or fifty boys. The prineipal, his daugh-
ter, — of whom more presently, — and the
assistant teachers, had apartments in a
wing of the building, as had also the ses-
vants, The staircases and halls, dormito-
ries, recitation and dining rooms, were afl
uncarpeted. Hendered cheerless by this

by their great size ard half-furnished ap-
pearance, with bare, whitewashed, and dis-
colored walls, “The comforts of home”
were certainly not apparent on entering the
precinets of Parnassus Hall.

The doctor was a man of about sixty-twoe
years of age, over six feet in height, and
large in proportion. His features were
large and coarse, with the exception of his
eyes, which were small and twinkling. MHis
face had a shrewd and good-humored ex-
bression, and his deep guffaw rang throagh
the capacious rooms of his school like a
bassoon, There was a large mixtuve of
drollery in his composition, but, rather curi-
onsly, he was always fanniest when ahgry.
In fact, the boys qaaked when he hegan to
joke, well knowing that something had
aroused his ire. Perhaps no teacher ever
had a more thorough control over his pupils
than Dr. Euripides Brown. His immense
physteal proportions inspired awe, and the
impartiality and severity of his punish-
ments sceuted discipline and enforced re-
spect. e was without the vice of many
masters,— he made no favorites,— batevery
boy stood or fell on his own mcrits. The
boys knew him as ajust and determined
man, and gave him the involuntary tribute
of their respect.  Paradoxically speaking,
his ““right Land man was his danghter,
Miss Autigone Brown, an nnmarried lady
of zbout forty, the passessor of a capricious
and violent temper. It was rumored that
the sweetness of Ler disposition had been
soured by a love-disappointment. Such
was really the ease.  'When about seventecn
years of age she had been devotedly at-
tached to the son of a well-to-do store-
keeper in the village, ——a large, coatse-
locking fellow. He had heroically courted
Miss Antigone, and won from her an avowal

encountered ohstacles that Leander would
have shrunk from. e wuas forced to meet
the sarcasms, witticisms, and mimiery of -
all the boys of Parnassus Hall, to whom the
courtship was ludicrous, for they had not
the highest opinion of Miss Antizone's
charms. As for Richard Hoyt, the boys,
with the imstinctive insight into character
pecnliar to youth, thoroughly despised him
as o selfish, hard-hearted cleat. In spite
of these anomaious obstacles, the love affajr
had progressed, and the day of the wed-
ding been appointed. The perfidious Hoyt
spent the evening before the momentous
day with Miss Brown, and departed breath-
ing vows of love. The next morning Par-
nassus Hall was thrown into consternation
by the news that Hoyt had run off with a
young Irish girl employed in a milliners
shop (with whom he Dhad. had a secret
understanding all the time), married her in
a neighboring town, and was then on his
way to parts unknown. From that time
Miss Antigone had devoted hersclf with
great energy to lier dnties, working lke
a slave from morning till night. But the
cntire amiability of her character had dis-
appeared, and she was fust becoming a
shrew.

At this school, then, on a breezy April
day, shortly after the commencement of the
spring term, young Vincent Graham ar-
rived. His coming was unheraided, but it
became a momentous era to the school.
Young Graham was destined to esnse great
sensation in Parnassas Hall before many
hours elapsed.

CHAPTER V.
SKILL 8. STRENGTH.

Tiur doetor received Vincent kindly, asked
him multifarions guestions, and scemed
pleased with his replies. He then took him
in to supper.

It was rather an embarrassing thing for
Vincent to encounter fifty pairs of eyes or
80, keenly gazing at him as be entered the
long dining-room, but he walked in erect st
the doetor’s side.

“‘Vincent Graham, young gentlemen,”
sald the doctor, by way of iutroduetion.
Vincent bowed gracefully. Some of the
boys nodded. Polite manners re rarely
learned at boarding-school.

“ A Miss-Nancy lookiug chap,” said young

of her love. We say hercigally, for he had

Simmons.
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“T dowt think so at all,” said Tom Baxter,

SCHEMES.

He sald this in a tone of mild interrog-

with the air of a connoisseur. 'Tom was the ; atory.

¢ cock of the school,” and a great strapping
youth.
mouth,” he added.

Vincent’'s appearance made a favorable
impression. The doctor assigm_:d hin_1 a
seat near himself, and a good-natured, 3mld—
looking boy made room for him with a
saile,

s My name’s Jenkins,” gaid he, * but ’}:he
boys call me Jenks. Iiow old are you?

“TFifteen.” :

«Have you got’any brothers?

13 NO.”

« Any sisters?”

“No.”

¢ Where do you live? ”

“New York.”

s Ate you a classy or merky?”

« What do you mean?”? i

« Why, are you going to take a classical
or commercial course? *

“Both.”

“What! why you aint obliged to take
but one.”

« ¥ knov it, but I prefer to take hoth.”

«What a chap! Did your father send
you here?* .,

-« No, I came of my own aecord. .

«You don’t mean so!” cried Jenkins, in
the utmost astonishment.
“ Why, certainly; what is there strange
in that?” '
« Just hear him, Robbins,” snid Jenkins,
to his next neighbor; “here’s this Graham
come to school of hig own froe will1”
Robbins who was a great, dull, heavy-
looking fellow, paused a moment in his
process of gormandizing, and cast a look
of stupid amazement a$ Vincent. Otiher
boys, who had heard the couversamlon,
locked at Vincent with s pitying ineredulity.
“Thut's all gammon,” eried Tom Baxter,
quite loud enough for Vincenp to hear, al-
though he saton the other sidé of the ta.ble;
<« don’t believe sach stuff as that. The idea
of a feliow’s coming to school for funl!™”
The color deepened in Vincent’s check.
Tt was an utter impossibility for this young
fellow to recelve an affront in gilence, and,
although he wanted to be on good terms
with every one, he felt himself compelled to
retort.
. “My big friend, where did you learn
manners? I don't wonder from your looks
that you caw't comprehend a fellow’s taking

The amazement of Baxter at thiz remark

«] know he's plucky, from his|was unbounded. To appreciate his feel-

ings, it must be remembered that he was,
and had been for many months, compleie
lord of the sehool. His authority over the
hoys was no less than that of Dr. Em-ip_ldes,
and he exercised it mercitessly and rigor-
ousty., ¢ Big Tom?” as he wag called, was
a tyrant and a bully, but nevertheless brave.
The asccndency he acquired over his school-
fellows by dint of unlimited thraghings he
had greatly increased by the neab manner
in which he had *laid out” the son of a
buteher, who had been daily wont to revile
the boys as he passed in his wagon. DBaxter
had pummelled this “son of the shambles”
into a most docile and welt-behaved youth,
and from that moment no onc dared to
question his acis, always exccpting‘ j;he
doctor. 1lis mandates were implicitiy
obeyed. He had several “fags® (ior L‘he}"
are by no means confined to the schools of
England), and them he worked Iike Sl.'lVf'JS.
Jenks was one. Poor Thomas, an assis-
tant teacher (a consumptive young mun
with & weak pair of blonde side-whiskers),
stood in the greatest awe of Tom aud dared
not correct his mistakes in Latin, which
were nomerous. Tom was a thick-headed
fellow, and had been in the school for six
years without rising to the highest class,
until, at length, his great stzc had shamed
the doetor into admitting him to that grade,
where he held an ignominious position ab
it foot. So Tom kept an iron rule in
Parnassus Hall, and was most thoroughly
detested amd feared. :
To be thus braved and jeered at by anew-
comer, publicly and almost under the
doctor’s nose, was too much. The boys
were aghast with horror. Poor little
« Jouks ™ was terribly frightened.
4 0 Lord! how he’ll wollop you, Graham,
after supper ! ” said he to his new friend.,

Vincent smiled.

4 He'll Yick me, anyhow,” said poor Jeoks,
sadly. .

«Hegll have to fight me ftrst,” said
Vincent.

Jenkins looked at him in amazement.

“What! you fight with ¢big Tom!®
Why, he’d murder you! ™

«Is he such a figchter?” asked Vincent,
nonchalantly.

«Why, dear me. I should rather think

pleasure in study. You're not quick in|he was. He pearly killed Bill Stokes the

: . .
comprehending things any way, are you?’

hatcher.”

-Vineent.”
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“Perhaps Bill Stokes didn’t know how to

fight,” said Vineent,
“T'l polish you off, see if T don’t, you
impudent brat,” said Tom, across the table,
to Vincent. ’
“T advise you to polish your manners,”
said Vincent, sneeringly.
“Oh, don’t rile him, Graham,” cried
Jenkins, imploringly.
Vincent laughed. “Come, eat your
supper, Jenkins,” said he, “if yow've no
more questions to ask,”
“My appetite’s all gone. Youwve got
Yourself into a pretty scrape!”
. This seemed to be the general opinion,
Vingcnt’s feartess manner had produeced
_great admiration and dismay.
“Tom will never stand such lip,” said
they to ome another. “I wouldn’t like to
be in that new chap’s shoos.”
They looked at Vincent curiously.  He
was eating with a good sppetite sharpened
by his journey, and was as cool as possible,
while Tom’s face was ewelling with re-
pressed rage. Perhaps the oppresscd hoys
felt that they had a champion in this young
fellow, and 2 delightful thrill of colning
liverty and emancipation stirred thelr
breasts. The worthy doctor had ntot
heeded this conversation, apparently, al-
though there was a quict twinkle in his cyes
as though he wore amuscd at something.
It was his custom never to restrain the
hoys at meals unless they grew boisterons.
- Supper finished, the doctor told Vincent
that he wished to see him in lis study.
They left the table and a tremendous -
bub fnstantly arose. This was the hour of
freedom, and the boys always made the
most of it. Vincent followed the doctor
from the room, cncountering calmly the
glaring cyes of Tom. ¥n a moment they
had goune out, and Tom began breathing
vows of vengeance to the assembled
school. ’
Dr. Brown and Vincent went into the
study.
“You were quite hold, my young friend,
in speaking up to Baxter that way.”.
“How so, gir?”
“ Why, he intends to thragh you the first
chance.”
“ But Y don't intend to let him,” said the
boy, quietly. )
“Why, he is much stronger then you,

“I dare say, sir; but strength does not

SCHEMES.

This was true. Vincent had taken
several courses of lessons in both boxing
and fencing and was an adept in them.
Exceedingly quick and aglle, he had become
quite scientific in those useful accomplish-
ments. ) '

“ Well,” said the doctor, I never meddle
with these guarrels; I find it the best plan
to let the boys fight it out. 8o, if you in-
tend to thrash Tom,” he added, smiling, I
shall not interfere.” i

“Thank you, sir,” said Vincent, amused.

“But,” contlnued the doctor, “I don't
want the battle to take place to-night,.
Bleep well to-night and do your hest in the
morning,”

Vincent howed, greatly pleased.
an old trump,” thought he.
The doctor accompanied Vincent back to
the supper-room, and remained there, thuy
checking hostilities. e sent Vincent to
bed early, assigning him to another dor-
mitory than the one in which Baxter slapt,
Vincent was much annoyed at the in-
cessant remarks that were addressed him
upstairs,
“I shaw't say another syllable,” eried he,
at length, and getting into bed, pulled the
clothes about his ears, and was soon slecp-
ing soundly. He appeared in the morning
looking fresh and rosy. Young Jonks
came down to prayers with cyes swollen
and red.
‘ What's the matter, young one?” agked
Vincent.
“Tom thrashed me for being so thick
with you.” -
Vincent ground his teeth. “T'll pound
that bully well,” he muttered to himself.
When the exercises of the school began,
Dr. Brown assigned Vincent to the first
class. He took his seat at the foot, near to
Baxter. The lesson was in Virgil. ’
“Youll’ prompt me, won't you, chap?”
#aid Tom to Vincent.
“ Certainly not,” said Vincent.
“Do you mean to say you sre so con-
foundedly mean as all that?”
““Call 1t what you pleage,” said Graham.
* X am not here to recite your lessons.”
Tom rose to recite. IHe blundered fear-
fully.
Vincent read his lines with such fluency
and ease, and answered every question with
such promptness, that Dr. Brown was de-
lighted, and the boys amazed.
*Thig boy is a scholar,” said the doctor.

“ He's

always win. I have had some practice in
boxing, although I never had a flght.”

“T put you at the head of the clags;” and

Vincent modesily took the place.
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proad and deep, while the muscles of his and shall do it thoroughly,” he gaid to him- | brows completely cut In + hiz &
shoulders and npper arms were ponderous. self. mass of braiges ! d 111] N as 1 ‘Slde. one
He had no superflucns flesh, but his ribg Baxter, stunned for a moment, rose and | huge tist behind’ lfbvﬂ a um;;? a‘s big .as his
could be traced like the ribs of a race-horse. glared about him. ¢ Yon didn's strike me h:u?e o seratch qusl ‘é}a r. Vincent did not
IMis flank Wwas Barrow, and hips brouad, and with your fist, you cheat.  You've got alead | encounter :cllat, 1(1: (Sh;?’o;ﬂy"mnrlf Of-the
his hands, though white and small, as hard riug on your knuckles ! hand swollen from th'e‘ (z:(ffe:tdsofh;ﬁ r;lgh;
: is firs

Ag soon ag morning school was over, -
the boys had an hour and a half before din-
ner,— Baxter, who had accumulated a large
stock of grievances, immediately accosted
Vincent, \

« Ygu insolent young dog! why the devil

didn’t you prompt me?”

wSee here, Daxter,” said Vincent, now
thoroughly aroused; * either take back that
expression you've just used, or make up
your mind to get the biggest thrashing your
ugly carcass ever received.”

~ «He’s challenged ‘Big Tom’ to fight,”
went round the room, in tones of amazement.

«TH finish you off before dinmer, my
young dondy,” said Baxter, bursting with
Tage.

« Well, then, the sooner you go to work
the better,” shid Vincent.

The entire school proceeded in a body to
a meadow int the rear of the school, hidden
from the building by a small, but thick
grove. ‘

The boys hastily marked off 4 ring on the
turf, and stood around in silent cxcitoment.
The decisive combat between tyranny and
liberty was about to come off, Baxter was
the embodiment of oppression and misrale;
Vincent the young champion of rights and
freedom. All the boys feit a tremendous
interest in the result. If Vincent was van-
quished, they feared that the oppression of
Baxter would become intolerable; while
their hopes of fature happiness were cen-
tred in young Grahan.

« He's as cool as a cucumber,” said Sim-
mons, “but what's he doing? He's strip-
ping to the skinl” .

< Good! that looks as if he meant work,”
cried Popkins.

Vincent stepped quletly out.\'Hc had
stripped bare to the waist, and fastened his
handkerchicf tightly about him. This un-
usual acé rather appatled Baxter. Ie did
not like this grim preparation. He, how-
ever, followed Vincent’s oxample.

As the two antagonists now stood face to
face, every onc saw the great dispurity of

size, and felt that Baxter had every advan-
tage. He overtopped his foe by at least in
inch afid a half, and was much heavier.
But a critical obscrver would have noted

as iron. He stood in a gracefu! attitude,
with his weight resting on kis right leg, his
left slightly advanced, and pressing lightly
on the turf. His head was thrown back a
little, and his lips slightly pressed together,
with relentless determination. His gleam-
ing cyes ,now black as jet, were already lit
up with a victor's joy, as he _smod the per-
feet embodiment of grace, —a young Apolio.
The burly frame of Baxter confronted
him. In spite of his long, sinewy arms, and
ponderous fsts, an expert would have de-
detected many faults, His skin was flabby
and unhealthy-looking; for this fellow
gorged too muech pastry, at his dinners.
He was slightly round-shouidered, and
stooped o trifle; his hips were nurvow, and
he stood awkwardly, He scemed weak in
the legs, his eyes were unsteady, and his
posture faulty. - .
The graphic annals of the “ring” do not
contain probably a shorter round than was
the first in this fight, —a fight ever after
memorable, in the legends of I'srnassus
Hall. Baxter, determiued to demolish his
opponent at a blow, rushed at him with im-
mense force. Vincent nimbly turned aside,
and the huge fist of Tom grazed his ear,
while Baxter's awkwavrd body was carried
ont by the uuchecked momentum. As he
passed, Vincent swifily turned on his heels,
and struck Tom a tremeudous swinging
blow, with the back of his right list, behind
the ear. It soanded Hke the rap of a po-
liceman’s club on the pavement, and Baxter
fell like lead on his face, burying his nose
in the soft earth. The whole affuir did not
take five scconds. The effect on ihe boys
was wonderful. A shout arose that fairly
shook Parnassus Hall; while eaps and arms
were tossed wildly in the air, and many fig-
ures danced like maniacs. They had seen
with bated breath the flerce rush of Tom at
his frail antagonist; the next sceond, the
white gleam of Vincent’s rapid srm, the
fearful souud of the blow, and the huge bully

other and more significant facts. Vincent’s prostrate upon the ground,

skin was white and clear, ond shone like

gatin. It was firm to the touch as a vock
and the roll of his fine and well-developed
muscles was plainly to be seen beneath the
surface. He looked like an oarsman in a

Poor Jenks was perfectly wild with de-
light. He shouted, danced, and insanely
flusg his cap into the stream that rippled
by. Vincent smiled, ¢ Pshaw, this is mere
play. The fellow hasn’t the least idea of
boxing. I cin thrash him aé my leisure,

3

racing shell, in rowing triay, Iis chest was

\

*“You lie!™ said Vincent, quietly. This ! hlow. I ] i
‘ ‘ cent, . . He walked down guietly to the stream
insult roused Tom, as Vincent had intended | and bathed his face and lmu'(is in the cool

it should.
ke, 1 can punish him at my case,”
DBaxter stepped up for the second round

“If ke gets mad,” thouglt [water. He resumed Lis clothes, and was at

once as fresh and composed as if he had
, | been taking & moruing strell in the placid

and was this time more cantious. e made | meadow.

several passes at Vincent, but they were

The boys escorted Vincent back to sehool

each _time ensily evaded. - Vineent nimbly | in trinmph.  They encountercd the doctor
lttll him around the ring, while he exhausted | standing in anxiety on the steps. On e 'Orlr
s strength in ficrce blows in the air. e | Vincent’s eslm and cool appc-L.r:mce heem'c
was fasi becoming « blown,” and he had not | elaimed, ¢ Why, you ha\'eu’t‘ hleen ,ﬁ ht'el-
yet touched Vineent, At length he struck | after all;” but the next moment the I%Io;]c;)%

wildly out a powerful Dblow.

stopped it neatly with his right -forc-arm,

and at the same instant launched straight
out with his left, hitting Tom an awful biow
sgnare and full in the face. Tom uttered g
howtl of pain, sank fechly to the ground, andg
1 1"0!'!]’1!"{ number two was over,
Tom's sccond carefnlly wiped the hlood
from lis face; but every time he touched
his nose Tom groaned piteously.
“I ean’t stand this, Jack,” said le.
“That fellow strikes like a sledge-hammer.”
 Stand on the defensive, 'l‘oni,” said Jaclk,
¢“and get back your wind. Don’t give i

B0 wlen the young flghters next con-
fronted cach other, Tom stood “ on gaard,”
and made no attempt to strike his opxjoncnt:.

“You want me to take the offensive, do
3,f011?” said Vincent. - “T oblige ;ou.
Look out for your left cye;” and at the
sume moment he struck that organ fierecly.
“Tuke that, and that, and that,” he added;
and with every word he struck Tom in the
ribs, with a blow that made an ugly «thud>
cach time. The eflect of these body blows
was soonapparent. Tom gasped for breath,
and could scarcely 1ift his arms.

. o (?h! ‘oh! I can’t stand this!” he eried,

I give In.” And he turned and ran from
the ring. A fallen tyrant has no friends.
The boys whom he had kicked and mal-
t}'eatcd received him with jeers.  “Run,
co‘wam! Who got polished, Tom?” they'
cried. .

That short battle, which had not lasted
ten minutes, destroyed Tom’s power coms-
pletely and forever. The defeated hully
never held up his head at the school again,

His appearance after the fight was pitiable
in the extreme. The bridge of his nose was

Vineont | and crest-fallen Baxter came in sight, and

revealed the truth.
“Baxter is quite burt, sir.” said Simmeons.
“ 8o it seems,” sald the doctor. I must
inquirq into this affuir;” and he did so on
the spot.
f3Vell, Grahmn‘," said he, it scems yon
were the agerieved party. You have sufll-
ciently punished Baxter, I think, so I shall
not add to his castigation. Go to your room
and compose yourself, and learn in future,
not to molest unoffending persons.”
“My nosc is broken, sir,” wlhimpered
Tom.
“¥ell, let the doetor attend to it.”
Thus Dr. Brown dismissed the fight, but
not so the hoys. Vincent was ab once
ralsed to the cxalted position of “lord of
the school,” and he ruled with a sWay so
gentle and impartial that the boys were all
his willing, devoted slaves,

CHAPTER VI.
“LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM.”

Durmng the seven years that elapaed
from the time of Mr. Moore's death to the
entrance of Vincent Graham at Parnassus
Hall, Tithel Moore had been’ leading the
happy life of childhood at the house of Mr.
Ebenezer Moore. That gentleman:-Had' one-
son, —Rdwin, 2 fine yonng fellioww, — who,
at the age of sixteer had gone to Parnassus.
Hall, shortly after Vincent,

The years passed away, and Riwin Moore:
and Vincent Graham became fast friends.
They entered college togethen;, and, wepe ris

broken, his left eye closed, one of his eye-
3

valg, though still friends.
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As Tthel grew up, her rare heanty hecame
more and wotre evident.  There was a cer-
tain ineffable swectness in her fuce, and
erace in her movements, that rendered her
indescribably lovely. »

r. and Mre. James Graham were hvmlg
in elegant style, Thelr Fifth Avenue resi-
dence was what Mrs., Fairfax termed < -
latinl.” About the time when Miss Jessie
Tairfax roeached the age of sixteen, Mrs.
Grahmn gave a grand ball, as & compliment
10 that young lady. Miss Jessie was ahout
to he one of the helles of New Yorl, and
TTrs, Graham was very ready to solicit <“the
pleasure of her compauy.” She was tall,
rnd rather stately, Her figure was grace-
ful, although somewhat slight, al  gave
promise of being really fine when roanded
Ly {'ipcr years, Shoe had a sweet and won-
dertully fiexile voice, and sang ballads in a
style that ravished the hearts of a score of
male admirers. This young lady had a

decided tendency to flirt, and had craclly
rejected some half-dozen despondent swains,
though not yet out of school. Her face was
exceedingly animated, and,if not kandsome,
certainly pretty. She was altogether a lfc-
wﬁching young maiden, and a great favorite
vrith Mrs, Grabam.

“you will certainly come, Jessic?” in-
quired that lady.

«7 ghall be perfectly enchanted, my dear

s, Graham, to dance the German at your

bull. Ilove the German, In faet, 1 adore

all dances. To dapee the ¢ Tlick Flock™
watlop with ¥ed Moore is perfectly Leavenly.

NMr. Moore will be present, will he not?”

«T should certainly invite Mr. Moore, if

place, I had no idéa he was so atiachod to
Mr, Moore.”

« How ig Mr. Graham?” inquired Jessie,
with a great show of Interest.

« T don't think he is at all well. ITc has
an unnceountable melancholy. I don’t think
he has sufficient ocempation for his mind.
1Tc seemed very well when ke firsl returned

From Furope, but of late he Las been much

depressed. T thought this little excitement
of Mr. Franchot’s would do him good; bnt
he will not listen to the proposak ¢ Never
let me hear you mention Wyckef 11:11} to
me again !’ suld he; and he seemed Gerribly
put cut.” ‘
« ¥ think,” said Miss Jessie, returning to
the theme, “that old M. Franchot is per-
fectly lovely,  He is so kind and good; and
then he flatters so, like all Frenchmen.
Wot that T like flattery, by any means, I
detest it generally, but I do not mind 1t in
him. e declaved the other ni'gﬁy{ Mrs.
Graltam, that I was the pericet himage of a
Miss Ellen Somners, who, hie said, wus an old
fame of Lis, and, in her day, the most beau-
tiful girl in Awmeries!”
« Why, Miss Somers was the wife of Mr.
William Moore,” said Mrs. Graham,

« Andl was she so very beautiful?”

“Why, I never thought so, Speaking o_f
Mr. Moore, I understand his sou Harry is
coming home from San Fraveisco soon.
Tvery one thought he was dead; bub o 1\.’[1's.
Jarvis, who was an old servant in th_u fam-
'ﬂj', wrote to him, and to t]w._surpmse of
everybody lad o letter fromn him the other
dav. Mr. Graliam told me that M. Franchet
lm;l determined to leave his entire fortuue

only on youwr account,” said Mrs. Graham,
smﬁiug. «Pow't blush; he is a \'f:'ry fine
youny man. Bug there s another friend of
:vom's coming to the ball, M. Auguste Fran-
chot.” .

« ! s he?” cried the young girl

Helited, « I'in so glad! AL Franchot is one

of the dearest old fellows alive. What dc

vou think? he has invited mothey and e | $ay
1o make him 2 visit at n charming old place

on the Tudson, and we are going.”

“Yes, he hns invited Mr. Graham and

myself.  1lfe is going to have a grand Jek

champdtre in June, and sent down a pressing 1 d

invitation for us to attend. DBut whon

propased to A

strangely agitated. ‘I wouldw't go for ten | T
thousaud dollars!’ said he. Tver sinee|w

ST e
Graham to go, lic was most COUSCrvatories

to this yonng Moore, as the chiild of his oid
love.” o

«Ylow chaimingly romantic!” cried Jes-
sle, ¢ What sort of a youhg man is het”

¢ [ never saw Lim, but Mr. Grahaw says

de- | he is reported to e a contse, valgar fellow,”
)

«o g he will be rieh.”
« Yeg,” sald Mrs. Graham, and I dfu'e
the girls will think hin ;{_"O-Dd‘lookjllg
enongh; ” andthe good lady, having uttered
this libet on her sex, smiled very 11113:15:1ut}y.
Nothing eoull have been more magnifi-
2 | eent than the appearance of Mrs. Cil‘fllla[n’s
raswving-roows and parlors ou the night of
1|the ball, It was awarm evening, aud the
and  windows were opem.
he gowgeous chandclicrs were dazzling
ith numberless jets of gas;y the roems
tastefully decorated with flowers, A cov-

)
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passed in a resplendent stream il midnight. | completely charmed by the vivacity of his
The rooms prescuted a grand conp d'wil, as youug companion.

the newspaper reporters say.

Mr. Graham was, of course, present, but
much against his inclination. Ile passed to
and ro among his guests, and uttered com-
plimentary phrascs and smiled; but they
rwore sickly smiles,  ILis dark fuee was now
Labitmadly pailid. TIis hair was plentifully
streaked with gray, althoagh he was yet in
the prime of life. ITis cyes were ever rov.
ing restlessly about; his manner was quick
aund nervous.  Dark streaks beneath his

“ Now, Miss Fairfax,” said he, ¢ youmust
give me a description of 1hiese people whom
we can see through this open door.”

“You will find me a poor critic, Mr.
Moore. If Iam entertaining, you will say
T am saveastie; and if I praise every one,
you will think me disingenuous.”

““Are there many lere, then, whom you
could satirize with justice?™

“Yes, indeed. The old gentleman stand-
ing by the pillar, for instance. Ile is a

cyes betokened broken sleep.  There was | merchant in South Street and is imnensely
evidently something preying on this man's |rich. Ife talks like an old sailor. He
mind.  Au ineffaceable picture was ever actually told me once I was ‘a trim Httle

Before him: a calm river, a. young moon, a
twilight scene, with a drowning man strug-
gling in the black water, —1iiiy was what
James Groham saw painted everywhere:
in the variegated streets; in the darkness
of Lis widnight room; on the angry seas;
fu the dim interfors of churclies; on the
placid sky; in the purple onudnlation of
distant mountain tops; even there on the
frescoed walls of his parlors. This was the
appalling recolleetion that music conld not
clinrm away, nor wine drown, nor the thea-
tre’s shifting scenes change, nor the gam-
blur's frenzy overpower.,

“1 think,” said Vincent to his cousin,
Luey Yiocent, in the pauses of a quadrille,
@I think my mother has been extremely
fertunate in securing an array oi'be:mty to-
night, Who is the younyg lauly my fricud
Moore seems to be gso much pleased with ?
T wus presented to her, but did net hear the
name.” ’

#1 am surprised that you should ask.
That 15 Miss Fairfax.”

“Quito protty,” said Vincent, eavelessly,
—too adroif to praise a ludy’s beauty to
anothoer,

“Do you think so? Gentlemen scem to
admire rer. Well, she i3 o nice girl, but
her mother is a ridleulous woman, —a, per-
feet Mvs, Malaprop.  That is she talking
with your father.”

“Aud rot much to my father's delight,
Judging from the expression of his fuce.”

*Your father does not seem to bein very
good spivits.” Vincent’s face fell. T have
notieed lately that he is mueh depressed.
e has retired from business, or I should
say niercantile affairs treoubled him.”

In the menn time Jessic Fairfax and Ed-

yaeht.”

‘A nantical compliment, truly,” said
Edwin, laughing. < There he goes to speak
to Mrs. Graham. Iwonder whether he will
address her in the same style. What an
clegant woman Mrs. Graham is!”

“She was a greut belle when young, I
have heard,” said Jessie. ¢ You and her
son are great friends, — are you nog? ”

“ We ought to be. He has saved my
life three times; olce from drowning.”

¢ What were the other oceasions?”
“When I nearly died of typloid fever at
eollege, Vineent devoted every momeit to
watching me. The doctor said I owed my
lifé to his more than woman’s tenderness
and skill. But another act of his I shall
never forget while I'live. Perhaps you may
bave heard his mother mention a trip he
took to Pavuma during Lis long winter va-
cation last year. I accompanied him. We

{found great sport huuting and {ishing.

Vincent is a perfect Indian in the woods.
One day we two fogether wandered far off
from camp and were surprised, so engrossed
were we with our sport, by night. It was
hopeless to attempt to rejoin our compan-
ions, — g0 we determined to hivouae for the
night where we were, DBuot scarecly had
the suu set when o thick and palpable mist
covered us. That mist, Miss Fairfux, looked
to ug like a deatli-shroud.  We well knew
what it was, It was the fatal sign of wmula~
ria, commnon to that heastly elimate, — [rar-
don the expression. 1he unirappy traveller,
once chilled through with that, Liss not a
hope of life. *We ave in for it, Ned,’ said
Vincent; and we were indeed. To light a
fire with the soaked wood was impossible.
We drained our flasks of whiskey, wrapped

1lat time he went there to attend Mr. Wyek-
off*s funeral, aund Mr., Wilijam Mforﬂ was lm“
drowned, he shudders at the mention of the | fro

ol way stretetiod from the street to the
nt door, and over it youth and beauty

win Moore had strolled into g little room | ourselves in our thin clauks, the only pro-
at the Ieft of the dancing-hall, where they | tection we had, and lay down. I remermber
cnjoyued a delightful téte-i-téte. Moore was { how we bade each other ¢ good-by,’ for we
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nover expected to awake o ive, Well, Ilay
there shivering, nnable to sleep.  © Are you

They had met only once or twice before;
but Edwin’s inteliectunl face had intercsted

cold, my boy?’ suid Vincent, cheorfuily. |her at once, and she bad found a charm ia

My teeth chattered in reply. After a while
Idored, T remember waking several times
in tlie night, feeling warm and comfortable,
and hearing a dull noise aronnd me. 1In the
morning I was aroused by the bright rays
of the sun, and, jumping up, imagine my as-
tonishment and gratitude, Miss Fairfax,when

1 saw that I had slept with Vincent’s cloak
and coat over me; and there was the dear
fellow in lLis shiré-sleeves, thrashing the
trees with a log to keep warm. This man
had stripped himself of his only protection
against denth to save my life. As soonas I
was able T spole to him. ¢ Come, belay that
yuarn,” cried Vincent, ¢ what are you making
all that fass about? I mwade up my mind
that if one of ug had to die it shouldn’t be
vou, for I got you into this serape. I cun't
for the life of me sec that I've done any-
thing vomarkable.! And Vint. never did sce
it. T know that he regarded that decd of
rare devotion as a mere ordinary act of
common friendship.”

¢ And did he never feel the effect of the
minsma?” asked Jessie, who had listened
breathlessly to the narrative.

“ Not in the least. I down’t believe that
fellow is composed of the same materials
ovdinary mortals are made of, e told me
that when he felt the deadly cold creeping
to Lis bones he had gone through the most

7 ardueus gymnastic feats on the limbs above
my head, and then commenced threshing
the trees, Ile had used up about a cord of
wood, he said; and I should think he had.
Certainly the spot looked as if o herd of
wild bulls had held high ecarnival there
during the wmight. It was wonderful that

he could maintain bhis circulation; for the.

effect of the futal mist is to deprive c2 of
all desire or power of activity. <1 made up
my wind to grind myself down to it, - said
Yineent, - angd that is the secret of his sue-
cess.  He ¢pgrinds himself down’ as he
says, when lie wishes to accomplish any-
tiing, and is perfectly incapable of giving
in”

¢ You are truly an eloguent eulogist, Mr.
Moore.”

“ Any blockhead could be eloguent on
sguch a theme,” cried Edwin.
loved any one a3 I love that man,— any
man, I mean.”

Miss Jessie’s heart beat tumultuously at
these words. An unaccountable prescience

his presence, and felt an indeflnuble want
when he waa away. It is the old, old btory
These two had met their fate.

All the accessories of the place were per-
feetly adapted to alove-scene. The elegant.
and retired apartment, — perfeetly retired
now, for an opague ground-glass door had
swung to, shutting out the dancers,—an
apartment evidently constructed for téte-a-
tites,the faint odor of flowers, the ravishing
strains of music, the glimpse of the open
conservatory, the erystal mooulight shining
through the latticed window.

« And,” continued Moore, **when I love,
I woyrship.”

< J3ut that is idolatry.” .

< ¢ Weli, although I. do not admit I am a
heathen, I confess 1 idoelize.”

«Put there is no one worthy of sach 2
gentimens, Me, Moore.”
«There is, Miss Fairfax.
know omne.”

“Shall we not rejoin the company, Mr.
Moore 27

“ Why so?”

“ Why, I want to introduce you to some
of those young ladies.”

¢ Oh, not now!” cried Kdwin, becoming
sentimental. ¢ The violet is a pretty flower,
but tame beside the rose.” 2

« Really, Mr. Moore, you speak in par-
ables.” )

« Will you let me, then, speak plainly ?”
Jessie grew alarmed. She knew the de-
fences of her heart were weak, and she
dreaded an nssault. She sought to pavley
with the besieger.

« Would you not like to danee?” said she.

¢ The gets are full, and the music has be-
gun, 1 find this little room so pleasant 1
ghould like to stay here.”

i« But will they not miss us?”

«Qh, every one is too much engrossed with
the business of the ball to note even your
absence, Miss Fairfax.”

Jessie was fain to be content.  She strove
to distrack the enemy till help arrived.

“ Clome, tell me some more ancedotes,”
eried she.

Unfortupate girll She opened the gates

At leasi:, I

I never | for the gstormer to rush in.

4 'he story I have 18 short, hut true, Miss

Jessie”
« Tet me hear it,” said the unsuspicious

maiden, rejoicing at her success.

told the young girl that Moore loved her,

Moore know that time was precious. ;t
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was o habit of his never to throw away op-
portunities, and he thus seemed to others to
create them .

“ My story,” said he, <is in three words,
— 1 leve you.”

At this sudden ayvowal, Jessie’'s glowing
check showed a deeper fire,  She could not
repress her agitalion.  She plucked the
unoffending rose, she held, to picces, and
dropped the fragrant fragments on the floor.

“And there is a sequel to it,” pursned
Edwin. ‘Do you, can you ever love me?
O Jessie!” hie continued, ¢ yoa have heard
to-night of a love that eould brave drown-
ing, and fever, and malaria, to serve a friend.
My heart is full of a love for you, beside
which this senthment sinks to cool indiffer-
cnce. T am not used to the phrases of the
courticr, Jessie, but I say with the full force
of my being that if you blessed me with
your love, there Is no aet so dificalt, no dau-
ger so appaliing I wonld not do or dave for
you”

Fuaster eIl the fragments of the flower.
Her impaticnt lover could not sco Jessie's
averted face.

¢TI know not whether you tern away in
diflidence or aversion, but let me kuow my
fate, Jessie,—wvilt younot? Whisper theone
word that will make me ever bappy,” said he,
inalow tone, bending overher, “ Do you noé
wish to gpeak?  Place, then, that torn rosc
inmy hand, and I shall know it as a token
of my joy; let it drop to the ﬂom and my
lopes will fall, too.™”

There was silence.  Jessie held the muoti-
lated fower ia her taper flngers.  Edwin
looked on breathlessly. She raised it slowly.
“Is she going to drop 16?77 tiought he, in
tremor.  Slowly Jessie’s lovely face twns
towards him, and a look of love, — deep, in-
tense, and hearifelt, — glances from her
violet cyes; the white hand approsches
Edwin’s; a slight toneh scts his veins on
fire; she places the rose Heltly in his hand
and swiftly draws her own away,

£#0h, this i3 heaven!” cries Edwin.
“Croakers anad fools | there's uo such thing
as Sorrow on the carth!”  And he encircles
the lovely form with ardent arms. The
blushing giri does not draw away ; she yiclds
to his cavess, and her velvet lips meet hisi in
the frse thrilling Libs of love.

O Love! velic of paradisc! priviloze of
gods! Iet woe come! Ho thou art hot
absent, every other joy may go; cvery grief
come in!

The soft notes of the nmsic still are heard.
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of heaven now, sweeter than ever thrilled
ungelic wires, to those two lovers.

CHAPITR VII.
MIDNIGHT ADVENTURES.

Iv one of the dirtiest and most Aismal
stroots that lic like a vast morass on the east
side of New York, where beggary skulks
and thicves ““most do congregate,” there
stood at the period of which we write, and
perhiaps mow stands, o small, two-story,
wooden house, whose appearance was dilap-
idated and forlorn. The old, wooden steps
woere worm-ciaten and broken, the windows
were mostly destitute of glass, the clumsy
shatters hung precariously on one hinge, or
were altogether gone. The interior was
what one would have expeeted from the out-
side A Dbroken floor, uncovered by oil-
cloth or earpet, o deerepit pair of staira,
roagh, unpainted plaster walls. The lower
rooms were vacant and unfursished. Up-
stairs there was bué one aparément that
gave any cvidence of habitation, In this
wretched room there were afew incomplete
chairs, a low table, on which werve scattered
wriling materials, and on which sputtered
n solitary, miscrable ¢ dip.” In a corner
stood a large safe, which kad once been very
handsome, but its venger and gilt were al-
most completely knocked off and rubbed out;
the ceilitg was discolored by the rain that
had made its way through the lexky roof;
tho barve floor was encrusted with 1nnd; g
melancholy fire smouldereg in the rosty
grato, - in short, an air of complete dis-
comfort prevailed. There were two oceu-
pants of this room. In the short, wells
fOl‘lle.(l man, with red hair and brutal mouth,
we recognize our ol scequaintance, Jzra
Iloyt. He poured some steaming liquorinto
ahroken tumbler, stirred it with the handle
of his kuife, ind slowly drank it. Years
had changed this man’s physigue greatly.
ilis shoulders were very broad, his arms
huge; he was cvidently posscssed of im-
nense strength,

Ilis companion, who sat smoking a short
clay pipe, was & man of about fifty years of
age. 1Ie had a head of eoarse Dhlack hair
matted down upon his narrow forehead.
1lis eyes were blick and piercing, his full
lips were Mceentious-looking., He was evi-
dently @ great drinker; e had gone heyond

They were fine before, but thev are strains

the stare that makes the face flushed and
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red; it was pallid with habitual dranken-
ness.

«T think we have managed the game well,
Ezra,” saic this man.

« Tyow't call me Bzra, old man, I'm Ilarry
Moore.”

« Beg pardon,” said the other, jocoscly
touching his cap. ¢ Ilave you secn the old
Freunchman? ™

s No, I've been in no hurey to present
mysclf”

ayorve donc well. Mounseer Parlez-
vous woukd e none too pleased at such an
ugly ewh as yourscif.”

¢ Cone, look hoere! have @ eiviltongne in
your head, will you?” eried the other, sav-
agely.

«Don't fare up so. That game wonlb
work with me, You can't get along with-
out me and the old woman.”

“(Oh, yowve dene remarkably well, no
doubt; butif I'm to he so immensely ricl,
I should iike some of ‘the wherewithal®
now. I'm broke, I tell yow”

¢ ITave paticuce —have patienee. It will
come in thne.”

«Jlave patience ! eried the other, fierecly.
« Haven's we heen walting year after year,
and year after year, without getting any
nearcr? Franchot is as likely tolive as long
as cither of ng. Why the devilcan'the die?”

¢ Mps. Jurvis says that; hal ha! aint she
a trump?”

¢ Now, what are you grinning at?" said

Ezra, with slow, sareustic enunciatlon. The
other scemed immensely tickled at some
fancy.

T gay, nint that woman a genius 7 Gad
2 lucky day for us when we nude Mrs. Jar-
vis's acquaintance. Ial hal?”

SoWhat il the old woman blows on us?”

“Blow be hanged! Why, man, her
game's oues. . Cut me up into bullet patches,
if T ever saw her equal.  The way she man-
aged to make hexsclf Franchor's louse-
kecper beat the devil!™

« What does she say about his health?”

¢ Bhe says he's got the gout bad.”

“ That's nothing.  Menlive for years with
the gout. I tell you that man ought to dic,
and dic now” ’

« But supposce he wow't? ”?

s Then,” said Bera, stretehing across the
tahle to his companion, aud lowering his
voice to a malignant whisper, ¢ he ought to
be made to die”

The other started, and his glass stopped
midway to his lips.

“Yes, T do mean. What's the use of
mincing matlers? Knock the old dog on
the head.”

“1 dow't like the idea,” said the other
(who was Rzra’s futher). ’

“Whynot? I'd do it myself. T ripped
a fellow open in 8t Louis once, and I'd do
it again.”

The fellow’s face looked like a fiend’s, as
Iie nttered this bratal boast. I¥is rufiian
companion instinctively drew back.

u Put suppose we should kill him before
he had made his willy then we should be
cutting our own throats,” said Richard
IHoyt. .
sPhat's true. Well, we must find ong
whether he has made it or not; and Mrs.
Jarvis must do that job.”

« o you suppase I never thought of that
before? Mps. J. has heen gt i for a montly,
but he keeps bis papers hidden.”

«They must be got at.”

wyvell, Jarvis will de it, if any one can.”
« el her to harey up. ¥ tell you, I st
have seme moncy.”

«Jlave you tried garroting, lately?”

& gt ! man, — dow't talk soloud. No, but
T shall, this night. What do you Ieep this
infernal hole here for? Dowt the police
sugpeet this crih?”

+Noy they think an old miscr lives ieve.”
T sy, what have you got in that safe?”
Ol some very interesting little docu-
ments.”

« T {are say. Can't I seo them?”

¢ Not to-night. Sowme time.”

¢ Boon?”

“Yes”

ayell,” said Tava, rising, @I came here
to-night to bhroach this plan of fnizhing the
old Frenchmean, I tell you, it must be
done. Think over it, I will see you soon
again.”

fhic men separated. Thzra, or the psendo
Harry Moorte, groped down the creaking
stairs.

« 1 must relieve some swell of his super-
fiuous cash,” lie mutbered; ©but there are
no luerative individuals in this vile street.
How's this? ” and he slunk quictly into the
shadow of the house. }

1t so happened that that evening Vineent
Graham liad gone over to Brooklyn to call
upon some friends in that city. Returning
late, he found no stages runuing, and seot
ont to waik up town. Ile made a short cut
through the city, and thus it came to pass

“You Jon't mean—”

Grallam was approaching with rapid steps.

" discover whether the man had any inten-

- Vineent approached, amd wonld have goietly

that, as Ezva came into the street, young -

BAFFLED

Vincent carried a light cane which he
habitnally took in midnight pernmbulations.
It was made of finely tempered stecl, but
painted in exact imitation of rattan. Its
weight alone revealed its true character.
IIe walked along with the switt, clastie step
of youth and health. His keen eye detected
the huge outlines of the rufllan traced
against a fence.

i Sufpicious stranger, I think I will avoid
you. I don't faney street fights.” Mutter-
ing this, e crossed the steeet,  His object
was twofold, — to avoid a fizht, and to

tions of molesting him. Ilo had gone but
a few yards, when Euzra also crossed the
strect.,

ALY sald Vineent to Dhimsclf, “the
hostite vessel shows her colors. You arve
not ix a pleasant fix, Graham, That ugly
craft can probably gather a fleet in no time.
At any rate, I'll meet him bows on,” and he
turned on his heel and advanced towards
the man.

Ezra.surprised at this movement, stopped.

passed, but the fellow stretched out lis
brawny arm and barred his way.

“Well, what do you want?” said Vin-
cent.

“WWhat time o’ night is ity

‘¢ About quarter of one.”

¢ Let's sec your watch.”

“ No, sir”

“Then I’ take it,” and he rughed at him
with fury.

Vincent nimbly dodged beneath the man’s
arm, and the feliow brought up vielently
against a lwmp-post,  Uttering o cry of
pain, he tursed suddenly towards his antag-
onist, Vincent stood by quictly with his
cane uplifted.

“Stand back, or you'llrepent it he eried.

“Curseyoul ” roared Ezra, < do you think
to frighten me with a twig? Give me your
watel and money, and T11 let you go.

“You arc very gencrous. Come with me
quictly to a station-house, and I won't hurt
you? .

¢ Curse yvourinsolence! Come, fork oat!
Youwon't? Then take that, you fool!” and
he sprang forward to strike.

Vineent’s cane descended like a Iightning
flash across the man’s bare neck. The ruf-
fian staggeved and fell. Vineent stooped
over him. “DIve scvered his jugular,”
thought he. At that instant he heard the
distant c¢lick of a policeman's ciub. Ife
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pavement, and presently the ¢ custodian of
the night ™ approached.

“ This fellow attacked me, and I laid him
out,” sail Vincent, looking at the prostrate
atl insensible Ezra,

A lividwelt half-enciveled the maw’s neck,
and the blood stowly trickled from it. -

“3Vhat did youstrike him with,— not that
ratian?” .

f It is o steel cane,” said Vincent.

¢TI think I've scen this cove afore,” said
the policeman, ¢ The station-house is not
far off, Will you help me lug this chup
around, siv?”

“ Certainly,” said Vineent,

They raised the man with diffleylty.

“What struckme?” gasped he; and then
caiching sight ot the uniform of the Metro-
politan police, hic added, “ AlTs np, T sce.™

“ Agsanlt, with atbempt to kill,” snid the
policeman, grimiy, “ Assault and Dattery,
anyhow. Bome years in the jug, if Judge
Mack Kunn don’t let you oft.”

They all three walked along in silenee.
Tzra glanced with adwmiration as hig ven-
quisher.

“What magic Is in that stick of yeurs,
sir?” sald he, I I inay be permitted to in-
quire. It felé like a sabre-stroke. Wil
you scll that cane, sir?”

“No, sir” ,

s yyell, yowll let me look at it, T pre-
sume § 7

“Yes, 'l do that,”

The man took the cance amd examined it
curivusly, and, to do so with more ease,
stood still.

“# Come, movce on,” gaid the policeman.

¢ Oh, come, now, let me look at this esne
before you lock me up,  That isnt much of
a favor. Let e stop a minute beneath this
tamp.”

“Well, there’s no harm in that, if you're
not too long.”

They all stopped. The policeman stood
kicking the enrb-stone with- his heel,  Vin-
cent took out a mateh-case, and endeavored
to light a cigar. KFzra leooked at the canc
with the greatest apparent curiosity.

o It isu’t steel, then, after all,” said he.
“Yes, it is,” said the policeman.

“ Are yousure? Letme see,” and he took
out his large clasp-knife. I think I can
cat it.”

“ (fitess not,” said the policeman, and he
leancd forward to observe him.

¢ IWhy, sec here,” eried Bzra; I cut it.”
The policeman leancd stili nearer. In a

struck the handle of his steel canc on the

gsccond the villain, with the quickness of
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thought, plunged the sharp blade into tho
unfortunate man's side, dashed the cane
into Vincent’s face, and ran like a deer
down an obscure side strect.

The affair was so sudden that Vincent,
who was at some little distance, had not
time to reach thom with a rapid bound, be-
fore the man was off, ‘

Doubtful for an instant whether to purste
the assassin, or succor the wounded man,
he stood still, poised by the two opposite
impelling forees, and the fellow was beyond
the reach of pursuit. Vincentbent over the
unfortunate policeman. A red stream wias
running swiftly from his side. He tore his
searf quickly off, and, with difficulty, passed
it around the man's side. He twisted his
cane intoit, and thuws improvised a tourii-
qued on the spot.

#It's no use, my friend,” said the police-
man, faintly; “I'm a goner. Leave wme
here, and run round to the station in the
next street.  If I die hefore you gebt bhack,
you will let the department know I died in
my duty, sir, —won't you?"

“ Indeed, I will,” sgid Vincent, hurrying
off.

In a moment he was hack with assistance.
The officer had fainted, and they thought
Iim dead. They lifted him up, As they
carried him along, he came to and groaned.

¢ There’s life in him, Dexter,” said cne of
the men.

¢ (Oh, he's a8 good as ten dead men yet.”

They earricd him into the station-house.
Burgical assistance was soon procured, and,
to ¥Yincent’s joy, the wound pronounced not
mortal. Vincent gave his name and address,
and rose to leave.

#You'd better not walk home,” said one
of the men.

“Why not? I don't think I shall be
molested ngain,”

« Perhaps not, bat your clothes are spat-
tered with blood, and you may be arrested.
A man covered with blood, and walking the
gtrects at this time of night, isn’t the most
innoecent-looking ohject in the world.”

_ “That’s so,” said Vincent, laughing.
" TLet me send and get you a carringe.”

« Thank you, ¥ would be obliged.”

Now this was a ruse to detain Vincent till
the wounded man revived sufliciently to talk,
which he did soon.

“This chap all right?” asked a captain
of police, in a low tone.

“Well, I should rather think he was.
He’s the gamest chap I've seen for‘many a
day-.”
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< TTis teurniquet saved your life,” said the
surgeon.

«What is your name, sir?” asked the
injured policeman.

Vincent told him.

“«Will you be kind enough to mark it
down in my book, sir? I'm no hand at
minding names.”

Yincent did so.

«WWell, Mr. Graham,” said the man, “if
you ever want Jim Parker to do anything
for you, I'fl esteem it a favor if youwll Ict
me know.”

¢TIl remember,” said Vincent, smiling.
« ¥ think I'll walk home, after all,” said le,
“if vow'll allow me to arrange my dress.”

¢ Certainly,” said the men, who were now
very respeetful ; and Vincent, with all traces
of blood removed, went ouf into the cool
night, and walked briskly up-town.

¢ My blood has been nicely stirred,” said
he to himself. 1 should like a row. I'd
give a good deal to cowe across my treach-
erous acguaintance of Catharine Street just
now.”

He reached the quict up-town streets, and
began to think ke should meet with no
more adventures that night. As his steps
celoed down the dismal avenue, e saw o
man approaching. They metbeneath a gas-
lamp. Thestrapger — atall man, with long,
black Dheard - glanced indifferently at Vin-
cent’s face, on which the lamp east a full,
clear light. The coarcless gize changed
instantly into a look of keen intentness, and
Le stopped.

t Another footpad,” thought Vincent,
gmiling grimly, and ke stopped. - The stran-
ger gazed n silence, while a look as of min-
gled hate and fear was pluinly painted on
his face.

& \¥ell, what do you want?” said Vincent.

e Great Heavens! the look! the voicel
IIas the devil rencived his youth?”

At these strange words Vincent stared.
i A Juuatie, evidently,” thought he.

“What do you mean, sir?* he said; * can
I do anything for you?”

deriog, and there was certainly o wild look
in his eyes.

Vincent sald nothing, and the man soon
grew calm.

«Fool that I am?!” cried he; ¢ it must be
his gon. This ig young Mr. Grabam, is it
not?”

At this Vincent stared in amazement.

«You arc right; but who are you, may I

ask?”

© Away, you flend ! ciied the man, shud-
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“Yes,”sald the man, as if talking to him-
self, ¢ this must be James Graham’s son.”

¢TIt is,” said Vineent.

¢ A fair hlossom for go foul a root.”

‘““What do you mean by that?” eried
Vincent. )

¢ Mark you, boy!" gaid the man; ¢ does
your father live?™

“ Yes, sir”

¢ TIn wealth and lionor?”

#Yeg, sir.”

“The lightning has never stricken him,
nor the earth swallowed him ¢

“ Most decidedly not.”

Tt most be so! There i3 no God in
heaven!”

Vincent, thoroughly pnzzied, was deter-
mined to investigate this mystery.

“#“Pray how did you know me, sir?” he
asked. :

« Thank God! he still lives,” said the
stranger, continuing his soliloquy, ntterly
ignoring Vineent's presence, ¢ The greedy
grave has not cheated me.” Then looking
at young Graham, he fdded, ¢ And this is a
lLizman being.  You have no claws or cloven
feet, young siv?”

¢ Really, sir,” said Vineent, ¢ if you wish
me to stand out here at this time of night,
to talk with you, I beg you to be more in-
telligible.”

¢ Pardon me,” said the man, recovering
himself; * my feelings overcame me.”

“YWhat is the cause of your agitation,
sir?” ‘

« Qh, ask me not! God grant you may
ne rer know!”

+ Bt how did vou know mae?”

¢ By your resemblance, slight indeed, but
unmistakable, to your father:”

¢ Then you know him well 27

Again the maws eyes glaved. ¢ What
mystery 1s here!” thought Vincent.

¢ T know him slightly,” said the stranger,
with an effort; “but hie does nol know me.”

¢3¥hat is your name, gir?”

¢ Morris.”

“ Do you want to see my father?” -

s« Not now, not now, but soon, but soon,”
gaid the man, rapidly.

“ Do you live in the city, sir?”

« ¥ arrived to-night from Australia.”

¢ Well, Mr. Morrlg, I'will not detain you.”

t Stay; where does your father live?”

Vincent tolct him.

«T am obliged to you. Do you belicve
in ghosts? ” he asked, abruptly.

«T believe in the possibility of ghosts,”
said Vincent.

¢ Well, you have talked with one to-
night.”

‘¢ Angels and ministers of grace dofend
us,’” eried Vincent, in pretended alarm.

“Do not jest, young man,” cried the
otlier, sternly.

¢ Whom do you hannt ?” asked Vincent.

¢ None now; I bide my time.”

#Well, my supernataral sir, good-night.”

Vincent walked home. TI& went into his
room. Ld. Moore, who was his ¢ chum?®
here as well as at college, was asleep and
dreaming of love. MHe awoke as Vincent
came in,

“ Well, yow've kept good hours to-night.”

#iL could a tale unfold” my ehum,
“would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy
young bleod, make each particulmr hair to
stand on end like quills upon the fretful
porcupine.”” )

“What in the name of sense have you
heen doing, Vint.; what's become of your
scarf ¢

“0h, Ive been told to ‘stand and de-
liver® on thé mayor’s highway, have cut
down the ‘gentleman of the road,’ have
bound the wounds of an assassinated man,
and have met and talked with a ghost.”

“Teally, you've done well. <I pray you
when you these unlucky deeds relate, noth-
ing extenuate nor set down aught’ for
effect. I know from yourlooks vow've heen
up to something, and just my lack to be out
of the way." ’

Viucent thercupon told him of his event-
ful walk from the Brooklyn ferry.

“Thia Morris passes my comprehension,
— calling himself a ghost and me a devil,”

“7Tig strange,” said Edwin.

“#“¢ As T do live, my honored’ chum, ¢’tis
true.’ ¥ .

He ard Moore were soon asleep., Had
they looked into the street they would have
scen the black-bearded man pacing up and
down on the opposite pavement, and gazing
with glaring eyes at Grabam’s house.

CHAPTER VIII.

Y SWERT BIXTEEN.”

Tir lovely promise of Ethel Moore's
childhood was not falsifled. At sixteen she
was the most bewitching young creature
that can be well imagined, Of the pecu-
liatly lovely type of beauty uniting dark

hair and elear light complexion, she pos-
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sessed, too, a very pleasing voice, and a

¢t Oh, upon my word, not much,” said the

laugh that was the embodiment of light- | hypoeritical Frenchman.

hearted merriment. Until the time when

As Ethel and her father entercd the

Mr. Moore reluctantly revealed the story | house, Vincent was standing Icaning cave-

of her infancy, nothing had occurred to

4

legsly agaiust a pillar opposite & door, talk-

shade her face or dampen her natural gay- [ ing with a young lawyet,— ITarry Kavanagh,

ety. And, though she heard the recital

Ethel's graceful fignre passed quickly by the

with many tearg, the sorrow was cvanes- | door, and her timid, eager glance met Vin-

cent, and her clastic spirits soon recovered
from the depressing ceffect of the revelation.
She peruscd the few lincs her dead mother

cept’s,
¢ Heavens!” he exclaimed, startinge;
“yision of paradise! Are we in the Kast,

had written, over and over, and kept them |Kavanagh?”

among her girlish treasures, Her sweet
voice was soon heard in happy songs agaia.

Visiting New York with her father, she
was fnvited with him to attend M. Fran-
chot’s annual féte champétrs, at Wyckoff
Hall. So, one charming June day, Mr.
Moore and Lithel reached the hospitable
mansion. As they walked from the railway
station over the smooth gravel-path and up
the velvety lawn, they could hear the sound
of music and laughter in the house, and
catch glimpses throngh the open parior
windows of many flgures dancing. OId
Franchot stood on the steps to receive

- them; he had grown corpulent, red-ficed,
and jolly as Falstaff, He was evidently
astonished at Ethel’s radiant beauty, * Itis
an angel! aseraph!” he exclaimed, ecstat-
ifcally. Xthel, unused to social assemblies,
wag dazzled by the brillianey of the scene,
at which she stole a glance, then hurried up
the wide old stairs,

Conspicuons among the gentlemen pres-
ent on tliis occasion werve Vincent Graham
and Edwin Moore. The former had just
returned from an cxtended tour in Europe;
the latter had obtained & commission in the
army immediately after graduation, had
been ordered to New Mexico, distinguished
himself there in an affair with Indians on
the frontier, been breveted, and was now
home on *sick leave.”

“T enjoyed your féee very mmch the last
time I was up here,” observed Mrs. Fairfax
to M. Franchot. “I do love to sce the
young people dancing by moonlight, — that
is,” she added, ‘¢if there ig any moon,”

“TYour daughter is very lovely, madam,”
said Franchot, lrretevantly,

“Yes,” replied the lady, with pride, ¢ T
think she is. Lverybody says she is the
image of what Iwas at her age.”

¥ You must really have been very beauti-
ml'!l
“ Why, yes, I was,” sald Mrs, Fairfax,
complacently. I think I have faded

¢ Explain.”

«T saw an houri glide by; I caught a
olimpse of an uaveiled goddess in the hall;
the days of mythology have retwned;
Venns has come down from Olympus.”
“YWhere is the vision?” said Kavanazh.
“T see no one in the hall hut o pleasant-
looking old gentleman talking with our
host.”

¢ (Oh, she has gone bhack to the clonds, no
douht. The earth is too base for her to
tread.”

“ Really, Vint., your rhapsodies cxcite
me. Think you the goddess will return?”
“1 pray Jupiter she may, and yet I dread
to sce her. I eomnld not hear the full efful-
gence of her heanty, and retain my sight.”
“TIpon my word, Vint., the apparition
must have been a rare onc. I never saw
you s excited,”

T looked into heaven, Harry,” said Vin.
cent, gravely.

¥ ghall ask M. Tranchot who the angel
1%,” said Kavanagh, and off he went.

The Tistlessness had now all disappeared
from Vincent’s manner, He stood crect,
eager, expoctant, — his check aglow, his
eye on firc. As Iithel entered, leaning on
her father's arm, he felt that his rhapso-
dies had been tame. Gentlemen gathered
arond her, but Vincent stood aloof. Ile
conld not define the feeling he expericnced,
There was nothing like bashfalness in his
composition, hut he feld a sort of awe of
this young creature, as onc mwight feel in
the prescnee of a superior being, ¢ That
girl bewitches me,” ho said to himself,
wonderingly.

Whiat need to multiply words? | That
rare, beautifnl, yet awful miracle had oe-
curred, — he had fallen in love at first sight.

Franchot approached.. ¢ Come, Mr. Gra-
ham, let me present you to la reine du
salonr.”’

¢¥ shall he most happy,” sald Vicent,
with a momentary faintness.

< Allons done.”

good deal,”
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ITis timidity — which amazed and enraged
him — vanished after he had exchanged
two sentences with Eehel, Her girlish
bashfulness pat him instantly at ease, and
he graduslly drew her into an animated
conversation. They naturully speke of the
Liouse. -

“Yes, it is n pleasant place,” observed
Vinecunt; “buat a melancholy eatastrophe
ocearred here onee, Ahl I forget it was
your uncle, Mr. William Moore, who was
drowned here. Forgive me for recalling
the cvent.” :

“1 knew my uucle was drowned in the
Hudson, but did not know it was at this
pluace.”

“Ie was drowned the day after Mr
Wyckoll"s faneral, The old gentleman's
will had just been read, leaving his fortune
to your unele aund my father, half to each,
and iff one died, the other to have the
whole. Within an hour your uncle was
drowned, and tay futher left sole heir,”

“ S0, by the melsncholy death of two dear
friends, your father found himself pos-
sessed of o large fortune,” said Ethel,

‘Now Vincent had often heard these facts
related, had often thought of them; but the
way Ethel presented them, by her easual
remark, started o new and horrible thought.
The awful conjecture rushed with saeh
foree into his mind, that he staggered as
it a powerful blow lLsad smitten him, and
hig, face blanched to an ashy palencss.
Nothing but the murvellous power this wan
had over his nerves preveated him from
fulling,

“You are ili, Mr. Graham,” cried Tthel,
in alarm.

¢ It is nothing,” said Vincent, recovering
himself with an effort. <A gudden faint-
ness! It is very curious; I never was
alfected this way before. The roon is
warm 3 will you ecome cut on the piazz, Misy
Moore? You could havdly have o"served
the view on enterivg, and it is veally fne,”

They went ont and sat upon a rus'ic scad
on the veranda. The night way clondy, bat
quite light, for the moon was full. The
bloft opposite bank was hathed’ in light
from the castern moon, though the nearer
side was buried in gloom,

“You can see the distant peaks of the
Catskills up the river,” said Vincent. «T
should like to have an opportunity, Miss
Moore, of showing you the country about
here; you are an enthusiastic lover of
nature.”

took this fact for granted. “I have seen
nothing in the way of country other than
the rural suburbs of Boston,”

“They are beautiful, I have travelled
over a large part of the globe, seen Swiss
Alps, Italian chanpaigus, Sicilian vine-
yards, and after all, Miss Moore, I think
Ameries s lovelier than any other land.
The Rhine ought not to be mentioned in
the same breath with this river at our feet,”

“Buat did you not think the intense culti-
vation of Haglish lands prednced & much
moxe beautiful effect than the picturesque
wildness of our own?”

“Well, certainly, trim hedges and smooth
lawns, as evidenciug taste and refinement,
are very plensing; but I was ounly speaking
of what nature has done tor us. I should
be glad, indeed, to see the hand of art ve~
move some of our American roughness.?

“1g there not here a want of the clabo-
rate perfection of 0ld-World life, —a want
of finish, a sort of repalsive newness? 7

- A freshness and newness, indeed, but
not repulsive to me. The newness of abun-
dant and unused material, the freshness of
undeveloped capability, When our coun-
try has grown ripe and mellowed, as it
were, there will be a ‘perfection’ beside
which the polished beauties of Rurepe will
seem commonplace. OQur universitics, our
art, poctry, —all are yet young. But really,
Miss Moore, we are very sage, This sccne,
the sound of music, the laughter of revel-
lers, are poor accompanimoents to such a
very grave conversation.” )

“A wost abrupt change would be to
poetry.” .

“And a happy one. You are a poetess.”

* Iudeed, I'm nothing of the sort.”

“ Pavdon me, —you are.”

“ Why are you so positive on a point on
which it is tmpossible you should De in-
formed? Have you ever seewn any of my
poetry ?*

“ Nothing but the poctry of your glance
and smile.”

“Now, Mr. Graham, though the moon-
light may scem to demand it, do not he-
come sentimental.”

“Sentimental! I was making the most
prosaic statement in the world.” ’
“Well, if there was no rhyme in it,
neither was there rcason. Do you not
think my brothier leoks very ill1?”

‘Not very strong. DBut there is no fear
of him; he carries about a preservative of
life.”

Ethel smiled at the quiet way in which he

“Indeed! what?”
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“Why, love. That passion will keep
‘him alive, even if his splendid constitution
should fail.”

t Tg there, then, such an efficacy in that
‘gentiment?”

“I merely speak from ohservation and
testimony. I have as yet had no experi-
ence. I wonder I have escaped so long.”

© And so do I when I look at those young
ladijes in the other reom.”

¢ Yos. Thave thought them all beautiful.”

“ [fave thought! Why do you use the
past tense?” .

Vineent hesitated. e did net dare to
say what he meant. T suppose,” said he,
¢ T have become wearied of their styles of
beauty.”

“Then you have a capricious and unrea-
sonable taste, Mr, Graham. Here come
some of the heauties now; you mwust intro-
dace me.”

“ With pleasure. {Confound the people!)™
muttered Vincent to himself.

‘A large party soon gathered on the
piazza. The clouds suddenly broke away,
and the full moon shone in unveiled loveli-
ness.  The river lay like molten silver.

« A perfect night for a vow on the river,”
remarked Temple.

¢ A lucky thought, Ned,” cried Vincent.
¢ Hlow does the proposal pleage you, young
ladies? ”

Several pleaded the dampness of the
evening and declined, but a small party
that included Jessie Fairfax and ILthel
applauded the scheme.

They walked down the lawn to the pie-
turesque boat-house. The porty was hila-
rious and wpoisy, but Vincent was quiet, for

a tranquil happiness possessed him. He
felt the flrst calm delight of that strange
passton, which sometimes is a pleasant
dream, sometimes a waking horror, some-
times a piacid joy, sometimes a destroying
frenzy.

“1t waa about here, I suppose, that my
poor uncle was drowned,” said Ethel.

A spasin of pain swept across Vincent’s
faec.

¢ Yas,” he replied, “I believe he fell from
the bank yonder. Are you clad warmly
cnough, Miss Moore?”

¢ Oh, yes, thank you. It was strange he
could not climbup that bank! It is notso
very steep.”

Again the horrible thought tortured
Yincent., ¢ My God!” he thought in silent

agony, ‘it cannot be so. I will not yicld
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into the water, as your brother did onee,”
said he.

“My brother!”

“Yes, T think 1§ was he, if I rccolleet
aright. He fainted in the water and had o
narrow chance of it.”

“ITow was he rescued?” .,

¢ One of the fellows flshed him out, I be-
lieve. Don’t you think the hounse looks
pretty from Lere? ™

¢« Tothel,” said Moore, who was walking
behind them with Jessic on Lis arm, I
never wrote about thag little aftair, did I?
I knew hetter than to frighten mother out
of hier wits, The ‘fellow’ who flshed me
out, Kttie, is the ¢fellow’ you are waiking
with.”

#Tg it possible!?” ervied Ethel, looking
with such a bewitching glance of admira-
tion and gratitude into Vincont’s face, that
he felt he should like to spend a yemr in
diving after drowning men to earn another.
“No wonder then you are such good
friends. You shall be my friend for that,
Mr. Graham.” ]

The low, tender tones perfectly ravished
Vincent’s heavt, Ile felt an ahnost irre-
pressible impulse to clasp the lovely young
creature to his arms on the spot, bat, in-
stead of outraging propriety thas, remarked
quietly but in tones whose deep earnestness
thrilled Lithel, — :

“Then T am indeed repaid.”

The merry party took possession of Mr.

geized an oar.

¢ Now, young ladies,” said Moore, “a
division of Iabor. We will pull, but you
must sing.  Come, Jessie!”

A stireing air was sung melodiously, and
the boat dashed along in time to its mess-
urc.

CIHHAPTER IX.
THFE TRTE CIIAMPETTIE.

Trr day of the fite was a glerions one.
The forenoon was spent in busy and de-
lightful preparation, and, at about one, the
party proceeded in a joyous procession to
the grove, where the music of & band was
already astonishing the birds, The green
swird had been trimmed, and rolled into a
smooth, elastic dancing-floor, awl the fwn-

to the awful fancy.”

tasticaily attived guests were soon merrily

‘“ He might have fallen in a fainting-fit -

Franchot's large barge and each gentleman .
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at work. It had heen Mr. Franchot’s desire
that each one shorldl agsome a character,
and wenr the appropriate costume, although
uot masked; so, on that pleasant summer
aflernoon, the shady old grove was fiiled
with lords and clowns, shepherdesses and
naiads, angels, dovils, courtiers, quakers,
~— 1 shovt, everything that whimsical faney
“conld devise. Vincent —a bold ontlaw and
archer in Lincolu-green -—looked with im-
patience through the throng for Ethel. Iie
saw, at length, a gracefully attired dryad —
2 visiou fairer than Calypso. A tall, slim

young fop, appropriately gotten up as af.

buboon, was talking with her, making a
combination exceedingly ludicrows and ab-
surl.

Vineent approached.

“ Fairnymph!” said he, ¢ sweet "oddcss,

‘Spreng from fountains, and from sacred groves,
And holy steenns that flow into the sea,

will fortune attend my arrow in the chase
to-day?”

“Nay, bold avcher, these rovels will
fright away the timid decr.”

“Then will I forego the hunt, and stay
to attend thee, fair Oread.”

“Be thou constant then, and I will show
thee ¢ springs of streams and verdant grassy
shades,” where the base minious of the law
cunnot molest thee.”

“That will I. Come with me and add
thy graceful figure to the dance.”

“ T am bespoken now.”

“What! to that creature! to that eari-
cature of man? )

“Really, Mr. Graham,” said the inane
swell, who did oot at all enter into the
spirit of the scene, “your expressions, sir—*

“TUpon my word, Mr. Livingstone,” in-
terrapted Vincent, with a slight sneer, ¢ do
you expeet me to take off my hat and bow
to a baboon; or did yoéun assume that taste-
ful costome with an intention of supportmcr
the eharacter?”

“0h! aw! beg pardon. TForgot I was
rigged up so, 1 helieve I shall tuke this off;
it is not at all comfortable.”

“(h, do not, Mr. Livingstone,” cried
Ethel; ¢“you are really asccond Martinetti,”

¢ Well, Miss Moore, let us join the dan-
cers.”

They strolled off. Ethel smiled at Vin-
cent over her shoulder, and he raised his
plumed hat and bowed.

 Lovely girl,” thought he, take off that

At this moment Jessie Fairfax, exceed-
ingly pretty in the graceful garb of Undline,
approached with Kavanagh, who was pic-
turesquely attired as a cavalier of Charles
the First, with long, fowing wig and ruffles.
velvey doublet and small-sword dangling at
his gide. *

“1 thank thee, fair Undine, that thou hast
strayed away from thy native stream, to
visit the haunts of mortals. e not {right-
cned at this honest archer.”

“Ha!” erled Vincent, advancing; “y‘()u[
purse, my pretty lord !~
“WWhat,' sitrah! wouldst thou bite the
dust?” .

“Peace, men!” cried Jessie; “put up
your weapons.”

“1 yicld to thee, sweet nymph,” eaid
Vincent,

“1 sheathe my thnqtv steel at thy com-
mand,” said ITarry, with 80 much empresse-
ment that they all Inughed.

A comical coutrast was now presented hy
the appearance of a gentle sheplerdess,
Miss Schuyler by name, in the eseort of an
Italian bandit, Bdwin Moore.

He was very fievee and handsome in his
plumed hiat, sash, :md jacket, and immense
top-hoots.

“Behold gentleness and fury side by
side,” said Vinceut,

 Bweet shepherdess, may I not seck thy
wandering lambs ? ” said Edwin.

“ Nay, bold robher, you would alarm the
timid floek.”

“8o0 I do not frighten the shepherdess, I
am content,  Ah! Robin Hood, and you, my
gailant lord, why join ye not the merry
dance?”

¢ This sprite of the stream has charmed
us forth,” said Kavanagh.

“ Graceful Undine, releage thy spell over
these; lIet me be thy slave.”

“What, false one!™ cried the shepherd-
ess, “ wouldst thou desert me?”

#Nay, I would swear allegiance to both.”
“But I will not have & divided homage,
I rencunee thee.”

“And I,” said Undioe.

#Then bold bandit,” said Vincent, laugha
ing, *in striving for each, thon hast lost
both.”

“1 sec. Then will T seek other charm-
ers; ™ and he went merrily away.

“The cavalier has deserted me for the
shepherdess,” said Jessic, ¢ Nay, come not
back now; it is too late.”

“ Loveliest of naiads,” said the archer,

flowing robe and you are still a goddess!”

“may I presume to be thy slave?”
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« T fear me thon art bewitched by a wood-
nympis”

“ Nuy, goddess of the stream, thon dost
me wrong, A dweller in her own wild
woods, a halry monster has borne her off.
— Al!” he added, forgetting his character
in his carncstness, “was she not, Miss
- Wairfax, beautiful as she sat in the boat last
nizht with the mooniight on her face? ™

i I thought at the time you watched her
closely,” said Jessie, slyly.

.« Wel), T sat directly opposite and could
not well help it.”

“You could not, indecd.
dream of her last night?”

“Yes, I did.”

“yell, that is frank. XKnow, then, she
dreamed of you.”

& JTow know you? ™

¢ Tfer own laughing confession to me.”

«J trust her dream was pleasant.”

« [t was mercly that she and you were
sailing on the sky in a belloon and criticls-
ing the American landscape as you skimmed
along.”

«Would that I could take such a voy'vm
with snch n fellow-traveller!”

¢ Y'ear not, Mr. Graham, I doubt not you
will be companions on a longer journey.”

« Explain, mysterious Undine.”

¢« yYou understand me. 1 wish you suc-
cess, wmy ¢ merrie man.'”

¢ Sueeess in what?”

«In chasing the fair fawn. o not look
50 puzzled, and excuse my freedom.”

1 can do the one, but not the other, for I
do not naderstand you.”

«Oh! I will not believe such obtuseness.
Are you the same man you were yesterday
morning#”

«Traly, I think I am.”

“You are not. You are not now your
own master.”

* Not my own master!”

“3\Why, no.  Yonder nymph has robhed
thee of thy heart, and thou art* her slave.

I)o not deny the charge.”

Did you not

nnderstand me,” said Jessie, Iaughing., *Dut
I do not blame you,—fur from it. You
show a most excellent taste,”

«Then you will be my coadjutor?”

¢ Most assurcdly.”

¢« PBut really, I know not that I am in
love.”

«yon are in doubt? Then you may he
certain that you are.”

4 Oh, well, yor must kuow all the signs
of the sweet passion certainly. < Bxpericuce
is the Dbest teacher,” as the copy-hooks suy.
How does it feel to be in love, Miss Fair-
fax?”

“ Pray how know you that I am inlove?”
& Why, are you hot engaged to that Herce
bandit over thero?”

«71 deny it not; but is that your only ,
proof ?*

¢ T not that sufficient?”

¢« Tnpoeent areher!  Simple dweller in
the wood! Dost suppose thag all who
marry, love?” )
“Not I. Sad to say, T see the faect is
otherwise, but Cupid be pralsed not in your
case.”

«3Why think you so?”

«Beeause you are Jessie Fairfax, and
your lover Edwin Moore.”

“ And consequently ?”

¢ Pach {irresistible to the other.” )
¢vell answered.  Therefore you love
Ethel Moore beeanse sha #s Iithel Moore.”

s And I trast the rematnder of the propo-
sition is correct?” .

<1 will not say; buot I do not bid you
despalr.”

“If merit wins the love of Ethel Moore, I
mast despair; nay! speak not. I am not an-
gling for complinents. No one in my opin-
ion is worthy of hee”

i Well, but if she doosn’t think so, it is all
1‘ig“.l1t. Butwhois this fiend approaching ¥
"It wasg Ned Temple who was dressed and
really looked like adevil ; but he was a very
;_:'r:m_ct’nl and polite fiend. 1le came to sum-
mon them to take part in a dance. The

“Would you have me plead guilty to the jcavalier and shq)herd?ss wele Pﬂl‘:,;l(;lhs,
tgoft fmpeachment?® eally, you women | while Moore, the hflndlt, h:)(‘;'seui;e e
have a marvelons discernment in these mat- { hand ot an angel, Miss Laey Vincent,

ters.,  You know that we love before we

”

know oursclves.

The gay revellers danced on, the merry
masqueraders shouted. Al was mirth and

Wiy, no discernment is necessary in|immsic.

vour case. You look and talk and act the

lover.”
“YWhat, now?”
HYes”
¢ Then Bdwin will be jealous.”

Some few of the party whose characters
demanded it were masked, &lthough by fur
the greater part of the gay throng was not.
There were two masked figures whom no
one seemed to know,-—both men, dressed

o Absurd manl Do not pretend to mis

. | as bears, They kept together and did not

 boat ready by the bank near the boat-liouse. | 1
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Join the dance. Franchot had tried in vain
lospeak to them; they invariably avoided
Lim when he approached. They stood in a
retired spot remote from the dancers, talk-
ing together in low tones,
“Jolly times these swells are having,
Fzra” said one, who was no other than
Dieck Hoyt.
“Curse ‘em,” muttered Ezra,  “ See that
fuwey cove in greer with a bugle slung
aroid hiw? Ile's the infornal rascal who
knocked me down with an iron stick in
Catharine Street.”
“Lh? what?”
“The same. I'd like to serve him as I
did the oflicer,” ‘
“ 1Ie looks game.”
#Xever saw his equal —bat I'll be even
with him. The old woman's sure it's all
right about the will2 *
Y Yes, yes.  Sheread it and copied part of
it for me. Ilere it s
Iie pulled a crumpled letter from his
breast, and read, —
“I encloge a koppy of what you wanted
to no about. i had a tuff jobb fishin the
thing out of the frenchman’s desk.”
“What she copicd,” said Hoyt, “is onan-
otherbit o’ paper. Thisisit:*and heread, —
“Tastly I give and begueath the entire
rost, residae, and remainder of 1wy estate,
real and personal, to , auly child of
William W. and Ellen Moorc, formerly of
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The gay scene grew gayer as the day
pussed away. The féte was » snecess, In
the interior of the grove a thousand colored
lamps were lit, causing a fine effect ag the
varicgated figures passed to and fro. But
on the broad lawn outside, the full moon
alone shone upon the dancers. The night
was 50 warm that the tables were spread in
the open air, and there the. merry 1;].1mu-T
had supper.

Not till long past midnight did the musie
and dancing ccase; but at length the lamps
in the woods went out, the weary musicians
put away their cornets and violing, the
dancers sought their several apartments,
and only two flgures remained outside the
house, — the raflian Hoyt and his son.
LEdwin Moore ard Vineent went to theip
room and sat down to smoke a quict pipe,
and talk over the incidents of the day. Vip-
cent was eloguent on the subject that lay
nearaost hig heart. )
“ Bpare me a lover’s rhapsodies!” eried
Tdwin. “Igive you joy, —youslhali win. I
will use all my brotherly influence.”

“Which will be very efficacious, doubtless.
Shall we turn in?*

H4To sleep? Oh, no! Tets sit in this
moonlight and smoke, Put out the light,

‘Ned; that's right.”

“Ilow quiet the honse ig! "
“Yes; every one will sleep to-night. But
I heard footsteps on the lawn just now.”

the ¢ity, county, and state of New York, aud
both deeensod.”

¢ He hasn't got the blank £lled up,” said
Lrra.

“That's nothin. I 'spose ke didn’t know
the foll name, but the will's good as it
slunds.”

 Let me keep the extract,” said Eara,

1oyt hawded it o bim, and put the other
glip of paper in his cap. I know the wills
all vieht,” said he; ¢ Murragh said so, andq ¢
Donny ought to know it anybody.” I

“ Some of the servauts, probably.”
“I think not, Listen, Ned.”

CIIAPTER X.
4 BLACK DERD.
Whrre the lights gimmered in the win-

tows of Wyckotf lall, the rufilans still
urked in the shadow of the wood. One by

“Well, I trust everything’s 0. K. Did| oue the lminps went out.,

You ¢xplore the hoase ¥

“Yes, Jarvis teok mo over it not half an | sald thoe elder IToyt,

Lour ngo.  We can get into the Frenchman's | i
roonl trom the ground, and 1 have got our

Wekl betler not loaf aromnd here any
lunwm ”
ST Yike to get aequainted with some
of those females.”
“It won't do to speak to them. Come.”
“Curse that feflow in green!” muttered

“They've douced .111 the glims hut one,”
“I sce two swells up
n that room smoking.”
Y Yes,” suld Ezra,  one’s that faney cove
11 green, ~ curse him.”
“Donw't talk so loud. Theyll go to bea

presently,  Has Franchot turned in?*

“Yes, I saw Eim through the blinds just

now, and his light's ont,”

“Well, then, paticnee for a while.”
‘“Gad! this bear's skin's a good ides, for

Tizra, ag they moved off deeper into the | it's getting chilly sinee it cloudedup. Rain

woods,

before morning.”




BAFFLED SCHEMES. ' | 33

PAFFLED SCHEMES.

6 Of hetter stuff than you, you coward.
This feltow's dead as o door-nail.”

o Come, then, let’s get offl”

«Not till I -have that ning,” said Ezra,
ralsing the ghastly hand of the murdered

“ Murdered ! ”
“He is stabbed He was nome too soom. Edwl
gight!” and dead,——an awful | sprung forward to meet Hoyt fﬁ::;v;:"ieclll:d
“ And, ereat . - | kcep him from elosing i ] i
catell the ’Villﬂi,ns ; ”Ole. I'd lose my life to| break through his guard; bu?;yigolu‘:;ltnﬁt
! i a4 . . H L e
cAnd I Co rushed in, roceiving a fenr
with us me, then, and Heaven be|did so, and gmspeg Edwinﬁil}l ?11;;“;)113“'1]:&
arms. It was indeed g Dear's hug, and i

¢ All the better.”

The light in Vincent's room at this mo-
ment disappeared.

« Wow's our time,” cried Ezra.

4 No; walt ¢l they get asleep.”

Tn a few moments the men stole cantions- | man.
1y, keeping in shadow, to the window of th“t]?)eath! Are you going to wait for

at?s

Franchot's room. They turned & bow-win-

dow which concealed them from Vincent
Curse it, the thing wow't come ofl\”

and Edwin. They opencd the bilnds eare-
fully; the window was already open, and
they could plainly hear the regular breath-
ing of the doomed man.
¢ Yougo in and finish him,” gaid Dick.
“No; let’s both go. He may wake up

4 Oh, let it go.”
¢« Curse me if I do, This way will an-

gwer,” and he gevered the finger from the

hand with
bloody trinkds tn Lis mouth.

15 sharp kaife, and put the

«Now, I'm at your service, command

to. be lying at his fept, and thiey both ran
with the swiftness of hares and the silence
of shadows down the lawn. ThcirLObioct
was’to throw themselves violently onltim
men’s backs and overpower them by the
su_dden assanlt; but in this scheme ti{e

falled. The murdercrs turned when thi
pursuers were within a rod or two, and

wpm mot going to do anything else. x
o Moore grasped a heavy stick that chanced hug so flerce that it 1cl
would soon have been

lf%t:all,( had nf)t Moore suddenly brought up
s knee with force, and striking oyt
dr_ovc the breath from his body; but he 1 ’
lt;}mcd kis hold and Moore cou’Id not, fr:(;
hnmse]'f‘; however, he rained hlows fast and
eavy in the fellow’s face. Ail at onee the
man abandoned Edwin, and, ronning a rod
or two, picked up the club that M()Ol‘(; had

and show fight.”
+Well, then, come on! Make haste! me,” said Bzra, gayly, not noticing hisknife,
Let’s hurry up this job. I dow't like it.” that he had laid on the bed in his eagerness
¢« Pshaw! I think it's sport. Let medo to secure the diamond.
the jabbing.” The men threw back the blinds and got ont.
At this moment the moon burst forth in «T dropped my bear's head in the room,”
gaid Hoyt.

instantly stood at bay. Vincent, with th
swiftness of lichtni o 1¢ brought and dr ! i -
ot Stmc}{o;} 1;?:11?3;11;11%',1)1(:3])(;(1) {1]{(3 a leopz.u'd with fury at hi;) par::}t(zlx‘n'mml: ];rﬂilstll-e ?Prﬂ‘ng
it o e o with b :.,m’ls in the 'f“d.c savagely on the heaa’. 1;001' MS o stne,
momentiny. foree ru[ﬁﬂ;\rught and ﬂFquli'ed gered, groaned, and felt i ?01'3 N
grasped Vincent’s | man raised the stick to ﬂlli;;llslein;mm e
1im.

fts full glory through a rift in the clouds,
and ghone upon the two assassins, It had

« Clumsy fool! well, let it He”
They Larried around the projection of

throat as he foll. Moore rushed directly at

At this eritical juncture Vincont rose

oy, o .
o tw, Lt theﬂ Sud(l(ﬂ’lls‘ veercd off and ran from the ‘/ﬂ,ll(_[lllshed Lzra In a second he

towards the grove. The villain, thinking 1
. u & he | s i i r

:h:‘; ilg:,;l;tg;:gg; cd’fsmrtrfi after_him; but it was st;Zt:llll:ds:f;:;mJ;e ful;i‘re }‘:iLS ols friend
e mdlonly s u,p(m 1?1?5 111105;; neared him | rafilan was raising the cll:‘b“fco1 ((]"Lsrihe v
20 the wo s upon ] an s‘and knees, | brains, Like the rush of 'Lwll"‘l ’ i 1‘113
his fang, o Soumt h_g ;}rer him, fell on | cent was upon him. With :;,llhi u~ oot ‘Vm-
z Q0re was upon ' speed and might, with the ﬁu:f‘ffc ellaiulrlz-?:l
1

been fitter had it hid itself in clouds as black ¢

as death. 13y its light the murderers plainly the bow-window. At this moment Vincent

caw Tranchot tranquilly sieeping. His arm j #nd his friend were peering cagerly out.

Iny over the bed’s side, and on Lis finger Subdued and strange sounds had reached

gparkled a diamond ring. Tara stole up to | their ears apd awakened their cariosity;

him o tiptee. Yoyt followed tremblingly. but no suspicion of tho horrible truth had,
as yut, Gawned upon their minds.

« Come, make haste,” he hoarscly whispered.
Ezra lightly pulled the slight covering from
the sleeper’s chest. The movement par-
tially aroused the Frenchman. He turned
o little on his side without opening his eyes,
and sald, —

« That you, Frangois?”

Tiad Ezra remained silent he would no

« Look, Vint., the two mysterious hears
are prowling about.”

« Ned,” said Vincent, gravely, ¢ this isa
serious husiness., Those are rascals in dis-
gaise, and they've been up to mischief.”

¢ What shail we do?”

«Villains ore cowards. Let's tackle

doubt have slept again; but the fellow

answered, —
¢ Yes, sir.”

The gruff tones instantly awakened Fran-
ehot. He opened his eyes and saw two
Lairy mongters standing by. Ciel ! qui est
1@? Ah! mon Diew!” This last ¢cjacula-
tion was uttered as Ezra plunged his knife
into his naked breast and smothered his

horrified ery with his heavy hand.

them.”
«T'm your man,” cried Moore.

The murderers were now hurrylong down
towards the river. Vincent got out of his
window, and, with wonderfal agility, slid
lightly down a lightning-rod, dropped like
a panther on the projection of uledge be-
low, leaped and caughi a iimb of an old
maple that grew near, and sprung nimbly to
the ground. Moore followed in precisely
the same manner. *¢ Midnight gymnastics,”

« 1 think that settled him; but I make
gaidhe. ¢ We'llhavehot work, Vvint, ; those

sure,” and he reiterated the crael thrust.
Tlie unhappy victim's eyes rolled in snguish,
and then quickly glazed in death.  The crim-
gon tide poured forth .ccpiously and erept

in the moonlight on the floor.

« Ctood Tord! let’s get out of this,” soadd

Hoyt, with pallid face.

are stout fellows.”
« §hall we rouse the gervants?”
¢t We haven't time.”

«Tots call up Franchot.

ground floor.”
¢ Well, ran guickly.”
Moore darted around the how-window.

Hes on the

«No harry, old man. The night’s hefore
In an instent he was back with ghastly face.

us. Give me a chew of tobaceo.”

made of 27

«Denth and the devill what are you

#«(Q my God! Graham, Franchot is maur-
dered!”

_ Triend’s aggistance,

1im., Thuas far th 1rderers ha the Wwith th r f with 1 r'r
I e murd 5 d worst 1 e rage o gr Cf, i he et 1
ETna.

£ it y but the confl 4 . P
(.) H onflict wasg uncertain, T f friendst with an arm ][(}]‘Ve(l
: Strena o 3
! Vi, ith Qﬂdcriul Stlcngtll, Taized him- by the strongest pas h
Ho W w ¥ £ S1018 umitn natnre
sclf w ith IIOOIe on his b{lck, and Iull!]]né knOWS, the young athlete dashe hlﬁ CleuChed
¥ e roas, fiere 4 134314 ] ﬁSt, — harder than d ‘11 i-
8w 8 few 8 ely s ung the yvoath i adamant, into  the
g . ounded L8 illain’s face. Had a Tltﬂ,l] striek him with
to the round, Moore b ded up Iil 2 an v H » pL

I,ll(]ia—l‘ll'bber ball, but the shock had weak- 1
¢ned him, though his courage way not

[}
=

hig hammer, the effect could not have heen
'y
reater.  The maw’s frontal hone erushed

ab d hi . H * .
abate one whit, hncunt was sf.]‘ugglmg in like a lll‘lit:e of praste-board the '['lpl fted
= ? 1

with Xzra on the ground,

The villain's
e villaiw's | club fell harmlessly, and Iloyt rolted over

\ . M . . i kKuil fract; red
h d ¢} vl V I apf, H
NS we “j twiste 1 incent’s sear y Q1L | o1t the gl‘OllHd with hig ¢ "
3 8 SKHU ractn
klnD X + | Stone dc&(]. incent at thi momae look d
he was Sli)wly <no & him to do 1th. | & V 3 momont looked

@t
Two cam play at that game,” thought ]

Vi is ir
incent, and his iron fingers clutched the drunk with battle

ike an avenging fury, like g2 demi-god
Ile hent over pbon

murdcrer's throat 1T 13
. had derful
] i i ¢ a wonderin 1\[00?9 who l‘d,jt' unconscionus e M}' brother
18 It in his fl]laels, hU could be @ sil- has i d yo » i 1 ‘ ‘
strengt iy CY (l t sil 9 he kille u? cried he, The words

ver coin double with hig thamb and foro- v

vere scarcely uttered when there rang tha:

jil]a‘el' His vice-1i i the vil- to dV fiel
. ike BTIp started th i 8 a t
aler . k 1 Shﬂ,t‘p crack of a4 I i { i Cen 1
8 eyes in a horrid stare from their shot t;hl'(;lln"h the bOEV l],lii ]Jl;S i 'Il d fe‘ l,
: y riend’s et.,

sockets 1 1oz i
kets, and Lzra’s pailid face grew purple, | I

Ead there been a spectator he would, have

hig finewers r A
gers relaxed their ¢lutch, and Vi
was freo, N i 3 . incent | seen Tzra who had rovi y
Frvn oot Still his awful hold remained and | o sitting I)‘Osture a tl]evnmd, slowly rise to.
f ered strangulation. ¢ Do you sur- | volver and fire on the grass, level his re-

:'ﬁ:ntt:ur, wretch? ” said Vincent, between his
Ctit.  He moved hig hesd in affirmation. |-

‘ ;.Tlmt score’s wiped out,” said he, ealmly,
ime for me to get out of this. Oh! buk

Vincent releas i
ased him, but he lay as sti
o ’ y ¥ still a8 | T thought I was a -
eriod his ;F(;u re settled for the present,” | men will you choi(fnen o :nany o,
ntagonist, and he darted to his | with a grin of exult;:ibc;ﬁu ot e udded,

&

He' roge and glanced at the: 'prostmta--
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bodies. ¢ The old chap seems keeled over.
Well, there’s no time te carry off the
wounded.  You must follow e as best you
may,” and he ran quickly to hig boat, cast
her off, jumped in, and was soon buried in
the gloom that hid the river.

CHAPTER XL
TOE DEIECTIVE.

Tuk report of Ezra’s pistol did not arouse
the slecpers in Wyckoff Hall from their
sound slumbers. There was one whom no

earthly sound would ever again waken.
Through the lingering hours of early mora-
ing the murdered man lay staring at the
ceijing with o fixed gaze of horror, while
his heart's blood souked slowly through his
bed and fell dripping on the foor.

Ethel opened her eyes at early dawn and
awakened Jessie, her companion, with a
kiss. ¢ What say you to a morning stroll
on the lawn, love? 1t has been raining but
has cleared off.”

“ I will go with pleasure,” said Jcssw

Soon the twe girls, equipped for o walk,
stepped out upon the lawn. The level
beamns of the rising sun turned the green
bludes of grags into tiny golden spoears, and
“ rogy-fingered morn ™ blushed with delight
as she looked upon the beauty spread be-
neath her, —the emerald hills, the pellueid,
tranguil river.

“0h, what a lovely morning!” said
Ethel. “\What a perfect scene of peace this
oid plage is!1”

“ A gweet old place for lovers,” said Jes-
sie, naively.

“ Do you find it s0?” asked Tthel.

“Well, if I must confess it, yes,” said
Jessie, L think you will find it so, too,
before tong,” she added, maliciousty.

“You wicked creature! what do you
mean?

“40Oh! a certain bold archer in Lincole-
green was chasing yon yesterday.”

4 Well, do youmean to say he enught me?”

¢ 0h, no, not yet; but you cannot long
evade his swift pursuit.”

“Well, T dou’t mind owning to you that I
am greatly pleased with Mr. Graham; he is
so handsome, and graceful, and intellectuad,
and ="

“Jtop! stop!” interrupted Jessie, ¢ what
a catalogue of virtues! Oh! I see how it is,
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me now, in striet confidence, that you love
him?”

“Ng, indeed! forI do not. I will never
confess such a thing”

“Q KEthel!” cried Jessie, grasping her
companion’s arm, * What is that yoncler? ”

“Where?”

s Over there lying on that vise of ground ”

‘It looks like & man asleep,” suid Etlhel.

“(Can it be one of the scrvants dreunk?
Let us go in”

¢ I think we ought to go and see what it
is, The man, if it is a man, may be sick.”

The two timid young creaturcs cantiously
approached. -

It 73 a man, yes, and look! three of them.
0O Eihel, what can it mean?” said Jessie,
with pale face,

“Tet us find ont. What is that great
hlack object? O Jessie, there is one of
thosc men dressed as bears !

They drew ncarcr. Suddenly Jessic burst
away from her companion and rushed
wildly to the group of senselesa hodies.

“«0O my God!” she cried, wildly; “ my
poor Edwin! OL! you are not dead! you
are not dead! No! no! no! God would not
let youdie!”

She was sitting on the grass with Bdwin's
bruised head in her lap, passionately Kiss-
ing his patlid forchead. He looked like a
corpse, and hig brown hair was matted

down and sonked with blood; he was still -

senscless,  Jessie took no heed of either of
the other bodies, “ O Ethel!” she cried,
piteously, ¢ tett me he is alive! you Lnvw
e is alive, why don’t you tell me so, cruel
Ethel? You know you arc alive, Edwin,
darling! Ob, speak to me!” and the an-
happy girl fell fainting on herlover's breast.

Lithel took no heed of Jessic's wild en-
troaties. As Andromache mnight have go
at the mutilated ecorse of eetor, so gaze
Tithel at the prostreate Vineent, e wus 1y-
ing like a dead ma, staring with unblinking
gyes at the rising sun,  1lis hand grasped
the short grass he had clutehed in his agony,
The vivid green of his dress was erlmsoned
with o raby stream of blood; his lips were
slightly parted, as if his spirit had escaped
through them.  The dead hody of oyt lay
on its face, 80 there was nothing repulsive
in ity appearance.

A moment Bthel stood, the personification
of agony and horror; the next, with a fow
cry of anguish, she was beside the wounded
man. Vincent was insensible. Ethel’s swoet
lips pressed agalust his bloodless ones; her

your heart's gone., Wou't you confess to

profuse hair swept his face.
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0 my darling! my life!” she mur-
mured. 0 Vincenf, are you dead? Oh
that I could die hestde you!” and she kissed
the insensible lips again.

Whether this deliclons treatment was a
restorative, or not, we cannet say; but the
color flowed back slowly into Vincent's
cheeks, and his blue eyes withdrew their
gaze from the sun.  He felt the warm pres-
sure of Iithel's lips, felt her satin cheek
against bis own, and imnediately closed his
eyes, '

“Am T in heaven?” thought he; *“if nof,
where am I?” Gradually his memory re-
turned. “Ah! I am lying lere, shot by
that rascal. Well, I might be in worse
places, Thank God for that dastardly shot !
for T would not else have known that this
peerless creature loves me., This is no
time to come to.”

But Ethel felt the warmth return to her

" lover's lips. “He is reviving; God be

praised!”
Viucent’s eyes opened, and a look of such

‘nunticeable love sprang from them, that the

young ghl drew baek, with a burning blush.

¢ 0h, I am so thankful you have revived,
Mr. Graham! I thought you were dead.
Ob, lww did this happen? ”

“ I have Leen shot by a murderer, But
Edwin, tell me, is he alive?” andlhe vainly
tried to rise.

Lthel, for the first time, looked at Edwin.

Al ! Edwin, too, —my brother! Scc, the
eolor creeps into his cheek; hie is insensi-
ble, but not dead, thank God! thank God!”

< Yifl Miss Moore please go to the house,
and get some of the scrvants to lu" us in?
I think T am badly hit.”

At these words 1ithel arose, and “ heavenly
pity * filled her eyes.,

“Your wound does not bleed, My, Gra-
ham,”

The rain had saved his life. The green
flanucl coat had soaked into the wound and
stopped the flow of blood.

Lthel ran like a young fawn to the house.
The afirighted servants followed herquickly.

Ldwin avd Vincent were lifted teuderly,

borne into the house, and laid upon impro-
vised couclics in the parior, Ethel, cool
amid seli-possessed, gave hor orders quictly
aud correctly, She despatched a man for
Dr. Parkes. Vincent lay guiet; le scemed
not to want to talk. Edwin Rad recovered
animation but not consciousness, and raved
delirfously. ‘

¢ Franchot iz murdered, Vincent,” he
muttered.
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At these words every one started, avd
Frangois, the wvalet, hurried away to his
master’s room. In a moment he was back,
looking like a ghost.

“ 0 Mon Dieuwl” he feebly cried, *mon
maitre est fud”

“ 0Oh, what a deed of horror took place
last night!” cried Ethel. ¢ Who could have
done 162 *

“ One of the villains, miss, is lying on the
lawn,” said & servant,

‘“Well, ecarry him into one of the out-
buildings; and you, Thomas, ride over at
once and acquaint the magistrates at R—--"

“Yes, miss,” gaid the man,

¢t Are any of the ladies or gentlemen up ?"

¢ No, miss.”

“Well, say nothing about what lias oe-
curred, but let breakfast be prepared as
usual. Don’t you think that is the bhest
plan, Jessie?” said she to that young lady,
who had revived, and was bending over
Edwin.

tYes, yes; but, for the sake of Heaven,
get the doctor horel”

- ““He will be here in a moment, love;”
and, as the words were uitercd, in came Dr.
Parkes.

Iic was a skilful practitioner and a gen-
tlersan,  The ladics reluctantly left the
room 4t his request,

“Yon are & lucky man, Mr., Graham,”

said the doetor. “ Your wouad is severe,

but not dangerous. It is one of the mirac-
uleus shots I Lhave met occasionally in my
practice. The ball has prazed no less than
four mortal spots,” he continucd, as he
probed the wonnd, ¢ and goue out heneath
your shouldey-blade.” ’

“ My spine is safo?”

“Yes, by the twentieth part of an inch,” |
returned the surgeon.

He now logked at Edwin, As he did so,
his face grew grave.

“Is the poor hoy badly hurt?” asked
Vincent.

“Yery bﬂﬂ-lly, very badly, indeed. This
is o scrious business. llow long was he
insensible?” Lie continued, as he carefully
dressed the wound,

‘“Well, he must, have heen knocked over
about half-past two,” answered Vincent,
‘‘and he did not speak tillafew minutes ago.”

“1I trust I can save him, but it will be
touchund go.  And onc thing, —that young
woman who was hanging over him whenI °
came in, must be kept out of his room, at
all hazards, She must be locked up, if
nothing else will serve.”
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¢ Yes, sir,” said Vincent,

¢ And is this true, that poor Franchot is
murdered P ¥

“#Too truc.”

“And you boys were hurt in trying to
arrest the murderer, I understand.”

¢ 'There were two of the rascals, gir. I
clipped one over, ard I think I must have
hurt him. I never struck so hard before.”

“Where is the fellow 2

¢ They have carried him into the carriage-
Louse, I believe,”

Dr. I'arkes went out. In about ten min-
utes he returncd.

¢ Poor Franchet is dead, indecd,” said he;
“three stabs directly through the left ven-
tricle and cardiac region. But I say, Gra-
bham, what did you strike that fellow with?
He is dead.”

“Dead!” cried Vincent. “Ts it possi-
ble! Well, Pm not sorry. I struck him
merely with my flst.” '

¢3With your fist!”™ cried the doctor in

blavk surprise. “Jove! are your hands made

of iron? You have crushed his vs frontis,
sir, and driven a picce of bone as big as
your finger into his cerebrum.”

I meant to hurt him, sir, when I struek,
It was & matter of life and death. He
would have killed poor Moore in another
moment.”

“Well, I mast not tatk to you any more,”
and the goed doctor left directions with the
attendants and retired. ¢ Heavens! what
4 hiceps that Grolinm must have! Never
knew of such a case. Must make a note
of it.”

Edwin was carried into a vemote and dark-
ened room. TIoor Jessie pitifully begeed to
be allowed to go in, but the attendants were
inexorable. So the absurd girt spent the
duoy sitting ou the floor outside the door,
and listening to her lover’s ravings.

The weary masqueraders did not vise till
Iate that morning. As one by one they
heard the terribie cvent related, great con-
fasion and consternation ensued.

¢ Oh, what a dveadful affair thisis!” ex-
claimed Mrg. Fairfax, a8, an hour or two
afterwards, when the exeitement had par-
tially subsided, they were talking over the
catastrophe in the parlor. ¢ Rat it iz for-
tunate it occurred after the champftre. And
is poor Bdwin very badly hurt ? *

“¥Yery, indeed,” replied Ythel.

“Well, he ought to have known hetter
than to turn himself into a policeman. Oh,
1 am so sorry about poor My. Franchot! It
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culing life insurance. Now, if he had only
had his life insured in the Disinterested
Brotherly Love Life Insorance Company, of
which Mr. Fairfax is a director, he wouldn't
have been murdered.”

“J] wonder whether Mr. Franchot loft a
will,” obscrved Mr. Moore.,

¢ Mrs. Jarvis, the house-keeper told me,”
said Ethel, ¢ that she heard Mr. Franchot
say that he had left all his property to Uncle
William’s son, who lately returned from
California. Poor woman! T pitied her
greatly. I never saw any onc go aifected
a8 she was when she heard Mr. Franchos
was dead. She cried as if her heart wonli
break.”

¢Did Mr. Franchot cver see this young
Moore?”

“No, I believe not,” said Mrs. Graham,
“Semntething has always happeued to pre-
vent their meeting.  Mr. Franchot has ofien
expressed his disappointment at not being
able to sce him. Scyeral letters have passed
between them, however, he told wme.”

“Iave you cver seon the young man,
Mrs, Graham?#”

“No. Tunderstand he is not very good-
looking, but a very intelligent man, and
well edueated.”

The melanchely guests, with a few exeep-
tions, dispersed that day, and went theie
several ways.  Jessie would ot hear of
such a thing as leaving. Tt was necessary
that Mr. Moore should return to Boston; he
went, leaving Ethel under Mes. Fairtax's
charge. Mrs. Graham, of course, remained
with her son.

A coroner’s jury decided that Franchot

had been killed by some person, or persons,
to them unknown, and that the slaying of
the agsassin by Vincent was an act of justi-
flable homicide,

Dr. Parkes, ps ap intimate friend of the
deceased, took upon himself the direction of
all necessary procecdings. e telegraphed
for a deteetive to come up from the city,
and by the afternoon train he arrived. ‘Fle
officer was a small and gentlemanly looking
man, Alexander Conger by name. Ie was
dressed with extreme neatness, and wore
kid gloves on g small hand., His eyes were
gray and bright and exceedingly restless;
hig teeth were white and regular; his com-
plexion wns a deep olive,

He walked up quietly to the house, gave
his card to the doctor, heard the details of
the affair, and then asked to be shown the
murdered man’s room. He looked at the

wus only the other day I heard him ridi-

corpse, examined the window and door, and

. that's cut off? "
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jnstantly detected, what no one else had
goen, the bear-skin cap of Hoyt. It had
rolled beneath n sofa. IHe also found the
agsogsin's knife in the folds of the bed. In
the cap was the serap of paper that enclosed
the extract from the will. All these articles
he took into his possession.

«Can I see young My, Graham?” he
asked.

« Do not talk with him long.”

<1 have hat a few words to say.”

He was alone with Vincent abouf ten
minutes. Ile then went out and looked ab
the body of oyt tong and carefulty. He
then sat down on the front piazza and smoked
Lis cizar quietly, thus ruminating, —

¢ That dead man’s Dick Hoyt. Yes.
Saw enough of him, when he was 0ld Teter
Vincent's secretary, io know him again.
Now the question is, who's his pal?” He
called Frangois.

¢ What did your master weer onthe finger

¢ A diamond ring, sir.”

“Yes”

e got up and went into the carvringe-
houge . and earefelly cxamined the dead
man’s costume. The bear's surit contained
no pockets. Ile pried open the maw’s
mouth.

“The diamond’s not here,” said Conger
to himself. IIe called the doctor.

£ ho have touched the dead mar in the
carriage-house since he was found?”

¢ Ng one but the man who carried him in
and myself. The door has heen focked all
day €ill you came.”

“yes. That's all, dpetor.”

tITamph,” cogitated qle detective. “The
same chap ent off his finger that killed the
man, I've no doubt. Ioyt did not do it,
that’s clear. I know him well enough not
to imagine for a moment that he would part
with the trinket if he onee got hold of
it. IIig pal's the man who did the business.
A strong, Leavy man with pale face, red
hair, and a bad cast, Mr. Graham says.
Yes, A ueab case, 4 wery neat case, Very.

Mr. Conger. took the scrap of paper and
looked at it eavefully. ¢ The Frenchman's
desk, hem ! this must have been written in
fhe house. Could these devils have done
it? TFrangois!”

“ER ! Dien, monsieur !”

¢ Your master was @& nhice man, Wasn’t
he?”

« Indecd he wag, sir.”

“Yes, How long have you lived with
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“Two years in Jamaica and sixtecn in
this country.”

“8o long! You must feel bad at hig
death,” — and indeed the poor Frenchman's
red eyes and woc-begone face plainly evi-
denced his grief.

“ What are you going to do now, my
man?”?

¢ T know not, mopsiear.”

¢ Clan you write?"”

«No, nor read, monsienr.”

« (lan you not writeat all?  That's a pity.
If you could only write a little, I might get
you & good billet.”

# T cannot write a word, sir.”

¢ Well, well, I am sorry. Has your mas-
ter had any company hore lately ?”

«Jle has Lad all the people who were
here to-day.”

«He has not had a visit from two men
Iatedy, has hie?” |

% Yeg, siv, there were two queer-leoking
men &hut up with him all last Monday after-
noon. They went away the same night, and
monsicur seecmed to be much excited at
what they told him.”

“AN! Was one a fellow with red hatr?

“No, sir,”

¢ Wasn't one alarge man with a squint?

“No, £1r.”

“3What sort of looking fellows were
they?”

“% One was o tall man with black beard,
the other, an old, common-locking fellow,
secemed to be a Scotchman.”

“ Humphl » said Conger to himself, ¢ not
the parties.”

«What servants are therein thc house?”

<« The butler, coachman, hostler, waiter,
and cook.”

# Nobody clse?”?

¢ There 13 madame, the house-keeper.”

“Yes, Whois she?”

¢ Mrs. Jarvis.”

“Yes, Well, that is all, Frangolis.”

Mr. Conger sat in deep thought for some
time. Taking, at length, a blank-book from

1 Lis pocket e fore out a leaf and wrote, —

s Mr. Conger wishes Mrs. Jarvis would.
inform him whether she knows if Mr. Fran-
chot had any relatives in this country.”

¢ She will suspect nothing from the form
of this question. IHere, Frangois, take this
to Mys. Jarvis, and bring back an answer.”
In a few minutes Frangois returned with
these words written on the back of Conger's

him PP

note, —
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¢ Mrs. Jarvis dov’t know nothing at all
about the matter whatever. i thiuk sir he
had nott.”

Conger siniled as he looked at the writing.
¢ Exactly the same hand. 8o you are in it,
too, Mrs. [louse-keeper,” he continued, care-
fully putting the papers into his pocket-
book. “Oh, a very pretty case, if weil
worked up. Yes. Very pretty and very
neat.”

CHAPTER XII.
TENNYSON AND LOVE.

Thx most expert medical attendance, assid-
uous attention, carcful nursing, and a firm
constitution pulled Fdwin Moore through,
and he began slowly to improve. But for
three days and nights he raved with brain-
fever, At one thine he Imagiued himself to
be passing a college examination, and would
ask himself and answer all manner of ques-
tions in natural philosophy and eltemistry,
Gisplaying such extensive iuformation on
the abstrusest topics, that Dr. Parkes was
amazed. Baut on the fonrth morning after
the murder his delivium departed, and his
consciousness returned. Ile at once asked
to sce Jessie. The poor girl went in, and
the lovers were, for a short time, left alone
together. The interview appeared to have
a very benefleial effect on the patient, for
he improved from that hour.

SO Bdwin ! eried Jessie, *when I saw
youlyivg there, as Dthought, dead, with youar
Ticad all blood, I thonght my heart would
break. I never knew Iloved you so deeply
till that moment.”

“And L” answered the youtl, ¢ ghould
have been killed by that roffian if it hadw’t
heen for you.”

“T¢ it badu’t been for me! How do you
menn? "

“Why, when that fellow had me in his
powerful hag, nothing but the determination
to live and enjoy your love, sweet one, kept
me froan giving in, and it T had, he wounld
have killed me in & moment. But tell me,
Vint. is safe? ™

*He was shot through the body, but —”

“ 8hot through the body!”

*Yes, by the fellow hie attacked first, but
he Is getting along finely. 1le says he will
be out in a week. He has a deveted purse.”

“Who, pray?”

+ Noue other than your sister,”
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“So? Yave matters gonc so ar al-
ready ¢”

¢ I don't know whether they have had an
explanation yet or not, but depend upon it,
it is a mateh.”

“Well, T am right glad.”

“And I. Do you know, Ethel was with
me that dreadful morning we found you on
the lawn.”

“Yes? And how did she act when she
saw Vincent lying wounded?”

“To tell the truth I can't say. I saw
only you.”

On this followed, of course, carcsses and
endearing words ad 1ib.

Ethel had been dreadfully alarmed lost
Vincent had heard lher loving words and
felt her kisses.  She did not know that she
loved Lim {1l that morning, amd perhaps
she really did not. But love is a curious
plant. Years of tender nursing somectimes
will not cause it to grow, and agaia it
springs up full-blown and hardy in aa hour.
This was the ease with Eihel Moore. e
sight of Vineent’s pailid free and lifcloss
eyes, his bloodlesy lips and wounded side,
had banished her maiden reluctance, and
the sweet passion had complete possession
of her. In thinking the matter over, she
crme to the conelasion that Vinceut was
ignorant of her feelings. It was not, how-
ever, withowt great embarrassinent, and
with ler sweet face suffused with blushes,
that she followed Mrs. Grabam into Vin-
cent’s room.  1Io lay in a deep, recuperating
slmnber, looking exceedingly hondsome gs
he slept, his brown curls lying carclessly on
his forchead and his white hand resting on
the coanterpane. Mrs. Graham looked ut
him with pride and love.

“ Dear boy, how pale he is! Oh! wwhat
a dreadful flght he must have had wwith
those men, and there were we all sleeping
guictly inour beds!”

¢ What o terrible, what a crucl muarder it
wag, Mrs. Graham! I do hope Mr. Conger
will find the other man!”

Vincent opened hig oyes and lay quiet,
with the delicious sense of rest amd abscnce
of all desire of movement that the conva-
lescent sometimes feel.

“You are much better, my son,” said
Mrs. Graham. ' ’

“1 never felt better in my life,” said Vin-
cent.

Mrs. Fairfax opened the door, smiled at
the cecupunts of the room, and came in.

“Why, upon my word, you look guite

fresh, Mr, Graham.”
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#0Qh, my dear madam, I am quite well.
T think I shall take a horseback vide this af-
ternoon,” said Vineent, smiling.

«Oh, do not, on any sccount,” said the
matter-of-fact lady,

Wl if you insist upon it, I shall not.
Bot how is Ned? Ts he still delivering an
extempoerancous lecture on chemistry, for
the bencilt of Dr. Parkes?”

« Wo, he is much better; but, poor fellow,
the doctor had lis head shaved, and he looks
like a fright.”

« Poor fellow, indeed! And Miss Jessie,
I suppose, has the Hyperion curls

« I don't know, I'm snre; butshe saw;d a
lock’ or two of his hair, I believe. DBut,
really, a strange thing kas happened. Two
men came here this morning, agked for Mrs.
Jarvis, told her that some friends of hers
wanted to sce her in New York, and took
Ler off in the cars. I lLave to set as house-
Lkeeper.”

¢ 1a Mr. Conger here yet?”

¢ 0h, no. Iewent back that same night,
I think he'is the strargest man! T asked
him if e didn't think this was a most hor-
ribie murder, and he said, ¢ Oh, very pretty;
very neat indecd.” Did you ever hear such
an expression?”

Vincent smiled.

(O, he looks at it from an artistic point
of view. ’l?hese detectives haven't much
feeling. Miss Moove, may I ask & favor of
you?”

« Cortainly you may, Mr. Graham.”

#3\Will you read atoud to me? ™

“With pleasure. ‘What shall it be?”

« T leave the selection to your taste.”

“Doddridge’s Rise and Drogress, or Eve-
tina ™" .

t O, strike a happy mean,” said Vincent,
gmiling, *I should like¢ to lear some
poetry.”

Fthel went into the library and bronght
back a small volume. ¢ Here is In Memo-
piam,” said she.

“Yon have Lit i, TLet me hear you read
it, and I shall be listening to plilosoply,
poetry, and musie ail at once.”

8o Ithel took a low seat by his bedside.

She sat with her face towards him, and
the tempered rays of the sun, struggling
through the curtained windows, turned her
brown hair inte gold, — atonch of Midas, —
while her eycs shone like amethysts, Vin-
cent lay in a delicious waking trance. Like
Abou Ben Adhem, an angel seemed to be

SCHEMES, 89

the reading, left the roow, and Vincent was
plone with her he loved, The modulated
mugic of Ethel’s voice seemed the fit medi-
mn through which the sweet rhythm of
Tennyson should meet the car. Presently
she grew ' intercsted, enthralled, by that
poetry of poems, and lier eyes fired with
the appreeciation of genius, her check glowed
and bosom heaved., Vincent, as he lay
drinking in the beauty, noted the clfect upon
her. Soon the exquisite pathos of the lines
filled her eyes with tears, and her swcet
voice faltered.

0 Mr, Graham,” said she, ¢ Tennyson
wust have been inspired when he wrote
this!” i . ’
«J1le was, undoubtedly,” said Vincent,
“in the same situation I'm in now.”
“What! shot through the body?”

¢ Noj; drinking ingpirvation from an angel’s |
eyes.”

A charming blush crimsoned Lthel's
cheeks, and she replied, —

“You are to hear poetry from e, sir,
not T from you.” ‘

Vincent smiled. 4 Well, go on.”

Now it was really putting Lhuman pattare
to too severe a test to place Vincent where
he then was. The soft,gweet odor of carly
gammer fowers stealing in through the
windows, the calm, subducd light of the
half-darkened room, a beautiful young girl
reading in a voice of music the most charm-
ing production in our language, all these
clreamstances bewitched him.  Bvery mo-
ment his Jove grew flercer, resistance van-
ished utterly, irreclaimably ; he gave himself
up to the intoxicating influence of the pus-
sion,— he felt it flooding his soul and set up
no bartler to its impetnous rush, Ethel
read on, but he did not hear the words; he
heard indead the symphonies of her voiege,
and watched the movements of her lips,
followed her azure eye as it ran along the
lines, andd moted the varying expressions
that swept her face at the poet’s command;
but he had not the faintest idea of what she
read.  Her lips secmed to him to be saying
over and over again, * You are my slave,
Vincent Graham, you are my slave; you
love me and you camnot help it! you
love me and you cannot help it!” She
glanced up at him now and then, and the
swift look quivered each time through his
heart, She thought him deeply interested,
and he was, without doubt. She stopped
suddenly, and said, —

“Oh, how true that is, Mr. Graham!

reading to him ¢ from a book of gold.” Mrs.
Graham and Mys. Fairfax, not to interrupt

Isp't itp " -
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“Yes, it is, indeed,” replied Vinecent,
without the vaguest notion of what she
meant.

“And did you ever hear anything more
beautifully expressed? ” .

“ No, never!” he dnswered, Teferring to
her style of reading.

T love Tennyson! the dear good man,”
cried Ethel, enthusiastically.

Vincent felt an absurd pang of jealousy,
and hated the poet-laureale i his sont.

¢ IIe is married, Miss Moore,” said he.

Her eye darted out a look of reproach,
and she went on reading., Gradunally an
intenge and overwhelming desive seized
Vincent to avow lhis passion, and an intense
and overwheclming force held the words
back. He was torn by the couflicting emo-
tions, and still Ethel absorbed by the poem
nmade music of the lines. Love trinmphed;
all at once Vincent said in low tones,*< stop.”

Ier voice ecased, and she looked at him.

“Is anything the matter?™

“Yes, I am dying.”

IIer face blanched and her cyes distended
with terror.

0 Mr. Graham, what has happened? ”

¢ You are Killing me with love, Bthel.”

At this unexpected announcement made
in a voice of perfect melody, and with the
first utterance of her Christian name by his
lips, the blood rashed tumultuously back to
Dier checks, her Iip trembied and her hosom
panted wildly,

“ How you frightened me! T thought
your wound had broken open or something
dreadful had happened. Now don't territy
me again, ard don’t interrupt me,” and she
turned resolutely to the book.

“Put down the book, Ethel, I want to
talk with you.”

“No, I shall not. Dr. Parkes has forbid-
den you to talk,”

- “Dr. Parkes be — behests shall not be
hiceded,” snid Vincent, dexterously turning
the intended anathema.

“ Then I shall leave you as an obstinate
man.” '

She rose and moved to the door, opened
it, turned, and looked at Tiim.

There was a glance of mild entreaty, of
unutterable love, of tender supplication in
his lustrous cyes that seemed to beg her
not to go, Ilad he commanded her to stay
she would have gone, but she coyld not
withstand that pleading look. She shut the
door and walked timidly to his side —1like a
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“ Now, sir, what do you want?” said she,
‘“now aon’'t he absurd or childish if you are
sick. Do you know I think you are very
impolite?”

“Ah! whyr”

‘“To interrupt me in the middle of a hean-
tifal passage after asking me to read.”

“ But I couldw’t hear a word you said.”

“ And why not, pray?”

* Therc was another voice that drowned
yours. What a pretty ring!” and he took
the fair hand that hung within his reach
and pretended to examine the banble,

“There, sivr! Ilave you scen it suffi-
ciently ?*>

“Pardon me, I am somcthing of a sooth-
sayer. L.t me read your fortune in these
dcelicate lines.”

“No. I am aninfidel in such mattors.”

“IWell, will you not hrash the hair from
my eyes? It pains me to lift my hand.”
Ethel's soft, warm hand Lightly pushed
back the brown mass of hair, the tips of her
fingers scarcely touched his forchead; but
It was a touch of fire to a ready fuse, The
hands that the hypoerite could havdly raise
caught both of hoers and held them in g
flrm, but gentle grasp.

“You are my prisoner,”

Y %o I see — at this moment.” .

“ And for life, forlife,” he eried, with sud-
den energy, and drew her towards Dim.
“#Oh! will you not, dear girl?

Vincent was an cloquent fellow, hut he
said not a word more. Words are gross,
clumsy, inecflicient; but bhis eyes {flashed
forth an oration in a second. They told
Ler in one swift, transicnt glance, the height
and depth and length and breadih of 4 love
sincere, pure, eternal; they demanded elo-
quently, pitifully, imploringly, hers in re-
tarn.  There probably never was a quicker
declaration than his. Now, how did she
kuow what he meant by the incomplete and
irrelevant question, “Will you not¥” Bug
woman's heart is o good deal subtler than
clectricity or magnetism, or any other im-
palpable ageney. She seemed to think the
query pertinent and natural.  She Inoked at
Vincent, but her cyes were cowards: his
gaze swept them down; she tricd to draw
asway, but hiy grasp was firmer than steel,
though softer than velvet, She was sur-
prised, vanquished.  IHer faco was suffused,
burning with blushes; she could not hide it
with her hands, nor could she Dbear his gaze
upon :it, so she did the only practicable

half-tamed fawn approaching the kind hand
of its master, ready to fly at a hostile look.

thing there was to be done; she hid it on
his brenst. Shewas a prisoner now, indeed.
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Vineent’s arms swept avound her neck and
he held herina close embrace.

At this interesting moment the door
opened, and Mrs. Fairfax walked in with &
waiter and bewk in her hand.

« Mr. Graham,” she began, ¢ Uve brought
— oh, goedness gracious me!” —and down
went the savory broth with a crash. ¢ Qh!
I'm sure I did not know — pray pardon my
intrusion;” and the good lady made for
tite door.

“Tow't go, Mrs. Fairfax,” sald Vincent.

¢ Tthel and I were having a little confiden- |

tin? talk, but—"

¢ Oh, yes, I understand.”

“Well, we are engaged; but yoa needn't
sty anything about it.”

“Not for the world!” exclaimed Mrs.
Fairfax.

“ Upon my word, sir,” cricd Ethel, look-
ing perfeetly enrapturing in her coufusion;
“yon have an insolence of your own! We
are no such thing, Mrs, Fairfax! He hLas
not had my answer.” :

s Well, do give him a favorable one,” said
Mys. Fairfax.

“Y¢s, do, Bthel,” said Vincent, with the
irresistible pleading look.

¢(Oh, dear, dear! was any one cver so
beset!”

« Come, love, say yes,” said Mrs. Fairfax,
who was o nataral match-maker.

# Come, love, say yes,” repeated Vincent.

#(Oh, it is not fair, two to one. I sup-
pose Imust. Well, yes,” she cried; “ there!/
are you satisfled?” and the Dlushing gicl
ran swiflly from the roon.

Vincent lay back upon his pillow with a
glow of delight upon his paltid face.

4 There, Mra, Fairtag,” said he,.* you are
a witnegs, you heard her accept me,”

1 did, and T am very glad. Really, Mr.
Graham, you improved your time. I left
you with Ethel quictly reading poetry to you.”

« I didn’'t have the slightest idea of pro-
posing; but semehow I coukdw's help ie.”

“0Oh! T dare say it came very natural to
gow ; but some men find it a difficudt thing
to do. I remember when Mr. Fairfax of-
tered himself to me. ¢ Jane,” snid he, ‘1—
- and blushed and stammered, ¢ love me,
I suppose,’ said I. *Yes,” said he, ‘that's

" what I mean, and will you — you —* ‘ marry
you?’ says 1. *Yes,’ says he, ¢ that’s what
I wanted to say.” <Well,” says I, ‘I don’t
mind if I do,’ and on that he up and hugged
me.”
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¢« Oh, no, he was quite flaent in embrac-
ing,” seid Mrs, Fairfax. *Oh, dear me,
T'mn afraid Ive spoilt the carpet and your
broth's ali gone!” '

« Never mind the broth, Mrs. Fairfax,
T've had a feast already.”

‘¢ Yes? Why, who brought it to you?”
« Ethel,” answered Viucent, quietly.

Mrs. Fairfax locked puzzled ; but Vincent
Iay smiling to himsclf on the pillow, and -
lock of porfect rapture filled his eyes.

CHAPTER XIIT.

ON TOE TRACK.

in the last chapter, Mr. Alexander Conger
was sitéing In an exceedingly meat office
talking with two men, both of whom were
remarkably guict ia their manner, and re-
markably intclligent in theiv appearance.
They made notes of what My. Conger said,
and nodded in 4ssent, but said nothing.
“And mow about this Mys. Jarvis, she
doesn’t suspect she’s spotted, Roberts?”

< Not the least glimmering in the world,
sir.”

“Yes. Well, what have you done with
her?”

« My wife has her ag a sort of overseer
of the servants, and if she outwits Polly
Roberts, it's more than I could ever do.”
“Very well. Now how about hunting up
the costumer who furnished this bear’s
suit?”

“T ywas at it all yeéterday,” said the man,
who had not yet spoken, ‘“‘and all this
morning. Now there are a good many such
places i the city, and I've not come across
the spot yet.”

“Yed, Well I've an idea, Fellows, that
this chap got that bear’s skin at a sporting
shop.”

* Why so, sir?”

“Why y'see its much more in accordance
with the habits of these fellows, and they

been very flush. You have g list of pawn-
hrokers, Fellows?”

“Yes,” said Fellows, and he produced a
very neatly written slip of paper.

“Well,” continued Mr., Conger, *‘you
needn't hunt up any more costumers, but
take a look into a few of these places and let
me kunow your success at four this after-
noon. You say, Roberts, that you've seen

«He didn’t hesitate in that, at aLTI sup-
pose,” said Vincent, laaghing,
6

this Dick Hoyt?”

A paY or two before the scene described

a

conld get it cheaper-—they may not have -
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“Yes, sir. T saw him one night at a bil-
liard suloon in Grand Street, and I remarked
him pretty well at the time and found out
his name.”

¢ Where 1s the place?”

Roberts told him. Mr. Conger got up,
took off his kid gloves, put them in his
pocket, donned & rowdy-looking felt hat,
and went out looking like a sporting char-
acter.

“A cool chap that Conger,” ohserved
Fellows.

‘A perfect blood-hound,” said Roberts.

“ Golng to arrest a man without any force
to back him!” }

“Just like him; he thinks it a jolly lark.”

Mr. Conger walked down to the billiard
galoon he had been directed to, and went in
leisurely. The atmosphere was reeking
with tobaceo-smoke and whisky. A spruce
young fellow hehind a bar was diligently
studying o very valuable work entitled
¢ American Fancy Drinks,*

“ What will you have, sir?” said he to
Conger.

“Giveme alittle rye.” He took the liguor
and said genially, ¢ Take something with
me.” The young man poured out a fow
drops and drank.

“Not many customers this afternoon,”
remarked the detective.

“No, it's hardly time yet. Would you
like to play,.sir? »

“Well, I'll play one game, but you'll have
to give me odds.”

“I'll give you twenty points.”

They began the game. Conger soon no-
ticed that if Lis antagonist gained on him
he was loquacious and merry, but was in-
stantly rendered taciturn by ill success. Ie
therefore allowed him to get far ahead.

“You play & mighty strong carom game,”
snid Conger.

“0h, Y not in practice,” gaid the man.

“I don't play muoch myself,” coutinued
Conger. “¥ came in Liere to-day to meet g,
friend, — Dick Hoyt, ~ do you know him?”

¢ Dow’t know the name.”

# Ie's a heavy-built man, with black hair
and beard. There's a qucer-looking chap
always with him, «—a fellow with red hair
and cross oyes,”

“Oht I know who you mean. I haven’t
geen him for two months. 'Fhat red-haired
chap Landies a mighty pretty cue. Blast me
if' he ean’t discount me!=

“You don’t suy so!” said Conger, care-
lessly. * What's Lis name?

devil; but he can play billiards for all
that.”

I should like to see him. T zuess he's
the same man I know.— You counted then;
&o on; you want three for my pocket, too. —
Does ke ever come in here?

“He was here Tast night.”

“ Do you think he will be here this after-
noon? *

“ He never comes in the djnytime.”

1 didn't count. TPerhaps he’ll be here
to-night? I should like to sce him play.”

“No, I heard kim say he was going to the
0ld Bowery to-night with his gal. 1'd like
to know what’s become of Dick TToyt.”

The game was soon fluished, and Conger
went out.  ITo had scavcely left the room
when a coe-rack against the wall sw ung
forward, and the amisble Ezra emckgc.d
from a recess behing it.

* Cursed fool! Think you've got me, don't
you? 1 say, Wilkins, what did you send him
to the Ola Bowery for? I did want to go
there to-night, though I didn’t tell you so.”

“Well, why don’t you go? ”

¢ This infernnl squint plays the devil with
me. If it wasn’t for that, T might disguise
myself. DBut I say, what a soft that chap
was, to swallow all you told him !

But Conger wasn’t Tialf se much of a fonl
as Tizra imagined. He walked up the street
slowly, for a rod or two,

“It's pretty clear,” said he to himself,
‘“that that fellow’s about here somewlere.
Yes, he was rather too anxious for me not
to come back. And it’s tolerably certain
that he aint going to be at the ¢ Old Bow-
ery’ to-night, or his pal wouldn’t have
mentioned the place. I'm up to their
dodges.”

He turned and went back to the saloon,
It was on the second floor, Ile ran quickly
and neisclessly up the stairs and into the
room. As he entered he thought Le heard
something strike agoinst the wall. The bar-
keeper looked scared and confused.

# Gad! I believe the maw's. in here!”
sald Conger to himself. ¢ Thonght Il
come back and try another game,” said he
“dow's belleve you can beat me again,
Let’s have some more rye.”

The liquor was brought, and the second
game begun. Conger played well and
‘led” his opponent.

“ You “laid off#ast game,” rumuked the
keeper,

“«No, E didw't, but T md bad luck, —I say,
Mr, —what's your name?

“I don’t know. Ie squints like the

fWilkins.”
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‘T say, Mr. Wilkins, I'm going to tell you
something.”

e SV ell out with it

“I'min a devil of a scrape. DPve got the
‘beaks’ on me,”

¢ The deuce you have! what for?”

“Why, y'see I kuocked a man dewn with
a decanter the other night when I was
pretty high, and they say he's in a bad way.
I daven't walk up the street, You couldn't
stow me’ away lere anywhere, till darlk,
could you?”

t No, I couldn’t.,”

¢ Tecause if you eould, I'd pay you hand-
sowue.”

¢ No, I've no place to hide any one.”

< Let's look into that closet,” and Conger
opened it-as he spoke. It held nothing but
coul-hods and brooms,  There was no other

door in the room, cxcept the one opening
into the Lalt. Conger wis pazzled. “I'm
certain that fellow’s here,” he muttered,
f perhapy under the bar.”

“ Let me get under $hat counter.”

¢ Tt all piled up with bottles and lemon-
boxes.”

“ Let me gee,” anad Conger vaulted nimbly
over. It was as Wilkins had sald,

“Where the devil could he have stowed
him?” aund his eye caught the ene-rack.
The room was rather nareow and the space
between the end of the table and the rack,
not great. ” Cenger stood there to make a
shot and rammed the butt of his euc with
great force against the rack. The hollow
sound was unmistakable.

¢ Ohol” thought re, ¢ T've hit it.”

¢ Loolk here, man, yow'il stave that rack
down.”

‘T ian’t very strong, is it? " said Conger,
pulling the frame. 1t did not yicld. “ Let
me get belind the rack,” said he, quietly.

Wilkins turned pale, < What do you
menn?” he stamwered,

“0Oh! come now! don’t he innocent. I
Lknow all about it.”

i All about what?” asked Wilking, with
well-feigned astonishment,

e Al about the room behind there 17 roared
Conger. < Oh!it's a very proty dodge,
yes, a very neat dodge, Whew's that fellow
il there coming out?”

“There’s no fellow in there,—I mean
there’s no place for a fellow to get into. ”

He saw he had commitied himself.
¢ Damnation!” he crled; “what do you
mean by prying about here? I don’t want
you here, clear outl”
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«7 tell you to clear out, Will vou go?”
Instantly Conger’s manner changed. He
stood erect, with gleaming eyes, and uttered
one or twe words in a calm, resolute tone.
The change in Wilkins’ manner was ludi-
crous. Ilis hostile air immediately gave
way to an obsequious and fawning one.
“Qh, T beg pardon, sir. I didn’t know
you were in the police. I meant no harm,
sir, I assure you.”

‘*No harm’s done. DBut let me see hehind
that rack.”

“There’s nothing there, sir, on my
soul.”

¢ I prefer to belicve my eyes. Opén it or
I'lI have 1t broken down in two minutes.”
Wilking saw concealment was ho longer
possible. 1Ilec touched a spring and pulled
the rack open. A recess was disclosed
about five feet deep, and the width of the
rack. Conger looked in, - to his astonish-
ment it was empty! '

fu There, I told you so, sir!”

Conger looked at and felt the walls all
aroand. They were smooth and unhroken.
ITe stamped on the fioor; it gave forth a
dull, beavy sound. -

€« Well,” said he, perfectly concealing his
disappointment, “I've found out all I
wanted.”

“If you want -to nab that squint-eyed
chap, sir, I advise you to go to the ‘Old
Bowery.””

“Yes, and waste my time there; ol,
ves!"” said Conger, with great apparent in-
dignation; ** do you take me for & fool?”

Iie went owt and walked rapidly to the
oflice he had started from. “JTet & man
watch that billiard room in Grand Street
till eight o’cloek,” said he, and in flve
minuntes a placid, abstracted-looking in-
dividaal, in citizen's dress, was standing in
front of the place, Iooking up at the oppo-
site house with great apparent curiosity.

After Conger had disappeared, a wide
board rose slowly from the floor of the re-
cess and the brutal visage of Ezra made its
appearance. '

“Coast clear?” growled he.

Y 0.

IIc came out and swore a terrible oath or
two.

¢ That skunk, who is he?”

A deteetive”

Exra turned pale, * You don't mean it!1”

“Yes, and a mighty cute chap. How the
devil did he find out about this hole?”

“ Why, because he happened to ram hisg

“ Now don't get angry, Mr. Wilkins.”

cue against 16.”
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¢ IMTappened to? Peshaw! man, he did it on
purpose.”

‘Do you think so? Then we've got a
sharp cove to deal with,”

-Conger sat down in his guiet room and
lit a eigar, “ Of course,” said he to himself,
‘“that fellow’ll go to the ¢ Old Bowery’ if he
had any intention of doing so. Tl drop in
during the conrse of the evening, I think.”

At this moment Fellows eame in.

“T've found the place, sir,” said he, *but
that's about all.”

¢ What have you learned ? ¥

“F found a place in West Broadway,
where a broad, red-haired man bought two
bear-skin snits; but his pal was not with
him.”

¢ Well, did the Jew know anything about
hig customer? ”

¢ Bwears he never saw him before or
slnee.”

“ Did he pay for the suits in cagh?”

‘i No, sir, he gave thils thing in barter,”
and Fellows pulled out an old-faghioned
gold snufi-box, clahorately chased and very
solid, with the inseription ¢ R, H. from Ii.
B.” deeply cut on the lid.

Mr. Conger looked atit curfously. +'This
may lead to something,” said he, and he put
it in his pocket,

At about eight in the evening Conger and
Fellows went down to the ¢ 0ld Bowery
“Theatre.” No one would have Kknown
Conger in his long, brown beard and mus-
fache. He had on a light-colored summer
overcoat and carried an eye-glass and a
cane. ‘

The two men took their seats in the pit
near the orchestra. There they had & good
view of the house. Conger saw no less
than three large cross-eyed men, but they
were all looking at the stage (as well as he
could judge), and with apparent satisfue-
tion.

‘“None of those chaps,” said Conger, to
himself. ¢ The man I'want will be looking
round the house just as I am doing. None
but detectives, and rascals keep staring
about at a play.”

A large, merry-looking old gentleman sat
next to Conger.  Heseemed much delighted
with the tragedy, and wiped his cyes far-
tively, more than once. Ahout the middle
of the performance Conger pulled the snuff-
box from his pocket and looked at it. The
old gentleman happened to glaitce down at
Lim just then. As he saw the box, a look
of great surprise came over Lis fuce, and he
looked sherply at Conger, ’
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““Hem!” said he, nudging that gentle-
man. “ Allow me, sir! Pray, wheredid you
get that box? ™

“Why do you ask?”

“Because I think I've scen it before;”
veplied our old friend, Dr. BEuripides
Brown, :

“Yes? Well, look at it,” said Conger,
putting it in his hand.

Dr. Brown examined the bhox carcfally.
“Yes,” gsaid he, “it’s the same. T knew it.
There are the initials, ‘R. H. from B. B.
Sir,” saild he, I used to own that box.”

“Ayc you the ‘K. B on it ?”

‘“Yes, sir. I am Dy, Earipides Brown of
Parnassus Hall.  Here, sir, is my cireular,”
and he took one of those docurments from
his pocket and placed it in the detentive’s
hand.

Conger glanced at i, and put il in his
pocket.

“ Yes, gin,” continued the worthy doctor;
“I'm the *E. B. and Dick Hoyt's the < R.
H. and a pretty scoundrel he is, too, —a
precious rascal. Yes,” he sdded, growing
warm, “the greatest rascal unlung !

“Yes. What do you kirow about him,
doctor?”

“What do I know about him! T know
that if ever I catch him, Il choke the
breath of life —the vital prineiple — from
his villanous carcass!”

“Well)” said Conger, “T can téll you, for
your satisfaction, he’s dead.”

“You don't say so!”

“Yes,” sald Mr. Conger,

“<¥When was he Iung ? 7 agked the doctor.

“He wasn’t hung, unfortunately, e wis
kitled by n man who tried to arrest him for
murder.”

“8o I thought! °'Tis st as 1 told
Tiggy! I kuew he’d come to some such
end. Sir, I breathe freer now he's off tie
earth.”

“Yes. Have you seen Dlim lately,
doetor?” ’

“ Not for many years.”

“Then you don't know any of his com-
panions?”

¥ No, thank God! I don’t.”

% Well, I'm after one of them to-night.”

“What has he heen up to, sip?”

 Oh Imerely murder,” said Conger, coolly.

‘Are you & policcman? ™

“Yes. I'm Inspector Conger, and am
giad to make your acquaintance, doctor.
Perhaps you ean help me nab the fellow,”

“ What sort of o looking chap is he?*

Conger described him,
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“Well, there he is,” said the keen-eyed
doctor, ‘leaning against that pillar yonder.”

Conger looked. There was the man,
certainly, with o flashy-looking girl, in a
gaudy bonnet, with him.

“Dowt let him sce you looking,” sald
Conger. T say, FFellows, let me make you
acquainted with D, Brown.”

The doctor bowed gravely, and Tellows
keenly looked at him as he nodded his
Dead. )

“Yor'd better keep yvour cye on the
cove,” said Mr. Conger.

¢ No fear, siv,” suid Fellows,

1 am going to the door,” said Conger,
and he rose and went.

Ezra was sitting near the door, evidently
ill at, ease.  1Ic glanced furtively about him
now and then, and paid not the slightest
attention to the yonng woman at his side.
But alt at onee he turncd to her and said, —

1 gay, Sal, let's got oat of this.”

¢ Lt hold up till this act’s over.”

“Youve got o come now, or go home
atone,” said Lzra; and the pirl rose re-
luctantly and followed her companion, At
the same moment Fellows and 3. Brown
{who. had expressed his determination to
assist in the capture) also left thelr scats.
Conzer was already standing at the door,

This movement instantly attracted Ezra’s
attention.  Iis wits, sharpened by ap-
prehension, at once told him that he was
watched.

* Those men are after me, S‘IL” said he,
indicating Fellows and the doctor, with a
Jevk of Ity thumb.

Now 8al was a quick-witted young wo-
man. Probably the only feasible plan of
escape there wasg, flashed upon her in a mo-
ment.  She drow her companion into one
of the dim recesses in the corrvidor of the
old theatre, formed by an arch and colomu.
The gas-lamps near this spet had gone out,
or had not been lit, and the place was really
dark to tiose who came out from the glare
of the theatre.

“Ilave you got on two pair o’ panta.
loons ? * ghe asked, hurriedly. '

“Yes, of course I bave; T always wear
two pairs.”

“Thenr off with one,” sald che, at the
same lime shaking licrself out of her skirt.
Ezra had his outer pantaloons off in a mo-
mcnt, and the girk quickly donned them.

¢ Hop into that dress,” eried she, and Xzra
did so in a twinkling., ¢ Now let me have
your coat and hat, and take my long shawl,”
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effected. The girl piled her short curls on
the top of her head, and put on Ezia’s big
felt hat, With his great-coat reaching to
her kuees, she certainly looked like a short
and thick-set man. The hat almost en-
tirely concealed her hair and face. Xara, in
the shawi, skirt, and bonnet, might certainly
pass for a woman of great size.

A1l this had not taken half a minate. Fel-
lows and Dr. Brown had not reached the
door of exit before Ezra and his compauion
cmerged with their changed appearavces
trom the shady nook, and instantly scp-
arated.

Conger, however, had scen them enter
the recess, and suspecicd thelr intention.
When they came out he at once detected the
rase, but he had not time to call kis com-
panions before tie man, dressed as a woman,
darted out into the Bowery. Conger fol-
lowed without a moment’s delay.

Fellows aid Dr. Brown were surprised
to see Conger rush out afer the woman {as
they thought), while the man was watking
leisurely to another deor. Without sto]-
ping, however, to comment on this, they
overtook the supposed man, amd Fellows
clapped his hand on her shoulder. His
amazement may be imagined, when a shrill
girl’s voice cried, — .

“Well, you are rude, Imust say ;” andshe
took off her hat nnd showed her woman's
curls.

“«Well, may I he damned ! cried Fellows.

¢ 0Oh, you will be — never fear!” said the
airl.

“ Variwm ef mutabile semper feming,” sald
the doctor. ‘

‘- 'What’s that lingo? ” asked the woman,

scontwitted by a girl,” grosucd Fellows,
“ Come with me, my woman.”

¢ YWhere to, may I ask?”

* To tho station-house.”

“ Whatfor? Ishoeld like to know what
T've done,” said Sal.

“ Accomplice to o murderer, that’s all,”
said Fellows; and ke marched her off, fol-
lowed by the doctor.

Conger keps his eye on Ezra ag they left
the theatre. Some instinet prompted the
fellow to ran, for ke did not Kuow he was
pursucd. So he pulled up his skirts in a
very unfeminine manner, and ran swiftly
up the Bowery. Ilis appearance was cer-
tainly unigue, and so the-boys in the street
thought. *Go it, old woman!” “Ibeton
yoal” and other remarks, complimentary
and otherwisge, followed the rapid female as

These changes were almost instantly

she splashed along.
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* Btop that woman!" shouted Conger.

Icaring this, Tzra looked behind and saw
the deteetive fast overhaunling him. o dart
into o miserable little alley, that looked
lke a canal choked with filth, and strip
hiwself of his woman's gear, was the act
of a second.

The night was dark and drizzly. Conger
saw the man suddenly disappear, but where
he went he could not tell.  Whether he had
taken refage in some house or darted into
some alley, he was, of course, unahle to
say. Now,the operations of the detective's
mind were swift. In an-instant he had ar-
gued the question, and decided that he had
not entered suy building. “ It is not likely,”
thought he, * that he has any eribs or pals
0 near the one he has in Grand Strect.
e has gone up that alley.,” Conger stood
still near its mooth and made a pecaliar
whistle. At once, as if they had sprung
from the groumd, two men appearcd, and
touched their eaps to him respeetfully,

“Chap gone up that alley. Can we get
him?”

“Dexter is stationed on the corver of
Llizabeth Street, siv,” sakl one of the mewn.

“That's lucky.  Let’s sce him.”

They all three entered the alley, which
laoonked like a vaalt and smelt Iike a sower.
They bad not gove a yard, when they stum-
bled agninst the east-oft' clothes of Sal,

ALY that’s what he had on.  Take care
of "

One of the .men pieked up the skirt and

shawl ang rolied thew dexterously into a.

small, compact bundie, which he stowed
away.

‘They walked through to Elizabeth Strect,
and found Dexter standing on the corner,
Ile tuld them that the van they sought had
certaluly gone by not five minates before,

© Did you notice which way he went?”

“Yes, sir. T allayslooksarter suspicions
wagabouds. Ile went up this strect, sir
aud went into thut oyster saloon where yoa
gee that red lamp,”

AN right, then,” said one of tha men;
“ave've got him”

“#We haven't got him yet,” said Conger;
“hut we're on s wrack,”

CITAPTER XIV.
M. MORRIS.

Tur two wounded men at Wycekoff TTall
recovered ronidly, The recuperative poser

of love is great.  From the day of the read-
ing of Tennyson, Vineent quickly mended;
a fortnight saw him up; a month walking
around the house; six weeks perfectly well,
A shorter time suiliced for Bdwin, 1le had
recovered from all effeets of the Dlow ina
month.

In the mean time, after the funeral of the
unfortunate Franchot had taken place, his
will was opened and read, and Dr. Pavkes
found to be the seole executer appointed.
The fortune was left, as we already know,
to the ouly child of Mr, and Muys. William
Moore. Dr. Parkes found the correspond-
ence of the so-called Ifarry Moore among
the papers of the deeceased. He had writ-
ten to the young wman inquiring ahout the
probate of the will, and so forth., An an-
swer had come in a strange hang, signed
Peter Wilkins, informing the doctor that Mr.
Harry Moore had gone to Canada, where
he expeeted to bo o month or more; buéb
that he would write at onee and infonn him
of the events that Lad taken place. e
Parkes took up his residence at Wyekoft
Hall till its owner should appear, and Mrs,
Graham and Mrs, Fairfux, with Jessie and
Ethel, remained. Mre. Ebehezer Moore had
written that Kthel might stay till Jessie went
awny, and that he would then eome after
her. Mr. Jawes Graham was anxious that
his wife should comne hone, but e had not
onee gone up to sec her and his son.

The gloom of the sad evenls passcd off
eradualiy, i a measure; ami in the mean
time love matters progressed favorably.
Never was there a happler party. They
had not scen enough of Mr., Franchot to foel
very sad atb his dealh, alihough, of course,
is recent tragic fate kept shem {rom any-
thing like boisierousness.

One day they all four started off, on horse-
Iack, for o pleasure exeursion. The road
lay fer somé distance along the hank of the
river, and all were charmaed with the view,
-— the white =ails of many craft, the dis-
{ant smoke of sowme steamer, the green
shore opposite, As they renched the top
of a geutle eminence, they looked hack and
suw the red wally of Wyckoil Liall fur away
behind thea.

w 1iow picturesque,” said Tehel, ¢ the old
lhouse looks from here!”

#Yeg., Who would think that old pile wasg
such a ratal place? Bui T shall always love
it better than any spot ou carth.”

“AVhy ? Beeanse you were shiot there?*

Y Y es, that's it because I was shot there,
and you were the assagsin.”
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« () Vincent, it seems wicked that we
should be so happy so scon atter poor Mr.
Frauchot’s muarder!”

¢ Will it do ¢ poor Mr. Franchot * any good
for us to be gloomy? I trow not; so, my
sweetd equestrienne, let's enjoy ourselves
whilile we may.”

They <lashed along over a road perfumed
by the aromatic odor of pines. It would
Liave made o beautiful picture for a painter,
—the lovely git]l with her flowing curls,

Cand ber handsome escort at her side,  Jes-

sy el her lover were at some distance in
advanee,

The entire eavaleade rode with speed up
to o wood at the side of the road. They

© Jound it dense, but there was no underbrush.

They dismounted, and the horses were tied
to the trees. The gay party sclected a
smooth ridge, and sat dowi.

“What o pretly place! ITow far are we
from Wyckolf Hall, Ned?” asked Ethel.

¢ Abonat ten miles.”

¢« Are there any houses about here?”

< 'Phere is o small house youder; you ean
see the chimuey through the trees. T he-
ligve some one has been living there for the
[ast month or two.”

“ Yeq, and lo! he approsches,” said Vin-
cent. A tall, wmelancholy man, with long
lack beard, was slowly advaneing, appar-
en(ly nnconscious of their presenee and
with eyes bent on the ground. 1le did not
ook at all like & farmer or weodsmun, but
wirs dressed in a black suit and wore a
hesver hat.  As he eame near, Vincent ex-
clubined, in great surprise, —

“As I live, wy wysterious friend, who
inuists upon heing a ghost; bat he hasn't
on the yegnlation white.”

Rir. Morvis, for it was lie indeed, glaneed
up ad seewed astonished af seeing the
party. 1Ic vaised his hat politely, atd was
aboté to turn away, when Vincent said, —

« Siay, Mr. Morris, do you not recoliect
me, — Mr, Grabam? "

o Grakam!” eried the man, with a start,
looking at Vincent.

“Yes; dou't you remember your mid-

night caiechizing of me?”

Morris did remember it, and advanced
and shook Vincent’s hand., I hope you're
well, sir,” said he, as he glanced at the
others,

Hiz eye passed quickly off Edwin and
Jossie, but was instanily riveted on Lthel.

s X¥erciful heaven!” he cried, ¢ who are
you? Pardon me, miss,” he quickly added,
“ your face afitets me strangely.”
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“ Permit me,” said Vincent: ¢ Mr. Morrig,
Miss Imairfax, Miss Moove, My, Moore,”

“AVhat!” cried the man, in & sort of
shriek, ** Moore! Moore!”

“Yes,” said Vincent, astonished, ¢ Mr.
and Miss Moore of Boston.” :

“Ah! of Boston! Yes, yes. Mr., Ehen-
czer Moore's children.”

“Yes, sir,” said Edwin, in surprise. “ Do
you know my father?”

“F did know him. Ts he well?”

¢ Quite well, thank you.”

“ 1 am truly glad, and you are his son.
Yes, yes, and this young lady his daughter.
Strange!” He said these words in a medi-
totive manner, as if to himself, with his
bright eycs eagerly looking at ¥thel.

That young lady setmed.almost equally
interested in Mr. Morris. She could not
define the feeling she felt. A thrill of pity
stirred her breast as she looked at the mel-
anclioly man,

“ Will you not come up to my poor house,
ladics and gentlemen, and take o glass of
wine?”? said Mr. Morris, with an air of
great courtesy.

They aH deelined with thanks,

“vell, les me give your horses a feed.”

% No, thank you, sir,” said Vincent; ¢ we
shall not stay long, and I think we had bet-
ter not feed the horges.”

During all this time Mr. Moreis had
searcely taken his eye fromnr Lithel's face.
Ethel was embarrassed.  Rousing himself,

| at length with & start, he said, —

“ I will intrude no longer. I’ermit me to
take your hand,” said Le to Lthel, and he
raised it to his dips, bowed to the others,
and horried off.  The kiss felt strangely to
Lthel; it affected her in an unaccountable
way. She fult like weeping, with no appar-
cent reason in the world.

iV hat an odd man!” said Jessie.

“ Yes; but no lunatie, Vint., as you imag-
ined.”

“ No. What agitation Ethel caused him1”

“Yes,” sald Jessie, *‘she probably re-
minded himm of seme old love. Depend
upon it, unrequited aftection is the cause of
his melancholy.”

‘Tt is sirange,” said Iithel, like one in a
reverie, I could never have seen this gen-
Hlemian before, and yet I feel as of I had.”

“ IIe spoke of knowing your father,” said
Vincent; < perhaps you may have seen him
at home.” )

“ No, I am sure I have not. He has never
been at our house, — has he, Edwin??

“1 mnever saw him there, certainly.
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Morris? Morris? I never even heard the
name,”

“ Well,” said Jessie, <let the mysterions
stranger go. Perhaps he {s a ghost, — who
knows? We ought to start for home,
Edwin.?

Soon they were all cantering merrily
home together. Mr, Merris saw them go.
He came out from his house, and threw
‘himsetf on the grass.

“0 my God! my God!” he grooned;
“poor Nellic! O my daling! Ob, the vil-
lain! the villain!™

Suddenly he sprung up erect, his fierce
eyes gleaming, —

“ My revenge fs nearly ripe, thank God!
nearly ripe, nearty ripe!” P

CHATPTER XV.
TUE PURSUIT AND CAPTURE,

“Now,” continued Mr. Conger, ¢ what
docs the rear of that oyster-saloon open on
to?”

« A smalt yard, sir, with high brick wall
round it, and spikes to the top o that.”

“Very good. Now Dexter, do you go in
and goet the fellow ont.  We'll wailt outside.
He's scen me, aud Iwant to get him quietly,
without fuss, d’y¢ sce? or I'd nabbed him
iu the theatre,” .

“Yes, sir; but he knows me, too, He
locked at me sharp as he passed me, and
hesides, I’in in uniform.”

Dexter was o short man, with a face close
shaven. Conger musced. *“Those other
men,” said ke, “ donw’t know him, and may
make some mistake.. I'd rather have you
go. Take Tim’s long coat.”

Tim’s coat was certalnly an unique gor-
ment. Tt was of a bright clirome-yellow
color and very long, reaching in faet below
his kneey,

s Here,” said Tim, dofling the garment,
¢ glip on this, and this, too,” he added, pull-
ing off an inmmense grizzled beard and dis-
closing a smooth and boyish face. “ See,”
he continned, ‘it goes on very casy,” and
he adjusted it to Dexter's chin. With the
yvellow coat and gray beard, Dexter was
certainly well disguised.

“Now,”said Mr. Conger,* get the fellow out
on some pretest and we'll guictly nab him.”
¢ Al right,” said Dexter, and as he spoke
he left his companions, and descending &
couple of stone sieps that led to a groumd-
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glass door, on which were painted in red
[etters the words, ¢ Oysters in every style,”
opened the door and went in. He saw a
rather neat-looking piace, with sanded floor,
2 nmn in his shirt-sleeves opening oysters
behind a counter, and o small boy asleep in
a coroner. No one else was visible; but as
he walked in, a gruil’ man’s voice behind a
chintz curtain, demanded, —

“ Another bourbon, Doggs.”

“ Let me have a stew,” said Dexter to the
man.

e Yes, sir, in a moment. There’s a gent
in there a-eatin’ of one now, but he'il be
out in half a jif.”

Ezta peered eautiously out, and sceing
the odd, small figure of Dexter, burst in a
loud horse-laugh. ¢ Come in, old covey,
rocm enough for youn.”

Ol 1 won't intrade,” satd Dexter, mod-
estly.

¢ Come in, Isay,” 1'cpea*‘ce(1 Lzra; ¢ Iwant
to talk to you.”

Dexter went in and took his seat on a pine
hench. Doggs brought his ¢ stew.”

“Take somcthing, patriarch. Another
bourbon, Boggs. I say, where did you get
that coat?”

s Not very far off.”

¢ I'd like to get one like it.”

“AVell, I've no objections,” said Doexter:

“Won't you show me where the place
is?”

“ Well, —yes, but wait till T've eab my
stew.”

£ 0Oh, certainly.” :
Now it is impossible to say what it was
that aroused Ezra’s suspicions of his comns-
panion, for a morc harmless-looking indi-
vidual was never scen; but certain it is that
Tyzra was immediately on his guard, and
watched Dexter keenly. The tatter was too
sure of the effeiency of Lis disguise. His
bright eye and florid cheek belied the griz-
zled beard, and Izra sat 80 near him that
he noted the difference between his beard
and hair, and saw the smooth, plamp hand
indicative of youth. Stretching suddenly
aeross the narrow table, he caught Dexter's
beard and plucked it off.

¢ Aha!” he roared, *you thought you
had me, did you? Youwre not so cursed
smart, after alll”

Dexter felt for his pistol, but before he

hottle from the castor, and struck him vio-
lently on the head. He followed this attack
with a fearful hlow on the face, and Dexter

feil over on the table, scnseless,

had time to pull it out, Ezra snatehed a -
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“Tlere, Boggs, quick!” cried Ezra; < this
fool’s been trying to cheat me, but 1 have
rather cuchred him.” '

Boggs appeared.

“ Come,” said Ezra; “help me to get this
coat ofl.” They divested the unfortunate
Trexter of the garment; Ezra hastily put it
on, and adjusted the false beard to his own
brutal face, taking also Dexter’s cap.

«T suppose hes got a crowd outside

‘waiting for me. Don’t they wish they may

get me!”

“ Where are you going?" cried Boggs;
“ not into the street!”

« Of course.”

¢ Why, man, they’ll nab you!”

¢ Never you fear. Perhaps they will, and
then again, perhaps they won't., DBut I
must get this fool's pistel; ” and he took
that from the still insensible man’s pocket,
and  examined i, ¢ All right, — ready
loaded. DBy-by, Boggy dear,” and he
sauntered out. As he emerged into the
street, Conger approached,

¢ Jan’t the fellow there?” ! .

Fzra put his finger to his lips. ¢’8t—"

« What's up now?  asked Conger.

¢« Be quict,” whispered Izra.

# Where are you going? *

“ Wait & moment tiil I get back.”

Conger was puzzled, but Tim, who was
locking at the man inteutly, suddenly cried
out, ¢ Thit’s not Dexter! Nab him!” and
he rushed at Tera. . Bzra levelled his pistol
and fired. Poor Tim staggered, groaned,
and fell, exclaiming, —

0 God! I'm plugged.”

¢ Serves you right,” cried Fzra, dashing
off at great speed.

For an instant Conger and the remaining
man stood still in surprise; the next, they
darted quickly in purseit.

Ezra did not have more than five rods
start, but he ran like a deer. Conger,
maddened at being bafiled, put all his might
into big pace, and soon distanced his com-
panion, wko was rather stout.

It was very late. Not a soul was In the
siroct. The rain was falling, and the dim
gas-lamps scarcely illumined the stréct for
a radius of ten feet; but Conger managed
to keep the yellow coat in sight, and settled
down for & steady chase, with clenched
hands at his hips, and lips tightly closed.
& Clop, clop,” gounded the heavy shoes of
Ezra; “pat, pat, pat,” went Conger's neat
little boot. On, on, they rushed for three
or four blocks up Ellzabeth Street, when
suddenly Ezra turned.into a side street at

7 .

SCHEMES.

the left, and made for Broadway. Conger
hastened around the corner about fifteen
seconds after, and was amazed to see Ezra
standing quietly at some distance up the
s’treet, on the edge of the pavement. Yes,
there could be no doubt it was he; there
was the yellow coat, motionless.

“ He is winded,” thought Conger; ¢ and
is going to stand at bay with his pistol.”
IIe drew his own, and cauatiously ap-
proached. ¢ If yon fire, 'l plug you, you
razcal,” eried the officer; ¢ surrender
peaceably.” No answer. He drew nearer.
t« The fellow’s leaning against a tree,” said
Conger to himself. ¢ Speak, or I fire!” he
shouted. Still no answer. Conger levelled
his revolver, took deliberate aim, and fired.
Te his astonishment the fizure did not stir,
Rushing up to it, conceive of his mortifica-
tion to find the old ycllow coat hanging
over the tree-box empty, and no one in
sight. The ballet had gone through it, and
lodged in the tree behind.

“@Great Jovel!” exclaimed Conger, be-
tween his feeth; “I'm glad nobody saw
this, Now where the devil could he have
cone? Curse the luck!”

Near the corner was a rum-shop in a
cellar. The detective’s plan was instantly
formed. Hastily pulling off his coat, he
fired a bullet through it, resumed the gar-
ment, and, running swiftly, burst into the
cetlar, exclaiming, in a terrifled voice, and
gasping for breath, —

s« For God’s sake, save me! TFor God’s
sake, save me!”

The only occupant of the place was a
phlegmatic-looking Dutchman, with a red
face, who stared stupidly at bhim, and ex-
claimed, -

“ Mein Gott! vat ish de matter?”

“«The police are after me. Didnt yow
licar o pistol? ”?

“Yah,” said Mynhecr, ‘

“Well, look here. They fired one shof
at me, and hit my coat; the other missed
me.  They’ve been chasing a friend of mine
and me, and pearly got us. Did you see
my friend?”

“Vas he o pig fellow vid a sguink in his.
eye?”

¢« Yeg; that's him.”

“« Vell, he’s upstairs aped.”

“Good! Let me sec him.”

“ Nein. T vill do no such ting.”™

“Why, he's my pal, I tell you.”

4“1 no cares vedder he's your balor not.
He tells me not to let any man.go ab, and
bays me vell, too.”
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¢ 1Tow much did he pay yon?”

¢ Hoe give me vive dotlar.”

“Well, Pli give you ten dollars if yoa'll
ghow me his room.”

“¥ah!l” cried the Datchman; ¢ten
dollar!”

"« Yes,” cried Conger; ‘“here’s the
money.”

v Vell, come on.”

e took a lamp, and went up a creaking
pair of stairs. Conger followed; then up
anothier and another.

+There’s his room,” said the Dutchman,
¢ yere you sces de light,” .

Conger went up to the door. It was
locked, 1le pushed against it violently,
and it flew opens no one to be seen. The
window was open, and the bhed stripped of
clothes. Conger rushed to the window;
the sheets, twisted and knotted together,
were hunging far down below.

“D—tion!” cried the detective; ¢ the
fellow’s got off.”

The Dutchman stared stupidly at the
sheets; his lips moved, as if to form the
words, ¢ Mcin Gott!” but no sound issned
from them. )

Conger was boiling with rage, though
apparently ealm: < Thousand devils!” he
muattered. Shall I let this man outwit
et ”

“ Good-night, my friend,” he eried; and
out of the window he went, and down the
improvised rope. It did not reach the
zround by ten feet or more, bat Conger
dropped, and went nearly up to his knces
in the soft mud. There was no flagging to
the yard,

Hearcely had the detective disappeared,
when Izra cmerged from beneath the bed,
locked at the petrified Dutehman, and
burst out langhing. .

“Well, old lager-bier, you look as-
tounded.”

The Dutchman gazed at him with o blank
look. and feebly o_)acula.tul --

“ Mein Gott!”

“ I onot caught yet; but see licre, you
old beer-harrel, what the devil did you let
that fellow come up here for? "

“Vy, he said he was your bal.”

“ My pal be hanged! He’s a policeman.”

* Mcin Gott!” repeated the Dutchman,
whom these continued surprises were fust
rendering idiotic.

¢ Well, well,” =aid Ezra, laughing, “let's
go down and.have a drink.”
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ground, he drew a small dark lantern from -

his pocket, with gifficulty lit it, and care-
fully examined the ground. The soft mud
showed no footprints but kis own,

t#Death and fury!” he exclaimed; ¢“the
fellow didn't get out after alll”

He hastily blew out the lantern, ran and
vaulted over the low, rotten board-fence,
and found himeelf in the yard of o neighbor-
ing house. He emerged from this in the
same mannper, and got into & yard with a
high fence with a door in it. The door was
fastenced. Conger took o short steel bar
from his pocket, and wrenched the padlock
open, He passed through the door, and
found himself’ in’a marrow lane or alley
running between the fence and the wall of
the next house, Quickly running down
thig alley, he came into the street in whieh'
the gin-shop was situated, and in a moment
was back to the place.

“The fellow’s in there yet,” was his
thought. ¢ Now, how to get him out??

At this moment the offlcer who had
started in the chase with him, and had been
outrun, came along from the direction of

Broadway. He uttered an exclamation of -

satisfaction when he saw Conger, and
said, —

“Where have you been, siv? I got
blown, and went back and took care of
Tim; he’s badly hurt. Since then, I've
been trying to find you.”

“Yes. Well, the man we want’s in that
house.”

“#Is that so? Well, can't we get him out,
sire ”

“T guess so; bhut he’s o tough customer.
Do you go in, Joe, and see what’s to be
seen.”

Joe went in and was gone some fiffeen
minutes,  On eoming ouf, he said, —

#“There's no one in there, siv, I do he-
liove, but the Dutchman and his wife. I
showed wmy aunthority and scarched the
house.”

“ But how could he have got ocut?”

“Ton't know, I'm sure; but he’s not
there, Mr, Conger.”

“But I think he is. Hollo! here comes

mein fran.”

As he spoke, a Iarge wompan came up from
the cellar.  She had on an immense bonnet,
and a shawl was wrapped around her neck
aud chin. A long cloak, reaching nearly to
her heels, and a buge blue cotton umbrella
afforded her protection from the rain. On

Aa soon as Conger had reached the

seeing Mr. Conger and his companion, she
stonned. .
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4 My rood woman,” said Conger, ¢ where
ave you going ot this time of night?*

“# None of your tam pusiness, sir. You
mind your pusiness aud I vill mind my pusi-
ness,”

¢ Now don’t be so cross, my good soul,”
said Congor.

¢ I aint your goed sounl,” said the woman,
grufily. “Yon go todetevil. I’'m going to
the station-house.”

“IWhat are you geing to the station-
house for? ™

“ None of your pusiness,” smd the wo-
man, moving off, Conger and Joe followed
aud overtook her.

“ (to bagk, Joe,” said the former, “and
watch the place. I'll attend to this wo-
man,” ‘

“ Now vat you vant?” asked the woman.

“Why I want to accompany you,” said
Conger. It isn’t gafe for a4 woman to be
out nlone at this time of night.”

“#¥Yell, I don’t vant you, I tell you.”

“0Oh! you'd better let e go,” said Con-
gor, porsiasively.

¢ il let you go to the tevil.”

“You are very kind, I'd rather go with
you.”

‘4 Vell, I von’t go at all,” andshe sat down
on the steps of ¢ house,

Conger stood still near the curb and

‘pulled out apicce of plug tobaceo.

¢ Give me some tobaceo,” said the woman.

Xow it is not very unusual for a woman
to smoke, especially a Duteh woman; but
they ravely, If ever, chew tobacco. So
thought the detective, and he instantly sus-
pected her sex.  ITe adopted a very simple
expedient to find out. Ile tossed a piece of
Plog to her.  She brought her knees quickly
together and canght it in her Iap.

Now wlien a man goes to catch anything
in his lap, thrown at him, he always brings
his knees together, of coursc: hut a woman
separates hers that a larger suvface for it to
fall into may be made, This ruse instantly
exposed the attempted chent,

Couger sprang forward. “ Ah! my man

"I liwve you, have I? Iere, Joe!”

Lixra, for it was he indeed, sprung up, and
fevelled his hmge fist at Conger, but the lat-

“ter dodged. Ont came his pistol in a

twinkling,

“ Do you give in?”

¢t Not yet!™ eried the ruffian, and, spring-
ing on the steps, he kicked the detective’s
wrist, and the pistol flew from his grasp
and dischiarged in the alr. Conger was no
match in strength for the burly murderer.
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He prudently drew back from the onslanght,
and Ezra ran swiftly for Broadway. Con-
ger, instead of pursuing him, shouted again
to Joe and hurried into the lane. * He'll
make for up-town, no doubt,” was his
thought. ¥le ran up the alley into a side’
street and just as he emerged inte Broad-
way he saw an ommibus, with a single cecu-
pant, going up. He had lost sight of Joe, —
for that officer after coming out of the alley
had gone in an opposite direction,

It was very late for a stage to be running,
but this was the last one, and had been de-
layed by falling horses. Conger looked at
the passenger; there could be no doubt it
was Fzra, sitting on the hither seat with his
back towards him. The dctective ran and
nimbly mounted to the driver’s seat without
stopping the vchicle, or helng seen by
Ezra. ¢ Ah,” thought he, with exultation,
“I've got him now. There’s a murderer
ingide,” said he;, to the driver, —* a man
dressed as 2 woman.”

“Well, that’s none of my Dbusiness,” re-
plied that stoical individual.

“Won't you help me catch him?*

“See you to the devil, first. Iowdo I
know but what you're a murderer?”

At this complimentary gquestion, Conger
was silent. He had no means of proving
his ofticial character.

The stage turned down Ninth Street into
the Eighth Avenue. At Twenty-third Street
BEzra got out. Conger jmnped down and
followed him without being scen. Eazra
walked rapidly up the Avenue. Conger, at
some distance behind, followed. The muar-
derer at last entered a sort of hotel, on a
corner. Conger, to avold being seen, had
stayed a half block or more behind.  He fol- .
towed Ezra quickly in. No one was in the
office, save a sleepy porter. A gas-lamp
was dimly burning.

* Where did that woman go, who just
came in? " asked the ofiicer.

“Nobody has come in here, sir, for the
last hour or more.”

“D—tion! I just saw her come in.”

“ Bhe didn’t come in here, sir; praps she
come in by the hall.”

Conger went into the hall. It was dark,
but there was a light on the floor ahove,
and he heard heavy footstepy there. He
ran quickly up the stairs and was amazed
to see Dr. Euripides Brown, in his shirt-
slecves, walking up and down, smoking a
pipe.

“ Mirabile dictu " cried the doctor. “Is
thut you, Mr. Conger? ”
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“Hollo! Dr. Brown? What are you do-
ing here?”

“Why, I atn stopping here. Are youd ™

#No. I'm after that fellow.”

“Youdon't say so? Haven’t you caught
him?”

¢ No, d—n him.”

“Well, come ap here, I want to speak to
you. Come intomy room.”

“I caw’t. I am goiug to search the
house. The fellow’s here.”

“0Oh! don't chase him any more to-night.’

“Yes, but I must; he’s got away from me
twice. I'll catch him, or leave the service.”

“ Well, dow’t chase him any more to-night,
anyhow.”

“Why not?”

“0h! therc’s no use.”

““No usc! How the devil am I to get
him if I Gon't chase him? »

“ But I tell you there’s no use.”

“Why not?”

“ Come here and I'll show you,” said the
doctor, ard he opened the door of his room
and pointed in. The detective looked in.
There was Ezra, with his hands and fect
tied, sitting in a chair, and gnashing his
teeth with rage. Ilis womaw’s hablliments
were oll.

¢ He's making me & eall,” said the doctor,
with his loud langh.

CHAPTER XVI.
¢ BIAMOND CUT DIAMOND.”

EpwiNn Moorr, being now entively well,
and urged by his conscience to report for mil-
itary duty,reluctantly bade farewell to Jessie
and the others, and liurried down to New
York. Dr. Parkes advised Vincent to wait a
few days longer, and also persuaded Mrs.
Fairfax to remain, protesting that Lie could
not get along without her just then, Mrs.
Graham, however, yielded to her husband’s
eutreaties, and went down to the city with
Moore. Vincent stood no longer in need of
her eare.

Mrs. Graham seemed to have taken a
great fancy to Edwin Moore. In fact, Jes-
sie declared, langhingly, that she was jeal-
ous of that lady, and warned Edwin not to
be too attentive to Mrs. Graham in the cars.
Young Moore appeared ecqually abtracted
towards Vincent's mother, and .had been
overjoyed at the opportunity of escorting
her to the city. Arriving there, Mrs. Gra-
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house during the few days that he was
obliged to pass in New York.

Having some leisure, one cvening, Moole
strolled down to Edward Temple's room,
That young gentleman oceupied lodgings in
a private boarding-house, kept by a lady
who rejoiced in the not common name of

sarprised to see Mr. Conger, the detective,
sitting there talking with ‘Temple.

comning home. Do you know, Ned?”

* Very soon, I think, Iasnt he written
to you [

Just as Temple was about to reply in ﬂIC
negative, Mrs. Jiggleswiteh, the landlady,
entered with a letter in her hand, which she
gave to Temple without uttering o word.
Mrs. Jiggleswiteh was a curious exeeption
to her sex, for she never spoke unless it
was absolately necessary, and then i the
fewest possible words, She scemed to
hold conjunetions and other copulative
parts of speceh, auxilinvy verbs and pro-
nouns in contempt; for she rarety cmployed
them:  She was a middle-aged female; lLer
face, though it usunally worc a sovere cx-
pression, might ouce have bheen quite
pretty. )

“Al,” said Temple, ‘ this is from Vint,,
himself; and is good news. He writes thut
he is all right after what he eails his < lictde
shindy on the lawn.” Me adds that he will
be down here to-morrow,”

“That is lucky,” said Mr. Conger, “1I
must see Graham. It's the roughest thing
my losing Franchot’s murderer.”

“What do you mean?” said Moore;
‘ how lost him? ” '

“Why, I nabbed him once, and he's got
off. He's the toughest customer ¥ ever had
anything to do with. Bless you, it was
like chasing a- fox; and when canght, he
slipped away like an eel. He nearly killed
‘Tim Montgomery, too, one of the best men
I've got.”

‘“Montgomery ! ” cried Mrs, JTiggleswitch,
— who had remained in the room ostensibly
for the purpose of examining the condition
of the window-shades, — ¢ Montgomery!

much agitated.

““No,” said Conger. “I guess you don’t
know him. He’s an Englishman.”

Mrs. Jiggleswitch seemed much relieved.

# Moore —” began Temple.

“Hah!” cried the landlady, a second
time starting violently. ¢ What's that?

bam insisted upon Edwin's staying at her

Your name Moore? »

Jiggleswitch, As Moore! went in le was

‘“*Mr. Conger wants to know when Vint.'s

Lord! Baltimore man?” The woman seemed
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“Yes,” sald Edwin, “Moore is my
name.”

% Your father’s, sir?”

“ Ebenezer Moore, my good woman.
Why do you ask?”

Mrs. Jiggleswiteh sat down in a chair,
very pale and gasping for breath. The
others said nothing, and presently she rose
and left the room. .

“That beats the devﬂ ¥ sald Edwin;
# what’s the matter with the woman?”

1 hoaven't the slightest idea,” sald
Temple; “ghe never acted that woy before
in here.”

“ Cowme, Conger ? gaid Moore, “* ferret ont
this mystery.”

« Hardly my line,” replied the detective.
“J'm too busy, too, These are very pleasant
gquarters of yours, Mi, Temple, but I
mastn't stay here any longer.” And he
pulled out a very peat memorandum book,
and consulted it.

“ What have you there?” asked Temple,
carclessly.

«A perfect barometer of the public
morals, my dear sir. I have a habit of
Jjotting down the work hefore me, after the
fashion of lawyers’ diaries, When this
book of mine is full, yon may know that
roguery abounds. I am sorry to say that
it is full at present, — very full.”

Mr. Conger left the house. Just at that

moment, an old man, apparently a Seotch- |

man, was going up the steps. He accosted
Mr. Conger, with,—

“Can you toll. me, sir, whether one
Louiss Murray keeps this house?”

“ She docs not,” said Cobpger. “No
such perscon here.”

The old man scemed much disappointed.
“Tt's very strange,” sald he; “let me tell
you about it, sir. I—"

&+ ean't stop here, my man,” interrepted
Conger; * wulk along with me and Pl hear
what you have to say,” And the Scoteh-
man and detective passed up the strect to-
pether,

Vincent arrived, and went with Moore
around to the abode of Mrs. Jiggleswitch
to see Temple. They found him in con-
versation with a young gentleman, who
stared &t them impertinently, through an
eye-giuss, as they entered. Temple was
leaning back in his chair, the pictare of
weariness, He started up eagerly to wel-
come his -friends, bat did not introduce
tirem to the youth with the cye-glass, who
at ohce took his departure, Teceiviug mevely
a cool nod from Temple as he went out,
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“Thank fortune you came!” cried he;
“that brainless fop has necarly been the
death of me. He came to try.and induce
me to join his club, His talk was nothing
but his clab, varied with laudations of my
tailor, and anathemas upon his own.”

“ What club is it?”

““The New York Swell club,” said Tem-
ple.

¢« The fellow seems to have riled your
swect temper, Temple.”

«“He tfooled me to the top of my bent,””
sald Temple. I happened to spcak of
arry Kavanagh. “Who is Kavanagh? 1
don't know him,' said he, as if it were a fact
utterly damning to all Kavanagh's pre-
tentions to good society. I said Hal wasa
presty good fellow. ¢Introduce me,” said
he, ¢perbaps I may put up his name for
memberskip at the club,” speaking in a way
that would lead one to suppose this would
securc Kavanagh's carthly Dlisgs.”

“Well,” gaid Vineent, ‘“to change the
subject, where did you get that? It is
faultless.”

He pointed to an exquisite painting in oil,
by Haseltine, — a craggy shore with amber
rocks, a stretch of sea, into whose lucent
waves the azture of the cloudless sky had
penetrated ; a dim, distant horizon, flecked
by specks of sails. One could almost hear
% the breathing of the summer sea asleep.”

¢ I hought it to-day; it took my eye. I
like to have pictures hanging round, es-
pecially marine views.”

“ You're a sensible fellow,” said Vincent.
“If your walls were bare and unadorned,
you'd become worse even than you are now,
which is saying a good deal. There’s noth-
ing like the improving power of beautiful
objects. Pictures are educators; they pro- -
mote the growth of the soul.”

¢ Hear him, Moore! What hobby is he
on now? ‘Growth of the soull* Vint, is
talking rather mystically.”

“ There is philosophy in what I say, Ned;
bat of course I can’t expect you to gee it.
Haven't you any decent cigars? Thank
you.”

“The question may be irrelevant, but —
may I be o groomsman, Viat, ?” gaid ‘Temple.

“#'Pon my word, you're jumping at con-
clusions.” '

“Not much of a leap, my dear fellow,”
and he and Moore langhed, 1 saw how it
was at Wyckofl Hall.” ’

¢ Digcerning youth! Well I can’t stay
here to hear nonscnse, I'm off. You =ay
Conger want's to ses me. Adien.”
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He went into Mr. Conger's office, but
found no cune therc but Fellows. That
officer observed that he thought My, Conger
would be in soon, and, asking Viueent to be
seated, left the room. :

A green, baize-covered table, a desk, one
or two cliairs, and g safe, comprized all the
furniture of the room. There were no
plctures on the walls, but 2 number of maps
of New York City., Several inkstands,
quill-pens, sheets of blotling-paper and
writing paper, were on the desk, but there
was not a bhook to be scen, nor a news-
paper.  Yincent walked round and ex-
amined the maps and vawned. A small
scrap of paper with some words written on
it, caught Lis eye. He picked it up to ex-
amine, scarccly aware of what he was do-
Ing. Inan instant he turned deadly pale,
and felt a sudden sickness. He saw these
words in Mr. Conger’s handwriting : ¢ Cir-
cumstanees of William Moore’s death
susplcions — very. McManus don’t lic.
Must worin more out of him. In this
matter I — here the paper was torn off.

The awfulness of his position rushed,
overwhebmingly, upon Vineent’s mind.
The suspicion of his father's guilt, that Lad
flashed upon him- during his conversation
with Ethel, was now strengthened. It wus,
it appeared, no morbid faney of his own. —
this shrewd detective also suspected foul
play. And he well knew that the oflicer
would never let the matter rest till he had
saflsfled himself. If his father was a mur-
derer, —lLovrible thought! Vincent groaned
as he mentally formed the words, — it would
eventuatly be known. The young man in-
stantly resolved to sercen his father, guilty
or uot goilty, and to bend all the powers of
his mind to the task of foiling the detective.
As he thought of the unendurable conse-
quences of detection, Vincent grew calm.
With hiw, the necessity of being cool always
imparted coolness. He felt his brain grow
clear; he sat there in the detective’s oflice a
mateh for the detective himself,

The tirst thing to be done, he tihought,
was 1o discover how much Conger knew
about the affair. For some time he was
buzzled as to who McManus was, but he st
length rewmembered hewring his father spenk
of an old Bcotch gardener who lived wich
Mr. Wyckoff. He did not doubt for an in-
stant that this was lie. With o ready and
correet inforence, he concluded that Me-
Manus had been at Wyckoff Hall at the
time of Willlam Moore’s drowning, secu
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Mr. Graham, and, enconutering Mr, Conger
had, uniutentionally perhaps, dropped some
expressions that had excited the acute offi-
cer’s curiosity. ¢ Whatever Conger has
heard from this Scotchman,” thought Vin-
cent, “I must counteract. I mast disabuse
Lis mind of his suspicions, make him think
this McManus is an old fool. I’d give a
good deal to fing ont what he really knows.”

Knowing well the rare solace of tobaceo,
Vincent pulled out a cigar; but he had no
matches in his pocket. Ile looked sround
the room, not one of those useful ariicles
was to be found; but he was gratiiled to
see a broken piece of a match lying on the
floor. He seized it engerly; the fragment
was the part that coutained tho sulphur,
‘“ Now, if' I had a piece of paper, I could got
a light,” sald Vincent to himself, and he
pulled ont a small, crurpled bit of mabu-
script from a waste-paper basket under the
table, His eye instantly ecanght these
words, written in Conger’s small, neat hand,
The puper was evidently a lcaf torn from
the detective’s memoranduin Boolk.

“G.s powerful motive to the deed.

“IIis horror of the place.

‘¢ His present wretched Iooks and preoccn-
pied mind,

** McManus, I think, saw the thing done,
No motive to jnjure G. Must find out ail
he knows..

“ Were G. and M. everonbad terms? Was
G. in need of the money?”
Vincent threw the paper back where he

well he expresses my own thoughts ! Gomd
God! I will not listen fo these damnalse
suggestions I Ieaven help me to put him
off the track!”

For some minutes he sat in deep and
gloomy thought, At length, hearing sowne
oung in the outer hall, he pulled a letter fromn
his pocket, and Conger entered to find him
leaning back in his chair, apparently ab-
sorbed in some correspondent’s epistle.
“Well, iy Jupiter Tonans of detectives!”
cried Vincent, gayly; “thou hast come at
last, —Dfist thou? If it is your custom to
keep visitors waiting in this style, allow me
to suggest the propricty of having a file of
illastrated newspapers on yoar table for their
entertainment. ‘Pon my word, this is the
most uninteresting place I.ever got into.
This letter is quite amusing, but the wost
piguant epistolary matter palls in time.”
“The room is rather bave, I admit, bat
you sce we dow’t want our attention dis-

something that had excited his suspicion of

tracted by external objects, Mr. Graham, —

had found it, and sighed deeply. ¢ Iow °
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I wanted to see you about that extraordi-
nary villain you had a brush with up the
river. I don’t know what his name is yet.
Didu't you say you saw him onee in Cath-
crine Street?” )

“Yes; Thad a ‘brush’ with him there, too.
It was the same fetlow. I think he came out
of a house in the vicinity of the spot where I
met him. I will tell you where it was. But 1
hear you captured and lost him. Let me
hear about it, Mr. Conger. I am in the
mood for hearing stories. I was most bored
to death waiting for you here.”

“ Phis man dov’t sugpect his  father,
that's plain,” said the dotective to himself.
£ Well,” he replied aloud, “I'll tel you all
abont it, although I domw’t think the recifal
will raise me in your estimation,” and he
therenpon gave Vincent a minute account
of the pursuit up to the time when he was
astonished to find Lzra a prisoner in Dr.

‘Broww’s room.

“ Imagine my amazement! The doctor
had actuaily taken the game from uncer my
gun. ‘Ilow did you get him?’ eried I.
t'Why,” said the doctor, ¢TI wag just going
downstairs for a mateh to light my pipe,
when this fellow came in. I knew him in a
moment. *Are you the landlord?’ asked
he., ¢Yes,’ I answered. ¢ Well, show me
a room, guick.” ¢Wallk upstairs,” said I.
‘I got lLim ‘into my room,” continued the
doctor, ¢ and grabbed lim by the throat, and
though he’s a pretty tough chap, and fought
well, I somehow got hig hands tied, and
then his feet, and all in half a minute.” Yon
know what a perfect giant old Brown is.
He added that he found a mateh on the hall-
floor, and had just lit his pipe a8 I came in.

“oWeil,” sald I, fhe'’s led mé a pretéy dance
to-night, but the jig’s up.’ ¢No, not yet,”
muttered the fellow between his teeth. ¢ Oh,
you'think not?’ said I. ¢ Why, man, there
never was a clearer case In life, — almost
caught in the act.’ Then I told him that
his pal, who was with him up there, was
killed, Ie didn’t seem to care much. But
wlen I told him that it was you who killed
the fellow, he was terribly riled. He seemed
to be fearfully disgusted that that pistol
shot hadn’t killed you.” )

¢ I1is feelings towards me are very amia-
ble,” said Vincent.

“The doctor appears to be a great ad-
mirer of you,” said Conger. “1I asked him
if he hadn’t heard about it. Said I, * Vin-
cent Graham killed the man with a blow of
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“{Vincent Graham!’ cried the doctor,
‘what, my pet, my pride! the smartest lad
I ever saw in my life, by the shades of Her-
cules! Why, sir, he can read the preface
to Livy as easily as the first page of Vird
Rome, — think of that.’ That's something
very smart, I suppose, for the doctor was
much excited.”

Vincent smiled. * Well, go on, sir, pleage.”

“I think you ought to be a detective,”
said Conger.

“ 1 should like to he an amatenr detect-
ive,” said Viocent. * Or a foiler of detect-
ives,” he added, to himself. :

“ Well,” continued Conger, ‘I thought
I’d take the fellow arvound to a station-house,
and lock him up for the rest of the night,
The doctor went into a closct to get me a
glass of wine, and I steoped down to take
the handkerchief off the villain’s aneles.
Scarcely was his foot released when he
kicked me with his ponderous shoe, in the
pit of my stomach. I rolled over on my
back, specchless; the blow lLad well-nigh
killed me. Quick as thought the wratch
rashed to the closet, put his back to the
door, and turned the key in the lock, with
his hands which were tied behind him.
t Hallo,” cried the doctor, ¢ what are you do-
ing, Conger? I can’t see.” ¢ Ala,’ chuckled
the fellow, ¢ you can stay where you are tiil
meorning, my learned friend, and if you are
as good a mathematiclan as you told me
you were a while ago, why, work yourself
out!” Laughing at his jest, he glanced at
me, who lay gasping for breath, and said,
between his teeth, ‘Now I've got you, I'll
stamp you to death, you dog!’ Imagine
how pleasant I felt just then. T couldn’t
stir, ¢ But I must free my hands first,” mud-
tered the man; ‘how the devil can I?* The
doctor began to kick the door, and shout
hustily. ¢D——tion! he'll have the house
up,” growled the fellow, and, sbandoning his
playful intentions towards me, he ran out
of the room and down the stairs. In another
moment Dr. Brown had smashed down the
closet door. Ad soon as he saw me he knéw
what was up, and went thundering down
the stairs, raging like a wild beast. Te
came back in a few moments and told me
that the fellow had met the porter below in
the hall, and scared him into untying his
hands. It seems he butted the man againgt
the wall, like a ram, almost jamming him to
death. The doctor sent the porter after a
surgoon for me, but I had nearly recovered

the fist; his forehead looked as if a horse
had kicked him.’

when the surgeon arrived. 1 felt a little
weak for a day or two, but am all right now.
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The doctor went hack to his school in
Massachusetts, the day after this adventure,
flrst entreating me to let him know when
this murderer’s hanging took place, for he
wanted o see it. It isn’t my way, to boast
much, Graham, but I'll make New York too
hot to hold that fetlow.”

“ Well,” said Vincent, who had listened
to Conger’s narrative with much interest,
¢ I think you detectives are to be eavied.
It must he a very exciting life. It scems
to demand both mental and physical activ-
ity. The most interesting part to me would
be working up a case, starting from mere
hints and tracking = thing out through maze’
after maze. Iow is It with you?”

“ T agree with you; searching affer clucs
1y the best fun: and I like to ‘work up a
case.” The poor fellow little thinks I'm
working up a case now,” said Conger, to
himself.

“But I should think,” pursued Vincent,
¢ that your profession would tend to render
you unmeirciful and pitiless. Of course it
wouldo't do to let any sentiments of com-
passion intgrfere with your dutics.”

“0OFf course not,” said Conger, * nor do
we allow ourselves to he .swayed by any
congideration of the unhappiness we may
cause innocent parties. ‘Justitie fiat, ete.,
is our motto, Mr. Graham.”

“ Qumite right,” enid Vincent. ¢ At least
it is very casy for me, who sit here with a
clear conseience and have, happil_v, no erim-
inals among my relatives, to say ¢ quite
right.) I don't know how I would feel had
I a personal interest in your investigations.”

As he sald these words in a gay, care-
less manner, with a radiant smile on his
face, it was impossible for Conger to sus-
pect the sickening apprehension that his last
remark bad excited in Vincent’s breast. But
the wily detective’s mind was sharpened
by long practice, and, in spite of appear-
ances, a shadow —a mere shadow — of doubt
oceurred to him, as to whether Vincent was
really so Innocent, after all. - Determined to
find out, e asked, very suddenly, and look-
ing keenly at his companion, —

“ Where's your father, sire”

Vincent, much startled, did not betray the
least sign of agitation; his face did not lose
color one shade, nor did he allow the least
quiver of Hp or eyclid; he merely turned
to the otficer with a natural look of mild
surptrise, and answered, quietly, —

“In town, I suppese. He was this morn-
ing, at least. Why do you nsk?”
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doings, —that’s as clear as the sun,” was
the watchful Conger’s mental commeoent.

“Why, I came across an old fellow yes-
terday who would like $o see him.”

“Dide’t you know where to direct him?
We live at No, —, Fifth Avenue.”

“The man dida’t seem to want to go
there.”

““Bome beggar, I suppose. Who wasg
het® .

¢ McManus is hisname. T promisednot to
let your father know he was in town; don't
teil him.”

Vineent langhed, not lonrdly, and seemed
much amused. Conger looked at him in
surprise.

¢ Pon my word, Conger, this is rich. So
you are taken in too, —of ull ment ha! hal”

“What do you mean?” asked Conger,
rather disturbed.

“I don’t know as I blame you much,
though," sald Vincent, “you knew nothing
about the old man. 8o you really supposcd
be had some business with my father? I
think my father would like to see him, how-
ever, to Reep him out of mischicf. The
man’'s a8 crazy as a loon,”

“He didn't talk like a crazy man,” said
Conger, puzzled.

Vincent smiled sativically. ¢ Don’t yoa
think so? I always thought he did; but
I've seen morc of him than you have.”

Conger began to feel that mot to believe
MeManus was insone was a proof of want
of diseernment.

“T did notice that he talked rathor clis-
conncctedly,” said he.

“Yes, you conld scarcely have failed to
ohserve that,” said Vineent, confidently.
“Did the old man know that you were con-
nected with the police?”

T don’t think he did.”

“I supposed not, or he would have con-
fided to you that he had committed a mur-
der and begged to be taken into custody.
He's crazy on the suabject of murders. TIlis
own father was murdered before his eyes
when he was a young boy, and he never got
over the horror he experienced. ¥He has a
habit of going and surrendering himself ag
an atrocious murderer, or else lodging com-
plaints against innocent people.  He slways
fancies himself to have been an eye-witness.
He iz harmless enough in other respects,
and made old Mr. Wyckoff an excellent gar-
dener; but nobody will employ him now.
Ie lives alone by himself, Dr. Parkes told
me all about him. The first time ¥ sxw him

¢ Hy’s in blissful ignorance of his father’s

he t_ook me by the button-hole and begged
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feave to show me where the body of a mur-
dered man was concealed in a ravine., The
unfortunate individual had met bis death
about thirty years ago, and is decently bar-
ied in a church-yard at It Did’t he
get on his monomania while talking with
you? When did you see him?”

¢ met him in the street.  He did pretend
that he knew something about a murder in

county.”

i Popor devill” said Vincent, compassion-
ately; *“his mind must be lled with pleas-
ant thoughts, Fancy the delight of contin-
ually brooding on sueh topics! I hope he
will call at father’s; he,will detain Lim and
send word to Dr. Parkes.  Dr. Parkes thinks
ke can ¢ure him eventually, but I don’t see
much ehance myself.”

Conger was silent.  Not the lcast sus-
picion that Vincent was hoodwinking hiin
dawned upon his sagacions mind; for, in
view of the cirenmstances, there was noth-
ing to lead hlm to imagine, as will be ob-
served, any possible motive for the young
man so to do. It is had enoungh,” thought
the detective, in silent rare, “to be de-
ceived by a sane man, but wlen it comes to
an old craxy, —bah!”

«}] wonder if insane people do suffer
much,” said Vincent, reflectively. 1 sup-
pose they deo. They say dyspeptics are
much like monomaniacs, and I'n sure they
Lave a rough time of it. Ieaven defend
me from dyspepsia, ~— ¢ parent of all blee-
devils!® T've seen enougl of that infernal
malady at home,”

“Iow so?”

« My father is a perfect martyr to it. e
bears up well, but I see the torture he suffers.
In the rare intervals when he Is free from
it, he is like his old sclf, as merry as a lark ;
cven when it is at its worst lie endeavors to
be cheerful.” -

“WWhat & fool I am!” thonght Conger;
#1it ism’'t his consclence that troubles him,

but his panereas.”

“Ate you going to stay in the city all
summer, Me. Conger?”

“Yeg, I suppose so. I don’t have much
time to myself, Graham, It is a pretty hard
life.”

 I'd like to take you on a yachting cruise.
It’s fearful to contemplate the viger of mind
sueh a thing would impart to you. Iascals
might as well go hang themselves after you
returned.” .

¢ I'm not half as smart ag people think
me, or as I thonght myself,” said Conger to

« Ned Moore feels gay,” pursued Vincent,
« he’s got a further leave, and is going with
me to New Haven. Dou’t you like Moore?”
.4 What I've scen of him,-— yes, very
much.”
¢ I believe my father thinks move of him
than he does of me; and all because he's
nephew to poor Wiltiam Moore, who was
drowned. You heard about it, didn’t you?
He was my father’s most intimate friend.”
«wWas he?” said Conger, with interest,
“ Did your father think a great deal «
him?”

« Well, I should rather think he did,” said
Vincent. < He loves to sit and talk about
him by the hour; rather bores me, in fact.
He keeps a miniature portrait of this un-
tortunate Moore hanging by his bedside. A
devilish good-looking young fellow he must
have been, — Take a cigar, Conger.
«Thank you. Your father was present
when Willinm Moore was drowned, wasn't
he?”

“ Yes, and came near being drowned him-
self in his attempt to rescue him. e says
Wyckoff Hall is the gloomiest spot on
earth to him. I dow't think anything could
induce him to revisit it.”

«Curge my absurd conclusions!” mut-
tered the detective to himself; **of course,
he would naturally hate the place.”

“Tle sold Wyckoif Hall as soon as he.
came into possession of it. How strange itis,
Conger, that rich men almost always leave
their fortunes to other rich men! My father
hns often wondered why Wyckoff didn’t
fornd p hospital or something of the sort
with his money instead of leaving it to him.”

# e didn't need it, then?”

“ Need 16! bless you, no!  Idon't pretend
to say father is a second Astor, but he’s got
more money than he knows what to do
with, and had at the time of Wyckoff's
death. He has never touched a penny of
the old gentleman’s fortune. He’s got some
plan in his head for the foundation of a
magnificent hospital for dyspeptics, ha! hal
But if I keep on chatting with you much
lenger, I shall interfere with the adminis-
tratton of justice. Good-morning, my bul-
wark of the law. What glorious weather! |
It’s enough to make & howling dervish
merry,” and Vincent went out gayly into
the street.

“ Shades of Epaminondas! forgive my
lies,” said he to himself, a8 he walked rap-
idly up-town; I think I’ve thrown consid-
crable dust into this amiable detective's

himself.

eyes. He's altogether too shrewd a man to




58 BAFFLED SCHEMES.

do anything so smart as to ¢ work this case
up’ any more. I've pat him off the track,
I know. Now if I prevent his seeing
McManus, or hearing more about him, it
will be all right. As for this horrible busi-
ness, P'll not believe it till it’s proved.”
‘I'm mighty glad,” ruminated Conger,
after Vincent had lefi, ¢ that he happened
to come in. I might have wasted any quan-
tity of time on this confounded nonsense.
T didn’t think I was so soft,” continued he,
as lhe carefully erased the memoranda he
had made concerning the clder Graham;
“Dut I see it is possible for you to be bam-
bouzled, Conger; yes, quite possible.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
DR. BROWN FOILED,

Dr. BRowxy was considerably astonished,
the morning after he returned to H—, to
sec Ezra Hoyt in the street.

“ 8hades of Hercules!” he cried, — the
doctor's favorite invoecation,— < P11l have
that man or my name’s not Kuripides
Brown! T'dlike to get him myself hy some
trap. Now, how can I do it?”-—and the
doctor fell into a * brown study.”

The explanation of Ezrg's presence in
this town is simple. H—— was the resi-
dence of a celebrated eye-doctor, whose
specialty was stradismus. Cross-eyed people
blessed him. Most wonderful cures had
been effected by this man, — Dr. Heavyvale
by name, — as countless certificates of the
““ most respectable citizens ” amply proved.
1is fune zod name, blazoned daily in all the'
newspapers in New York, had cowme to
Ezra’s cars, and induced that individual to
ake o perscnal trial of this oculist’s skill.
Glad cnough to get out of New York, he
had, the very morning after he escaped from
Conger's custody, gone to H—— with the
Lope of having his sight —his physical, not
mora} vision — straightened. Heknew that
it was essential that this defect should be

remedied it he hoped to appear as Harry
Moore, without fear of detection.

“Now, how to nab him,” ruminated the
doctor. “Shall I send for Conger? No, T
must have all the glory of his eapture my-
self. Upon my soul, fatc seems to favor
me; the fellow’s continually running into
my hands.”

The doector had gone out with the inten-

went back into Parnassus Mall. In about
half an hour Miss Antigone, with o settled
and resolate expression upon her pale fuce,
came out and walked rapidly down .the
street. She met one of the scholars.

‘“Have you seen a big, cross-eyed man,
Jimmy?* she asked.

“Yes, miss, I saw him going into Dr.
Heavyvale's office about quarter of an hour
ago.”

Miss Brown immediately went up to Dr.
Hesavyvale’s office, and asked for the doc-
tor.

“ He's got n patient with him, ma’am, in
the consultation room,” said o wan-servant,
who appenred, in answer to her knock.

¢ Ask him if T can come in.”

The man brought back word that she
might enter, and opened the private dooras
he spoke. Miss Brown went into & small,
peatly-furnished room. _ Its occupants were
Dr. Hoavyvale, a withered-up little old
man, and Ezra Hoyt. ‘Fhe doctor rose
with great politeness and inguired ler
business. :

1 have come to yon, doctor,” said Miss
Antigone, in a pleasant voice, *“ as a gentle-
man who knows nearly everything, to ask
you if you could tell me where I can find a
man to act as porter for us up to the hall.
Our man hag gone sway, and futher wants
to get another for a week or so, if we can’t
get one permanently now.”

A1 am very sorry, Miss Brown,” began
the doctor, * but I really know of no —*

“ TN go,” said Ezra, grafily, © for a weck
or s0, till the doctor gets shirongh with me.”
fzra was very ‘‘hard up,” and puzzled as
to how he should procure funds for current
eXpenses. .

“YWell,” said Miss Brown, * you look like
a stout man. Father will pay you at the
rate of fiftcen dollars a month,”

¢ Well, T'11 take the place.”

““Can you come this morning? What's
your name?”

¢ James Smith. T will be ready as soon
as the doctor’s through with me.”

“I can do nothing more for you thig
morning,” said the doctor. “Yours is a
complicated case, Smith. T can't perform
the ‘instantaneous cure’ on your eyes. It
may take many months, Come again to-
morrow at this hour.”

At thiz Miss Brown and Ezra took their
departure, and walked towards Parnassus
Hall. Miss Antigone felt a thrill of exnlta-
tion at the success of her manceuvre, and

tion of taking a walk, but seeing Ezra, he

walked along with a victor's air. She
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glanced at Ezra occasionally, and his face
affected her strangely; for, in spite of his
crooked eycs and red hair, he was very like
his futher, the deceased Mr. Richard Hoyt,
whom, it will be remembered, Miss Anti-
gone hadloved and lost. Had the lady been
aware of Kzra's parcntage, it is probable
that she would have assisted her father in
the villain’s capture with even more readi-
ness than she did.

They entered the bare play-ground of the
sclool, passed tierough it, and wentinto the
house,

#Where is the gentleman? ” asked Ezra.

¢ ITe i3 not well; bhut there is no need of
your sceing him. I can show you what we
want you to do. In the tirst place, you
must bring down some boxes from the gar-
ret. Come with me.” -

They went up the unearpeted stairs, and
entered a large, low room at the Lop of the
house. There was no furniture in it, with
the exception of a table and one chair.
On pegs against the watl hung several suits
of clothes, and ong or two pine boxes con-
taining clothes were in the room, while a
great heap of straw, used for packing pur-
poses, quite filled one corner. A small
oval-shaped window, not more than eight
inches wide nor lomg, scarccly illumined
this apartment.

“There, Jumes,” said Miss Antigone;
“ empty those boxes and bring them down
into the yard.”

He began the work, Miss Antigone went
quickly out, slammed the door behind her,
instantly turned the key in a large, rusty
lock, and Fzra was o prisoner,

-*There!” cricd the damsel, with exulta-
tion, #I think I’ve managed nicely;” and
she hurricd downstairs to acquaint her
father with her success.

Ezra, surprised and amazed, ran to the
door and shook it violently; but it was of
tough oak, and resisted all his force. Ile
went to the window,—he could not get
even his head throvgh the small hole.
Grinding his teeth he swore horribly for
some minntes. He was, and no wonder,
unspeakably surprised at the turn affairs
had taken. :

“This beats the very devil!” he growled.
" Now how to get oub?”

The wily ruflian sat down and pondered
over his situation gloomily. “1I have it!”
he cried, at length, and immedistely sprang
up and began his operations for libera-
tion.

‘ Miss, Brown hastened to her father.

“I've got him!"” cried she; “I've locked
Iim up in the attie chamber. I do believe
he's that scomp’s son: lhie lpoks like him.
What are you going to do with him, father?*

“8end a boy with a notice to Justice
King, and another to the sheriff. They can
take him into custody, and Y will write to
Mr. Conger.”

In about an hour the two ofiicials arrived.

HWhere i3 the rascal?” asked Squire
King.

“ 1 have him locked up all right.”

“What cha¥ge do you bring against
him?” :

* Why, he’s a murderer.”

“Well, I caw’t have him arrested in this
State, without authority, Can’t you prefer
some charge against the man, yourself 7 »

“Yes; I can charge him with false im-
prisonment; he locked me up in my own
Toom.” .

¢ Well,” said the justice, * make out your
affidavit, and LIl issue a warrant.”

The papers were soon drawn up, and,
armed with the warrant, the sberiff went
upstairs, followed by the magistrate and
doctor. .

*“Will you surrender peaceably?” shout-
ed the officer, through the keyhole, I
have a posse with me.” ‘

*Yes,” said Xzra, within the room.

They opened the door. Ezra was sitting
quietly at the table, with his back to the
door. They &1l rushed in, snd the sheriff
grasped —a suit of clothes, stuffed with
straw into the figure of a man, while at the
same moment the murderer slipped out
from behind the door and ran noiselessly
down the stairs.

“(reat Jove! Doctor Brown,” eried the
justice, in great wrath, ““did you send for
me to arrest o man of straw, —a lay fig-
urer ™

The doctor gasped with amazement.
‘““Bhades of Hercules! Justice King, the
man was here, —youn heard him speak.”

“Yes,” sald the sherift; < and while we've
been gaping like fools, he's slipped out!”

They ali rushed downstairs. Ezrg was
out of the house and gone, —no one knew
whither.

“Ilang me!* cried the doctor; ¢ he’s the
most ingenions dog I ever saw. It would
take the devil to hold him!*

Tl catch him' before night,” cried the
sheriff, who had an exceedingly good opin-
ion of himself; ““see if I don’t!”

“1lo,” sald the doctor, ** and I'll give you

a barrel of cider,”
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The sheriffseemed tobe much overjoyed at
this announcement, and to have the highest
opinion of the dottor's beverage. The sheriff
wasg a short man, with thick brown hair, and
coarse yellow beard.  He wasg very strong,
apparently; hislegs were thick and massive;
his nose had a very abrupt upward tepdency.
e had as little of the “suaviter in modo,”
probably, as any man in the county; his
style was rather the ¢ fortiter in re.” His
voice was harsh and loud. Ife wore a mas-
sive gold chain at his vest, and he chewed
tobacco profusely. He was the terror of
all the small boys in the place.

Y Come in,” contimued the doctor, “and
toke a glass of wine, gentlemen.”

‘' Thank you, I believe not,” said Justice
King; but the sheriff, who loved his little
glassg, made answer, —

“Well, T don't care if I do, doctor, gecing
itas you,” and he engulfed a stiffish glass
of brandy and water with cvident relish,

“ Now,” said Sheriff Bangs, with refresh-
ing complacency, “T'll have that chap be-
fore dark. Ile must be a tarnatioh smart
feilow if he outwits atp.”

Tzra, on leaving the inhospitable pre-
cincts of Parnassus Hall, made a strike
across the fields for the railway-station. He
had no baggage, and purposed leaving H
at once. Dr. Heavyvale had informed him
that he would be in New York soon; so he
could sec the doctor there as well as any-
where else.

The sheriff drove rapidly to the station,
himself. He was delighted to sec a thick-
set, red-hatred, cross-eyed man standing on
the platform, evidently awaiting the train.
He corresponded entirely to the description
the docter had given of Bzra. ¢ There, wmy

“man,” thought the exultant officer, “ I've got
you!” and, springing from his * buggy,”
he hastily tied up hig horse, and advancing
to the stranger (who was an unoffending,
respoetable merchant bound to Bostow), lie
clapped him swartly on the shoulder, cry-
ing, ¢ Come with me, I want you.” The
man, & well-dressed and intelligent-looking
individeal, with pale countenanece, and
traccs of deep grief in every lincament of
his face, stared in surprise, and asked him
calmly, who he was.

“I'm the sheriff of the county,” answered
Bangs, with impatience. .

“ Well,” said the man, in an utterly unim-
passtoned, sad volee; ‘it matters not to me
whether you're an United States Marshal; I
don’t’ think you've any business with me.
Who do you take me for?”

#Isn't your name James Smith?” cried
the sheriff.

“Yes, that’s my mname, certainly,” an-
swered the stranger, with nonchalance.

«J thought so. Well, I want you: you
are charged with murder.”

Thiz announcement, which would cer-
tainly have amazed most intocent meu, did
not cause this man the slightest emotion.
He merely replied, carclessly, —

“You've made some mistake, sir.”

¢ Mistake be hanged! Youw're the man I
want, so come along quietly or I'll call in
agsistance.”

“T.et me see your warrant,” said the man,
in the tone of one who asks, ¢ What time is
e ’

The sagacious Bangs, in his haste, had
left this document at arnassus ITall, Ile
felt in his pockets, and said, with a blank
face, —

« I haven’t it with me.” .

¢ Then I belicve I won't go with you,”
said Smith. ¢ Hands off!”

The sheriff rushed at him.  Smith roused
himgelf sufficiently to deliver a very seien-
tifie blow with his left hand, and knockod the
officer ncatly off the platferm. At this
moment the ears came along, and nearly ran

fore he had regained the platform Smith
Liad taken his'seat, and the train moved off
Smith put his head out of the window and
nodded to the sheriff in amild and cxasper-
ating mauner. If Bangs had not been so
much engressed with rage he wounld have
seen Tizra, who certainly déd look very
much like James Smith, jamp upon the rear
car and hastily enter.

The baffled officer returned to acquaing
Dr. Brown with his fiesco, breathing vows
of vengeance all the way.

CHAPTER XVIIL

BUBSPICIONS CONFIRMED.

Smce Vincent's avowal of love to Ethel,
the latter had been greatly agitated and
perplexed by various considerations. IMer
heart was fully given to young Graham and
she felt perfect confldence in his love; but
she was persnaded that she ought to ac-
quaint him with the facts regarding her
infancy. She was convinced that every
sentiment of justice and honor demanded the
revelation, and yet she shrunk fromn it. She

had no doubt in her own mind, after reading

over the astounded Bangs; and almost be-
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the lines that her mother had written, that
she was the illegitimate child of some un-
fortunatc womon. She did not have a very
clear coneception of the stain and stigma
that this cast upon herself, but she knew
enongh of the naturc of her misfortune to
fear that it might be a bar between Vincent
and her, although she never entertained
this thought without reproaching herself
for it, as an injustice to Vincent. She felt
utterly unable to communicate the facts to
him hersclf, but she begged her father to
write and acquaint Vincent with everything,
jmmediately after her retarn to TBoston.
Vincent had noticed a sort of sadness in
Fthiet's manner oceasionally, and had puz-
zled himself as to its causc. ITe had ap-
proached the topie, bat she, avoiding it, had
utterly ignored the matter., Soon after her
return to Boston, he received a long letter

* 1 .
former years, and this acquaintance was
warmly renewed. Mr. Moore’s business
kept him in New York for nearly two
months. Mr. Gralam was almost constant-
Iy with him, and it was soon evident thet
he hsd acguired great infivence over the
Boston merchant. Mr. Moore invariably
applicd to him on matters requiring a saga-
clons judgment, and had apparently the
greatest confidence in his profundity and
knowledge. Mr. Moore informed his friend
that he intended to leave his property,
which was vory considerable, to Ethel and
Edwin, after giving one-third to his wife
(should she survive him, which did not
scem probable), and that he shounld make
‘Mr. Graham his sole executor. This laiter
picee of intelligence was very agreeable to
Mr. Graham. In spite of the large fortune
"he had go hasely acquired, Mr, Graham lived

from Mr:. Ebenezer Moore, informing liim | far beyond bis income. The reparation of -

of everything that he himseclf knew about
Ethels infancy, and eontaining a delicate
allusion to Tthel’s wish that he should con-
sider himsclf at perfect liberty fto annul
their half-formed engagement,

This letter affected Vincent very little,
The sad .circumstances of her birth rather
inereased his love than otherwise. He at
once wrobe hack in a fervent strain reiter-
ating his vows of love, and strongly ex-
pressing his utter disregard of any accidentsl
circumstances of parentage. Ie cared
nothing about Ethel’s mother, he said, — it
was Etlhel herself whom he desired to win,
and as for a name, she should henceforth
have his own.

Tthel was greatly touched by her lover’s
magnanimity, and scon Vincent was the de-
Hizhted reciplent of along epistle full of the
tenderest love and expressing her unbounded
confidence in him. Thus was this moment-
ous matter disposed of. Vineent acquainted
his parents with his love for Ethel and their
engagement. Ilis mother seemed delighted,
but Vincent was puzzled at his father’s con-
duet, That gentleman rese and left the
roown abruptly without saying a word. The
truth was, that Mr. Graham was Lorrified
at the idea of his sen marrying into the
Moore family; he did not wish to be eter-
nally linked with that hated name.

In spite of the elder Graham’s horror of
the name of Moore, when Mr. Ebenezer
Moore came to New York (as he did shortly
after thig) he stayed at his homse at his
urgent solicitation. A great friendship
almost instantly sprang up between the two
gentlemen. They had been acquainted in

his losses in specalation had consumed near-
ly the whole of his proper share of Mr,
Wryckoff’s six hundred thousand dollars.
His perquisites as executor of Mr. Moore’s
will would be very acceptable. Tle was
also informed of o provision in that will,
of which more anon. .

Mr. Moore had scarcely returned to Bos-
ton when he took a very severe cold.
Neglecting this, inflammation of the lungs
followed. Fis Thealth, naturally delicate,
gave way, and in ten days he was dead.
Mrs. Moore, at this time a contirmed inva-
1id, did not survive the shock of her hus-
band’s death a week. Thus, poor Lthel
suddenly found herself an orphan indeed.
We will not attempt to paint her grief at
this her first great sorrow. A less elastic
nature than hersg would never have recov-
‘ered from the double blow. Mr. Graham
hastened on to the funeral, and, when the
will was opencd, and he found himself
excetutor of it and guardian of Tthel, he
brought the sorrow-stricken young girl
with him to New York, henceforth to live
‘at his house. Mrs.: Graham, who had a
tender heart in spite of her stateliness and
reserve, set herself to the task of comfort-
ing Tthel, and in this she was so ably
aided by Vincent, that the young lady soon
recovered her cheerfolness of manner, and
ogvercame her sorrow, in a measure.

Vincent; now in daily contact with his
betrothed, was, it 18 needless to say, per-
fectly happy. His love for Eihel became
the absorbing passion of his soul. Nothing
disturbed the deep content he felt, but the

dreadful suspicion of bis father's guilt In
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connection with the death of Willlam
Moore, He determined to satisfy himself
of this at all hazards. He was not one of
those who think that, ¢ where ignorance is
bliss, 'tis folly to be wise:” but invariahly
d1d his best to discover anything he ought
to koow, no matter how distressing the
knowledge might prove. But he could not
tell what steps to take in the present
mitter.

Two years or more thas passed quietly
away. Ilis marriage with Ethel was de-
layed by her parents’ death.

One day lLe received a mote from Dr.,
Parkes requesting him to eome up to
‘Wyckofl Hall. Surprised at this summons,
he took the first train thither. Dr. Parkes
met hint at the depot, and told him that he
had discovered a very singular paper in a
desk of the late M. Franchot, which he
wished to show him. He led Vincent into
the library, and produced the following lines,
evidently written in great agitation, —

“(rand Ciel! How terrible! how hor-
rible! Are my senses to be believed? Mon
Diew! Mon paouwrre ami, Willitm Moore,
murdered! Would the aged Feossais lie?
IIcavens! is he not incapable of such? And
Mr. Graham! Can I believe it? Oh, what
erime, what wickedness! Mem. To see
this melancholy, pensive man, in long black
beard, and the hoary Scotchman,”

Vincent read these words with blanched
lips,  “What do you think of that?” asked
r. Parkes,

Now, although the paper convinced Vin-
cent of his Father’s gnilt, he resolved to
screen him, and so replied, —

“ It reads like the vaporings of insanity.
What can it mean? ¢ William Moore mug-
dered!’ Bah! was he not seen to fult over-
borrd?”

“ By whom?”

“By whom? Why, by my father and the
servants,” replied Vincent, who heartily
betieved that deception is solnetimes Justi-
fizthle.

“Ahl by the servnnts. Are you sure?”

“Bure! of course I am. My father in-
stantly called the servants who were out of
doors, and they all tried their utmost to
rescue the unfortunate man. ‘‘The hoary
Scotechman!’ Pshaw! some impostor try-
ing to decelve the credulons Frenchman.
Who do you sappose this Scotchman is?*

“I have no idea,” said the doctor, in
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“Well,” continted Vincent, “T would
not regard these incohcrent lines at atl.”

“They do not appear to be worth much
regard,” said the doctor. * Let us think no
more about the matter.”

Vincent, at the doctor's urgent request,
eoncluded to stay till the next morning.

“Iave you heard nothing ﬂom Mr.
Harry Moore?” he asked,

“Yes. IIewill be here in a week or two.”

Vineent remained in the library with the
doctor all the morning. The latter was en-
gaged in examining the deceased’s papers.
All at once he uttered an exclamation of
surprise.

‘““Look here, Graham,” and he held up a
small mininture, in an oval case, which he
found in an obscure recess of a doesk. It
was the picture of a pleasant.looking gen-

William Moore.

“ Just like Franchot!” gaid Dr. Parkes;
“none but he would preserve the likencys
of his snecessful rival.”

Vincent gazed at the painting. ¢ May I
have this, doctor?™”

I properly belongs to Mr. Harry Moore,
but ¥ wilt lend it you.”

That afternoon Vincent monnted one of
the doctor's horses, and trotied swiftly
along to the grove whither he bad ridden
with Ethel, His mind wag full of gloomy
thoughts. The sorrowful exclamationy of
poor Franchot had eonvinced him of ‘his
father's guilt, Iie & murderor’s son,—a
murderer's!  The thought was torture.
He spurred his horse furiously, and dashed
along.  ““Would that I could see this
Scotchman!” he cried. .

He soon reached the grove. e rode up
to the small honse occupied by the myste-
rions Mortis. Thedoor was opent. Vincent
dismounted and went in. He was surprised
to see an elderly man sitting at a table
reading a large-typed Bible. ITe certainly
looked like a “hoary Scotchman.” In an
instant Vincent knew that this was the man
he songht.

“ Pardon me,” sald hes ¢is Mr. Morrig
inp”

f“No, siry he's in the clty,” gaid the old
man, rising.

‘ When do yon expect him back?*

“In a day or two at farthest. Pray be
seated, sir.”

Vincent took a chair, and looked keenly
at the old man. He was apparently between
fifty-five and sixty years of age, but his hafr

deep thought.

wag totally white. He had a shrewd look

- quict voice, and looking steadily at the old

tleman of about thirty, uudenbtedly Mr, |

‘Loard.”

« he could not repress a low ery of angmsh
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fn his small gray eyes, but his face was
worn and gged.

"« My pame is Graham,” said Vmcent
quictly. -

«What!” cried the Secotchman, with a
start, ** Graham!”

“Yes, I am the son of Mr. James Gmham,
of New York. Do you know him?”

Ay, I know him well. What may you
want here, siv?” )

11 have come,” replied Vincent, in a very

man, ‘““to inquire about William Moore's
murder,”

¢ Kir!” eried the other, rising from Lis
chair, *Mr. William Moore’s —7 ]

« Murder!? I Baid.  “You know all
about it.”

13 I ! "

“Yes, yes; and so do I. Mr, Moore did
not fall into the river; he was shoved over-

“ Ay, he was, he was,” said the man ina
mourufil tone. ¢ The cruclest deed ever I
saw.” )

“You saw! Hal you were engaged in
it, were you?”

A look of great dignity was on the old
man’s face, as he rose impressively.

“ 8ir, your suspicion wrongs me. I am
ag innocent of the erime as yourself.”

“Torgive me,” said Vineent, “I am
sure you are; but tell me ail about, it.”

“ Nay, I shall not; you &aid you knew,”
returned the other, suspiciously.

“1 do Enow mnearly all, but I want my
kuowledge confirmed. Mr. William Moore
was walking on the river bank after Mr.
Wyckof’s death with my father and was
pushed into the river.”

“Ayl by whom??” .

“1 think I know; but the thought is
dreadful,”’

“ You are right, young man, — more's the
pity. "Fwas your father shoved him in. I
saw him.”

Although Vincent expected this announce-
ment and thought himself prepared for it,

at the old man's words.
¢ Nuy, nay, my puir lad, do not grieve.”
* And you knew about it, did you? Why
have you kept it secret all these years?”
At this question the Scotchman writhed,
ag if in pain.
* Ask me not, ask me not. I could not
do it. I have been n wicked man. I have
greatly wronged your father, and could na

SCHEMES. 63

«What have you done to my father?”
asked Vincent, surpriged.
v T canna tell ye. Ask me not.”
+#Jsn't your name McManus?
4 Yes, Iwas gardener to Mr. Wyckoff.”
“So I thought; and what are you doing
now?? ",
T am living with Mr. Morris.”
“ Now I want you to tell me who this Mr,,
Morris is?”
The old Scotchman's face instantly as-
sumed an expression of impenetrability, and
his thin lips closed tightly.
* That's a secret I shall not tell ye.”
Vincent saw further inquiries would be
useless.
- Well, Mr. McManus, you may be sure
it is not pleasant to me te know that my

‘] father iz a murderer,” and a spasm of pain

distorted his face, ““but I was determined
to find out. Now tell me all about it, —
every detail of this horrible business.”
“Well, s 1r,” gaid the Scotchman, ¢ seein’
as how you know all the principal p’ints in
the matter, I s’pose I mought as well.”

“Yes, yes. Go on”

“Well, you see, sir, after Mr. Wyckoff’s
funeral, I was sort o' stunned, as it were,
d’ye see; so that I felt as though I were
choking., I could na bide in the house, 50
I walked down to the river to think o’er the
dreedful ¢end of the puir mon. Weel, I
mostly loikes to row on the river, when I
get a chance, so I stepped inte the boat that
was hitehed along-side the bank, and took a
bit of & pull into the stream. Weel, sir, ye
see, I got kind o’ abstracted like, and *stead
o’ rowin’, I let the tide take me doun. Of &
sudden 1 looked up ard saw I hed got 2 mile
or 80 from where 1 started, so I lay to and
pulled brisk for a spell. T mouglit ha' been
a quarter of a mile or so from home, when
I heered an awful screech or yell, I lay
hack and done my best. When I got pretty
nigh the boat-house, I saw your faither sort
o' jabbin’ at something in the water. [ saw
him shove a man’s Lead under, just as you .
might an eend o’ log.”

% Oh! hmrxble' horrible!” groaned Vin-
cent.

“Well, sir, I was in the shadow of the
thick bushes on the bank, and Mr. Graham
did not see nor hear me. I was mortal
’fraid, sir, I must confess. There was a bit
o’ moon, and your faither’s face as the dim
light fell on it, .—he looked like a devil,”
sald McManus, in -a low voice, shuddering
 at the recollection.

bear the thought of teliing on him.”

“ Well, sir,” he continued, * a8 I sat there
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debating, it couldia ha' heen half a minute,

I saw poor Mr. Moore floating by, He had
on a light overcoat buttoned tight. This
scemed filled with air and to float him up;
at any rate, he was om the top o’ the stream,
and secmed dead, guite dead. I made a
pusl to shove my boat arter him, but my
oar, sad to say, suapped in two. I tried to
scull, but T am a poor hand at sich exercise,
and the tide was so dreedfal swift, I lost
sight of the drownded men,”

“# And my father?”

i Why, sir, he was making for the honse
like mad, sercaming for help. The servants
came rushin’ out, and then I showed mysel’.
We spent half the night searching for him,
—and that's all,” and the Scotchman stopped
abraptly.

Vincent, af the close of the recital, re-
mained with his head fallen on his breast,
a prey to the gloomiest theoughts.

“ Do you live here, McManus?” he in-
quired at length.

¢ Yes, sir,” said the Scotchman, absently.
He secimed to want to say something further
to his vigitor, and yet could not quite make
up his mind to do so.

“ Wiil you be here long, — so that you may
hear from me, if necessary?

“Yes, sir, and if I go away, I'll send you
my address.”

Vincent rose and hastily bade the old man
adicu. IIe walked his horse homce slowly,
now and then driving in his spurs and dash-
ing ahead fariously, a short distance, Dr.
Parkes wondered at his silence and gloom,
all the evening. Early the next morning he
returned to the city.

Ilc went home, and & servant informed
him that hig father desired to see him as
soon as he had returncd. He went into a
smull voom that his father called his
sgeudy.” Mr. Graham was sitting there,
apparently reading. Ife motioned his son
to a chair. Vincent with difficulty repressed
the emotion that the sight of his father
cauged.

#You wish to see me, gir? "

“Yes. About this marrlage connection
you desire to form with Miss Moore.”

“The marriage connection that I intend
to form,” corrected Vincent, quietly.

Mr. Graham frowned slightly. ¢ Well, in
relation to that marriage, I have to say that
it cannot take place.”

# Cannot, and how, sir?”

i Cannot with my consent, which is the
same thing.”

Vincent smiled grimly. ¢ I believe I have
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generally been an obedient son, but in this
matter I shall certainly act aceording to my
own determination, no matter whether your
wishes, sir, may unfortunately clash with
mine.”

“You think so, do you? Perhaps you
will change your mind witen I rewd this pa-
per to you. Are you ready to hear 1677

« 1 listen, sir.”

CHATTER XIX.

TATHER AND SON.

Mg. Grarian deliberately unfolded alegal-
looking document, and, glancing at his son,
observed, ¢ This is the will of the late Mr.
Ebenczer Moore, which has just been ad-
mitted to probate.”

Vincent bowed,

“ As you kuow,” pursued his father, ©it
left a third of his estate to his wife. Since
her deuth this portion reverts to his chil-
dren. The will also leaves one half of his
remaining fortune to his son, the other to
hiz daughter. This you also know. But

the condition on which the remaining moiety,

was left to his daughter, you do not know.
T will read it to you. <I glve and begueath
to my beloved adopted daughter Ethel, the
remaining half of my estate, real and per-
sonnl, on condition that she does not marvy
without the full permission and consent of
lier guardian, hercinafter named. And this
condition is imposcd, not through any want
of confidence in my beloved child, in whom
I have, and always have had, the most com-
plete trast, but through fear that her beauty
and fortune might cause her to fill & prey to
some unprinecipled adventurcr.” This pro-
vision 1% not drawn up in very lawyer-like
style ( I suppose the old gentleman wrote it
himself ), but is very full and clear, iswtit?”

“ Very, sir”

¢ You arc also aware that I am the guar-
dian appointed by the will??

1 pn, sir.” .

#“ Very well.  Then it only remains for me
to observe that my consent shall never be
given to my ward's marriage with you, for
reasons which are all-sufflcient, although I
do not choose to tell them to you. I may
also state that the portion of my estate
which I have bequeathed by will to you, is
forfeited if you marry without my consent,
and that my consent to a marriage with
Miss Moore, will, as I have sald before,

BAFFLED

ncver be given, You thus perceive that if
you still intend to ‘act according o your
own determination,” you will marry a pen-
niless bride, and be yourself without re-
gources. Sueh 2 shrewd fellow as your-
gelf will not be long in makmg up your
mind.”

“Not very long,” said Vincent, quictly,
‘¢ May I ask the reason of this very extraor-
dinary act of yours? I intend to speak
dutifully.” .

¥ am not at liberty to telI you., Enough
that wnething can alter my purpose in the
least.”

¢ Nothing, sir? Yardou me, I think you
will alter your mind this morning, —in less
than half an hour.”

“What do you mean? cried Mr, Graham.

« 1 think I am right,” porsued Vincent.
¢ You mentioned that you wonld not leave
me the share of your fortune that you in-
tended me, in ease I married Miss Moore? "

“T did. »

“May I ask whether by your fortune’
you mean the three hundred thousand dol-
lars Mr. Wyckoff left you, or the three
Tundred thousand in addition, that properly
belonged to Mr., William W. Moore; now
deceased ?”

Mr. Graham started at these words, and
changed color.

“ Why do you ask such g guestion? You
know very well that by this man’s death I
came in possession of Mr, Wyckoff’s entire
fortune.”

“I am aware of it. By ‘this man’ I pre-
sume you mean Mr. William Moore. Why
do you hesitate to prononnce his name??”
Ile looked at his father keenly, with gleam-

- ing cyes.  Mr, Graham dropped his own,

and said, —

“I have no reason to hesitate in pro-
nouncing his name.”

“Oh, you have not? T am very glad, yes,
very glad, oh, excessively glad! The ree-
ollection of William Moore is very pleasant
to you, sir, donbtless. You love to think

about him, I imagine. You generally do]

think about him, do youn not? Yes, yes,
¥ou haven't forgotten his form, his features?
Wouldn't you like to see his portrait?”
and he pulied Mr. Moore’s miniature from his
pocket and throst it into his father's face.

Mr. Graham drew back with an invelun-
tary cry of horror; his face was the color of
ashes, and he veiled his eyes with trembling
fingers.

Vincent looked at him with a pitiless

scrutiny. His horror at the deed his father
9
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had heen guilty of wag so great, that all
sentiments of filial affection, of natural .
love, were overborne, annihilated. He felt
a savage joy at his father's distress. In
punishing tyranny or crime, he was an in-
exorable judge, an executioner utterly in-
capable of pity. As he had felt in thrashing
Baxter in his school-days, so he felt now,
as he confronted his father sinking under
the burden of his guilt.

¢ Why, the sight of his features discom-
poses you, doesn't it? Strange! Why, he
was your most intimate friend; you knew
him when you were both young men; yoa
have travelled with him, feasted with him,
held business connections with him. He
loved you as a brother; he thought you the
embodiment of manly honor; he confided
his griefs to you; he thought you a man .
incapable of baseness, of treachery, of
guiit!” 4

At these words, each of which pierced the
cuilty man’s breast like a barbed arrow, Mr.
Graham was terribly agitated. His face
wag slways eclorless, but now it was the
face of a corpse. He looked at his son with
a strange alarm, but his self-command did
not desert him. He composed his features,
and, in an unconcerned voice, asked the
meaning of all this rodomontade. ** Are
you crazy? You talk wildly, and are wan-
dering from the subject of our conversa-
tion.”

¥ Pardon me, T am not. Will you allow
me the nse of this pen a moment? ”.

“What do you want to write?”

¢Y will show you in a moment. In the
mean time, sir, you can recover your com-
posure, which secems to have been un-
accountably disturbed.” '

Vioncent wrote, aid handed what he had
written to his father. Mr. Grahan; sead it,
and smiled seornfully. SIS =

A written uncondltmn ., consent to
Ethel's marriage with you. Have I not
already told you that I will not ﬁWe this.
consent.? *

“Yes; but I said I thought you wonld.
I know a little eircumstance whigh perhaps
you may not wish to have generally noised
gbout.”

Mr. Graham looked puzzled. No suspi-
clon of his son’s knowledge of the murder
vet dawned upon him, "¢ What is the little
clreumstance?

¢ Shall I tell you?”

“Yes”

They were sitting opposite each other af
& narrow, massive, oak writing-table. Wias
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cent stretched across, and bringing his face
cloge to his futher’s, and, looking with an
inflexible gaze into his sturtled eyes, said,
with the clearest enunclation and in his
 hardest, cruelest, most pitiless tones, —

tounes which scemed to freeze the blood, —

«« Merely, sir, that you are the murderer
of William Moore.” He had risen as he
spoke, and now stood towering above the
abject man, with eyes that glowed like
coals, like an avenging fury.

We are utferly incapable of depicting the
cffect, wpon the murderer, of this awfal
charge, so unexpected, so overwhelming.
e who sat there a moment before, proud
and erect, was now & miserable, quivering
dotard, lis teeth chattering, his trembling
lands raised above his head, as if to ward
off an assassin’zs blow.

it Mercy, pity, pity!” he groaned, almost
inaudibiy.

“ Mercy, pity to you ! pity to You!” cried
Vincent, in the same terrible tone.

# My son, my son, kill me not,” moaned
tlie almost lifeless man.

“Your son! O God, Yam! Oh, nnutter-
able woe! " and a groan of such despair as
Dives might have uttered, burst from his
lips. IHe gazed at his father with the same
disgust one feels for a disfigured corpse, —
utter loathing.

¢ T am your son, and I could curse youn
for it!"” Mr. Graham’s face fell over on
the table, and he groaned aloud. Vincent
strode up and down the narrow room, with
teeth hard-set, and hands flercely clenched.
His respiration was difficult, so great was
the excitement he labored under. Buat he
soon gained a sombre calmness, —4 calm-
ness more frightfol than his late vehemence.
He advanced to the table.

¢ Mr., Grabam,” said he,—[‘ for I will
never call youa ¢father’ again,— will you
sign that paper?” .

“Yes, yes,” cried the other, raising his
head a lttle. I will sign anything, only
spare me,” .

“I will reveal nothing; I do not wish
your shame published. But stay, I will
change the form of that paper. I can never
marry Ethel; uo, never, never!” and a low
cry of utter despair stroggled from his
bloodless lips. He hastily wrote again.
“ Here,” said he, “i8 your full, uncondi-
tional consent for Miss Moore to marry
whom she pleases. Sign it,” and he pointed
to the pen with an imperative gesture. The
crushed man with difficulty affixed his trem-
bling signature.
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“Tet me go now,” he said, piteousiy.

“No, stay. Know, sir, that this most
foul deed of yours has forever blasted all
my earthly hopes. The croature who ig
dearer to me than life, T can never call my
own. A murderer's son wmarry Kthel
Moore! Impions thought!”

‘ Torgive me!” groaned his father.

“ Forgive you! Yes, if 5 heart-broken
widow could have forgiven you, had she
known the deed, I could forgive; if poor
Moore struggling in the water.counld have
forgiven yon standing above him on the
bank, so could L.”

¢ will deed all my fortune to you, Vin-
cent, if you will forgive me, and be mer-
ciful.”

¢ Your fortune! the infernal proceeds of
your crime! Sir, I would neot touch a
penny. Honceforth I shall make my own
fortone, Listen. I have you, Mr. Graham,
in a position in which I counld c¢xtort any-
thing from you; but am I here to serve my
own interests, merely, think you? I have
lifted the veil from your hideous secret to
compel justice to your ward. I can never
marry this angel; whether she is penniless
or an heiress matters not to me. As for
me, cut me off with nothing; I want no
money of yours. DBut this I say, and this
you must do. Every cent of the three hun-
dred thousand dollars that you stole from
William Moore yon must account for and
turn over, with interest, to his son, Harry
Moore. Do you hear? every cent.”

¢ Heaven! it will leave me in penury.”

“ Well, let it. Do you agree?”

T must.”

“ Yes, you must. I give you a month to
make the accounting. Mr. Kavanagh, who
is in Mr. Seagrave’s office, Is fumiliar with
the conditlon -of the late Mr. Wyckoil's
estate. He has seen the appraisal of it.
He shall examine and verify your state-
ments, aud shall have no suspicion of the
reason of it. You understand?”

¢ Yes,” sald the other, faintly.

“Very well; you have a month. Yon
are aware I have a small fortune of twenty
thousand dollars left me by my mother's
futher, and that I have managed it since X
came of age. Onu this property I shall live.
To preserve appearances, I shall coutinne
to reside at this house with my mother,
but all connection with you, Mr. Graham, I
discontinue from this moment. Ishall do
nothing to execite remark or wouder, but
henceforth we are mere acquaintances, I

|lam about to pursue the profession of the
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law. I have studied it, leisurely but thor-
oughly, for the last two years. As for Miss
Rthel Moore,” and his haughty tones fal-
tered, I shall immediately release her
from the obligation she has cntered imto
with me. And now our interview'is over.
RBelicve me, sir, it has becn as painful to me
as to you,” and the poor fellow almost
breke down, ag he added, in & voice of infl-
nite sadness, *Is it a pleasant thing, think
you, for & son to ferret. out the crimes of
his father?” )

«Oh, but tell me how you discovered
this, after such o lapse of time, Does any
oune know it besides you?”

¢ 1 have for a long time had my suspi-
ciong,  Yesterday they were conflrmed.”

“ Does any one know of this? ” he asked,
after a moment’s pause.

¢ Yos, some one else does know,—an
eye-witness to the scene.”

“ Dreath and fury !

¢ Yeg; you will never rest at case. You
will always be tortured by fear of the reve-
Iniion that this man can meke at any time.
A fitting punishment.”

“ Does — docs your mother know of 1t#°

¢« No, and pray God she never may! &ir,
I wish you good-morning,” and he turned
and went out, leaving his father almost
insensible, from agony and fear, '

Despair seized James Graham. He re-
meinbered the night of the muarder that he
had passed at Wyckofl Hall; every might
gince then had been a more or less vivid
repetition of it. . No wonder his hair had
grown gray and his eyes sanken. As he
lIay there groaning, after Vincent had gone,
{liere burst from Lis pallid lips the wretched
ery that Cain had uttered, — ¢ O God, my
punishment is greater than I ean bear!”

CHAPTER XX.

VISIT FROM THE DEAD.

As the detected murderer sat groaning in
the bitterness of his soul, he heard foot-
steps in the hall that eansed him to start up
ercet, and the blood in his veins to run cold
as ice. Had he not heard that measared
tread in years long past? Do the dead walk?

The footsteps approached, and & rap was
made upon the door. In response to his
trembling ¢ Come in,” Mr. Morris entered.
Disguised by a long, black beard, and other-
wise changed from the genial, pleasant man

of eighteen years ago, it would have been
impossible for Mr. Graham to saspect—
even if he had not seen him drowned—
that this mab was (as the sagaciouns reader
has, of course, supposed all along) none
other than William Moore.

«“Pray be seated, sir,” saild Graham;
<whom have I the honor of addressing?”

“ My name is Morris,” said the other.
Agein Graham’s blood congeuled at a sound
go unfamiliar and yet so strangely known.
¢«Can I do anything for you, Mr. Mor-
rig?”

«Yes, if you will be Kind enough to give
me your attention for a few moments,” and,
as he spoke, his eye caught the miniature
of himself lying on the table. He plcked
it up ih amazement,

“Js not this the lkeness of the Iate
William Moore?”

t¢Yes,” faltered the other, ¢ but your -
business?”

«Pardon me for & moment. I knew Mr,
Moore. He was drowned, was he not?”

# Yes.”

¢ On the Hudson.”

“Yes,”

« Yon were there at the tlme, I believe?”

¢ Yes, yes, but —”

“ Pardon my inquiries; I have great in-
terest In this subject. - I have long desired
to hear the details of Moore’s death. Will
you not favor me with an account?

Mr. Grabham felt himself to be in ahorri-

ble situation, but he could not well refuse
the request, according to his ideas of polite-
ness. -
i There ig very little to say, sir. He was
walking on the bank and nccidentally fell
in. The tide carricd him off, and he was
drowned.”

“Yes, Youwere walking with him, were
vou not?” -

st Yes, I was, but I could not resene him.”

“ How sad! You were quite near him
when he fefl?”

“No, I was at some distance.”

¢ Ah! You rushed to his assistance?”

# Certainly 1 did.”

“ Of course, —and did he not rise to the
surface?” Mr. Graham’s face showed the
torture this examination caused him.

¢ No, he did not.”

“Why, that was singular. A drowning
man geunerally rises to the surface twice.
So you did not see him after he sunk?”

‘‘No! Why are you so particularin your
inquiries?”

“These melancholy details interest me
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greatly. I know of an unfortunate affair
very similar to this., Let me relate it.”

“ Pray, sir,” cried Mr. Graham, ‘‘come at
once to the business .you have with me,
My time is mauch occupied. I have not the
honor of your acguaintance, sir. What do
you want with me? Did you come here to
tell anecdotes?” .

“Yes, partly for that. I came hers to
talk of Mr. Willinm Moaore.”

¢ Well, sir, the gubject i3 very disagree-
able to me.”

¢ Ah,indeed! Hisdeath caused you much
sorrow, did it not? He was your most in-
timate friend, 1 believe?

“Yes; your questions are very singular.”

 You will see their pertinency soon, sir.

Let me tell you the story I was about to
tell, There weore once two friends who
loved each other as brothers. They went
to the fumneral of a mutual friend, an old
gentleman, who had a residence on the
bank of a river, —are you ill2”

“1t is nothing. Go on.”

¢ They stayed to hear the old rentleman’s
wilt read. Quite similar to your own expe-
rience, was it not?”

““Very similar,” gasped the frightened
man. ‘¢ The names of those persons, -— who
were they?”

“T will tell you soon. Let me finish.
By this will, these two friends were made
co-heirsof the old gentleman’s fortune, A
fine example of friendship, wasn’t it?*>

“Yeus.”

¢ Really, Mr. Graham, you seem quite
touched by the affair. Itwas very delicate.
Now in your case, Mr. Wyckoff left you sole
heir to his estate.”

¢ No, he feft half to this man.”

“To William Moore! is it possible?
Why, upon my word, the two affairs are
alinost identical, 2 most remarkable coinei-
dence! Hear now the dreadfal denouement.
That night, these two gentlemen were
walking on the river bank —"

¢ What river was it?”

" #We will eall it the Delaware —were
walking on the river bank, the cne plunged
in profound grief at his friend's sudden
death, the other revolving an Infernal
scheme. Yes, Mr, Graham, —yon will doubt-
less find difficulty in believing the horrid
truth, — one of these men resolved then and
there to murder the other for hiz money.
No wonder you start, sir. It was most
fiendish. And how did he execute this con-
ception of heli? He threw his companion
off the bapk into the water; the unhappy

vietim rose to the surface, this devil on the
hank thrust him under again, and held him
there till he floated away, dead. I think,
&ir, you must agree with-me thay a more di-
abolical deed was never perpetrated. 'Why,
Mr. Graham, look at all the circamstances,
These two men werve mors than friends,
their relations were more than intimate,
they were brothers almost; they had been
in daily contact for years, and yet for three
hundred thousand doltars,— Mr. Graham,
your agitation alprms me,”

¢ There’s nothing the matter,” ejaculated
the other, in the tone of a man being stran-
gled; < I wasonly amazed at the sum you
mentioned.”

“Was it the same Mr. Wyckoff left you
and your friend? Is it possible? ‘Pon my
word, I never heard of sueh coincidences!
As I was saying, for this money, this—1I
am at a less for o word to designate this
man — deliberately consigned him to a cruel
death, deliberatcly stole the fortune from
his wife and chiidren, deliberately availed
himself of the wealth thus acquired, and
has ever since been living on the accursed
gains! ™

‘ For God’s sake, stop!” cried Mr. Gra-
ham; *X have heard enough.”

“Mr. Graham, your susceptibility does
you honor. I have almost done with the
subject. I wish to ask youn a question.
What in your opinion would be a fitting
punishment for that man? Could anything
he too severe? ™

“No,” came almost inaudibly from the
other’s lips.

‘““Would the loss of all peace of mind;
the daily, hourly, incessant presence of Lid-
eous remorse; sleepless nights, or nights
full of dreams of horror; the continual
haunting of the dead man's face; the sight
of that river'and the drifting corpse, wher-
cver he looked; the death-cry of his victim
forever ringing in his ears; eternal re-
proaches in the affectionate looks of his
wife, in the honest, manly gaze of his son,—
for he has a son, sir, about your son's age,—
a never-absent awful dread of detection; a
<fearful looking-forward-to of judgment,’
—would all this, all this accamulated hor-
ror be too much?”

“He deserves it all,” cried Graham, in
aZony.

‘e Weil, sir, I think so, too. But there i i3
another punishment he might have. Itis
this. Suppose that, occasionally, this mur-
derer should see the murdered man, not in

the gpirit, bat corporeally in human form,
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with the air of life, dogging his footsteps;
guppose that he should meet him in society,
sit beside him at hangnets, encounter him
jn the streets and public conveyances, be,
in short, continually running across the
man whom eightecn years before — ah! siry
what is it? Mr. Graham, your sudden, vio-
lent starts guite frighten me. What is their
cause?”

v A mpervons affection, sir.”

# Ah! seperinduced by mental anxiety,
perkaps? Well, sir, would it not he em-
inently fitting for this atroclious demi-devil
T have told you of, to be ceaselessly tortured
by the appareut presence of his umnhappy
vietim? Yes; I see you agree with me.
Very well, Mr. Graham, the object of my
call is accomplished.”

“But, sir,” cried Mr. Graham, ral]ymv a
little, *¢ why have you come here, a stranger,
and told me all this, and reeited what ap-
pears to you a piece of poetical justice? ”

“T will tell you, sir,” and instantly
Morrig’s manner changed. He rose and
looked at Graham :with such an awfut
scrutiny, that the unhappy wretch quailed
before him. .

T have told you the story of the old
gentleman leaving his property to his two
friends, because that old gentleman was
Mr. Wyckoff, those two friends Mr. William
Moore and yourselt.”

Mr. Graham fell back, speechless; his
labored Dbreathing alone showed he was
alive. His tormentor went on, —

“T have told yon about that fatal evening
walk by the river bank, because Mr, William
Moore and you were the men who took it;
because you were the wretch who threw the
other into the river; you were the fiend
who held him under the current till he died.
Are you dead?  Well, I shouldn't be sur-
prised. I see not how you can live, unless
‘tis through cowandice. I have mentioned
the friendly, intimate, brotherly relations

‘that existed between these men, hecause

there were such relations; becaunse this
fact gggravated, unspeakably intensifled,
the enormity of the deed. I have related
the punishment that this man ought, as you
yourself have assented, to bear: a mind
everlastingly preyed upon by remorse;
sleapless or hideous nights; a horrible, in-
effaceable pictare hefore his frightened
eyes; the knell of poor Moore's death-cry
ceaselessly torturing his ears; continual re-
proaches in the innocent and loving looks
of his family meeting him at home,—because
this igthe punishment you have borne, James
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Graham, for eighteen years. And, finally,
I have suggested a further torment for the
murderer, — for you, — the being haunted
by the murdered man in the body, because,
mark my words, you will feel this last and
most dreadful punishment in the awfnl fu-
ture. I have dome with you, sir. I hope
you have seen the pertinence of my ques-
tions and the application of 'the little an-
ecdote T have related ; ” and he rose to leave.
A strange sound from Mr. Graham caused
him to turn; the miserable man was trying
to speak, but uttered merely inarticulate.
sounds. At length he said, —

¢ Mr, Morris, for the love of God tell me
how many others know my awful decret,—a
secret that has been buried in my breast
for eighteen years?”

t Murder will out, sir. I will not answer
vour question. Suffice it to say that this
horrible deed of yours is no longer a secret.
It is known. How long it will be confined
to & few I don't know., But this I can
assure you,” he added, as if a sudden
thought had struck him: *if you seek re-
lief from the awfal torture you will hence-
forth know, in death, the full facts of your
guilt shall be blazoned to the world. So try
not to rob the murdered Moore of his ven-
geance, by sulcide! The very day you die
by ybnr own hand, that very hour, the facts
of the murder, duly anthenticated and at-
tested, will be published, and infamy and
the execration of your species will foltow
you to the grave!” And the tall, melan-
choly man stalked out. If he had wished
for an exquisite revenge, he would have
been completely satisfied had he known the
anguish he cansed Mr. Graham,

The ¢ small study ” opened into a large
apartment, —the library, The library, as
well as the study, opened into the hall.
Mr: Morris, or rather Moore, after leaving
his victim, went at once into the former
apartment,

Mr. Graham quickly recovered from the
stupor into which his visitor's revelation
had thrown him. He rose and walked
around the room, throwing his arms about
in angnish. He did not dare to appeal to
the Deity to alleviate his misery; the
erime he had committed shut him out from
the resource of prayer.. He sat down at
the table and, resting his head upon it,
groaned aloud.

At this moment Mr. Moore, divested of
his lomg, black beard, with his eravat
arranged in his old negligent way and look-
ing —~but for the lines in his face and the

/
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strenks of gray in his hair —very like the
William Moore of eighfeen years hefore,
appeared, standing 1n the library door,
erect, motionless. He was dressed in black,
and his face was pale. He was looking at
Graham with a mclancholy rather than an
angry gaze. He stood there, like a statue,
till the other should turn and see Lim.

Mr. Graham, as he sat in his attitude of
despair, was thinking of suicide. The
agony he had horne so long, seemed to him
to have reached an intolerable climax. But
theti the terrible announcement that Mr.
Morris had made, — that all his guilt should
be promulgated to the world, in case he
destroyed himself, --rang in his eara. Of
all the unaccountable sentiments that man
feels, this excessive regard for his post-
humouns character seems to us the strang-
est. Of course to be in good repute with
men while you live, is one of the most de-
sirable of things, and yet have there been
those, who have willingly encounterced the
detestation of their contemporaries to se-
cure fame— fame! the most unreal, in-
tangible of things. [Power in life is t0 be
gought for, but what good is fame affer
death? Yet Mr. Moore had touched the
right chord in this man’s mind, when he
spoke of an infamous name hereafter. Mr.
Grabham resolved to ehdure his present
misery, rather than insure ¢ the execration
of hig species,” after death. But he looked
forward to the future with unutterable
horror. He felt sure that the day would
come when those who held his secret would
divanlge it. What use they might make of
it, in the meantime, in the way of extorting
money, he did not care to conjecture. As
for the threat of being haunted by the man's
ghost, Mr. Graham scornfully laughed at it.
He was one of those persons, called prac-
tical and sensible, who reject everything
that does not eome within the pale of their
daily and ordinary experience. He scouted
&t everything supernatural, for the wise
renson that it was supernatural. So lie
smiled and raised his head as he thonght of
the last torment his visitor had spoken of.
“ As for apectres, ghosts, or other hob-
gobling, I'd meet them by the regiment,” he
gaid aloud, and, turning around, belield
Moore standing in the doorway,

When & man like My. Graham, who has
steadily disbelieved all his life in sneh a
thing as the dead revisiting the earth in
mortal shape, has, at last, what he deems
an indisputable proof before his eyes, that
the dead do appear to the living, — the re-
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valsion in hiz mind i3 awfal; the horror
that- takes possession of him unspeakable.
Many are the authenticated cases of such
persong dying the most horrible of all
deaths, —being killed by fright, — fulling
vietims to wicked jokes or disordered
fancy. Fright at supernatural appearances
is the most dreadful of all emotions, if we
may believe those who have, or think they
have, heheld them. My, Graham, though a
bold man, was one poculiarly fitted by na-
ture to feel the most exquisite poignancy
of terror at spectral apparitions. The
events of the morning had “unstrung his
nerves,” as the vague saying goes. When,
therefore, after uttering his boast, he turned
and beheld the man standing before him,
whowm eighteen years hefore he had scen
floating a corpse in the river; when he saw
hig victim standing there, with mild re-
proach and sorrow in his eyes, the pulsa-
tions of his heart were checked, and he fult
the unnamable horror of Eliphaz. Tlis
was no optical delusion, no phantem born
of darkness; he was not ten feet from the
‘“spectre; ” the day was now in the fall
glare of noon, and the sunlight flooded the
room, He felt the fascination of horror;
hie could not draw away his gaze. He was
as fally persuaded that he saw William
Moore’s ghost, as he had before disbelioved
in its possibility; and the idea was awful.
There stood the man in the reality of life,
whom he had before seen in the impal-
pabie visions of night., The appalled mwan,
haif-risen from his chair, gazed with start-
ing eyes. The vision was ‘a gobhlin
damned ™ bringing with it “blasts from
hell.” Then burst upon him the foll force
and horror of Moore’s threat; then did he
feelthe complete signiticance ofthat “ further
torment,” his visitor had mentioned. Moore
did not speak; he merely kept that sad,
unvarying look upon the unhappy man, and
slowly moving backward, disappeared be-
hind the door; and, at the same moment,
Mr. Graham fell forward on his face, in a
fit, felled by fright,

CHAFTER XXI.
A TEST OF LOVE.

Vixcent left his father's presence in the
deepest grief. He did not feel the slightest
compunction at the severe punishment he
had ioflicted. As has been said, he no
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longer looked upon the man as his father,
Te was so constituted as to have the most
inteuse horror for crime and the criminal;
the most profound love for virtue and the
virtuous. In Mr. Graham he did not see a
father, but o murderer; all ties of blood
were sweph away, alt filial love annihilated.
He felt no pity for his father, no sorrow for
the bitter words he had attered; but as he
went cut his heart was pierced with acute
misery at his own situation. He did not
for an instant waver in his determination to
tell Bthel that a stain was upon his name, —
not indecd to reveal its nature,—an in-
effaceable stain. one which rendered their
union impossible. He had meant to have
straightway sought her presence and im-
parted this dreadful intellizouncs; but man
is mortal. Ile hnd not courage to de-
liberately sever the sweet ties between
them, amnd cncounter Ethel's unavailing
grief, e, therefore, went out into the open
air to walk the streets in agony all day.

After Mr. Moore had moved away from
the library door, he hastily resmined his dis-
guise. Ile stepped into the hall and met &
servant. ¢ Show me to the parlor,” said
Lo, ¢ and inforin Miss Moore that a gentle-
man wishes to see her on quite important
bhusiuess.”

Ethel surprised at this message, hinrried
down, As she entered the drawing-room

“she did not at first recognize Morris.

“1 sve you have forgoften me, Miss
Moore. T have lad the pleasure of sceing
youtwiee hefore. Dow’t you recollect meet-
ing we in a grove, once while you were out
on & horseback excursion? And I saw you
at a party abount a fortnight ago.”

Lthel remembered both ocecasions, 0
Mr. Morris! —a very unexpected pleasure,
gir—" aml she paused, quite embarrassed.
There was something about this man that
unaceountably agitated and faseinated her,

“You kindly invited me to call,” contin-
ued Morris. “DPardon my remissness. T
waited till I ecould communicate something
mportant.”

“Then ‘you have something important to
say this morning? Indced, you sent up
word that you had.” a .

“Very important, Miss Modre, but some-
thing which will cause you much grief,”
replied Mr. Moyris, gravely.

“ Then keep me no longer in suspense.”

“You are engaged to be married to Mr.
Vincent Graham, are you not? Pardon the
apparent rudeness of the gnestion. I want

to be sure of my facts before I proceed.”

i
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¢ Mr, Graham and I are engaged,” said
Ethel, blashing slightly.

“ Well, Miss Moore, ~oh, how can I tell
the dreadful truth!” '

Ethel sprang up with pallid face and
caught Moore’s arm in a tight grasp, —

+Has snything happened to him?” she
cried, in a strange voice, — a voice through
which straggled the agony of apprchension
she felt.

“Calm yoursclf, my dear Miss Moore.
Mr. Graham is perfectly well,” '

“0h! then I dowt care what it is you
have to teil!” eried the ingenuous girl,

“It is somoatking which does not affect
his life or health, but his name.”

“lismame ! ” repeated Ethel, with scarcely
perceptible hautewr in her calm voice, < His
name is safe. I have no fear.”

¢ Well, tire name of his family, then. Miss -
Moore, there is disgrace upon the name of
Graham.”

¢ Of what nature, sir?”®

“ A disgrace of the blackest kind., This
i3 a very distressing revelation for me to
make, but I have felt it my duty to acquaing
you with certain cirenmstances before you
take the pame of Gralam upon yourself.”

¢ Let me entreat you, sir, to relate those
circumstances at once,”

¢ Miss Moore, would you marry a mur-
derer? ” asked Mr. Morris, abruptly.

“ A very extraordinary question,” repled
Ethel. ¢ Of course not.”

“YWould you marry a murderer’s sont?” he
pursued,

In g moment Tthel knew what he meant,
and she instantly returned, —

“If I loved him and believed him good,
nohle, and true, I wounld.”

v Well, Miss Moore, then you relieve my
mind. There may be no necessily to with-
draw from any obligations.” :

¢ Do you wean to say —”

“Yeg, T must tell you the truth. Mr.
James Graham is a murderer.”

“0h! how know yon?”

“ From the most indubitable testimony, —
the rovelation of eye-witnesses, Mr. Gra-
hamn is guilty of the drowning of Mr. Wil-
linmm Moore, your uncle, which everybody
has supposed to have been accidental.”

“0Oh!how dreadful! I cannot believe 11"

“Do not deem me capable, Miss Moore,
of coming here to deliberately deceive you
in such a matter. Believe me, I know the
truth of what I say.”

¢ But is it not possible you have been
misinformed, Mr. Morris?”
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st Unfortunately, it is not., I have talked
with one who saw Mr. Graham shove poor
William Moore into the river, and push him
under again when he rose to the surface.”

“ And lhe gained great wealth by it,” said
Ethel to herself; “and this is why he has
been so wretched ; yes, yes, How has this
horrible murder been so long concealed?”
she asked aloud, calmly, aithough aimost
overcome by the revelation.

“Those who knew of it have concealed it
for purposes of their own; but it will he
known to cvery one eventually. Think,
then, of the disgrace you will encounter if
you marry Mr. Vincent Graham. I have
discharged what I felt to be my daty, Miss
Moore, in acquainting you with this very
painful fact.”

#Qir,” said Ethel, in tears, “I think it
kind in you to have told me this before I
had committed myself by marriage, but I
assure vou it will not make the least differ-
ence in the world as far as my actions are
concerned. It has not changed my—my
opinion of the younger Mr. Graham, in the
least. Such fortuitous circumstances, how-
ever dreadful they may be, have not the
slightest influence with me.”

1 gm truly giad to hear of 1it, Miss
Moore, for both your sakes. Let e close
an interview that has been painful to us
both,” and he rose and tock her hand.
Again his eager gaze scrutinized her face,
again Ethel felt the strange influence this
man hud over her, agaln the indefinable feel-
ing of interest aud pity took possession of
her.

After he had goue, Ethel went to her
room and gave way to her restrained tears.
Vincent the son of a murderer! Vinecent,
the embodiment of all that was mauly and
honorable, noble, good, and true | —her hero,
her idesl, the object of her purest love!——
Vineent the gon of a man who had cruelly
murdered her uncle for money! She found
difficulty in believing it, and yet Mr. Morris
had been positive of the truth of what he
gaid. If auy ordinary stranger had come to
her and made this statement she would
probably have laughed iz his face, or rang
for a servant to show him the door; but Mr.
Morris seemed like no stranger to her; she
folt, without knowing why, the most un-
hounded confidence in him. And the more
ghe thought of the matter the more probable
did it seemn to her that her guardian was
actually guilty of the alleged crime, — that
guppogition solved so mauy little previous
mysteries. It was only when she thought
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of Vincent that the crime scemed incredi-
ble.

“8hatl I give him up,” said Ethel to her-
self, “now that this great sorrow is upon
him? Shall I desert him when he most
needs a woman’s golace? Should 1 do so,
I would indeed be unworthy of is love! I
care nothing for the disgrace I shall have to
bear; its weight shall not fall upon him
alone; I ghall help him bear it.  As long as
I am assured of his love I can bear the
odium of the world! He does not know
anything about this awful truth. I am glad.
I shall not reveal it to him, § shall keep it
from him.”

With such thoughts ag these did the
young girl rededicate her heart to Vincent
and renew her vows of love—this time
alone. Jnstead of Mr. Moiris’ revelation
causing the faintest feeling of rcpugnance
in her mind towards the murderer’s son, it
exalted and vivified her affection, if that
were possible; it introduced an element of
pity — that soft passion —inte the vehe-
mence of her love. She felt glad to think
there was now occasion for ker to exercise
magnanimity; that her lover would find
that she could overlook ¢ accidental circum-
stances of parentage” as well as he.

But Vincent, as he walked along through
the most scquestered streets he could find,
was & prey to the most unmitigated anguish,
He thought that others must feel the same
intense horror of his father’s crime that he
feit. For him, the son of a murderer, to
marry Ethel Moore, was an 1dea not to be
entertained for a moment. If he had heen
hideously deformed, or an idiot, he could
1ot have considered himself less fit to be
the young girl's husband. But-he greatly
dreaded to make the revelation to hery he
could not bear the thought of going to her
and saying, I am no longer a man of un-
blemished name —TI am the son of your
uncle’s murderer,”  Yet he had inflexibly
determined to make this revelation; that it
would be unspeskably base to keep Ethel
in ignorance of the troth. But at any rate
she shonld enjoy the sweet illusion a little
longer, ~— he would defer his wretchedness a
few days.

Ile was informed on returning to the
house that his father had been found lying
insensible on the study floor, and had been
revived with difficalty, — that Mrs. Graham
was attending him, and that consequently

Lthel and he would dine together alone.

e wwaited for her to descend. Tt was the
flrst time he had not fretted withimpatience
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at the tardy moments, when he expected
lier. Now he rather feared her coming lest
she should read something amiss in his face.
Ethel, too, felt a strange diflidence in going
in to meet him. ¥For the first time in the
Rarmonious course of their love she had
something to hide from him, and she was
afraid that his loving scrutiny would detect
the concealment. The lovers met. Ethel
instantly noted Vincent’s unusoal paleness;
he at once perceived the indeflnable marks
of sorrow in her eyes. DBoth attributed
these unwonted appearances to Mr. Gra-
hawy's illness.

« My — my father,” asked Vincent, stum-
bling at the word, * is more comfortabie, —
is he not?”

“ Yes., Do you know what was the canse
of kis fainting ¥ 7

¢ Probably overwork,” sald Vineent, con-
strainedly; ‘¢ he was writing loug.”

Ethel noticed his agitation. ‘“How he
loves his father! poor fellow!” thought
she. :

Both endeavored to cover their praise-
worthy reticence by a display of gayety; so
the dinner, if not as happy as previous ones,
was at least as hilarious. When occasion-
ally in the midst of their merriment the

thonght of the wretchedness in storve for

him flashed across YVinceut’s mind, it seemed
to reveal, as a lizhtning flash does some-
times to the dismayed traveller, a yawning,
profound, bridgeless chasm in his path. At
times he was on the point of disclosing the

_trutlh to his companion; but the sight of
- hor bright face looking up at him with an

abandon of love he had never scen belore,
checked the dismal revelation.

CHAPTER XXIIL

BZRA IN LUCK.

Ezra Hoyr, after his narrow escape from
eapture at H—, proceeded to New York.
Secreted in a miserable house in one of the
most out-of-the-way streets in the city, and
never venturing out of doors except at
night, and then impenetrably disguised, he
hind managed to elude the police. No one
knew of his prescrjce there, save Mr. D.
Murragh, -~ a legal gentleman of good abili-
tics but vile character, who had once or
twice but narrowly eseaped belng thrown
over the bar for his misdeeds, — and Dr,
Heavyvale. Mr, Murragh lived in a

10
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wretched house down-town, but was re-
puted to be very rich. In fact, he had de-
spoiled many clients of the greater part of
thelr wealth., His practice was now con-
flned to criminal cases of the most desper-
ate kind. He was an utterly unscrupulons
man. ‘There was but one person in the
world he feared, and that was Fzra Hoyt.
He feared him for reasons which will be
hereafter apparent. .

Dr. Heavyvale knew nothing at all abont
Ezra’s character, The latter had told him
that, for very urgent private reasons, he did
not wish his presence in the ecity known,
and the doctor, with the honor of his pro-
fession, had carefully kept the secret., He
attended Ezra two or three times a week,
and, althongh the case was a very difficult
one, held out hopes of ultimately cradicat-
ing the *cast™ in his eyes, Through the
legal assistance of Mr. Murragh (who had a
full power of attorney from his principal),
Ezra had had Mr. Franchot’s will “ proved,”
and had entered into possession of the es-
tate. He rented Wyckof Hall to Dr.
Parkes. That gentleman was informed
that very pressing business detained Ezra
in Canada, afterwards that he was danger-
ously 1l and unable to travel, and finally
that he had sailed to the Mediterrancan to
re-establish hig health, leaving Mr. Murragh
empowered to act for him in everything.
Thus Lad it come to pass that two years
had elapsed since Frauchot’s murder, with-
out Ezra having been seen. Mr. Conger
came to the conclusion that the man he
sought so diligently was dead.

"At the date} at which we have now ar-
rived, however, Ezra was ready to make his
début as Harry Moore. Certainly a won-
derful transformation had taken piace in hig
appearance, Thanks to Dr. Heavyvale's
skill, his obliyue vision was entirely recti-
fied; he had not now the slightest ¢ cast™

‘in his eyes. Owing to the scientific appli~

cation of dyes, his hair was no longer car-
roty-red, but of a rickh dark-brown hue.
His heavy side-whiskers and beard were
carefully removed and his face closely
shaven, with the exception of a2 heavy
mustache, also dark-brown, that entirely
altered the expression of the lower part of
his face. He was no longer the rough,
rowdyish fellow of two years ago. Hewas
dressed with the most scrupulous neatness,

his boots resplendently polished. e wore
a delicate pair of gold spectacles (plain
glass), to add to his altered appearauce.
In ghort, he seemed some highly respecta-
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ble well-to-do banker or merchant. He was
so thoroughly changed that he lid not fear
detection in the least. He now began to
promenade Broadway. One day, abouf
noon, he met My, Conger face to face. The
detective glanced at him indifferently with-
out the slightest recognition and passed on.
Eazra then felt perfectly secure.

1 have three persons < in the mind’s eye,
Horatio,” ” said Lzra to himself, ¢ whose
geores are not yet wiped out, — Conger, that
infernal Dr. Brown, and Yincent Graham =
curse him.” i

It was the last whom he most cordially
hated, and against whom he vowed the
most cowmplete vengeance. He removed
his quarters to a fashionable hotel, amd
passed pnder the name of H. Moore.

One morning, while reading the Zimes, at
the breakfast-table, he was thunderstruck
to come aeross this paragraph, —

“ CAUGHT AT LAST, — It will be remem-
bered that, about two years ago, a most
atrocious murder was committed at the
regidence of o gentleman on the ITadson,
near the town of R The murdered
man was Mr, Auguste Franchot, an elderly
Frenchman, of most unoffending character.
The ohjeet of the deed has always been a
profound mystery; for no robbery was com-
mitted,— no motive could be imagined. One
of the murderers was killed in an attempt
to capture him; but the other esecaped.
Since that time, all efiorts to apprehend
this man have been in vain, although all the
resources of that sccret police, of which
our city is so justly prond, have been em-
ployed. It affords us, then, great satisfac-
tion to anmounce in this morning’s issue
that the perpetrator of the cold-blooded
deed has at length been seized. He was ar-
rested in Boston day before yesterday, and
was brought to this eity last night. He
gives his name as James Smith, and stoutly
denies his gmilt. His capture was effeeted
by the dexterity and skill of Sheriff Bangs,
of —— County, Magsachusetts. This ener-
gefic officer came very near eatching him
once before. The prisoner has been lodged
in the Tombs, and will probably be tried at
the next session of Qper and Ferminer. e
is a short, thick-set man, etc., etc.”

Ezrs dropped the paper in astonishment,
“ James Smith!” he repeated. ¢ James
Smith arrested for this affisir! What the
devil does it mean?” Suddenly he recol-
lected that this was the name he had as-
sumed at I . “Ah! they have nabbed
some poor devil who looks like me and hap-
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pens to be named James Smith. Good joke!
Well, I must belp get him hung, and then I
shall be all right; for Conger will drop the
geent;” and be rubbed his hands compla-
cently.

The unfortunate Smith, after his suceess-
ful resistance to the worthy sheriff at FI——,
had pursued his journey in quiet. It took
a good deal to astonish this man, and he
did not think much shout the circumstance.
As time passed away, he forgot the adven-
ture entirely. Shertly after arriving in
Toston, he had gone to New Orleans, where
he remained for eighteen months, and there-

fore, — althongl Sheriff Bangs, chagrined:

at his fuilure, had tracked him to Boston,
and had done his best, aided by the police
of that city, to capturce hiin, he had as yet re-
mgined uwnmolested.  But, on his rveturn
from New Orleans, as he was one day walle-
ing in Tremont Street, he encountered the
indefatigable sheriff. Ile did not rccognize
him at all; but the exnltant officer instantly
knew his man, and, directing a subaltern to
watch the unéuspicious &mith, he hastened
off to procure the necessary papers, and,
thus properly armed, entered the restaurant
where the unfortunate man was dinlng. Ie
advanced towards him, with a smile.

¢ A, Mr. Smith, I amm very glad to ses
you, — delighted to sce you.”

¢ Pardon me, sir,” sald Swith, ¢ you have
the advantage of me.”

% Yeg, I think I have,” said Bangs, witha
-disagreeable laugh., “I don't think you'll
knock me off & railbway platform this time,
my dear sir.”

At these words, Smith recollocted the
rencontre at H. ¢ What fatality pursues
me!” thought he. < IHave you still got
that absurd eharge of murder against me?”
he’ asked.

¢ Cortainly. There is no limitation of
time in murder cases, yon know. I will
have to trouble you to come with me, Mr.
Smith.”

¢#TLet me flnish my dinner, won’t you?
Sit down and take a glass of wine.”

The sheriff complied with alacrity.

“Now be kind enough to let me know all '

about this affuir, if you please. Whom
have I murdercd, and when, and where?”

‘4 Gad, youre o cool one! You don't
recollect, mayhe, sticking an old Frenchman
in the ribs, about two years ago 27

I do not, certainly.”

“You've forgotten, too, I suppose, sbout
going to H—, and seeing Dr, Heavyvale

about yopr eyes?”
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«T never was in H—, except for half
an hour the day I met you, and never saw
Dr. Heavyvale, to my Enowledge, in my
life.”

« Now, really,” said the sheriff, <1 would
advise you, as a friend, not to deny these
immaierial points, which ean be easily
proved. DPlead ‘not guilty,” of course, to
the charge of wurder, but don’t deny going
to II——, sceing Dr. Heavyvale, going as
porter to Dr. Brown’s, being locked up in
his garrct, getting out by a very neat dodge,
and knocking me off the platform, for they
can atl be proved.”

“1 do deny everylhing exeept knocking
you off the platform. Going as porter o
Dir, Broww, iudeed! Do I look like a por-
ter, sir?”

My, Smith was weil (1rqssed, and seemed
opulent. The sheriff admitted thai he did
not look like a porter.

“ Come, now,” said Smith, * this is some
most singular mistake.”

“0h, undoubtedly!” said the sheriff,
dryly.

“A case,” pursued Smith, ¢of mistaken
identity. Now tell me all about this murder
swhich it appears I committed.”

The sheriff thereupon related all the par-
ticulars of the murder of ¥ranchot, the
killing of Dick IIoyt, the escape of the
other, the pursuait by Conger, the ruse at the
Bowery Theaire, the capture by Dr. Brown,
the eseape, the reeapture by Miss Antigone
Brown, and the sceond escape.

Smith listened in wonderment.

“And,” concluded Sherift Bangs, ¢ this
wily chap was short and thick-built, likc
you, had very rcd hair, like yon, was cross-
cyed, like you, had & scar across his neck,
like you, and was named James Sinith, like
you.”

“TBut nevertheless was neot I, Vory
remarkable coincidences, I grant.”

¢ Very remarkable,” repeated the gheriff.

“ Perhaps you will be kind enough to telt
me where you were on the 5th of June,
18—, — the day this FFrenchman was killed #”

At this question Mr. Smitl’s face, turned
deadly pale, and he uttercd a low groan.

HThe fifth of June!” he gasped, 0
God!”

# What’s up now?” asked the sheriff.

“Q0h!oh!oh!™ groancd Smith, as if in
great agony. ¢ Ohl how lhorrible, — the
ifth of June. My God!” '

The sheriff stared at him in amazement.

“Pardon my emotion,” said Smith, in a
broken voice ; I cannot explain the distress

yvour words have caused me, neither can T
tell you where I was on that horrible day.”

“Won't you tell in court?”

Smith groaned. ¢ No, I cannot fell in
court either.”

“Well,” said the sheriff, “if you were
not at Wyckoff Hall, I advise you to
prove it.”

# Alas! I cannet.”

“Then it will go hard with you.”

“Sobeit. If I am to fall a vietim to a
marvellous chain of coincidences, and to
mistaken identity, so be it; but I shall
never tell where I was, or what I did that
day, althongh I ean prove I was mnot at
Wyckoff Ilall”

The sheriff stared at him in blank won-
der. “Well,” said he, *then youll be a
confounded fool, to speak plainly.”

“Can’t help it,” sald Smith, T shall
never tell where I was that day,” — and he
sank into gloomy reverie.

His position was by no means pleasant cr
afe. Clreumstances which will come to
light in these pages utterly prevented him
from proving an olibd, Again, by a most
singular chance, he had been present at
the 0ld Bowery Theatre on the night that
Conger had tracked Ezra thither, having
followed a crowd in, which was drawn by
tite same attraction that induced Dy, Brown
to go, the appearance of some famous
“atar” tragedian. e was entirely without
kindred. e bad a considerable property
of his own on which he lived. He had not
been in business till within the past two
years; the greater part of his life had been
spent in Tarope. He had not a friend in
the United States, scarcely an acquaintance.
He was a desolate, unfortunate, unhappy
muan, who geemed to be a foothall for For-
tune's hardest kicks. :

As he revolved thig present diffienity, he
did not see how he could possibly prove
that he was innocent.  1is lips were sealed.
IHe could not prove his absence from Wyck-
off Hall on the day of the féte champétre,
and this circumstance in itself would be
highly prejudicial to kim should he ‘be
brought to trial. His only hope seemed to
be thiat some of the intimate friends of the
real murderer would perceive and testify
that he was not the man they thought him.
But how to get at these companions of the
murderer?

“ Do you know whether the fellow that
killed this M. Franchot had any brothers or
either parent living? ”

The sheriff smiled. #I was going to say
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that you ought to know if any one, but
you're 50 cool that, hang me if T don’t hegin
to believe you're innocent.”

“T gm innocent, believe me, But I don’t
see how I can prove it unless some of this
man’s relatives swear I'm not he. Now,
how can I find oot whether he fhas any
friends? I don’t belicve his name’s James
Swith.” .

“Well, Mr. Smith,” said the sheriff, I
hope yowll get clear, for I've taken a shine
to you, I only did my duty in arresting
you.”

“0Oh! yowre not to blame. Come! I'm
at your service;” and they went out to-
gether.

Mr. Smith was given over to the Boston
police; an officer came on from New Yorlk,
in response to a telegram, and took him to
that city, where he was Jodged in the
¢ Tombs.”

The ssme idea had occurred to Ezra as
to Mr, Smith; viz., that his (Ezra’s) inti-
mate companions could prove that Smith
was not the guilty man. Now his intimate
companions, thanks to his unsocial habits
and to the fact that at the time of the mnr-
der he had but recently arrived in New
York, —and since then had been very
secluded, — were very few. In fact, but
two or three individuals knew him inti-
mately. One of these had recently gone to
California, and none remained but Mr. Peter
Wilking and Mr. D. Murragh. But then
there was Dr. Heavyvale. ¢ Curse him!”
said Ezra to himself; ** they'll have him on
the stand, of course, to prove that this
unlucky dog of a Smith was at his offlee in
H—— How'lImanagehim? Ab! s risky
dodge, but TH try it. Il make him think
lie never saw me at H——.”

At that moment he heard the doctor’s
light step approaching. It was the day for
his periodieal call.

“ Ah! my good friend, how areyou? Take
a cigar, doctor,”

# Thank you. Well, my dear Mr. Moore,
I'm glad to find you looking so well. And
your ¢yes haven’t troubled you at all?”

“Not a bit, Doctor, I ean never thank
you enough for changing the expression of
my fuce, Idon'tthink it will scare 2 wo-
man now to look at me. I'm going to hunt
up some fuir damsel to make Mrs. Moore.
Ton't yon think they'll like the name?
Don't you think Mocre a pretty name, doc-
tor?”

‘¢ Yeg; quite so.”
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¢ And 1 haven’t always been called Moore.
Once I travelled under the name of Smith.”

“ Al! I recollect you called yourself
Smith when you came up to H—.”

¢ What under the sun do you mean by
that?”

t Why, don’t you recollect when you went
up there and disappeared so suddenly? You
went to Dr. Brown’s as porter, and all at
‘once vanished. T asked the doctor about
you, but he didn't seem inclined to say
much.”

¢ What the devil do you mean, doctor? I
never was in H— in my life.”

“8ir!"” cried the doctor, in great sur-
prisa.

“ Never in my life, I agsure you. What
was the name of the fellow yon saw
there? ™

“ James Smith.”

¢ Well, as I said before, I did assume the
name of Smith, but it wasn’t James Smith.
The name I took was Frederick F.'Smith.
Jomes Smith! Ah! T sece how it is. That
James Smith, doctor, is the bane of my ex-
istence. Wasn’t he & man about my build,
with red hair, and very cross-eyed?”

¥ Yes”

“ Well, I've been taken for that man, con-
found him, and he for e, more than fifty
times. That’s the principal reason T was so
anxious to get my eyes fixed all right, and
have had my hair dyed. I know the chap.
I mean I've secn him. He's no more me
than F'm you.”

The simple-minded doctor really beliaved
all this, and merely said, in tranquil sur-
prise, — * I3 that so YAl

“Yes. How is it,” asked Ezra, *that
you never happened to mention H— to
me before?”

# Why, the fact is, I thought it might not
be agreeable to you, as you never said a
word about it. ¥ must confess I was very
curious to know why you left so suddenly,
I certainly thought when you sent for me,
at the time you lived im Cherry Street,
that you was the same man 1'd seen in
H——- about & week before.”

natural one. Fa porter to Dr. Brown! By
Jove! that's a good one.”

The worthy doctor thoronghly believed
he had made some mistake, and was very
earnest in hig apologies,

«+'Capitall” thought Ezra, when hig visit-
orhad left. ¢ I'veflxed him all right. Now
for Wilking.”

He rode down to Grand Street and went

t Well, it's a queer mistake, althongh a
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at once to the billiard-saloon, which was
still kept up theve.

The two years had scarcely changed Mr,
Poter Wilkins, His black hair was oiled

" and curled with more disgusting elaborate-

ness than ever, and his nose had a more
permanent redness in itg hues. He did not
recognize his guondam friend at all, but was
rather impressed by his genteel and well-to-
do appearance, Ezara sat down composedly
and looked on ot a game of billiards then
in progress. Wilkins approached respect-
fully. * Shall I get you a partper for a
game, sie?” he asked.

“I'd like to play s game with you,” re-
turned Ezra.

The fact that Ezra had had several teeth
which he had lost supplied by false ones,
rendered his voice no longer recognizable.
Wilkins and he began the game, Xzra soon
managed to put the marker at ease. Sud-
denly he asked, —

“ Do you remgmbcr Ezra Hoyt?” |

¢ No,” said \?fﬂkins, startled, ¢ who's he,
gir? ” ‘

“Why, I used to see him around here.
Don't you recollect a red-haired, cross-eyed
man the police were chasing so hard P”

¢ Seems to me I do. 'What's become of
him? " asked Wilkins, indifferently.

#%Well, they've nabbed him at last. He's
in the Tombhs now, charged with ‘murder.

“Will they string him up?”

“Yes, I suppose 50; and serve him right.”

Whereupon Wilkins, seeing that his vis-
itor was hostile to Ezra, remarked that ho
hoped they would hang him,

‘ ITe’s an infernal ¥aseal,”seid Ezra, with
more tyuth than was his wont.

“8So I think,” said Wilking, I don’t
want you to suppose he’s a friend of mine,”

¢ Certainly not. You'd just ag lief see
him hung as not?”

“Yes, and a little rather.”

Ezra smiled to himself at this tounching
proof of friendship.

“Well, perbaps you may assist in it,” said

" e,

“How 8o, sir?” .

“ Why, I hear that this Ezra Hoyt swears
he iswt Ezra Hoyt, but that Lis name is
James Smith. e wants to make out that
they've got hold of the wrong chap, you
know.”

“Isce. Well, will that game work? ™

“ No, not if you can swesr that he is Ezra
Hoyt.”

“Why, you won't get mixed up in it at
all. You havew’t had anything to do with
any of his larks,” said Ezra, knowing that
such was the fact.

“Yes; buot I don’t like to own that T
know the fellow, if he's up for murder, you
see”

“Pshaw, man, all you've got to say is, that
youw've often seen him at this saloon. “That
don't prove anything against your charac-
ter.,”

¢ Well, but between you and me, I hid
him Lere once when the police were after
him. 1 didno’t know what he'd been doing
to be sare, but still T kid him.”

“Suppose you did; who's golng to say
anything about that? e won't, if he's try-
ing to make out he isn't Ezra Hoyt, that's
clear, and you needn’t mention the little
circumstance.”

“That's so,” said Wilkins, reflectively,

“I'd give a good deal to have that fellow
hung,” continned Ezra. * Poor Mr. Fran-
chot, wvhom he killed was a particular friend
of mine. Still, I shouldi’t wonder if this
Hoyt got clear.” ’

“ A fellow wastes so much time attending
court,” said Wilkins, still hesltating, « and
the withess’ fees don't ameunt to any-
thing.” :

“Dor’t let that trouble youn,” said Ezra,
“TTt see that you are well paid. Come
now, oblige me and you won't regret it.”

“Well, Il do it,” said Wilkins, reluct-
antly.

Ezra could scarcely conceal his satisfac-
tion. )

“Well,” said he, * then I can tell the dis-
trict attorney to call on you to prove this
fellow 4s Iizrn, Hoyt.”

«Yes, I suppose s0.”

AN right. It's no more than falr for
you to help bring this fellow to Justice.—
Whatll you have to drink? This is pretty
goold whiskey you keep here. — I don't know
but what yow'il find Iiim a good deal changed
gince you last saw him.”

“Devil! T'd know Izra Hoyt in China,
Iag this chap red hair, is he cross-eyed,
and got a scar on his neck? ¥

“Yes,” said Ezra, remembering the de-
scription in the newspaper.

““ Well, then, he’s the cove, and I'll swear
it

“All right,”said Lzra, and he paid for
the game and went out, highly pleased at
the success of his interview, and also at

#0Oh! I don’t want to get mixed up in the
business at all,” said Wilkins.

finding that Wilkins did not recognize
him.




BAFFLED
CHAPTER XX

A BUCCESSFUL DECOY,

Toonr Smith, without a friend in the city
and imprisoned in the Tombs awaiting his
trial for murder, felt, naturally, somewhat
depressed. The more he thought of it, the
more convirced ke hecame that he ought,
by all means, to discover some of the mur-
derer's intimate friends or relatioms; but
Low to do this?

One day Mr. Conger called to see him.
The deteetive was greatly chagrined that
the prey should have escaped him after all
aud fallen into the hamds of another. He
felt considerable admiration for Ezra's clev-
erness and called to bave a good Iook at
him. He wag shown to the prisoner’s ceil.
It is not a reflection on Mr. Conger’s acute-
ness to say that he did not for a moment
doubt, on seeing the unfortunate Smith,
that he waa the man he had chased so
hotly, for it must be remembered that he
had never had a very close scratiny of the
fellow, had mever seen him face to face,
without disguise, but’ onee, and that in Dr.
Brown’s room for a few moments. He had
pursued the man from the description fur-
nished by Vincent Graham. To that de-
scription Smith answered in every respect.

Smith looked at his visitor with curios-
ity.

«Well,” said Cenger, “*it’s a long time
since I saw you last.”

“1 don't remember to have ever seen
you,” replied Smith.

Conger langhed quictly.

“ You're a queer bird, I must say. Why,
* man, you don’t expect to make anything out
of this game of denying your identity, do
yout”

Poor Smith was most wild. i

«Good heavens!” he cried, ¢ this is the
most extraordinary affair! I swear before
God, sir,” he continued, with no irreverence,
but in a very solemn montter, < that I'm no
more the man you thiek me than I'm
Andrew Jackson. I mever heard of this
Trenchman, this Franchot, or of Wyckoff
Hall in iy life!”

«Well,” said Counger, * I suppose you can
easily prove who you are.”

“No, 1 ecan’t; there’s the tromble! If
people will swear that I'm this murderer,
how am T going to prove I'm not#”

“Why, get some of your friends to prove
it
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melancholy, “I kave no friends. Would
that I could ind some of this man’s friends
who would perceive that 'im not he!”

“ Well,” said Mr. Cobnger, < there’s Wil-
kins.”

“Who?” cried Smith, starting up. “Do
yout know of any of this man’s associates?
Oh! send forthem, sir; they’ll know at once
I'm not the man you all think T am!”

“ That can be easily done,” said the de-
tective. “I’ll send a man for Mr, Wilkins
at once,” and he went out as he spole.
Smith, with hope revived, haslily ar-
ranged his toilet. Unfortunately he brushed
his tong, red hair behind his ears, a fashinn
in which Ezra had Leen wont to wear his
oW, ’

After what seemed an interminable time,
Mr. Conger reappeared fellowed by Mr.
Peter Wilkins, The latter gentleman ad-
vanced at once to Smith and said, cordial-
Iy, —

“Well, old fellow, how are you?” Ile
did not have the slightest suspicion that the
man before him was not Ezra Hoyt.

Smith groaned. * Merciful heavens!”
he gasped, ‘‘ do you take me for the mur-
derer, too?” )

«“Pshaw!” said Wilking, “you're hot
going to try that game, are you? Why,
man, I'd know vou auywhere. Let's see
your neck, Yes, There's the blue scar
around it, What nonsense! COwn uwp you
are Kzra Hoyt.”

¢ Lzra Hoyt!™ said Conger; “is that
this man's name?”

¢ Heavens and earth!” cried Smith,
goaded to madness, “my namc’s James
Smith!”

“Well, James Smith, then,” said Wilkins,
“if you iike that any better. Perhaps you
wiil say you never saw me befow' ”

1 never &id.”

“Well, you've got cheek! I sappose yon
never hid yourself helind & cue-rack in my
hilliard-room when this gentleman was so
anxious teo find yon?”

“What do you meant”

wWell, you do come this innocent dodge

| well, but you may swear yow’re not Eara

Hoyt till youw're black in the face, but I can
swear you are.”
Smith groaned. ¢ It's all up with me, X
see.”
«Yes, T guess 1t 1s,  'Why the devil don’t
you own up you're Bzra Hoyt, like a man?”
Smith was sitent. At length he asked, —
¢ What is your name, sir?”

«Ah!* gaid the other, with profound

Wilkins laughed loudly. * Come, I like

, With his father. Ile had not as yet revealed
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that. You know my name as well as you
do your own,”

“I begin to doubt mine,” said poor
Swiith.

¢ Well, they call me Peter Wilking,” said
that gentleman. *Don’t you remember,
Bera, standing up with me when I got mar-
ried, just after you returned from San Fran-
cisco?”

“San Francisco! T never was in San
Francisco in my life.”

Mr. Wiikins gave utferance to his incre-
dulily in 2 prolonged whistle.

¢ Do you whistle to doubt me, sir?” cried
Smith, in wrath.

Mr. Wilkins did not reply, but addressing
Conger, observed that he saw no use in
staying longer. * That man’s Ezra Hoyt,
and I'll swear to it on a pile of Bibles as
high as the Worth Monument.”

© Stay!” cried Smith, in anguish., ¢ Are
therc any other people in town wlo Xnow
this Ezra Hoyt well? ”

“Iguess not, You know you never were
fond of making acquaintances.”

“ But where are my father and mother?”

“Iswear you've got more brass! Your
respected father, you know, was killed in
thut little affair up the river. As for your
mother, I never saw the lady, and I dow't
betieve you ever did cither.”

“ Havew't I any brothers or sisters?”

© Nary brother or gister.”

“Can you tell me whether Mr. Simeon
Rogers, a lawyer of this eity, is alive? I've
beeu trying to find Iim,”

“1le died about six months ago,” re-
plicd Conger.

“ Well then,” said Smith, with aresigned
air, “ T don't see but what I aha.ll be Iegally
murdetred.”

Wilkins Iaughed, and followed Conger,
who went out Wlth & very thoughttul
fuce.

Ezra Iont, aftor leaving the billiard sa-
loon in Grand Strect, went into Broadway
aud walked up-town with an elated air.

“ Now,” thought e, I shall get this poor
devil of & Smith huovg, and I will be all
right. To serve out my flue gentleman, Mr.
Viveent Grahan, is ttext in order.”

At this moment Le hecame sware that
Viucent was walking in front of him in an
apparently thoughtful and melancholy mood.
Ezra’s eyes brightened, and he slackened
his pace to kecp behind, concocting a most
villanous sclieme the while.

It was the day after Vincent’s interview
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his terrible secret to Ethel. Tt occupled
his thoughts continually. Ile dreaded more
than ever to tell her, but felt that he must
doso. He entered the reading-room of a
hotel and sat down to write a note. Rzra
followed him, apd standing hehind his
chair, and, apparently moch interested in a
file of newspapers that hung against the
wall, read every word that Vincent wrote.
This was his letter,—

* My dear Ethel, — I have had so fow op-
portunities of speaking to you Iately, alone,
owing to my mother's illness, that I beg
you will permit me to have a private inter-
view with you, to-morrow morning &t nine
o'clock, in the library. I have a most dis-
tressing communication to make. Yom
have observed my strange manner for the
pust few days. I will explain it all to you.
I have to tell you that I am not what you
suppose I am. But I will trust nothing fur-
ther to paper. I cannot bear the weight of
my misery longer alone; I must tell you
ail.  God knows what my wretchedness
may drive me tol

“ Yours ever,
“#VINCT, GRATAM.

‘New York, March 10, 18— .~

Vincent sealed and directed this note,
and went out to the office of the hotel to
post it. Ezra, with his infernal plan all
formed, followed him. Taking a blank eard
from his pocket, he hastily wrote afow lincs
with pencil, in a disguised hand, and going
up to Vincent in a horried mauner, be
touched his hat 1espectfully, bowed and
sald,—

“Pardon me, am I not addressing Mr.
Vineent Graham? »

“That is my name, sir,” said Vineent
bowing.

i Yes, they told me yon came in here,
Please read this, sir, at once,” aud he thrust
the card into Vincent’s hand.

Vincent read, In what seemed to be a
woman's hand, —

¢ For the love of God, Mr.. Graham, come

to a poor woman at the point of death, who

has got something of the greatest importance

to tell you and you only. Come goick,
HQarap H. GREEN,

“ No — Chrystie Street.”

“What can this possibly mean?” said
Vincent, greatly surprised. < I know of
ne siuch woman, sir.” ’

“1 know nothing about her, sir, except
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that I was called in to attend her day before | pears most hideou_s and ?icke_nigg, it :s 1?
yesterday. She is dying of consumption, the crowded, sc!uahd, pcs_mlentml-lshree sc(;e‘
and seems to be in great distress of mind. | a vast city. Miserable, sickly (3111 dr(l:nb‘)r"
I consented to carry this message to you.|playing In gutters ﬁ}led w1.th, oar J.f,(.f,
Atlow me to introduce myself, — Dr. J. K.isounds of drunken strife or -rnl)a!d me:;‘t-
Brown.” ment came from the open windows of ‘t]G ]
« Happy to make your acquintance ,doctor. overcrowded, wretchefl fiwe‘illn;.;'s.1 dI’:lEei
I don’t think I have ever met you, althongh | overworked women, with want and degra

your face seems familiar,” said Vincent,
locking at bLim keenly. Ezra was not
pleased by this intelligence.

4 Curse this Graham [ said he to himself,
¢ he's the flrst man who has seen the least
of my old looks in me. He's gotthe eyes
of a vulture.”

“Well, sir, can you go with me now?”
he asked.

¢« Yes,” said Vincent,  let’s start at once.
I must see what this means,” and he glanced
at the card again, and then tore it up,
throwing the picces away. Little did he
think that he would afterward have given
the wealth of the world, did he own it, to
repossess himself of that piece of paste-
hoard!

They entered a stage and rode down-
town. Ezra felt a thrill of fendish delight
at his approaching trizmph.

«1 ghall Kill the dog,” he muttered to
himself. )

Vincent looked intently at his companion.

He was perplexed by the idea that he had
seen him before; ¢ Dr. J. K. Brown,” he
ropented to himself; ¢ Brown, Brown. I
have never seen this man. Who does he re-
mind me of 77
¢« Are you a relative of Dr. Buripides
Brown, of H-——7" ho asked, abruptly.
Ezra started. ¢ No,” said he, “I never
heard of him,”
“Your face is strangely like some one I
have known,” said Vincent, reflectively.
Ezra, ill at ease, sought to change the
conversation. o
«Have you never seen this woman?” he
asked. .
“ o, nor can I imagine what she wants
of me. Have you no idea of the nature of

dation, and hopeless misery in their attenu-
ated faces, stood in the dvors gazing list-
lessly into the abominable street. The fr(fe
rays of the beneflcent sun hardly made thoir
way into these dismal courts and alleys, —
the beams of joy or even hope never penc-
trated the breasts of these wretched beings,
bratalized by want and woe, preyed upon
by every species of suffering.

Thus thought Vincent as he walked
swittly along by the side of his companion.
«What extremes of human condition,” he
reflected, * meet together in acity like this1”
¢ Tlere is the place,” said Ezra, turning
into a small dark altey running hetween the
prick walls of two dilapidated houses. The
ground was paved with bricks, and pools of
blackish water filled its sunken hollows.
Emerging from this, Fzra conducted his
victim into a dreary court, flanked on two
sides by the rears of two lofty tenemcnt
liouses, and on the others by crambling brick
walls. He descended two or three broken
stone steps, and unlocked a huge rusty pad-
lock in a door at the rear of the house op-
posite the entrance of the alley.

«T had to lock the woman in when I left,”
explained Ezra.

He opened the door and went in, followed
by Vincent, wonderingly. It was a low,
dark room, sunk scveral feet below the
around, the rough, plastered ceiling, black-
ened by age and festooned with cobwehs.
The atmosphere struck Vincent with a chill
like a vault. The room containcd nothing
but an old pine box with a broken cover.

¢ The woman’s in the front room,” said
Fara; * sit down on that box, and I'H tell hep
vou're here” He went out gnd left Vin-
‘(.:ent in almost utter darkness. Very soon

the revelation she wishes to make me, Dr, [ he appeared at another door, one that Vin-

Brown?”

cent 1n the gloom had not perceived, and

«Not the slightest,” replied Ezra. +Ttrust | called to him to come. Vioceut g!‘ope{:l his
we may he inctime. I hardly thought the | way to the door and endeavored to pierce

poor woman could live through the day.”

the profound darkness beyond. ¢ Come on,”

They left the stage at Spring Street. said Ezra, * follow me.” Vincent took one
They walked through to the Bowery, crossed | step forward, and at thnt _insmnt,h was
over, and, passing down o bloek in Delancey, struck ﬂercel_y on the head by some -;zavy
came out into Chrystie Street, and walked | ingtrument wielded by an unseen assailuant,

cdown.

and fell senseless to the ground,

If there is any place where poverty ap

-| +Ihope I haven't killed him,” said Ezra,
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to himsdlf, ““that’s too easy a death for Lim
to die,” and he struck a match and stooped
down to cxamine the body by ifs lurid light.

CHAPTER XXIV,
IN EXTREMIS.

WHEN consclousness returned to Vincent,
he Tay for some momentg perfectly quict,
endeavoring to recall his thoughts and ree-
ollcction. Ile was utterly unable, at first,
to imagine where he was or what had taken
place, but suddenly it all flashed upon him,
his entering the low, dark cellar, his step-
ping out into the hall and being felled by
soime unknown and murderous hand. But
wiatt did it mean, his lying there, in the
durk, unmolested? T1lad the assassin left

Lim for dead? ¥e rose to a sitting posture
and stretelied out his arm; his hand gtruck
& brick wall. He thrust out his other arm
and touched another wall on thet side.  As
he did so the ¢old sweat burst from all his
pores, and he hastily endeavored to rise,
but his bead strack violently agninst brick-
work above, and he sank back almost
stunned a sccond time. ‘Then barst wpon
hix in all its horvor, the awful trath that he
wag buried olive, and he groaned in the
agony, that none bat those who have felt
like torture, know, It was too true. He
wag huried alive, bricked up in a narrow
vanlt, ip impenctrable darkness, sold ma-
soury bencatlh, above, around him, with but
a few cubig feet of vitiated alr, fast turning
into poison, to breathe, — and then, to die.
e 1aid his fuce on the cold, damp bricks in
utter, unspeakable despair.

. This was one of those moments so full of
concentrated agony and horror ag to have
bereft, many a time, the hapless victims of
reason, or mereifully killed them. Such an
instant as this has turned black, youthfui
Iitdr to gray, toppled Reason from her seat,
and changed men of intelieet into chattering
idiots, — so great iy the destroying influence
of fright.

But these horrible seconds had no such
effect on Vincent Grabam. For a hrief
moment ke endured the ineffable agony of
despair, but hope, long-lived hope, upon
whose natare he had so lately speculated,
sprang up within his ardent breast. Then
thoughts of Ethel, of her sorrow should he
dic in this wnknown, mysterious way, came
to him. Strange to say, the contemplation

own. Suddenly he recollected the letter he
had sent to her that morning, and ke groaned
aloud. Should he never return, he koew
that she would imagine, from its dismal
tone, that he had destroyed himself. Un-
endurable thought! To be deemed a cow-
ardly sulcide by Ethel Moore! For a
inoment he thought he should go mad, but

"| his iron will instantly banished thoughts of

the letter and its consequences, and he sa$
up, cool and eollected, with eyes that spar-
kled in the darkness, to contemplate his
bosition and attempt escape.  Vincent,
without a quickened pulsation of his heart,
cahaly surveyed his sitnation.

ITe discovered that he was enclesed in a
brick diteh or vanlt scarcely longer than his
bedy and about four feet wide, with not
height cnongit to allow him to take 2 kneel-
ing posture. When he sat up, his head
‘uearly touched the slightly-arched brick
roof ahove. Ile determined to feel for any
opening, however slight, that there might
be, and began his operations systematically.
Every sguare inch of the floor did his fin-
gers pass over; he felt nothing but the hard
bricks, with not a crevice or flssure in them.
Ile felt nlong where the sides and ends
joined the floor; any crack there might
have been there was fillled with mortar hard
as stone. Then over the walls did his
paticnt fingers pass; there he fult the same
unbroken, unvaried streteh of mortar.
With much difficulty and some pain he
explored the roof, passing his fingers over
the mortar between each brick.  Along the
sides and ends of the roof his hands made
thelr slow way; still nothing but brick and
wortar harder than cement; and he ealied
aloud in nhis anguish to the Delty, with
heart-rending supplication. With incred-
ible paticnce he persisted in his examina-
tion, and, a8 he reached the roof’s summit,
the tips of his fingers sank seddenly in the
soft, fresh mortar between bricks recently
laid. A thrill of such joy convualsed him as
the mariner feels as, when shout to drown,.
his feet strike against the smooth, hard
shore beneath bim. He pushed with all his-
might against the bricks. Alas! they did
not yield at all. Almost frenzied, he called
out all iis prodigious strength; the bricks,
tightly wedged in, did not budge. The
confined alr was now hot and stifiing, Vine
cent felt suffoeation creeping upon him; he
must libernte himself at once, if ever..

‘ Good God, help me!” groancd Vineens,
in his wretchedness,

of the anguish she would feel, softened his
11 )

At that moment he heard heavy steps that
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seemed to he walking on a floor above his
head, They approached his grave and the
noise roarcd like thunder thirough his holiow
prison, They stopped as they neared him,
Oh joy ! some liberator is coming ! and Vin-
cent nearly fainted from the reaction. Alas!
unhappy man, quick is the transition from
hope to hopelessness! A hoarse, deep
voice, sounding mufied to Viocent, but dis-
tinguishable, cried, —

‘« Holloa! down there! ™ .

‘“ Dr. Brown!” ceried Vincent. *“Oh! for
the love of God get me out of this; I'm
dying.” Vincent, in his ignorance, had
not, as yet, thought of this man as his mur-
derer.

< Dr. Brown! ” roared Ezrn, with a brutal
langh. “Oh! you poor gull! I'm no more
Dr. Brown than you, you miserable dupe!
Y'm Ezrn Iloyt! ”

Vincent did not know, it witll be remem-
bered, who Ezra oyt was. Ile had never
learned the name of Franchot’s murderer. .

“Yes, my dear young friend, I'm the man
you thouoght you choked toe death that
night ap at the Frenchman's, I'm the man
you sct thut detective Conger on; I'm the
man your haven't ecaught yet! I'm the man
who's got you in a place you'll never get
out of; no, never; for I'm going to let you
lie and rot there! Ha! you fool; do you
think yow'!ll ever knock me down with sham
rattans again? Death! do you think I'm a
man who ever forgets? Did you think, you
dog, yon could squecze my windpipe, and
never hear of it again? >

Viocent was silent with amazement and
despalr, Now the infernal trick was plain.
Ie had been decoyed to this horrible death
by the revengeful murderer. ¥ Fool, fool,
fooll” he groaned, ““to run into such a
trap! O God! forgive my sins!” He
thought death was upon him. ¥is longs
were almost bursting, and his panting heart
labored violcutly within him. He lay mo-
tionless. TFzra, ousside, listened for his
groans, but heard none. He longed to see
hig victim in his death agony, and was
enraged that this was impossible.

Becoming convinced at last from Vin-
cent’s guictness that he was dead, Bara
walked off in exultation. Vincent heard
him go snd violently slam a door behind
him, and he again ot up. He would not
givein. ““Can I not cnt myselt an exit?”
thought Ite, and out came his penknife in a
twinkling. It was a slight, delicate affair;
he was - without any stronger implement.
But then rushed into his wind all the stories

he had read of those who had eut their way
out of captivity by lesser menns than thiy,
and the thought gave him cournge. If he
frad but air, ke felt convinged that he could
hew his deliverance through ten times thet
amount of brick; but he was almost stified.
His vigorous young lungs had drunk up
nearly all the oxygen that his grave con-
tained. ¢ Oh! for one short hour of life!”
he groancd. IHe erouched ou the floor of
the vault and began to pick away the fresh
mortar with the thin blade of his kuife.
Almost any one but Vincent Graham would,
in his desperation, have gone furiously to
work and instantly broken his knife; but
this man, thinking that his life kang on that
frail blade, was as delicate in his operations
as it was possible to be. The mortar was
drying fast, but he managed to scrape it
out. He cantlously thrust the blado throngh
the yielding mass till its farther progress
wos stopped by the handle meeting the
bricks. Bo tightly were the bricks wedged
in, that there was not space enocugh for the
kunife-handle to pass between them after the
cement had been dug out. The blade was
too short to reach through to the blessed
air beyond,  Vincent suffered the tortures
of Tantalus, The air he was dying for was
but an inch bevond his reach. Conld he
TLut penetrate that last inch, the  hreath of
life ™ would rush in. e felt in his pockets,
—they contained nothing that he could
possibly use to pierce the meortar, and it
was then with a groan, he thought of the
long, stiff card he had thrown away. He
took off his scarf-pin; it was no longer than
the blade of his knife. He tore his handker-
chief into narrow strips and tried to bind
the pin to the blade. He suceceded in
fastening them together, but not firmly
enough to serve his purpose. Agnin he
tried, but the knife-edge cut the cloth,
Maddened at his faliure, he incauntiously
dropped the pin, and it rolled away. 1le
would not spend the precious moments in
feeling for it. What could he possibly use
to thrast through the mortar? e feli his
strength giving way. He tried to pall off
one side of the handle of his knife, but conid
get no ‘“hold” on its smooth e'dgr:s, and
abandoned the attempt. A lucky thought!
He pulled off a boet and cut a narrow strip
of thick leather from the back of its leg.
It was too thick to enter the fissure hetween
the bricks; he pared it hastily with his
knife; but, alas! it was now too slender,
and had no more effect upon the mortar,

which hnd stiffened on the outside, than a
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p{oce of paper would have had. In this
exfremity, Vineent, still perfectly calm, be-
thought him of a plan that saved his Hfe.
IIe cut inte the * shank™ of his boot, in
the desperate hope that it might be Iined
with steel.  To Lis incxpressible joy it was.
Conceive of the rapidity with which he
tore off the sole and pulled out the thin
picee of iren! With horror he found that
ajthough nearly two inches In width, it was
no losger than the blade of his knife. We
have elsowhere mentioned the marvellous
strength of his fingers; it stood him in
good stead now. e bent the thin strip of
iron double, and opencd and shnt it $ll it
parted in the crease. ITe then twisted the
two pleces fivmly together, and, to make it
gironger, bound it tightly with the strips of

‘handkerchief, thus improvising a very re-

speetable blade of the requisite length. ile
puslied it through the mortar, and a ray of
light and a vivifying stream of air durted
through. The air came from the mouldy
collur above, but it was purer, more deli-
civus to Vincent than any sunuuner breeze
that had over kissed his brow, laden with
the seent of Howers and sweeping over
grassy weads. A terrible pain in his head
dizuppeared, his drooping limbs regained
their strength, he felt prepared to work
now with wore than mortal enerey. .

Verv little light struggled through the
cenel e bad nade between the bricks, but
his ¢yes, beeowming familine with the semi-
darkiess, enabled him to discern the interlor
of his cell.  IL was very-rough brick-work.
He could not conceive what the place had
been constructed for. There was no outlet
to it other than the pleee on top, where the
reeent bricks had becn put i

Vineent had gained light and strength
snd increased hope, but he was as much a
prizoner a4 ever. The appalling prospect
of starvation was before him, — 2 cruel,
painful, lingering death; bat he reso-
lutely turned his mind from the thought,

As soon as he felt sutliciently revived, he
reswured his task of picking out thé mortar,
It sevmed to hecome hardened very quickly.
1le tound more and more difficalty as his
work progressed. The picces of iron came
apuit, but with great difficulty and ingenu-
ity he joined them strongly together. He
took his boot, and used the heel as o ham-
T and his iron ag a chizel. And now he
had a misfortune. An obstinate piece of
mortar on the outeide had litherto resisted
his attempts upon it, Ide placed his rude
chisel against it, and struck Dard with the

Teather mallet; the mortar gave way, and
the strip of iron darted through #he fissure
after it, and fell on the floor outside. Vin-
cenrt’s sclf-reproach for his carelessuess was
bitter. e had nothing left but his pen-
knife, ¢ Misfortunes never come single,”
Though he used his knife with the utmost
care, the blade gof bent, and in trying to
draw it from the crack, it snapped short off
hy the handle; nothing remained for him to
work with. Ifc tried in vain to remove the
steel lining from the “ shank” of his other
boot; without his knife he could do noth-
ing. As his last chance, as bis only chance,
he resolved to push e bricks bodily out.
The height of his eell favored this plan.

Everybody knows the great force with
which one can pmsh with his back, if his
feet are hraced against some unyiclding
support. Viacent placed himself in such a
position that hig shoulders rested against
ihat part of the roof where he had at-
tempted to cut away the mortar. His feet,
mueh eramped, were planted firmly against
the side of the vaulé, He began to streteh
himself out. Every tendon and muscle
heearme more rigid than steel; every atom
of his physical force he put into that tre-
mendons strain agninst the roof. It was
his soul morce than his body that labored.
It would not be confined; bricks could not
hold it in.

A young, vigorous man like Vincent Gra-
ham, actuated by the strongest motive that
can wmove the powers of man, can, at such a
crisis as this, almost immeasurably tran-
seend ordiuary efforts,  Ile felt now as he
had ofttimes felt when pulling < stroke-oar”
at dollege races, an inflexible determination
to suceeed, only there was now an infinitely
stronger purpose as therc was an iﬁﬂuitely
higher stake to win. He felt the resolve
thiat glows in the breast of herocs, martyrs,
leaders of revolation, —to ““do or die.”
In a mechanical point of view, his great
strength could not have been better dis-
posedd. The most powerful muscles of his
body were in their fullest, most sutram-
melled play. As he endeavored to straighten
out his body, he grimly determined that
cither the brick-work should give way, or
hig back break. Bone and sinews won; the
bricks sf{arted, stuck fast, started azain, and
then, yiclding suddenly before the steady
pressure, titmbled noisily wpon the floor
cutside, leaving an irregular hele in the
roof of his prison, some six or eight
inches wide. Imagine how quickly he

pulled away the looscned bricks, and, push-
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ing his body through, leaped nimbly out
upon the cellar floor, erect, free, resarrected
from death.

Vincent was not a religious man, as the
term is ecommonly understood, but in the
rush of gratitude and joy that flooded his
heart, he sank down upon the damp stone
floor, and, leaning his head upon the roof
of his late grave, that rose, a brick mound,
above the ground, he poured forth & T2
Denm to the Power that had snatehed him
from an awful death.

But when he rose and looked abont him,
he diseovered that his imprisoument, al-
though unspeakably ameliorated, was not
ended. The cellar, which contained abso-
lutely nothing, except some mortar spread
on the head of a barrel and a mason’s
trowel, was barely lighted by two narrow
slits in the wall high op. There was no
outlet to the place except a large iron door
at one eud. This, to Vincent’s dismay, was
holted and firmly locked on the other side.
To effect an exit by its means he per-
ceived at 4 glance was hopeless.  Heloaked
ahout him; — nothing but unbroken stone
walls ou #ll four sides.

“Here’'s a pretty go,” said Vineent,
“It’s plain, from the looks of this place,
that it isw’t used. Nobody is likely to come
here. Will that infernal Hoyt come back?
They say murderers are impelled by some
mysterious fascination to revisit the scene
of their vietiw’s death; but this man, I
fancy, is an exception to mankind. T won-
der if he Iy still in the house. I'll attract
his attention. If he comes, perhaps T shall
make him a fit oceupant for the grave he
prepared for me.” Ile picked up the
trowel, and struck the iron door violently
with its handle, shouting lustily the while.
He was almost deafened by the clamor
he made, but he listened in vain for a
response from outside. He went to the
vaunlt, extricated his mutilated boot, and
put it on.

“Ah!” thought he, ¢if I get out of this
place without the amiahle Hoyt's knowl-
edge, it may serve me to make him think I
am still buried,” and he went to work and
very speedily and neatly replaced the bricks
he had pushed out, cementing them to-
gether.

#T have the knack of a mason,” he said
to himself, approvingly.

ile picked up and pocketed the strips of
steel he had used, and spread out the mortar
o little to disguise the fact that he had used
any of it. If Ezra returned, he would cer-

tainly think that the vault had remained un-
distarbed.

Vincent had been in such a horrible posi-
‘tion, he had so lately tasted the bitterness
of death, that his present position gave him
very little aneasiness. He felt sare that Lie
should ultimately liberate limself. Dut
now that the reaction came, and the strict
tension on hiz nerves was slackened, he
beeame awarce that he had been badly hart
by that cowardly blow in the dark. The
pain in his head became excruciating; he
feit drops trickling down his forehead; lie
put up kis hand, and found Lis hair sonked
and matted with blood. TTe began to feel
sick and faint; his brain recled, and he
could hardly stand. Ile fried to walk but
conld not; he sat down upon the brick
vault, e still held the trowel in his hand
he erawled atong to the irondoor; with the
last remnant of his oxpiring strength

then overtusked nature succumbed, and he
sank over on his fice, insensible,

The house, in whose cellar Vincent was
incarcerated, was a rendezvous for thicves
very much like a Pavisian tapis-frane. The
front of the building was apon the Bowery,
It was a sort of fifth-vate hotel, where bonrd
and lodging, on inoderate terms, were held
ont to the hungry and houseless.  The front
sub-bagsement wus devoted to the sale of
the vilest liquors, and was also a restanrant,
where oysters and pork-chops were vended,
Rather eurionsly, the house was divided in
the middle, from roof to cellar, and thus
while the front gection wag a tavern, dance-
house, and rum-cellar, the rear part was an
over-crowded tenement-louse.  The hotel
opened into the Bowery, the tencment-house
looked into the dreary court that Vineent
and Ezra had entered. Thoers woere means
of communieation between the two seg-
ments of the building, on the lower floor,
but none above. The ccllar in which Vin-
cent was confined originally belonged to the
keeper of the drinking saloon and had been
used by him as a place in which to store his
barrels, and manufacture (by the simple
process of mixing ) his various kinds of lig-
uors, The wmysterious vault i which
Vineent had bech buried was nothing but a
receptacle that had been made to hold and
preserve ice. Eazra’s father, Dick Hoyt, had
hired this subterranean apartment, and
there carried on a very brisk business in
connterfeiting coin. Me had used the ice-
vault both as a furnace and ag a hiding-place

for the teols of his handieraft. Placed at

struck two or three resoundine Mlows, and
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the bottam of this receptacle, and covered
by a stratum of ice, they had defled dis-
covery when their proprictor Lad been ab-
sent in the prosecution of other sehemes.
Bzra, as & pm‘Licip'ator in the villanies of his
father, knew of thig place and retained its
lease, and the lease of the room above, into
which he had {first usherved Vincent; but
until this time had made no use of cither,
though he kept the key.

The low tavern and rum-shop in the
Dowery had fallen under the suspicien of
the police. The proprictor, besides, was a
recetver of stolen goods, and the keeper of
an uniicensed pawnbroker's shop. He was
&hand in glove” with the most desperate
criminals in New York. Ie hid them from
the pursait of justice, fornished them with
disgtises and money (well secured and at
enormous usury ), and his ¢ Shades™ (fit
name ) was theie rendezvous, the place for
their infernal conclaves. The police had
made several fine ““hauls  here. In fact, it
was darkly whispered that Daxter, the pro-
prictor, had not scrupled to ¢ blow,” that is,
inform on the malefactors, his customers;
that he had betrayed more than one crimi-
nal into the hauds of the law, to avert sus-
pleion feoin his own mizdeeds. It remained
but 1o he proved that he-was a Judas Ise
cariot ciong thicves for im to have most
terrible vengeance wreaked upon  him.
Baxter wus o large, sinewy man, with low,

retreating forehead, and hentish fhee. 8411

in the prime of life, terrible, unrestrained
debaneh had rnined him physically,  Al-
though really weak, his swaggering and
deflent manner (nnt changed in the least
from what it had been in his school-days at
Parnassus lall) inspired a eertain awe,
and, his streugth having uever beon tested,
hig weakness was not known.

On this day the police had received infor-
mation that a eertain notorious burglar,
who rejoiced in four or five aligscs, might be
found at Baxter’s ¢ Shades.” A squad of
picked men under the charge of a tried ser-
geant was dispatehed thither, and shortly
before Vineent had succceded tn emerging
from his prave, they entered the drinking
saloon, abraptly. The consternation they
produced was intense,  Scveral endeavored
to slink out, but were quietly prevented.
The surprise of Mr. Baxter, real or appar-
ent, was great.

¢ Who aré you after, sir?” he respectfully
asked the sergeant.

“Pm after Bill Weaver, alias Billy Bow-
legs,” said the sergeant.

[
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i Afins Cockle, alizs Janiper,” said one af
the squad. ’

¢ Alies Stokes the butcher,” added an-
otiier, in supplament.

“Well,” said the sergeant, doggedly,
# Weaver, Cockle, Bowlegs, Stokes, or Ju-
niper, he’s in this crib, and has got to come
out if my name’s Jim Parker, and I belicee
it is.”

“T assure you, Sergeant Parker,” began
Baxter — ' .

#“S8top!” said the sergeant, contempt-
uonsly. ¢ Show me round these premiszes.
No, don't go yet; you stay by me.”

Three or four men ware sitting aronnd a
table with their hats pulled over thelr eyes.
The officer went ap to them and requested
them to uncover, They snllenly obeyed.
The sergeant smiled grimly, and said, “X
Imow you, my men; but I don’t want you
to-day. Have you seen this Weaver?”

“Don't know him,” said the men to-
gether.

“0Oht! of course not,” said the officer,
ironically. . Followed by one or two of his
squad, he searched the small adjoining
rooms ard the bar, without suceess.

At this moment, a distant, muffled sound,
23 of some one pounding on iron, was
heard.

¢ What the devil's that ?” exclaimed Par-
ker.

“Don't know, I'm sure,” said Baxter,
mueh strprised. )

“Well, we might as well find out. Fol-
low me, boys. I'm going to scarch the
Irouse from top to bottom. Two of you
stay here.”

They went up a back staircase under Bax-
ter's guidance. The search, though thor-
ough, wis speedy.

On descending the stairs they ngain heard
two faint raps against some iron body, and
then all was still.

“Blessme ! " eried Baxter, ¢ there’s some
otie rapping on the door into the Chrystie
Stroet cellar.”

“#0ho!” said Parker, ¢ you have a Chrys-
tie Street ccllar, — have you? et's see
it.”

¢ 1 haven't the key, sir; the place’s
rented to other parties.” ’

# Never mind the key! Can’t you open
any door, Bob?”

¢ I guess 50,” sald Bob, confidently.

Baxter conducted the party to the door
of Vincent’s room. Various steel levers
were prodaced by Bob. Rip went the bolt,
the lock was snapped, and Parker, descend-

Wt s——oeeacsRE e
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ing hastily, tripped over Vincent’s prostrate
body.

< (Jood heavens! what have we here?|

Bring a lamp this instant, Daxter!”

Baxter, scared, hurried off. Meantime,
the sergeant took a match from his pocket,
lit i, and stooped down to examine Vin-
cent.

Thus that very day had another man bent
down to look at i as he lay; but whata
difference! Then s murderer glared in tri-
umph at his victim; now, a saving hand, with
pity in its touch, heid the transient toreh!

“Great God! ivs the man who saved my

. life1” said Parker, in an awe-struck whis-
per. “Curse my mewmory! what's his
name?”

Baxter brought o candle and they raised
the insensible youth. ’

t Toul work,” said Parker, as he zaw his
bloody scalp. “If there’s a God in heaven
‘the wreteh that did this thing shall rue the
day:!” There was a terriblo carngstuess in
the officer’s voicd as he uttercd these words,
but he immediately added in tender, husky
tones, “ Poor boy! have they killed you?
Run,” he shouted, in so fierce a manner that
Baxter jumped. * Runforasargeon! Send
him to my lodgings, No— Broome Street;
run for your life! Death and fury! what
are yon staring at?” '

At this objurgation the startled landlord
darted ont. The policemen lifted Vincent
in their arms, and tenderly conveyed him to
the sergeant’s lodgings. A surgeon arrived
almost at the same moment. They laid
Viocent on a bed, The surgeon looked at
the wound with a dispassionate and critical
eye.

“ The thick hair has saved the skull from

fracture,” said he; ¢ at least T should say
80,” e hastily added, ““from this cursory
examination. I will restore the patient’s
conscionsness, He ought not to be con-
veyed home in this state.  Scnd word to his
“friends. Who is he?”

¢ }le’'s o perfect trump; but, deuce take
it, I ean’t think of his name. ITe saved my
life onee by lis coolpess. A scamp stuck
me with his knife in Catharine Street, and
T'd a-bled to death if it hadnt been for this
youug gentleman. Now, thank Geod! I've
hecn abie to do him a tarn.”

Vincent opened his eyes and gazed va-
cautly at Parker. .

“How do you fecl, my dear fellow?”
said the sergeant.

tThe mortar's getting very stiff,” said
Vincent, mournfuily.
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st Delivions,” said the surgeon. ¢ Get
some ice. DBrain fever, I'm afraid.”

Scarcely had Vincent been found and re-
moved, —in fact, not three minutes after-
wards, — a portion of the wall of the cellar,
about four feet square, made of wood and
painted in exact imitation of stonc, opened
outwards, and Ezra enterced. This secret
mode of ingress, which owed its existence
to the ingenuity of Dick IToyt, had, natu-
raily cnough, cscaped Vincent’s notice, in
the thsearity. Tarker had, indeed, saved
Vincent’s life. Had Lzra found him lying
senscless on the ground he wounld have
instantly dispatched him. As it was, he
saw, with horrible complacency, that the
brick vault had beento all appearance undis-
turbed.

“ AR!Y snid the villain, with a hideous
laugh, “his fighting swell is dead and
buried! Yes, dead and buaricd, and without
any funeral expenses.” -

e staraped trvivmphantly upon the sup-
posed grave, and, glancing at the kron-door,
which was tightly closed, went oul as le
eame in, and shut the secret entrance with
a clang.

CHAPTER XXV.

MR. MOORE'S NARRATIVE.

IVE have not shown a proper deference to
her sex, in leaving Mrs. Jarvis so long un-
meniioned. But, in truth, the existence of
that excellent creature, for the past two
years, hid been unbroken by uny cvent of
interest or excitement. It may secem
strange that she had never been brought to
trial as an accessory to Franchot's murder;
but the fact was, that nobody in the world
suspected her but My, Conger, and he had
been willing to bide hLis time, trasting
through her to discover the missing mur-
derer. When, indeed, he heard that the
man he had hunted was at Iast captured, he
had thonght of accusing Mrs. Jarvis as his
accomplice; but his visit to Smith's cell had
awakened doubts inhis shrewd mind, From
the accused’s manner and language, he had
begun to grem:ly'douht his guitt. e hoped
in fact, that there had been sonie mistake,
for the detective still felt very much cha-
grined that he himself had not been Hoyt's
captor.
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Mrs. Jarvls, then, remained in the family
of Mr. Roberts (one of Conger's subordi-
nates) as & sort of upper setvant or house-
keceper, and, although in reality a4 prisoner,
and under the watchful eye of Mrs, Roberts,
she had never suspected it in the least.
She had no desire to leave; she was well
pleased with her situation.

A continual subjeet of wonder and eon-
jeeture to Mrs. Jarvis was the wheresbouts
of Bzra Hoyt. She hoped to have profted
greatly by the wealth he would secure by
murdering Franchot, ginee she had assisted
him; but not one word of or from him had
she hehpd, nor did she know that he had
entered into possession of the Franchot cs-
tate through his attorney Mr. D, Murragh.

The time at length arrived when she
accidentally learned that Ezra had sailed for
the Mediterranean to be gone an indefinite
time. Mrs. Jarvis was enraged.

“T hate vipers!” she remarked. ¢ An
ungrateful man is a beast! Now theres
them two Tloyts, father and son. I've
been a slave to both, and how have they
repaid me? The old man has to go and
oot killed, and the other betakes hisself to
foren parts! That's what I calls abomina-
hlet” '

Why she should class the misfortune of
being killed with voiuntary exile, is not
clear.

One day about dusk, while hastening

‘lhome after mwmaking some purchases for the

house, she saw a well-dressed man standing
under & gas-lamp that had justbeenlit. He
wus looking into the gutter in a thooghtful
mood, and held his hat in one hand, while
with the other he pushed back his rather
long brown hair. Mrs. Jarvis could not be
mistaken in the profile, in the attitude or
gesture.  In spite of broadcloth, dyed hair,
aud spectacles, she at once recognized Ezra,
and, rushing hastily towards him, ex-
claiimed, —

“PBless my sout! Why Ezra —"

“ Be quiet!” muttered Lizra, with a fierce
execration, and glanclng about him alarmied.
“« Thank God! no onc heard you. Now, old
wowan, what ‘the devil do you mean by
bawling out myname inthatstylé? —say?”
and he grasped her arm in 2 powerful grip.

“Let go of mel” cried Mrs. Jarvis, in
pain. ¢ It was risky, I allow, to speak your
name; but, bless me! I was so kind o’ taken
aback when I saw you! I thought you were
gone to the Mediterraucan!”

“ Where I wish you were, confound you!™

“ (h, you do, do you?” said Mrs, Jarvis,

s
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with rising wrath. ¢ You're ashamed of
me now, aint you, since youw've got on flne
clothes, and are starched up like a gentle-
man? Now I want to know where the
money is I was to have after that affair?”

4 What money ?”

« What money! You know well enough
what money. My share for ihe murder!” -
she added in a whisper. Do yor want me
to toll about it? Wil yon give me the
moncy, or not?” .

“ See you hanged first!” said Lzra.

“What!” cried Mrs. Jarvig; “do yon
mean to say youw’ll have nothin’ more to do
twith me, now that you haint goi no more
use for me?” ’

“Yes; that's just what I mean to say!
As for yowr blowing about that affzir up the
river, do youn take me for a fool? I don’t
believe, old woman, you are any too anxious
to run, your neck into the noose. Bah! Get
oat of my way!”

“«See here, Bzral” said Mrs. Jarvis, in
the low tone of restrained ruge. 1o you
wean to give me the glip? Do you refuse
to give me any of the money yon prom-
ised?”

¢« Tq both your guestions, I say, —yes!”

#Phen,” said Mrs. Jarvis, drawing close
to him, with a threatening gesture, *“then
I''n your enemy for life! Yom peedn’tlaugh!
"Il show you I'in a woman not to be langhed
at, Ezra Hoyt! T'1l make you repent this
cvening! Pllhave revenge! If there’sany-
thing I can do to bring ruin upon you, I'll
do it! —anything; and you know I don’t
stick at trifles!” N

¢ Oh, gotothe devil! ® said Tzra, drawing
away froin her, and walking off. He smiled
to himaself, bat the smile was not one of sat-
isfaction.

As for Mrs, Jarvis, she horried along to
Roherts’s house, full of bitterness and rage.

She had not gone half a block, when her
impetuous pace suddenly stopped, and she
stood motionless. There, right before her,
looking ligtlessly into a shop-window, stood
My. William Moore.

Mrs. Jarvis did not believe in ghosts, nor
did she for o moment imagine this a super-
patural appesrance. Ghosts do not, it is
popularly supposed, saunier up crowded
streets and gaze idly into windows. Mrs.
Jarvis felt no phantom-inspired awe. She
was indeed unspeakably astounded, and
might at that moment have well represented
a Gorgon-petrified statne. She had a re-
markable facolty for remembering faces;
she could not be mistaken in the features
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of her old employer. Despite his loug,
black beard and aged look, one glance told
her this was Willlam Moore. Perhaps a
circemstance that helped her to recognize
Ezra, aided herhere, Mr. Moore stond with
his well-defined profile towards her, There
could be no earthly doubt of it. 'This was
the man she supposed to have been drowned
eighteen years before,

As she gazed, Mr. Morris (or rather
Moore) turned away from the allurements
of the shop-window, and walked leisurely
along. Mrs, Jarvis followed, and then
flashed into her mind & scheme for g notable
revenge on Kzra.

Mr. Moorc turned into a quiet side street,
and entered an unpretending hotel; " or,
rather, he attempted to enter (he had gone
to the private entrance), and, in his care-
lessness, he had forgotten his key, e ritng
the bell, and, as he stood on the steps, Mrs,
Jurvis approached. ’

“Mr. Moore!™ she sald; *is this reully

you ? 1 .,

Mr. Moore started as if he had hbeen shot.
“Gand God! who are you?”

 Mrs. Jarvis, sir!” said that personage,
courtesying. ‘T lived with you and Mrs.
Moore (God bless her!) for twenty years.”

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Jarvis!” The servant
opened the door. < Come in, my good
woman, I want to talk with you. Come up
into my parior.” And Mr. Morris went up-
stairs, followed by the exeellent female.

The servaut shrugged his French shoul-
ders, as his eyes glanced at Mrs. Jarvis.
¢ L Amerieaine est un hommne comique,” said
he.

‘‘ Now, my good Mrs. Jarvis, how did you
know me?” asked Morris.

“Lovd bless you, sir!” cried she, «]
couldw’t forget you. But where have you
been, Mr. Moore, if I may be so bold?”

Mr. Moore was silent a few mouients, and
then said,—

“Well, I supposa T might as well tell you
the story; that is, if you will Keep it to
yoarsell.”

‘X will, sir; depend on it!”

“It's along story, Mrs, Jarvis. Youknow
everybody thonght me drowned?”

“Yes, sir! You fell into the river, didn’t
you? ™!

“Yes,” said Mr. Moore, with an effort
“T fell into the river, and must have fainted
iu the river, too; for when I recovered my
senses, I was lying on the deck of a
schooner, with an old negro rubbing my
hands.  Wedll, my hat was gone, my clothes
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were muddy from the bauk of the river, and
torn —* .

“How did they get toru?™ asked Mrs,
Jarvis.

“Why, I suppose,” said Moore, affer a
very slight pause, * they must have got
eanght in the brauches on the bank.  Alto-
gether, I was a pretty hard-looking ehar-
acter. As soon as I could speak, I asked
the captain to put me ashore: but the cap-
tain, who wuas a villanous-looking fellow,
with one cye, and almost as black as a ne-
gro, sald ‘ he'd see me damned first,” and the
erew (one man and a boy) they laughed.
‘I guess,’ said the one-cyed skipper, ‘Cap’n
Silas will give twenty-five dollars for you;
you're & pretty strong-looking hand, and
will make a good sailor’ ‘What do you
mean to do with me?’ T asked, “I'm going
to make a sailor of you,” said he; ¢ that's
what I'm going to do. You must know, ke
went on, ‘that Capm Silas Tompkins is
master of one of the biggest clippers out o
New York, and he wants to sail to-morrow
for Chiny; but he's short-handed, as are all

Le to me, T give you twenty-five dollars
for every likely hand you pick up, and if
they wow't go by fair means, why then they
shall by foul! T'm going to introduce the
press-gangl” So,” concluded the eaptain of
the schooner, ¢ yer might as well stop yer
gam, for yer've got to go!** T conld hardly
believe that this villanous fellow was in
earnest; bat I soon saw that he was, [
grew frightened. ‘Let me go,’ said I, ‘and
I will pay you well!* The eaptain Langhed,
‘You look like a man who ean puy well,”
said he.  ‘Let's sec yer money.” Ihadnone
with me. T told him so, but added that I
had just had three hundred thonsand dollars
left me by an old friend, and would give him
something handsome if he'd let me £o
ashore when we got to New York., But the
captain laughed again, and said T was a fool
to try fo make him swallow such stuff.
Woll, that night,” continued Mr, Moore,
speaking very rapidly, I had g fever, and
was delivious. When I came to, the nexs
afternoon, I found myself lying in a nasty
bunk in the forecastle of a ship, and, heayd
we were outside Sandy Hook, with o fresh
breeze. O, how I groaned when [ thought
of poot Ellen] I crawled out of my bui:k,
and went aft to remoustrate with the cap-
*Captain Tompking is not n solitary instanece of

ambitions musters who have flled their erews by
“foul means.” They gercrally manage to leave the

impressed seaman it some foreign port, to escape hig
evidence at home,
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tain, and threaten a prosecution when I re- | myself in Liverpool without any money and
covered my liberty; but I was knocked | without a friend. T was sick, too. T tricd to
down and kicked Dy the third mate for my | get a berth on board some vessel bonud to
paing, aud Captain Tompkins looked o, the United States, but no captain wocld
langhing,  Well, I made the best of my sit- | take me. At length I founa einployment
wotion, and worked hard. When we got|in the shop of o trunk-maker.  All this
into the Tudian OQcean, we et a hurricane, | time I was, a8 you may suppose, dying to
werpe dismasted, ship foundered. Myself | hear from my poor wife., I wrote letter af-
and rest of the erew got into ene of the | ter letter to her and waited in vain for o
boats, - the captain, ofiicers, and some pas- [ reply. One day, in repairing the 1id of an
setigers in another.  Well, the eaptain’s{old trunk, I found itlined with anold Amer-
hoat was overloaded, and capsized. The!ican newspaper, andin that newspaper I saw
captain swam to our hoat. aud got Lls hands | the aunouncementof my wife's death, about
on the gunwale. “You can't come in here,” | the time it was supposed I was drowned.
said o stout fellow, who, like me, had been | Well, after T learned that, T lost ail de-
kidnapped; and, indeed, the boat was more | sire to get backto this couniry; cverything
than full. *For the love of God, take me | worth living for seemed to. have left me.
in!’ eried the captain. ‘Nol’ roared the | I cared nothing about the property that was
stout fellow; ¢this is what you get for|begueathedtomeby Mr. Wyckofl, Iresolved

tire clippers, for the matter o that. Says -

dragging me away from wife and babbies, [to wander over the face of the enrth till I
wha've starved to death by this time, p'raps ' { died. T wagnow strong and well, Ishipped
and he drew his sheath-kuife, and slashedion board a vessel bound te San Fran-
the eaptain’s fimgers tiil he dropped his hold | ciseo. I had bub oune desire to find oub

and sunk, and we never saw him again,”
“&erved him right!” observed Mrs. Jur-

vis, much interested. :
< 3Well,” continued Mr. Meore, hurriedly,
&1 will puss over the horrors of the ten
days in that boat, how we lay broiling in the
st — you cun’b eonceive that torture, —how
our scanty stock of provisions went at last,
and we enduredt the torment of thirst and
hunger, how, after seven of us had died and
none of the survivors had strengthio throw
their bodies overboard, wewere picked up
- by a French vessel bound from Java to Car-
thagena in Spain. Well, I recovered and
told my story to the captain, who promised
to send me home the first chauce he got.
We reached the Mediterranean Sca, when
one morning the ship vook five, burned like
a cinder, barely giving us tlme to geb into
the boats, This time we did not suifer from
hunger or thirst for that very night we were
picked np by an Algerine craft and earried)
into Copstantina.  Althougl this city had
Leen captured by Gen., Daremont the ycar
before, its ccenpation by the ¥rench did not
appear to kave heneflited itmuch,  We were
all sold ag slaves and sent to Fez.  For four

years, Mrs. Jarvis, I, with three of my ship- |

mates, wotlked in that city belng employed
(much sgainst our will) in the manufacture
of leather. We did our bést to cscape, but
in vain. Aftor this we were sold to the eap-
tain of a Tripoli pirate and thrown in among
a barbarous Moorish erew. We were cap-
tured, fortunately, by an English {rizate,

iy poor boy Harry,” and Mr. Moore's veice
faltered. .

Mrg. Jarvis' eyes glittered.

T arrived in San Francisco. Then I
learned in » very curious and efitively acci-
dental manner that my son was dead, and
had died in a—but never mind that. I
would that e had never been born if what
I learned is trie. But I am in great doubt.
I have learned since I Dave been here that
my son is alive and in this country, 1 have
done my best tofind him, but eannot.  There
is a fellow who calls Limsclf Harry Moore,
but he is an impostor. I have scen him.
There is some mystery I cannotunravel,”

“Your sonris dead,” said Mrs. Jarvis.

% 0Oh! how do you know? "

“ Read this letter,” and Mrs. Jarvis took
from her bosom a small bag, suspended from
her neck by a steel chain, opened it and
took from thence the letter from the San
Francisco police, containing particulars of
Harry Moore’s death. Mr. Moore vead it
and sighcd deeply. I feared it was true,”
snid he atlast. “I had faint hope he was
alive.”

¢ Please go on with your story Mr. Moore.”

« Well, when I learned of iny son’s death,
I was nearly erazy. I gaveup all thought
of going back to America. I got the posi-
tion of second mate on 2 ship bound for
Australia. When I arrived there, I in-
vested all my Wwages, which amounted to a
considerable sum, in a tract of land and
tarned farmer.  One day I awoke and found

brought to England and liberated. T found
12

mysclf cnermously rich. I had bought a

"
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rich and almost inexhaustible stratum of
gold. Well, I worked my mine. Other
miners bonght adjacent lands, A village
gprang up, which soon grew into a town.
We all got rich; I am not able to tell you
how rich.”

Mrs. Jarvis gazed at him with immense
respect.

“Welly Ilived there for ten years. Hav-
ing amussed more money than I could hope
to spend during the remainder of my life, I
resulved to return to my native land and
spend my riches for her good. Several
yearsago I arrived here. I have founded
two hospitals, — but, pshaw! I will not talk
about this. .And now you see, Mrs. Jarvis,
a lonely, wretched man, with more money
than he can ever spend, but without a tie to
bind him to the earth. I care nothow soon
Ileave it. Not arelative in the world bat
my brother’s children; —but what do they
care for me? Tlere is, indeed, my grand-
uncle, Phineas Somers, whoused to be very
fond of me; but he's most likely dead. I
don’t know where he is, — they say le's not
in Salem.”

Mrs. Jarvis was silent for some time. At
length she said, —

“ 1low is it, sir, you have never clalmed
your share of Mr. Wyckoff’s money? ™

Mr. Moore's brow grew dark. “Have I
notenough of my own?” he asked, evasively.

Again Mrs. Jarvis was silent; bnt soon,
with considerable agitation, she began, -~

“Mr, Moore, I have got something to telt
you that will greatly serprise you and make
you feel bad, but X ought to Iet you know it
1 suppose. Me and another person only
knows it. T am almost afraid to tell you,
sir, you wil blame me, I know, Lut 1
couldn't help it, sir, I conlda’t in faith.”

“Let me hear it,” eried Moore, starting
up with suddenintercst, “ Whatisit? Go
on, go on!”

“ Well, sir, hefore my poor mistress, your
wife, Mrs. Moore, died, she had ababy born.
She died, but it lived.”

“Waar?” cried Mr. Moore, reaching
Mrs. Jurvis at a boond and clutching her
tighily by the rem, ¢ My good God! is this

““Where iz she? Where is my dangliter?
Tellme this instant, wowman ! where is sie?”
cried Moove, with great vehemenee.

“La! sir, how you hurt me! Let me go
and I will teli you all abont it. ¥t's a suad
Stol‘y-"

“Tell me all, my good woman, pass over
nothing.”

CHATTER XXVI.

MRS, JARVIS® NARRATIVE.

“ WELL, you see, sir.” began Mrs. Jarvis,
“ when my poormistress, your wife, got that
letter from Mr. Gragham, telling about your
being drownded — ™

“ From Mr. Geaham!" interrapted Mooro,
with sueh an awful expression of counte-
nance that Mrs. Jarvis was frightened,
# Did Groeham write abont my drowning to
Ellen?”

“Yes, sir.”? :

Mr. Moore smothered a flerce exceration.
“Go on,” he muttered.

“Well, sir, when Mrs., Moore read them
words, she fell right back on her pillow,
speechless, and didu's say a word. Well,
sir, I ran up to the corner and got Dr.
Hayes,— you remember him, don’t you, sir?
and he eame, and bimeby we fetchied her to;
but she kept a-tainting all unight long, ‘md
after the little baby was Dborned, why the
doctor said she muast die. Well, towards
morning her mind all came back, and [
thought she looked right smart and was
going to get well; but she knowed better.
8he bid me get a piece of paper and's pen-
cil, and calling me to ler, sho said (I mind
the very words), ‘After T am dead, I want
you to take this infant to Boston and give
t6 to my brother, Mr. Ebenezer Moove, aud
give him this paper, toe,” and then she writ
this letter, sir,” and Mrs. Jarvis aguin
openecd hier bag, and produced a tom sheet
of paper hardly legible, but Mr. Moore man-
aged to decipher these words, —

“ MY DEAR BrotHER,—William I8 dead and

Iam dying. I have no friends in the world

possible! I have a child! it lived! repeat bat you. Will you not, my brother, take

those words ! — it lived! my child!”

this poor child and rcar her ag your own?

“Yes,” sald Mrs, Jarvis, alarmed at bis ! .lmow you will, and ]i send her to you
tremendous agitation, “The very night Iw_lth ‘C_?}It?defllce' I\:Shc h.m‘“? _h_wt. f)f rour
Mrs. Moore heerd you were drownded her fmhht_l\b fdm,l y. Mypoor Haury is de:_ldf.
child were born, I didw't look for such a has dicd a shameful death. My hand s

thing, sir; it tvasa seven mouths’ child, but
4 sweel, pretty little creature —a gicl
Alack! alack!t”

growing feehle, I cannot write more, but I
know you—"

Here the paper was torn off.
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«Mrs. Moore’s strength gave out,” said
Mrs. Jarvis, © as she finished this note, and
she couldi’t sizn her name.”

« T3t what else did the paper say ? ™

« 1 ran this way, sir, I have ncver for-
gotten the words,—

«3 gommit this child into your hands
with tears. It is born white T am in dis-
crace and grief; hut it, poor thing, is in-
nocent. Oh! protect and cherish it.”

Mr., Moore's cyes filled with tears.
«#Tiow did the paper get torn?™ he asked.
"4 Why you sec, sir” said Mrs, Jarvis,
rather embarrassed, < I tore it accidentally,
tut I kept both parts, and meant to have
given them to Mr. Moore.”

“Well, go on”

« After the funeral, I started in the cars
for Boston. I carried the baby with me.
When we got to the place next Springtield,
1 left the child lying on the seat, and went
out of the curs to get a drink of water.
Wel, sir, the cars they started pﬁ‘ so quick,
I couldn’t get uboard of them aguin.”

Mr. Moove groaned.

«yWell, sir, 1 was well-nigh frantle. The
next train did not go on fur some hours, I
lastened on to Springfleld. I saw the con-
ductor of the ear, but no one kuew anything
about the child, and I have never sech nor
heavd of it since.”

O woman, what have you done! O
poor babe cast away thus! God knows
what bag beecome of her!”

" Mrs. Jarvis's feelings were by no means
pleasant as she saw the anguish in Moore™s
pallid face. )

« Did you tell my hrother alt about it?”
he asked.

“ Yes, sir,” said Mrs. Jarvis, at onee;
gince Mr. Ebenczer Moore was dead, she

had no hesitation in her lies. T told hiwm,

all about it when he came on to settle up
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yvou know who this fellow is who pretends
to be my son, and has taken possession of
Mr. Franchot's property, and has gone to
the Mcditerranean?
Mrs. Jarvis lhesitated. ¢ No, sir, I do
not,” s0id she, at length.
«This letter proves him to be a base
impostor.”
«1[as he really got possession of —of —
Mr. Franchot's money, 8ir?”
«Yog, through his attorney.”
Mrps. Jarvis ‘ground ~her teeth with
rage. :
“You will show him up, of course,
sir?”
#What do you mean? expose him? Ol
certainly, but T'm in no hurry. I must fiud -
my duugiter, flrgt of all.”
4 And are you gomfr to let this fellow, sir,
enjoy the money in the mean time?”
“Yes, if ho can enjoy it, but not for very
long, my good woman. Itis the most in-~
deIOub imposture I ever heard of, but he
shall have his desertq,-—and others, t0o,”
he added, in a low voice.
« Have you seen Mr. James Graham, sir?”
“Yes, but he doesu't know me.”
«fle will De delighted when he finds
youre alive.”
« Poubtless,” returncd Mr. Moore, dryly.
¢ Were there any marks on the child, or
any peculiarity of dress by which its iden-
tity may be proved?”
I
«1 mean, Would you know the child’s
dress again If you saw it#”
< Not the dress, perhaps, but it had on
those coral armlets Mrs, Junes Graham gave
vour wife when Master Harry was born;
['lon’t you remember, sir?”

4 Yes, yes, T would know them.”

Mrs. Jarvis went away, rejoicing in the
theught that detection would ultimately
overtake Ezra, Nothing but his renounce-

your affairs, snd Le done his best to find the ment of her would have tempted her to

baby.”

reveal these matters to Mr. Moore, JEzra

Mr. Moore sat silent, ‘buried in gloomy | id not act with his customary s%lrewdncss
thonght. ¢ Well, Mrs. Jarvis,” said he, at|in making an cuemy of Mrs. Jarvis.

length, ¢ I want you to Keep perfectly silent

Mr. Moore sat for more than an hourin

about my being alive. Don’t mention it to | front of the fire, in deep thou"ltlt1 A"alt:lt;
anybody. 1will keep these’ letters, the one |and again, did he read the fain meqmﬂd
from San Franecisco, sud my poor wife's | dying wife had traced, Any one w s
note,” and he put them both carefully in his | have perceived a change in himn now. 8

pocket, *+ Where do you live now, Mrs.
Jarvis?”  She told him.

« Well, itt you are cver inany difficulty,

face was sad, certainly, but the look of
hopeless misery had gone. He had now an
ohject in Tife, —to discover his’ ¢hild. Xe

come to me; and inthe mean time, Ibeg you shuddered as he thought what might have
will take this,” and he handetl her a fifty- | been her fate.

dollar note. ¢ Now,” continued he, “do

Mr. Moore stood erect, an air of inflex.
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ible determination gleamed in his darvk|hamfelt. He secretly hoped that his son,:
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eyes; all appearance of age vanished from | Vineent, his pride and boast, was dead, -

his face and form, as ie said alond, looking
up to heaven, —

“I dedicate my life to the rccovery of
my child!”

CHAPTER XXVII,
TATHER AND DAUGHTER.

ETnEeL received Vincent’s gloomy letter
the day it was written, and its contents
grieved her mueh,  She tried in vain to
conjecture the caunse of her lover's sadness,
and anxiously awaited the uterview in the
library.

Vincent did not appear at dinner. At
that time he was Iying senscless on the floor
of the cellar in Clhrystic Street. It was
very seldom that he was absent at the din-
ing hour, for Mr. Graham was very punctil-
ious about having all the family present,

“In answer to his inquiry, Ethel said that
she had not seen Vincent since breakfust.

He did not appear at breakfust the next
morning, Mr. Graham sent a servant to
his room. The man came down and re-
ported that Vincent was slecping so sonndly
he could not walken him.

“What hour did Mr. Vincent come in last
night?”

I do not know, sir.”

 Ask the porter.” The porter was equally
ignorant. Had not heard nor seen hin come
in.

“Tt is strange,” sald Mr. Grakam, “ that
Iie should stuy out all night, without send-
ing me word.”

When the day passed away, and another
night, and stilt Vincent did no$ make his
appearance, ¢very onc grew alarmoed.

Tithel banished the horrible idea that sug-
gested itself to her mind, as she re-read tie
words he had written, * God knows what my
wretchedness may drive me to.”  She would
not think of Vincent Graham as a suicide, —
the thought seemed to her profanity. Finally,
she showed Vincent’s note to Mr. Graham.
She marvelled as she saw the expression
that came over her guardian’s face as he
reud, She thought it was alarvin for Vin-
cent, but it was, in fact, alarn for himself.
He at once conjectured rightly what it
was to which Vincent so gloomily referred,
He was about to reveal the marder to Ethel.

“ What do you think of this?” fultercd
Ethel.

“T trust it does not amount to anything,”
}'eplied her guardian; and he tried to re-
assure her. .

But Ethel went to her room a prey to the
most harassing thoughts. She would not,
could not believe that Vincent had de-
stroyed himself, but she felt persunded that
some misfortune had befullen hin,  She
could not endure herthoughts. She picked
up the morning paper and glanced at it
carclessly. Her eye fell and was riveted
upon this advertisement, —

“ CasTAWAY, — Any one who can give
any information in regavd to a female child,
who was lost ina railway car about cigh-
teen years ago, will be kiberally rewarded
on calling or addressing W. W. M., Whit-
ney Homnse, New York,” '

¢ This means me!” exclaimed Ethel,
with fiushed cheek and palpitating heart,
“ It must mean me! Oh, am I abont to
find my parents?”

She hurried downstairs and showed the
paper to her grardian.

Now Myr. Grabaw, it will be remembered,
had not the slighest suspiclon that Ethel’s
father was William Moore, and his curiosity
wag greatly excited by the advertiscment.
He hastily wrote, —

V. W, M. may derive the desired ine
formation by calling at the residence of
Mr, James Graham, No— Ifirth Avenue,”

About eight o'clock that evening the
door-bell rang, and Mr. William boore
entered, — after first ascertaining that Mr,
Graham was not in,—and asked to sce
Lthel, That young lady was surpriscd aud
pleased to see her caller.

“Mr, Morris!” she exclaimed, after
warmly greeting him, ¢ pardon me, hot
why do you look at me so strangely? Arc
you ill? Really, you are deadiy pale.”

“ My agitation is great, Miss Moore.
Did you see an advertisement iu the paper
thig morning that execited your euriosity?”
“Q sir! do you know anything about
that? . ’

T put it in,” said Moore, quietly.

Ethel eagerly caught his arm. ¢ Tell me
what it means, sir! OQh, explain at once!

Words cannot paint the anguish Mr, Gra-

Oh, speak!”
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“Give me time, my dear Miss Moore;
know, then, I am searching for my daugh-
ter.” Aund, in a sueccinet manwer, he told
her all that Mrs. Jarvis had revealed to
him.

Imagine how breathlessly Ethel listened.
Although Mrs, Jarvis’s sarrative was not in
strict accordance with the facts, yet it was
snliciently true to show LEthel that she was
the child referved to.

She gazed a moment with mingled
astonishment and delight, and crying, ¢ My

tather] my father!” threw herself into Mr.

AMoore’s arms.

“ My child! Yon, my child! O héaven!
T there such rapture for me? This repays
all my hardships, all my misery!”  And he
clasped the young givl in a warm embrace,
aid kissed her with unspeakable teuderness
and love. Lot the reader imagine the seene
that followed.

Their talk was long. Not o doubt re-
mnined that Bohel was, in truth, his child.
She went upstairs and brought down the
little white dress and the coral ornaments
she had worm when Mr. Ebenczer Moore
forumd ler in the ears.  Mr. Moove in-
stantly recognized the coval. Tthel also
showed him the scrap of letter her dead
mother had written and which she had so
religiously preserved all those years. It
exactly corresponded with the portion Mr.
Moore had, and the two parts put together
male an intelligible whole.

 Tlow inscrutable are the ways of God!”
cried Mr. Moore. ¢ My poor Ellenw’s dying
wishes were folfilled, sud you were adopted
by my brother.”

“Yes,” said Bthel, “and he treated me
a5 his own elild; no father could have heen
more tender.” “

¢« And I continued Moore, “had I re-
mained here, shoutd, most probably, have
met with poverty, whereas, being driven to
Australia, as it were, I came Dback with
boundless wealth.”

In the absorbing interest Tthel had felt
in the story that lifted the veil from her
birth, she had not thought of the revclation
her father was making ahout himself, but
now she suddenly cricd, starting up with
cxcitement, —

“Oh! it was you my guardian threw over-
board! and you were not drowned! Oh,
thank God! Vincent's father is not a mur-
derer!™

< No,” said Mr. Moore. ¢ Forgive me for
not relieving your mind before, but I did
not think the time had come. Perhaps I
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did wrong. I wanted to see too, whether
you would reject the young man.”

“ Reject him!?” cried Ethel, her check
aglow; ‘‘reject Tim! O sir, vou litile
know a woman's heart if you thought I
would, if you thought I coulid! Nothing
kills a woman's love, not even the unworthi-
ness of its objeet, much less a crime of
which the loved one is innocent. O iy
dear father! it matters not how crumbling,
weak, and poor, the wall may be, the ivy
will cling round it still! As it grows older,
more infirm, the closer will the loving plant
entwine herself! Thus will a-true woman’s
heddt envelop her lover, as "twere, and seck
to cover, with hersclf, cvery rent and flssure
in his name or character!”

Mr. Moore wus rather stageered by this
vhetorie, but it did not sound like silly
rhapsody to him, for hie saw the young wirl
was in carnest,  On the contravy he looked
with adiniration at her, as she stood betore
him. eloqsient and grand, if not sublime.

wearest one,” said he, <1 am glad tosee
you true to the man you love, I approve
heartily of your choice, I have watched
Vincent Graham. Ile has nothing of lis
father in him except his inflexibility of
character. He is worthy of yon, darling, —
there can be mno higher praise, Does ke
know about his father?” .

“¢0 gir! I am so dreadfully anxious
about him! For two days and nights we've
heard nothing from him, nor seen him.
See, this is the last I have heard frém him,”
and she gave him Vincent’s note.

Mr. Moore read it hastily, and his brow
contracted slightly.

s Ali1” said he, mournfully, ¢ it 1s possible
that —*

u 8peak on, sir!” cried Ethel.  “T know
what you would say. You think this letter
hints at suvicide. O sir, banish such a
thought from your mind! It cannol be so!
1 Znow it is not so!” she said, with a4 noble
faith.

“No, 10, said Mr. Moore. ¢ Vincent
Graham would never be a suicide. But
what can this absence mean? ”

- ¢ ] fenr something dreadful has happened,”
said Ethel. * Nothing but nccessity would
keep him away from me-—I mean,” she
corrected, blushing, “ would keep him avway
from home.” ‘

T wilt do my hest to hunt him up,
my dear child. God grant that now you
have found & father, you may not lose a
fover!”

Lthel grew pale at the thought.
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“8ay nothing about me, Ethel, to your
guardian.”

“0 sir, will you still saffer him to be
termented by his conscienee?

“Yes, for a whilelonger. Remorse ia sal-
utary. Listen, my daughter, Two years ago
I landed here in New York, bringing vast
riches with me from Australia. I eould, of
course, have made myself known at once,
and compelled Mr. Graham to restore to me
wy portion of Mr. Wyckofi"s estate. But I
wis in no hurry. I made iaquiries; T
lenrned that he was living in grand style,
but was evidently unhappy. I saw him,
and knew he was wretched, I lcarned that
he was Hying extravagantly ; I made calcu-
lations and found he was far exceeding his
income and that he would soon have
squandercd the tiree hundred thousand
dollars that properiy belonged to him. My
plan was formed. I knew that the torture
of Lis conscience was the severest punish-
ment e could possibly have. 1 determined
to let him live in ignorance of my existence,
and then, after he had spent his share of
Wyckoll’s money, to appear and claim my
owi. I also wanted to frighten him with
supernatural terrors, — to haunt him as the
ghost of his vietim, Ia this Y succeeded.
I appeared to him the other day as he was
sitling jn Iris study —

AL interrupted Ethel, “then that ac-
counts for his fainting-fit.”

“Did he swoon away? I saw he was
horribly frightened. I am not vindictive,
dear Ethel. Do not decn me so. I con-
slder that I have bat bestowed a fitting
punishient on this man,”

*“Oh! but be merciful now,” eried Tithel.
¢ Reveal yourself to him, — remove the aw-
ful recollection of his murder from his
mind.”

“The time has mnearly enme,” said Mr.
Moore. I I claim my money now I shall
leave him penniless.”

“Oh! but Mres, Graham and Vincent?”

41 shadl provide for Mrs, Graham; Vin-
cent has property of his own., Is it not
poasible, Ethel, that Vineent suspects his
futher's crime? ™

“Ok! I unever thought of that,” cricd
Ethel.  «That would explain his strange
words and manner., Oh! you will at least
reliove his mind?”

“ Cevtainly, I will. What can have be-
come of the boy? I willset the secret po-
lice at work. Whatever affects your happi-
ness, dear child, touches mine. Grievenot;

5

Sweet and long was the interview he-
tween the new-found father and his davgh-
ter. Their happiness may be imagined, but
not depicted. The man who had rosmed a
wretched wanderer over the face of the
globe had. regained his native land and
found his child,— found her, not 'strugeling
with want, not a wretched outeast, but a
young maiden tenderly ard lovingly nur-
tured, clegant, accomplished, good. Asfor
her, the mystery clouding her bivth had
suddenly rolled away and disclosed nothing
to blush for, but everything of which to bhe
proud. She had hardly been aware of the
sense ‘of hamiliation she had always borne,
but now that it had utterly and forever
gone, she knew that there iwd been & weight.
Her birth was spotless, her dead mother a
saint, and she smiled through her tears of
thankfulness, and laid her head npon her
father's breast with a sweet sense of per-
fect rest and peace.

CIIAPTER XXVIIIL,
EZIR4 IN LOVE.

Dr. Parkrs was sitting one evening upon
the frout piazza of Wryckofl!' Yall, qunietly

“heantiful operation” he had, that after-
noon, performed, when he saw o well-
dressed man approaching from the road,

the house aud, lifting his hat, observed that
he presumed he was addressing Dr. Parkes.

“You are, sir,” said the doctor; “ pray
walk in, siv. 'Whow have I the pleasure of
seeing?”

“Mr. Harry Moore,” replied lizra oyt.

“ I8t possible!  Really, my dear sir, I'm
delighted. I had begun to think you were
a nyih.” -

“YWell, sir, I'm amyth that weighs a hun-
dred and seventy odd,” replied Fzra, quietly
taking the proffered seat. 1 got back from
Palerino last weck, and thought I would
run up and see my property.”

“ Your sojourn in the Mediterranean has
done you good,” said the doctor, looking
with envy at Ezra’s robust frame,

“Qht! a vast deal of good, doctor., Upon
my word, this is & very pretty spot. Ithink
my generons friend Mr. Franchot most have
been a gentleman of elegant taste.”

“1le was. A fine man in every respect.
Thank God! they've caught the raseal who

Vincent shull be found.”

killed him.”

smoking his pipe and thinking about a -

aver the lawn, The styanger eame up to -
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« Amen! 7 sakd Ezra, ¢ A mostinfermal
murder. What was the motive?” '

o [ can’t coneeive, sir. Theve was searce-
Iy an .’tttcmf)t at robbery, and Franchot was
incapable of having cnemics.”

«T was in Canada at the time it took
place,” said Ezra, ¢ and never learned all
the particalars. I should be glad to hear
them {rom you.”

1lere was a man who rejoiced in the reci-

" tal of his own erimes. e listened cager-

1y to the doctor’s narrative.

& A most dreadful affair!’” was his com-
ment. ¢ Do you think this Smith will swing
forit?”

1 The evidence against him seems to be
conclusive,” replied Dr. Parkes, ¢ Oh! the
infernal raseal! If I had himhere, I pitch
Lim into yonder river.”

Ezva smiled to himgelf. ¢ But what would
vou do, really, doctor, suppese he shonld
appear and come and sit here on the piazza
with you? ™

“8it on the plazan with me!  Sir, if he
should come disguised as the angel Gabricl
1"l kuow him!  Why man, this piazsa would
fall with him, should he dare to desecrate
it with his presenee! If I had him here
sitting by my side, gad, T'd —I'd have an
aitte-mortem Glssection of his body!”

Ezra felt gla@ that he was not disguised
as the aforesaid angel.

¢ 3Vell, doctor,” said he, after a panse, ¢ I
came up here not only for the purpose of
seeing my house, but to get you to intenduce
me a little in New York. You sce I kuow
very fow people there. I was only here 2
shovt time after I arrived from San Fran-
¢izeo, and then wens to Canada, and from
there to Sicily, I want you to introduce me
to Mr, Jumes Graham and fawnily. Why, I
forget, I nced ne introduction there, his
ward, Miss Ethel Moore, Is my cousin, On
the whole, thongh, T'd rather he presented
by you than introduce nysclf.  Miss Moore
is very beauntiful, I undersrand.” 'y

“8he is, but there’s no use for yon to look
to that quarter, Mr. Moore. 8he's mort-
caged property. Young Vincent Grabam
has a tlien® on her—if I may horrow an
illusiration from the legal profession.”

“AWVhat sort of a maunis this Vincent Gra-
ham? I've heard a good deal ahout him.”

“A gplendid young fellow in every re-
speet. They say he's most wonderfully
smart. I dare say he is. And as to his
physical development, bless me, sir! if all
men were like him, we poor doctors would
starve!”
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“ s he so very strong?”
“ Qteotky ! Why, siv, the night of that
devilish murder he split one of the villain’s
seull with his fist — with his fisf, sir! and
choked the other rascal till he left him for
dead.”

Jzra instinetively felt of his throaf.

¢ And he is engaged to this Miss Moore? ”

¢ Yes, and o fine match it is, too, Miss
Moore is an heiress, — she inhervits half of
Mr. Ebenezer Moore’s fortune, which, I un-
derstand, is very large.”

At these words Ezra pricked np his ears.
« Ah,” thought he, . sinee Graliam’s off the

.| stage I might as well go in there myself,

A fig for her beauty, but if she’s got the »hine
I'm her man.”

“Well,” gaid Dr. Parkes, ¢ T shall take
ereat pleasure in intreducing yon to my ae-
quaintances in New ¥York. I'm going down
to-morrow afternoon. Stay with me here
to-night and return to the city with me.”

“Thank you,” said Eara, “ you arc very
kind.” ‘

“Come im, and tauke o glass of wine. I
have some port which was in the house
when Wyckoff' lived here.”

The doctor and his guest sat over their
wine and smoked their cigars till a late hour.
When they parted for the night the doctor
lgdd Bzra into the room where Franchot had
heen murdered. I think you will flnd this
roon comfortable.” Ezra at once recog-
nized it.  Ile smiled-his horrible smile and
said, ¢ The rovmn suits me to o dot, doctor,”
and he spoke the truth. e felt a sort of
savage satisfaction insleeping in that room.
As for supernatural terrors and ““nervous
funicies ™ this man was an attcr stranger to
them.

The doctor left him, Ezra walked to the
window and looked out, It had been, since
tlie wmnrder, grated with strong iron hars.
< Al,” thought the wmurderer, “here's the
place where I got in. I suppose that is the
same bed. It must have been pretty well
sonked that night., Ah! these bars are a
good idea, nobody can come the same game
on me.” He extinguished his iight, jumiped
into bed, and in a few moments was sleep-
ing a8 peacelnlly as an infant.

As there are men horn without some por-
tion of the human organization, physically,
so there are cettainly those who are desti-
tute of some of the attributes and qualities
of human nature. Lzra must have come
into the world without a conscience. As-
surcdly he never hetrayed its existence.

Lugene Sue represents the hideous Maitre
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' Fenle tormented. by visions of his mur-
dered vietims, and tortured by deeams
of unutterable horror. These apparitions
would never have appearcd to Eura Hoyt.
IIad he been Macheth, the ghost of Banquo
would not have risen at the banquet.

IIe slept soumdly and awoke refreshed.
4 A mighty good bed1” said he to himself.
T wonder how Vincent Grabham found the
brick one I laid him on. I can fancy the
fellow’s horror when he eame to,  I'd liked
to have seen his face! IHe thonght marry-
inz Ethel Moore would feather his nest well,
Well, well, I must sce this young lady.
Now Graham is dead, she must be pining
for another lover,” thought e, with his
brutal notions.

The doctor inet him cordially, at break-

fast. ¢ You'd like to ride areumd with me [

and see the country, wouldw’t yom, Mr.
Moore?”

Ezra cared nothing for rural beanties, but
he expressed his readiness to go.

While waiting for the carviage, the doctor
and his guest sirolléd down to the river
bank., They found an old Scotchman sitting
there looking thoughtfully into the river.
He rose and took off lis hat respectfully, as
they approached. The doctor nodded to
him kindly.

¢ Herve,” said Dr. Parkes, “ig the place
where your poor father foll off and wwas
drowned, — this very spot.”

Ezra heaved a sigh fmm his hypoeritical
breast.

“1Did you know him, Dr. Parkes, did you
know Mr. Willimn Moore?” asked McMan-
us.

“ No,” soid the doctor, #I don’t think 1
ever saw him, but T always understood he
was a very fite man.”

Ay, he was,” said the Scotchman.

“ What a pity he was drowned,” said Bzra,
wito prebably rejoiced more in that catas-
trophe than anything in the world.

“ Mayhe he'll come tolife,” sald the Scotel-
man, as if talking to himself. Ezra started.
“Eh? what's that?” eried the doctor.

“1 mean naught,” sald McManus, rather
confused.

e means something,” said Bura to him-
self. I don't like this. Jove! -If this
Moore should turn up, my cake would be
dougli!” and he looked at McManus keenly.

“You are dosvn early, this morning, Me-
Manus,” said the doctor.

“Yes, sir, 1 started at daylight to walk
to R ——, and thought I would bide here a
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“ Won't you go up to the house, and get a
cup of coffee?”

¢I'm obleeged to you, =ir, I belicve not.”
“Tow s Mr. Movris?”

“Quite weel, and thank you, sir.
New York now.”

“YWho is Mr, Morris2” asked Rzrea.

A gueer, eccentric gentleman, who hasg
a place about ten miles from liere, hut he's
never there. He seems to be a mysterious
sort of individual, and to he troubled by
some seeret.  MeMasnus, here, lives with
him.”

“T should like to make Mr. Morris’s ac-
quaintance,” sald Tzra to himself.

“Tlerve, MeManus,” cried the doctor, sud-
denly, ‘let me introduce you to Mr. Harry
Moore, Mr, William Moore's son.”

The old Scotehman smiled gneorly to
himself. ITe bowed low, but did not seem
to see Ezra’s outstretched hand., ¢« Ah!”
said he to himsclf, ¢ this is the impostor
Mr. Moore was a-telling me
monght know he was o rascal, - there’s vil-
fany in hig cyes, gpite of his specs.”

“ Why, sir, is it possible ? ” said he, sloud;
“ T heerd you were dead in San Franciseo,”

¢ Gladto say I'm not,” suid Bzra, with a ve-
pulsive Iaugh. “Did you know mny futher?

Ile's in

ry, too, before he Tun off to sen.”

“ Do you think I've changed muel?”
asked Iizra, rather il at ease,

¢ Very much indeed,” said MeManus, with
emphasis, “I shouldn’t have known you,
sir.” '

Ezra was glad that the arrival of the car-
ringe at this moment, put an end to this
conversation.

. ile and Dr. Parkes went down to the city
that afternoon.  The former, clegantly
dressed, was escorted by his friend, in the
ovening, to Mr, Graham's house, The doe-
tor pleaded o professional engagement, and
very soou left.

Mr, Graitam recelved Ezra with much
courtesy. “I will treat the son of William
Moore,” thought the guilty man, © with the
utmost kindness.,” Ithel entered, and he

| introduced Ezra to her,

There was mingled joy and sorrow in
Ethel's face, — the happiness of iinding her
father, the sickening anxiety she felt for
Vincent's sake.

We have endeavored to picture Ethel as
the perfeetion of loveliness, IL.ct the warm
iwmagination of each reader prescnt her por-
trait o the mind’s eye. Iet it draw her

spell.”

from these suggestions.  Hair of the rich,

about. I

s Yes, sir, weel; and I knew master Har-

ey oa
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BAFFLED

warm brown that pocts ( who are not, a8 o
rule, eritically exact ) would call ¢ auburn;”
complexion of transparcns whiteness tinged
with a softened pink; large, lustrous eyes,
of changing hues, cuapable of an infinite
variety of expression; soft, yet dazzling,
velvety, yet clear; with the queenly carriage
of the head that the base-horn never have;
a form in whiel grace and stateliness were
beautifully blended; a hand and aem that
Phidias would have Ionged for as a model,
o foot that Terpsichore would have envied.
Such was Ethel Moore at cighteen. Such
was Ethcl as we (Irst beheld her, her beauty
unapproachable, although it had not yet
veached its full perfection. She inspired
every one at first sight with the feeling that
transfixed Vincent at Wyckoff Hall, —a
cerigin awoe, as of a superjor being., Oue
was afraid to love her; you might as well
fall in Tove with an archangel. Lthel! sweet
goddess! Nature’s chef-d’enore !

Ezra sat restless under the inguiries of
Mr. Graham, when suddenly Ethel entered,
and the full effulgence of her beauty burst
unveiled npon him. Ie was dazzled, blinded.
Ethel returned his salutation with the im-
perial haughtiness that o well became her.
Before he kad spoken a word she distrusted
and feared this man. She could not teil
why'; a mysterious antipathy, the cause of
which we eamnot divine, actuated her,

Ezra, unaccustomed to the society of
ladics, was embarragsed and silent, Ethel
conversed with ease and grace, seeking to
entertain her goardiaw’s guest. e liad
been introduced as Mr. Moore, but she did
not imagine him a relative of hers. Sud-
denly Mr, Graham said, — '

¢ Why, how stupid of me! Kthel, this is
your cougin. This is your uncle, Mr, — Mr.
— William Moore’s son.”

Lthel turned pale, and could with difi-
culty smile {n reply to Bzra’s expression of
satistaction. ¢ This man my brother!”
thought she, with horter. “I do not be-
licve it! it is not so! Ile is a bad man, I
Kxow,”

McManus by the lumbering process of
reasoning, Ethel-by the fleet, infallible dic-
tate of Instinct, both arrived at the same
estimate of Ezra. That gentleman gradu-
ally recovered from the benumbing influence
of Ethel's charms, and became quite loqua-
ctous. With considerable tact he began to
talk about Vineent, well kuowing that this
theme would intercst her.

“ 1 was much pleased with Mr. Graham,”
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““You have met him, then?” .

“Yes, once or twice.” He did not give
particulars of these interviews.

““ Have you seen him lately, Mr. Moore?”
asked Mr. Grahom.

“ Not since last Satarday, sir.” That was
the day Le had decoyed him to Chrystie
Street.

“Why, he disappeared that day,” said
Mr. Graham,

“ Disappearcd, sir! Has he disappeared ?”

“Yes, we have not seen Lim since that
morning. What time did you sce him? ”

“ About one o'cloek, I should think. He
was writing in the reading-room of the La
Farge House. I did not interrupt him. I
thought he looked pale and sick, and in
some trouble of mind. He sighed heavily
once or twice.” ’

Tithel listened, sick at heart. ¢ e was
groaning,” thought she, ‘* over the erime of
his father, and feaved to conflde his sorvow
to me, lest I showld turn from him. Oh
that I could sce him to tell him that his
father was innocent in deed at least!”

“It is very strange,” resumed Eezra.
“What can bave become of him?  Ilave
notie of his intimate friends scen him? ”

I have called on Temple and Kavanagh,”
said Mr. Graham. ¢They do not know
where hie is; were surprised to find that he
had gone,”

‘“But the seeret police will And him,”
cried Zthel.

“The secret police!” exclaimed Mr. Gra-
ham, in surprisc; “why, who has sct the
secret police at work?”

LEthel was embarrassed; she had nearly
betrayed Mr. Willianm Moore.

“1 was thinking, sir, that if they were
cmployed it would be a good thing, Will:
you not see about it, sire”

Here, Ezra, who had been revolving sin-
ister projects, interposed with, —

“It will do no good, Miss Moore, if he-
has already left the country.”

“Left the country!” cried Ethel, wut:h.:
blanched face; “what do you mean, sir?-
How left the country? *

“ Why, now I rccolleet it,” repl:ed Ezra, -
“as I was sitting in the reading-room, of. the
hotel, T saw a man come in and 20 up-to-
Mr. Graham and say, *I have found. out all
about it, sir.’ ¢ Well, replied he,. ‘what.
hour does the steamer sail?’ ¢At ten to-
morrow,’ said the man. I thought nething-
about the circumstance, for I supposed Mr.
Graham was writing & letter to sendiby the.

said he, “ what I saw of him.”
13

‘steamer, a3, indeed, Le may liave hepu.”
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¢ No,” said Ethel, ¢ the Tetter was to me;
it was dated at the La Parge [louse, DBns
he may have written another. Did he, sir#”

“ He only wrote one letter, and it scemed
o short one. Iie them went immediately.”

‘ Ah! 1 fear he has gone ;” and there was
migery in Ethel's voice as she uttered these
words.

< But what can it mean?” cried Mr. Gra-
lam. <« Why should he leave the country?”

Ezra smiled queerly, shrugged his shoul-
ders and glanced at Mr, Graham. *Fe has
something,” was her mental comment, ¢ that
Le waunts to tell my guardizn, Oh! my
forehodings! Some sorrow has occurred
to him, and I am powerless to remove it,
powoerless to console!”

She presently made some excuse to leave
the room, and Mr, Graham turned instantly
to Ezra. ¢ My dear Mr. Moore,” said he,
“do you know anything about this mys-
tery? Have you any conjecture?” .

Ezra paused. He purposed to rein Vin-
cent hoth with father and betrothed, but he
hardly kuew how to begin without offond-
ing Mr. Graham; supposing, naturaily, that
tlat gentleman’s paternal love and pride
were great. 'When, at last, he spoke, his
words scemed strangely irrelevant.

“Your son is to be married to my cousin.
Tt is, I presume, a matcel in which there is
love on both sides; or, at least, I presame
that you think it is such a match?”

“1Why,” said Mr. Graham, surprised, <1
certainly think my son and ward are in love
with one another — as the phrase is.”

Again Izra shroagged his shoulders, —a
movement meaning anything or nothing,

“«That Miss Moore,” said he, artfully, —
and hy way of sounding the father's feelings
towards his son, — ¢ that Miss Moore should
love Mr. Vincent Graham is very natural,
for a flner specimen of than, physleally and
mentally, I have never seen.  You way well
be proud of your son, Mr. Graham. In fact,
a man with a son like yours ought to be
‘happy.”

¢ Pshaw ! said Mr. Graham, with visible
impaticnce and an annoyance that did not
wesgitpe Larw's keen regard, “ why this panc-
wgyric upon Vineent? What has it to do
~with my guestion? I have nothing to com-
‘plain of himn, nor has he of me, I Ianc_\',,‘ he
added, sullenly.

*#This man is not overflowing with pa-
+ternal love,” thought Ezra. ¢ He speaks as
if he were joalons or afraid of Vincent, I
don’t think it would kiil him to imagine his
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o Hip* continned le, aloud, and without
any pereeptible pause, it deeply grieves
e to say anything that may teod to shake
your confidenee in Vincent, or tlut, if known
to her, would cause Miss Moorc sorrow ; but
I have reason to believe — will you pardon
me if I state my suspicions?"”

“Bay on,” cried Mr. Graham, eagerly,

and with a certain joyous haste he sought
to conceal, but did not.
“'Well, then, Mv. Graham, to be frank
with you, —and nothing but my scnse of
duty could give me courage to say it, —1
ltave good reason to believe that your son
is ntterly unworthy of the young lady who
has given him her hand; that, in fact, he
has decelved her; that his affections are
otherwise engaged; nay, that he is, at this
moment, already married to another.”

“TImpossible!” cried Mr. Graham, with
an exultation that he did not hide from
Ezra’s watchful eyes.

“You are shocked, my dear sir. I can-
not wonder; so was k, when I made the
discovery.”

“But how did you make the discovery?
It secms to me impossibie that Vincent
should be guilty of such perfidy.”

“ 80 I would have said, sir, and 1 don’s
ask you to believe me without proods.
Those proofs I will furnish you to-morrow.
In the mean time,do not, I entroat, say any-
thing to Miss Ethel about this matter, Why
destroy her happiness sooner than neces-
sary P ™

“«Sir,” said Mr. Graham, unaffectedly,
““you have a good heart.”

“T have at least a heart that ean feel for
others™ayeoes,” sald. Ezra, modestly, “DBea
licve me,” he continacd, T would not bring
such charges against your son without the
strongest grouuds of belict in the truth of
what I altege. I have seen Vincent's wile,
and spoken to her as such.”

¢ 15 it possible!”

“There 18 another matter,” zaid Ezra,
musingly, ¢ of even greater importance, in

regard to which I cannot, unhappily, divest
inysell of suspicions. Were it not, sir, thay
it eannot be possible that your son 15 peci-
wiarily emnbarrassed ~-"

“Ha!™ imterrupted Mr. Graham, * what
do you say? It s possible that Vineent may
be in peenniary embarrassment, nay, more
‘than  prolable; for since & —a misunder-
standing between us that oceurred some-
time ago, he has, with what he imagines,
I suppose, proper pride, refused to receive

son a rascal,”

any wmoney from me, and has lived entirely
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on the income of his own property, which
is uot large to a man of his expensive habits.
But whkat de yon mean to intimate? You
guite startle me.”

Mr. Graham looked anything but startled.

“ Ah!” thought the gehemer, “ {hey have
had a guarrel, have they? 8o mouch the bet-
frr for we.”

“IWhy, sir,” he answercd in a voice of
pirofound melanchely, “if your son were
hord-up for money, pressed by ereditors and
anable to look to you for assistance, why
chen he might yield to the temptation,
and—hut no! I cannot believe it] Your
son wotld not be guilty of such baseness,
Excuse me, sir, I eannot shock your feelings.
Perwnit ine to keep my suspicions to myself.”

# Never mind my feclings,” said My, Gra-
har, with the air of a martyr, ¢ if my son
is unworthy of me — ” he nearly choked in
uttering these words — ¢ I an anxious, by
all means, to know it.”

“Well, then,” resamed Ezra, seeing that
he might ventare to say anything, I have
reason o believe, nay, I am assared, that
your som has safled to Europe, with his wifo,
and taken with him an immense sum of
weney bulonging to other people.”

Mr. Grabam was utterly astounded. Vin-
cent a robber!  Vineent sceking safety from
the avenging law by flight! Much as he
tlesired to belicve in his son’s villany this
singgered him.  He leaned back it his chair
wilh staring eyes gnd open mouth,

Lzra watched him with anxicty.

“L do not ask vou to believe all this
mercly on oy word,” said he; I will hring
you the proots of both chrurges to-maorrow.”

Mr. Gralam recovered from his alnaze-
ment and felt only wumixed satisfaetion at
lniding Vineent, who had so bitterly upbraid-
dd N, — Vineent, the possessor of his fatal
seeref, —a villain and an outlaw. Xzra
swiled quietly as he saw the glance of con-
tentiment in the other's eyes,

“XNot o word of this to Miss Moore, my
dear sir.  To-morvow I ghall Prove nly
words, Aml,” continued Lzra, stizing the
Livorabie opportunity, and sinking his voice
to o conlidential whisper, ¢ if it is all proved
trac, miy T not aspire to the hand of your
Wiard?  May Inot hope to be your son, if
Vincent is disearded from your heart? "

“You may,” said the other, pressing his
friend’'s hand warmly. ¢ Prove your words
and — comwmand me.”

SCHEMES.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE SCHEMER.

Miss Jrssie FAIRFAX sat in her own ele-
gantapartinent, which she called her boudoir,
and which deserved the appellation, reading
for the tenth time that morning, a letter she
had just received from her soldier-lover,
Edwin Moore. A genial fire glowed in the
polished bars of the grate, and it light
danced on the gleaming surface of the farni-
ture, A brighter light beamed from Jessie's
blue eyes that darted along the ardent page.
Exquisite cabinet paintings bewutifled the
walls, thick luxurious emrtains stole away
tlie glare of the sun's rays, but left theip
cheering radiance; o carpet, bright and soft
as cmshed roses, variegated the floor; a
delicate and refined taste was everywhere
apparent,

Edwin, whom she had not scen sinee he
came home to attend his parents’ faneral,
was in Minnesota, in some insignifleant but
perilous war with a refractory tribe of
Indians, He had risen to the deserved
grade of captain, and enjoyed an envishle
reputation among his brother officers ag
“the bravest of the brave.” FHe inspired
great dresd among the eruel and cowardly .
focs, whom he pursued with a power resist-
Less and implacable. The invigorating cli-
mate and the out-door life had given him
the strength again that his severe stodies
had tmpaired, IHe had acquired vigor, it
not robustness.  He spoke now of an early
leave of absence and urged a gpeedy mar-
riuge with all the ardor of love.

Jussie had wounderfully improved since we
Iastsawher., There was amore deflued grace
now inlier vndulating form, a steadier bril-
liwuey in herlovely eyes, — eyes that haunted
Meore ag he sat by the bivouae fire, or
lay in his shelter-tent of bonghs s her vivae-
ity and sprightliness, although they had not
disappeared, were tempered and improved
by & certein stateliness and dignity; ler
complexion rivalled, ifit did not eclipse,
Etlel’s; her full lips, that shone like wet
caral, slightly apart now as she drank in
Ldwin's cloguence, disclosed teeth of daze
zling whiteness; her prodigal hair, rather
lighter than Ethel's, gracefully disposed
about her ivory brow, was such as Alfarata
would have sighed for.

A young and pretty French girl, elabo-
rately # got up” with “fiim-flams” and a
redundancy of jewelry, entered and daintily

extended a little billes,
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¢ Mr. Graham’s carrisge is waiting at the
door, Mam'selle,” said the maid, with a
charming accent.

Jessic opencd the delicate envelope and
read, — '

“DeAr JeSSIE, — Come and spend the
morning with me, I am Ionely and unhappy.
Do coine —at once, dear sister.

¢ Lovingly,
#“ErHRL.”

““Ethel lonely and unhappy ! ™ said Jessie
to herself, X will go atonce. Juliette, tell
the coachman I'll be right down,” and she
put Bdwin's letter away with a sigh,

“ O you dear girl,” cried Ethel as her
friend entered, “how goodof youto come!
You make me s0 happy!” and to prove her
words begau to sob.

“That's right, darling, ery away,” said
Jessie drawing the fair head of her com-
panion to her bosom; * it willdo you good.
Whut is it, Ethel?™ )

“It'is Viacent,” said Ethel, almost in-
andibly.

“Has he played you false?” cried Jessie,
with flashing eyes.

“No, no,” ctied Ethel, vehemently, start-
ing up. *“ Oh! how can you! He false!

. Vincent!”

“ Is he sick?”

¢« Alas! I do not know, Jessie; ho has dis-
appeared.”

“ Disappeared! what do you mean?”

#No oune kuows what's become of him.
I¥s now ten dnys-—only think! tes days,
and none of us have seen or heard from
bhim.”

“Don’t he anxious, love,” said Jessic,
herself much frightened. + He has undoubt-
edly been ealled off somewhere, suddenly,
and his letter informing yon has been lost.”

¢ (Qly, if I could only think so! Int see,
Jessie, this strange note;” and the poor
girl showed Vincent's letter, binrred with
her tears.

Jesste read it, wounderingly.

“1 see
nething to alarm you in this, dear Ethel.
lie speaks as if he were going to tell you

of some misfortune, Perhaps your guardi-
an has lost his property. Vincent, very
likely, felt he ought to tell you, and yet
gared not, and has gone off for o while to
get up his courage; perhaps will wrlte
you.”

With like argaments Jessie endeavored
to soothe her companion, but with very lit-
tle success; nor did she feel at all at ease
herself. At length Ethel said,—

“Put this is not my only source of dis-
quiet. Mr. Graham, my guaardian, made
some very mysterious remsrks, yesterday.
He secmed very much embarrassed and
was not clear in his meaning; but he
gave me the impression that he thought
he had discovered something dreadiol
about Vincent, and Iiinted — only think
of it! —that he had been guilty of some
erime !

“Who? Vincent?”

#Yes, Vincent, my Vincent. I inter-
rapted him in the midst of his obscure sen-
tences and did not attempt to disguise my
Indighation. I left him, more angry my-
self than I like to remeinber.”

“You should Lhave stayed and heard what
he had to say.”

¢ What ! listen to slanders on my affionced
hasband’'s name! I could not hearic oven
from bis father. Dut Mr. Grabam seetned
to be convinced of the truth of what he
said.”

“ Could you gather from what he said
what it is they aceuse poor Vincent of 2

“Tt was something about perfidy towards
me, and dishonesty, if not positive crine,
to others.”

“ Who could have pui such ideas into your
guardian’s head? ”

Tt may be ungenerous in me to sty s50;
but I cannot help thinking that my cousinis
ab the bottom of it.”

“Your consin? What cousin? ™

¢ Oh, youhaven't heard? Why DMr. [Tarry
Moore, heir to Mr. Franchot's property, hus
made his appearance.”

“ And how do you Jike him? ™

“¥ detest him! [ don't know why, bat I
do. He is very polite, and by no means ill-
looking ; but I fecl he is a bad man, Jes-
sie,” she continued, alter a pause, * you will
langh, I dare say; but I have a eonvietion
that this man ty concerned in Vineent’s dis-
appearance.”

“Hel! Why, how? What makes you
think so?” .

«1 can give no reason at all; but there is
something within me, Jessie, that teils me
it i3 s0.”

Jessie did not langh, but said, ‘“Come,
Ethel, you should not let your antipathy
against this man prepossess you, How
could he possibly be interested in having
Vineent disappear, unless, indeed —” and
she stopped, suddenly.

‘i Unless what?  Speak, Jessie.”

“#Tuless he sought your hand himself.”

¢ My hand ! cried Ethel, with heightened

my heanty!
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color. ' The insolent —mno, no, that is too
ridiculous.”

“ Nothing seems ridiculous to sclf-love,”
saidi the fair philosopher. .

«Ilis manner towards me is certainly
curions,” said Ethel, musing. ¢ Heis very
deferentiaol and seeks to interest me, while
1 can scarecly conceal the aversion he cre-
ates.”

«(yell, let me advise you,” said the subtle
Jessie, ¢ not to make an enemy of the man.
Treat hig kindly; extingeish his matrimo-
nial hopes at once, of course; but keep him
friendly.”

¢ What harm have T to fear from him?”

o 1f he deeins Vineent & rival, and is as
you think, 4 bad man — cverything.”

“( Jessic! you give expression to my
own fear, IFf he has injured Vincent-— >
she did not finish her threat, hut one could
read it in hier eye and gesture,

s lidwin will be home soon,” said Jessie,
“and then —7

«Is Tdwin coming? He wrote me noth-
ing about it,  Oh, how glad T am! [Ife will
L1l bim and eestore him to me, I know.”

s Ile will,” said Jessie. ¢ Edwin loves
Vincent as wuch as he does — ™

Sy o, sald Ethel, slyly.

[ wasn’t going to say that,” said Jessie,
lauching; “ hut he certainly loves him bes-
tar than himsclll”

I the mean time we must hope and
pray,” said Frhel, softly.

Wemnas leave these two pure young creat-
ures in their loving interchange of confi-
denee, and turn to another and less pleasing
characler, )

Lura, on Ieaving Mr. Graham’s house,
walked to his hotel with an elated air. He
felt great satistuction at the result of his
evenlug call.  Ile did no§, indeed, disguise
froin himsclf the fget that Behel viewed him
wiih repugnanee,  But this gave him very
litile yneasiness.  “* E cansoon come it over
lier,” thought hes; “in the mean time I've
Bamboozled the 14 man.  Luecky for me he
dislikes hisson!  IIe’s all the more ready to
swallow what I tell him. What ean be the
reason? Jealousy, perhaps; yes, that’s it
e has an unpleasant convietion that Vin-
cont’s thie smarter man of the two, Well, I
see my game. Lot me onee convince him
that Lis son has absconded, and he will com-
municate his belief to Ethel in time. By
Jove! the giel’s astunner! How scornfully
she looked at me! I'll take you down yet,
Yoes; Ithel will gradually
cotne to believe he’s faithless, and then will
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be my chance. I'll ingratiate mysclf with
the silly sage, old Graham, and his wife, and
get a slice of his fortune. Come, Ezra,
you've played your cards well, and your
hand's not out yet. Let-—me—see. I've
completely foiled that over-smart detective,
I've got that old Frenchman’s, what's his
name? Franchot's money. I've made my-
self ITarry Moore, — 1 wonder what sort of
a chap the real, original Ilarry Moore was?
Wonder if his shades look with compla-
cency at me in his rele? I'm Horrvy Moore
(requiescat in pace l, and nobody’s a bit the
wisers and now I'm getting into society.
Best of all,” and Iizra stroked his mustache,
complacently, “ I've done that Vinceut Gra-
ham, hard-hitter as he is. That's the neat-
est thing I ever did. ¥ mustn’t rent that
cellar; no, that would never do; his body
must not be found till it’s dust. And, on
the whole, I think I won't be seen around
that shanty soon. I must not forget to see
that beef-eating Tlobbing. Nobody knows
me but Murragh and he’s safe. I caw’é con-
ceive how he was tool enough to write that
letter about the St. Louis lark; no fear of
hig blowing while I have that docament.
Heavyvale's a fool; Wilking ditto. I've
nothing to fear from them! Ah! Mrs, Jar-
vis! Devill there’s the rub. I'd give a
good deal to know just now whether it's a
fact that she carries & letter about with her
in a little hag, that could knock me ¢ higher
than & kite,! Swears she's carried a paper
about with her for eighteen years that
proves Harry Moore dead. Must get hold
of it, — must be done. Cotae to think aboat
it, T was an infernal fool to get her mad.
Will she blab? No, she dare not. I'll see
her and give her a little of the ‘essential.”
Smith will be hung, of course, If he's such
a wiraculous fool as not to prove an alild,
Iie deserves to be hung. Il get Murragh to
defend him and insure a conviction, Every-
thing has gone swimmingly with me. Ezra,
I congratulate you! yowre a genius. But
this one thing bothers me.. What the devil
did the old man do with the safe and papers
he had in his den in Catharine Strees?  Sus-
piciouns old dog. Ile put that safe out of
sight cursed quick aifer I noticed it, I re-
member.  Ought to have held my tongue.
Those documents must be interesting. He
said they were. I must sce Donny about
that. Another thing; what in the name of
wonder did that old devil of a Scotchman
mean by muttering that Willilam Moore
might come to life? And he doubts me,
too. And who is Mr. Morris? —oh! ah!”
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As Ezra had been thus surveying his sit-
nation he had been walking rapidly along;
but as he gave utterance to the kst ¢jacula-
tions he stopped suddenly, turned ghastly
pale, tottered, and would have fallen had he
not leancd against a4 lamp-post for support.
For, as the name of Mr. Morris caune into
his mind, by scme subitle asscciation it
would puzzle metaphysiciang to account
for, by sowue mysterious process of thought,
the idea flashed upon him that M. Morris
and Mr. William Moore were once and the
same.  There was o evident carthly reason
for lLim to form this conjecture, no data
whatever from which to deduce a probabil-
ity even, bui a mysterious something, sciz-
ing perhaps merely the rescinblince in
the names linked with Mebdlanus's strange
words, revealed the treth. He did not doubt
an instant; he felt persuaded on ithe spot
that he was right. Thos had the sudden
suspicion of his tather’s gailt rushed upon
Vincent’s mind aé Wyckoff {Iall. The con-
viction was so complete, so perfeet, thuat
Ezra did not stop to argue probabilitics.
He felt a deathly fuintness and an awful
terror for a moment; he saw, in that brief
moment, a tuse, lt and blazing, inserted
under the fair fabric of his accemplished
designs; he saw a spark of fire creeping
towards an iguitible foree that would blow
him to utter, irremediable ruin. The faint-
ness quickly passed away, the oid look of
settled determination returned to his face,
and there wus something awfully diabolical
in this villain's cyes, as he muttered, —

“1 sce my way, —nothing bot the ex-
tremest measures now, — no boy's foolery.
A risky finesse, bold play, and the game's
mine.”

CHAPTER XXX,

CONSTANOY. ,

Jiv Dangrer sat by Vincent's bedside all
night, paticnt and anxious. Not a wink did
the good fellow indulge in, atl those hours,
There was visible anxiety in the surgeon’s
grave face when 'he went away. Ile left
tlie most minute directions to the watcher,
andmost faithfally did the grim sergeant of
potice — withat as gentle and tender-hearted
as a woman — ohserve them. Vincent fell
into an uneasy slumbder, from which he per-
sistently started and broke the silence of
the sick-voomn with wild outerics, Ho was
much mere dabgerously hurt than Edwin
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Moore had been at Wyckoff Hall; brain
fever had almost instantly set in.

Parker showed that he was not accus-
tomed to watceh beside the bed of 4 delirious
muan, for he paid striet attention to the
patient’s ravings, Much that Vincent mut-
tered, or whispered, or shricked out, excited
his profoundest wonder.

“Ioafraid the poor lad’s becn up te
mischief,” sald the sergeant o himsell
s I'm glad the doctor {sn’t here to hear him.
Talk away, my boy, I'm safe. Don’t mind
me. I'd let the whole pelice scryvice go
before I'd blow on you.”

“ Il hide it from Conger,” muttered Vin-
cent,

“Conger!” repeated Jim; ¢ ahk! I know
— Iuspector Conger of the seerct foree.
'Gad! I hope Conger isn’t aftor the poor
fellow, or it’s all up with him, T say,” said
he, addressing Vincent, ¢ Conger’s all
right; he don’t know anything about it.”

Vincent ceased muttering, snd said ina
hoarse whisper, — ’

“You will never he the same to me again,
— never again, my father”

At length he dozed, and the sergeant
tenderly applied the cooling lotions to his
licad.

The surgeon came very carly in the
nmorking, and his face brightened as he
looked at his patient.,

“If this man's organization wasn't porfect
he’d never get over that blow. I trust his
mind is tranguil.  Did he rave much?

‘Yes, a good deal.” ‘

“ 1 frust he has nothing on his mind; it
would complicate the ease. Did anything
appear to trouble him?” ’

“Well, doctor,” said the officer, “he
talked a heap of nonsense, but nothing con-
neeted like. I couldn’t make head or tail
of what he did say.”

Y Well,” said the surgeom, “he must be
kept perfectly quict fo-day. Can you stay
and watch him?

“If you'll go round to the head-quarters,
sir, and get me off duty.”

“T will,. Now I wish we could find out
the young gentleman’s fricnds. 1s there
nothing in his pockets that can -give a
clue?”

“Not a scrap of anything, sir.”

¢ Are not his clothes marked?”

Al marked with the letter 'V, sir, that’s
all. Confound the luck! T had his name
written in a memorandua book, and I fost
it last week; first time I ever was 80 care.
less in my life. I say, doctor, I wish you

-
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would have them send round to that cellar
in Chrystie Street and search it, and then
watch it.”

“Yes. Now don't forget what I told you.
I must be off; will be back at twelve.”

For four days and nights Vincont hung
bhetween life apd death. Puorker was un-
ceasing in his devotion; the surgeon unre-
mitting in his attentions. At last he feil
into a sort of lethargic state, in which he
lay perfectly quict and apparently uncon-
seious, with restless eyes roving about the
Troom.

Parker had an advertisement put into the
papers, which ran thus, —-

¢ The friends of 4 young gentleman who
has dark-brown hair and mustache, was
dressed in a black frock-coat and kight pant-
aloans, who disappeared from his home four
days ago, or more, can find information in
regard to him by ealling at No. —, Broome
Strect, and inguiring for the sergcant.”

Now neither Ethel, Jessie, Mr. Moore,
Mr. nor Mrs. Grabiam, nor Lzra, saw this
advertiscment, although it was repeated
every day for a week. Only one person
infterested in Vincent did see it, — who that
was, will be seen.

In accordance with his promise Tzra went
to Mr. Grahain's office,— tor that gentleman,
although out of business, had an exceed-
ingly neat little officc, that looked like a
parlor, down-town, where he lounged away
his mornings, —the nexs day, and procecded
to unfold his * proofs™ of Vincent’s guilt.

“1Iere,” said he, “isa letter that came
into my possession., Is it, or is it not, your
son's writing? ”

Mr. Graham took it, and read, —

“DREAR AL., — The thing is all ripe for
exceution — $35,700 in U. 8. 6's. Turn the
mortgages into cash. Sell out your Erie
shares. I foot up our proceeds altogether at
$575,000. This agrees with yoar figures.
I don’t think our little little financiering will
come out, — certainly not till we get to Ber-
lin, Youd better wait for the next steamer
and attend to that other affair. I ghall sail
to-morrow in the Persiq at ten o’clock. Let

me sce you on the wharf,
‘Y ours,

Y. G

Mr. Graham read this note with amaze-
moent. . }

“This is certainly Vincent’s writing. Ilow,
did it come into your possession?”
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“In a very simple way. I saw the letter
lying on the pavement in Waverley Place.
Glaneing at it, I was attracted by the saper-
seription, “Allez Towjours.” 1 picked the
thing up, and read it. But to he sure there
are other V. (&.’s besides Vinecut Graham.”

¢ This is Vincent’s writing, I tell you. It
is very strange. Well, what ¢lse have youn
gote”

“Hlow long i§ it?” asked Ezva, ¢ since
your son had rooms at the Bverett House?”

“Roomsat the KEverett House!” eried Mr.
(Gtraham; * he has never had rooms there.”

“Pardon me, I've been living there for
four months, and your son had a suite of
apartuients there when I came.”

“ Is' possible? ®

“Yes; whyIthought you krew it. Well,
my roomwas next to his parler. Cue evein-
ing I was standing at the door of my roomn
when a little boy came running up the stairs, .
and handed me 2 pink-colorec note, without

jany address. ¢ Missus says she will come

for the answer," said he. ‘You've made
some mistake,’ I called out as he tarned to
go away. ‘Guess not,” cried the urchin,
ranting downstairs; ¢ do you sec any green
inmyeye?® Whereuponl opened the note.
Iere it i8.”
Me. Graham read the following, written .

in o beautifal Italian hand, —

¢ DEAREST VINCENT, —I am not jealous
of Miss Moore, believe me, bat really you
spend too mueh time st your father’s house.
I have heard you call Mr. Graham ‘an old
noodle,'— so ke can’t be the attraction. Who,
then, is? Now, I want you to let me come
and live at the Everctt with you, as your
wife onght. I am tired of boarding-house
life. I am coming ‘hag and baggage,” as
you horrid Americans say. Iixpeet me.

t Your loving wife,
4 BRATRICE.”

Mr. Grakam was terribly enraged by this
short epistle. The reference to himself it
contained excited his hottest ire.

“The infernal rascall T'11 disinherit
him! By heavenr! he shun’t have a cent of
ny money!”

“Dor’t do anything rash, my dear sir,”
said Hzra, delighted.

t Anything rash, sir! I tell you I shall
alter my will before dinner. I disown the
scoundrel from this moment! Heavens!
Who knows how long he's been carrying on
his devilish practices? I'erhaps he’s been
robbing ME!” and Mr. Graham turned pale.
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“ No, that can’t be; my money’s too securely
invested.”

“T'm afraid,” said Ezra, with a deep sigh,
s that it is not of late, only, that your mis-
guided son has been engaged in this eriminal
business. He must have been at it for a
long time, or how could he have amassed
the stupendous. sum of $575,000?7 Many
months, if not years, I should say.”

«That 18 troe,” said Mr. Graham, ¢ and
now the fellow has gone off to Harope with
this foreign woman and his stolen wealth to
enjoy himself | But by heavens! I shan’t
let him alone, — T’ll chase him!”

“Yes, do,” said Ezra, after g moment’s re-
flection. “If he leaves ILthel behind,”
thought he, I shall have a clear field to
work in; if he takes her I'll go too.”

“ I suppose,” said he, *“my poor cousin
Ehel will feel very badly at this, 'Gad! if
the fellow was here I'd ecall him ont,” added
Ezra, pulling his mustache.

“(Oh! pshaw! Ethel will get over this
romantic nonsense very soon, depend on it.
You're just the man to suit her, Harry. I
shall praise you up to her, youmay he sure.”

"« Dow't say a word about me at present,”
cried Ezra, hastily, ¢ not on any account!
No, no, that would spoil everything. We
must wait till she has gotten over Vineent.
And I will plead my own cause, siv.”

«Well,” said the other, ¢ as you please,
“but T shail show her this letter to-day.”

“Very well: but Iwould rather itave you
not mention that you obtained the leiters
from me. Pecople don’t like tle source of
bad news.”

“1 won't mention your name. What's
your haste? Can’t you stay? Well, come
and dine with me Saturday. Thank you.
Good-by, my dear fellow, gool-by. Take
care of yourself., Satuvday,. remember, —
sharp six,”—and the friends parted.
© Mr. Graham went home, and in accord-
ance with the determination he had ex-
pressed to Ezra, sought an interview with
¥thel. He found it by po means easy to
disclose ¢ Vincent's gunilt” to her. Tler
manner towards him, of late, had been very
constrained; she seemed to be straggling
with an aversion she did not wish to betray.

At the flyst intimation of Vihcent’s per-
fidy and guilt, the young girl turned upon
him a look of such noble reproach that he
stammered and was unable to proceed. He
began again, and, without looking at her,
blurted ont that Vincent was unfaithful to
her, and was a rascal and embezzler. At
this Ethel sprungup erect, with a dangerous
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look in her eyes, which then seemed black
as night, and actually frightened the man by
the vehemence of her indignation. What
her words were, she could never afterwards
recall, —they rang in James Graham's gars
for many a day. -

The day of Jessie’s call, and soon after
that young lady had returncd home, M.
Graham cndeavored to renew the conversa-
tion. Yithel, who regreited her previous
anger, listened to him with deference. Gra-
ham mumbled over various platitudes about
his unwillingness, as a father, to say any-
thing against higgon, et cetera, and immedi-
ately thrust the note signed “ Beatrice ” into
Ethel’'s hand. She read it carefully, nor did
she betray the least sign of agitation. The
color did not forsake her cheek, but dGeep-
encd slightly. Shercad the note through, and
then threw it on the table, saying quietly,—

“ An evident forgery.”

¢ Why evident?” asked her ghardian.

¢ Internal evidence,” said Ethel. < Inthe
first place Vincent is incapablc of being
such a person as this note would prove him.”

To such an argument there was no reply.
Ethel was evidently begging the question.

“That’s just the point at issane,” said Mr.
Graham. * Js he incapable of being such?”

t Sir,” said Ethel, with the most distinet
enupnciation, ¢ pardon me, but I am amazed
that you, as the father of Vincent, should
put such a question even to yourself, Is
he incapable!  Why, sir, how old is he?
Twenty-six, He has, then, for twenty-six
years been living under vour cye, constantly
in your prescnce. Daring any of those
years have you known him to do anything
ignoble or dishonorable, —I will not say
criminal? Thequestionis an insult! TFlave
you everheard 2 whisper againsthim?  Has
there ever been 4 breath upon the untar-
nished gleam of his honor? 1Is he not a
synonyme for all that is good, true, nobie?
I will not conjectnre who it is has been
seeking to peison your mind, sir, but let me
say that all such atterapts upon wy mind are
worse than useless. I will believe nothing
against Vincent. I will listen to nothing
against him. If what you are about to say
is a continuation of what you have be'gun, I
mst beg you to excuse me; I will go,” and
the young lady swept the awe-strack Gra-
ham s queenty salute, and went out, ag
Marie Antoinette might have bowed to her
judges, and retived.

But her haughty step failed Ethel as she
reached the door of her room; she could
barely totter to her bed, and, burying her
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face in the pillows sobhed aloud. It was
not that she doubted Vincent; no! she was
sincere in the words she had uttered; but
the charges against him, the fact that he
had desperate enemics. as Ehis forged letter
proved, added overflowing wretchedness to
the poor glil’s surcharged heart,

“ 0 Vincent, Vincent!” she groaned,
“ywlat will they do to you? Have they got
you in their power? - Ol that I were by
vour side} Oh that I were by your side!”

Not an instant did that constunt heart
waver from its faith, Not a single insinu-
ating doubt erept through the portais of her
nind, close-gnarded by love. Eura’s mach-
inations could not harm that loyal one,
but against appearances, against mysteries,
against the poison of that forged letter,
againgt the arguments and opinions of her
euardian, against the insidious sugsestions
of her own imagination, she opposed, tri-
umphantly, the simple words of love Vin-
cent had spoken, and rested secuve in the
purity of her love, in the depth of her faith,
in the eternal strength of her constancy.

CHAPTER XXXI.
A FARCE WI"TH ONE ACTOR.

M. WintiaM Moonre, shortly after his
return fromr Australia, had gone up to
Wyekoff Tlall, 1le could searcely have ex-
plained why it was he went there, e folt
a sort of mystoriony attraction towards the
place, and desire to revisitit,  1le wandered
aboat the house, but did not show himself.
He rode over the surrounding country. Ilis
artistic eve wag pleased by its beanties, and
he resolved to talke up his residence in that
neighborhood.  Hestayoed in i—- for some
thue. Oue day, in the conrse of a long
exeursion, he entered a thick grove and sat
down to rest. It was the same spot where
Ethel first saw him. The sympathetic
seund of the zephyr-fanned pine trees

_caused him to wmtter his thonghts aloand.

lle spoke of his dosclation, his wretched-
ness, the ruin James Grahamm had made of

" all his exrthly happiness.

“What good is my wealth to me?” he
gaid, with ineffable sadness. “ It might have
been hetter for you, Willlam Moore, had
you, indeed, been drowned that night!”

As these words eseaped his lips, he heard
a vehement ejaculation of wonder, quickly
suppressed, and, turnigg round, saw an old,
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white-haired man, with amazement depicted
in his face, half-risen from a seat on an old
mossy trunk. Moore was greatly annoyed
that he had betrayed his -secret to this
stranger; but the old man -~ none other than
MceManus — hastily forestalled his outhreak
of anger.

‘ Forgive me,.Mr. Moore, — that ever I
should live to speak to you again, sir! — [
was too surprised to interrupt you, siv. Is
it really Mr. William Moore T see?”

1 am William Moore, and not dead as
you e&upposcd, — more’s ihe pity. Bug
who ave you who speak as if I was no
stranger?”

¢ Cameron McManns,” said tho other,
raising his hat. I was gardener to Mr,
Wyckoff, — bless his memory! Mr. Moore,
iftis you, indeed, 1 canna telt ye how it glad-
dens my een to see ye. It removes 2 heavy
weight from my mind; T felt like an accom-
plice to your murder.”

“1al” cried Moore, ‘you know it all!
How did you know thizsf Speak, man!”

¢ Bir, T saw Jeames Gralam drown ye in
the river.”

“ And yon have never told?”

# The secret has been locked in my breast
these dreary years. Some time, sir, I wiil
tell you why I felt T could na bring Jeames
Graham to the scaffold.” )

¢ It's fortunate you have been so discreet.
Never tell a soul what you know.”

The Scotchman liked nothing better than
to be entrusted with o sceret. Moore felt
he conld rely upon him.

“What are you dolng for a living, my
good man?”

“I'm most too old to work, sir, Mr.
Wyckoff lcft me a good round sum of
money, and T haven't wasted any onit. I
am living down in this cottage, sir; I'd be
proud to show it to you.”

He did show it to him, and Mr. Mbore
was 80 much pleased with it that he scon
came to an arrangement with the Scotch-
man by which he was to live there and
ostensibly own the place. He took the
trusty old inan into his service and confi-
dence.

Mr, Moore did not spend much of his
time in this retired spot, although he came
up from the city, now and then, for a few
days. Ile joyfully acquainted MeManus with
the discovery of his daughter, -

McManus lived at the eottage, and passed -
his tranguil days mostly with his Bible and
his garden. He had ncver told Moore of
Vincent's visit and the revelation ‘he had
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made him, fearing that his employer might
regard it a breach of confidence. Now that
his mind was at rest about the murder,
he was comparatively happy and con-
tented, though one secret still preyed upon
Lim.

He was at work one day in his garden,
which was separated, by a slight fence, from
a path, hardly meriting the name of road,
that ran through the grove, when he per-
ceived a very aged man approaching. His
appearance was so venerable that McManus
woulil have been deemed a stripling beside
him. His aged limbs scemed scarcely able
to support the slight weight of his frall and
bent body. A long, white beard reached
nearly to his waist, and his trembling hand
held & weighty cane which seemcd to im-
pede rather than to aid his pace. There
was something pitiable in the appearance
of this old man tottering on the verge of
the grave, and McManus threw down his
spade to invite him into the honse. The
octogenarian, however, paused before. he
reached the path leading to the doorway,
and sat down on a rock beneath the hare
branehes of a maple, which intercepted
very little of' the sun’s Leat,

MeManus approached, but so noisclessly
that he did not attract the old man’s atten-
tion. The latter sat with his chin resting
on his breast, apparently in profound medi-
tation. The Scotchman, unwilling to disturb
his reverie, stood, silent, by.

1t must be hereabouts,” soliloquized the
aged stranger.” ‘¢ They told me it was five
miles further and in a wood. - This must be
the wood. O William! am X going to see
youagainbeforeIdie? Poor William! poor
Ellen! »

The Scotchman listened in great surprise.
“Is he talking about Mr. and Mrs. Moore? ™
thought le.

¢ Poor William1 " continued the old man,
in a feeble voice, 1 mever thought to sce
you again. O Willilam Moore, you are a
man raised from the dead!”

At these words, McManus exelaimed in
great excitement, * Who are youthat speaks
of Willinan Moore? ”

The aged man turned hastily. He en-
deavored to rise, Lot his feeble limbs re-
fused to support him.

“Pom’t get up,” said McManus; * bide
there and rest ye. May I ask ye who ye
are, sir, and who ye seek?”

“ T am trying to find Willtam Moore.”

“William Moore! why, isn't he dead?”

* Nay, I hear he's alive. He has written
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to me,” and the old man fumbled feebly fo
a letter, ’

“ He ig alive,” said MeManus.

The old maw’s eyes sparkied.

* Thank God! then it was not a trick on
a poor, lone man.
houax, sir,”

“ Who are ye, sir, if I may be so bold,
that takes sich interest in Willisin Moorey ™

“ My name is Phincas Somers.”

“What! Mr. Moore's grand-uncle? ?

“Yes, or rather his wife’s grand-unele,
but it’s all the same. He thought I was dead,
doubtless, and I thought he was drowned.
How did he know I was alive?”

““There was a letter came to him from
Balem a week ago,” replicd MceManus.

“ Ah! who could have sent 14?7 Well I
was amazed tother day to get a letter signed
William Moore, bidding me come on here.
Ihaven't travelled twenty miles these twenty
years, but I started right off to sce the dear
boy hefore I died. I haven’t many days
to live. I—" Here the old gentleman
was interrupted by an harassing cough that
racked his weak frame,

“Well, Mr. Somers,” said McManus, ¢ will
ye not come up to the house? Mr., Moore
will be here this afterncon, I think, sir.
You must be tired. Have you walked far,
sir?”

¢ About five miles this morning. I'm not
as hearty as I once was,”

This information scemed superfluous, but
McManus replied, —

“ Are you not, sir? You are pretty well
advanced in years, sir.”

¢ I'm nincty-three, sir, come next Inde-
pendence day.”

To say that McManus felt like a young
man would not be expressing half the truth.
He felt like a stripling, like a boy, like an
infant.

He helped the patriarch to rise, and lean-
ing on his arm the vererable Somers tottered
into the house, and sank into an arin-chair
in such extreme exhaustion that McManus
bastily poured out a tumbler of brandy.
The.old man drank it in g drivelling manner,
nearly choking himself.  His power of speech
gradually returned and he managed to say, —

¢ Bit down my lad, let’s have a chat.”

McManus would not have been at all
surprised at being called *‘baby.” He sat
down,

“When did William turn up?”

ft More'n two year ago, sir”

“ And he never wrote me once,” sald the
old man in mild reproach.

I feared it was a cryel ,
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“ITe thought you were dead, sir,” said
McManus; “in fact, hesow your death in a
Boston paper.”

# Yes, yes, it was another Phineas Somers
but he was quite young, he was only cighty.”

‘4 Now tell me,” continued Somers, ““ how
William escaped from drowning, where he
has been all these years, and what he is
doing now.”

McManus hesitated. He did not know
whether he ought to reveal anything, bat
then the refleciion that this old gentleman
was Mr. Moore's grand-uncle, and certainly
entitled to the knowledge, decided him and
he related the whole story.  He did wot say
anything, however, about Mr. Graham’s
sharcin Moore’s disappeatance.  ¥lis visitor
listened with great apparent interest.

“ Audisn’t he going to claim Mr. WyckofP’s
fortune? v

“Yes, intime. Ic¢'sinnohorry, Hehas
several people 1o pay up. You know his
son is dead ?”

““Is he? Iheard he was alive and in this
country.” ’

¢ It is not so, sir. The fcllow that pre-
tends to be Iarry Moore is a miserable
impostor, Inmy opinion 'tls he that mur-
dered Mr. Franchot.”

Mr. Somers scemed intensely interested.

“Yes,” continned MeManus, “and he's
trying to palm himself off as Harry Moore
and has token possession of the old French-
man’s property.”

“The villain !
him?*”

“0Oh! he will, sir, never fear, IIe'll oust
him from his position. Mr. Franchot's
propervy belongs to Mr. Moore, at least as
trustee,”

“ Ah! How is that?”

“Why, Mr. Franchot left it to Moore's
child.”

“Yes, I know.”

“YWell, there is an heir alive.”

“ILw! pray cxplain®™

“Dow’'t get excited, sir. Tt may do you
barm. Hadn't we better stop talking o
spell 2

“No, no, goon! I want to hear every-
thing.” So greatly was the old gentleman
interested that he sat nearly bott npright.

“Well, you must know, Mr. Somers, that
Mr. Moore has a child really living.”

Mr, Somers here cried out, with great
encrey considering his years, — E

“Tteannot be so! it cannot be sot*

T o in faith,” replied McManuy., “ He
had a daughter born just arter he disap-
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pearcd and t'other day he found her. Baut
You are very pale, my dear sir; pray take
some more brandy.”

In factthe excitement of the conversation
scemed too much for the weak old man; he
had fallen back It his chair perfectly color-
less.

“I am subject to these faints; never
mind me, go on!”

“Yes, sir. He found his daughter the
other day, and afine girl she is, too, —a
beautiful young lady of eighteen.”

“'Who is slie 7 .

“Bhe is living with Mr. James Graham.”

¢ Mr. James Graham!”

““ Yes, she's his ward, — the adopted child
of Mr. Ebenezer Moore.”

“ What! Ethel Moorel™

# Tho same.”

“ Iow strange ! how strange!
this discovered?”

“Why, the child was abandoned in a rail-
way train, and Mr. Moore, learning it, ad- -
vertised. 8he, or her guardian, amswered
the advertisement, He went to see her and
found 2 paper and some jewelry that proved
her indemnity, or whate’er ye call it.”

Mr. Somers seemcd greatly affected by
this narrative. e was evidently a kind-
hearted man.

“Who told him about the child belng
abandoted in the cars#”

i An old servant of his, Mrs. Jurvis,”

“Ha! Mrs. Jarvis! Yes, yes. What joy
it must have been to poor William to clasp
his £4ild to his arms, — a child he had never
s¢en!’”

“ He has been o mew man ever since, sir.
He looks ten years younger.” _

“What do you suppose he will do to the
scoundrel who pretends to be his son?”

“1 don't kpow, sir, but he will punish
him pretty heavy, you may be sure.”

“ 1 hope he will, "said Mr. Somers; ©“it ig
outrageous!”

At thiz moment a little boy, whom Me-
Manus sometimes employed.to do errands,
appeared, with a letter which he had taken
from @ post-coffice in un adjoining town. If
proved to be a few lines from Mr. Moore,
saying thut he counld not come up that day.
Mr, Somoers seemed greatly disappointed.
He rose with ditficulty and annotnced that
he should go to R ——, and take the cars to
New York. McManus in vain urged him to
stay at the cottage,

“Let me go and get you & wagon, to
drive you down, sir.”

¢ No, thank you, I prefer to walk. Ishall
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take my time. I'Il take another glass of
brandy.”

IIe drank the liqmor and went out. He
walked with such extreme fecblencss that
McManus ventured to expostulate with him,
and again offered to proeure a conveyance;
but the old gentleman rcfused with some
degree of acerbity, and shuffied off alone.
He passed through the gate and down the
shady path, followed by the Scotchman’s
pitying eve.

At about a hundred rods’ distance from
-the house the path turned sharply around a
cluster of poplars, and hid the oid gentle-
man from view, and MeManus went in to
prepare his frugal dinner.

Mr. Somers walked on till he was com-

pletely hidden from the cottage, and then

suddenly stopped, burst into a lond, harsh
laugh, flung his cane away, pulled off his
long, white beard, and resumed an evect and
sturdy attitnde. The venerable old patri-
arch disappeared, and in his place stood a
tout, fresh man in the prime of life, with
ruddy face and brown muostache. IPhineas
Somers vanished, and his stead stood, Ezra
Hoyt.

«¥1a! ha! well done! What a farce!
Jovel that beard’s enough to smother one.
How are you, Phineas Somers? *Gad! Ezra,
I said you were a genius. Yon ought to be
on the stage, hal ha!”

But lis first exultation at the suceess of
his dodge, over, the wily villain fell into a
sombre train of thought.

¢ Javel I've found out more than I bar-
gained for. Ethel Moore lhis danghter!
Heavens! I thought that brat was dead by
this time. O Mrs. Jarvis, I've a score to
settle with you! This is what informers get
from me,” —and he crushed a caterpillar
with his heel.

e walked on rapidly. < Mrs. Jarvis
must be punished. Shall T knoek her on
the head?  No, she may be useful yet. But
Moore and daughter! ‘They must ¢ shnifie
off this mortal coil.” Yes, I'll send the girl
to heaven after her lover, —she won't he
sorry,—and silence Williatn Moore, forever.”

CHAPTER XXXII,

ETIIEL AND EZRA.

SmorTLy after Bzra's visit to Dr. Parkes,
that phystcian was induced by a wealthy
patient to accompany him to the south,
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whither he had been attracted by the eli-
mate, and to take up his residence and pur-
gue his profession there. Henceforth the
woythy doctor disappears from these pages.
Mr. Julius Kavanagh, Hanv’s father, a

wealthy merchant of the Corn Exchange,
became the next tenant of Wyckof Hall.

The unfortunate James Smith was duly
brotght to trial, — the Grand Jury having
found a ‘true bill” agaimst lLim. While
Ezra was purswing his plots and Vincent
wars battling with death, the court of Oyer
and Terminer met, and ¢ the People against
Hoyt” was the first case on the calendar.
The jury was composged of the usual miscel-
lany of citizens. An impartisl judge was
there. The district attorney was indefati-
eable and zealous in the discharge of his
unpleagnnt duties, and did his best to have
Justice secured.

Smitl’s counsel was, unhappily, no othoer
than 13. Murragh, Esq., 2 man, 25 has been
sald, of damaged charaeter.

Smith, anfortunately, kuew nothing aboub
this man’s bad name, but had heard only of
his talents, He had gladly aceepted, then,
Mr. Murragh’s offer of his services, —an of-
fer that had been prompted by Ezra. Fzrain-
structed the Iawyer to make but a show of
defence, and the tool obeyed to the letter,
or at least intended to do so. Soinetimes,
however, on the trial his professional zeal
got the hetter of his discretion.

A day or two before the court opened, Mr.
Conger, who had become more and more
convinead of Smith’s innocence, called on
Murragh and proposed that DMrs. Jarvis
should be called vpon to give her testi-
mony, — hot doubting that she would prove
that they had been mistaken in the person’s
identity with Hoyt. Murragh approved of
the proposal and immediately informed Ez-
ra of it. In aceordance with the scheme
concocted between these worthies, My,
Conger was led to believe till the last mo-
ment thut Mrs. Jarvis would be summoned
as a witness, and only learned, after the tes-
timony for the defence had closed, that he
had been hegniled.

The trial lasted several days and caused
considerable excitement. Ezra IHoytsat on
o back seat in the court-room, an interested
spectator of the proecedings. Mr, Mur-
ragh's treacherous defence could net save
the prisoner. The overwhelming circam-
stantial evidence agoinst him, the testimony
of Wilking, and of one Levi Solomons, &
pawnbroker; his refusal to show Wlhere he
was on the 5th of June, 18—, and the cir-
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camstance of My, Marragh’s being his ecoun-
gel, were more than sufficicnt to insure a
conviction. The jary were not out fifteen
minutes, and their verdict was, ¢ Guilty, of
marder in the first degree.”

A black filin shot before Smith’s cyes, as
he heard the foreman’s words, and he felt a
deathly sickness, e seemed choking, and
gusped for breath. No one spoke; Smith,
partially recovering, rosc unsteadily, and,
turaing to the jury, said distinetly, and in a
volee of unutterable misery, —

“Gentlemen, you have convieted an in-
nocent man.  God fsrgive you. I am a

‘victim to circnmstantial evidence.”

Ezralefs the court-room, with the excited
thronz, i an elation that he could not eon-
ceal. Not the slightest fecling of sorrow
for the unfortunute Smith penctrated his
marble eart, —ail he felf was a delicions
eonscionsness thut he was safe now [from
tlie consequences of his murder.

Mr. Murragh was accosted by a legal
brother, —

“Your defence was very able, my dear
sir, but you eouldn’t do anything, of course,
with the evidenee against your man,”

“Of course not; his conviction was o
foregone coneclusion, I dido’t know but
what I might bamboozle the jury and get
them to disagree.  Of course I knew the fel-
low wus guilty, or he'd have proved an glidi.”

Fara bl not scen Mrs. Jarvis since he
had played the role of old man for McManus's
delusion, 1le rode divectly to Robertss
Linuge. Mrs. Jarvis herself apened the door,
and took him at onee into the parlor,

Ezra carefully shut the door, and, eateh-
ing the woman by the wrist, dragged her
into the middle of the room. .

“Now, you old she-devill you'vae been
blowing on me, have yon? By heaven! you
shall suffer for it.”

“Letme go, Bzra! Iet me go! lot me tell
you ahout it.”

“Oh! I knowall aboutit. I know every-
thing youw've totd Mr. William Moore.”

¥ Mr. Willlam Moore! Iow did you find
out he’s alive?”

“Pshaw! old woman, don’t I find out
everything I want to know? Now none of
your shuflling. dirl you tell him that
he had o danghter, abd that you left her in
the ears?  Come, speak!”

“Why did I tell him? Why did you tell
me to go to the devil? ”

“Qh! it was revenge on me, was it? you
got mad at afew hasty words I spoke. Oh!
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T didn’t mean for to do you any harm.”

“You didn’t, did you? Do you know the
fix you've got me in?” .

“I haven's done anything. T couldnt
help Mr. Moore’s being alive, could I? As
for his daughter, he’ll never see  her
again.”

“Won't he? e has found her slready.”

“3VImar!”

¢ Qh! you're asmﬁished, are you? You
see now the mischief you've done, I hope.
Well, then, let me tefl you that Miss Ethel
Moore is his danghter.”

“ Miss Diliel Moore? Jt can’t be so,”

“Re stilly, you old fool! It igso, and all
on agcount of your infernal nonsense.”

“What did ¥ have to do with it?”

“Didu't you, when the brat was bornm, .
write me about if, and tcll me the nice litfle
scheme vou had conceocled, after you saw
that old fuol of a Frenchwan, to have me
pass off as arry Moore? ”?

“Yes)” .

“Well, dide’t T like the idea, and propose
to smother the young one? And you were
too squeamish to do that, and wanted to
abandon the thing, so as to have it turn up
some Jday, just as it hag?”

“Yes. Icouldn’t bear—”

¢« Q! I know. You couldn’t bear to kill
the child, but you didn’t have any compunce-
tions about tursing it advift, Weli, didn's
you say yow'd come on {o Boston and see
me, and then I telegraphed you to meet me
in Springficld with the brat? Youn remem-
her, don't you?”

“Yes, I remember all about it.
the use of going over all that? ™

“ ] want to go over it; keep quiet, Well,
then; I telegraphed you to meet me in
Springficid as a sort of half-way place, and
you started with the young one. I hadn't
scen you, you know, for a long time, and
you were to wear o blue veil bordeved with
white, so I'd know you in 2 moment. Well,
I zo ou to Springfield, and you're not there.
I go and get a horse and wagon and ride to
the next station, and there I find you. And
what do you say? Why, that you were
afraid I'd take the child ard kill ¢, as I
would have done, aud so you left it in the
cars to be picked up and sent to a Foundling
Asylum., Well, you have to harry back to
New York to get there before Mr. Ebene-
zer Moore, and I, like a feol, go el you,
Then T loaf around New York a weck, aud
when I get back to Springficld, nobody
knows or cares what has become of the brat.
And now look at the luck. Mr. Ebeneczer

What's

You're g sharp one, you are!”
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Moore himself finds the child, adopts her,
and after eighteen years, William Moore
suddenly appears, advertises in the paper,
finds his danghterina jiffy, and where am 17
Now have I t0ld the story right, or not?”

< Yes, that's just as it happened.”

“Well, then, do you see why I've heen
over it all? Toshow youwhat an infernal fool
you've been in the whole business, — that’s
why. And finally you go and spoil every-
thing by blabbing to this William Moore.”

“¥Well, it would have been just as bad if
Lis danghter hedw’t turned up; he's here to
oust you himself.”

¥ know it, but that doesn’t help the
matter, By heavens! you've informed on

me, and shall suffer for it!™
" “Do you threaten your own mother,
Ezra?”

“Yes, I threaten my own mother. 1
dow't care whether you're my own mother
or not. I want you to know you shall he
punighed! ™

¢ I'm not afeard.”

“Tla! you defy me, old woman, do you?
Take that!” and the cowardly brute struck
his mother a fierce blow in the face. Mrs.

vichard Iloyt, alies Mra. Jarvis, fell, and
striking her Liead against the corner of the
mantel-piece, sank to the floor, insensible,
with the blood pouring fuviously from.a
ghastly wound on her temple. Ezra looked
at her, smiled, and, turning on his hecl,
went out slamming the door behind him.
No one saw him enter or leave.

“Scrved the blabbing old fool right,”
muftered Ezra.

“It’'s rather a pity,” thought he, as he
walked along, “to put an cond to Ethel
Moore, hot it must be done, She's a fine
girl, but she's in my way. Tl sce the
beauty this evening,” and he walked to
Ar. Grabam's house and asked to sec Miss
Moore.

Tithel was, unfortunately, crossing the
kall as he entered, 80 she could not refuse
to sce him,

“%Well, cousin Ethel,” said Fzra, gayly,
“forgive me for not calling sooner.”

“ It is not long, Mr. Moore, since you did
us the honor of calling,” replied Tthel, with

a tinge of kanteur, ‘

« Measaring time by days and hours, no;
by loneliness and ennud it has been an age,”
said Ezra, not at all disconcerted.

“IIaving experienced no such feelings
myself, the tine has beenshort,” said Ethel.

“'Fhen you do not miss Mr. Vineent Gra-
ham?” :
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Bthel’s incomparable eyes blazed upon
him.

«1 confess that the strangeness of your
question prompts me, rather curiously, to
ask you why you infer anything of the sort?”

“Then you would insinuate, that, as a
zeneral thing, it is indifferent to you what
the motives of my remarks nmay be.”

Lthel raised her arched brows slightly, in
unaffected surprise.

“ Insinuate! Y made no insinuation, sir;
it was an unqualificd asscrtion.”

‘Ezra gnawed his pale lip in rage.

¢ In what respect have my words or con-
duct displeased you, Miss Moore?”

“ They have not displeascd me, sir.”

§ 0Lt then you approve of them?”

“ Pardon me, sir, if I say you are hasty
in your conclusions. Ilow can I be dis-
pleased at, or approve of anything on which
I have not bestowed a moment’s regard?”

“ There is no need, I presume,” ericd
Ezra, hotly, “to disgaise the fact that we
are encimics? ™

“You do presume, I thiuk,” said Ethel,
looking regal. “Enemies indecd! pardon
me, we are acquaintances and—naothing
more. You wished to sec my father; I am
sorry ; he is not at home.”

“ Nay, I called on you.”

“ AWl A very delightful evening, DM,
Maoore.”

Tzra, in spite of his anparallelled audacity
and futile resources, felt utterly vanguished
in the presence of this superb creature.
She was'as cool, as overpowering, as im-
penetrable as an iceherg. Their conversa-
tior, thus far, had rwot decpened her color
one shade; she had not shown the slightest
depth ot fecling; she mercly hetrayed a
rather langnid, slightly wearied air, as if
supporting, out of politeness, an interview
whicl was simply stupid and nothing else.

This was the impression the crafty Eara
received.

Ethel was not really undisturbed, althongh
she appeared so. " Shefelt, as has been said,
an intuitive horror of this man; sbe looked
at him with the innate emnity one feels for
asnake. Ttis a bencficent provision of the
Creator, that virtue and purity are armed
against corroding vice in whatever shape it
may come disguised, by this natural, infal-
lible, inexplainable repugnauce.

The wily schemer, whom she had certainly
repuised thus far, had no thought of giving
np the attack. He felt that Echel was his
instellectunl superior, and to cope with her,
with the weapons of irony and sarcasim, was
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hopeless, but ke knew s theme on which he
could distress her, —her absent lover.

Gorg g héoutiful night, I trust Mr. Vin-
cent (raham is having fine weather on his
vorage.” '

« T'should be glad to think he was on his
way Lo Enrope,” answered Lithel,

This reply surprised Ezra. Ile could not
nnderstand how & woman could prefer to
have her lover false than dead.

“1yo you not believe he has left the
conntry ¥ ?

“Yon might as well .ask me whether T
believe he has gone to the moon,” said
Ethel.

¢ Why, what is there improbable in his

going abroad?”

«T'he supposition ig simply absurd, ¢hild-
ish., Why should he go abroad? What
assignable reason is there for Mr. Graham’s
going -abroad, or at least, of his going
sbroad in such a manner?”

“ Did you not sce the letfers that came
into your gnardiar’s hands?**

Ithel turpcd her eyes, flashing scorn
(mingled indeed with fear) upon him,

“THow did you know he had those let-
ters?”

“Why, he showed them to me,” said
Bera, promptly, never at a loss for a lie.
¢Jle came to me in great distress and re-
vealed all hig apprehensions in regard to his
son, I must confess that, much as I admire
Vincent, the proofs of his guilt were con-
clisive to my mind.”

“ T don't wonder at that,” said Ethel;
“for, from what I remember of those forg-
eries, they appeared the weakest, grossest
lics conceivable.”

s They were conclusive to your guardian’s
mind, also.”

Y have no doubt hist mind had been
skilfully prepared to receive them. Butof
what possible interest to me is the eflect
of those silly docwments on your wind, or
even on the mind of my guardian? Let us
thiuk of some other topic.”

o I must conless this one is interesting to
ue. Do you know what I think has become
of Vigcent? ™

1 do noty and if my kKnowledge of them
depemds upon my desire to kuow, I shall
always reanin in ignorance of your senti-
ments,”

¢ (onfound this woman's torgue,” mut-
tercd Bzra, beneath his breath: < I never
flattered mysclf, Miss Moore, that my opin-
ions were otherwise than indiffieréant to you.
You seem strapngely determined to take
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evervthing I say in had part. Iiaed intended
to show you a letter which came into my
posiession in a very estraordinmy manner;
hut I presume, of course, yon do not care
to see it.” .

Ethel’s feminine curiosity was somewhat
arouscd.

# Does it relate to Mr. Vincent Graham?*

41t is written by him.” ‘

T eonfess that Afs opinions and writings
do interest me,” said Ethel.

This was just what Ezra wanted.

# Here is the letter, Miss Moore,” and he
handed her the following production, —

“ T will not deny, my own Reatrice, that
I have most shamefully neglected you of
late; but remember, darling, that 1 have &
most diffienlt role to play. Being unhappily
engaged to Ethel Moore, I am obliged, nat-
urally, to be a good deal in her society.
ITow insipid I find that society, after revel-
ling in the vehement outpouwring of your
love, mie ecarissime, I need not say. It is
like brackish water after champagne, if T
meay ®se so coarse an llustration. Ethelis
a good enough girl, amiable, rather pretty,
etc., but as for having her for a wife, — par-
blew! a day with yow is better than ten
thousand speut in Zer smiles, I may say,
without vanity, that the poor creature is
desperately in love with me. It’'s a shame
to break her heart,— I am sorry cnough that
I committed myseclf. The truth is, that she
attended me when I was wounded in that
affpir I told you of, and one day, while she
was reading. poetry to me, something, per-
haps what she read, bewitched me, and I
threw mysclf, metaphorically, at her feet,
Since T met you the engagement has been
liateful to me. I have thought the best plan
for me to pursue is to write the poor thing
some doleful message, intimate suicide, and
then disappear suddenly. After she has
cried a little at my death, she’ll get over it.
and marry some well-to-do old fogy. But
enough about Bthel Moore; forgive moe for
lingering on the uninteresting theme. I
wanted to define my position.

“To not be angry with me, sweet Bea-
trice, for concealing our marriage. Is not
what I have written a suflicient justiftcation
of my coutse? When we reach Europe you
will be addressed as Mrs, Graham and slall
pever suffer disquietude again. Tiil then,
aid me in carrying on the deception.

« T must escort Miss Moore to the opera
this evening; afler that I will see you, and
believe me, darling, every throb of my
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heart, every pulsation of my life, beats for
you and you alone.
¢ Wholly yours,
. ¢ViINeT. GRAIIAM.
« NEw YORE, Sept. 3, 18—="

The first words of this letter fascinated
Ythel, and she read it curefully through.
Lzra watched her with a devil's joy.

Ithel, as she read, wus seized by an
overpowering fear. This was certainly
Viscent’s handwriting; this was certaiily
Vincent’s style. She looked at the sigha-
ture, — there was the faniliar abbreviation
he always uged. Was it possible?  Wos
Vincent this villain? Every feeling, every
sentiment in that true heart, rose up.rebel—
lious, against the idea; and yet her senses
told her that this letter was no forgery.
Lvery atom of color deserted her face
had Ezra been nearcet he would have had the
gratification of seeing her tremble violently.

lie read slowly to recover heyr composure,
but every line added to the horrible suspi-
cion. The explanation that the letter gave
of the mournful eplstle she had veceived, of
his sudden disappearance, tended to eon-
firm the dreadful thought of his perfidy.
But all this horror, all this suspicion has-
tening to conviction, were ag transient as a
breath upon a mirror. Thanks to her un-
gullied soul, her inflexible constancy, her
sublline faith, doubt died in the act of com-
ing into life. A bitter scorn and detestation
of hersclf swept across her very being, and
her lips moved in a swift prayer to Vincent,
living or dead, to pardon her evanescent
infidelity. The next moment the deep
depths of her love were as undisturbed and
caim, as if this storm had never hwrried
over them.

So, when she came to the close of this
epistle, she was reinstated. in her serenity.
She carefully folded up the note, restored it
to its envclope, and, apparently suppressing
a yawa, returned it to her companion, say-
ing, —

©“ A very ingenlous composition, Mr.
Moore, Really I must congriatulate the
writer, wlhoever he may bhe, on his skill in
_imitating My, Grabam’s hand and style.
Mr. Graham couldn’t have written the lefter
better himself.”

Tzra, baffled} was consumed with rage.
He felt a eonsiderable degree of admiration,
"too; he thought the young lady was acting
all the time. Such faith was above his
comprehension,

« If the writer of that note keeps on he
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will make a very suecessful forger,” =aid
Ethel, in a meditative manner, ¢ Have youn
any more specimens, Mr, Moore? ”

“I am really rejoiced that you did not
believe Mr. Grakam was the author of this,”
said Ezra. 1 was afraid he wrote it him-
self.”

Ethel 1langhed merrily. ¢ That Mr. Gra-
ham wrote it! Pray pardon me, but the
idea struck me as very funny. Why should

tle? Have youa seen Hackett as Falstall,
Mr. Moore?”
¢ Mackett be hanged!” muttered Bzra,
ingudibly. ¢ Were we talking about the
thestre, Miss Moore? ™ .
‘¢ 1¥e were not, but it would be an agree-
ble change.”
“#Don't you want to see any more of
what you call ‘ingentous compositions,’ Miss
Moore?”
“No, I confess I do not. I have read
three specimens already. Cleverly done, I
admit, but they grow tame.”
« Well, we will change the subject. Have
you seen my father? ”
Fithel was really surprised this time, bub
she did not show it.
s QOh! you know then that he is alive? I
congratulate you, sir. Pray how did you
discover it? Yes, I have seen him fre-
quently.”
«T have not had that pleasure yet. Can
you tell me where he lives?”
¢ At the Whitney House, I believe.”
« Thank you,” said Ezra, rising. “I will
pay him my respects. Can you appreciate
the feelings of one who has not seen his
father for many years?”

«I ecam,” said Ethel, sadly, and Fzra
howed himself out, ill-concealing the cha-
grin that the interview had caused bim.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
A Sﬁ!iPRISE.

Arter the conversation just related, Ezra
no longer wavered in his purposc of mur-
dering Ethel and her father. Tt was absgo-
lutely necessary that they should be * put

would prevent Franchot’s property being
taken from him, and his imposture becom-
ing known. And now he felt an uncontrol-
Iable rage against KEthel, —a rage which

only her life conld satiate.

le amuse himself by writing such an epis- .

out of the way,” ag he expressed it, if he .
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He walked rapidly down-town till he
reached Houston -Street, and, passing down
this towards the Xuast River, he turned into
Allen Street, and entered one of the vilest
houses in the neighborhoodl.,; He did not
¥ing, but, opening the door with a latch-
key, went up a creaking pair of stairs in the
midst of utter darkness, ard stopped at a
door on the second floor. Here he made
three rapid light knocks and a peeuliar
scerape with his thumb-nail. In answer to
this signal the door opened, and Ezra went
at once into the presence of D, Murragh,
Esq., attorney and counsellor-at-law. This
man was, apparently, about forty ycars of
age. His hair was black, tinged slightly
with gray; his eyes small, piercing, and
sunk in cavernous sockets; his face close-
shaven and sallow, almost of the color of
the parchment upon which he was at work
before Rzra arrived. He was tall and very
thin, —in fact, emaeciated, —and his sunken
chieeks gave evidence of studies prolonged
far into the night. He was dressed in a
rusty suit of black, much too large for his

_ shrunken limbs,

We have clsewhere stated that this man was
very vich.  Why he lived in such a wretched

~den was a mystery to his acquaintances.

Strictly speaking, however, his residence
was wretched only in consideration of itg
surroundings.  Thia room was farnished
with some degree of neatness, and a very
cosey bedroom adjoined it. The furniture
was heavy oak, and a Brussels carpet of cak
and green, rather worn and faded, but once
handsome certainly, decorated the floor.
A shelf of books bound in legal calf oecu-
picd a considerable portion of the wall, and
the room boasted a large, old-fashioned
desk, full of recesses and “ pigeon-holes.”
A cheerful fire burned brightly in the grate,
although the night was by no means cold.
"A table in {he centre of the apartment was
laden with manuscripts and books; piles of
books filled the window-sills and the threo
chairs which the room contained.

Mr. Murragh resumed the stool he had
heen occupying ; Ezra nodded familiarly to
the lawyer, and, coolly turning the contents

_of a chair upon the floor, sut himself down.

Mr. Murragh was a very shrewd man, a
remarkably shrewd man. Ile came of an
admixtare of blood that produces schemers,
— the mingling of the Irish with the Italian.
His father, an Irish Roman Catholic priest,
relinquished the sacerdotal office to marry
a young talian girl who had been wont to
(confess her sing to him. In course of time

15
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she .had confessed her love besides, and,
being offered absolution in marriage, ac-
ceptedd it, ‘The present gentleman had
arrived in the United States with his par-
ents when about six years of age; had lost
them both in one week by small-pox; had
been & news-boy, “runner” in a lawyer's
oftice, lawyer's clerk, and was now a rich
attorney, rarely appearing in court but en-
joying a by no means despicable practice.
With wonderful assiduity he had edueated
himself, not only in English studies but in
¢lassics, and was an  exceedingly well-
informed man.

“ What's up now, A. B.?” he asked.

¢ A rather ticklish job to be done, Donny,”
replicd E«ra.

 State your case,” said the lnwyer,

“Well, in the first place, I want —

“Stopl If you pleaze. Allow me. I
don’t want to know what you want to do or
to be done. Say A. B.if it’s all the same to
you.”

“Well, then, A. B. has two individuals
in his mind’s eye whom A. B. particularly
desires to rid of the burden of existence.”

“Yes, Goon”

“One of these invividuals is a man
named —"

‘Excuse rmeo,” — interrupted the other,
“ don’t say his name s, say his name might
be !!l

“All right. A man whose name might be
William W, Moore.”

Mr. Murragh nodded. The name seemed
familiar to him.

“The other,” continfied Tzra, « 18 ayoung
lady, who might be called Iithel Moore,”

¢ Tg 1t possible that she may be any rela-
tion of the first-mentioned party?

* It iz possible that she may be his daugh-.
ter.”

“Very good,” sald Murragh, smiling..
4o on,”

“#I—Twouldsay A. B. —has, as you ara-
aware —"

‘ Beg pardon, ¥ am not aware; don’t say
I am aware; I know nothing ahout these-
circumstances.”

“Excuse me. Well, A. B, has heen rep-
resenting himself to be the son of this so-
cailed William Moore, and has by means of
such representations come into'the posses-
sion of the fortune of a man named-—I
mean who might be called Auguste Fran-

‘chot? D’ye understand?

“ Perfectly, Proceed.”
‘A, B. has been all the time under the:
supposition that the so-called: William,
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Moore was dead. The fact that he is not
dead is an ugly fact to A. B. Therefore A.
B. desires that the so-called Willinm should
be dead, and that at once. A. B. is also
desirous that the so-called Ethel Moore —"

#“Don’t bawl her name out that way,
man."”

“ What an infernaliy cautious chap you
are! Well, A. B. wants the young woman
to die, slso, because she is really the heiress
to the property which A. B, is now in pos-
segsion of” .

“Yon have told your story very well,”
observed Mr. Murragh. ¢ Now what eourse
does A. B. intend to pursue?”

“That is exaetly what A. B. wishes  to
ask Mr. Murragh, and, having great confl-
dence in the judgment of Mr. Murragh,
intends to abide by his advice.”

“ Will A. B. be suspected by anybody in
case the supposititious individuals shounld
depart this life?r”

¢“He would be suspected by no one ex-
eept possibly an old Scotchman, who does
not amount to much.”

s Scotchman! bah! if that’s all A. B. is
safe. Well, does A. B. require any suggoes-
tion in regard to the mode of putting people
into another and & better world?”

© Possibly not; but it is always well to
take Donnizetti Murragh's opinion.”

¢ A, B. does me honor., Well, there are
various modes, — the knife, noiseless, but
brutal and inartistic —”

“Bah! We've had enough of the knife,
Murragh.”

The lawyer's face grow a shade paler,
«TIist1 man, what do you mean by calling
cut in that style? Happily these walls are
non-conductors of sound; but (10 be more
disereet.”

# Ask your pardon— to refurn. No, the
knife won't do — especially for the fair so-
called Ethel. I feellike Othello, — ¢ 1 would
not scar that whiter skin of hers than
snow,’ ete. You don't like poctry, do youn,
Murragh? Well, I won't quote any more.
The knife's disposed of. What next?”

“ Polson.”

* Poison is dangerous to use, These pry-
ing chemists will find the millionth part of
a grain with their infernmal analyses, and
detectives will always ferret out where you
purchased it.”

«#Well, then, there’s drowning.”

¢ Hard to be done without being seen.”

“True. Smothering?”

#1 like that better; leaves no trace, and
is easlly done.”
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“ What do you say to starving to death?™

“That’s not so good — takes a long time,
and, besides —*

“Is too cruel?”

‘ Pooh! I neverthought of that. Imeant
it gives the party a chance to escape, —un-
less, indeed, he's buried alive,” added Ezra,
thinking of Vincent.”

‘ Btarving’s all out of the questmn, of
course,” said Murragh. **I only mentioned
it to see what yow'd say. Starving’'s absurd
and impossible. Well, do you decide on
smothering

¢ Yeg, I think smothering’s the best plan,
after all. Now let’s have your opinion as to
how to manage the affair.”

When Ethel informed her guardian that
she had found her father and that his name
was Morris, Mr. Graham was very much
agitated. His horror and dread of Morris
were unspeakable, — Morris, the sharer of
his fatal secret, his denouncer, — the man
whose word could consign him to the scaf-
fold. So much agitated and confounded
was he by the anncuncement that he was
incapable of making any inquiries of Ethel,

late a little fiction she had concocted to ex-
plain matters without betraying ber father’s
incognite. Mr. Graham, feeling that he
must sleep If he would live, dosed himself
with laudankm now ecvery night. In the
sleep thus gained he dreamed frightful
dreams; a wretched conscionsness tortared
his waking dours. It was impossible for
Lim to stand thls kind ‘of life; he was last
verging to the grave, Mrs. Graham was
also unwell, and had left the city for change
of scene.

It was about eleven o’clock in the even-
ing when Ezra and Murmwh hegan their
conference. Two hours later a carriage
rattled noisily through TFifth Avenne and
gtopped in front of Graham’'s house. Iithel
started up wide awake, and the next mo-
ment the door-bell, violently pulled, clanged
througlh the mansion. She heard the porter

open the front door} she counld catch the
gound of men’s vo:ces in excited talk; she
heard the porter run up the stairs and knock
hurriedly at her waiting-maid’s door, and

habille, rushed into Ethel’s room, looking
very pale, and besought her niistress to artse.

“What is it?” cried Ethel, very much
alarmed.

¢ Your father, miss—"

and that young lady was not obliged to ¥e-

drag himself sleepily throogh the hall and.

presently that young woman, rather en des-'
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s Well, speak.”

« Js very mick, miss, - perhaps dying.
They've sent for you.”

Ethel utiered a low cry; butshe 1nstautly
grew very calm, ¢ Tell them,” said she, in
her ordinary tones, ¢ that I will be instantly
down.”

She ewas down in a marvellonsly short
space of time. Mr. Graham appearcd at the
top of the stairs; he was terribly haggard,
aud in his white dressing-gown looked like
a ghost. He was but hall’ awake, and be-
wildered by the opiate. ‘ Where are you
going?” he called, to Tthel

“T'o 1ny father,” she answered. ¢ Come,
let’s start at once. Oh, come! don't wait—"
this to the messengor standing by the door.

“Your father!” ¢jaculated Graham. # Ah!
your father! yes, yes, I know. My respects
to Morris,” and he looked at her idiotically.
She hurrled ddwn the steps after her con-
ductor; he sgemed to be an Irishman, and
a tall, thin man; one of the porters of her
futhet’s Trotel, she thought. On the car-
rlage box sat two men besides the driver,
The man with Xthel opened the carriage

. door for her; she sprang in, and the fellow

turning to the driver, asked, —

“ What are those men up there for?”

“ O, they're frinds of miue that likes to
ride about with me o’ nights.”

The man grumbled to himself, and with-
out apology enterved the carriage, first say-
ing, * To where I said,” — and the carriage
whirled away.

Whirled away, out from the long line of
palaces that flanked the deserted Avenuc,
into murow, dismal streets redelent with

bud odors; whirled rapidly along across
the city towards the river.

Etitel, in her agitation (great, althou"'h
she was outwardly calm), knew not in what
direetion they were driving., “Is this the
way to my father's hotel?” she asked, at
length, anxiously.

“0OFf course,” replicd -her companion,
grutily,

Ethel wondered a moment at his rade-
ness ; but thoughts of her father drove all
suspicion from her mind.

They passed beyond the limits of brick
and stone and cntered the city’s dreary out-
skirts, In front of alarge weather-heaten
and unpainted wooden house, standing al-
most on the water's edge, the carriage
stopped at last. Ethel could not see the
building ; there were no gas-lamps near the
spot, and the night was very dark. Her
companion — Mr, Donnizetti Murragh—
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burst opon the carriage door and sprang to
the ground. Ethel eagerly followed, Then,
for the first time, thoughts of treachery
flashed upon her. ¢ Where am I?* gasped
the poor girl.

“ My visitor, Miss Moore,” cried the
harsh voice of Ezra, and he grasped her
waist with his brawny arm and dragged her
up the dilapidated steps into the house.
‘*The other party’s all right,” said he to
Murragh. ¢ Send off the carriage and come
in” )

The driver had driven his vehicle down
on to a wharf o turn around, and was not,
therefore, a spectator of this scene. As he
reappeared, Murragh noticed that the two
men who had been riding with him were no
longer to be seen. *°They jumpced off some
time back,” said the driver, in answer to
Murragh’s inquiry. He took his fare, and
drove rapidly away, turning a corner and
disappearing from sight.

Fthel, more dead than alive, was hurried
through a damp and musty-smelling hall,
and into a large, half-furnished and uncar-
peted room. It was partially lit by a smoky
oill lamp, and its plaster walls showed great
black blotches where the rain Ilaﬂ soaked
through.

¢« Prepare yourself for a surprise, Miss
Moore,” sald Hzra. “ What do you see
yonder? ?

Ethel, peering into the obscurity, could
barcly distinguish the outline of a lounge,
in & farther corner, with what appea.red to
be a human form upon it.

¢ There’s an acquaintance of yours over
there, Miss Moore,” continued Hara, ¢ Come
and see him. Donny, bring the lght.”

He dragged the almost inanimate gird
across the room. Murragh held the lamp
high np, and Ethel saw her father lylng on
a miserable bed, bound hand and foot and
gagged. He was consclous, for he turned
hiz eyes with a piteous look upon his
daughter.

Ethel uttered a shriek, loud and pierc-
ing, and sought to throw herself apon him;
but Ezra caught herin his ruthless grasp
and held her back.

“Not so fast, my beauty!” cried he.
¢ No affectionate demonstrationg, if you
plense; they sicken me."” '

Murragh replaced the light on the table
and sat down, smiling devillshly, Ezra
also took a seat and forced Iithel into his
lap. 8he struggled and fought with the
flerceness of desperation; but it was of no

avail.
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Ezra was disguised to look like an Irish-
man; he now pulled off red false whiskers,
and burst out lIaughing in horrid glee.

tDonny, take off that beard; you arc
ugly enough any way. — Now, Miss Moore,
—what’s the matter? are you dead? Ifso,
it’s premature. Bak! don’t dic in my arms,”
and he let her sink upon the floor.

“Now,” continned Ezra, speaking very
slowly, and in a very checrfal voice, “isn't
this a complete surprise for you?. You
thought you’d find your father dying; he
never was in better health inhis life. 1Tow
o yon like this place? It's a good ways
from the city, — all the better; nobody can
hear your screams. It's dark and dismal, —
all the better; a fitter place to dicin. It's
tnever visited, -— all the better; your body
won't soon be founrd. This gentleman here
—1ny friend, Mr. Donny —quecr name,
gint it? —and I, are going to put you and
your fathes to death, — nfurder you, in
fact. You didn’t expect to be murdered
when you went to bed last night, did yon?
Quite o surprise for you, isn’t it? Douny
and I think we'll smother you. How do you
like the idea? Come, I'llbe gencrous; you
may choose the mode you prefer, What,
won't you speak? Well, there's no use
wasting time. Smother it is, Doany. Get
the pillows. Confess, Miss Moore, we have
given you a complete surprize. The pillows
are in that eloset, Donny.”

Scarcely were the words uttered when the
closet door flew open wide, and three
gtrong men epyang out, The foremost —a
great fellow in shaggy clothes, and with
iminense whiskers — raghed, as quick as
thought, at Ezra, and erying, * Tit for tat,
a surprise for you,” struck him fiercely on
the head with a club, and felled him, sense-
less, to the floor.

Murragh, seized with panie, started for the
hail; but too late; a tall man, with a shield
gleaming on his breast, stood with his back
to the door, smiling scorofully and waving
the lawyer back with a disdainful gesture,
Murragh felt for a pistol, but was quictly
clutehed and handcuffed by the third man —
also o policerman, ‘

Tithel had nearly swooned away. The
rhan who had felled Ezra, raised her tender-
Iy in his arms and covered her fice with
impassioned kisses.

“Dou't cry, don't tremble, Ettle darling.
Bah! what afool Tam! of courseyou don’t
know me. Here.” He placed her on her
feet, pulled off his disguises, took off his

SCHEMES.

hat and laughed mefrily. Ethel gazed a
moment, and then rashed forward into the
arms of — Edwin Moore.

CIIAPTER XXXIV,
EXPLANATIONS. .

ETHRL'S astonishment at Edwin’s sadden
appearance was no greater than his when
he was told that the man who lay there
bound and gagged was her father. It was
nearly three o'clock in the morning, but IXd-
win would notlisten to such a thing as going
away Lill he had heard the whole story. 1o
fact, Mr. Moore was ready enough to stay,
for he felt weak and sick after the rough
handling he had rveeeived. It appeared that.
he had been summoned from his hotel, by a
man who represented himseif to be a sei-
vaut of Mr. Graham’s, to go at once to his
daughter, who was dangerousty {il; and on
entering the carrviage walting for him had
been attacked and overpowered by the fel-
low — Ezra Hoyt. '

Edwin directed the policemen to take
Murragh and the still senseless Bzra into
ancther room, and await further instruc-
tions, ’

Then Ethel, sitting with her arm avound
her futher’s neck and holding Fdwin’s hand,
told thelatter all in g few brief words, Wil-
liam Moore assisting her and supplementing
her narrative.

* You must net feel, dear Ned,” said she,
¢ that you have lost a sister.”

“ No, but foand an uncle,” said Mr, Moore.
“ But come, I want to know how you hap-
pened to be here in the right spot, at the
right time.”

“ Well,” said BEdwin, * while youw're getting
hack your strength I'll tell you my yarn,
You know that I was expceting leave of
absence. Well, T got it the other day, and
started at once for the east. Tarrived yes-
terday morning,”

¢ And didn’t come to see me!” cried Ethel

“T had to go and see Jessie first,” sald
Edwin, ingennously. :

¢ 0h! of course, and you made a pretty
long call.”

“Hear me out, you little minx! Jessie
seemed very glad to see me, and —"

¢Ts it possible! ” cried Ethel,

“And,” continued Edwin, ¢ gave me all
the news, except about my uncle here, your
father. I was very sorry to hear that Mrs,
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Grabam was sick. Why didn’t some of you
write me about Vincent’s disappearance?
You thought he’d turn up, I suppose. Well,
T didw’t know a word about it till Jessic told
me. Now, in ecoming here from Minnesota,
1 had to ride a good many days in the cars
with nothing to read bnt a couple of news-
papcrs.' Well, simply because I had noth-
ing better to do, I devoured all the recad-
ing-matter .and then hegan the advertise-
ments, and lacky enough it was that I did
s0. Stowed away in one corner I saw half
a dozen lines, saying that the friends of a
young man, with dark-brown hair and mus-
taclie, dressed in such a manner, and who
had disappeared from his home sowme days
ago, would find information in regard to
him, by calling at such and such a place in
this city.”

Every vestige of color left Ethel’s face
and she trembled like a leaf.

¢ G0 on, dear brother, go on!” she erigd,
in an almost inaudible volce, her agitation
inerensing every mowment,

«yWell, when I read that, I, of course,
never dreamed that it was Vincent, and
thought no more ahbout it.  But wheun
Jessie told me the sfory, thisadvertisement
popped inte my head at once, and I caine
near being fool enough to blurt out my idea.
Instead of that, however, I kept mium; and
when slic let ree go, —no, I don’t mean that,
—when I could tear mysclf away, I went
on the double-quiclk o the house in Broome
Street, — that's where the adverfisement
said to inquire, you know. They took me
up inge a very pleasaut room, and what do
you think I saw? Nothing very dreadful,
Iittie,—don’tshiver so,— it was only Vineent
lying in bed, with his eyes considerabiy big-
ger than saweers, and his face pale as—
well, your cheeks at this moment aint & cir-
cunsiance, When the old fellow saw me
Le smiled, — George! that ghastly smilc of
Lis nearly made me blubber right out, — and
stretched ont a hand, — thin and white and
shrivelted up, very much like the ¢ skinny
hand” of that disagrecable old chap in the
“Ancient Mariner,” — and said in a voice
so weak that it was positively ridiculous,
coinhng out of Vincent Graham's throat,
‘ Ned, my hoy, is that you?’ At this up
Jjnmped a pleasant-looking man, dressed in
the uniforin of a sergeant of police, .and
roared out, ‘IIurrah! bolly for you, stran-
ger!’ and gave me a crack in the back that
tingles to this moment, ¢ Jerusalem crickets !
I'm glad you've cotne !’ then suddenly drop-
ping his voice, as.if 1n appreliension that he
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made too much noise {and he certainly did),
ke added in a whisper, ¢ Capn (he noticed
my hars, you see), are you a friend of his’n,
say, are you?’ and he jerked his thumb to-
wards Vincent.” :

“¢T aint anything else,” said I, and down
I sat on the bed by Vint.’s side, and — but
let that go, that's spooney.”

¢ No, no,” gaid Ethel; ¢ what wasg it?”

¢ Well, I kissed him,” said Edwin, blush-
ing (an actnal fact, captains in the army
somectimes blush),

“T'll kiss you for that,” said Ethel, prof-
fering her entrancing lips.

“ Aren’t you ashamed of yourself ?” said
Hdwin, giving her 2 hearty smick., *“ I'm no
relation to you."” ' '

“1 don’t care, Edwin,” said Ethel, ingen-
ucnsly, ¢ it's just as much pleasure to Kiss
you." .

¢« Hear that! ” cried Edwin, ¢ Mr. Moore,
you'd better look out for this daughter of
yours. Well, Vint. was dreadfully weak,
for he had fainted away already. Now don’t
cry, Btiie, — he's in no sort of danger. Iere-
upon this police sergeant — Parker’s his
name, and he’s a trunp, if there ever was
one ~went to work at him as skilfully as
any hospital nurse I ever saw, and brought
him to. ¢ Cap'n,’” said Parker, ¢them words
he spoke when he saw you, were the first
that have passed his lips these ten days, as
I'm a living man. I was afeared the boy
was dumh forlife.’

«« How long since hie recoveroed conscious-
ness?’ I agked.

¢« Only last night, He couldn’t speak and
trled to write with a pencil, but dash
me, if he had strength enough to scribble
a word.”

HWell, T managed to got Parker’s story
all out, although he imparted it in a rom-
biittg fashion;” and Edwin; in afew clear
and condensed sentences, told his interested
listeners all that Parker knew about the
matter. .

“Well,” continued Edwin, ¢ while the
sergeant was talking away, wandering a
thousand miles off and then suddenly getiing
back again, old Vint. lay quiet with his
skeleton hand in mine andlooking as peace-
able as an infant, When Parker finished,
Vint, suid, and his voice was so clear and
firm that we were amazed, ‘Well, Ned, I
supposc you'd like to know how I got into ’
that cellar, gnd you, too, my friend,” he
added, looking towards the police-officer.
Well you may he sure we didn’t tell him
not to trouble himself,
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# ¢ But first,’ sald Vint., ‘tell me, how is
Ethel?’

«“Now the idea of his thinking about you
then!”

¢« Ned,” eried Ethel, with pretended sever-
ity, ‘“‘we don’t want to hear any of your
tiresome veflections. Go on with your
story.”

i Well, T told him you were well, and says
Viat., ‘Thank God!* Now what ar¢ you
crytng about? I never did see anything
like you girls! You ery when you positively
ought to laugh. :

“¢« What doeg she think has become of
me?’ asked Vint,

¢ ¢ She hasn't the remotest idea. There’s
a story that you've run away to Europe.’

¢ < Doos Ethel believe 1£2° cried he, looking
very savago for a ghost.

«¢ Not a bit of it,” says I.

¢ ¢ Of course she don't,” said Vint. ¢ What
afool I am!”’ ‘

<« Well, after he had satisfied himself about
you, he told us this little tale, —a very
pretty thing to happen in the ninetcenth

gentury, as you'll allow; ” and Edwin graph-

ieally related, to the horror of his auditors,
what the regder already knows, how Vincent
had been decoyed to Chrystie Street, felled
by -a blow in the dark, burled alive, and
how he lad effected his liberation. The
last thing he recollected was striking the
iron door with the trowel., Parker's narra-
tive supplied the rest. * And,” conecluded
Edwin, ¢ that man I struck on the head just
now,—that man, thaet man, Mr. Moore,
who decoyed vou here, and was on the point
of killing you, is the wretch who knocked
Vincent seuseless in that vile den, and then
entombed him to die in the lingering agony
of suffocation. Did you ever see himbefore,
Ethel? "

¢ Yes,” sald Ethel, quietly, but very, very
pale: “ that man is your son, father! that
man is my brother! O my God!”

¢ Not gn,” said Mr. Moore; * calm your-
gelf, Kthel; that villain is an impostor; he is
not Harry Moore.”

“Not by a—hem! considerable sight!”
cried Edwin, in a heat; ¢ that fellow is Ezra
Hoyt.” .

“Fzra Hoyt! the man they had in the
¢ Tombs’ as the murderer of Mr. Franchot,”
cried Ethel.

< Youwve hit it, Ethel,” said Edwin, *‘the
same.”

‘¢ And who's the other?”

“His nome’'s Murragh,” replied Edwin.
I shall lodge both those rascals in the
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¢ Tombs’ to-day, and their villanics will
come out.”

“(Oh! come, father,” said Ethel, “let us
leave this place.” '

“ Presently, my love,” said Mr. Moore;
¢ let’s hear the rest of his story before we
go. Come, Edwin.”

“Well, Vint. of course, deseribed thig
rascal of an Lzra IIoyt, his long, brown
hatr, mustache, and gold spectacles, and T
sald I'd try to ferret the fellow out. I didn’t
know nor did Vint. that hehad been arvested
for murder. Wonder how he got away? T
didn’t dream I should sec him. It was
about nine o’clock when I left the dear
fellow, and I started at once for Mr. Graham's
house. As 1 went up the front steps the
porter was out there, just taking ina mat,
o I got in without ringing. The parlor
door was ajar; in I looked, and who should
I see butyou, Ethel, with thut scamp talking

with you, and he Iooked as savage as abull.

I knew fthe fellow in a moment; there were
the hair, muostache, and spectacles, all as
deseribed. I had no doubt he was up to
misehief. Thinks I, T'll follow you, my
man, and see where you put up. So outl
welt as quietly as I éume in, and told the
porter not to say a word about me. Ina
few momonts Hoyt left. Ile looked devilidh
wicked as he euine down the steps, gnashing
his teeth. I took good care he shouldn't
see me. He walked off pretty fast, —1I
following, — and finally brought up atamost
miserable place in Allen Street and went up-
stairs. It was pitech-dark. The stairs
creaked so, I didn’t dare to go up after him.
He cntered & room on the second story, and
then I erept up the flight. LIt & mateh and
discovered that he had entered the office of
one D, Murragh, alawyer, who, I suppose, is
tha§ amiable-looking individual who assisted
him in this business to-night. T tried my
prettiest to hear what the two scamps were
piotting about, but the door was so thick I
couldmw’t hear much. However, I was cer-
tain that I caught the words © Ethel Moore,”
and I could then have taken my oath that
they meant you some mischief. I made up
my mind to stay there till Hoyt eame oud, if
it took till morning. I didw’t have to wait
as fong as that; inaboutanhour the fellows
left together, and I heard Hoyt say, ¢ Well,
Il go after the okl man then, and you fetch
along the girl,—you know where.,! The
men parted at the steps; being, unfor-
tunately, unable to divide myself, I was
compelled tolet one go and follow the other.
Knowing Murragh was after you [ concluded
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to dog bim. ¥ would have pipped his con-
templased enterprise in the bud and had him
arrested, only, you see, I wanted to let him
alone for the present, for I knew he would
join Hoyt again and then T should get them
both. Well, I followed him to a livery
stable. e ordered a carriage, and while

. they were pubting in the horses, I ran

around the corner to a station-house I
happened to know was there, and got a
couple of policemen. They instantly fur-
nished me with the handsome disguise you
saw me in, and hid their shields with over-
goats. Oue of them found a chance to have
a private confab with the driver, and fixed
how all vight.  We all mnounted o the driver’s
seat; Murragh got inside, —and you know
the rest. It went against the grain, Ethel,
for me to allow you to be seared, but unless
I bad let Murragh earry out his plan, T could
not have cawght Hoyt, DBesides, I wanted
to find ont who the ‘old man’ was. Inever
dreamed that it was you, Mr. Moore, - unele
William, I should sy, When the carriage
stopped in front of this place, the policemen
and I instantly jumped down and ran in,
barely cscaping ecncountering Hoyt, By
some intuition we went into this room
(probably becanse there was a light here),
and hid oursclves in that closet. 'We found
comfortable seats on some huge pillows in
there, — intended for your use. So that’s
my report of the whole affair; no losg on
our side and two of the enciny prisoners, -~
one wolmded.”

#T can never thank yon sufficiently, my
dear fellow,” said Mr. Moore.

“ Ag if the thing required thanks!” said
Fdwin, scornfully. * But we'd better take
Ithel home; the carriage is waiting round
the corner.”

“«Can't 1 go and see Vincent? ” asked
Ethel, timidiy.

“Yeg, and excite him inte a brain fever
again. Oh, of course.”

“What! has he had brain fever?”

¢ Rather so,” sald Bdwin; *he was a
regular maniac for two or three days. But
he's all right now; all he needs ig guiet.
The doctor was angry with me for talking
to him last night. He came in just ag I was
leaving, and said he was afraid the conver-
sation wonld put him back; but I don’t be-
lieve it will. Come, let's get ofl.”

They all went downstairs. They stopped
for a moment below, and went into a mis-
erable room on the ground floor, — & room
containing two large windows, each desti-
tute of sashes or glass, Here was Ezra
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still lying insensible and apparently badly
hurt, the two policemen,—and Murragh
sitting sullenly on the floor, his feet tied.

“We can't bring this fellow to,” said one
of the men.

“ Perhaps he's dead,” said Edwin.

*No, sir, his heart beats.”

“Well, as soon as you can, carry them
down to your.station. I'll appear in the
morning and prefer my charge. Will one
of you call the carriage? ’

Mr. Moore, Edwin and Ethel went ount
upon the sidewalk, One of the policemen
hurried off after the carriage.

The remaining policeman looked with great
disgust at the prostrate Eara. ¢ Couldn’t
stand a tap with the locust better than that,
hah! What a nasty-smelling hole this is!*
he muttered. ¢ 'Gad, I'm geing to get some
fresh air,” and he foilowed the rest of the
party into the street.

Scarcely had he disappearcd, when Ezra
started up, alert and vigorous, and saying,
¢ (jood-by, Donny; sorry you're in such
a fix ! ? sprang from a side window, and was
out of sight in an instant. .

He had been temporarily stunned by the
blow, and his head badly bruised, bui that
was all; Hzra Hoyt was as indomitable as
aver,

CHAPTER XXXV,

A MISCONCEPTION.

ViNcuNT Gramam undoubtedly owed his
life to Jim Parker’s tenderness, assiduity,
and care. Having ence passcd the crisis of
his sickness, his recovery was wonderfully
rapid. e regained his strength almost as
quickly as he had lost it. Iow he longed
to leave his sick-room, noune but himself
knew. .

During the few days that elapsed between
the time of Edwin's call, and the morning
when he extorted a reluctant consent from
the surgeon to go out, Vincent had been
the recipient of many tender epistles from
Ethel. She regerved the announcement of
the discovery of her father till she saw
Vincent himself. There are some commu-
nications that one does not care to commit
to paper, but prefers to pour into the con-
fidant’s ear through the warmer, readier,
freer medinm of speech. She had also re-
quested Edwin not to inform Vincent of
Mr. Moore's appearance, for she wished the
pleasure of telling him hersell.

O e
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She thus gave to her letters (otherwise | voice flowed alone in wh
=

loving enough, certainly), an appearance of
reticence, and, to her lover's exacting eyes,
of coldness. ¢ Has Rthel grown estranged
from me in this short absence?” was the
half-formed thought that tortured him. At
length, on a warm morning of that mild au-
tumn, Vineent sallied forth, — his physician
half consenting, half protesting, Sergeant
Parkeraccompanied kim. The deli ght to Vin-
cent qf breathing the free air was so great,
that he would not consent to ride, but, leaning
heavily on the arm of his escort, strolled up-
town. As they neared Mr. Graham's resi-
dence, Vincent could scarcely restrain his
eagerness. Hefelt no fatigue; every step
seemed to increase his strength, e longed
for the mocting that should remove a)l his
doubts and bless him with the proofs of love.

He parted with Parker ut the steps of the

house, insisting upon an early call from
the sergeant. He sprang up the broad
ftight (for he felt now perfectly well), and
was on the point of pulling the bell, when
the door opencd, and a servang appeared.
The man was about to utter an exclamation
of surprise and delight, but Vincent stopped
him. ¢ Be quict,” said he, *“ and do not an-
nounce me. Is Miss Moore in?”

“Yes, sir. Miss Moore is in the parior
with a gentleman,”

Vincent’s brow contracted slizhtly,

“Ah!” said he, “well, go on.” The man
went out and Vincent was left alone in {he
hall,

Now Vincent Graham was as little likely,
in a healthful state of mind and hody, to bo
tortured by jealousy, as any man. e was
not made of the weak stuff of which doubt-
ing lovers are composed. But at this time
he had scarcely recovered from a long and
wearing illness, his nervous system was
unsirang, his mind irritated and irritable,
his sensibilities morbidly acute. At this
moment, ¢ trifles light as air,” would he to
him * conflrmation strong ag proots of holy
writ.” As there are certain conditions of
the body which render one peculiarly
liable to be infected by discase, so there is
& status of the mind, accompanied, and per-
haps induced, by a disordered frame, that
permits fealousy and other weakening pas-
sions to rush in unchecked, subduing, dom-
inant. Vincent advanced quietly along the
wide, marble-paved hall. He approached a
small and luxuriously furnished ante-room,
a sort of salle-basse; its door was ajar.
Subdued sounds of conversation reached

0 at seemed to
Vincent the fluency of love, broken into
now and then by Ethel’s silvery treble.

Nothing was more repugnant to Vincent
than playing the ignominious part of eaves-
dropper; he hastened forward to interrapt
the conversation with his presence, whein
these words struck his ear and literally par-
alyzed him ; heleaned against the Wﬂ.]l; inca-
pable of motion, — #My chief happiness is
your love, sweet Ethel; ‘and to this obser-
vation, that seemed saorilege to Vincent,
a r_cply came in the liquid melody of Tthel's
ancu, aceentuated by love, “ And that hap-
piness youn shall never, never lose ! ”

Now, if Vincent had, at this moment,
been in possession of & tithe of his usuai
s-elf-command aund powers of discrimina-
tion, he would not have beocn deluded.
St::n'tiug from the indisputable premise that
such words could not be addressed by Lithel
to any one save himself, or o near relative
of hers, he would have at onee apprehiended
that she was conversing with her brother
uncle, or, a3 was really the cage, with hex,'
father. But Vincent kuew that the veice
was not Edwin's, and the possibility that
her father had appeared never oceurred to
him. He muormured to himself, “She is
tired of me,—she has found another lover,”
and leaned, broken-hearted, against the cold
hard wall. . ’
“Good-by, darling,” continued My,
Moore, in the melodious tones that mad-
dencd Vincent, and the poor fellow standing
there alone in his wretchedness, heard th:
tantalizing sound of kisses, —so pleasant
to participate in, so vexatious for an out-
sider to hear. So stood the exiled angels
without the impassable pearly gates, and
listened fo the distant sounds of the happi-
ness that they themselves had fols and
lost.

In that brief instant, however, away went
all the weakness from Vincent's frame, and
he stood up as ercet and resolute as he had
ever been in the fulness of health angd
strength., His face was pale, but his eyes
shone with an incandesecns flame, and his
lips were flrmly pressed together. Two
rapid strides brought him to the partor; he .
pulted the noiseless door open and looked
in. There was Ethel, his betrothed, restine
in the arms of a, by no means’ old, bu?:
handsome man, her arms about his neck,
her lips pressed against a bronzed and
manly cheek. A glance told him this was
Morrig, the mysterious stranger, the man

his ear. The tones of some man's deep

in whose prosence Ethel had always been

BAFFLED SCHEMES. 121

so unaccountably agitated. Vincent felt a
strange calm; no mad impulse to rush in
and slay the usurper and the faithiess one,
scized him; e looked with a dispassionate
although gleaming eye.

Mr. Moore released hig danghter from Lis
warm caress, and atmost at the same mo-
mett they both looked up. Xthel could not
repress a oy, and inthe excess of her joy
ker face turned white. To Vincent, that
exclamation, that sudden pallor were evi-
denees of shame at detected guilt; so alike
are the outward manifestations of totally
dilferent feelings. Ethel started up to meet
him; Vineent took but a step forward, and
then said, in tones that appatled Ethel, so
courteous, frozen, exquisitely ironical were
they, —

¢ Pardon me, Miss Moore, and you, too,
sir, for this unsensonable intrusion. I con-
foss I did not expect to meet you here, sir,
but you seem to be a welcome visitor,—
very welcome, Acceptmy congratulations.
Is my mether in, Miss Moore, may I ask?”

Ethel longed to rush forward and throw
herself into her lover’s arms; but there was
a repelling iufiuence about him, & cold, im-
penetrable barrier of reserve she dared not
assail, Was this to be their meecting after
weeks of suffering and sickness?

“ (O Vineent!” she cried, ¢ tell me” —
she paused; the cold light from Vineent's
eyes frightened her.

« What!” he said, in measurcd iones of
icy hauteur, * you call me Vincent! I can-
not but admire your assurance, Miss Moore,
while I wonder at i6.”

« Ol tell me,” cried Ethel, ¢ why you talk
and lock so strangely! What lave I
done¥?

«Yes, what has she done, Mr. Graham,
that you treat Lier thus? ¥ said Moove,

“&ir,” ericd Vincent, turning his fleet-
flashing cyes upon him, and unconscionsly

making a movement like a tiger, full of |

grace and terror, about to scize its prey.
“ Do you ask me why? Your audacity is
sublime. My indignation causes you un-
‘easiness, does it} Bah! stay and solace
yourself in your companion’s accommodat-
ing love. I weary mysclf; good-morning.”
1le turned contemptuously on his heel and
moved towards the door. Ethel started
forward with blended love and anguish in
her look. ) ‘

« () Vincent!” she eried, with tenderness
and supplication, kil me, but don’t despise
me! ARh!” she added, a sudden light

him, and you don't understand why I did so.
Let me explain.”
¢ ynderstand it very well,” said Vincent,
coldly; *no explanations are necessary.”
<« And you know the relation belween
us?”
« Perfectly well; a relation on which X
congratulate you both.”
Unhappy misconception, that a word
would have banished! Xthel thought le
had heard that she had found her father;
Vincent thought that she boasted, with
shamecless cffvontery, of a second engage-
ment. Ethel, knowing then no cause for
his anger, began to fecl the injustice and
cruclty of his words and manner. Vincent,
deeming thot she had confessed her perfidy,
cxperienced consequent loathing and detes-
tation of ope so fair and yet so false. Mr.
Moeore put the snme interpretation on Vin-
cent’s words that Bihel had put, and his
indignation rose at the unmerited re-
proaches.
«“ 8ir,” said he, T always thought youn
worthy of Bthel, but I am beginning to
think otherwise. You are eruel and unjust.
I don’t know that T would now consent to
give her up to you.”
“ Dow't torture yourself with the idea,
sir. I have no wish to robh you of your
prize. You have got her; keep her; I wish
you joy.”
“«To you renoance Ethel now, on the
spot?”
« A strange question! Most assuredly I
do. Are you not sorry? You who have
lately found shis jowel, keep it, but guard it,
But why prolong this conversation? I in-
terrupted a tender passage; pray, let it
proceed with remewed sweetness.” He
bowed profoundly, with studicd politeness,
and lett the voom, and, at the same moment,
Ethel fell fainting in her father’s arms.

Vineent strode by scveral astounded ser-
vants in the hall without the slightest rec-
ognition, and with a look in his eyes that
trightened them all. He went, at once, to
hiz room and shut himself in. Hours of
agony '‘now swept over him. The ¢iron
entercd his soul.” An intense, bitter, hope-
less, poignant grief engulfed him. KEthel's
death would not have becn half go dreadful
as wad her perfidy, —a perfidy she had
openly acknowledged and almost boasted.
Ethel false! and with the annihilation 3f
his trust in her, came the annihilation of all
life's joy.

Qut of doord, the mellow sunshine of

breaking upon her, ¢ you saw me kissing
i6

October turned the atmosphere into liquid
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gold; the vivid blue of the sky was un-
broken by the faintest cloud ; birds, seduced
by the Indian-sutnmer warmth, poured forth
melodics in unrehearsed matinées, or bathed
their rapid wings in light as they cleaved
their purposeless, gleaming way; while the
gilvery plash of fountains in Mr. Graham’'s
garden, the odor of ripe grapes with which
the profuse vines were ladem, the tropic
perfume of orange-trecs and other plants
stealing through the open doors of the con-
servatory, — all assailed the senses with the
delight and power of heauty.

But there i3 a time when all the mystic
power of Nature is unheeded. This hitter
hour had come to Vincent Graham. The
Yyellow glory of the air, the undinuned splen-
dor of the heavens, the rhythmic peals of
falling water, the carols of birds, the scent
of flowers and fruit, for him existed not.
He saw no amethystine spiendor in the sky;
for him it was draped in funereal black; the
sun’s glad rays, before they reached his
eyes, passed throegh a prism that wretched-
ness held up, and were decomposed into dis-
mal tints. If he thought at all of the beauty
of the day it was with no pleasurable emo-
tion. The glare of light without merely
emphasized the blackness in which his soul
was steeped. Bursts of musie, to his ear,
were discordant clangs; he would have
preferred the howling of tempests. He
could not repress the cry of anguish, “ Oh,
insupportable, oh, heavy hour!”

But Vincent was not the man to Lie su-
pine beneath misfortune’s blows. Knowing
well the best palliative for sorrow, he pulled
out his books and began to study, as if read-
ing for high academic honors. Chance led
him to take down the Odyssey, and he read,
in the superb hexameters of Homer, of the
love of Penelope, hor faith, her constancy.
Vineent groaned and irreverently kicked the
epic poem across the room, )

““The sentiments have too much pla,y"in
poetry,” he muttered. ¢ Come then, math-
ematics, - ¢old, intellectual, passionless!”
He seized La Place, and, in a few 'moments,
himself, love, Mr. Morris, Ethel, — all were
forgotten; he heard nothing, saw nothing,
felt nothing, but the mysterious formule.

So decply was he absorbed by this his
favorite pursuit, that a repeated rap at his
door passed unheeded, The door opened
and Kavanasgh walked in.

“Vint.!” he crled.

Vincent was deaf. Xavanagh walked
around and stood in front of him. Vincent

SCHEMES.

“I say!” roared Kavanagh, putting his
hond over the page. “Are you cramming
for ‘biennial?’. Yowll have the brain fever
again.” :

“But why,” said Vincent, abstractedly,
¢« should the cosine of p—*

“ Qh, hang the cosine of H! Listen to
me.”

“Ilolleat Harry, Is it you? Howare you
old boy?” ‘

‘“None the worse for sceing you, Vint.
Can you tear yourself away from mathemat-
ics long enough to listen to me??”

# I shouldn’t wonder.”

“ Listen, then,”

CHAPTER XXXVI.

TIIE CRYPTOGRAPH.

“ You must know,” began the young law-
yer, ‘““that when Ned Moore called and
stated the case —"

“He told you cverything?® interrupted
Vincent.

“Yes. He told me all about this Ezra
Hoyt; he described the man exactly as he
now appears; he told me all Lis villanies:
how it was he who murderved Franchot ; how
he decoyed you to Chrystie Street and be-
stowed prematute obsequies upon you; and
his last attempted mwurder, in which Ned
stopped him so mneatly. I've seen Ned
Moore slightly riled once or twice, hut I
never saw him quite so mad as he was when
he told me about the fellow's escape; he
swore some at the policeman’s carelessness,
Now it seems that Murragh has escaped,
also.”
¢ Is it possible!”

“Yes, They locked him up in a station-
house that night in a room alone, and the
next morning the bird had flown. I've no
doubt this Hoyt helped him out, His room
in Allen Street has. been seavched, but we
found nothing of the slightest importance.
Since then, Ned and I have been on so keen*
a search that we haven't had time to report
progress to you. I went to Broome Street
this mornirg, and was delighted to find yon
had gone out, I came up here as soon as [
could. How do you feel? Are youn getting
better? You look very pale. Why under
the sun do you begin to bother your head

did not raise his eyes from the paper,

with mathematics?”
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« Yot quite so fast with your questions,
Tal,” eried Vincent, with a forced smiie.
«] feel very well; T am getting much bet-
ter; I'm siudying maLhemaﬁcs to drive
away ¢ the blues.””

¢« The blues!?’ with Ethel Moore down-
stairs?. What's the matter? I don’t be-
lieve you're well, at all.”

« 1 Lhave a little headache; bat it's noth-
ing.' Come, go on with your story. What
have you found ont?

“ Well, we watched the place in Allen
Street continually, and last night we were
repaid. A little boy came and stuck & note
ina crack in the wall at the foot of the
stairs. We nabbed the' boy, but nothing
could be made out of him. It was plain, on
examination, that one of these rascals had
mcerely met him in the street and hired him
to stow the note there.”

« Well, what did the note say?”

« That'’s just what I want yon to find out.
It is written in cipher. We made an exaect
copy of it and put the original back in the
erack. IEere’s the copy. You are an inge-
nious fellow. TLet’s see what you make
of it.” .

Vincent took the following note and laid
it on the table in front of hitn, —

¢ ITeck ghknv hpwssw gpqf nnpf thdksld
cheqf 1pwmeh bwn ¢b olpgf P tlw tegpdrgpt
ehieqf em feem. hefldg tennwa ev nowgg
tlw thwev teh rikn w Ip tegpdrgpt ev nnpb
P Ihkfeqfsk qfdkg genpm apg fdkvw ghps
sk jmdon w lp tefwdipg egdkg ouphv teh
nnwmg w iw jkig nnwqg tlw Ikgtdyg eqf 1k
T kf *wt ki rlpkr mw . - L-hw.”

“ A very inlelligible-looking document,”
observed Vineent., ¢ Do you bring this to
a man to decipher when he's just got over
brain-fever?”

¢ dow’t think it will hurt you any more
than Analyticel Geometry; but perhaps you
had better not bother your head with it.
T'll make it out with Ned Moore.”

«“No, no,” cried Vincent, hastily. +I'd
like nothing better than to read the thing.
Let me have it. It's undoubtedly impor-
tant.”

T conldn’t make head or tail of it last
night,” said Kavanagh; * but T wag rather
slecpy. Pl find the clue if I work a
month.”

-+« dom’t think it will take as long as
that,” said Vincent; ¢ it geems an easy sort
of cipher, —mere substitation of letters.
Let's go systematically to work. Make an

together, Now this is something T like,”
continned he, as Kavanagh copied the
paper. “How Conger would enjoy this!
T wish ¥ was woll enough to hunt this Hoyt.
Do yon know, he's the same fellow who
assaulted me in Catharine Stroet.”

8o Ned fold me; but don't speak to me
or I'll make some mistake. Here now,”
sai¢ Kavanagh, presently, “is a perfect
copy of this mysterious epistle.”

“Very well, keep it, and let me have the
other,” said Vincent. “We will assume
that these are not arbitrary signs, but trans-
posed letters, and must try and discover the
principle pursued. Bui flrst let’s find out
what letter stands for e.”

< By finding what lctter is used most
often?” ]

“Yes; that is the most frequent letter.”
«Well, e itsclf occurs twenty-five times.”
v And no other one so many? E, then,
stands for e, The writer evidently did not
hope fo econceal that letter, Let’s look for
some word of three letters containing e it
will probably be ‘the’, I sec two words
spelled * ¢eh’ ™

«That undoubtedly means ¢the,”” cried
Kavanagh. “Why, Vint., the words are
merely anagrams,” >

¢ No, that can't be,” said Vincent, after a
short panse. “'You can't make anything
out of any of the words in the first line,
transpose the letters as you will. We're
wrong. This was written by Ezra IHoyt, I
supposc.” -

«J've no doubt of it,” said Kavanagh.

«Well, he has probably signed his name
to it, and the signature must be ¢ Ezra,” and
not ¢ Hoyt,' for the. first letter iz E.. We
navefound, then, what standsfor z, r, and a.”

« (tood, What do you suppose that cap-
ital 7, that occurs twice, means? >

«"Phe only twe words of one letter that I
think of are ¢ and I, As this is a capital, it
probably stands for the persenal pronoun.”

« But that is a very curions word to close
the note with.”

¢ 8o I think; but'it must be L The only
arbitrary characters, in this thing, are this
little dash or hyphen, which we Have found
means 2z, and that nsterisk in the last line.
T imagine the asterisk stands for x or y, for
it oceurs only once.”

« But what word begins with = or y?*

« Hum!— Ah! Harry,” cried Vincent, sud-
denly, *these words are written backwards,
I think, for you see w, which means &,
ending several words; and words, as a gen-

exuct copy of it, and we can both work
) -

eral thing, don’t end with &.”




124 BAFFLED SCHEMES.

“Yes, ves, you must be right. TLet's try
it that way. Take the last word but one,
mw. W, we have discovered, stands for a.
What word of two letters, begimning with
a, is there? Why ¢ am’, of course!”

“Yes, ‘am’ is the word, undoubtedly.”

“Then the last two words are ‘qm I
The note ends with a question.”

“Well, now take the fifth word from the
end, ending inx or y. We'll call the aster-
isk y, then we have ey. What's the first
letter? I should say ¢, making ¢ day * »

‘CAJE right, Vint. But ¢ teh’ can’t bo * e,
then?”

“ No, I didn't believe it was. - We've got
those three letters, assuming that ¢ stands for
d, as we have in the word ¢ day,” and % is rin
¢ Bzraq.' Then his little word must be red.’ »

“ You don’t think that’s it? ”

“I've no doubt of it.”

~ ¥ Well, what word would be likely to go
with red? —hair? Suoppose we call »lkn,
hair? ™

“No, don’t let’s go to work that way, —
no guess-work. DBesides, p stands for 7, not
& That ilw, which occurs three times,-—
and begins with ¢ and ends with d, —is, of
course, fand.’ We've got, then, the symnbol
forn. Now I want to find out the principle
on which he's transposed these letters; a
is represented by w. Nowif we could only
find out what stands for b. I am going to
assume that ¥ does, and it isn’t guess-work,
cither.” '

‘ Why do yoa hiton v2"

‘ Beecanse I think he has turned the al-
phabet ‘upside down,” and, symholizing ¢
by w, b by ¢, ¢ by %, and so forth, gone
down. Find some word with » in it.”

“There’s ouphv just preceding the Iast
£ teh'! n

“ Well, then, by my plan v is b. I, we've
found out in the word zre, stands for #, and
pisi. Thus we have i, Fill up the Iast
two letters, Hal.”

‘It's* brick,” of course. Why, tobe sure,
‘brick yed.’ Now the preceding word ends
in ¢, and is of five letters, and muost be
¢ house.”

“You're right,” said Vincent. ¢ Pshaw!
Ezra, Hoyt ought to get up o better sceret
alphabet than this if he wants to hide any-

thing important. The puzzle’s as good as
solved. Let's make cut an alphabet on the
plan I suggested, and we shall have the key
to this epistle.”

They both prepared their alphabets in si-
lence, ¢ He represents ¢ and j by the same

“Now, then, let's take the words in order,
beginning at the begiming.”

A short panse, and Vincent said, “ T have
translated the words in the first line, and
this is what I make, *over blows afair this
til unfound.’ *

“That's what I've got.
isn't ity .

“Yes, if youreaditbackwards,” said Vin-
cent, quictly; ¢“then yon have — ¢ wnfound
tHIL this affair blows over.) Bureka! He's
not only spelled the words backwards,
but inverted their order. Ingenious dog!
Your ¢ house brick red,” IHarry, becomes ¢ red
brick house,” which is certainly more por-
spicuous. Come, now, let’s write the whole
thing out.”

They both worked in silence for some
time. ¢ I've finished,” said Vincent; *how
are you getting along?

“Ilalf a Hne more, only. Read yours:
let's see if they agree.”.

“Here, then, —Mr. Iloyt’s billet resds
thus, —

Pretty sense,

#¢1 am going, to-day, to D—, on the Hud-
son, and shall stop at a small red brick
house, situated in a clump of tirs, about six
mileg south of the town. I will be dis-
guised in a long red beard, and shall be
called Hunter. Meet me there disgoised,
and I think we can remain there, unfound,
till this affair blows over. Eziat?

Kavanagh jumped up, in great excitement,
and seized his hat.

“YWhat's up now? ™ asked Vincent.

“I'm going to get Moore, and nab the
fellow.”

“Wouldn't you as lef have me?” asked
Vincent. .

“You! Why, man, youroe mad; you're
not well enough. We may have afight.”
“Psghaw! not well enough! I could pitch
you out of the window this moment, I be-
lieve. The fever pulled me down some, but
I've pieked up wonderfully within & day or
two. I'm going, whether you want me or
not.” ' .

“I'd pick you out of the population of
New York, Vint. Do you think you can
stand i67” '

“Yes, yes. Are you determined to make
the capture yourself, instead of employing
the police, in a sensible, hum-drom way? »
“Iam. No police for me; I want the
lark. Well, since you're hent on it, I've no
more to say; buthow,” he continwed, langh-

lotter, I think,” said Vincent,.

ing, “ can you desert Miss Moore 5o soon?”
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A spasm ef pain swept aseross Vincent’s
face. ! :

¢ Oh, well,” said he, ¢ she must leara to
endure these things. Whenshall we start?”

“ Now. Shall we get Ned Moore?”

“ No, no; let the boy stay with Miss Fair-
fax ; his leave expires soon.”

“Very well. Come, get ready. How
about disguises?” .

0, I know o man who'll fix us out in
teri minutes. Shall T take a pistol?”

« Oh, certainly.”

#Well, here’s one I had when aboy. It's
always becen a favorite of mine, —aColt. I
searcd a robber with it one night when I
was a youngsier, I remember. The fellow’s
ehagrin makes me langh to this day. How'll
this 1z do? Cordureys, shooting-jacket,
and fele hat. Come, Hal, I'm ready.”

The triends went downstairs, They met
o servant.

15 Mrs. Graham in?” asked Vincent.

< Why, sir, she has zone to Newwark.”

¢ Al, yex, Can you tell me when she is
expected home? "

¢ 1 heard Mr. Graliam say, siv, not for ten
days or more.”

At this moment the deor-bell was violently
rung and abmest instantly opened by the
servant whose Land was upon the knob.
The ecnsequence of this sudden movément
was that a large, middle-aged woman, who
was leaning heavily with her back against
the door oatside, fell precipitately into tho
hall, and was only saved from prostratioa
by Thomas's opportune arms. The lady
whose cntrance was so wndgue and tomult-
uous, wasnotat allembarragsed or startied.
She merely observed,

¢ Sudden thing, very. TPrompt people
here.”

Vincent laughed. < How d'ye do, Mrs.
Jigaleswiteh? »  =aid he. * How's Mr.
Temple? ” and taking Kavanagh's arm he
went out. Ile was so diverted by Mrs.
Jiggleswitch’s imperturbability that not till
he had reached the sidewalk did he begin
to wonder what could possibly be the cause
of her visit to his father’s house. )

¢ Who is that woman? * asked Kavanagh.

¢ Qh! Ned Temple's landlady. But where
are you going. Down this street, —this
way, and I'll show you a costumer who'll
turn you inte anything from a Methodist
minister to a pirate in a jiffy.”

Ahout an hour later, two individuaals, evi-
dently Frenchmen, in bell-crowned beavers,
and pointed mustaches, chattering the

cach with a copy of the Courrier des Elats
Tuis sticking from his breast-poeket, were
whirling up the Hudson River Railroad in
the “ fast express.” Certainly no oue would
have supposged them to be Harry IXavanagh
and Vincent Graham.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

THE RECORD OI' AN UNVORTUNATIE MAN.

Mg, James Sairir, shortly after his con-
viction, was sentenced to be hunged on
Triday, the 24th of Oectober, 18—. If
Vincent had been present at the trial it is
probable that his testimony would have ac-
guitted the prisoner; for he would at once
have perceived that the unfortunate Smith
was not Kzra Hoyt.” Unhappily, he had
heard and knew nothing about Smith’s trial;
neither did Edwin Moore. As for Kavanagh,
s0 eager was he to capture Ezra, oyt that
thoughts of Smith’s fate did not enter his
mind. Mr. William Moore was under the fin-
pression that Ezrn IToyt had escaped from
the ¢ Tombs,” and he kuew not that an inno-
cent man was likely to suffer in his stead.

As Vincent and his friend sped aleng fo
D-——, Kavanagh zlanced carelessly over the
columns of the Courrder, and the Frenchman
rather astonished some of the passengers
by suddenly calling cut in good English, —

¢ By heavens! Vint., how horrible! Great
Jove, we shall be too Iate! ™

Vincent checked his companion’s eager-
ness with' a rapid gesture, and inquired in
French what the matter was. '

¢ Simply this,” said Kavanagh, in an agi-
tuted voice, ““ my infernal careiessness has
gacriffced a fellow-cieature’s life. To-day
iz the 23d OQctober, ian’t 162 ”

“Yes.”

“ Well, read that.”

Vincent thereupon perused a paragraph
which informed him that the execution of
TEzra Hoyt, aligs James Smith, would take
place betwecen the hours of twelve and two
on the 24th October, instant, and that the
petition of many members of the bar and
respectable citizens, headed by Mr. Alex-
ander Conger of the detective force, to his
Exccllency the Governor, for a respite or
commutation of sentence, had proved tn-
availing.

“Thig is awfal,” said Vincent, In & low
volee. ¢ Can nothing be done? ™

' We must keep right on to Albany and

purest French with great garrulity, and

i

see the Governor, Perhaps we may bein
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time. Ourtrip to D—— must be postponed,
Your affidavit will certainly procure arespite
till the facts are proved, if nothing else.”
“ God grant we may be in time! ”
“ Amen!”

Smith alone in his cell, hearing the solemn
gteps of his upproaching doom, was by no
means wretclied. For this man there were
“ everlasting wings* outspread, — a secure
refuge; an Immutable support. With the
sublime faith of David, he uftered the
exulting cry, —-

“Though I walk throngh the valley of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for
Thou art with me; thy rod and thy stadf
they comfort me.”

Rejoicing in this heaven-given strength,
the condemned man sat in his cell. The
sudden severance from all life’s joys, the
thought that Ie must soon be parted by a
felon’s death from the world where he had
hoped to win an honorable name; that he
should never see again the glad face of
nature; mever know a lover’s, hushand’s,
fathier’s joys, — this thought,these reficctions
to a guilty, unrepentant man would have
been the very dregs of death. They were
sud enough to Smith; but he turncd his
thoughts to other themes, and revelled in
the glorious promises of his faith; he
thought of the delights in store for him,
which “cye hath not seen nor ear heard; ”
and he sat calm, tranquil, happy.

It was the night before his execution.
Reporters for the press and one or two
other visitors had called and gone, — gonc
wondering at his hardened state. No one
but the aged clergyman-—a disciple of
Iloward and of Christ — believed him in-
nocent.  With him Smith had read the
cheering words of divine dictation, and
poured out his soul in fervent prayer. The
holy man had left him with bisg blessing,

It was'about ten o’clock. An official had
kindly furnished him with lights and writing
maierials. Iesatat a rough pine table and
pulled the paper towards him; but he re-
mained for a long time buried in thought
before he penned & word. The theme he
wrote/upon scemod to be exceedingly dis-
tressing to him; his face was livid and the
cold drops stood upon hils brow, This is
what he wrote: —

} “ CrLL N ¢ THE ToMns,
New Yorx, October 23d, 18~ }

¢ Thoped, Helen, that Ishould see yoube-
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over. How wretched they have been, yon,
the cause of their wretchedness, cannot
concetve. I do not write to reproach you
now; God forbid! I dic without one
thought of bitterness towards you. But I
did wish to see you; you might have come,
Helen; it was a little thing to do.

“I am going to write the terrible story fully

In what I am sbout to relate you will
recognize many facts with which yon are
already acquainted. I will not stop to dis-
criminate between what you know and what
you do mnot know. I will write down a
complete narrative for your eyc when I am
dead.

“It was twenty-eight yoars ago this very
month, Helen, when I flrst met you.  Yvery
event in my life I have always dated from
that era.  When my mind gocs hack to those
days, so sweet and horrible,the remembrince
of your beauty comes upon me like the un-
expected strains of some old loved melody.
Do you remember the flrst night T waw ym‘x?
No, of course not, but can Jever forget it!
Iwas but twenty-three then, high-spirited,
an eager student, hardly consejous of the
physical imperfection that has blighted my
youth, and is now the cause of my dying on
the scaffold. I wasrich, talented, the leader
of my fellow-students. I was not without
the self-satisfaction of yonth, and I did not
at all envy the brilliant Gerard. Ifelen, I
am able, through God's help, to write my
brother’s rame now without eurses rushing
to my lips, It was then, with no sense of
inferiority, without the humilintion that
afterwards emhbittered me, that I aceom-
panied Gerard to your residence. You re-
mcmber yog had just como to regide neap
our house, and my father sent us hoys to
convey to your father a polite message and
weleome to the neighborhood. T eaneall to
mind every word Gerard or I uttered in that
short walk. I can see him before me now,
ag he strode aleng with his proud and
buoyant step; his long, flowing huir, — not
red like mine, but with 2 bright golden
hue, —his eyes so beantiful, so perfidious;
his slight, but perfect, form; his limbs
replete with the spring of tempered steel.
All these extorted admiration from me, but
I did not envy him. T had gauged his in-
telleet and knew that it was shallow; his
will had often bent before mine. I knew in
nmy heart he was my inferior.

“We were shown into your parlor; youn
were reading to your father. The maelody

fore I died. My hours on earth will sponbe

L.

of your voice ceased as-we entered, but you

out, to tell you also of the awful 5thof June. |
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had not time to change your scat. There
you sat at yonr father's feet in an attitude
that eclipsed grace. Oh! I sce now that
snowy armresting in a light cavess on your
father’s knee; your redundant hair in be-
witching negligence falling upon your on-
hidden shoulders, but not concealing the
glight carmine of your check. And then
when your startled eyes were raised to the
futrnders, what splendor darted into life!
Trow that moment I loved you, madly,
wretchedly, insanely. Helen! years have
rolled away since that night; you are an-
other's wife. I, a victimto law’s fallibility,
Lave but the stretch of a few hours to pass
over erc I reach the scaffold; but my
thoughts run back with keen distinctness to
those hours. I again see you in your un-
paralieled magnificence; I hear again the
heavenly music of your voice; again my
fascinated car drinks in your words, and 1
feel the delicious torment of that youthful
passion. How well I remember Gerard’s
air of cavalicr-like courtesy, as he ad-
vaneced and made his salutations! his grace,
his flueney, his case, his weil-bred smile!
His egotism wassccare against the radiance
that blinded me. I was awkward; Iblushed
and stammered. Gerard’s address, I saw,
pleased boih your father and yourself.
When we Tose to leave I saw your cycs rest
with timid admiration on his glowing coun-
tenance, while you scareely noticed me, the
apparent clown. I must abridge the recital
of the weeks that followed; how we became
duily visitors at your housc; how my
passion gréw sturdicr every day, till I had
bat one thought, one hope, one feeling, cne
desire, —you. Never shall I forget the

elation that seized me when Gerard told me |

that he had no desire to win your hand. I
had the folly then to be your suaitor.
v Gerard’s visits to youm ceased, - I went
alene. O Helen! when you rcad these tines,
and think that the hand that penned them,
to-pight siuewy and vigorous, will then be
eoid aud pulseless; when you think of the
life that vou despoiled of all joy; when you
ihink -of the wicked hypocrisy with which
you beguiled ine, -—how you lared me on by
the fgnis fotuus of a pretended preference, —
(iod Lelp you then!—1 pity you, for remorse
swill seize you. Mine is the anguish of un-
deserved misfortune ; yours will be the tor-
ture of wretched retrospections, useless
self-reproaches.

“Youreceived me with adeceitful smile of | prelnde,
welcome ; with all the arts of the coquette

deluded me into an avowal of my love. My
eheels still glows with the red blush your in-
sult painted there; my ears still tingle with
the mocking laugh with which you seorn-
fully bade me rise, and told me that my sor-
row distressed you, but that I was self-
deceived, that you loved me not, that you
were—nnd what a cold gleam of triumpl
lighted up your eyes as you made the an-
nouncement ! — already affianced to my half-
brother, Gerard Montgomery. With what
levity you recited what you called your
“little plot* to amuse yoursclves amd be-
zuile me, — how Gerard’s withdrawal from
the suit was all pretended, and your en-
courggement to me fictitions! I did not
rise and curse you, Helen. I wonder I did
not. Terhaps you marvelled at my calm-
ness, and that I could jest about my own
discomfiture; but I went away from your
.presence grappled by despair.  That night,
what men call chance, alone saved me from
being a murderer. I sought Gerurd. I
would have killed him. e had been called
away, suddenty and nnexpectedly, for some
days’ sbsence. I felt chiefly pity for you, —
but bitter, uncontrollable rage against my
brother.

¢ T{ig accidental absence was prolonged,
and in the mean time I grew calmer. T re-
solved never to look upon his face again, to
vemove myself from your vicinity; and L
went away, I tried every device to hanish
the ever-present picture of your face, 80
lovely, so deceitful. T plunged into dlssipa-
tion; but that only wearied my body, with-
out curing my heart. I went abroad; bub
travel palled. I joined a regiment of French
dragoons; but ‘not the speed of my best
barb ' enabled me to outstrip pursuing grief,

t Qelor cervis, et agente nimboa
Qcior Euro.?

In every tumultuous charge,—above the dis-
tant bugle, above the clash of sabres and the
loud shouis of command, — I heard your
scornful laugh; you ever rode a weird com-
rade beside me, foot to foot. No murderer
could have been more haunted by the spece
tre of his victim than I was by your perfid-
ions self. I left the army. :

T was in Vienns, I remember, when Tfirst
hoard of your marriage with Gerard Mont-
gomery. Soon after, I learned of Gerard’s
conduct in regard to me, — conduct to which
bis first treacherons behavior wad o fitting
Actuated by ‘an unaccountable
malignity, he seized upon my absence 08 an

you encouraged my addresses, and pitilessly

opportunity to ruin me in the eyes of my

~
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father, and with such ingennity and per-
sistency, that he succeeded. He made it
appear by forged letters, misrepresenta-
tions, and subtic seggoestions, that I was a
gambler and forger; that T had gone abroad
less from & desire for novelty than with the
hope to cscape the consseqences of my
crimes. He produced a forged letter, in
which I was made to say that I longed and
prayed for the day when my father should
die and leave me his wealth. The poor old
man believed him., Picture his wisery at
the discovery of my worthlessness. He
altered his will and disinherited me. I
knew nothing about Gerard’s cowardly and
covert machinations. I wrote to my father
frequently, and attributed his silence to the
irregularitics of the mails, I at length re-
ceived a letter from Gerard telling me that
my father was dead, and had died a bank-
rupt. Sooun after, through some accidental
channel, the news reached me of the birth
and death of your son, and, almost immedi-
ately after, I heard of Gerard’s death. That
I had wever wavered in my love for you,
that even scorn and treachory had not killed
it, is evident when I tell you that at once
trammpled hope revived within me. Smile at
my folly if you will; I resolved to return
and win your hand.

“But my pride forbade me to go to Amer-
ica till I could go there with wealth to offer
yon, — I had squandered all my means. I
engaged myself to & travelling wirtuoso,
whose love for antique curiosities age had
not blunted, bat whom it had rendered in-
firm and almost blind. My duties were to
accompany this old gentleman in his re-
searches, corry his box, and lug him over
rough places in the roads. I soon conceived
a great respect and admiration for him, and
attended him fuithfully for eight or nine
years, and had the satisfaction of obtaining
through my efforts many rvare additions to
his collection. Dying vory suddenly he loft
me the possessor of his entire fortune, five
huendred thousand florins. At a banker's at
Naples I bought a bill of exchange on New
York for nearly the entire amount, and
flashed with hope, I sailed for home, — for
I still called this land my home, although
my recollections of it were more sorrowful
than pleasant. Seventeon years had passed
since I left its shores, a heart-broken, vol-
untary exile. I was now returning with o
mind chastened by sorrow, and not clated
by good fortune. I presented my draft to
the drawees in New York. Conceive of my
misery when they told me that thej had no
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aceount with M. Lupardi, the Neapolitan
banker, and that they had just received ad-
vices, by the same vessel in which I had
arvived, that his house had failed! Here,
then, was I, a pauperin my native land,
Fool that I was ! without staying to find oat
anything about you, without secing one of
my old friends, without learning anything
at oll about what had occurred dering my
absence, I took passage, that very day, In a
French vessel bound for Marseilles, and on
the morrow sailed away, a sceond time ex-
patriated by misfortane. Not till I wasg far
out on the desolate sea, did I nphraid mysets
for the stupidity of not obtaining that in-
farmation which I would henceforth long
for, and long for in vain. ¥or nearly gix
years I lived in the south of Franee, and
manfelly did I battle with adversity. I
drudged, unceasingly, in the office of an av-
ocat at Lyons, I. wrote politico-religious
pamphlets, I opened a night-school for in-
struction in the English language, and de-
voted every spare interval to the study of
medieine. But who can paint the weariness
of my life, the dreary, unsweetened days,
thewretehed nights, the wosatisfled yearn-
ing of my soul for yon? Not for one busy
moment, Iclen, were you forgotien, not
once did your attendant eidolon desert me.
Years had not dimmed the gleam, nor
quenched the grdor of my love. Had not?
They never have!

I will not linger on this period of my life.
Your life’s experience is incapable of en-
abling you o understand the wegariness, the
gickness unto death, the heart-ache of in-
cessant drudgery, I don't know what led
me to France as the scene of my labors, —
the choice was unfortunate. Sudden; hon-
est fortanes could not be made where I was.
But my aim was lowered; I desived now
merely to sceure a competence. Coy For-
tune relented as I dropped my sait. In
the course of the precarious practice that
I had picked up among the poorer classes,
a8 & physician, I was called in one nig]it to
the death-bed of an old man, a supposed
pauper, living in the most abject manmner,
Ho scemed to be an Italian; his face, fearful-
1y emaciated, had already on it the gray hue
of approaching death. Hewas ino delirions
gleep as I entered, and his broken words
and gesiures told me of a tortured mind, a
mind whose sufferings had killed his body.
I stood locking at him; suddenly he awoke.
Never shall I forget the amaze of joy that
fllled his dim eyes as he saw me. Partiailly
rising, he stretched out his attenuated fin.
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gers, as if for palpable proof of my pres-
euce.

¢ Santa Mariz be praised!’ cried he,
‘it is he! 1t ig, it is, it ig?”

« T did not recognize him in the least.
“Who are you?’ 1 cried.

s« Lorenzo Lupardi,’ said he, fechly.

«wila] the Neapelitan banker??

S The same,the sane, 4 wreteh cursed by
God! Sir,/ continued he in a faiut voice,
for he was vory weak, ‘I had failed, and
failed unavoidably, the day you deposited
yourmoney with me, but I took your wealth,
alas! the liour! and thought, vain fool, to
find pleastre in it; but not one moment of
sutisfoetion have I had since then. See,
sir, what remorse has done for me; it has
stretehed me on 2 dying bed ina hovel. Tt
is but just—?

, e paused, exhansted, here, but after
T bad administered him a cordial, he went
o, .
¢+ The saints have heard my prayers and
hrought you to me. X have spent the hor-
rible days of the past five years in search-
ing for you that I might restore your moncy.
Do yon see that dasty, travel-worn, battered
palr of heots? In the legs are sewn your
notes, — every one. Bring them here,” and
there was a world of eager linpatience in
the command, I obeyed. He demanded my
knife, and ¢ssayed to rip open the leather,
but was too weak. I did it for him, and my
grateful cyes beheld the notes into which he
had chapged my florins. I cannot describe
thie joy that clothed the old man’s face as he
Lbude me count the money, and watched me
put it in my pocket. The weight of sin
gecmed to voll away as he made the restitu-
tion, and he smiled, content,

¢The next day he died; a few pence were
all he left; he had supported a wrebched
existenee on o pittance to preserve my
property intact. He sleeps now in a gquict
grave, and a chaste slab bears the name of
the wrong-docr and the pebitent.

“ Tynagine how soon I was again upon the
ses, whose craggy waves impelled the stag-
gering craft fast homewards. A little more
than two years ago, again rich, again hope-
ful, I landed inthis eity. I tried in vain to
find some okl acquaintances; all had van-
ished or were inaccessible. I returned to
my lotel, with jaded steps, afler o long
search fur up-town.

“Aid now comes a recital so dreadful, so
enviroved with recollections of horror, that
it ig agony for me to write. Dut I must do
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from the unfounded but proved charge un-
der which X die.

“Tt was about one o’clock in the after-
noon. Ihad nearly reached the hotel when
I saw before me, — my father. Iie, whom I
thought colfined dust, walked the streets of
living men, erect and hale. No superstitious
terror thrilled me; I felt and knew Gerard’s
deception, at once. For motives of his
own, he had written me of my father’s
death, I did not stop to conjecture the
reason of his lie, I darted forward and laid
my hand upen my father's shoulder. Had a
viper stung him, ke could not, in his hasty
gesture, have cxpressed greater pain, greater
disgust, He knew me at once; my distorted
features are not those that change with
years. ) '

s+ Wretch!® he cried; ‘dog! will you
poltute me with your felon’s touch?  Go, —
vevel in your accarsed sins! Leave me,
begone, and take my curse!’

¢ T staggered like a drunken man under
the mexpeeted awfnlness of this reception.
s Pathor” - I gasped, and stopped, for
my father's face was frightful to behold.
Ablorrence, hate, rioted there in unvelled,
hideous glare. Neover shall ¥ forget that
look. T gee it now,—my dungeon walls
eannot shat it out. I look up, down, around,
— I see it. I expected the paternal smile,
the broken words of welcome; I evoked a
gaze of horror. . Had I becn *a loper with
ashes on my brow,’ my father could not have
ghuddered with more affright and loathing
at my presence. X stood silent, in agony.

« My father's emotion scemed to dle away;
lis face grow pale, and there came o look of”
ficrce resolve into his eyes, that I mnoted:
even in my misery. In a strange voice, he.
said, —

« ¢ Where did you come from?’

¢ Just from RBuvope, sir,’ said I, “after a
toilsome, honest struggle for fortune. Ahl
sir, I thought you dead; I find you alive,.
indeed, but dead to me. Oh! what have I
done?’ and I sought to take his haud:; he-
drew it away, and shuddered. His. face
was deadly pale, his bloodless lips eom-
pressed, his black cyes shining with. a
strange alarming light, -

«Ielen, I was going to give you a-detailed
account of what followed, but I cannct do-
it. Itis tooawful. Yam selzed with horror
at the recollection. You can form some
idea of the dreadfulness of my experience
that aftérnoon, when I teil you: that after I
had gone into my room at the- hotel with,

it; my memory demands it; it vindicates me
17

my father {at his request), L found: myself
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along with ¢ maniae, Idid not know, of
course, till afterwards, that my father had
had one or two perioda of temporary aber-
ration of intellect. ' I learned from his phy-
sician that his mind was supposed to be
foiling, owing solely to his sorrow for my
reputed erines; but not even the physician
imagined that he would become a raving
madman, It might never lave happened,
indeed, had it not been for thiz sudden
mecting with me.  Then the quick rush of
all the accumulated horror and anguish of
vears overtmrned his reason; he saw in me
a frlon, and the overmastering idea in his
disordered brain was, that ke was ealled
upon to execate justice upon me, I was
shocked and stupefied by his manner on the
street; but he walked calmly upstairs be-
hind me, and it was not until he had followed
me into my room and holted the door be-
hiud him, that I knew my father was crazy.
Qnick as thought and with a fearful ery, his
eyes wildly glaring and his face distorted
with passion, he rushed a6t me and caught
me by the throat. In that narrow room,
fighting with a madman, battling for my
life, T — .

“ Some minutes affer, T awoke from un-
consciousness to find my father still lyiog
scnseless where I had felled him. I soon
restored his animation. Alas! my medical
eye instantly saw what had occurred. Ile
was stricken with paralysis; his fluttering
heart scarce beat; he lay incapable of
speech or motion. But his ealm cye showed
that reason had returned, his transient mad-
ness had disappeared. The maaiacal frenzy
that had seized him — a preeursor, dovbtiess
of settled and cureless insanity — had been
ouly temporary. T divested him of his
clothes, and placed him on my bed, hardly
conscions of his great weight, Al that the
skill of a physician could devise and my
limited travelling stock of drogs afford, I
employed. As I busied myself with un-
flagging solicitude, I fancied that I saw n
softened light creep into hiscold, gray eycs,
and his stificned lips moved in the vain at-
tempt to speak. When I had done every-
thing that I could do, I sat down by his
hedside. I watched keenly, but there wag
no repugnance in his look. I saw that the
late scene was ot an entire blank to him;
hut his recoliection of it was evidently
vague and disterted. I gave him a full ae-
count of it, and then did I calmly go over
all my life since I had last seen him. ¥ told
him of my love for you, and why I had left
my home. I narrated, as I have narrated

to yor, all my life abroad. I told him of
Gorard’s letter representing bis death. I
went to my trank, and produced thoe letter.
I held it before his eyes, and as they
passed over the lines they fllled with tears,
— tears that I interpreted to he signs of
love to me ond repentance of his late belief
in my guilt. A great emotion scemed to
seize him; his cfforts this time were par-
tially snccessful, for he raised his right arm,
and his command over his flngers returned
in & measure, I understood his gesture. I
brought him paper and pencil, and he wrote
these words in scarcely deeipherable char-
acters, -

¢ My son, forgive me, T have wronged
you. Gerard decelved me. Sec papers in
my coat.’ _

“# With rapture I kissed his cold forehead,
and sealed my forgiveness there. I took the
papers from his coat-pocket, ‘They emt
braced almost cvery conceivable kind of
docnments written with infernal ingenuity
by Gerard, —tending to trace my carcer as
a spendthrift firat, then a gambler, a drunk-
ard, & forger, an exile, an assassin. I have
made a badget of these papers; you shall
read themn. It is a budget full of the malig-
nity and hate of Satan. I read thewm all. I
denicd cverything., In many cascs, papers
of iy own that I had with me enabled me to
prove my innocence, and I saw in my father's
face the blessed truth that he belicved me,
Again he significd his desire to write, and
this was the command his paralytic fingers
traced, —

i Swear, O my son, that while you live
rothing shall teinpt you to reveal the events
of this day, Swear that not till you are
dying shall any one know where you were
or what you did this day.’

“Could I refuse? I took my Bible, and,
resting my hand on the sacred page, I swore
a solemn oath that I would obey his re-
quest.

“That day, Helen, aras the fifth of June,
18—, the day that the marder tor which I
am to be executed was committed. A word
from me would have saved my life; but that
word I could not utter, I could not prove an
alibi, for I held a sacred ecompact with the
dead, ~—a compaet that the tortures of hell
could not have made me break. Men may
think I was justifled in not regarding it; per-
haps T was, bat I do not think so, nor could
any ingenuity of reasoning make me think so.
“# My father mangsged to make me under-
stand that he wished me to draw up a will

for him to sign, leaving me his sole heir. T

4
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dil «o, and called in two servants as wit-
nessoss but the paralytle strain -uwpon his
1iwhs, that hadiglaeckened once, now became
maere tense ; his fingers were rigid, his arms
stretehed beside him like bars of iron. 1
gaw that he would never rally; physicians
were called ing they could do him no good.
I feave you to imagine how pitiable it was
to watch his agony,—his eager desire to
sign the will, Lis utter inability to do so.
Only his cyes weie free and they rolted in
heart-rending supplication to us, a3 if we
eonld lielp him; we could only stand by his
bedside and weep.

“1 watched beside him with unavailing
eave that night; he died before the day
broke. ¥is funcral was quiet. I would not
gummon you nor your brother. Ouly one
womer, I, followed him to the grave.

“ My father's fortune was mostly left, by a
former will, to the foundation of some elee-
mosynary institution. There was a bequest
of twenty thousand dollars to your son. I
teadd this will with my father's lawyer, Mr.
Simeon Rogers. I recollect the scene well;
the small, musty, parchinent-littered room,
the cold, unsympathetic face of the law-
yer, the cold, unsympathetic rows of law-
baoks, the cold, unsympathetic walls, devoid
of color, dovoid of drapery, rough, plastered,
anzular. It was then that I received the
deatl-warrant of my happiness, for when
the lawyer read, in his monotonous tones,
thot twenty thousand dollurs were left to
this young man, —

¢ 41ho is he? I asked.-

“ ¢ Why,” said he, ¢the sonof Mr. Smith's
danghter-in-law.”

“sWhat !’ eried I, almost inarticulate with
fear, ¢ the son of Helen —’

. 6 Yem! sald tho icicle, completing the
nrame; ¢ didn't you know she was marvied?
Why. she was married in18—. A veryfine
mateh: her hushand is a highly respectable
man, aud guite rick, I understand;’ and
he gossiped on, but I ¢id not hear a word,
— iy misery was too exquisite. I had spent
my life for nothing ; the prize was again un-
astaivahle; again Lad another snatehed my
Tppiness away ; again Tgrasped at frujt, and
clutched ashes.,

“ I'rorm thie lawyer I learned all about yon;
that searcely siz months had clapsed after
Gerard's deatly, .when you married again;
that you were still beautiful, 1ich, apparentiy
Lappy. He asked me to call on you with
him; but I had not the courage. Rauined
by sorrow, I walked the streets, desolate,
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in the absard attempt to rid myself of the

contemplation of the tragedy of my life, by

gazing at the mock tragedies of the stage.

Andbecause I was at that theatre that night,

I am proved o murderer in court.

« Youhave read, carelessly, newspaper ac-

counts of the trial of one Bzra Hoyt, for mur-

der, — hig conviction. Younever dreamed,

of course, that it was I, Yet I informed
you of my fate —and innocence — ten days
ago. Ten cruel days have passed, and you
— heart of rock | — have not come to my cell.

But I will write no reproach here; I have
no reproach to make; accusations against
you are crushed by love ere they take form.
These pages, the record of my life.and his-
tory of my love, the vindication of my name,
are ended. I shall cease to breathe to-mor-
row, but I died two years ngo. Since then
{living in distant cities to avoid you), I
haveled the prosale, busy life of a merchant,
not deemlng it right to isolate myself and
feed on hitter thoughts, as I craved to do.
God, in his wmysterions providence, has
brought me to an innoccnt scaffold. It is
as well. You will read these lines alone,
Helen. Your eyes will il with tears of
pity —oh! at least of pity! You will sigh,
and your thoughts rush back, in swift re-
treat, to those old, old days, to my God-
given love, to Gerard’s deceptive passion.
You will search ont my grave, that men will
call ¢dishonored;’ but you will look at it
with reverence, you will smooth the un-
ecouth god, and plant on it immiortal, evanes-
cent flowers. It will be no malefactor’s
grave to you; it will be a sacred spot that
holds the dust of the man who aelways
loved you; of your knight ¢ sens peur of
sans reprache;’ of one whose only happi-
ness was his sorrow; of ‘one who loved,
not. wisely, but too well’ 5. 8.7

During the writing of this letter Smith
had pansed many times, — often seemed un-
able to proceed, often hastily strode up and
down'the narrow limits of his cell. As he
finished, the dyisg candles were flickering
in their sockets, and the pale gray of dawn
struggled through the contracted window.
He rolled ap the mannscript that his diffuse
narrative had made guite voluminous, tied
it securely, and traced the name of the ad-
dressed person 1n bold hand ontside. He
bathed his haggard face, composed his at-
tire, and, with no thought of sleep till the
last long one he would so soon fall into,
gat down with the open Book before him.

that day. Iféllowed a throng intoa theatre,

The faint sound of a lght footfall in the
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corridor without reaches his ear. He stops | cheercd by the most distant gleam of com-
reading, his hand clutches at his heart, he | ing hope,

shivers. Ile does not hear the heavy tramyp
and gruff tones of a prison attendant, ~=lheis

“ Do you think, James, I ever loved you?
“If T did not think you loved me now, I

ouly aware of a faint step approaching his | should be less wrotched.”

cell door. A heavy key groans in the lock,

8 heavy bolt grates plong its unwilling

groove, the heavy door swings slowly in-
ward, and —tearful, pale, queen-like — Helen
Graham — Vincent’s mother — stands before
him,

CIAPTER XXXVIIL.

A TOO LATE CONFESSION,

“Ar last! God, I thank thee!” cried
Smith, with the deepest emotion. ¢ This is
Helen Vincont, —no phantom, —she her-
gelf!” and he rushed forward as if he would
have clasped her to his arms.

¢ Not Ilelen Vineent,” gaid she, in a voice
almost imperceptibly repellant, herself paler
than snow, —  Helen Graham, @ wife”

These calm words checked him as eflect-
ually as would o barrier of steol; he re-
coiled.

““Ah, yes,” said he, with indescribable
bitterness.  “It is so; I forgot; forgive
me. A wife! more shame to you!”

He sank upoun the rude loenge; his visitor
took her seat beside him; the jailer retired.
Mrs. Graham put her soft, potent hand
upon his shoulder, and said, without a touch
of reproach, but in a voice musically sad, —

“Why more shame to me?*

““ Because,” said Smith, with vehemence,
‘“when you married this unhappy Graham,
whoever he may be, you perjured yourself
af the altar. No,—dor’t draw away your
hand, —put it onmy ghoulder again, — g0, -
it soothes and magnetizes me. Yes, Holen, —
T il call you llelen, — you perjured your-
self.”

‘¢ Now let me know your meaning.”

“Why, it is plain, I say perjured. . Yon
swore to love him, and you do not; you
swore to honor him, and you do not.”

Mrs. Graham had not the elightest power
to deny this; her head sank upon her bosom.

“But it was me,” cried Smith, with ardor
and with a convietion thathad af that moment

flashed upon him, * it was me you loved and

love; It was me you honored and honor!?:
There was not a tinge of vanity in this

assertion, only utter melancholy, utter griof.

|

She was puzzled at this.

¢ Less wictched ?”

“ Most assuredly; for then I wounld fight
and vanquish an absurd, unwarrantable pas-
sion, or, failing in that, would bear my soli-
tary sorrow; bat now I have your misery
superadded to my own.” .

¢ James,” said Mrs, Graham, in ealo, unim-
pasgioned aceents, “let me tell you all.
When you and —and your — your brother
weres young men, the one remnrkable for
beauty, the other for talent, —when you
gought my society daily, and plied your suits
with ardor, -~ I loved neither of you, Ihad a
wicked desire Lo humble gor. Ilent nyscif
to your brother’s scheme, for he hated yon,
~— perhaps you never knew how much he i
hate you, —and I repulsed you with feigned
georn.”
¢ Feigned ! qh, say it again! feigned?”
#e 1t was felgned, — l feigned, as I live!
I do not know what demon possessed me,
Many bitter tears, many wretched honrs has
the recollection of that interview causcd
me. And when Gerard pourced into my ear
gtories of your guilt and crimes, I did not
belicve one word.”
The Indy’s eves quivered under the blaze
of gratitude that shene from her compan-
ton’s at these words.  « Sometimes, during
those long silent years, I thought you dead;
again I thought you were laboriously pre-
paring fame, with which to startle the
world; again that you were sick, lounely,
unhappy. But still T felt no love for you,
I married Gerard. Is it wicked for me to
tell you that I hated him? I @&id. Ifis un-
kindness mnearly broke my lcart. Dut I
stood in the wife’s position at bis bedside
when hie died, aund longed in vain for recog-
nition from his muconscious cyes. When
he was gone, oh, how I traved to sce you "
Smith groaned.
“I heard that you had landed in New
York, and immediately disappeared. From
that time, no tidings of you ever rcached
me, My widowhood was short. I married
James Graham from purely ambitious mo-
tives. I thought you dead. As yetI had
never loved you; but ten days ago your note
reaclied me, telling me that you were a pris-
oner and condemned to dic. Ah! then I
knew I loved you; then I felt that I had de-

He gazed at her in profound gloom, not

stroyed my own happiness; then I longed,

‘ spring of vitality is broken, — and now you
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oh, how deeply! to die with you. Is it
wicked for me to talk so now? Ido notbe-
lieveit is. Standing liere, the wife of James
Graham, I tell you that I love you, aud you
alone, and I am as true a wife as ever.”

« And a better woman for the avowal!”
cried Smith; with fervor, and he kissed the
hand upen his shomlder. ¢ Aht Helen, it
would have been better had you uot come
here, for now 1 do not want to die. You
love me! I am like a man who has starved
s0 long that nothing can revive him, —the

come and offer me a feagt.”

“ No, I do not,” said the other, withdraw-
ing her hand in spite of him. “If you
lived, you would still starve, Lam another’s
wife.” :

«No matter. The avowal, the knowl-
edge, the fact of your love is revivifying,
all sufficing.”

«When I received your note,” continued
Mrs. Graham, not heeding him, “I was
awwell. T geized wpon that circumstance as
a pretext to go into the country. T went
pot o few miles from the city. I was there
taken really sick and not iill te-day could
T leave. My absence has not been from
cruel indolence, believe me.— Now tell me
all ahout yourseif,— I want to hear every-
thing, all about these years, ages to endure,
a drowm in the retrospect.”

¢« here is the complete history, Helen,”
said Smith, pointing to the packet, ¢ Take
it, — it will tell you everything.”

«Js there no hope for yom, -— none at
all#”

“Not the slightest; all efforts for even a
reprieve have failed. But what matters my
mode of death? I have no family to sink
under the disgrace. I can safely leave my
posthumons name to you, Helem,—can I
not?” — this with extreme tenderness,

She answeted not in words, but she
throw iuto her glance a flood of assurances.

“ And in your life,” continned Smith, ¢“of
ealm routing and social trinmphs, there is
not mueh to tell?”

“ay life has been one loug, hidden, hor-
rid tragedy,” sald she, in & voice that smote
her ltstener’s heart, such unfathomed sad-
ness did it reveal.

“Will you let me hear the story?” asked
he. .

“Itis comprised in this short sentence,—
my husband is a murderer;* and she looked
at him with preternaturally large, cmotion-
less eyes, beneath which dark semi-circles,
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$mith, appalled, said nothing.

“Yes,” she went on, “my husband is a
murderer,— a murderer, and I have knowa’
it for more than ten years. Can you con-
jure up a conception of the daily toriure I
have suffered?”

“How did you discover it #” asked Smith,
at length.

« Ty his melancholy and manner, his
broken words in slecp and strange remarks.
I remember the fearful process I went
through before ¥ reached my present knowl-
edge: first the half-formed suspicion; next
the horrible conjecture strengthening every
day, the contingal new evidences to my
watehfnl miod; at last the awful certainty.
And I amn shut out from ail sympathy, ail
confidence. You cannot imagine the relief
it gives me to confide this to you; for oh,
how burdensome las been the welght upon
me! The wife of a murderer! The invol-
untary, daily pariner of his tortured life!
Although T tell you it, the horror with
which I regard him is ullspca}iable, and
althongh I bear it, the agony T eqdure, un-
endurable. I feellike an accomplice to the
deed ; batcan Lrevealit? Shall I denounce
my husband?? "
«No,—act the wife’s part. It is your
duty to conceal it. Soften your husband’s
heart,— make him repent and confess. Ah!
gelllsh man that I am, I thought myself
alone wretched, but your load has been
sreater than mine. Istherewo happiness,
f,hen, for you in your domestic life?”

“Yes, oh, yes! I have a son,” and her .
rich voice swelled with the unselfish pride
that mothers only know., ¢I have a son,
the prototype of human excellence, 8o good,
so brave, so stainless, so pre-eminent; in
him is the essence of honor, and all that is
noble.

«Then call not yourself unfortunate, for
you are blessed. Have you any other sor-
row, Helent” .

“Yes, I have the ever-present realization
of the fact that T owe everything to my hus-
pand. Without him T should be almost a
pauper. I have no property of my own.”

« No property of your own! Why, your
father, Mr. Vincent, was said to be ex-
ceedingly rich.”

« B¢ everybody supposed, but his fortune
was not half what it was conjectured to be.
His will left twenty thousand dollars to one
Richard Hoyt, his private secretary, and
divided the rest between my brother and
myself. Our shares were very small.”

tokeus of sickness, were traced.

st I remember that Hoyt. A disagreeable
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uelileoxv, to whom I took an inveterate dis- |ance, that Mrs. Graham did not recoesnize
. : her in the least, at fivst; “wit
€ _ 3ty sty but finally, with
" it;{er;g II)u . ‘S?\tflt:;lé tge sum left to him, large | difieulty, recollected he}'. About ;! yeap
self, ndous ncomparison with | after the marringe, Mr., I :
the rest of the estate, the exeentors insi i o mewly martied cae e
o rs insisted | his wife (also newl jed
e rest o r et )b : ¥y married) came to New
) m};n;hi‘gmg H031t. 8o our shares were dl- | York, and in complisnce with a VCIY press-
Tyt qincéls m&u;:.m I l:stlve never seen this|ing invitation, visited at Montgomery’s
: . :ems strange for me to be honse for seve - I
. ¢ overal weeks. Mr. Wyekoff
sgutfoollyhdlsm'msmg money mattors with | that thne lived next door, in fmy ele rm{:tt:
N " - H o3 ) . . ;
you in an hourlike this, — doesn’t it? But I|backelor cstablishment. A staid Scu?ch-

ﬁ.SS (- 3 Ak 0 N
ure you these circumstances hive cansed | man in his employ hecame desperately on

me no glight sorrow and humiliation.”
“T can ecasily understand that. Is Vin-
cent your otlly son?” asked Smith, abruptly.

. She seemed much agitated at this ques-
tion. A strapge expression swept across
her face, — paler now than ever.

~ “I believe,” said she, speaking very low.
“that Gerard Montgomery’s son still lives.”

“What! your son, — who died ? »

“The same.  Shalt I tell you about it? I
did not speak of this before, because I
thought, fooliskly perhaps, that you would
hate to hear about it.”

“Nol you wrong me. T am interestedin
everything that relates to you.”

fWell, then, yoa heard that my first chiid
was denr_l. I thought so, too. Only last
evening did I receive the first intimation of
my error. I have been at Newark for the
past ten days. Last evcning, a woman
came and urgently asked to sec me, She
wag a gingelar, taciturn person, with the
strange name of Jiggleswitch, She had
been at my howse in this city, and then fol-
lowed me to Newark. The tale she tells is
80 strange, yet plausible, —so wonderful,
and yet so simple, — that T know not what
to think.”

At thiy moment, Smith’s breakfast was
brought in. The time was passing swiltly
:1?my. Mzrs. Graltam, to his great joy, told

 him that she should stay till the very last.

His exceution had been fixed for half-past
twelve. He expressed his determination to
see no visitors. The clergyman had inti-
mated that he would not intrude upon his
iast moments, —for there was no need,—
but would ascend the scaffold with him, and
the cell door clesed and left the two apain
togetlier, v

Mrs. Graham then related all that she had
learned from Mrs. Jiggleswiteh. If ap-
peared that very soon after she married
Gerard DMontgomery, Louise Murray, a
youug and pretty little woman, — since met-
amorphosed into Mrs. Jiggleswitch, — had
been engaged by her as a waltlng-maid.

amored of the pretty Louwise Murrav, and
suffered the tortures of unrequif:ed‘ love.
Now Louise wis as’ hotest a 1itile woman
as ever lived, but endowed with a very un-
manageihle temper. It so hnppcned- that
Mrs. Montgomery, through her own eare-
lessness, lost o valuable diamond ving, and
charged Louise with the theft. Louisc’s in-
diguation was intense, and her desire for
revenge great; amd she did revenge hersclf,
!)y an aet deserving the nume of crime. As:
is often the casc with shallow, impulsive
natures, she lost sight of the enormity of
the deed in the anger that possessed .JIOI'
and she did not hesitate to do what a mm'(;
wivked person might have shrunk from. A
son was born to Mrs. Moore and to Mrs.
Montgomcry about the same time. Doth
infauts were feelde enough, but one - Mrs,
Moorc’s—-had evidently no chance of liv-
ing. Touise’s commands were law to Cam-
efon McManus, the Scotchman. She bade
him get the physician out of the way. Iis
nat.ive ingenuity enabled him to do this
eagsily. The doector received an urgent
feigned swnmoens from & distunt paLieﬁt t(;
cowe to him. Ile went, and was, neces-
sarii‘y, gone n week. While he was away,
Louise — too cowardly to do the deed her:
self —Iet Cameron into the nursery, and
hade him change the infants from one c;mnlle
to another. IIe obeyed, and henceforth
Murs. Moore thought her hostess’s child heor
own, and Mrs. Montgoinery wept over the
death of Mrs. Moore's fisst-born, deeming
herself its mother. Mr. and Mrs. Ebeueae!l"
Moore never kuew the deception, Edwin
was ever their own son to them; but he was
not Edwin Moore, ~ he was Edwin Mont-
gomery, Mrs. Graham’s son, Vincent Gra-
ham’s half-brother. No wonder that Vin-
cent and Edwin, drawn togethor as school-
boys by the mysterious atfinity of nature
had been such close, inseparable friends:
McManus’s base compliance was rewarded
by Louise as it deserved. She jilted Lim
and yielded to one Alphonzo J iggleswitch‘;

So chauged was she, in name and appeat-

fascinations. Leaving Mrs, Montgomery’s
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employ soon after, she thought little about tude she had preserved all the morning,

the deed she had instigated; she felt no re-
morse, but rather applauded herself. But
it scemed that MeMatus had always been
tortured by the part he played in the per-
formance. 1t was this, in fact, that had
prevented him from denouncing Mr. Graham
as the murdever of William Moore; for hav-
ing robbed Mrs. Graham of a son, he could
not bring himself to rob her of a husband,
also. Lately, with a tonsclence quickened
by his pious studies, he resolved to reveal
the truth, more cspecially ag Mr. and Mrs.
Thenezer Moore were not alive te suifer
from the revelation.  So he had hunted up
Mrs. Jigglegwitell, and easily persnaded her
that the truth ought to be told. When he
placed the deed before hex in all its ugli-
ness, she was horrified at herself, and had
instanily started for Mus. Graham’s house,
and made the abnormal enlrde there that we
have geen,  To tell her former mistress the
whole story, was the cuuse of the visit that
had surprised Vineent.

Al this did Mrs. Graham tell Smith during
their protracted conversation. 1ie expressed
his belief that the navrative was true, and,
learning that Edwin Moore was all that
could be desived, sighed deep and congratu-
lated her.

Time, that ¢the poet™ says s“aallops ”
with the man eondemnced to die, more than
galloped with Smith that morning,— it flew.
Tut he feit now that he had not lived in
vuin.  Tlis tuilexible love was atlast repaid,
returned, and he experienced perfect con-
tent. He did not sufier his ind to Awell
upen the extraordinary ili-fortune that had
persisiently persecuted him, or upon the
unhappy perversencss that had sent him
away an exile. Helenloved him, —that was
a complete atonement for everything, —for

all. As the fatal hour approached, he be-
came calmer, —Mrs. Graham more agitated.
She had thus far repressed, in 2 gredt
measure, the emotion she felt; but her sell-
comnand forsook her by degrees.

Smith did not once refer to Gerard Mont-
gomery. Mrs. Griham understood his si-
lence and did not speak of him hersclf. As
their interview drew near a close, however,
Smith, with a fow brief words, gave her the
budget of Gorard’s forgeries 1o read. IHe
had thought t6 conceal them, but then con-
cluded that she ought to know all,

It was ten minntes past twelve. They
sat in 1 sllence more elogquent than words.

with but a short cessation. The cell door
opened, and the sherifi’s deputy courteously
intimnted that the time had come to clothe
him in the attire for the scaffold. Tlebegged
ten minutes more, — they werc readily
granted, and they were alone once again,
for the last time. Ilelen hung, ahnost
swooning, on his arm. Ile caught her in
both arims aud drew her to him in a close
embrace, — so close that heart beat aguinst
heart, breath mingled with breath. Her
beautifut arms swept round his neck, and
her full, red lips — as full and red as Helen
Vipeent had ever known— were pressed
against his. Tt was their first kiss, and
their last, and all their lifc-long passion
was fused in that one burning caress. Sor-
row, separation, impending death, all van-
ished in that one long kiss, —a kiss that
was yet as pure 28 any that the Virgin
Mother ever pressed upon the Holy Infant’s
brow. TFor this wag no rioting of unlicensed
passion, — it was the chaste farewell of god-
Tiness and virtne, —the parting salute t0
the dying, —the seal and kuell of a love as
pure as ever animated heart of man, or
stirred the gentle breast of woman.

« Qh!let me mouht the seaffold with you
and die, no more innocent than youl” cried
the weeping Flelen.

# No, you must live to vindicate my mem-
ory. Grieve not, darling. Live to follow
me where I know I go.  <Press forward to -
the mark., ¢TI have flnished the course, I
have fought the good fight; henceforth there
is laid up for me a crown of rizliteousness.
O Helen, let not this be an eternal parting!
Let us meet beyond the grave. Go to Him
who so lovingly calls the * lheavy-laden.”
Do you remember that most exquisite of all
hymns, that yon used to sing in those swecet,
gad days, — ¢ Flee as a bird to your moun-
tain’? Tts melody has never died away. I
hear it cver ringing with the clarity of
seraphs’ songs. Sing it to me now, Helen;
it will be my funeral hymn,” — and o heausi-
ful but inexpressibly sad smile lit up his
face, — ** sing, and angels will incline their
ears to=hear,”

She ceased to sob, and for a moment the
cell was silent as the tomb; but presently
the faint musie of her tremulous, pathetic
voice, crept through the stillness, and the
perfect strains that the composer must have
canght and written as they escaped from
heaven, quivered through the listener's soul.

Her Land was upon his shoulder, her tear-
ful eyes were looking up at him,—an atti-

The scmi-gloom of the cell now vanished,
and floods of light from Paradise poured iu;
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t:.he damp stone ceiling fled away, and the [ The ilde of life was fust chhin
free sky roofed them; the massive walls
scemed to disappear.  Her voice grew
stronger as she sang,—sweeter it could
net be; aud into her auditor’s ravished
ear flowed all the pathos that poetry and

musie can bestow or human voice convey.

3 oont. As
she lay tiat night sleepless and alone, — for
she did pot seem to requive 4 watcher, -——
there passed before her mind’s eye an awful
panorama, painted by conscience. The ad-
vancing future, Iike a black g valanehe, crept

towards her. In the morning, every one

The last angelic notes were uttercd, and, | who entered herroom started hack, — the un
- N - : ’ .
too pure to live in the gross air, they died. | practised glance saw that death had claimed

Back rushed the walls and gloow, and the

her. During the day she sank rapidly, —

glimpse of heaven vanished. Smith pressed | the physician, now' doleful as the tomb

her hand in thanks, —bhe did not dare to

allotted her but a few more hours of life,

trust his voice. Again the reluctant door| At this, seized with sudden energy, she
LY,

swing on its hinges, and the officor ap-

peared.

‘f Gooc'l-by,” faltered the doomed man, ; be sent for,
laying his hand on her head in & touching

started up in bed, and urgently, imperiously
demanded that Mr. James Grabam should
In less than half an hour he
was there, and Mrs. Jarvis banished every-

benedice. 1 po to assume the black cap { body clse from the room.  Mr. Graham was

of death; but theve is in store for me ‘g

crownof life.’ O, do you win and wear it !
Forget not the condition: ¢ Be thou faith-
fal unto the end.! Good-by.” And he
kissed the hand of the almost inanimate
wolnan, and went ont with a step as. firm as
that with which Huss walked to the stake,
or Peter to the inverted cross.
At that instant, Vincent Graham, shud-
dering with anxiety, was waiting outside
the Governor's room at Albany, That dig-
nitary was composedly listening to the
reading of an interminable political acidress,
which the State Committee proposed to put
forth, i it met his Tixcellency’s approval,
Vincent’s card, on which were written these
words, “I ask an interview at once on a
matter of life or death,” lay unheeded be-
side him. The political gentlemen droned
away, the governor blandly listened, and the
precicns moments sped albng, irrevocable.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
A CONFESSION IN TIME.

Ezra Hovr, after knocking his mother
down in Roberts's parlox, would have gone
o}lt with less composure, had he known that
his cowardly blow had killed her. Being
missed some hoors afterwards, she was
leoked for, and fuund lying there in a little
erimzon loke of blood, insensible. She was
put to bed, and a doctor called, who seemed
to think that the wound did not amount to
much. 8he recovered consciousness, and

mech surprised at the sumnrous. e might
many years before have scen lier at M.
William Moore’s, but he did not remember
her nume nor herself at ail.

“Thank yer honor for coming,” said Mrs,
Jarvig, with a strong ITrish accent; for in
this hour her old hrogue came back. * It
would have been hetter for me, faith, had I
8SCen ye years ago.”

“What have you to say to me, my good
woman? Who are you? Wiere have you
seen mal?”?

“It's many a time I sce ye at Mr, Wil-
liam Moore's.”

The guilty man shuddercd.  Is thig
some new accuser? ” thought he, ’

¢ And as a dying woman,” continged Mrs,
Jarvig, “ T ask yoo te pardon me the wrong
I've done ye and yours,”

“ Pray explain yourself,”

“Oh, yer honor, who has always been. a
good, peaceable, Christian gintleman, Hitle
knows the tormints that have got hold of
me, It's what I've heard called remorse,
sir.”

These words to be addressed to him ! He
knew nothing abomt remorse! It scemed
to this wretchied man that evéry chance
word and casual remark touched his secret
guilt,

“ What have you done to me?” he stam-
mered. ““If you have anything to say to 1The,
Mrs. Jarvis, say it,” he added, in rather )
austere tones. Ile was anxious to get out
of the room; but, in spite of his anxiety, he
was there for nearly two hours, Mrs. Jar-
vis could utter but a few sentences at a
time; and when she did speak, it was with
her native tautology and diffuseness. The
substance of her confession was this,

was not delirious, but unnaturally quiet,

She seemed to deem it necessary to the
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completencss of her narrative, to go back
to her earlylife.  She had lived in H .
in Massachusetts, and lost her parcuts when
quite a child. At a tender age she had
yeen apprenticed to a miltiner in the village.
When about seventeen, she hil made the
acquaintance of Richard Hoyt, and he had
been desperately smitten by her charms.
Ier Irish prudence had been proof against
dishonorable proposais, und oyt had been
fain to mereilessly jilt  Miss Antigone
Brown and run gway with Margaret Brady.
Very little happiness did she derive from
this wmarrizge. Iloyt turned out to be a
brute and a villain., Ile had obtained a
considerable sum of money from his father,
under the undevstanding that it wus fo be
wdded to tlhe capital employed inhis father's
business, and that he was to be a partner
in the eoncern. On this the pair managed
to live, in quite a flashy style, for some
time, in New York, but their mouey soon
melted under the recklessness of both.
oyt was a gambler, and an unlucky onc,
a hard-drinker, and an  Inveterate ouve.
For many years they led a precarious, guilty
existence in New York., Ezra, their son,
jnherited all the evil dispositions of both
his parents, but he saw little of them; he
was seut to bearding-school and from
thenee to college, where Le was supported
by the liberality of lis grandfather Hoyt.
He was expelled from college after a career
of the most desperate dissipation, but not
till he had distinguished himself by the
most extraprdinary intellectnal achieve-
ments. | FThe immediate cause of his expul-
sion was his constructing a trap for one of
the professors to fall into, which could not
Lave failed to result in the man's death, had
it mot been accidentally disvovered. After
his premature graduation, Ezra oblained a
clerkiship in #*store in Boston, where he
amused himself by robblng his employer,
and was never detected.  Richard Hoyt, re-
duced at Iengeh to extremitics, hid one night
attempled bhurglary, and, in fact, cfivcted an
entrance into Mr. Graham's house, Ile had
heen foiled and captured through the jntre-
pidity and coolness of young Vincent Gra-
bam. The boy’s taunting words and
manuner had unspeakably enraged him; his
aggravating sarcasms had always rankied
in his breast, and he vowed revenge.  Pend-
ing his commitment and trial, he had man-
aged o escape, and before his real name
lind been diseovered, — nor had the police
ever heen abld to recapture him. IHe went
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Like many illiterate men, his handwriting
was beautiful and rapid., This circam-
stance enabled him to obtain the position
of sceretary, —a profitable sinecare; — to
Mr. Peter Vincent, Mrs. Graham's father,
then  temporarvily residing at Baltimore.
With this gentleman he had returned to Nev
York. The scientifle application of dyes
and an altered tonsure secured him fro.
detection. He managed to ingratiate him-
seclf deeply into Mr. Vincent's conlidence
and made himself entirely conversant wisl
the state of the old gentleman’s affairs
Mr. Vincent wrote a will, leaving the bulk
of his fortune, that is, some four handred
and fifty or five hundred thousand dollars,
to trustces for the henefit of his grandson,
Vincent Graham, when he shonld attain his
majority. His handwriting was an almost
iltegible scrawl, but the document vwas, as
usual, copied in Hoyt's clear characters.
It consisted of several leaves merely pasted
together, and not fastened by a ribbon and
gealed, and Hoyt instantly coneceived afea-
sible plan to enrich himseclf and wresk his
vengeance on Vincent Graham. Ile de-
tached the leaf that made Vineent heir, and
substituted another in the same handwrit-
ing, begueathing the sam of twenty thou-
sand Gollars to Richard IIoyl, *in consider-
ation of his faithful and valuable services
as secretary.” Ile was afraid to make the
amount larger lest it should excite suspi-
cion, Mr. Vincent's sadden and fatal illness
occnrred  very scoon afterwards. It fol-
lowed after a day of unusual and protracted
work: a day. In which, in consummation of
previous plans and arrangemcents, he had
converted his cutive fortune, mortgages,
bonds, deeds, and all into gold, anticipat-
ing a rise In the price of gold, and purpos-
ing to sell it at a premium that should
insure an immense proflt. Hoyt was the
only person present when he counted out
the mass of specie that he had thus accu-
mulated; it Alled two spacious ornamental
safes that adorned his library. After the
teriination of Mr. Vincent's short illness,
during the whole of which he was delirlous,
Hoyt removed one of the safes to a house
in Cutharine Street where Mrs. Hoyt lived.
The very boldness with whieh he did this
ensured him from suspicion. He had a dray
rattle up to the house, and pretended that he
wag removing, in accordance with instroc-
tions from Mr. Vincent, & hox of old books
and rabbish, The house in Catharine Street
was the same place from which, the reader

to Baltimore and stayed there a long tiine.
' 18

‘may perhaps remember, Ezra emerged just
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previous to his first rencontre with Vincent
Graham. Inthis safe were three hundred
thousand dollars. The last page of Mr.
. Vincent’s wili contained nothing hut smali
legacies to friends, and the appointment
of executors.  On this page, of conrse, was
the signature of the testator, and also of
the witnesses; consequently Hoyt was able
to totally change the character of the will,
without the necessity of forging Mr. Vin.
cent’s name. Knowing that barcly two hun-
dred thomsand dollars remained after the
robbery, he rewrote the first pages of the
testamnent, abridging the bequests to Mrs.
Graham and Mr, John Vincent. Thus had
it come to pass that, a8 Mrs. Graham told
Smith, to everybody’s surprise, My, Vincent
had died comparatively poor, and Mrs. Gra-
ham’s share of the property had been un-
expectedly small. But no oue ever sus-
pected the true state of the case, and the
executors had rigidly paid Richard Hoyt
the twenty thousand dollars seemingly
bequeathed him. Now, for the first time,
was the crime revealed by Mrs. Jarvis’s
confession and Mr. Graham listened in
amazement. Among the papers in the safe
was & previous will daly executed and writ-
ten by Mr. Vincent’s own hand. It was
dated several years prior to his death, and
Hoyt, by what seems a fatality among erim-
inals, neglected to destroy this will, and
had also preserved the gennine pages which
he had feloniously eliminated from the last
document. Papers were thus extant, and
in Mrs. Jarvis’s possession, that made Vin-
cent Graham wealthy.
- Mrs. Jarvig, being thoroughly cxhausted,
pavsed. Mr. Graham was silent. Although
she guite expected an outbreak of wrath,
her listener said not & word. But his
thoughts were busy and bad. He would
conceal these facts from Vincent, and after
his sou's death, which, almost unconsciously
to bimself, he purposed should be speedy,
he would take possecssion of the wealth as
his own. For Ie never suspected, as overy
reader of these pages must have suspected,
that Hoyt had squandered the property,
Hoyt had not died poor. The money he had
obtained was almost untonched. Hoyt, in
fact, from being a spendthrift, had become
a miser. His wife and son thought him
- poor, and he had favored the hallucination.
‘While Mus. IToyt was lving as a servant at
Mr. William Moore’s {at his request under
an assunied nmne) and afterwards at Wyckof?
Hall; while Kara was bitterly compluining

of want of money and concocting murder
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fo obtaln it, Richard Hoyt was the pogsessor
of & vast hoard of stolen wealth, nunsed.
Dauring hisinterview with Ezra in Catharine
Btreet, while urging the latter to try ** gur-
roting” as a means of revenue, at that very
time the safe that had attracted Euras
attention contained bank notes (into which
he had converted the gold) amounting in
value to nearly three hundred thousand
dollarg. Mrs, Jarvis had not been ignorant
of her husband’s robbery; she was aware
that he had obtained this safe, hut he had
represented to her, and she had believed him,
that he had lost all the gold in unlucky
speculations, He had made her believe
that the safe contalned now nothing but
piles of papers and documents of great
value to Mr. Vincent, but worthiess to him.
Thus the crimes of her husband and son, at
all of which she had connived, had heen
utterly profitless to this wretched woman ;
she had been compelled to spend her days
in poverty and drudgery. She had been a
participator in the crimes of her family,
but not a sharer of the wealih wickedly
accumulated.

“Where is the safe and where are the
papers of which you speak?” asked M.
Grahain, at length.

“The safe and all that’s in it's buried in
the eellar of No. — Catharine street.”

“Al!” thought Mr. Graham, “a good
place.

“1 dow't know for what the old man
buried it,” resumed Mre, Jarvis (as we
shall still call her), ¢ for there was nothin’
in it good for anything.”

“ Nothing in it!”»

“ No, nothing but a lot of old docymints
and trash.”

‘Very likely that he would bury tragh,”
was Mr. Graham’s mental eomment. % Why,
what has become of all the money?” he
asked.

“Oh! it’s all gone, str. Dick lost it in
speckerlation about & weck after he got it.”

“ Highly probable, also 1”7 mwttered Mr.
Graham. ¢ That was unfortunate,” he ve-
marked aloud. ¢ Then your husband died
poor?”

“Yes, sir. He didn’t leave me a cont,
nor did old Mr. Hoyt, cither. All old Mr.
oyt iver did was to sind Bzra — that's my
soi, you know—to college. He took a
fancy to bim and wanted him to git some
book learning. &mall good it’s done hiw,
anyhow.”

“ Where is your son? *

“That's moren I can tell, gir,” said Mrs.

G R e

BAFFLED

Jarvis, who was greatly agitated. “Oh!”
gald she, suddenly, 1 can’tdie alsy till I
tell your honor all T did, aw all I set Ezra up
to; althoughit’s Mr, William Moore I ought
to tell it to, rather than you, if he was
alive, poor man.”

Again Mr. Groham started violently.
“ Great God!” thought he,  am I never
to Lear the last of thig man#”

Mrs. Jarvis was growing weaker and
weaker, Mr. Grabam would have had her
stop and husband her strength, but she in-
sisted upon telling everything while there
wis yet time, saying that she knew she must
dic and a few hours sooner or later made no
difference. " With many pauses, then, and
in a voice almost inpudible, from weakness,
the dying woman divalged the conspiracy
she had instigated and assisted ; the corn-
cenlment of Harry Moores death ; the fulse
represcatations  to  Franchot ; the aban-
donment of Mr. Moore’s child. Remem.
bering her promise to Mr. William Moore,
ghe did not say anything aboat that gen-
tleman’s reappearance; nor did she tell
Graham that Ethel was the child she had
abuandoned in the cars, But she went on to
relate how, afier Franchot had expressed
his determination to make Willinm Moore's
sou his heir, he had been casily persuaded
that Kzra was that son, —how Iizra had
grown more and more impatient for the
Frenchman’s murder, which, although she
did not advise, she did nothing to dissuade
Lim from. In short, her confession em-
Lraced all the plots and performauces whose
ineeption and progress theveader has already
seen. :

With the conclusion of her confession, it
scemed as if Mrs. Jarvig's life had salso
ended. She lay motionless and specchless;
the ebhing tide scarcely showed a ripple
now. Grabam thought her dead and he ex-
claimed aloud, with energy, —

ST get that safe, and nobody shall be a
whit the wiser!”

It is always imprudent to utter one’s
thoughts aloud. It was peculisrly so in
this cage, for in the next room, separated
from thiz only by o very thin partition, was
Mry. Roberts (the shrewd wife of the de-
tective), with her ear pressed against 2
crevice in the boards. She heard every
word of the conversation, and to Mr.
Graham’s incantiously uttered boast, she
replied to hersclf, smiling, —

« Always excepting Polly Roberts.”
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of the dead, hurried out of the room, and
gsent up the first porson he met to Mrs,
Jarvis, The physician, who had just ar-
rived, and others, hastened in, but it was
too late. Mrs. Jarvis was dead.

CHAPTIR XIL.

BAD NEWS AND GOOD.

TaE speed of the express train seemed
slow enough to Vincent and his companion
ag they rolled along the Hudson River Rail-
road. Kavanagh was very much depressed.
For a long time he insisted that if Smith's
execution was .consummated, e would be
as culpable as a murderer, Gradually, how-
ever, he acknowledged the force of Vincent’s
argnments, which were to the effect that
in no cvent could Smitl’s death be at-
tributed, justly, to Kavanagh, for his im-
pending fate had not slipped from the latter’s
mind through culpable carelessness; but
simply because he was occopied in the
prosccution of what was certainly his duty,
to wit, the capture of the real murderer;
and that another circamstance exonerated
him, namely, the fact that he had been
crroneously informed that the exccution
had been fixed for a much. later date.
Somewlhat comforted by these represen-
tationg, Kavanagh busied himself in pre-
paring the draft of an aftidavit for Vincent
to swear to, and whichshould be laid before
the Governor. It was about ten o'clock in
the evening when they arrived at Alhany.
They proceeded directly to the Governor's
house, and, to their dismuy, leurned Lhat his
Excellency was out of town, and would not
be back till ten o’clock the rext forenoon. .
There being no train till morning, Vincent
propesed that while Kavanagh remained to
draw up the affidavit in proper form, he
shorld ride to the place, not very digtant,
where the Governor them was. Kavanagh
expressed soine doubi as to Vineent’'s being
able to bear the fatigne; but, hig scruples
being laughed at, conzented to the arrange-
ment, Vincent started, and, after splashing
through muddy roads for an hour or two,
arrived at his degtination only to learn that
the Governor had returned to Alhany by a
special train. Taking a very slight re-
freshment, Vincent mounted his horse for
the return ride. He had rot passed over

Mr. Graham, experiencing an aversion,
amounting almost to horror, inthe presence

two miles of the road when he began to
feel that he had overtasked his strength,
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As he tode along an irresistible dizziness
seized hiw; he reeled in the saddle, he sank
apon his korse’s neck; he felt himself siding
to the ground, and then all was blank.

Not very long afterwards Vinecent opened
his cyes, gazed fechly about him for a
moment, and, shutting them again, felt into
& dclicions, stremgtheuing sleep. It was
nearly mornisg when he awoke refreshed.
Iic found himself lying on a green, leather-
covered lounge, in an exceedingly neat
room that seemed to be a libiary, erammed
with books and maps, To lLis amazement,
he beheld sitting at a table, reading by the
light of a shaded lamp, the massive form of
no less a person than Dr. Bovipides Brown.

“ Salve domine !? eried Vinecent.

“ Macte virtute/” exclaimed the doetor,
hastily starting up. ¢ Vincent, my boy,
give me your hand ! *

¢ lave the goodness, doctor, to tell me
how I came here.”

“ Why, taking my usual midnight walk, I
found yoa ahout ten rods from here, lying
in the mud, and your horse quietly standing
beside you. 8o, reversing Virgil's account,
Anchises bore Eneas on his shoulders and
deposited him on that sofa, where, very un-
soclably, he has lain ever ‘sinece without
saying a word. What was the matter?
Were you thrown from your beast?

Vineent briefly explained matters. ¢ Now
tell me, sir, do you live here? ”

#Yes, Parnassus Iall is no more. ¢ Car-
thage was,” A Deaf and Dumb Asylum, as
was originally intended, now takoes the
place of that seat of learning.”

¢ What desecration! ” eried Vincent.

“ Yes,” said the doctor, mournfully. «7J
had to give up keeping hoarding-school
after Tiggy left me.”

“What! Miss Antigone gonel! where is
she? ”

“ Married,” said the doctor, in a voice of
sorrow. *“ That's what the best of women
come to. She married the assistant Latin
teacher.”

# Little Thomas!”

“The same. She is old enough to be the
mother of the homunewius. She married
him out of pity, I havew't the least doubt.
Ile needed somebody to take earve of him.
He is tutor now in —- collego.”

“Poor devill™ thonght Vincent, ¢ be-
tween the boys and his wife he'll lead a
dog’s life.”

‘“As for me,” continued the doctor, ©1
have bought this little place. I don't keep

with me whom I am fitting for eollege.
But I am not idle.”

“ What are you doing, sir? ”

“I am writing a hook,” snid the doctor,
blushing like a givl, ¢ the opus mawinum of
my life. It ig to be called ¢History of
Greek Literature,” to consist of twenty-five
folio volumes.”

“How much have you written, doctor?*

‘I have written half a volume during the
past two years. I will have the first vol-
arne finished in two more years.”

‘“ Atthat rate,” said Vincent, smiling, it
will be ninety-eight years before your work
is finished.”

“ Bless me,” cried the doctor, looking
blank, “T never thought of that. T must
reduce the projected size.”

“Yed, I would,” said Vincent. -

“The work is to Dbe embellished with
steel engravings, and will he very costly, I
suppose,” added the doctor, with a sigh,
“It is to be published by contribution.
Perhaps you will consent to put your pame
down? ™

©T think it very likely, IHow many boys
have you?” said Vincent, hastily.

“ Only four. They are youngsters,
scarcely out of the Taiin reader. Iint
come, it is time you and I went to sleep.”

This seemed probable, inasmuch as it was
now nearly lve in the morning,

“I must take the first train to Albany,”
said Vincent.

*That won't be till after breakfust,” said
the doctor. “Let me show you a bed.”
*No,” sald Vincent, “ with your permis-
sion, I will stay here.”

“If you dom't feel sleepy,” said the doc-
tor, * you can look over the manuscript of
my work.”

Y Thank you, doctor, I am sleepy.”

Vincent arose at breakfast-timo feeling
much better than he had for several weeks.
The four little boyg sat at the table with
their teacher. One of them was a brother
of a Miss Schuyler, Ethcl’s most intimate
friend. Vincent had often seen young
Schuyler, and kindly retarned the boy's
eager greeting. '
The early morning mail was brouglt in,
and quite a little pile of letters handed to
the doctor, who sorted them, and handed
one to Tom Schuyler.

The boy took it with delight, for if there
ig ever a moment of unalloyed happiness it
is when a homeslck boy ab school gets o

a regular schiool, but have one or two boys

letter frown home.
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The' doctor promised to send Vincent's
horse to Albany that day, and his visitor
impatiently awaited the hour of departure.
All at once Tom Schuyler, who was puzziing
over his letter, cried, —

1 de wish Lu, would write so a fellow
could read, I can’t make it out at alk
Wou't you read that line for me, Mr. Gra-
ham?”

vinecent took the letter, wriften in the
pamby-pamby séyle of chirography that
young ladics generally affect, and read these
words, —

¢ ¢You remember Ethel Moore, don't yon,
Tom; the young lady you said was t great
deat prettier than [ am?*”

i No, I don’s mean that,” said Tom, it’s
the next line.  Please read on.”

Vincent did not need to be urged.

“«Well, she's very — very' what's that?
‘lappy,’ oh! I see, ¢happy,” ‘she is very
Iappy now; sie has found her father.’ "

Tom must have been surprised at the agi-
tution ibat scised Vineents; his faco alter-
nated red and white, and lis eyes glittered
tike coals. Without permission he read on, —

¢ A genflewan whom she has known for
some time — a Mr. Moriis —tarng out to be
hor father. Only think of it! I'm so glad.””

Vincent fung down the letter, and —as
Tom afterwards sald— ¢ jumped four fect
clear off the floor, I thought ke was crazy,
snid Tont, in telling the story; * he danced
around the rootn and stapped the doctor on
the Back a tremendous whack. ¢ What's
the matter with you?® reared the doctor.
«Tm another man, that’'s alll’ sald hes
¢good-by," and he snatched his hat, and
kited off to the railway station.”

ile was indeed another man.  All weak-
ness had now vanished from his frame. A
subtile strengthening five ran through his
veins, as if he had swallowed the < elixir of
lile,” He was raised now to a helght of joy
as far above the ordinary level of his mood,
as the abyss of despair, he had emerged
from, was below it. Ithel was true, and
for Lim grief was 4 thing that existed not.
Then the thought that he had wronged her
and believed hier guilty came ypon him, and
Le loathed himself. ¢ Have I killed her
love,” thought le, by my barbarity? It
would serve me right if she despised me!”

1le arrived in Albany, aud found Kavanagh
awaiting him with the papors. Together,
they harried to the Governol’s room, — we
have already seen with what result. For
two hours they waited, almost dead with
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last admitted, Vincent was not long in
making the Governor ascguainted wlith the
contents of his affidavit. That funciionary
turned pate, and dispatched o, message to
the neavest telegraph oflice, ordering the
postponement of the execution, In less
than half an hour these words came back
aerose the electric wire, —

¢ The execution has taken place. Smith
iz dead.”

“We've done all we could, Harry,” said
Vincent, turning to the horrifled Iavanagh;
¢ yow're. not a bit to blame,” -
Kavanah groancd. *Oh! if I had only
thought of it two days ago!”

« It would have made no difference,” said
the Goveruor. ¢ T have beenill. Yester-
day was the first time I've been out. I
would not have admitted you to an audi-
ence; I admitted no onc; nelther could I
have secn you yesterday., So you have no
eanse to reproach yourself, young man.”
Kavanagh was wnspeakably welieved.
seThank God! his blood’s not on my
hands,” cried he.

“ Nobody is to blame that T know of,”
said the Governor. ¢ This is one of those
unhappy affairs that homan wisdom caunot
gnavd against. I is the third instance in
my oflicial life.”

‘et Great heavens!” cried Vineent; ¢is it

» [ possible that in your short term, sir, there

have been three executions of innocent
men?”

“This makes the third,” said the Gov-
ernor, composcdly. * Men convieted on
cirenmstantial evidence, hung, and the real
enlpri¢ turns up. But the severity of the
law must he maintained. It is bester that
an innocent man should oceasionally sutfer,
than that guilty men should practise their
crimes with impunity.”

“ 8ay rather,” cried Vincent, much dis-
gusted, “ it is better that ninety-nine mar-
derers should go free, than that ore innocent
mat should be hung., The death peunalty is
barbarems cnough any way, but when it 1s

lenforeed so sweepingly as to include the

innocent, I cry, away with i61° .

“Yes, Thatis your opinion, is it?” said
the Governor, slightly yuwning, and care-
fully picking a speck of dust off his cout-
sleeve. ‘I am sorry to say that my time
will not permit me to attend you sny fur-
ther; ” and he bowed his visitors out.

Much saddened by the result of their
attempt to save poor Smith, Kavanagh and
Vincent agreed to start at once on their

sickening suspense. When they were ab

expedition for the capture of Ezra. Vin-
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cent longed to return to New York, and
crave Lthel’s forgiveness, but did not tell
Liix companion so. They resumed their
disguises, and tock th'e first down-train.
Tiey 1eft the ears at a town not far dis-
tant from D—, and they dctermined to
made this place their starting-point. They
went joto a resizurant to dine. At a table
near them sat Mr. Alexander Conger, the
detective, talking earnestly with a friend.
He was evidently giving an account of
Smith's execution. He had just come up
from the city. .
It sickened me of capitnl punizshment,”
they heard him say., ‘“There were only
about fifty of us in the prison-yard. The
poor fellow came ount looking rather pale,
but as ealin as nn infant.  They said he had
Jjust baeen taking leave of his wife, or sweet-
heart. I neverthought he was anugly man,
in spite of his cross eyes; but, may I be
hanged myself, if he wasn’t just as hand-
some then as bhe could be, by Jove! He
said o few words to us, as he stood on the
scatiold, and may I never catch thief again
if he didn't bring the briny into my cyes.
T never was so astonished at myself in my
iife. When I heard his words I was just as
certain that he wag innocent as I am this
moment. They tied his hands, and the drop
fell. 1 looked away then, for I tell you it
secmed to me as if murder was going on.
e couldn’t have hung ten minutes when we
Lieard the devil of a racket inside the prison
hall, and a man rushed out with his face
about as white as that wall there, shouting,
‘Cut him down! cnt hiin down!’ I had no
busivess to do it, but my knife was out, and
I was on that seaffold in considerably less
time than it takes me to tell you. But it
was all over with poor Smith ; he had broken
his neek when he fetl, and now curse me if
I aint against hanging men for the rest of
niy matural life

Conger mnde this recital in so elevated a
voice that Vincent and his friend were com-
pelled to hear it.  The detective seemed, in
fact, to desive hearers of his sentiments, #e
he glunced at the two apparent Freuclimen
and raised his voice,

* Vint.,” whispered Kavanagh, #1 helieve
that Swmith will haunt we.”

“You dow’t still persist in blaming your-
self, do yon?”

“In a measure, yes; but I will try not to
let the idex torture me. There’s one thing,
however, that T would lose iny right arm to
accomplish,”
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“To capture Ezra Hoyt,” satd Kavauagh,
grinding his teeth. .

“I'm with - you there,” sunid Vincent.
“QOur disgnises are good, Harry Tven
the lynx-eyed detective Conger doesn’t see
through them.”

“8mall chance, Vint.,, of Ifoyt knowing
you. He thinks you dead snd buried, you
know.”

“Yes, and I long to see the cxpression of
his face when he secs me with this disgunise
off,” said Vincent, ¢ There goest Conger.
We have the room to ourselves; let's con-
coct o modus operandi.,”

The deliberation that ensued did not last
long. They went out, and, hiring a carriage,
drove swiftly in the directipn of D—wm=,
At the distance of about eight miles from
the town they stopped at a smuall tavern,
and sent back their team. Here they whiled
away the time till dark, and ordered a good
substantial supper.

At about eight o’clock they started off in

alight, two-horse wagon, driven by a man
of irmmmense physical proportions, whom
they had been glad to obtain as an ally in
their expedition. They had engaged the
conveyance for an indeflnite time, purpos-
ing to take their prisoners to Wyekoff 1Mall,
which was only about twenty miles distant,
and thence to New York. They ench car-
ried a revolver earefully loaded. The night
wis dark, and the road rough, so it was
sowe time before they came in sight of the
“red brick house,” a black mass against p
dark sky. At one side stood three or four
fir-trees.  Stopping then, and instructing
the driver to wait there for the arranged
signul, they advanced on foot to the house,
Before entering it, they made a careful sur-
vey of the premises on all sides. ‘here
were no side doors; the one at the rear'they
scenved by passing a picket of a fence
through the latch-handie on the outside,
Going arvound to the front, they knocked
confidently, but not loudly. A murmer of
conversation, that had till then been audi-
ble, ceased, and, after a considerable pause,
the door was opened slightly, and a man
gruffly inquired their business. Kavanagh
said in French, that they wanted to see Mr.'
Hunter.
The man, whom they at once knew to be
Ezra, replicd in the same language, that
they wonld oblige him by talking in Eng-
lish, for his French needed brushing up.
“Who did you say yon wanted to see?” he
added,

“ What's that?”

“Vell, ve vant Meester Huntare,” said
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Kavanagh, in Tuglish, that was noi only
braken, but mutiluted,

#«Who suaid I lived here?” cried Fzra
somewhat startled.

« Monsiear, the tavern-keeper,” replied
Kavanagh,

Ezra seemed relieved. He did wot at all
suspect, what a less shrewd man than he
was would probably at onece have appre-
hended, that the two Frenclimen were de-
tectives, or pursuers in disguise. He well
knew that not a soul had followed him from
New York to thig place; that no one knew
Liw in his Qisgrise; that no ene save Mur-
ragh hiand been aware of his intention of go-
inr to this place of conecealment, and that
even Murragh had only learned it through a
letter written in cipher, —a lctter that no
one had scen.  So, totally unsuspicions, he
asked his eallers “what he could do for
them.” '

«Why, we heard,” said Kavanagh, still
preserving a foreign imtonation, ¢ that you
would rent this house, and my friend and
I will take it if it suits us.”

« No, I dowt want to rent ity T am going
to live here myself. But pardon me, gen-
tlemen, for keeping you standing out here.
Come in and take a snifter.”

i ¥ don't think we can stop this evening,”
said Kavanagh, with feigned reluctance.

¢ Ol come in and rest awhile,” eried Ezra,
anxious for visitors to rclieve his ennul.
“ (ome in, you must be tired; it's quite a
walk from the tavern down here.”

Thus pressed they complied, and Ezra
uzhered them into a small, half-furnished
roonl, in the centre of which stood a rickety
table, supporting a solitary candle. At this
table sut Mr. Donnizetti Murragh, disguised
in bushy black side-whiskers, with his hat
puiled down low wvpon his forehead. Ile
was composedly sipping a glass of brandy
and water as the visitors came in.

« Mr, Munroe,” saill Lzra, by way of in-
troduction. © What is your name and your
friend’s? ¥ he asked of Xavanagh.

« We are brothers,” sald Kavanagh; ¢ the
Messra. Mallon.”

¢ Sit down, gentlemen,” said Ezrs. * Take
o drink?*

“You are very kind,” said Kavanagh; 1
believe not,” and Vincent courteously de-
clined.

They all four sat around the fahle, and
Ezra and Murragh, being entire}f' unsuspi-
cious, the conversation seon became free.
They spoke of the loneliness and isolation

L
of defence, and finally about flre-arms.
They compared pistols. Vineent, in exam-
ining Ezra's revolver, dexterously removed
the caps without being seen. Ilis owa
“ Colt” was handed about. Ezra admired
it, and looked at it long before he restored
it to its owner, who placed it carelessly on
the table by the side of the candlestick.
Murragh sat near a corner of the table,
and Vincent on the same side. Ezra and
Kavanagh opposite. A half hour or more
passed away very guickly. At length Kav-
anagh, pushing back his chair a little, said, —
¢« Well, it's about time for us to go.”
“Yes, I'm getting sleepy,” said Vincent,
yawning slightly, and he stretched out his
hand as if to snuff-the candle, but instead
of doing so snatched his pistol, and with
ineonceivable guickness strnck Murragh
flercely on the head with its handle. The
luwyer, without a groan, fell on the floor,
senseless.
At the same Instant Eavanagh threw
himgelf with violence upon Ezra, who was
half risen from his chair; but he met more
than his mateh. Ezra caught him around
the waist with both arms, and, rising with
him in his grasp, ran across the room and
dashed him. against the wall, Kavanagh
was much hurt, and for a time was incapa-
ble of rising, DBut Vincent with blazing
eyes sprang forward to the encounter, and
Ezra scized with panie rushed to the back
door. Finding it fastened, he uitered a
howl of minged rage and fear, and stood, a
prawny desperado, at bay. Vincenf held
hig pistol levelled, and might have shot
him, but he was determined to capture him
alive. ¢ Querender,” shouted he. ¢ Nov-
er!” roared Ezra. The back door opened
into a little kitchen, Vincent and Hzra
were in that ptace now. A heavy iron po-
ker, belonging to the range, leaned against
the ledge of the door. This Bzra instantly
seized, after he had harmlessly snapped his
pistol in Vincent's face, and dashed it down
with a horrible oath. Vinecent pauased, un-
certain Low to proceed, but his antagonist
threw himself forward, struck Vincent's
pistot with the poker and sent it whirling
across the voom, and *clesed in,” disre.
garding a blow from Vincent's flst that
would have felled an ordinary wman. The
struggle that cnsued, for a few moinents
was sbsolutely terrific. Ezra felt that he
was fighting for his life, and Vincent was
sctuated by an unconguerable resolution.
He knew, too, that, if he was vanquished,

of the house, danger from burglars, means

he could expect no mercy from his antago-
&
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nist. : I
st. They were bothmen of great strength, | covered strength, was upon him, with his

and It Bzra was the heavier and actually the
more powerful of tie two, the deflciency

knee pressed against his breast and his
lusty flngers twisted in hLis throat, and at

Wik ¢ gt i i
rioi t;l?i\ttwmp;nbated to Vincent in supe- | that juncture Kavanagh limped in, very
gility and suppleness. The ancient | pale and looking rather wild in the e;es

gladiatorial sands never saw a flercer eon-

“I've goi him, Iul, my boy ! Tie him

s X
Zc;:r.. :i\lth Viucent wag all the redundant | up.” Kavanagh seemed to rally at th
rength of youth, and Ezra, in the prime of | sight. He pulied a stout cord fr(;m hi;

life, had the free use of consummated vigor.
In silence that deadly struggle went on,
not a word did either speak, — nothing
broke that frightful stillness save the IﬂjT
bored respiration of cach, and now and
then a smothered oath from Ezra, who uge-
lessly endeavored to fling Vincent to the
ground, while the latter in vain sought to
throw Hyra off his sturdy, firmly-planted
legs. ] But Vircent could not continue these
eftertmns long. Now the effects of hiz late
sickuess began to tell, the strength that
cxcitement had lent him had gradually given
way, the results of his last night’s steep-
lessness began to show themseli'es, and he
felt faintness coming on. With one des-
berate, last effort he banged Bera's head
ﬂ:gainst the corner of the dresser, and then
his flerce chutch relaxed, and he sank to the
floor, utterly exhausted. But Ezra was
temporarily stunned by the blow, and, for a
few moments, the two combatants sat and
gazed fleebly at each other. And now Vin-
cent gave himself up as lost, and cried out
weakly to Kavamagh, but there was no re-
sponse, for Ezra quickly revived, while
he himself he knew could not hope to con-
tinue the struggle longer,  With anguish he
saw Ezra's dazed look vanish; with eves lit
up. by hate, the villain started up. At that
crisis Vincent's presence of mind— that
h‘ad flever yet deserted him — saved him.
Tearing off his false whiskers {which were
80 securely put on that the late strnggle
had not deranged them in the least) there
blllrst upon Ezra’s appalled sight the face of
Vineent Graham, — the man whom he had
left bricked up and dead in & vault.

‘I have risen from the dead to capture
You, Ezra Ioyt,” said Vincent in a calm
clear voice. ‘

.Who can deseribe the awful terror that
scu_ﬂcd the murderer ? Iis ashy face was
smitten with the agony of horror, and his
started eyeballs rolled in an ecstasy of
fright. His bristling hair darted up crecet
and his tecth clattered like hail-stones
while his trembling limbs refused to bem,‘

. _him up, and he sank upon the foor, quiver-
ing Hike a leaf, an abject, miserable wretch.

pocket and, in an instant, Yzra Iloyt 1
3 7 fi)
bound hand and foot,—a p;'isuucr. i

CHAPTER XLI.

RETRIBUTION,

“Trar fellow knocked all the breath ont
of my body,” said Kavanagh, ] believe I
fainted away.” :

“ Are you much hurt, arry ?*

“No, not much., He lamed me soma. I
thought he'd broken my leg. » That other
chap is lying there guiet enough.”

“ No he isn't,” cried Vinceat, entering the
room.

© ¥ By Jove! the fellow's got off1®

Such was the fact. Murragh, recovering
had lain quiet while KEavanagh was in tl?é
room, but on the latter’s groing out had seized
the opportunity to slip guictly away.

“ Great heavens! Vint.,” cried Kavanagh
‘ these fcllows are worse than hares. Lzols:.
out or Hoyt will be off.” -

“Little danger,” said Vincent; “he’s so
scared he can’t move. Well, we've done a
gfmd job. Nevermind, Murragh; we'llhave
him before long, Let’s get off. Call the
fellow with the wagom, Ilal, will you? We
otight to be at your father's before mid-
night,”

Kavanagh went out, executed g prolonged
peculiar whistle, and in a moment the Wagor;
came rattling up to the door. Vineent and
Kavanagl, aided by the gigantic Johu, lifted
Ezra and deposited him on the straw at the
bottom of the vehicle, where he lay quict
enough; and-his pallid fuce began to show
the first foreshadowings of despair,

They both mowuted to the driver's scat
and drove rapidly away. Vineent folt a
st.mnge exhilaration. e was bearing off
big captive in trivmph, and he was thrilled
by the sweet consciousness of Ethel’s con-
stancy.

Kavanagh was rather chagrined at his
share in the performances of the evening
hut Vincent assured him that it was by no,
means ¢ertain that he conld have mastéred

In an instant, Vineent, with partially re-

Hoyt had it not been for his assistance.

i
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They lit their cigars and added to {or
spoiled) the fragrance of the cvening air.
The travelling improved as they procecded,
and they soon struck along, level stretch
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grove where the happy equestrian party had
ridden so long ago, and Vincent was glad-
dened by the joyous recollections that the
spot inspired. Maore's cottage was shut up

of plank road. Vincent continually looked | and dismal.

behind to asgore himself that the prisoner

They found no one at Wyckof' Iall but

had not vapished, so impressed bad he be- the servants, — Mr. Kavanagh and his family

come by Ezra’y volatile powers. But Lzra

having gone to New York. Ezra was uu-

Hoyt had met his fate, at last, and the bound and searched, the papers his pockets

meshes of his doom had closed aroaud him.
He had a consciousness of this as he lay
there muttering curses. He saw that he
was utterly ruined. Even should he escape
from his captors, the future was all black-
ness to him. He could no longer pass for
Harry Moore, — for had he not boasted to
‘Vincent that he was Fzra Hoyt? Me was
now known to be an impostor; he must re-
linguish Yrauchot's property; he counld
never marry Ethel Moore. He was known
to be ¥ranchot’s murderer; he would hence-
forth be hunted as such. Allhis schemes
had failed, - had ended in utter defeat. But
what added the most bitterness to lhis
wretehedness, what was the most intolera-
ble portion of his torture, was the fact that
Vincent Graham was the canse of his ruin,—
Vincent Grahem who had never met him but
to foil him. Every time that Vincent
{urned to ook at him he gnashed his teeth
with wnspeakable chagrin. His horror of
his captor, too, was intense; he regarded
him as a sort of avenging spirit. He was
utterly unable to account for his appear-
ance. He had certainly thrust him nto the
vault, and, with his own hands, bricked him
up; had snbscquently gone to see his grave
and found it undistarbed. What supernat-
ural powers, then, did Vincent possess, that
he could start up and eonfront him in this
remote retreat, — & retreat that no one on
carth knew of except Murragh? It was
wonderful, inscrutable, horrifying. )
Esra was driven to the conclusion, in
thinking about the capture, that Murragh
had betrayed him. He smiled grimly to
himself as he accepted this idea, for he had
papers in his pocket, — papers that he inva-
riably carried with him, — that proved Mur-
ragh’s complicity in a murder that had
gtartled St. Louis several years before, —
and these papers he determined to give to
Vincent, fervently hoping that they would
lead to Murragh’s execution.
A late and waning moon had just begun

to peer timidly, with pale face, over the

eastern hills, as the low length of Wyckoff

contained removed, and he was then put
into the swmall room on the ground floor,
where Mz, Franchot had met liis death, He
was perfectly sccure there, for it was im-
possible for him to break through the bars
of the window. The door was locked, a
servant detailed to walk as sentry in the
hall, and Ezra left to his meditations.

In a short time profound stillness reigned
in the old house. Xavanagh sat down in
the library to finish some law papers that
the events of the past few days had obliged
him to neglect. Vincent, thoroughly ex-
hausted, threw himself upon a sofa and
stept heavily, and the sentry, sitting down
and leaning his back agoiust the deor of
Egzra's room, resumed his interrupted slum-
bers, Teasonably presuming that the door
could not be opened without awakening
him.
Ezra, for the first time in his eventful
career, made no attempt to effect an escape.
Iiis spirit, hitherto unflagging, failed; be
was thoroughly cowed.

Tor the socond time he was alone in the
room where he had stabbed the ill-fated
Frenchman. But he felt no bratal exulta-
tion now, nor boasted to himself of the
deed. e had not recovered from the ex-
cessive terror Vincent had thrown him into,
and now he laughed no longer at supernat-
ural fancies. 'Lhere wps no light in the
room save the ghastly rays of the moon,
and the murderer imagined that he saw, in
the scarcely mitigated darkness, the white
and rigid face of ¥ranchot, gazing at him
in hotror, with staring, sightless cyes, and
he thought he heard the horrid drip of the
glow blood falling on the floor; and, stran-
ger than all, it seermed to Iim that he counld
see himself stealing through the window, —
a black, shapeless mass, & huge bear hold-
ing a gleaming knife in his hairy paw.
Again and again, during these awful mo-
ments, as he gat in the middle of the room,
was the murder dnacted before hig quailing
eyes. He saw the burly murderer creep in
and pull the covering from the victim’s

Hall came in sight, faintly pencilled against | breast; he listeped to the low, startled cry

the lightening sky. They drove past the|of the doomed man; he heard the dull
19 :
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plunge of the knife; saw the life-blood
bubble up, and watched the murderer, him-
self, steal away with satanic satisfaction on
his face. MHis flesh crept with horror, as he
sat a gpectator of this bloody scene con-
stantly repeated. At last he rose and flung
himself on the bed, in agony. And pres-
ently another and a fearful hallucination
Dossessed him. He thought that ke was
Franchot, conscious that he was to be mur-
dered, unable to stir to help himmself.. Ashe
lay he could see the murderer — himself
8till — elimb over the window-sill and cau-
tiously draw near his bedside. He even
felt the Hght pregsure of the agsassin’s hand
upon his breast, and, with utterly inconceiv-
able horror, was sware when the knife de-
scended in a painless, but affrighting blow.
At each agonizing repetition, hé suffered
the very pangs of dissolution,

The form of his torture at length changed.
It seemed to him that the corpse of Fran-
chot was lying in the bed with him. So
actual was this fantasy, that he eould trace,
beneath the counterpane, the stiffened form
of the dead man, and see, outside, his vie-
tim’s ghastly face, with the unvarying awful
stare upon the ceiling. He turned around
—=horrer upon horror! —here was another
corpse on s side. There he lay, flanked
on either hand by the horrid relic of hig
knife. The imaginary bodies wore close
beside him. Ifhe moved at all, he felt the
claminy, icy touch of the exanimate clay.
But the frightfulness of his position did not
end here. Peering above the foothoard, in
a horrible array, was ranged a row of faees,
all dead men’s, all Franchot’s, all guzing at
him, all distorted in agony, pallid, fit for
tomhs. He tarned and looked up behind
him. Bending over the headboard, leaning
down, almost touching his forehead with
its bluish 1ips, was Franchot’s face again,
Nor was this the worst. Turning his oyes
in desperation, to the ceiling, he saw di-
rectly above him, lying motionless and sup-
ported in the air, the murdered man again,
clad in the habiliments of the grave, —all
white drapery, except where the shroud
was torn away from his breast, 8o that the
wound his knife had mide wasg revealed,
and from it slowly trickled drops of bright
red blood, that fell with & warm gplash in
his face; nor could he evade the horria
shower, for, if he raised his head, he wag
kissed by the lips of the corpse behind him,
and the disgusting barriers on either side
forbade his moving to the right or left.
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minutes of unparalleled torment, — mingtes
that one would not endure to purchase an
eternal paradise, —the hideous nightmare
passed away, and Ezra fell into uncon-
sciousness.

But not for long. Seoon he startod up,
wide awake, though the phantoms of his
disordered brain had vanished. The room
was utterly dark now, for the moon had slid
beneath the edge of szn opague bank of
clouds, What is this his senses detect in
the air? What is this stifling, insinuating
odor? Smoke! He starts up in bed. For
a mowment he fancies he is amidst the fireg
of hell, and expects to feel the gharp flames
wrap his quivering flesh. A moment tells
him where hie is; bot the smell of smoke
grows more and more distinct. He smiles,
exulting. Ile thinks that perhaps the biaze
will liberate him, - burning awsy an exit;
for he kpnows that the house is on fire.
Saddenly, he shrieks aloud, and springs
from the bed, appalled; for there, heneath
the door, ercep out litt‘le yellow tongues of
five, that lick the sill, and stretel out their
hungry tips along the floor. He takes in, at
a pglance, his doom. The hall outside ig
blazing, the window is striped with iron-
barg, - he must burn to death !

Kavanagh, writing in the library, did not,
for some time, perceive the smoke that
stole in nander the hall door; not, in fact,
uutil he was almost encircled in the soffo-
eating fumes. Then, indeed, he sprang up,
and, rousing Vinecnt, who quickly followed
him, rushed out. The hall was black with
smoke and red with flame. TIn another min-
ute the slumbering sentry would have slept
in death. He had knocked over a candle,
which had instantly set a palmetto mat on
fire. 'With difficulty they dragged him out,
badly scorched, and then recoiled before the
impassable blaze, The subtile element
kisged the walls in a ruinous embraee, and -
ran atong to the limit of the hall; then leap-
ing across its space formed a deadly barrior
to the enfrance of Ezrw’s prison. Kavanagh
and Vincen$ could only stand at a distance
and gaze in horror. Up the banisters sprang
the riotous conflagration, higher rolled the
thick smoke; the fire surged along, destroy-,
ing as it went, and soon all Wyckoff Hall
was wrapped in flames.

In the mean time, the wretched Ezra was
feeling & foretaste of hell in his burning
cell. With a futile fromzy, he seized the
pitchers of water in his room, and dashed
them against the shrivelling door; but the

"

But nature is merciful, and, after a few

thirsty flames shricked the louder, with re-

- to say, dashed his head between the bars.
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doubled venom. Ile flang up the window
and shook the unyielding bars in agony;
and the horridted, nuserviceable spectators
on the lawn outside, heard him curse and
rave in his despair. We say unserviceable,
for the flames, roaring through an open
room above, had sprung from the window,
glided down the corner of the house, and
thenee darted across to the projection of a
bow-window, thus completely belting in the
room whoere Bzra was. The fire spread
with wonderful rapidity. Unable to save
anything, —barcly escaping with theirlives,
—the few servants ran about on the lawn,
demented. They were joined by Vincent
and Kavanagh, calmer indeed, but equally
powerless. )
They could sce into Ezra’s room, whfch
was as light as day. They saw him with
hig clothes on fire (for the flame outside
stretched in and reached him) rush around
the room, howling in agony. Now andthen
lie would fling himself against the bars, and
thrust his blackened hands inte the fire be-
yond. Suddenly the door was swepf: awa}y,
and 2 column of flame rushed roaring in
The tormented wretch uttered an appalling
yell,  Ile was now in the very midst of the
fire. Herushed to the window, and, strange

The iron, almost red-hot, sank, searing,
into his neck; and there he remained, stack
fast, broiling to death, ontsbricking the
blast of the flre with lhis blasphemies. It
was a piteous sight, and one or two strong
men in the little group outside fell on the
grass, fainting with horror. The tmge.dy
was sooll over, Rzra's head —a black, in-
distinguishable mass — dropped to th.e
ground, burned from his shoulders. His
body, utterly consumed, wag never after
distinguished and separated from the ashes
of the house; and thus he died, — stopped
in his full eareer of crime, with curses on
his lips, batfled, foiled, Tuined.

CHAPTER XLIL

MR. MURRAGH COMES TO GEIEF.

TuE sight of Mr. Smith's execution hz‘ui
made Mr. Alexander Conger, inspector in
the deteetive foree, o sadder but a wiser
man. Chagrin at himself, rage towards the
authorities, hatred towards Muorragh a,n_d
Ezra, detestation of his profession, filled his
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office, furiously puffing an enormous meer-
schaum, in profound and gloomy thought.
He never smoked his pipe except when per-
turbed ; and his subordinates, knowing well
the sign, took good care not to intrude upon
his privacy.

“ May I be cursed if I do!"” cried the de-
tective, with much energy. On the happen-
ing of what contingency he invoked eternal
punishment uponr himself, remains un-
knowni for at this moment a small hoy,
with considerable temerity, came in and
presented a note and packet to the redoubt-
able officer. Conger perused the note, and
then, changing the form of his prayer, €x-
claimed in a voice that made the boy jump,=--
“ May I be cursed if I dom'tl” '
Having thus offered petitions, which,.lf
they were both granted, would seem to in-
sure lis future doom, the detective bade the
hoy depart (which he did, nothing loth),
and then sat down, with his eyes Iit up by
all their ancient fire.

The note ran thus, -

“ DEAR S1R,—Ezra Hoythas escaped hang-
ing, and has burned to death instead. .Mr.,
D. Murraglh, a scarcely inferior villain, is at
large, —I don't know where. We caugl_at
him, but he escaped. Ile is disguised in
large, bluck side-whiskers; had on a green-
ish coat. Will you do me the favor to catch
him and keep him? |
‘¢ Yourg truly,
“YVINCT, GRAHAM.

“ Ingpector, ALEX, CONGER.

¢ P, S, Isend herewith papers found on
Hoyt's person.

# B——, N. Y., Oct. 25th, 18—7

Mr. Conger laid aside his pipe and 1t a
delicate ¢ Havana.” He sat down, glance.d
through the contents of the packet, and hig
agile mind soon worked out a plan of pro-
cedure. He determined to hunt Marragh
alone, and capture him alone. He kn_ew
him well, having seen him often during
Smith’s trial, and he was more than a match
for him in strength. Ie went into a room
adjoining his ofiice, and, after a consider-
able time, reappeared disguised in the fol-
lowing extracrdinary style.

He locked precisely like a mulatto. His
face, hands, wrists, neck, and breast, Fvere
stained to exactly the proper hue; o wig of
slightly curling hair was skilfully adjusted
to his head, and so perfect was this wig that
the minutest inspection would not have re-
vealed the fact that it was a wig: He had

heart in about equal parts. He sat in his
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on no ceat or vest, but simply a coarse, blue
cotton shirt, open at the throat, affording a
glimpse of his hrown breast. He had no
whiskers to remove, —he never wore them.
A dilapidated felt hat was stack on his head,
in a manner peculiarly African, His lips
had a--not glaring, but nwtural — redness,
and hiswhite teeth were more dazzling than
ever. The metamorphosis was complete.
No socothsgyer would ever have dreamed
that thiy intelligent-looking mulatto was
Mr. Alexander Conger.

He seated himself in an arm-chair, put
his feet on the table, and took up a news-
paper, A guick tap aé the door.

“Come in, dar!” he cried.

Enter Fellows.

“Thunder ! roared the astonished dep-
uty. “You blasted nigger, what are you
doing there? Take your feet off that table!
Get out of that ehair! Do you takethis for
Wendel Phillips’s study?  Where the devil
did you come from?”

“Guess dis chilé knows what he’s about,”
said Conger.

“Well, I guess rAds child knows what he's
about!” cried the infuriated Fecltows, and
he rushed forward, on-direful deeds iatent.
Conger pulled up his shirt-sleeve, disclos-
Ing his white arm, and burst out laughing
heartily,

“Well sold, Fellows! Come, own up!
My disguise is good, T sec.”

“May 1 be everlastingly cursed if it aint!
Ask your pardon, slr.  What's the lay, Mr,
Conger?” ‘

“The Allen Street cove.”

“No? Ig't possible? Can’t you edge me
in, gire”

“Can't do it, Fellows. I must go alone.”

“1 did want to be in that crack so, sir,”
sald Tellows, sorrowfully — bitterly disap-
pointed:

“Borry I can't arrange it so, Fellows.
You must stay and help Robcrts in that Jar-
vis business.”

“ Very well, sir,” said FeI]ows resigned-
ly. “ Do you go empty-handed, sir?”

“No, I have this,” replied Conger, and he
produced a sheathed dirk from inside his
shirt. *“I won't have to use it; I cavry it
for form’s sake. Can you suggest any im-
provement in this rig?”

1 canmot.”

“1t will do, then,  Good-by, sah; haw!
haw!” and, with an imitation of a. negro
laugh that nearly put Fellows into con-
vulsions, Mr. Conger went out.
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¢ Graham’s note is dated this morning. Mur-
ragh must have been captured last evening,
I saw Graham yesterday afternoon in Lem—,
with Kovanagh, disguised, - yes, begad,’ 8
very neat thing. I knew what the fellows
were up to. They drove off towards 1D—-.
I s’pose they nabhed the fellows at De——,
Murragh undoubtedly lorked arvommd there
after he escaped, and will of course be down
here to-day, —by the nexi train, perhaps. —
Alt! that's lucky, —-a Hudsom River time-
table,” and he stopped in front of a fence,
covered with bills and placards, and dis-
covered that an accommodation Lrain would
arrive on the Hudson River Railroad in
about half an hour. He hurried dowu at
once to the depot, at Chambers Street, and
arrived there just inm time. Ile stationed
himself in such a position that he conld sce
each passenger who left the cars. Mr.
Conger rarely crred in judgment; he was
not mistaken this time. To his great sat-
isfaction he beheld Mr. Marragh step upon
the platform, carpet-bag in hand. ‘The
whiskers did not have even a tendency to
disguise him from the detective.

Almmost any one but Conger would have
taken a man with him, and -have seized
Murragh on the spot. But Mr. Conger wus
extravagantly fond of am adventure; he
always liked to go single-handed, and
nething pleased him more than to “dog”
aman.  On this very accouns, he had some-
times failed; amd then, again, he had often
achieved wonderful results. Awoug his
professional brethren Mr. Conger was con-
sidered a very curious eharacter. They hnd
not known which to wonder at most, Lis as-
tuteness, or his folly. He had displayed,
occasionally, a shrewdness and power of
combination that had amazed them; and,
at other times, a gullibility and lack of
“eumption” that were discreditable,

lark; * he resolved to wateh Mr. Murragh,
perbaps make some valuable discoverieg
throngh him, and finaily ¢ ‘take” him
quietly.

He thercfore advanced to that gentleman
and offered to convey lis carpet-bag to his
hotel, In consideration of 4 siail stipend.

“ What'lt you charge to take it round to
the —— hotel, in Courtlandt Street ?” asked
Murragh,

“ Only guarter, sah.”

‘“Pshaw! I could send it by express for
& guarter.”

“ Gorramity, sah! quarter’s berry small

“Let me see,” ruminated the detective.

‘muneration. Dese berry hard times, sah.”

This' day, Mr. Conger was hent on o

.
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< That’s the very reason [ can’t throw
away twenty-{ive conts for nothing,” re-
plied the peuurious Murragh.

¢ Let's say twenty cents, then, sah.”

« Well, we will say twenty cents; here,
take the bag.”

Murragh walked along with Conger at his
heels. Ile was too shrewd to go fartively,
with signs of consclous guilt; he walked
boldly, with head up and a firm, swift step.
This raised him greaﬂy in the detective’s
estimation,

They reached the stcps of the hotel.

« ITere, nig,” said Murragh, ¢ take your
money,” and he handed him a dime.

“You ‘greed to give me twenty cents,
sah.”

“Niggér, you lie. T said I would say
twenty cents, I did say twenty cents. I
meant ten cents.  Clear out.”

“Good joke,” said Conger, showing his

teeth. “Yous ‘posed I said I'd gib you dis|

yere bag when we got here. I did say I'd
gih it to you. T meant to keep it. Good-
by!” and out into the strect he darted.
The astonished Marragh, with horror in his
fuce, pursned him, He would almost have
given lis life to recover the papers that the
baz contained. ¢ Stop, thief!” he yelled.

It was just about dusk; there wore sev-
eral people in the street. A couple of obesc
gentlemen cndeavored to intercept Conger,
— the vesult was that two mountains of
fiesh collided in a manner painful to behold,
just after the slim officer had glided be-
tween them.  He turned info a narrow side
street and for a moment was. lost to Mur-
ragh's view. Scveral Individuals had taken
up the chase, but the long-legged lawyer
outstrippell them all. He geemed to gain
on Couger, — of course the detective did not
wizh to escape. Murragh steadily over-
hauled him.,

Conger showed a great amount of agility.
Ile casily cluded the officlous grasp of many
persons who would have stopped  him.
Murragh, almost blpwn, was scarcely ayard
behind Limn.  The' lawyer could not have
uttered a word i his life depended on it.
Mr. Conger ran along leisurely, with a
pleasant smile upon his face; consequently
the people whowm they met did not suppose
a thief was being chased, but that Murragh
was ““making ™ for some stcamboat sbout
to start, and running “against time,”—a
supposition strengthened by the presence
of the carpet-hag. Without molestation,
therefore, the stcct:ve led his V1ct1m into
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distance, congratulating himself on this
novel way of decoying and capturing his
man. eMurragh was so engrossed with rage,
and so anxious to recover his property, that
ke did not pause to consider whither he was
gding; his suspicions mind did not im-
agine a trap; the man before him was a
negro and a thief, and that was all.
Suddenly turning into one of the wretched
strects that stretch from the North River to
Broadway, Conger sprang down a couple of
stone steps, and rushed into what appeared
to be a tinman’s shop. Murragh followed,
exulting at the thought that he had treed
his game. He had scarcely time to per-
ceive that he had entered a low, bare room,
containing two quiet, severe-looking men,
when he wag tripped up, and fell on his
fice. Stunned for a moment, he recovered
to find himself sitting in 4 chair, hand-
cuffed, and a prisoner.

¢t What does this mean?” he cried, look-
ing around in amazement. ‘ Where's that
nigger?” :

“ It’s possible you may vefer to me,” said
Conger, tugging at his wig, — “gad, how
thig thing does stick! Didn’t you ever see
a man disguised before? Don’t you know
me yet? Permit me to use this washstand.
Here, Mr. Murragh, look,” and he rubbed
the burnt umber from hig face with a wet
towel. Wig and paint gone, — there stood
Liefore the pemﬂed Murragh, Mr. Alexan-
der Conger.

“Tricked! and done for!” groaned the
villain.

¢ Rather that way,” said Conger. ¢ Mr.
Murragh, you run very well, very well in-
deed! but you ran too far, Here, Joe, you
and Tim see what's in this carpet-bag. Mr.
Murragh, how did you leave your friend,
Exzra Hoyt?”

Murragh sat speechless with despair.

“ Why didn’t you arrest me at the depot?”
he asked at length,

« It was all out of compliment to you, Mr,
Murragh. Do you think I'd serve you a8 I
would a common pickpocket? I'd be
ashamed to act so scurvily. I was not so
much after you, My, Murragh, as after glory.
I wanted to make thoe capture all alone. I
knew Tim and Joe were lymo- low, here,
and, — T brought them a visitor. Anything
suspleions in that bag, boys?” .

« Most all the papers written in cipher,
gir,” replied Tim O'Neil,

“ Wel, take good care of them, and take
them up to the ofice. Anything I can do

Greenwich Street, and down this for a ‘short

for you,Mr. Murragh, before Ilock youup?”
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- Will you let me go back with you to the
botel?”

¢ Certainly.”

“And, by the way, what's the charge
against me?”’

¢ Assisting Ezra Hoyt to obtam money
under false pretences, assault with intent to
kill, on Mr. William Moore, and Miss Ethel
Moore, and the murder of a goldsmith in
5t. Louis about eight years ago, —that’s alL.”

Murragh turned as white as chalk. " All

those charges are silly enough, but what do
you mean by the last?*

‘ You should never write letters in invis-
ible ink and send theimn by street boys to be
posted. Mr. Murragh, you seem agitated.
Yes, I did read that note of yours of the 224
inst. I passed a hot flat-iron over it, — the
ink came out with the distinctness of Thad-
deus Tdavids’. I also read some papers your
friend Hoyt had about him. Mr. Murragh,
your hand’s out.”

‘¢ I've one more trump to play,” muttered
Murragh to himself. “Mr. Conger,” said
he, alond, “I was mistaken in you, —1I ask
your pardon. From the way Ezra Hoyt
hamhoozled you, I thought you were rather
soft. I was deceived; you're an honor to
your profession. Comg, let’s go to the
hotel.” :

“In o minute. Excuse the liberty, Mr.
Murragh, we must ohserve these Iittle
forms, Search the gentleman, boys.”

“Youll find nothing on e, Mr. Conger.”

¢ Mr. Murragh, I did not for a moment
imagine that I should. I sce you donm’ t; nn-
derstand me yet.”

Nothing in the slightest degree contra-
band was found on Muyrragh’s person.
Conger was provided with a coat, eap, and
cravat, by Joe, and Tim ealled a carriage.
Murragh and the detective centered it, the
latter declining his men’s proffered assist-
ance.

Murragh, concealing his handcuffed wrists
bencath his sack overcoat, went up to his
room at the hotel, followed by Conger.

“Let me take off your handcufly,” sald
the officer.

“Thank you, 1 would be obliged. Let's
have some cigars and whiskey.”

“ It wouldn't be a bad idea.”

Mr. Murragh rang the bell, and admitted
& ‘servant, who was instructed to procure
the desired refreshments.

#1 came near losing my hat inthat chase,”
observed Mr. Murragh. It would have
been snnoying, —it’s 2 brand-new beaver;”
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Me. Conger watehed him keenly.

“YWhat's he flddling with that for?”
thought he. '

Mr. Murragh’s back was towards him, or
he would bave scen that gentleman very
dextrously transfer a paper, containing g
powder, from his hat-band to his vest-
pocket,

t«Isn’t the secret police a very arduocus
service? " agked the lawyer.

¢t Rather 80 ; but it's exciting.

¢ IHow long have you been in it?”

“IIall o dozen years, 1 shan’t stay in it
lnng ” "

“YWhy not?”

¢ Oh, I'm disgusted with the whok husi-
ness. I came to that conclusion this morn-
ing. I wouldn't have chased you, if it
hadn’t been to oblize a friend.”

“ What friend?”

“ Vincent Graham.”

Murragh ground his teeth.

¢ Mr. Conger,” said he, after a pause,
“ I've got a considerable pile of money.”

¢ I'm glad to hear it.”

“Morc'n I can use, in fact. I shouldn’t
mind letting you have quite a part of it,—
provided — "
¢ Provided what? ™
“ Why, you see, I don't like the position
T'm tu.”
¢ Naturally.”
¢ And I'd pay well to get oyt of it.”
“Would you now?” said Conger, with
much apparent interest.

““You could almost name your sum, Mr.,
Conger.”

“# My sum for what? ™

“40Oh, don’t let’s mince matters. I mean
if you'll let me go downstairs, and won't
foliow me for half an hour, I'll make out iy
check to your order.”

“For how much?”

* Say a thousand dollars.”

# Not enough.”

“ ¥ifteen handred?

f Not half enough.”

« Five Lhous‘md, Mr. Conger?”

“ Dows begin.”™ !

¢ Lord! Mr. Conn'er, I'm not J: acob Astor

Come, T'll give you eight thousand.”

“« Not enough, Mr. Murragh.”
‘“ For Heaven's suke, how, much 18

enough?”

i About seventeen million,” said Conger,

coolly. *“ Great Jove!” hecried, in sudden
wrath. *I've a mind to pitch you out of
that window. Have I insulted you? called

and he deposited it tenderly on a burean.

you blackguard? spit in your face? Yowve
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done about that to me when yon make such
propositions. What a poor, miserable rep-
tile you arc, Mr. Murragh!”

Murragh, crestfallen, tried to langh. “1
was only joking, Mr. Conger. Ion’t he
angry. I Enew money couldn’t tempt
you.”

«7'd rather,” eried Conger, ¢ break stones
on the high road at a penny a week, than
take a furthing of the moncy you've stolen
from widows and orphans. I've got money
cnough of my own, and an old aent of
mine has kindly left me a little pile in her
will. Dut here comes your liguor. I don't
know whether Il drink with you, Mr.
Murragh.”

“(Ohl yes, do,” ssid Murragh. “I ask
your pardon for what ¥ said; I caw't do
fairer than that.”

~ Hum ! he secms eager for me to 1mb1be
suaid the detective to himself.

Scotch whiskey, lemons, hot water, and a
howl of sugar were deposited on the table.
Conger took a cigar, and Murragh pro-
ceeded to concoct a punch. The servant
retired.

“Youw'll {ind matches on the mantel-
piece,” said Murragh.

Conger went to the mantel-piece, locking

the door as he passcd. " He was back to Lis
seat in ten seconds; but in that time, Muor-
ragh, with a sleight of hand worthy of Her-
wann, had emptied the paper of powder-
strychnine npon the sugar ot the bottom of
one of the glasses. He was inhocently
cutting up a lemon as Conger returned.
During his subsequent operations, Conger
watched him sharply, but saw nothing
wrong. Two steaming glasses were soon
ready. Murragh shoved the poisoned glass
to Conger and sipped his own. ¢ Quitea
success,” said he; * drink your punch, Con-
ger.” .
] will. Pshaw, my cigar's out. Hand
me a match, will you, Murragh? Yowre
nearer”  Murpagh turned around and
stretched over to the mantel-piece, and,
as quick as thought, Conger noiselessly
changed the position of the tumblers, and
the giass containing sugar mixed with
strychnine stood at Murragh’s place. The
lawyer handed a match to Conger, who was
lca,nu]g back composedly, tﬁstmg the
Whlskey

“Do you find it good, Mr. Conger?”

¢ Excellent.”

«1 laid myself out on that glass,” sald
Murragh, with a grin of devilish exulta-
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“You don’t drink yourself,” observed
Conger.

“0Oh, yes; here goes!” amd Murragh
swallowed the poison at a draught.

# Let’s have some more,” said he; “more
lemon would improve it.” e peeled a lemon
and sliced i, then took amother. As he
pressed the knife-edge sgainst it, his arm
flew out to its full reach, as swift and straight
#5 an arrow from the bow, and the knife
whizzed across the room. He uttered an
appulling howl, that Conger did not cease to
hear for many days, and fell on the floor.

“ What is it?” cried the officer.

«Qh! Christ, have mercy on me! Oh!
Christ, have mercy on mel”

¢« Have you got a fit?2”

« 8trych-nine!” gasped Murrarh. .

“Yon drank the glass you pouared out for
me.,”

« Yes, yes, poisoned! poisoned!”

The scene that ensued was absclutely
frightful. Strychnine, that most horrible
of ali poisons, tormented the miserable
wrotch unspeakably, before it killed him.
He gnawed around of a chair in his agony;
then lockjaw scized him, and his teeth sank
into the wood in a grip that Conger could
not free. The officer pulled the Dell, and
shouted for help in the hall; people came
rashing in, and men were despatched in all
directions for physicians. ¢ Did you poison
yourself ?” cried the landlord. .

Murragh moved his head, and uttered an
aimost inarticnlate ¢ yes.”

All were utterly powerless to help him;
they could only look on, horrifled at his
awful sufferings. e could not spesk; dis-
mal groans were all that issued from his.
lips,—lips that were stretched in astiffened,
horrid grin. His torture was proteacted,
but at length he lay dead; his eyes turned
inward showing only the whites; his face
lacerated; himself bent into a rigid, hide.
ous how; the back of liis head and' his.
heels, alone, resting on the floor; his body
curved upwards in the form of an arch.

CHAPTER XLIFE
CLOUDS DISPELLED,

Mr. James GRAHAM was surprised to
learn, on returning to his house after his

tion.

interview with Mrs. Jarvis, that Vinceat
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had been there and gone again, no one
kuew whither. Mr. Grabam was very anx-
ious to see his son; he longed to exhibit
the supposed proofs of his villany that he
bad obtained from Ezra, and glut himself
with triumph. He had been rather stag-
gered on learning that Vincent had not de-
camped to Europe, but refused to believe
that he had been sick, or the story that he
had been buried alive, and he hugged the
conviction that he had been absent for
purposcs of crime.

Ethel, on learning the circumstances of
Vineent’s involuntary absence, had not
nientioned them to her guardian; she could
scarcely have told why not. Mrs, Graham,
with a mother’s anxiety, had hastened to
Broome Streetat the first tidings of her son’s
situation. She had told her husband, on
returning, that Vincent was recovering
from a severe illness; but Mr. Graham
smiled to himselfincredutously. He did not
doubt the aunthenticity of the letters Lzral
had shown him, for a moment, simply for
the reason that he wanted to believe in his
sow’s guilt, To say that this man wished
his son was dead, 18 but expressing the
depth of depravity to which he had sunk.

On one thing he had fully made up his

.mind; and that was, to at once obtain pos-

session of the safe In Catharine Street.
But how to get at it undetected, puzzled
him. Some risk seemed unavoidable, and
he determined to accept it.

There was a man in his employ whom he
thought he could rely on as a tool. He
waus vemarkable for avarice and shameless-
ness. A month or twe before, Mr. Graham
had caught him in the act of robbery; hut,
instead of bringing him to punishment, had
retained him in his service. By this clem-
ency he had acquired a complete ascen-

" dlency over the fellow, and he now resolved
to tzke him into his confldence, He called
hint into his study thet, in the evening, and
dmparted, under promise of secrecy, the fol-
lowing tttle fletion, That his (Mr. Graham's)
Lrandfather had died many years before,
kuown to be very wealthy, but that his
mouey was nowhere to be found. That he,
James Graham, bad been left sole heir, but
had tried in vain to find out where the old
gentleman had hidden his riches. That lately
he had found a paper in the secret drawer
of 3 desk that informed him that the money
was baried in the yard of a house in Cath-
arine Street, where his grandfather had
. lived. He proposed to go and dig it up,
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him a hundred dollars for the job. It is
needless to say that Robbins readily agreed ;
so, about eleven o'clock in the night, Mr.
Graham sailied fortl, and was met on the
corner of a street down-town by luob!)ms,
who carried a pickaxe gnd a spade.

They found the house in Catharine Street
shut up and dark, bat with very little diffi-
culty they surmounted a high board fence at
its side, entered an alley, and thence made
their way around into the back yard, Mr.
Graham had taken good care to ascertain
from Mrs. Jarvis the exact locality where
the treasure was buried, The end of the
yard was bounded by alow fence, shutting
off a contracted court-yard, in the rear of a
high tenementhouse. Graham and his com-
panion began thelr operations atonce. Ex--
actly in the centre of the dingy grass-plot
they commenced the excavation. There
was but little frost in the ground, and the
accumulated mould of years was soft and
yielding; so, in a very short time, the spade
struck the buried iron with a ringing sound,
sweeter than music to Graham. But it re-
quird an howr’s hard work before they had
cleared the earth on all sides of the safe,
and then their united strength, as they
might have foreseen, was insufficient to raise
it from the hele thus made. They were
compelled to dig away a considerable space
in front of the safe, and open it whore it
wag. The latéer job secmed. to he g trifle
to Robbins; in fact, he displayed adexterity
that would Iead one to suppose that he had
had no inconsiderable practice in opening
sifes. DBy a method well known to burg-
lars, he compelled the safe’s fastenings to
give way, and its coveted contents were
digclosed.

“Ahal!” eried Mr. Graham, exultant;
‘ we've yather got the best of the old gen-
tleman at last, Robbins! Come, let’s get
the packages out.”

i Puhnpq we can hielp you! ” eried a Qeep,
harsh % voice; and at that instant two men
sprang nimbly over the aforementioned low
fence, and stood, unannounced aud alarming,
before Graham. They were Messrs. Roberts
and Parker, of the police force.

Robbins, at the first sight of these unex-
pected comers, was seized with panie, and
ran away in haste, unpursued.

Mr. Graham, thunderstruck, stood motion-
less.

¢“You choose astrange hour, Mr. Gra.ham,
to take possession of this property for your
son,” said Roberts.

&ud noeding Robbing’ assistance would give

“ But still, this is a8 good a time 28 any,

. through the streets.”

"enough to attend to the business himself.
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1 suppose,” added Jim Parker, “und, as the
safe’'s rather heavy, we'll help you with
it

«TWho ore you?” gasped Graham.

"1 Sergeant Parker, Metropolitan Police,
at your service,” said the officer, touching
Lis cap. “This is my friend Roberts, of
the secret forece.”

i*So you have got two responsible wit-
nesses to your proceeedings, Mr. Graham,”
gnid Hoberts,  and this must be very grati-
fying to you as 2 man who likes to have
things done fair and square.”

« Yes,” added Parker, “and we will help
you take the safe home, and be present when
you count the money.” )

“ And thus,"-contmued Roberts, * we will
be able to verjfy any statements you may be
obliged to make.”

« And satisfy,” putin Parker, “any ab-
gurd doubts on the part of Mr. Vincent
Grabam, as to his being fairly dealt with.”

# And at the same tjme,” pursucd Roberts,
«guard you from robbery on your way

“ 8o, in view of all these circumstances,”
gaid Parker, ¢ T think our arrival here has
been very fortunate.”

« And we are sensible,” observed Roberts,
« lat yon mugt consider it as sach.” !

Mr. Graham recovered from the stupefiac-
tion he had fallen into. Seeing that his
gehemne was strangely and utterly foiled, he
1(-solve’d to make the hestof his very cquiv-
oc¢al poq]tson, g0 he said, —

« I am glad you came, gentlemen, since 1
sce you are police officers. I felt ity duty
to remove this safe where it would be more
saenve from discovery, My soh is not well

But I am at a loss to imagiue how yon kuew
nie, ﬂﬂd you eame to arrive here just as you
aid.’

“Why, you see, sir,” said Roberts, who
had been posted up by Polly, his wife, ¢ we
felt a natural curiosity to find out whether
Mrs, Jarvis’s story was trie, and, ag we are
Loth great friends of your son, Mr. Vincent
¥ nﬂmm; concluded to ascertain and then
tell Livin; but we see you were golng to do
tlie same thing.”

“Yes, I was,” said Mr. Graham, much
chagrined. ¢ I don’t know how my servant
and I eould have managed with the safe. 1
am very glad you eame, for I was very anx-
ions to get it to my house; I wanted to give
my son a pleasant surprise.”
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© Yes, just go,” said Mr. Graham, with a
sickly smile. '
“Well, we'll have this safe out in no time;
just wait here two minutes,” and Roberts
went ont, soon returning with three men.
“T've got a cart waiting in the street,”
said Roberts; * shut the safe and h'ist her
out, boys."
This was speedily done, and Vincent's
fortune, rescued from the grave where. it
had lain so long, was deposited on a stout
dray and carried off, Mr, Graham, feeling
excessively cheap, followed behind with
Parker. The sergeant accompanied him to
his house, nor did hig polite attentions then
cease. He wentin with Roberts, — Mr. Gra-
ham not daring to forbid them, — and for two |
hours the three sat together counting out
the piles of bank-notes. Two statements
of the exact amounts found were drawn up,
and their respective signatures put thereto.
One of these statements Mr. Graham re-
tained, and Parker went off with the other.
So Mr. Graham, mortified, sought his late
pillow that night, foiled inhis contemplated
crime. -
The next afternoon Mrs. Graham arrived
from Newark. She at once sought an in-
terview with her husband, and told him of
the facts, in regard to Edwin Moore, that
she had learned through Mrs. Jiggleswitch,
Mr. Graham was hot much affected thereby.
Whether Edwin was the son of Mr. Eben-
czer Moore, or the gon of his wife’s first
husband, mattered little to him, but he of
course congratulated his wife, and ‘assured
lier that he would take early measures to
have Mrs. Jiggleswitch’s statements verifled.
Ethel, in the mean time, was enduring a
sorrow that it is sad to think the innocent
must sometimes bear. The sickening anx-
iety she had felt during Vincent’s mysterions
abserce was nothing compared with the
misery that his treatment of her caunsed.
She had longed unutterably for their meet-
ing, thatshe might proudly tell him that the
mystery of her birth was cleared, and, hest
of all, tell him that his futher was not, in
fact, a murderer. Often she had imagined
that interview, and pictured to herself her
pride, his glad surprise, their bliss. She
groaned as she thought of the dismal con-
trast of the reality. It was all the more
awful from its abrfuptness and utter un-
expectedness. The pitiless remembrance
nearly maddened her, and therc sprang np
a ﬁercé,‘incessant contest between pride and

< Instead of which we have given you|love, He had been unjust, but then he had

one,” said Parker.
20

loved her so; his words had been very
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crucl, but she remembered sweet thrilling
phrages that he had whispered in loviug
accents; he had, insulted her, but once he
had offered her the homage of his love.
Vincent’s conduct, though it puzzled, did
not enrage her, She felt far more sorrow
than anger. In spite of all appearances,
the faith of this true woman did not waver.

She had not seen her father since that
fatal morning. He had left her with much
compassion, buf greatly incensed at Vincent.,
And a true woman's character — Ethel’s
character «—could not have been better ex-
emplified than in the scene hetween these
two after his tender attentions had restored
ber animation and composure, She de-
fonded Viacent, with sweet partisanship,
against her father's warm ecensures, and
sought to calm her own heart by ressoning,
after the manner ofher sex, with a charming
petitio principit, ¢ Vincent must be true,
because it is impossible he should be fulse.”
But all her cherished fallacies were insuf-
fleient even to tone dowu the acuteness of
her misery, —a miscry that one could see in
her unaccustomed paleness and weary air.

She sat in the libravy, lecking out into
the garden, and seemed like a picture
of Evangeline. There was that graceful
wearivess in her attitude, that soft, sweet
sadness and pitiful expectoncy in her oaze.
Suddenly she started up with imperious
grace and flashing eyes, lonking as Ficlante
nrust have looked when she found poor
Iieten her rival with L'Estrange. For
coming throngh the garden gate and rapidly
approaching the house, was Vincent., Pride
instantly trinmphed over love. She would
not demenn herself — so she determined —
by the slightest unbending from a hasghty,
calin equipoise. But her heart beat fast,
and her color eame and went, as Viocent
opened the glass door upon the pinzza and
stbod before her. :

When this imperial beauty did look proud
and hanghty, an Raglish duchess, or an
empress, would have seemed like a wash-
erwoman beside her. On those occasions
she did not walk, but, as Miss Bronte 83Y8,
“moved incedingly,” and common mortals
fell back, seized with a certain awe, '

Vincent paused at the first glimpse of
her calm fice and steady eyes, and did not
do at all what he intended, viz., rush
forward and clasp lher in his arms, but
stood still and bowed profoundly. Ethel's
stlutation was absolutely faunltless; she
looked very much like a French marguise
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the audacious, was aoctually awed, and, for
a time, lost his self-possession. '

* How do yon do ?” said he.

“Very well, thank you, Mr. Graham,”
said Ethel, langnidly.

This brilliant conversation herc paused.
if it had been possible for Vincent ever to
lock like aclown, hewould have looked so
at that moment, as he stood nervously
twiddling his hat.

“T have come,” said poor Vincent at
length, I have come Eth— Miss Moore -
to —to —"

¢ 8o I see,” sald Ethel,

¢ And have had a long walk,” continued
Vineent, without the vaguest notion of what
he was talking about. “It’s very warm,
excessively warm, very warm, indeed.”

“TI beg you will be seated. Shall T ring
for ice-water? ” said Ethel with exasper-
ating compassion. '

ti There is no need,” sald Vincent, recov-
ering himself somewhat. “You are cool
enough yourself; in fact, the -air scems
frigid aroand you.”

““The furnace does not draw well,” said
Ethel, purposely misunderstanding him;
‘there is verylittle heat from that register.”
¢ ¢ But an excessive amount of humbug in
this conversation,” eried Vincent, excitedly.
“ Pray don’t let's act like fools.”

¢ 8ir!” gaid Lthel, in the tones of the
marquise.

¢ Or, rather give me a chance,” said
Vincent, ¢ to show you what an insufferable
donkey I've made of myself.”

¢ Are you not improving your present
chanee?” asked Ethel, raising her lovely
brows a little.

“1 think T am, on the whole,” cried
Vincent, candidly. “ Don't you hate me?”

“No.* i
“ Despise me? ”
¢ Not much.”

“Not mueh! ” groaned the poor fellow.
See here, Ethel, — is & erazy man account-
able for what he says?”

¢« ] suppose not,” said she, in a ecarcless
tone. '
¢ Then forget what I said last Thursday.
Dor’t think any more about it.”
¢ What you said last Thursday?” said
Ethel, in a meditative manner. *TLet me
see. What were we talking about? Oh!l I
remember. You wanted to be released
from our engagement, didn't you? Oh!
certainly. I won’t think ahbout it, why
should I?”»
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addressing a Parisian congille. Vincent,

“ T was idiotic, insane, raving mad.”
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« Are you subject to these aberrations?”
asked Ethel, compassionately.

“No,” eried he, “and I'm in my right
mind now.”

¢ That’s a comfort,” said Ethel.

“#Bat why are you not angry with me?
Do be angry with me!”

+ What for?”

« That I may be able to talk with yon. I
might as well try now to get up & conver-
sation with the Venus de Mediei in stone.”

¢ jsn's pleasant to be angry even — even
to hear you talk.” )

“ But you may never hear me unless you
are.”

“Well”

“ Nomore, not again, never,” said Vincent,
with unusnal tantology.

They weve both standing during this dia-
logue nud Vincent had gradually approached
her. Ethel stood by the sideof a table, and
was idiy playing with an ivory paper-cutter.

She was. appareutly, as calm as death, but}

as Le uttered these last dismal words, his
keen eye saw her tremble slightly, —an
nlmost imperceptible flutter. Inaninstant,
¢ Richard was himself again.” Away went
his discomposure, and 3 renewed boldness
inspired him. He absolutely astounded
Ethel by springing forward and clasping her
in both arms, at the same time ‘covering
lier Hips with burning kisses.

¢ Lot e aninate the marble!” cried he.

i Y our crazy fit has retnrned,” said Kthel,
half langhing, half crying.

i On the contrary, I have recovercd my
genses, never again to lose thetn! Ah! sit
down, Ethel, and let me fell you all. Do,
snd forgive me, und don’t look like Juno
again; I like you better as Psyche. Shades
of Cleopatra! On my word you looked so
grand just now, you scared mo. I was
afraid I'd stwmbled inte & palace, and
withont the court regalia.” :

Ethel was the heipless one now; there
wag no resisting him; he had vanguished
her. She sut down beside him, and, in the
delightfal interview that followed, all was
expluined, — the flattering ciause of his be-
havior related; —and, in words that were
parenthesized with kisses, their one mis-
understanding atterly vanished. In that
happy hour Vincent learned with rapture
that Wikliam Moore had no? been drowned
by his father; that no stain of blood rested
on tie name of Graham. He heard, too,
with o delight scarcely less than hers, the
recital of the circumstances that had led to
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dered as he told her of the fate of Ezra,
and Murragh's horrible death (particulars
of which he had just learned), but they did
not linger long on these themes, — their talk
was of pleasanter topies. The eager lover
urged a speedy marriage, and Ethel did not
have the heart to refuse him.

But lovers’ confercnces do not last for-
ever. In the midst of one of his most
tender sentences, the door opemcd and a
servant appeared, respectfally saying to
Vincent, ~- i ‘
« Mr. Graham would like to sec you in his
study, sir.”

CIIAPTER XLIV.
EXFUNT QMNES.

EvErvBopy's astonishment was great
when it became known that Edwin was
Mrs. Graham’s son. Jessie was rather
pleased, because she thought Montgzomery
was a fine-sounding, aristocratic nwme.
Vincent was overjoved. As for Edwin
himself, he wrote that he saw nothing to
rogret, inasmuch as he did not lose any-
thing, but on the contrary gained a brother
and a mother by the arrangement. His let-
ter contained a piece of intelligence inter-
osting to Jessie; it was to the cffect that be
was to be detailed from his regiment, and
sent on detached duty to Governor's Island,
ia New York harbor, and he begged Jessie
to be in readiness for an immediate mar-
riage. Mrs. Jiggleswitch’s and McManus's
statements were reduced to the form of
afdavits and duly sworn te; many little
cireunstances corroborated them; there
¢ould be. no doubt of their truth.

Jessie and Captain Montgomery were jpar-
ried. On the birth of her flrst grandchild,
who was named Ethel, Mrs. Fualrfax re-
marked to her hugband that she ‘¢ did begin
to believe she was getting old, at any rate,
older than she had been;® on which Mr.
Trairfax observed that he had been aware
of it for some time, and advised her to
dye, but admitted with a sigh, that exas-
perated his wife, that she would probably
live as long as he did.

At length, Mr. William Moore conceived
that the time had come to make known to
the world the faet that he was still alive.
He published a letter, over his own sigha~
ture, in several newspapers, relating all the

the dlscovery of her father. Ethel shud-

eircumstances, only making the afluir ac-
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cidental instead of an attempted murder,
bt dectining to mention his reasons for the
concealment. Somewhat to his disappoint-
ment, the revelation excited very little in-
terest in New York., Very few people re-
membered anything at all about the catas-
troplie thdt had cceurred at Wyckoff Hall
more than eighteen years before.

It was the very day of Vincent’s reconcil-
tation with Bthel that the narrative appeared
in the evening papers. Vincent, on re-
ceiving hig father's summons, went into the
study. Myr. Graham was in the act of un-
folding a newspaper. '

‘¢ Sit down,” said the elder gentleman, in
the tone of formal politeness, that he now
habitually employed towards his son.  “On
an occasion which I am not likely to forget,
you mentioned your intention of continming

your residence at this honse. Before I eon-

&ont to the arrangement, you will be good
enough to rcad those papers, and explain
them satisfactorily to me,” — and e handed
Vineent the forged documents that he had
reccived from Ezra.

Vincent read them with a contemptuons
smile on his lip, folded them neatly and re-
stored them to his father. It rather sur-
prises me,” said he, ¢ that so shrewd a man
as yourself, Mr., Graliam, should have been
deceived by such stuff' for a moment. This
letter, which says I have engaged passage
to Enrope, is disproved by the fact, that I
didu’'t go to Europe; or, if that isn't seffi-
cient, send down to the office of the com-
pany, and find out whether I did engage
passage or not. How mach of the rest of
the note to *Allez Toujours’ is to be believed,
I leave you to determine. As to whether
I had rooms &t the Fverett House, noth-
ing is more easily discovered. Scnd to the
proprietors of the hotel -and ingeire. As
for ‘ Beatrice,” you will have to take my
simiple word, that I never heard of the
young lady. Haven’t you ever been round
to the Everett Houso to confirm that raseal
Hoyts statements?* — Such a simple ex-
pedient had never occurred to the astute
Mr. Grabam. ’

Vineent then proceeded to pour into his
father’s bewildered ears all the facts that
had been discovered in regard to Ezra, and
to give-lim a full and circumstantial ac-
count of that worthy’s death. As he went
on, Mr. Graham began to experience an un-
pleasant feeling of baffied hope, and became
counvinced that he had made himself exceed-
ingly ridiculous.” In fact, the interview
ended in his begging Vincent's pardon for
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his suspicions, which Vincent cé]dly grant-
ed.. Mr. Graham rose to how his visitor
courteously out, but before he reached the
door, he fell on his face insen:s_ihle, with
the blood trickling from his mouth., Vin-
cent, alarmed, called assistance; Mr. Gra-
ham was carried to his room, and & physi-
cian speedily snmmoned. The doctor was
puzzled. Mr. Graham had ruptured a small
blood-vessel,~—an event iu itself not dangor-
ous, but there were other and more scrious
circumstances. The doctor was afraid of
congestion of the brain; he desired to know
the cause of the fainting, but no one conld
tell him. Affer Mr. Graham had recovered
consclousness, he desired every one to
leave the reom, and that Robbins should
come and watch with him. Robbins came,
and the two were left together. Mr. Gra-
ham was much terrifled, ITe thonught he
was going to die, and it is not easy to con-
ceive the horror he felt of death. ITe would
not contemplate it; he resolutely turned
his mind to thoughts of earth. Ife desired
the mian to read the evening papers to him,
Robbins obeyed, reading in a slow, monoto-
nous way, Mr. Graham. felt drowsy, but
suddenly he started up awake, alert; for
Robbins, in the sume somniferons mono-
tone, read these words; ¢ Truth is stranger
than fletion, Wonderfal reappearance of
William W. Moore, of this city, who was
supposed to have been drowned in 18—.7

“God in heaven!” cried Graham, in an
uncarthily veoice, badly searing Robbips.
“What is that? Go on! Read! Read
away ! what are you gaping at? Go ox!”

And Robbins, fully persuaded that Mr.
Graham had become insane, did go on. e
read the whole of Moore’s rather verbosa
letter, and heard a decp groan as he ended.
He locked, and Mr. Gralam was lying un-
conscious, with the blood pouring fariously
from his mouth. When the physician again
arrived, he shook his prophetic head, dis-
mzlly. Mr. Graham was in a very bad way,

Vincent, much shocked at his father's sit-
uation, began to think that his own conduct
had heen rather unfllial. Ethel being inac-
cesgible, hie strolled down to Kavanagh's
reoms, and found Temple there. The scene
was rather discreditable to a banker’s con-
fidential cletk, and a steady young attor-
ney. They were sitting at a table, engaged
in the eminently American game of euchie,
with pipes in their mouths, and a pitcher
of steaming < punch” on the table, Vin-
cent’s arrival was joyfully greeted.

An animated and interesting conversation
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ensued. Vincent told his friends about the
letters that Ezra had fabricated, suppressing
all mention of his father’s name.

“I'd give a2 good deal,” said he, “ to know
how the ‘fellow managed to imitate* my
handwriting so well,. He —7"

ALY interrapted Kavanagh, ¢ that re-
minds me of what I have leng meant to
gpeak to you ahbout. Hasn' your father
got a fellow in his service, named Rob-
hing?”

“Yes.”

“ Well, he’s the same chap who used to
go to school with you at Dr, Brown's,—
that’s so, Vint. —and he’s a raseal, too. X
saw him hobnobbing with that Ezra Hoyt,
once, —and that's enough to damn him
But that isn't all. I had a little packet of
your lelters, —some that you wrote me
while you were keeled up at Wyckof
Hall, — and I have missed that packet ever

" since Robbins left our house, to go to your

father's. I haven’t the least doubt he stole
it.”

<t And gave it to Hoyt,” added Vincent;
tiyes, yes, I see. Well, I don’t think he
will stay at our house long.”

“Ta change the sebject,” said Temple,
#J suppose yow've heard about Conger?”

#No, What of him?”

“Tie’s going to turn minister. You may
well stare.  TFact, T assure you. Ie felt so
bad about poor Smith, that he vowed he’d
have nothing more to do with poliee or law.
The sight of Murragh’s death dido't tend to
make him like his profession any better.
He came Into some property lately, aond has
resigned lhis post, and is studying for or-
ders.”

< Well, wonders never cease! ag some
one, I think, has observed. Conger’ll make
a good clergyman.” .

«He'll have a sharp eye for the anlts of
his flock, you may be confident. Yes, I
think he’ll do better as a minister than as a
detective.”

« Most decidedly,” said Vincent. ¢ Con-
ger lacks some of the qualities of a good
detective, He’s the bravest man I ever
saw, however. He would track a giant to
Lis den, all alone. He is too bold, in fact.
And then if you get him off’ the track once,
you can lead him anywhere. I mystified
him once, completely. Conger believed all
I told him, just as fast as I could speak,
simply for the reason that I had managed
to make him believe beforehand, that I
bad mo object in lying. Still, he has been
very successful as a general thing.”
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#“Te will be a loss to the secret service.”

‘1 know & man that can fill his place ten
times as well, — Jim Parker. I shall get it
for him;” and he kep$ his promise. The
name of Parker became afterwards a sound |
of terror to all the criminals in New
York. :

Vincent told these his intimate friends
about the discovery of Ethel’s parentage.
“All that Mrs. Jarvis says,” he added, “is
confirmed by Dr. Hayes, who recently ar-
rived from California. He recollected the
birth well.”

“Is the wedding soonm, Vint.?” asked
Temple.

“Well, if you fellows play that way,” sald
Vincent, as he rose to leave, ¢ 1 think I'll
follow suit.” '

On reaching home, he found his father
had rallied somewhat, He went into the
room, and started with a glad surprise, as
he saw his father's face. The restless, fur-
tive look, the look of hidden wretchedness
was gone, and gone forever, He pressed
his son’s hand, feebly.

«T have been & bad man, Vincont, but,
through God’s mercy, I am not a mur-
derer.” ’

“Y know it, father, and I praise Heaven,
Will you forgive my harshness, sir?”

No need for words now. Vincent saw
more than forgivencss in his father’s face,—
he saw love there,—Jove that had been
long repressed, but that had never died.
1t started into hardy life again, at the utter-
ance of that word « father,” a word he had
not heard for weary weeks.

T must see him, Vincent,” said the sick
man. ‘ Send for him.”

Willlam Moore soon arrived; he met
Vincent in the hatl.

“ My father is dying.”

“Y know it. Ah! my boy, one does not
think of vengeance in an hour like this. I
feel that I have cherished revenge too long.
There iz much to be forgiven, as well as to
forgive. Show me his room.” He went in
alone, and closed the door. Vincent waited
on the stairs, There'were traces of weeping
in Mr. Moore's eyes, when he came out, and
he passed by Vincent without saying a
word., Vincent went in, and stood at his -
father's side. Grabham’s eyes were closed,
but there was a smile on his haundsome
month. He opened his eyes,— there waa
nothing sinister in them now,— and looked
tenderly upon Vincent.

¢ He has forgiven me, my son, he has for-
given me. Oh! what a load of guilt and
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migery has rolled away! I can die content-
ed now.” DBut he did not die. The physi-
“cian’s skill and a peaceful mind restered
him, in spite of hemorrhage of the lungs.
He recovered, and all that was good in
James Grabam’s character came out. Thig
man had bitterly expiated his intendegd
erime in the ceaseless misery of eighteen
years. His punishment beganand erded on
this earth. Happier days were in store for
him. Tt was reserved for Lhim to see his son
decorated with all the honors his country-
men could bestow, ornamenting public and,
private life, distinguished in statesmanship
and letters; it was reserved for him to win
at last, the love of his wife, and pass many
happy years with her before they both sank
simultaneously to peaceful graves. He
would have repaid the three hundred thou-
sand dollars, with all its accumulations to
Willinmm Moore, but the latter would not
receive it.  He insisted that he had greatly
erred in the scheme of revenge he had
adopted, and compelled him to retain the
mouey, as a proof that his { Moore’s) peni-
tence was sincere.

The legislature of New York did justice
to the memory of Smith. He sleeps in no
‘tdishonored grave,” but in Greenwood
stands an unsullied slab of marble, that
bears his name, and, round its base, loving
Lhinds delight to plant the fairest and
most fragrant flowers, Years afterwards
Mrs, Graham told her husband — between
whom and her was now perfect confldence,
— ull the sad story. He listened with com-
passion. Together they read the record of
his life that he had written in his cell, As
years rolled by, the remembrance of her
youthful passion melted into a half-mourn-
ful, half~delightful recollection, and Helen
Graham’s first wild love was merged into
this later perfect and enduring one.

William Moore, still in the prime of life,
begun to exert the talents he possessed,
became a shining light in politics, and
reached the highest homors of the State,
After many vexatious delays of the law he
secured to his daughter the fortune that
was hers by Franchot's will, He lived to
«Jamdle his grandchildren on his knee, and
to build an elegant house near the ruins of
Wyckofl Hall, — a house that was as blest
and happy a8 Wyckoff Hall had been fa-
tal,

Mrs. Jiggleswitch, becoming & widow,
consoled hervself by marrying Cameron Me-
Maunus. The Scotchman's comstancy was
rewarded. He lived long and happily with
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his spouse, whose Spartan taciturnity, how-
ever, was not lessened one jot to the day of
her death,

Robbins, at Vincent's request, was dis-
missed from Mr. Graham’'s service. Very
soon afterwards, a nest of bhurglars, cotn-
terfeiters, and desperadoes was broken up
chiefly through the instrumentality of De-
tective Parker, whio had been greatly aided
in his operations by some papers found in
the deceased Mr. Murragh's ecarpet-bag.

Some half-dozen of these rascals were sent

to the State prison for a term of years, —
among them our old acquaintances Baxter,
Robbins, and Peter Wilkins.

If heaven ever begins on earth, it cer-
tainly bas begum for Lthel and Vineent.
Ivery circumstance of happiness is theirs,
- youth, health, wealth, love. Vincent
entered the bar, as the surest road fo dis-
tinction, — distinction that he reached
beyond his wildest dreams., These two
attained the happiness that the machina-

tions of villany had in vain attempted to -

destroy, — machingtions foiled by human
skill, and terminated by the hand of God,
Their first-born, Kdwin, was, it is needless
to say, a perfect prodigy, and while yet in
his cradle was betrothed to Ethel Mont-
gomery, & young lady but a month or two
his junior. Theylived amid a eircle of tried
friends in the midst of love and peace.
Occasionally Vincent received a letier from
Dr. Furipides Brown, interlarded with clas-
sle quotations. These letters showed that the
good doctoT was enjoying otium cum dignitate.
He was delighted on hearing that Edwin
and Vincent were brothers, and called them
his ‘¢ Castor and Pollux.”

Thus the happy days, the loving, golden
days, glided along for Vincent and Ethel
Graham. Thus, with regret, we leave
them. We leave them in the heyday of
life, in the heyday of happiness. Farewell,
ye favored of the gods! We love to think
of you a8 we last saw you; it is & scene

right pleasant to recall. We recollect it

well.

It was the glorious hour of autumnal twi-
light, and the yellow sea of grain in the
flelds roiled, undulating, beneath the strong
west wind; colors that eclipsed all * Solfe-
rino” tints bathed the western sky in ruddy
glory, while all the fragrance of the woods
stole through the exhilarating air. On the
portico of a stately hounse — their country
residence - gat the father, by hizs side the
wife, at her feet their children, three in
number now. IHe held a pamphlet on the
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“ Morrill teriff” but he was not reading it,
he was looking iuto Ethel's calm, true eyes.
Her hand—that sculptor’s model — lay
lovingly upon his knee; her sweet face, lit
by the sun's dying tustre, was bent towards
him. Vincent put his hand tupon her hair—
in this light golden indeed.

#“On my word, Tthel,” said he, ¢ you
look better than Miss Moore ever did. Can
you remember that ancient time? Do you
know it will be seven years next week since
you consented to become Mrs. Graham?”
 Ethel flung lier arms around his neck, and
Lkissed him with pretty fervor. ¢ Take that
for the compliment!” said she.

L
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“Oh, you only wanted an excuse!” cried
Vincent. ¢ TLook there, young Ned is as-
tonished at your behavior. Remember we
have been married seven yearg!”

‘8o long, and yet so short!” gaid Ethel,
in a low veice. “ God has been good to us,
Vincent,” added she, in hushed tones.

“* He has indeed,” said Vincent, solemnly.
¢ This is greater happiness than I deserve.”
and he put his broad arm around her, as if
for the assurance that she was still his own.
And thus sat the loving group, constancy
and honor side by side,—beanty round
about them, — innocence and childhood at
their feet.




