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CHAPTER L—CLOUD AND BUNSHINE..
t« (Jue looked like Juno,

Tha other, dove-ayed, fragils and retiring,

Appear’d the typo of modes:y."'—Sorap Hook.
#7 rELL you,”’ eaid the gqueenly Julia Bowen,
casting aside her bonnet with an air of reckless-
ness mixed with determination, and throwing
her heavy velvet cloal upon an ottomas, in one
corner of a splendid apartment in a mansion on
Twenty-third street, *' I tell youke must be won
—won at any sacrifice!”’

The girl addressed was undoyuy hev dreet
toilet with perfect coolness ani dellersfion
She was the reverse of the other J= aijien: ance,
Julia Bowen was a voluptuous ¢l {34 inipos-

ing beauty, fully developed, au# Viohiny as if
she was born to command either mwon 01 Wwoman.
Mary Schuyler was petite, girlish and falr skin-
ned, and seemed modelled for dependence and
obedience. Her mild blue eye, veiled by the
deep fringe of the drooping lids, contrasted mosgt
strikingly with the imperious, glittering black
eye of her companion. The latter expressed
self-reliance and daring, the former diffidence
and meelness,

1 Must be won,”” said Mary in a low soft tone,
<t Must i3 a formidable word, Julia.”’

“For you, perhaps; for me it has no ter-
rors. I repeat—he must be won.”’

“Do you love him, really? I begin to fear
you do.”” Mary, s she uttered these .words,
modestly took a seat beside Julia.

¢ Love im '7

The itnperious beauty started to her feet, a8
ghe scornfully gave vent to this exclamation,
and then paced the floor with a hurried snd
uneven gait, baring her broad forehead with

her nervous hands, and breathing like a high- |
mettled racer about to contend with a spirvited '
adversary. ‘

“ What else but love could move you 82
deeply ?' quietly nsked Mary. BShebetrayed no
emotion, yet a close, a very close observer would
have gecn that although her eyelids drooped, a
glance of deep and earnest -inquiry ‘was shot
from beneath them.

“ Would you know " asked Julia, suddenly
cnrbing her vehemence, and resnming her seat
«« ligten—there is but one other passion that
can move us a8 deeply as Love, and -that is
Hare {7

“Why should you hate hiln? He hag never
done you an injury.”

‘He has! He has dared to pretend affection
for me, and then treat me with indifference.”’

«“ Which,' remarked Mary. with a demure
smile, **should be met with indifference.’

« T have tried that plan,' said Julia quickly,
s hut it hag proven ineflectual.”’

+ Tet him go.. There are others that do love
you. Encourage them.” .

s« Never. That man shell not Hve who can
gay that Julia Bowen was rejected by him.
IiIdonot bring him to my feet, ke will have
the power to say go, for I have manifested &

reforence in his favor so publicly that it has
gen the theme of gossip everywhere.'’

“But you say you did not ful that prefer-
ence.”’ .
¢t The world thinks T did.”’

¢ Who cares for the world '’ exclaimed Mary
withanoily sigh. .

] dolyou do; yes, calmly as glides the
current of your Lfe, you vuve for-the world and
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its opinions. I—impulsive, ambitious, ay!
vain! [Tcare for naught clse. This man—this
Charles Hunter—is necessary to my happinéss.
1 covet his wealth."'

‘* Young Lester is devoted to you, and he is

worth $100,000.>"
. +*“The principal of which he never touches,”

gaid Julia, with scorn.

‘“Yet, he lives like a geatleman.”™

“Like an elaborated machine kept'in excel-
Jent order; rather,” continued the . proud
beaunty.

“I'm sure you would have all the elegant
necessaries of life, as his wife,"" urged the
modest Mary. .

i NecessariesI"" eried Julia—‘¢1 have those
now. I wantmore. I want go]d enough to be
profuse in my expenditures. ' I would have an
abundance beyond the standard of mere neces-
gity. Hunter is not only immensely rich, but
he cares nothing for money. He gains it with
the utmost ease, and he values it go little that
the squandering of thousands would produce no
impression on him. I would strive, Mary,
above all my aggociates, over whose shillings it
would be ecstacy for me to ghow dollars.”

“ Ag Mrs. Hunter, I readily admit you could
do all this. Hunter is worth half a million, so
mon suy.” .

“ Ayl and at the rate he i3 amassing funds,
will spon be a milliondire. Oh!"" exclaimed
the Juno-like Julia, a8 her face glowed with
eager desire, * what could I not do with a mil-
lion from which to replenish my exchequer1’’

Mary stole another glance of fire without

- being “perceived at her companion, and then
© 1 perfectly comprehend, now, that you
must win him, as you satd, af any sserifice.”

** And-you shall aid me.”’

-4 Of what possible use can I be in such an
. affair?"’ interrogated Mary with an innocent
air.

“You can be of great uge to me in it,”’
-gngwered Julia, with a majestic ¥ied, expressive
of eondescension.

# T would rather not be connected with it in
any way whatever,”” said Mary with timidity.

**Not for my sake! fiel e regards you as
a child, and treats you with the utmost confi-

_dence because he thinks you are simple and un-

" puspicious. It shall be your task to worm his
secrets from him—to catch the tone and tenor
of his theughts -to weigh his motives, estimute
his tastes, lay bare, fur my benefit, his desires,
agpirations, and innermost sentiments. With
this material, I think, my skill will enable me
to fashion a triumph.””

‘*One would imagine to hear you talk, that I
was a Richelieu, instead of an unsophisticated,
unambitious girl, whom nobody torments with
flattery, or persecutes with attentions,’” re-
marked Maory, after reflecting an instant upon
the above address.

‘ You are & woman, and I never yof knew a
woman who could not outwit even a minister of

“Well,' sald Mary, ¢ Isuppose T am to con-
sider myeelf compelled to undertake this mis-
sion.”

" If you please.’’

**Remember, I meddle myself in,this love,
or, more properly speaking, money adveuturo
entirely at your suggestion,”

L Of courge I will remember it, and after weo

Thave succceded—for 1 lock upon success as n

certainty-—you shall bo rewavded."”

Mercy on us, do you think I sell my friend-
ghip, Julia

"I think that, like mysclf, you would not
look upon a few golden additions to the con-
tents of your purse as being unwelcome or
burthensome. There, not another word ! And
now that this compact is settled 1 feel better. I
am almost sorry that I sought the precinets of
Whll street to gee if I could lure himn from Lis
dingy den. N'importe, e will soon, be here.”’
Her countenance became radiant and joyful at
this thought, and so, we thinx, did Mary's;
but the joy and radiance depicted on the faco of
the latter made but a momentary stay. Were
they reflectod from the face of Tulia, or dJdid they
emanate from the heart of the meck and child-
like Mary ?

They separated, and each went to her privato
room. It was a private hotel they were m.,
What a world of intrigue i embodicd in a
private hotel in New York city ! .

Julia Bowen closed the door of likr apartment,
and then indulged in exultant gestures.

“Poor girl,”’ she soliloguized, ** how pliant
and docile she 38! How self-denying and how
single-minded [ She is just the ally I would
have chosen from among a thousand. How
fortunate that ghe came to Hve licre, and how
wise in me to cultivate her acquaintance.”’

Mary glided noiselessly into her chamber and
gat down upon her bedside. There she re-
mained in deep, but apparently placid.thonghi,
for about five minutes, and then ehe aruee,
drew outb from beneath her pillow o niluiatuin
rosewood writing-desk, and was soon busicd in
penning 2 note. It was a school-ghd slale of
caligraphy she indulged in; rowd, clewr, and
terribly suggestive of the copy-book, Ouue,
while writing, she bit her under lip, and hnit-
ted her brow as if attacked by some sharp pang,
but apart from this there was nothivg to indi-
cate that she was writing anything meie im-
portant than an order for an assortment of
worsted with which to finish her cinlbroidary, o1
a set of new cambric handkerchiefs to cany to
church. N

We will leave Mary writing, while we once
more virit the private apartment of Julia Bowen.
She has o male visitot. Hehasjust come in, and
is reclining wpon a lounge, with his feet upon a
chair. He is dressed like a gentleman, if we
'except the large imitatiof dlamond in his
bosom, and the half dozen vulgar rings on hig
fingers. His moustache, dyed a blue biack, hus

state when she trigds” - . . .

T

an omnibus-driver cut, and so has hishair, The
countenance is suggestive of late hours, hard
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drinking, pot-house sguabbles, and morning
# cocktails.””

Before this man the bold Julia appears to hold
hergelf a cheap being. She is now meeker than
Mary appeared to be. He speaks:

** 50 you haven’t managed him yet! What
have you been about? SBurely you've neglected
business,"” .

** Indeed I have not,'’ responded Julia ; ¢ bhat
he is unlike any man I ever Defore had to deal
with. He appears to be full of pagsion, and yet
I could almost swear he is ag cold ag ice.””

‘¢ You ought to please his funcy, if anybody,”’

sald William Bristol, Esq., (that was his name,) | Offt

a8 he cyed her with the air of a jockey; ‘‘he’s
fond of fine horses, and the man that loves
dashing horse-flesh takes to such showy finery
as you are as naturally as a duck takes to
water,””

“ I have not impressed him to the cxtent you
require as yet—but ' ’

*The old gtory,”’ said Mr. Bristol, rising, and
thraosting his hands decp into the pockets of hig
pantaloons ; “ you need not repeat it, I'm
tired of hearing it. I want money.” :

“ 1 dare say you do, but if I have not got it,
how can I.give it to you.”

** T once said that to you when I was verdant,.
Do you remember your reply '’

“T thought byy-gones were to be by-gones,"”

gaid Julia Bowen, cowering Deneath his glance,

' Go they were, on certain conditions, ‘These
must be fulfilled or else——""

“ Enough, enough ! spare me the pain of lis-
tehing %o threats. How are you situated for
money ¥’

“ T lost $3000 last night, two-thirds of which
T have not yet paid. It musgt be paid to-morrow
or I will be constrained to leave the city. Can
you borrow fror this Croesus '’

T will try, but I anticipate defeat.”

“ Yet you have suid he was gencrous.’

‘L eannot call his wse of money generous ex-
actly,” said Julia, after a moment's reflection ;
‘it is more descrving of the name of eccentricity.
He is a riddle, ¥ have heard that insanity tuns
in his family, but I place little reliance upon
the rumor.”

‘¢ ¥Well, perhaps you can work upon his fears ;

* tell him he has compromised you,”

‘“ He really appears to have no fear, and if I
were to tell him that he would only Taugh."'

‘“ All this is your business, not mine,”’ said
the man, with the appearance of having formed
a sudden and a final regolve of importance. He
continued : * You are playing me falge I think,
but that is your affuir also. If you choose to
take the consequences of deception towards me,
I have no move to say. I shall call heré at ten
o'clock to-morrow morning for $2000, Do you
understand {”’

The woman had thrown hergelf prostrate upon
the floor, and was sobbing violently. He spurn-
ed her with his foof. As he did go alight silvery
laugh struck his ear. Lherc was a side door in
the apartment, cut into the inner wall, The
laugh appeared to have procoeded from that

vicinity. Bristol sprang towards it like a flash
of lightning, wnd with one powerful puil threw
the door open. Nobody could be seen in the
little pnssage way that led to holf a dozen
other apartments, but a keen ear could have
detected the rustle of thick dress goods, such as
are worn by women,

Singular! The only female in that part of
the house; in full promenade costume, at that
moment, was Mary Schuyler, and her outer gar-
ments were made of rich moire antique. - .

Mr. Bristol shortly afterwagds left the house.
Just before him Mary had gone cut—to the Post
e,

CHAPTER II,—A NOYEL CDNSPIBA(&Y.

- 4 Get thee behind me, Satan.”’~—=Seripfures

W must leave our friends of the first chapter
for a short time, while we pay a visit.to the
most fashionalle ag well as the largest hotel on
Broadway, and bring forward persons who will
fizure conspicuously in this ‘‘ strange, eventful
history.”

We will proceed without ceremony to one
of the upper rooms of thiz grand hotel—a
room farnished with exquisite taste in gome re-
spects, and most abominable vulgarity in oth-
ers.  Mixed with articles of verfu nre stumps of
cigars 3 hanging beside gems of plotures are
coats and vesis ; and on the costly velvet tapes-
try which covers the floor have been placed
threo or four pairs of boots that have done -
their owner all the-service he could reasonably
require of them.

The regular occupant of this apartment is
present. That ig he, seated at that small table,
in which there is a multiplicity of drawers,
and the rich pear]l and ivory inlaying work of
which i almost wholly concealed by a pile of
letters and notes of all the shapes and sizes im-
aginable. ‘

Do you think him handsome ?

Now, if you are a woman, or expect to grow
tobe a woman, you will answer “yes.”'  All the
ladies think him extremely handsome, albelt
we men—out of mere pique and envy it moy
be—de not confess to a belief that he is **any
great shakes'' in the way of personal appear-
ance ; but lock at him snd don't fail to mark
hiz elegzant moustache and neat half whiskerk,
He is six feet tall, and is well formed—about as
well formed as need be. His face is decidedly
Hebraical. The “‘chogen people™ could not, if
they would, deny him a place among them.
Those plercing black eyes, those massive jet
ringlets which seem to be made of the finest,
crispest’ and oiliest of eilk ; that good sized
nose, a cross between the aguiline and Romax ;
that Bohemian gipsey-like complexion, all pro.
claim his faith and deseent as unmistakably
as if, (as in the days of old he would have
done, had he lived,) he wore the yellow cap
and crossed sleeve despotically liveried upon
his race by certain Christian despots. He lon

ago abjured all religious belief, and we wﬂﬁ .
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therefore, call him morely a man of the world.

Dr. Dasher Licon—that i the title by which the

individual we are describing must be addressed

—has ‘“travelled." He is known and noted in

both hemiepheres; but let that pass for the

present. Ho has a winning way with -him,
whether at cards or in the prosecution of a love
guit.. Once he devoted himself to faro alto-
gether, but now ho engdges exclusively in the
pursuit of the fair, No, I am wrong. He
males them pursue him. But let me not travel

' out of the record.” He has a companion to

whom I wish to call attention; you have al-

ready heard of him. Behold Charles Hunter !

A description of him is unnecessary. Let his

deeds and conversation paint his portrait.

He sits with his feet elevated above his head
—at no matter what angle—smoking a cigar.
The emoke curls and floats away lazily in

‘wreaths sbove and around him. In his left

. hand, which he is carelessly swinging, is & rotl
of bank notes, He is not about to make cigar-
lighters of these notes, although he has often
performed such feats, and obtained much ad-
miration for them among the champagne-drink-
Ing representatives of young America.

At the precise moment when the apartment
was revealed to your view, Hunter held up the
rag moncy alluded to, so that the zas light fell
directly upon it. Doctor Licon’s eyes took the
same direction.

‘* 35 it a bargain 7'’ asked Hunter, carelessly.

* How much did you say there is?'’ was the
interrogativa response of the Doctor.

** Oniy one thousahd,’* replied Hunter, with-
out displaying any emotion.

. ‘l‘lIt is not enough,’’ remarked Idieon with a

sigh.
“1 think itis," said Hunter quietly.

* But you'would alter your opinion if you
wounld but reflect awhile.”

“ Reflect! What should I reflect for? Let
the unhappy reflact if they like; asfor me, I
have ostracised reflection from the day I first
wore jacket and trowsers, and I mean to die
without having indulged in an hour's reflec-
tion.” Tuater spoke these words mechanically.
They appeared to come only from his lips; the
_&min scemed to have had nothing to do with

CIn.

““Pgha 1" exclaimed Licon with a gesture of
fmpatience, ‘‘one always gets some such frivolous
answer from you, If you don’t reflect—and I
swear I can hardly belisve that you do—how in
the name of Plutus can you makeso much money?
Can a man without thought, caloulation, or
caution realise a fortune in » week, a8 you do 1’

For one single instant the face of the great
end successful financier was covered by a feaiful
frown, and his fingers worked tremulously with
the bank notes, and with the cigar he was
smoking. Lieon did not notice the change,
. ‘which was gone almost a8 soon as it came; and
then Hunter spoke :---

“That's a secret, my boy; ag much of a
gecret as is the method by which you contrive
to make such sad havoc among the feminines.

Ah! that word bringa me back to our euh
ject. Will you take the thousand, or ghall 1
throw it into the grate I’

“ You are 4 marvel I’ gjaculated Lieon, after
gazing at him a few seconds with a peculiar ex-
pregsion. He shortly added, * I do believe that
you would as soon cast that money into the
fire ag your used-up cigar, and yet nothing
would induce you to lend it to me.”

“Jend! It's a bad word. It ought to be
blotted from the vocabulary,’” said Hunter,
Lringing his feet down upon the floor emphati-
cally. ¢ My dear fellow, steal or beg, but never
botrow ; give, squander, but never lend, But
come, time's flying, and 1 want to be off,
What say you—this is the last call, as an auc-
tioneer would say—what say you to my pro-
position !’

* Repeat it,"” said the handsome doctor,
gloomily.

““ You are to command the givl, Emma Peters,
to submit herself and actions entirvely to my
control—"' .

¢ Entively I''

‘t As entirely as she would to yours I’ continued
Hunter calmly, * for one year from this date.
At the expiration of the year she will be free to
go where and with whom it may please her.”
¢ But the proposition is so very absurd.”’

1 know it. That is one of my chief reasons
for making it."’
* And what explanation can I give her for
wging an adventurg so curious?’”
#* Any that your prolific fancy may hit wpon-—
I'm not particular. Hatch one up at once, if
you %::ﬁegt, 80 that I may keep it up with her.”
ry.
“Then you will take the thousand with the
conditions annexed !
‘I must, for my treasury is empty.”
“There is the money, then,”” said Hunter,
tossing the notes upon the table. They were
eagerly pocketed by the Doctor. ¢ And now,’
i:o!r;tinued the former, *‘for the tale we are to
oL
The Doctor ran his digits caressingly through
his ringlets and peered wistfully at space. He
crossed his legs and beat the d——"g tatoo npon
the edge of the table. He buried his face in bis
palms, while his elbows bored holes almost into
his knees. He got up and paced the ficor. Ho
whistled. But from all this exertion sprang no
scheme—no plausible story, go he resumed his
seat. Hunter did not evinee impatience ns men
usnally evince it. He was impaticnt, though,
for he sald, with a brusque and determined
air,

* You may give me back those funds."”

' No!'" cried Lieon starting to his feet again,
“IThave it now. You are my guardian, you
wicsh to test this girl's affection for me. You
vequire to see if she can withstand the allure-
ments of fashion—can pass the ordeal of & year's
unlicensed conviviality in this gay metrepolis
without suffering blot or blemish. You are

whimsical ; this is your whim. Do you com-
prehend '

THE FORGER'S FATR. : 7

“ Perfoctly.' .

S Will it do " .
" 4 Tf the girl is very verdant, yes; if at all up.
to the tricks of her sex or our own, no."

Y 8he iz verdant, and she places the utmost
dependence upon what I tell her.”’

# T know that. Well, we'll try ber with this
flimey and ridiculous plan."’

4 But now what do you really mean to do
with her {"' urged Lieon, a little tremulously.

“* What do you think "’ .

*‘Ruin her "’

This was a guestion, not an nsgertion.

“You are right,’”’ ‘

“TPhen,” cried Lieon hastily, * I'm cursed
if_l’ )

* There, there, don’t splutter,” interrupted
Hunter, * ghe won’t be ruined in the way you
jmagine, by me. Butruin will be her portion
nevertheless. Pay particular attention to what
I am saying. She is very young, and as sirange
a creature ag ever I saw. Her beauty is almost
supernatural, I have geen numerous prettier
maidens, but not one other possessing her style
of beauty. It is unique, striking! I wanther
to be my companion everywhere--in my rides,
my excursions, my visits to the opera, the
theatre, the ball room, and the race course.
This will produce talk. They will talk about
her, about me. We shall flourish gloriously
wherever gossip finds a patron, My vanity, my
love of notoriety, will be gratified to a surfait.
*The rich beoker and his latest prize,” will be
the current vemark wherever we appear. 1
ghall have the credit of a triumph without its
infamy upon my conscience, and enjoy the plea-
sure of this youug lady’s company. The world
will call her wanton, but for that piece of iu-
justice the world will be responsible—notI. Do
you comprehend ?*°

#“Yes! y-e-cs,’’ stammered the bewildered
Doctor.

“Then I'm off. To-morrow night I will expect
you at my bachalor rooms in Fourteenth street,
with the victim of our novel conspiracy.’’

Bo saying, Hunter seized his hat, and made
his exit. He had gained the street before
the handsome recipient of his money had
recovéred from a sudden fit of astonish-
ment. Dr, Licon was not s man to be non-
plused or astounded for any length of time.
He had mastered his surprise just as a gentle
knock ossailed n panel of his door. At his
request, (after he had hurriedly concealed his
letters), the applicant for admission walked in.
It wag Emma Peters.  She resided in the hotel,
it appeared, and it further appeared that Dr.
Lieon had appointed an interview to take place
hetween them immediately after the departure
of his visitor.

She was of ordinary stature, but yet she looked
ilarger than females of the ordinary size. She
looked a8 juvenile as one of her age, (fourteen
years and a balf), should look, and yet the ma-
turity of womanhood algo found expression in
her contour. In physique and manner she was
at once like a child and a woman. Iassion

ghone from her dark, wondering, hazel oyes,

|and wag displayed upon her full luscious lip;

but there was at the same time an indication
in the placidity of the face that it might
be carefully guarded by purity. She still wore
her light brown hair in school-girl plaits, bus
its heavy volume seemed to belong to ahead
that had borne twice her number of years,

Caressingly and confidingly she took the geat
indicated by him—his knee, and gently passed
her arm arcund his neck. With a voice whoee
tones were strangely musical and persuasive, he
told her the narrative decided upon by himself
and Hunter. She listened with an air half of
fright and half of resignation, and did notspeak
for full five minutes after he had concluded.
Then, placing her disongaged hand upon her
breast, and grasping convulsively at her silk
dress, 80 that the sound made was like that of
an.dinfant'u fingers scratching upon paper, she
sald
“Jf this must be so, I will submit; but if
you knew what torture I will endure in the per-
formance of this dreadful task, you would not
exact my obedience,”

Doctor Lieon wasa noble pleader in the court
of Cupid. Words of love and eyren-like persua~
sion glided from his lips as if coated with oil
and honey, and ejected by steam power. * Only
ayear!” Howeloquently he rung the changes
upon that sentence! ¢ It would soon pass
away!”” Yes, every year passcs away #0on
enough. *° And when it was passed would they
not be each other's forever "' That settléd the
matter. She consented !

Tenderly he pressed his lips, as if inspired by
gratitude as well as affection, to her delicate
forehead. With a sigh of happiness her head
gettled upon his shoulder, And fhere they sat.
What was busy in his heart then? We know
what caused kers to throb so joyously. .

And yet he was forty, and she fourteen!
What a world this is!

CHAPTER IIf.—A STORM RISING.

“What is't ye do 2"
A deed without & name."—Macbeth,

Waen we left Mary Schuyler, she was on her
way to the Post Office. She reached that great,
shabby ing’™* - , without delay, and deposited
the note o. letter we saw her write, But that
did not seem to be the whole of her errand.
$he did not go away, but amused herself by
reading the lists of advertised letters, beauti-
fully pasted upon dirty boards that would
searcaly be tolerated in an aristocratical pig-
stye. Having exhausted this fund of time-kill-
ing sport, she retnrned to the outside of the
covered passage, and scanned the passers-by on
the street. Bhe was not only an observer, but
was the observed as well,

A pmall-gized but well-built man, with a
clear, piercing eye, and a handsome but ghrewd
countenance, (slightly marked by varioloid),

had watched her movements curiously from the
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time she dropped her letter into the aperture
appointed to receive it; indeed, he bad not
rmitted himseelf to lose sight of her for an
nstant. Had he been a cat intent vpon captu-
ring a mouse, he could not have kept up a
steadier or more acourate surveillance, Tt was
easy to perceive that he was not a *‘ man aboui
town,”’ in the common acceptation of that
phrase. His movements generally, and his ob-
servant gestures in especial, gave no idea of
_the lelsure libertine, or the bias¢ sportsman.
There was no love in his looks.

Mary was so bugy with her reflections that
she did not discover the careful attention with
which this man favored her. About an hour
after her first appearance at the Post Office a
well-dressed lad turned into Nassuu from Liberty
gtrect. ' :

There was nothing in his appearance to cause
one to look at him s second time, unless one
happened to be & student of character oh the
plan of Tavater. Snch a student would ‘have
at once regarded his face earnestly. It was
dark, thin, and prepossessing. A young mons-
tache, which had never been marred by the
razor, gave an expression of manliness to the
lower part of the face, but the smooth forehead
and the curls that clustered around it indicated
the boy. He was abont twenty yenrs of age—
‘but card, the student would have seen, was
gnawing at his heart.

Twenty years |

Glorious age ! when the mind is like putty,
ready to receive any impression, and likely to
retain it unless a stronger ome be made to its
destruction ! Beautiful age! when the ear
Jelieves all that it hoars, and the eyo confides
fondly in the apparent trath of all that it sees.

* Age of renson and folly combined, age of ver-
dancy and self-esteem, age of brass and soft

sodder! how many hast thou wrecked beyond |-

redemption.

John Legouve, the youth we have introduced,
saw Mary tho moment he turned towards the
Post Office, antl his dark thin face was imme-

diately wreathced in smiles, Ah ! dimify and

crinoline will move a young nam's risible
fuculties quicker than lavghing gas !

He was the individual for whom Mary had
been watching. Howshe blushed and trombled,
and pursed her mouth demurely ng he grasped
both her hands, and volubly assured her that
he “‘could not get away from the counting-
house before.” And how modestly she re-
sponded that ¢t did not make the slightest
difference,"’ it ** had rather amused her to wait,”
and all that sort of thing.

T would have come to the house,” sald he,

- ag he motiched her to take hi§ arm, which she
did, while they moved at aslow pace towards
PBroadway ; ** but,’”’ he continued, ‘T have no
wish to be placed in a false position, nor to

lace you in one. 'We are both too young to
be misjudged.”

Now that was spoken like a man of good
ﬁdgment and eoxtensive experience. John

gouve was not a man in years, but ¢ducation,

agsociations of an exacting character, (intel-
lectually speaking), and temperament, had given
him a habit of thinking, and those who think
earnestly and often hecome aged in conversation
Very soon., -

"T'o his romark about misjudgment Mary made
no reply save by a little gigh, which fluttered
go feebly from between her lips that one would
have naturally supposed it was aimost foo mo-
dest to make iteelf known at all. The youth
paused & while and then resumedi:

“ We have known each.other so long, Mary,
that I cannot but regard you as a sister. Yet
you arc nof my sister, and people will not com-
prehend why I lavish a brother’s affection upon
you. It seems to me that this world is a very
literal sort of place.”’

Mary sighed again., The youth stole a side-
long glance at her and went on speaking,

T have no desire to appear in anybody's
eyes ag your lover, Mary, and therefore I will
not visit you at your residence. I shouild cut
but a sorry figure as a guitor for & youug lady’s
hand, would 1 not?"”

Mary ¢id not gee why, at least she suid so.

“Well, it makes no difference. You are now
88 you have been since we played together over
the ficlds in our native village, as ome of my
own flesh and blood, and you have met with
misfortune. It §8 my duty to help you out of
~oar troubles, and, trust me, I will do so. Was
my last letter satisfactory '’

*How can you ask snch n question !’ said
Mary, with a reproachful accent.

“What do you mean '’

“How could a letter from you be otherwise
than satisfuctory to me?’’

¢ 0h! Yes, but I meant to ask if the—the
gniclosure was all right—avas sufficient,”

+ T tried to make it angwer."’

AW I ges. It -wus not encugh, Well, T
anticipated that, and have met you prepared to
supply the deficiency.”

«Oh! thanks! fhanks!" exclaimed Mary
with great animation. .

Turn into Rector street towards the North
River, and I will give it to you."”

Mury’s countenance suddenly underwent a
change. It wasa rettex of the most poignant
gorrOw,

1 durst not take it 1" she said.

s« Afraid | for what reasqn

He made thiz inquiry with a look of mortal
fear,

¢ You will involve yourself in difficulty 1"

¥ No, no, no,’ he sald hurriedly, ‘‘ never
fear me, I am prudent—carefal. Come, don't
stand here, but turn the corner.”

She obeyed him,

“ You must bear in mind,'’ 'she said, after
they had got out of Broadway, ‘‘that I have
aiready been assisted by you to amounts beyond
your income.’’

‘tBat I had saved money for two years-before
you required any assistance, Mary.  Don’t for-
get that.'’ - :

Money! Itwas the main subject with them

ey
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allé . YVell, who does not talk of it, and strive to
getit!

Mary had not forgotten that, she sald.

‘* Very well, then,'’ observed Legouve, as he
glanced furtively around him and placed a
small parcel in her not unwilling band, ¢ take
this. It will pay off that crushing debt, in full,
of which you spake at our last interview.”

4 Must T take it 7

Oh, how artlessly she asked that question!
No wonder his large grey eyes, which at times
looked as tenderly and as.imploringly ns those
of a wounded deer at bay, filled with tears of
honest affection as he rnawered : :

“* You must if you wish to preserve my friend-
ship, and I only regret that it is so paltry a
gift, Would that it were ifty times greater,”

- The transaction we have mentioned was ob-
served by thg man who had noticed Mary so
vigilantly at the Post Office. He had followed
them. :

“(@od bless you, my dear brother,”” said
Mary, putting away his gift into her porfe mon-
naie, *‘ the day will come, 1 hope, when I will
be able to reciprocate your kindness. Should I
ever get my property, now in dispute, or pro-
curc a rich husband, I will get you up in busi-
ness.’’

Legouve grinned a ghastly smile. The word
‘“husband”’ evidently did not sound very har-
moniously to his brotherly ears. How s it
that platonic love in extremely young people
rorely brooks the interference of a thought
about matrimony ?

‘*Don't talk of business,’” he remarked after
gulping down hig chagrin by a violent effort;
‘tyou know I hate business ; my ambition is to
be an artist. Omne of these days I shall go to
Italy and study. You know I paint very well
already."’ ‘

He drew from his breast-pocket a miniature in
ﬂ:ﬁd of his nssertion. It was a fine likeness of

ry Schuyler. The mechanical part of the
work was crude and unskilful, but the spirit of
the face—-the life, the expression—was there to
perfectivn. :

“ Well, well, I did not mean to burt your
feelinga,” said Mary, gazing at the miniature
with o strange and undefinable alr, ** but pray
when did you paint that #*

+i Bince I last saw you.'

* For me?”’

4 No.”

The negative was delivered with so much
abruptness that Mary was completely disconcert-
ed. Bhe paused irresclutely & short time, and
then said she must go. - But there she remained,
Legouve inquired, moodily, if he should put her
into an omuibus, to which she answered in the
affirmative. ‘

They started for Broadway again. Just before
they arrived at the corner, Mary snddenly asked
ii.egouve if he knew Charles Hunter, the finan-

er.

*Yes,” replied Legouve.

THE FORGER'S FATE, e

* Are you af allin his confidence '

“Why do you ask these curjous questions "
inquired Legouve, turning pale as ashes, and
shaking like an aspen. Every joiné quivered.
 Bless mo, what's the matter 1’ v

“ A gudden spasm—I have been subject to
thees sirange attacks lately. But whet do you
know of Hunter "

s He visits our house."

Y'f'o gge you '’

““No, by noe means. To see Miss Bowen,
whom you saw with me once.” ’

Legouve breathed freely again.

‘ Are yow Hunter's friend "' queried Mary,
without giving him time to speak.

*Iam.  He has taken & fancy to me, and I
am indebted to him for many courtesics and
favors.”

““Then you must bring about an interview
between him and I’ said Mary. She spoke
modestly and quictly, and yet there was some-
thing irresistibly commanding in her tone and
manner.

“To what end "’

¢ He is in danger.”’

*'Indeed! Pray tell me at once what or who
threatens him ¥’

¢ That I wish to make known to himself in

"

“ Ma.ry e

goul must dream of my having anything to do
with the affair.’’

‘ What a mystery this is! Mary, you uged
to abominate mysteries.”’

t+But don’t I tell you that there ghall be no
mystery so far as you are concerned. Come, I
se¢ one of our line of omnibuses approdching.
Will you get him tosee me?’’

i Yes; but Imust be present. Don’t lose that
from your mind."’

¢t Tt is agreed, Ah, theomnibug has stopped.
See him ag soon a8 you can make it convenient,
and write me at the Broadway post office.”

1 Not direct to your house ?"’

‘¢ Certainly not—for reasons. (lood bye.'”

As ghe got into the vehicle, a man who hed
been talking with Mary's post office incognito
took a seat by her side,

Legouve watched the omnibus until he could
no longer gee it, and then slowly sauntered up
Broadway., He was about turning into Libetty
street when the individual who had followed
Mary tapped him on the shoulder.

4 'Well, siv!"" said Legouve, with great hau-
teur.

* Step into this confectioner’s shop, I wish to
gpesk w'it.h you,"” replied the man perauasively.

B 1

¢t Come, you need not be offended, and I will
not detain you five minutes.”'

“But I do not know you.""

“ 'You will soon be relieved of thatignorance,
Come."’ .

The stranger led the way, and Legouve, mes-
merized as it were, mechanically followed. The.

# Intimately 1"’
#Yos, again."

stranger led him to a dark corner in {the back of
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the shop, where brandy and pies were sold tojmon lock. The edifice was low, and built in a

clerksand merchants in need of * refreshment,’”

and asked hip to **take a drink."’

very plhin style. Tie interior was, however,
rather comfortably furnished, and ornamented

“T never taste ardent spirits,”’ B&l'ii Legouve| with some degree of good tuste. The ouly finlt

gently,
Y 8moke 77
Y Yes"

They procured cigars, and after they had

pufled them an instant the stranger said (—
“Your name is John Legouve.'’
¢ Tt is, I'm not aghamed of it."
* You ought to be.”
“How! This ingult—"

#Bhall be cxplained or atoned,”” said the
stranger calmly. He proceeded, * You are the

mail clerk of Baldown & Co."”
‘¢ Yes sir,”" answered Legpouve fierzely,
*Your salary is $600 a year.”
‘“What of it 2"

“Not much—only you contrive to gpend

$1600 per annum."’

¢ What's that your business?
pertincnce is altogether inexcusable.
the strength——-""

“ You would flog me,”’ again interrupted the
stranger ; ** but as you have not you must hear
me out. You bave plundercd letters entrusted
to your care—here is a list of them."”

The youth turned the color of beeswax, and
would have fallen to the floor had not the
stranger held him by the arm.

“* Rally ! recover yourself,”” said the stranger.
“I'm not going to expose you if you will
promige amendment.”’

“Iwill! T do! Oh God, how have I heen
brought to this fearful depth of degradation!"

£¢By an artful woman '’ replied the stranger,
“Now, hearme. You shall go unharmed if you
promise {o restore the money you have taken—
you can geb it from your father—and pledge
me your word and honor never to transgress
again.’’

The youth made a strong effort to appear at
his ense.

# See me this evening, you are confounded,
bewildered, now,’’ said the stranger, ‘‘ meet me
atthe theatre, (Iknow you go there,) and
then you will be able to talk this matter over
withont fainting. Thereis my card.”

The man gave him the bit of pasteboard, and
wnickly left the place.

7 Legouve looked at the inscription. It read,
it John MeMahon, Police Detective, Station, New
Yorle Post Office."’

—_—
CHAPTER 1V.—THE DIAMOND CROSS.

Gifts steal away the heart, and oft do ripen love
Into a fierce consuming flame, which burns
The very heart out.—Serap-Book.

‘Waen Charles Hunter left Dogtor Licon’s hotel,
he proceeded, as fast as hig legs could carry him,
to a famous house of public entertainment not
far away, and on the same thoroughfare. The

8ir, this im-
If I had

visible inside was o want of cleanlincss, The
heverages were, however, in high repute, and
drew together all the connoissenrs in Cogniac alwut
town. Perhaps these unceasing visits were also
attributable to certain transactions which tool
place every night in & dingy room *‘ up staivs,”
where geveral tables with green cloth covers—

“{tables not devoted to billiard purposes—were .

surrounded by crowds of expectant and wvari-
civus Iocking gentry, who seemed to be remark-
ably busy with piles of-cagh, and bits of paste-
board covered with red and black devices.

Hunter did not go to this room, Lut to one
next to it, in which sat, all*alone, o sleopy, port-
wine-fuced man, aged about fifty years, who ap-
peared to be a cross between an old country
gervant and an old-fushioned New York night
watchinan,

Hunter tossed him a dolar, which secmed to
operate precisely after the fashion of a galvanic
shock. .

¢ Bless me, Mr. Hunter, ig that you ?’

“Can’t you see that it is 7"’

“Yes! ' —here be arose and shook himsclf—
“do you want togoint "

“1 igo’t know. Is Harry here?’’

t Yeg, sir,”’ c -

“ How long is it since he arrived 7"

“ About half an hour.”

“Tell him I am here.””

The man entered the mysterious chamber we
have already alluded to, and pregently returned
with & most remarkable-looking personoge.
Probably a more elaborately ecostumed man
than Horry Eyclet wag never seen in any part
of the giobe. e wag perfection as to showy,
dashy, flashy getting up. From the pearl-col-
ored coat, which fitted like a glove over a figure
that would have been a model of elegance l)u‘

L

1for a slight tendency to corpulence, down to |

glorious bosom-frill, he was exquisite. And his
diamonds, which flashed from fingers, breast,
and were even interyoven with his wateh-
guard |—they were but little more brillisnt
than his eyes. His teoth, white and glistening
as pearls—but I will not purste the description
further. Suffice it to say, he was & man omong
thousands, and from among those thousands
one's eye would have instinctively selected him
as a target at whick to aim the shaft of curics~
ity. .
He greeted Hunter, warmly.

“ Glad to see you, my boy.”

What a manner hig was ! It was a mixture of
dignity, affability, condescension, vulgarity and
gentlemanly ease, o nicely compounded that
it was impossible to tell which waa the prevalent
ingredient. - ’

Bunter was his warm friend. He was eccentric
himself, and liked eccentricities.

They left the place wihout exchanging any

exterior of this grand resort had rather a com-

words worth being recorded, and were soon upon,
the pavement. ‘

TOHE FORGER'S FATE.

 Well, where have you been all the after-
neoon?"’ iaguired Hunter.

¢ At the Countess’s,’’ -

¢« What! she who has been the centre of at-
traction at the Prescott House !’

¢ Even she.’’

“ How the deuce did yon contrive to manage
the introduction "

* Gadso, she managed that.’

‘! Tndeed ?'*

# Yes ; it's a fact, she saw me, and was struck.
0! course it was easy for hér to make my ac-
quaintance. Itwas as casy for'me to talle 1§'hole
volumes of love to her. I gained my point—
she placed me at the head of her list.”

* And to-day you dined with her, you zay.”

# Exacily se. And about an hour ago she
gent me s note in French, stating that she was
pestered terribly by a couple of fradesmen who
demanded payment for some goods with which
they had furnished her,. and reguesting the
loan, for a few dayg, of $1000."

.Hunter burst into a loud langh.

“ What are you laughing at?”’ inquired Eye-
let with o disconcerted sir.

““Why, at her mistoke. Bhe wouldn’t be-

‘lieve that I wos wealthy, although I can com-

mand o trifle in Wall street; and bit sharp at

your elegant mountings, when you are positively
Q0Y. . . .

ped Charley ! Charley, this is unkind.”

* Not a bit of it ; its the plain truth between
friends. But cheer up, lad, you shall have a
check to send to her.”’

‘¢ Not for the world. She’d follow me to my
grave. No, no, let her swindle somebody else,
there are fools enough who will feel but toc

" happy to feed h'er avarice.”

‘' Bhe jg——"

i Never mind what she is,”" interrupted Eye-
let nervously, ‘¢ She is not worth telking about.
But bear in’ mind that you will see somebody
that is, presently.”

*« Ah | yes, the debutante. I'had not forgotten
her. Such a floral ofiuring as I have had sent
to"the box office! ’'Twill do your heart good
to see it!"” L

« All right. T have my motives for placing
you on intimate terms with her.””

1 And I mine for cultivating the intimacy.
Al, here we are.’””

They entered the theatre. The play
was ‘¢ Pizarro,’” the part of Elvira by s young
lady, Miss Lonisa Burgess, her third appearance
on any stage.

The debutante did not appear to have made
a fiattering hit, pecuniarily speaking. The house
was not one guarter full, and _the gparee audi-
ence looked as dull as the gus light, which was
fecble and smoky. e e

“"hisis what we call & ‘shy domus,”" said
Harvy. L

Mr. Eyelet, be it known, acted oceasionally,
and now and then employed the slang of ** the
profession’’ in his couversation. A ‘‘shy do-
wus,'’ in English, a slim house.

1L

4 ghy enough,”” responded Hunter; '‘ butlet -
s be seated, the act 18 about to begin,"”

The act did begin and conclude. 'The new
actress was & handsome woman—nay, imposing
is the word, and played with considerable judg-
ment. It was sufticiently apparent that she

possessed a sound intellect and a very fair educa~
tion. The *‘gods’’ did not appreciate her
efforts however, and the act drop fell with
searcely o hand of applause to mark its descent.
“ Now,” said Harry, *‘ now is the time to &eo
her. Do accamplish our design af once, Come,
}’ou will

I will put you behind the scenes.
find her in the green-room.”
They first went to the hox office, where Hun-
ter obtained the hougquet he had mentioned,
and then groped their way through a narrow
passage to a door which led upon the stage.
Eyelet opened it, and in & moment more they
were among the players. In the green-room
they found the most of the characters a.ssembll'ad,
some looking sulky, some fatigued,lothcrs in-
spired to mirth by something strohger than
Croton water, and others like gaudy, painted
statnes, | .
Migs Louisa Buorgess, to -whom the excite-
ments of the theatre were new, was all anima-
tion and suavity, notwithstanding the coldness
of her audience, and her uncordial reception bg
the critics. She met Hunter and Eyclet wit!
lady-like courtesy. Eyelet sauntered out of the
foom to talk to some of the ballet girls. ~

“ Miss Burgess signified her degire fo have Mr.
Hunter take a seat next to her. He wag about
to do 80 ere he discovered that there was not
gpace enough on the form which was placed
awainst the side of the room for his accommoda-
tion. Perceiving this, Miss Burgess addressed
a pale, cadavérous an i seedy looking-man who
was crouching rather than sitting near her. -

“Qet up Jack, and let the gentleman ba
geated.””

The poor, forlorn individual arose, and cast-
ing a look of reproach 8o earnest and so pitiful
that it created pity in the hearts of all who saw
it, shuffled out of the room.

Mr, Hunter was exceedingly complimentary
in his remarks to the debutante. They chatted
away most pleasantly, until the call boy
popped his uncovered head in at the door and
cried, ‘“Everybody ready for the lagt act.

Then Miss Burgese gracefully excnsed herself
and roge to leave. At thigjuncture Mr. Hunter,
with an air of admirable gallantry, worthy of a
knight errant of the olden time, presented her
with the costly bouguet he had brought, and
congratulated her upon the flattering prospect
he was pleased to say was pictured before her.

She received the splendid gift as if she were
used to such compliments, and yet her bosom
heaved with more than ordinary emotion.

Her practised eye had discovered' a gorgeous
diamond croes nestling in the top of the flowers.
A sob washeard at that instant close to the door
of the green room.

That diamond cross!--remember it, reades;

for it led more than one person to ruin.
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Ag Hunter and Eyelet left the theatre by the
back door, a dark attenuated male figure tot-
tered before them, and chécked thelr progress.
The face was corpse-like in its hue, and the
bloodless lips were drawn apart so that the grin
might at the first glance-have been mistaken
for that of a skeleton. It was the man who had
been turned out of his seat in the green room
by Misz Burgess, who was not a Misg after all,

*'Btay,”” ho said hoarsely, */let me speak a
few words with you, gentlemen,”

“‘1s he mad !’ inquired Hunter with an air of
frresolution, *‘or has he been drinking "’

Eyelet locked at the figure a moment, and
then replied :—

I fear he is both mad and drunk. Iknow

¢ Induce him to step into some shop, if we
are to gpeak with him."

‘“He'll not troible ue long,"” replied Eyelet,
and then addressing the forlorn creature, he
asked in a commiserating tone what was
wanted.

“I wish to speak of ker—of my wife,”” ex-
claimed the man supplicatingly.

“Wife! What have we to do with your wife,
my- good fellow !’ inquired the puzzled Mr.
Hunter. *

¥ Oh, you have just left her.”

“¢ The actress '’

“The same,' spaid the men with an abject
look—** 1 saw you give her flowers and jewels.
Do 8o no more, I beg."’

“Why, it iz only a fashionable custom to
make such gifts,'” said Hunter soothingly.

“ Flowers, yes; but not jewels, diamonds;
ohno! you cannot deceive me."’

* He is afraid you are in love with his wife,”"
whispered Eyelet ; ** say that you were, but that
since you have learned of her being married you
dislike har.”

Hunter did as he was directed. The poor
man appeared to be greatly relieved by this in-
telligence, and subsided into a maudlin state
most unpleasant to witness, Eyelet gave him
some loose change and told him to # beoff.”
The miserable creature took it and crept away
with the air of a baffled felon. -

Hunter and Eyelet had just reached the corner
of Broadway when they heard a terrible screech,
and the noise of many feet, in the vicinity from
whence they had come. They turned back to
ascertain the cause of the commeotion and dis-
covered that * Jack'' had fallen in a fit.

Ah! that diamond cross! that diamond
cross |

D —

CHAPTER V.—MI3CHANCE AND MISCHIEF.

Mischance and sorrow go alon%With you !
Heart"s discontent, and sour affliction
Be playfellows to keep you company |
There’s two of you; the devil make a thirdl
And threefold Yengeance tend upon your stepa.
: : King Henry
4 S1AnD aside,’’ shouted o tall man wearing the

mingled with the crowd, ‘' stand aside and give
the man air,”

Ag if they comprehended in full the import-
ance of obeying this command, the Bystanders
gathered still more closely around the gufferer.
‘* Here, this won't do, you must stand aside,””
said the policeman elbowing his way through
them. -

S Dat's so, ensy enuff,”’ exclaimed & huge
negress, following in the wake of the police-
man,

* Throw some cold water on the poor
wretch,'” cried Eyelet.

“1'm afraid thet wouldn't agreo with his con-
stitution,”’ said one of the crowd drily.

Do something {or him, can't ye?'' cried
Hunter, a cold shudder creeping over him.

“Why don’'t you do somethin’' fur him?"”’
inquired a bullet-headed fellow in a red ghirt,
at his elhow.

By this time the policeman and the negress
had reached Jack’s place, and were kneeling
there, one on each side of him.

* Open his hands,”” cried the negress, at the
same time seizing the one nearest herself, and
motioning to the policeman to take the other.
He followed her directions.

‘¢ Do you know him ¥’ he inquired.

¢ Should tink-I did, he belongs to my
missng.’’

“ Who is your mistress 7'’
“Dat’s neider here or dere,”’ answered the
Negress.

man, not at all offended by the curtress of her
reply.
?‘};Jre’ful! dre'ful I’ gaid the nepress.

By this time they had forced open his hands,
and he was giving signs of recovery.

I thought so,” said the policemnan, and
then turning to the crowd he asked, ** Who'll
get him a glasg of brandy "'

# T will, if anybody'Il pay for it,”" chorused
a dozen voices.

*Dar's two gen'lmen about here dat cught
to pay for it,” snid the megress. She directed
general attention to Hunter and Eyclet.

*Oht ah! yes, yes, I'll furnishk the money,"
gaid Hunter confusedly, ‘‘.there’s a dollar.’”

The individual in the red shirt seized it.

“‘ Get the best,” said Hunter, ¢ and keep the
change.”” .

¢ Don't get the best,”’ cried the policowan
emphatically; “ he ain't used to it, and he
won't feel it. Get some that'll scrape as it goes
déwn ; that's the stuff that’ll fetchk him to his
pins,  You bring it now,’” addressing red shirt,
“‘or look out for yourself; I know you."”

Red shirt started upon his errand.

In the meantime the megress had been very
busy with the prostrate sufferer, smoothing his
disordered apparel, brushing the hair back from
bis face, and fecling very particularly about his botom,
ag if to mscertain whether his heart beat less
unsteadily or not. -

The red shirted messenger was soon back

uniform of the police, as Hunter and Eyelet

with the Brapdy. Jack swallowed it greedily,

# He drinks, don't he ¥"' pursued the police- '

- “and yeb- it is a pity.

. THE PORGER'S FATE. it

and in a moment afterwards feebly agked where
he was, .

“In the arme of an M. P.’”’ shoufed one who
heard the question,

‘! No—in, those of a nigger wench,’’ exclaimed
another derisively,

“Do you feel better now!’ inquired the
policeman of Jack, .

Y Yeq.”’

‘¢ Well, can you get up and walk '’

** Yes, if you'l} all stay by me,"’ answered the
poor ereature with alook of intense fright ; “‘ I'm
afraid to go alone.”

“Whyt”’

‘* Because a little while ago, I saw a devil,
dressed up in diamonds.”

“ Got the delicious trimmings,’’ said one.

' Blue monkeys after him,”” ventured an-
other.-

*¢Tha man with the poker's chasing him,””
said red shirt.

The policeman and the negress helped Jack
to his feet, .

*“Where do you live,”” inquired the *‘ star."

‘“In the air,”’ answered the man vacantly, .

‘*You know,”’ gald the policeman, addressing
the negress; ‘‘ why don’t you tell?”’

* Whar does he live "' said the negress. ' He
doesn't live nowhere."" )

‘I thought you said he belonged to your
migtress,”

¢ Well, he don't live wid her no how."’ .

‘* Convey him where he'll be well faken care
of,’" said Eyelet, ‘' and we'll pay the expense.”

't Bless your soul!’”’ responded thepoliceman,
‘“they would not receive him into o decent
place.”’

“That's true enough,” remarked Hunter,
He was once a gentle-
man.'’ .

‘ Had you not better take him home, then,
for you seem to know him well?’ gaid the
policeman. .

a “Oh,nol"” ejaculated Hunter, with a shud-
er,

‘“ He's welkim to my room, and I'll make
himabed on the flure,”* said anold Irishwoman,
whose nose looked as if it was often warmed
by something clse than her pipe.

“You will 7'’ cried Hunter, warmly.

HIfI'm paid for me thréuble.”’

“ Well, my good woman—"' began Hunter,
but the policeman interrupted him.

“Don’t give yourself any uneasiness con-
cerning that woman,'’ he said ; “*she’s the most
notorious vagabond in this neighborhood.’’

“Take him to the hospital,’’ sugzested
Eyelet. :

The policeman shook his head, and gaid,

“ They never receive delirium tremens cases
iz the city hospital.” :

" What will you do with him then, for its

_ Plain that he is quite helpless,”

“ Perhaps you know where he lives ¥
The policeman addressed Eyelet, who colored

“Me! Oh, no! T only knew him about fown,
when he had not got so low.”” .

*"Well, I mustcall acart or gomething, and .
take him to the station-house."’

Eyolet sent for a cab, which stood at the next
corner. Into this the poor sufferer was placed,
the policeman mounting the box with the driver
The individual with the red shirt got inside &
take care of the helpless vagabond. He seemed
to be as tender-hearted as anybody, notwith-
standing his rough exterior. The negress had
dizappeared.

‘' What shall we do?"' inquired Hunter of
Eyelot, as the cab drove slowly off.

“X don't know, I'm suve,”" answered that
person ; ‘X hate to leave him alone without s
friend near in case of an emergency.’’

Hun er felt a shiver creep over hig frame.
He knew that *“ an emergency’' meant death.

* Buppose we go to the station house P’

“Agreed. It's as little s we can do."” :

*“ Why, for the matter of that, the fellow has -
no direct or special claim upon our sympathies.”’

“Idon’t know about that,” said Eyelet un-
easily.. ‘I think he has—upon mine.”

“ Explain, Thete’s something very ourious
in all this.”

“I'll tell you by and by; it's a brief and
not an uncommon history, but you shall under-
stand it.’’

They now followed the cab in silence. It
goon halted opposite the door of the station
houss, which was in one of the lower wards.
Jack was lifted out and taken before the cap-
tain—a handscme gentleman, in plain clothes,
who appeared qualified for a more exalted
station.

_ The captain heard the policeman's statement,
and then for the first timo scanned the persons
of Hunter and Eyelet. He recognised them in-
stantly. Indeed, he manifested the most in-
timate degree of acquaintanceghip with them.
Eyelet hurriedly stepped bebind the desk, and
whispered a few words to the captain.

“Ah1'" sald the official, in an undertone,
“what apity! Thave known dozens to be ruined
by the same combination of terrible causes,"

The captain made a minute in his book, and
raised his head apparently with the intention of
putting a queation to the aficted being before
him. But that intention, if he had it, was sud-
denly put to flight by the expression of Jack's
face. It was fearfully distorted. The mouth
was Stretched wide open, and a mixzture of
blood and froth was issuing therefrom in a
copious current., The eyeballs were strained
from their sockets as if they would burst. His
srms were gyrating wildly, and the fingers
worked as if endeavoring to grasp something of
importance that could only be canght with great
difficulty.

* He'll have another it I'* exclaimed Hunter.

** Where ig your physician 1"’ inquired Eyelet -
of the captain. i
** He'll be here shortly,” answered the latter,

deeply.

“but I imagine he can do litile.”
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“Can’t we do something to avert thé it 7"
ngked Hunter.

“:Xot the fit he is to suffer with,”” replied
the captain, who was very familinr with such
seened.

“ Why not 1"’

“ Tt must have Ite way. It will be a fort-
night before that man recovers his senses. He
is a maniac.”

‘' Horrible !"* exclaimed Hunter.

‘¢ Heartreriding I’ cried, Eyelet.

Just then Jack seized the railing that swr-
rounded the desk, and with a lond cry like that
of a wounded wild beast, wrenched it, as if it
were paper, from its solid fastenings,

¢s Take hold of him ! secure him |'* cried the
captain to a squad of officers in the back part
of the room.

. Touch me not,”’ yelled Jack, now endowed
with the strength of insanity, ‘‘touch me not,
or you die.”’

Several of the policemen rushed upon him,
de]iite his fury and his menaces, and in amoment
bis limbs were secured in such a way as to be in-
capable of doing hafm. Jack fought desperately,
and almost continuilly cried out that they were
demons. Now he would beg them to kill him,
and anon he would implore them, in the most
abject phrase, to spare hislife. Hunter frankly
acknowledged that he had never before wit-
negsed an event 8o awe-inspiringgnd so terrific.

After ‘a great deal of soothing and coaxing,
Jack wag reduced to a condition of comparative
quiet. While he was in this state the doctor
of the station came in and administered a pow-
crful dose of morphine, A short time after-
wards Jack recognized Hunter and Kyelet, who
seemed bound to the place by a sort of horrible
fascinntion, The sight of them get him o rav-
ing again. The curses he launched upon them
were frightful and numerous.

1 once saw a gambler on a Mississippi eteam-
boat cut hig throat in consequence of having
lost his last dollar,”’ said Eyelet, ‘¢ and I thonght
that was the worst sight I could ever witness ;
but this trenscends it."’

¢ Lot usgo,’” said Hunter.

“ No you don't,”’ soreamed Jack, who heard
the remark, ‘‘no you dow't until you give me
back my peace of mind—my counting-house—
my property—my wife. Oh, yes, give me my
wife, Why is she away from her hushond ?
‘Why has she forsaken e forsuch butterfliesas
you are.”

“Be quiet, my good fellow,” said Hunter
caressingly, **and you shall have money,”

‘ Money for dishonor! Avaunt, fiends,
avaunt!’”

* 1 e will die,”* said Eyelet. .

4 Most likely,"* responded the captaln ; ** the
aftack is tremeéndous.”’

Here Jack made an effort to jump at Hunter
and Eyelet ; but was restrained by the police-
men, who threw him upon & broad shelf, or
“ bunk'’ as it is called, and prevented him from
tearihg himself to pleces. .

‘ Money—they offer me money,” ghrieked
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Jack—*‘psha, I've got that which iz worth
money—dinmonds, diamonds, diainonds,; dy's
hear that ¥’

“ What can he mean ¥’ mutter1 Hunter,

. “‘ He's thinking-of the cross,”” whispered Eye-
et.

8o wns gomebody else. The negress who had
aided Jackin the street, had been watching the
gcene from without through the door, over
which glimmered a fuint light. As Jack cried
“ diamonds’’ she for an instant lavghed diaboli-
cally; and held up the diamond crogs that
Huunter had given to Miss Burgess. Lucky for
her, perhaps, that nobody saw this movement,
The next instant the cross was thrust into her
stocking. . -

About that time the actress, aided by the
scene-ghifters and the ‘‘property man,” was
hunting the stage of the theatre Indus-
triously, tofind the piece of jewelry so strangely
transferred that night from hand to hand.

Had the negress—who was her servant—stolen
it, or had Jack ? .

. He could not have told, had he been asked,
for just after he had spoken of the-diamonds
and his wife a blood wvessel burst, and he fell
back limp and ghastly, critosoned with his own
life current. :

———
CHATTER VI.—FAST IN 'THE TOTIA,

Like mndness is the glory of this Yfe,
- . * . *  »

We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves;
And spend our flagteries to drin}; those men,
Upon_whose age we void it up again

ith peisonous spite and envy.—T%mon cf Athens,

Ix our first chapter Mr. William Bristol was in-
troduced. I do notsuppose that he made many
friends, or won much admiration ; but in the
narration of facts we are not always permitted
to choose who shall, or whosball not, be spoken

of.

‘When Bristol left the house in which he had
his btrief and cenergetic interview with Julin
Bowen-—an interview the precise meaning of
which will be developed in due course ‘of time
—-he was in no mood for jesting. He was dis-
appointed —sadly disappointed. He wasill at
case, too, for he felt popitive that some person
had overheard every word of his conversation
with the bold and beauntiful woman who feared
him and him alone.

The reader has already guessed, I presume,
at the real character of Julis Bowen. The city
containg thousands of women exactly like hergn
~—women who dress and live clegantly, assume,
ag far as they are able, the manners of that
style of female eailed a lady, reside in fine-
houses, mix with people who are really respect-
able, and carry on schemes of vice and fraud
the terrible consequences of which are not di-
rectly seen always, but are indirectly felt, and
felt severely, by all clagses of our population.

The most of these females are in league with
men like Mr. Willizm . Bristol-—men for whom
they cannot feel the smallest iota-of respect,
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and whom, paradoxically enough, they love,
and crouch before like the veriest slaves.
These folk are vampyres, deriving their lives
and their sustenance, as they do, from the
vitalising qualities and important substances
of others. The rich and the silly are the vic-
tims they scek, and woe to the thin-skinned evil
doer, with a character to lose, who happens to
fall into their power, -

Mr, Bristol sauntered, with & sullen air, along
Hudsoh street, smoking a cigar, and looking
furtively from beneath his eyelids around and
about him. ,Reaching St. John's Park, at one
worner of which gtood a personage with drab
unmentionabler, a green coat, & plaid vest, a
white hat, and a military moustache of the hue
of yellow ochre, he halted. The gentleman whose
cxterior we have faintly deseribed, and who was
known as ** Corky Jim’' among his intimates,
approachied kim. His gait was very peculiar—
something between that of a sailor and that of
aduck. .

sWell !

This was said to Bristol in a tone implying
any quantity of imporitant interrogation.

“Nix,” ejaculated Mr. Bristol without a
change of countenance.

“Thunder I’

# D" 1 leave the reader to imagine the
word,

Corky Jim pulled his hat over his brow and
whistled. , '

Bristol simply sauid * Come,” .and walked
away. The other slowly journeyed after him.
They soen reached a very short and narrow
street—so shert and narrow that it deserved
only the title of a lane. It was shadowed by
the spire of St. Johx's church. They entered
a little frame house, before which was an infini-
tesimal patch of ground, The ownerg called
that patch «f carth a front yard. Weil, it was
not much more than a yard-—in extent. A
great many erring feet had travelled that little
bit of gravel, which made it loom up large—in
the mind's cye. ‘

The two ruffians, for such they were, not-
withstanding their good clothes and white
hands, seated themselves in a small, plainly
furnished apartment, and then eyed each other
with doleful eountenances,

“It's no use,’” said Bristol, at last; ** I shall
have to cut that woman’s acquaintance, or her
throat.””

¢t Lt her slide—them's my sentiments,’” said
Jim, with emphasis.

‘1 think she’s playing dog on me,"” rcsumed
Bristol, with an expression of ferocity. -

* Shouldn’t wonder.””

“1t "Il be a bad job for her, that's all."”
Here he ground his teeth with energy.

** What does she promise now ?'’

¢ Only to do the best she can.’’

“* That wont suit us.’’

¢ Not much.”’

“ What does she say about Hunter "’

¢ That she can't manage him."’

¢ Bah!" ’

Briatol's looks echoed the * Bah 1" if his lips
did not.

# I tell you what,’' said Jim, with a slightly
lively countenance ; */ it's ridiculous to trust to
her any longer, ‘This man’s throwing away
his money everywhere, and it is time that we
had some of it. He can't last long, youknow.’

Bristol nodded as if to say that he did know
80, .
“ And,”’ continued Jim, with an increased
show of fervor, *' when he does cave in it will
make a terrible smash and nofse.”

Pristol nodded again, and 1it a fresh cigar.

“Hadn’t we better be on hand, then, with
our old game., Idon't think he could resist
that,”” ventured Jim.

I don't like our old game. It's a black-
guard system at the best,”” said Bristul.

“You're a great fellow for being genteel,”
remarked Jim, with a contemptuons look.
**What do you make by it?"’

1 keep my liberty,"” replied Bristol.

¢ Keep 1t, then, and pay your debts with it.”

“ My debts!" exclaimed Bristol, starting up,
and clenching his hands, *curse them! curse
them " :

‘i Fet rid of them, I say.””

# Enough ; I will. Now state your plan with
regard to this man explicitly."

‘¢ Well, sit'down. There now; I'll tell you;
but it must be in Ty own way. You remember
whaf, Clak and Baggett’s confidential book-
keeper told me four weeks ago, after I had let
him win a cool five hyndred 7'

v Yes.'” !

“ Y've found out that if's every word true.
Hunter is a swindler.”’

‘8o are all Wall strect men,’
savagely.

* No, they're not. There are just ns good
men in Wall street as In any other streetin this
city,” said Jim confidentially.

Bristol laughed incredulously.

4“It's 80,”" continued Jim; **why, even
among us there can be found some good fel-
lows.”

Bristol laughed with a more incredulous air
than before. It was evident that he was a
cynic on some ponts.

' Well, no matter,” resumed Jim, nursing
one of his legs, and looking wise, *‘all we want
to be sure of is that Hunter is a rascal.”

* You say you are sure of it.”

“CAre you @'

* Of course I am.," i

#Then is it not perfectly fair to bleed him,
without getting women to humbug him out of
his money

¢ Fair, but nit safe.”

“Goammon! He would not dare to split upon
ug.”’

“But the plan—the plan!' cried Bristol,
impatiently.

“1 told you I must explain it in my own
way,'’ responded Jim; *buot here it is. I'll
put on the right sort of costume, call on him,
and pretend to be a merchant from Chicago,

’

said Bristol,
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hard up. I wantsome paper ¢ done'—d’ ?| mi
‘ - i —d'ye sce? Iminded. T much prefer that -
(};1'11, ?On ; know ne, and sayshe ean’t ollige. |sult somebody else Ii}n this {iﬂ'uirygu should con
a(.lr s and Baggett's book-keeperrccommendsme | ¢ W can't,’” said Bristol .
and T show him the notes.. He refuses agnin, ““We won't,” gald Jim. ’

« Reflcet, Mr. Hunter,”” urged Bristol, with
provoling effroutery. . How sometimes nature will betray its folly,
Mr. Hunter was rcﬂectmg, and he wag €on- | Trs tenderness, and make itself 4 pastime
vinced in a4 moment that Bristol agd }il im rt;a)]y To harden bosoms.— Winter's Tale.
knew somcthing that endangere is safety. [yyy .
s ; 3 P at strohger breastplate than a heart untainted
He thercfore determined to change his factics. |y iocis hcgarmed that hath his quarrel just, -

and then I tell him, in a quict wc;y, that the

“ Gentlenien, these are strange words, What

boolt-kecper is a particular friend of mine, and {do they mean?

has piaced me in passession of all his—the

hook-keeper's—secrets.”’

* What effect will that produce?”’ inquired

Bristol, with a sardonic grin.
:‘ %{}!]’ ]lhdo the notes.’’
* Which you'll have to raise the money on.
The plan s ridiculous. % in
volved in it,””

Too much Iabor 1s in-

‘‘That we want the money,” said Bristol,
relapsing inte his ordinary tone and manner.

Jim, with an impudent Ieer.

““ Really, this is the most singular conduct I
cver observed,’ remarked Hunter, indignantly;
it leave my housa,’’ ’

‘“ Be cautious,”” said Bristol, *and Le calm,

1} 3 H
Perhaps you ean invent a better one,’” said [Listen. We are very much in want of money.

Jim, eneeringly.

‘“ A muoh better one.””

7 Out with it.'’

*'I'll do that carly in the moerning. You
snd I must be at his house before nine o’clock.”

** His house ??

“Yep, sir I ) :

** Bnough, I'm your man. ILknow youw'll do

nothing rash, and eo I'll give you my promise

and consent Dlindfold.”’

The next morning they were at Hunter's

house, half an hour before the -clock struck

nine. They were geated in the front busement.
Hunter presently mude his nppearance, wearing
& costly Chinese robe for a dressing-gown,

b gentlemen. I have hurried down stairs in
obedjence to your strangely imperative mes-
sage, What is it you wish to see me albout ¥’

! “YOL_\ had better close that door, Mr. Hun-
ter," said Dristol, who conld speak very much
like a gentleman when he chose, ** for if is best
to keep one’s business from the ears of ger-
vanbs.'” '

** Right,” gnid Hunter, shutting up the door
and seanting himsclf at a large desk in one cor-
ner of the apartment. It was evident he did
not like the appearance of his visitors, for he
gently, and, as he thought, unperceived, puiled
a gide drawer about two inches out : a revolver
lay at the bottom.

" We want o negotiate a small loan,” said
Bristol, whose quick eye had detected the drawer
and the pistol movement.

* What are your securities, first !

4 (Good enongh for the amount.’’

* How heavy ia that

** A mere trifle—only $6000,” answered Bris-
tol, cooly.

“ Too trifling,”” said Munter ; * you had bet-
ter try some of the small lenders.””

. 4*Na; we'have made up our minds to con-
summate this little transaction with you,'’ said
Bristol, ** that is, if we can by any moethod per-
* suade you to oblige ng,’” .

“ We were advised to comne here b,y Clark and
Baggett's confidential book-keeper,” said Jim,
who tried to assume a polite tone and bearing
but signally failed. ’

intelligence ; but he maintained hiz dignit
and morely said, s

You have plenty. You squander it—shame-
fully—apon dogs, horses, birds, women, and
gewgaws.,  The sum we agk for you have been
known to throw away in an hour, 1hrow it
away, &ir, after a fashion that induces rome
men to helieve you are crazy. I think you are
sane, How do you get this money ! How-——:"
**This is beyond endurance!’’ exclaimed
Hunier, plunging his hand into the drawer..

Y Don’t take out that pistol.”

Bristol nttered- these words in & tone so im-
pressive that Hunter did not move.

,We did not come here to T0h you,”” con-
tinwed Bristol, *“but to eonfer with you. T
repeat my last question.  How do you get this
money 1"’

‘* Ag other menin my business get it,’’ wae
the reply. - ’

“ Perhaps,”’ gaid Bristol. .

Y What are you driving at?’ cricd Hunter
now very much alarmed. ’
quieglj‘;: lnow you make paper,” said Bristol,
Hunter trembled violently ; once or twicehe
attempted to speak, but histongae clove to the
roof of bis mouth, and no soundeiwsued from
his guivering lips, '

“ We have the facts from Clark and Bagrett's
book-keeper,” remarked Jim blandly. ”
Hunter partially recovered his equanimity
after a moment’s pause. Once he rtaised tlie
p:'stol from the drawer, with the muzzle towards
hig own heagd, but he suddenly dropped it, and
sat sfaring as if petrified at the eompanions
50 curiously forced upon his notice.

#This need not disturb you, Mr. Hunter,'
said Bristol, with a touch 0¥ pity in his voice H
'* wo shall fake no advantage of the knowledge
we possess other than that we have gpecified.
I'm sure the loss of $5,000 will not distress
you.”!

. * Why what a simpleton I am to sithere and
listen to your rascally insults,”' said Hunter
who had now resumed his recklessness. * For
the while indignation paralysed me. Begone."
‘“Pray, keep your temper, and be reason-

4 able,”” gaid Bristel.
Hunter slightly changed countenance at this ] i e

“ Villains '’
* Eagy, eagy, now,”’ remarked Jim | ¢ we're

no saints, and ain’t got a great desl of pa-

'* He is a very good man, but rather simple- [tience.’”

'*On goed security, mind you,” remarked .

T do not know,”” hesald, “ what Clark and | And ke but naked, though lock’d up in steel,

Daggett’s man may have told you. Perhaps he
iz wltogether to Ulame for this remarkable event.

Whose conseience with injustice is corrnpted.
King Henry VI. Part 2.

If he has related fulsehoods to you, he is much Eauma Perens, as we have scen, did not like the

to blume.””

““ He has related no falsehoeds,” said Jim,
stoutly.

“You arc fairly caughf, Mr. Hunter," re-
marked Bristol, “*and had better give us your
cheque,'” ‘

“And if I refuse I’

“ You wont."’

¢ Well, then, I do.”

¢ All right,” said Dristol, enolly, az he picked
up his hat, **in less than an hour Wall street
will be in a state of excitement, and the whole
town shall be made acguainted with your prac-
tives.”’

“&tay,"” eried Hunter, wiping the perspira-
tion from his face with his handkerchief,
Yatay.'" .

“Well, what have you to propose !

¢ [ have known solvent banks to be ruined by
false reports. A man's oredit may be blasted in
o day Ly the flimsicst concoction in the shape of
an aecusation, T will give you this money that
you spenk of, but merely a8 a business man-who
looks upon the outlay as ona of profit. Al
thongh I wm perfectly conscious of having done
nothing thut implics the slightest want of in-
tagrity on my part, yet your baseless calumnics,
just at this time, would talke a.quarter of a mil~
lion out of my pocket. You seé—T give you
this meney upon compulsion. I am innocent,
perfectly #anocent, of all dishonesty, and with
this protestation-—which comes from the very
dopths of my sonl—I draw you my cheque.”

# Mumbug,'” said Jim.

 Yery plausible,’”” abserved Bristol, placing
his hiat down and preparing to puf on his gloves,

v but we are men of the world. And I have
seen—huve seen Mr. Hunter—"

“ What have you scen?' interrupted the
financier, with o sudden atart.

4 Enough to prove s good deal.”’

“To prove a good deal?  To prove what ¥

t That—well, I don’t wigh to say it."’

U Bpenk it | Relieve me of my agony—my sus-
pense.”’

curious arrangement made concerning herself
by Dr. Lieon with our finance-hunting hero.
Hud she been a woman she would have loughed
at the stupid and 1iticulous scheme; but she
wag 4 child, and the only womanly trait about
her was her heart, .
Now upon his influence over that heart, and
upon its morbid wealmess in his favor, he relied
for the successful completien of his projects in
the way of getting Honter ¢ under histhumb,”
as he cxpressed himself, But that heart——
et me not anticipate.
Emmn was, away from Lieon, quite girlish in
her manner. The atmosphere of the school-
room, from whence she had bubt recently
emerged, still lingered sround her. When,
therefore, Licon dismissed hex on the evening
we left them together, from his apartment she
went into the public parlor. Her spirits were
much depressed, and she hoped that something
would be presented to her notice that would
distract her mind from the sorrows that bur-
dened it.
She was fated to meet thet night with two
retpurkable adventures.
#he had been seated in the parfor but about
ten sminutes when a fine-looking youth entered
and threw himself carelegsly, and with an air of
ennut, upon a lounge nexttothe one upon which
she was sitting. His appearance was exceed-
ingly prepossessing, and it at once made an im-
prossion upon Emma. When their eyes met it
geemoed as if & magnetic connection had been
instantanecously established between them.
Tmma smiled, she could not help it. The youth
howed. In another moment—all etiquette dis-
regarded, all cold formality thrown agide—they
wore engaged in conversation. Tho reader wiil
be kind enough not to forget that Emma wag
only fourteen years of age ; her compunion only
nineteen. .
<7 think I bave met you before, Miss,” he
observed.

His volce was soft, and ity tones were har
monions. Emma noted these peculiaritics witk

I you will have it, then—to prove you &|pleasure.

forger I
‘T'he cheque was drawn forthwith,

Oh, poor indeed, are ye who transgress the

Tnws of henesty, though yeroll in gold |
Ag Dristol and Corky Jim walked homewards,

they conversed very freely concerning Julia
Rowen. They finully determined to dispose of

her ““for good,” as Corky Jim said. We shall

t* Perhaps. Iam from Philadelphie.”

“*And go am L.”’

I was born there.’’ )

¢89 was I. May I be so hold as to ask your
name.”’

She told it.

 Mine is Thomas Leaycroft—you may have
heard of my family, one of the oldest in Penne

sghow how she was disposed of as to her connec- [sylvania.”

tion with Briste] in another part of our story.

] attended Monsieur B——'n academy,’
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gaid Emma, “ and took my French lessons in
the same class with a Miss Clara Leaycroft.”’

*v My sister I'” exclaimed the youth with an
exhibition of extreme delight. ¢ You will surely
place me upon your list of acquaintances for her
sake, for if she were here she would introduce
me.

He was placed upon her list of acquaintances.
Thay would have both been spared many sorrows
had she declined to grant the favor,

In half an hour they were as unrestrained in
their parlor intercourse as if they had known
each other from early infancy.

* What brings you to this clty—pleasure '’

 ingnired Thomas.

Emma’s eyes filled with tears, and her bosom
lanved with wild emotion.

* Pardon me,’” he resumed, when hae saw her
agitation ; ‘I have been rude—very rude.
‘What right had 1 to ask such an impertinent
guestion ! Forgive me." -

¢-I have nothing to forgive,"” said Emma,
unconsciously holding out her hand towards him.
The hand was taken respectinlly—and retained.
Truly, ’

——* there’s nothing half so sweet in life
Az Love’s Young Dream.” |

4! I came here,”’ pursued the youth, delighted
by the knowledge that he had not offended, * to
complete my studies. I am being educated for
the medieal profession. One of New York's
most eminent physicians is my father’s most in-
timate friends and it is through him that I am
to receive my diploma.’’

He spoke these words whife his face was
beaming with joy, and still retained the small
hand of his fair interlocutor. At this moment,
Doctor Liecon entered. He scarcely deigned to
notice tho boy that was talking to his darling,
but approaching her, said: :

- ‘*Emma, it is getting to be very late ; yon had
better retire.” ’

As if this was a ¢ royal edict,”” and he knew
it would not be disobeyed, he left the parlor
without uttering another word.

‘‘ Excuse me, but is that your father? in-
quired Leaycroft,

‘! Father—no, no, not my father |’

How strangely the term sounded! How
harshly it grated upon the ears! What an
odious comparison it suggestad !

* Your guardian, perhaps?”’

“ Ye—ye-—vyes.”” The atrocions untruth al-
most choked her.

¢ Then you must obey him, I suppose ; shall
I bid you s good evening 7"

“0Oh!’ said Emma, blushing with shame
and vexation, ** I do not consider myself Lound
to obey him in all things. It is only half-past
ten o'clock. I ghall sit up an hour yet."”

*“Then I need not go "’

¢+ Consult your own pleasure as to-that.””

He did, and he remained. Young man, don’t
you think you would have ** done likewise "'
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you exclaim. Yes, young lovers! The right
man had come for Emma Petors, and the ad-
venturer and scoundrel Doctor Lieon whs sup-
planted ; the false love that he had galvanised
by his ragcally acts Into the breast of a child
had vanighed, and he was now looked upon-—
s0 sudden and complete are the mutationa
wrought by Cupid—with unfeigned disgust.
Emma began to think him odious. It only
needed a trifle to make her hate him, and she
had not to wait for it.

He again entered the parlor, thig time with
anger depicted in every lineament of his coun-
tenance. .

“¢ 51l here I he eried.

“Tam.” '

** Who's this '’ he inquired, looking savagely
at Leaycroft.

‘* An old friend.”

This was the second monstrous falsehood
Emma had uttered that evening.

“ A Philadelphian '

Y Yes,”"

‘You shuld have known betfer thon o
have encouraged this intimacy,”” he said to her,
in a low tone, between his clenched tceth.

“1 shall not make a nun of myself, Mr.
Lieon," said Emma bursting into tears,

**Lieon ! Licon !"’ exclaimed the youth, start-
ing to his feet. ‘' Ohol I thought this was nok
the first time I had had the pleasure o jsecing
you, sir. But I have heard more than I have
seen of you. Answer me candidly, Miss Peters ;
# this really your guardian "'

" No."

1 thought not."””

* Young man,"” gaid Lieon, fiercely, bntin a
suppressed tone, ‘‘if it were noi for atiracting
attention--and see, the other people in the room
are beginning to notice us attentively—I wonld
teach you a lesson in good manners.’,

* Wait one moment, Dr. Lieon,” said Leay-
croft, rising ; *‘and you wait too, if you please,
Miss Peters. I have something very important
too present to your notice.  Only one moment.””
He ran out to the hall way and hailed a
waiter, .

* Go,"” eaid he, * to yoom No. 83, and ask
Mr. George Smith to step into this parlor.””

' What has Mr, George Smith todo withug?”’
asked Lieon haughtily, but a good deal per-
plexed. :

tWith us,’’ echoed Leaycroft, ¢ perhaps he
has nothing to do; but with you I beliava ha
hag a little business to settle.””

*“Here Mr. (ecrge Smith—~a youth of great
maniy beauty, ags musecular as a gymnast, and
as rosy in, the face as good health could make
him—entered. | - :
‘* You came to find him—~there he i’ sald
Seaycrofi, pointing to Lieon.

Bot from the instant the doctor had put eyes
on Mr. George Smith he had trembled like a
whipped spaniel, Emwma had fainted. For one

An hour elapsed. The Joung lovers knew
not that five minutes had fled. Young lovers !

reagon Leaycroft was glad of it, She had fallen,
into his arms—accidentally to be sure.
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* Leaycroft.’' said the youth who was called
Bmith, * lake care of my sister." :

t Your gister. Good Heaven!”

Do you promise t'

11 I dﬂ.”

* Doctor Lieon,” continued Smith, in aloud
voice, * the excitement of sceing an oid friend
has overcome the girl. There are ladies here,
and we had hetter leave her with them and Mr.
Leayeroft. I have something to say to youin

rivate. It is pressing, and must not be neg-
ected,”

‘< To-motrow,” stammered Leon.

‘ Now.”

There was no mistaking the look that accom-
panicd that word. Doctor Lieon, pale and
shivering, tottered out of the parlor after Smith.

CHAPTER VIIL—RANE REBELLION.
Hell has no fury like a woman seorned.

Tue morning after Mr. Bristol and Corky Jim
had made their successful foray upon Mr. Hun-
ter's premises, the first-named individual, who
had compromised with his honorable creditors,
Ly paying them fifty per cent on account, sallied
forth with 2 pocked full of rocks and a heart
full of wickedness, The snow had fallen brisk-
Iy from early bed-time of the previous night,
and had made very good sleighing. It was
about eleven o'clock, when Bristol, leaving
Corky Jim with ingtructions todbe *° out nt the
Red House ag soon as possible,’”’ bent his steps
towards the private hotel in which Julia Bowen
resided. He had dressed himself in his best,
kad mounted his shirt bosom with an extrava-
gont diamond cluster, and sliogether carried
the sppearance of a man-about-town in the
highest tide of good luck.

On his way up town, he turned info Mercer
street, and favored an extensive livery stable
with a call.

“ What's out this mornin’, Bill?"" said a
ghort, ruddy-faced man, dressed in a blue cut-
away coat, with brass buttons, a cashmere vest,
and & pair of tight fitéing drak unmentionables.

¢ Nothing, much, boss,”’—the man was the
proprictor of the stable—* only I want the best
sleigh you've got, with a span of horses that'll
take everything on the road down.”

 Made a ten strike, ek {” asked the*‘ boss'
with & meaning wink.

‘“ Rather.”

¢ lad of it. But, Bill, all the begt sleighs
and critbers are out.”’

** None o' that; it won't do ; yon must ac-
comodateme. Money is no object this hitch.”’

“ Well, I'll do the best I can for you, butl
wish you'd a come agood deal earller.”

So saying the propriefor went into his stable,
followed by Bristol. In a ghort time a very
handsome sleigh, well fornished with boffalo
robes, drawn by two magnificent bays, becama
the property, for the time being, of Mr, Bristol,
. *“When'll you be back 1** asked the proprictor,
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a8 Bristol took his seutin the vehicle, and hegan
to finger the reins.

‘-0Qh, some time to-night.”

#Take good care of the horses.””

‘¢ Never fear me. They shall come back-in
good condition, or I'll pay the damage.”

Al right.”  And the proprietor, whistling
the air of Villikens and his Dinah, retired into
his little office, just on one side of the principal
entrance to wait for another custdmer, while
Bristol droveoff. He soon drew, up befora the
door of the private boarding-house, and hailing &
boy to hold the horses, strode up the high stoop
and rung the bell. That boded no good. Julia
Bowen had furnished him with » latch key,
with which he had been accustomed -to let
himeelf in, and 8o go to her room without
troubling the domestica.

‘¢ Tell Migs Bowen that & gentleman wishes to
gee her on very particular business,’’ sald Bristol
to the servant that answered his summons.

** Yas, sir.  Please step into the front parlor,
and I'll see if she's in.””

‘¢ Oh, she expects me-=ghe'll be in,”” said
Bristol, with a slight touch of irony in his tone,
a8 he entered the apartment specified. :

The servant went upon his errand, and in
another moment Julia stood in the room,
trembling Dbefore the ruffian like an aspen.

““You haven't succeeded?' he said, aftor
enjoying her confusion awhile.

** No, I have not, I am sorry to say ; but why
did you send for me to come here "'

“*Because we are no , longer confidential -

friends, end I did not wish to intrude upon.

your privacy.”’

“ Why, Bristol! Really, if you knew how 1
have striven to meeot your wishes, to accomplish
your degires, you wouldnot be go angry-—indeed
you wouldn’t.”

“Iam not angry ; on the contrary, I amin
the most jovial mood imaginable."’ )

“Don’t talk and look so strangely. All that
could be dome, I have done, to make Hunter
usgful ; but I have not been able to see him since
you were here—""

* Not able to see him!"" exclaimed Bristol,
with an oath ; ‘“why, wagn't he in the city §*’

¢ Yes, bub——"'"

“ Humbug! Well, I've seen him, and that
is.quite as good, and what's more, I' ve struck him
for what I wanted.”

¢0h !} I'm so glad.”

% You need not be—that is, if you love me.”

# Why? Whatstrange freak hag gotinto your
head now "' inquired the woman, with a terri-
fied alr, . :

“Why!?! Tll{ell you. X now gee that you
are an ugeless incumbrance, and I' ve determined
to have nothing more to do with you.”

¢t Do you wish to carry this jest any further ",
che asked, making, at the same time, a sickly
endeavor to gmile.

4Tt is not a jest,”” he anewered cooly: *‘ Herer .

after you will please regard me as a gpeaking
acquaintance only.”
¢ Do you wish to kfll me?"

+
|
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4 No, tt wonldn't pay to do that. Youhave
lied to me--you have deceived me—you are my
enemy, and I wish to see yon no more, You
have my ambrotype. Give it to-me,”
Julia saw, from the expression of his face,
that all this was earnest, and falling upon her

* kneea, sobled Hke a child. Ruffians are partic-
alarly fond of tyrannising over the helpless and
the sovrowing, end Mr. Bristol was not slow to

¢ ConsideraBle. Il be there."

Y Nonsense ! "’ :

‘With this ohe contemptuous word he left the
house, and jumping into his sleigh, drove at a
gallant pace for the Bloomingdale road.

That afterncen he was carousing with Corky
Jim and half a dozen other kindred spirits at
the house he had mentioned. The champagne
—o0rF what was gold for champagne—towed

take advantege of her prostrate condition of|frecely ; the ribald jest, and the lewd repartee,

wind and body to probe her hieart to its inner-

mogt recesses,  Still, she had, the firmness to

refuse to restore his picture to his possession.
11} die before I give it up,”’ she said,

through her soha.
Y Curse me if T don’t have it, though,” he

;n‘]eld, startiug up and making a rush for the
all.

“Don't go to my room—don't, you will
alarm the house I’
** Why should T care for that? Perhaps you
have friends—~particular friends—who will fight
or youl!” .
- He kep} on his way, she clinging to him,
‘unt.ll he arrived at the door of hér room, where,
seeing that she would not relax her hold, he
turned and struck her with his fist between the
-eyes. She fell, dtunned, but not insengible. By
the time she had recovered, and regained her
feet, the people in the house, slarmed by the
noise, were gathering around the scene of vio-
fence. ’ :
Bristol had in thé meantime seized the pic-
- ture and come out from the room.

© * What is the matter 7 What has happened 7**
agked the master of the house, as he held up his
hande with astonishmenf. - - .

" Trrifated beyond measure, stung to fury by
the appenrance of the alarmed poople, he lost
what little self-possession he had possessed, and
cried odt— :

“Thyt women is a disreputable personage,
and has no right to a residence in a house like
this,” 8he had my picture-~given to hor when
I b:a%u,ght ghe was worthy of it—and I came to
pet if.”’ ' :

“# A disreputable person!’’ cried the land-|

lord. .

*Yes,”" replied Bristol, who now saw that he
must finish the work he had commenced, ¢ she
ghould not remain ancther hour under a roof
like this,” : . ’

“#T'll inquire into thizs matter,”’ mid the
Tandlord ag he hurried down the stairs, *and

_ if these charges prove true she shall go to-mor-
tow morning.*’ : ‘

‘‘ You see,”” seid Bristol addressing her, and|
prétending to be fuli of regret and compassion,
t‘had you acted wisely, and yielied possdssion
of my property, this dreadful exposd wounld not
bavo becowe necessary.'” T

" He began fo descend the stairs, when she
vhecked him by a look which went to his very
- gbul, Al trace of fear had vanished.
. """Where are you golng ! '' she inguired.

wag alike bandied from mouth to mouth with
uproarious glee, and profane merriment had
apparently reached its zenith. FPresenily the
jingle of bells and the loud shouts of the loung-
ers without announced a new arrival.

cried one of the outride folk, so that Bristol
and his companions heard plainly. “I never
saw any one handle the reing Letter.”

“Who's come up, I wonder?’ exclaimed
Jim, going to the window, .

“ Anybody we know?’’ asked DBristol, swal-
lowing another bumper of Heidsick,

‘s Can't say—it's & woman."”’

+ A woman 1"’

4 Yes, sir—alone.'

“ Buff P

*¢1t's go—there, now she's gotting out. Why,
who do you think it ja 2"

¢ Can't guess.”

Tty Jule.”’

4 What 1"

Bristel rushed o the window, and saw, plainly

under which her horses had found ghelter.

“ 'Well that's ago !’ cried dim, who had been
made acquainted with the events that had
transpired at the aristocratical boarding-house.

T don’t want to gee her!” cried Iristol,
% tell her I'm not here.’” )

*Oh gee her—sce her,”’ said one of the fast
gentlemen.

*Call her in, and let's bhave some fun,'’
eried another.

“Fanl DBah! We have quarreled!” ejacu-
jated Bristol. ‘ '
*tfo much the better,”” exclaimed n third,
who'was sadly under the influence of his po-
tuttions, “ we'll make aring and Jet you fight it
out.”’ .

Julia suddenly made her appoarance among
them, and, without noticing any one clse,
walked decidedly up to Bristol with the alrofa
lioness.

“ Brigtol, that picture.”

¢ Are you mad?’

*¢ Porhaps 6o. I want that picture.” .
“How dare you comymit an act like this?”’
he exclaimed. :

* Thief ! Brute! Cor!"

Bhe spoke each syllable with the strongest
emphasis, pausing a few seconds between each,
and looking him intently in tho eyes, a8 if ta
read his very thoughts and bid defiance to any
action they might dictate. '

*Out to the Red Housge,™ he answered ; **but
what's that to yout" :

* Do you know what you sre saying '’
- ¢ Peypfectly. - I eall you'n thief, a srute, and

“ Well, I'n blowed if that wasn't well done,""’

engugh, Julian Bowen approaching from the ghed
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a cur. Do you know the meaning of those
terms? Why do you not strike me as you did
this forenoon 17

T will, if yon are not careful.”’

¢ Miserable villain! It would be your last
blow. Poor, contemptible wretch, I love you
no more, I fear you no longer, The bitter wrong
youhave heaped upon me, the cruel, uncalled-for
and dreadful Jdegradation you have put upon me,
the pitiful fevel to which your cowardly words,
uttered this day, have reduced me, have render-
ed me desperate, [ am cast forth upon this
world through you, to live shunned and abhor-
red.  You share my fate, sir.’”

«17 T1'1l have nothing to do with you, I tell

on,”’

“ You shall."”

syt ha! ha! How will you make me !’

# Where you go I'll go. I'll follow you by
day and by night. I'll share your company and
your plunder, or T'11 Lring you to the State's
Prison.”

Bristol winced. He was satlsfied that he had
roused a wild beast, not coguetted witl a lamb.
His companions were so deeply surprised that
they remeained silent and inactive.

Yo away ! go te the city, and I will follow,
and taik to you quietly.”

¢ The picture !’

“you shall not bave it now, Psha! Iam
not verdant enough to stay here and multiply
uscless worda,”’

So raying, Bristol made a sortie for the door,
and gained it. The next moment he was out-
gide of the house and inside of his sieigh.
Julia and his companions sprang out after him.
The woman, her feelings now worked up to the
pitch of frensy, ran-like a maniac into the
1oad, over which Briztol was driving as if he
were engaged in a desperate race. He had soen
Julia draw a revolver,

‘¢ 8top, Bristol, stop, or I'll fire !"

1 Fire and he ——'" he cried, a8 he lashed
his horses fearfully. )

She did fire. Well was it for Bristol that he
dodged ns he did, else the bullet had gone
through his head.

She fired but once, for she saw it would be
useless to repeat the shot. But she tmrned
sway, mentally Tesolving that he should yet
feel the weight of her vengeance. .

Hunter had one more enemy. From that
day Julia Bowen was his most implacable and
unscruptlous foe.  He was the cause, unwilling,
to be sure, of all the misfortune that had hap-
pened toher.  He was the cause, and that was
enough for her.

CHAPTER IX.—EVENTS MULTIPLYING.

Suapicion creepe alon
With downward look and eye askance;
While eaution onward moves
‘Watchful, yet fearless in her glance.—Anon.

Whaey Mary Schuyler heard of the finses made
by Julia Bowen at the boarding-house—for

time—she expressed great surprige and much
sorrow. Shereturned to her own apartment to
recover the shock her feelings had sustained.
They had been sadly shocked—by a letter from
young Legouve, and by another letter without a
signature, written in strange characters, and
couched in curions language. The epistls from
Legouve was incoherent. He rambled on in a
sort of rhapsody about ¢ unforseen misfortune,’’

ship for her undying,’’ &c., and then he spoke
bitterly of Hunter, coupling with that name
fierce invectives, and mysterious hints about
# Satan in broadeloth,” and ¢ wolves in sheep's
clothing.”” He entreated her to forego her de-
termination to warn the financier of the danger
of which she had spoken, and concluded by
saying that he had been compelled, by cruel
circumstances, which’ would be placed in a
proper light btefore her at the proper time, to
fly the country.

“The anonymous letter puzzled her more than
did Legouve's. It read thus—

Miss BonoyLER : You are known to me for
just what you are worth. You may pass current
for gold eoin in certain places and among certain
people, but I know your exact value, and econ
stamp you as base metal whenever 1 see proper.
In brief, you are under police surveillance. Evory
step you take is watched, every word you utter
reaches my ears, every line you write isscanned

ever. 1 only ask you to pause in your remark-
able career—io reflect upon the course you have
pursued towards a person who wmerits your
warmest regard—to reform your habits alto-
gether. If you accede to my request you may
escape the terrors of o public trial, if you do not,
nothing can shield you from ‘the legal ven-
geance suspended over your head by
ONgt IN AUTHORITY.

Legouve had met McMahon, the policemah,
according to appointment, at the theatre. That
individual told him that he had seen his em-
ployets and told themal %
siPhen [ am lost!"’ exclaimed Legouve des-
pairingly.

+ Mot so ; say rather you are saved.”

“ You are ironjcal I’

1 No: I speak in sober seriousness. You are
saved if you will do as they require.”’

1 What s it they wish me to do I'" inquired
the young man gloomily.

«They wish you to leave New York.”

“ Willingly ; but how?”

¢ Perfectly aware that you have mot acted
dishonestly upon any genuine criminal impulee
of your own, and feeling assured from develop-
ments which I have made to them, that if you
are spared exposare you will repent and become
again & good member of society, they stipulate
that you shall go to Eurdpe, and-—"

4 To Burope "

t Yeg, where you will stedy for an artist.”

¢ Ah ! yes, they are aware that my tastes lie
in that direction.”’

Mary happened to be out on husiness at that

+ You ate to sail without delay."

¢ yuin staring him in the face,”” his ¢ friend- ~

by my eye. I have no wish to ruin you, how- .
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“Myfather ——-" ““I had bheen drinking—I own it,”” eald

‘" Yot may write to him and frame what tale|Bodley, in explanation of his imprudence to
youplease to account for your abrupt departure, | Hunter,
but you must not write or speade the intelligence to any- | ' Why should a man like you go to places
body else.”’ whers drink is abundant ¥ said Hunter, petu-

*There is one other.” lantly,

*Not even to your adopted sisgter must thé| *I went to win a little money,” ahswerod
news be conveyed,” soid McMahon, in & tone | Bodley, who wos a strange mixture of raseality
of great severity. and verdanoy.

Legouve was somewhat startled by this com-{ Gambling, too, at your age.”
munication, but his senses were in 2 whirl, and [ ¢ Why not¢ At my age a man cannot eain
he did not allow it to dwell upon his mind at | much money legitimutely, My. Hunter.”

Y
TIIE FORGER'S FATE.

“Folly. I have heard how you advertised
for a companion for your daughtgr, who was
ahout to make a tour of Hurope with ourgelf.
I know that my giddy sister was bound up in a
romantic desire to visigl the old cotuntxg, “?i%%
i e ‘tly in jest, purtly in earnest, an
in a little c‘nbffebbge d écéom oft the m:gn office gggi, ?géﬁ{s;nd%grsegf?d 0¥ whiat might be the
Ofglglrﬁgoggég\mi_lgl E‘[unter nttered these|result, so characteristic of persons of her age—

words, appe red to be giruck as the s, ng aye ! of people of my age even—she 2] to
P N Y i age € h ]'EPllE.

Dy A br llililn l‘i the lp-‘“g announcement. BF the most bk.llful

18, b t idea.

“They will not stick to them—they will
take what they can get. Iknow them.

* Carse me If I don't think you are in league
with them,’* eried Hunter, furiously. "

The intorview, be it remembered, was held

that mommt,

“ Nonsense. He can earn as much as hig

* How much money have you?’ inquired wants demand.”

McMuhon, after a pause.

Y Only about two hundred dollars.’

' Can you get any more-—honestly 1’

“1think T can.’’

“ How mach 7'

‘ Perhaps a hundred.”

- ¥ Qood, I will place two hundred move in
your hands, making five hundred tn all, 3t will
be advanced by yomr late employers. Your
money will support you until you get a-paying
occupation.’’ .

““Where am I to go 2"’ ’

** You will make the best trip you can to
Italy. Before you go you will exocute n hond,
which must be legally recognised by your father,
to pay back, a8 s0on as youare able, the money
you have stolen—-—"'

S gl .

o M——Q8olen, Trepeat it, from the letters en-
rusted to your charge.” :

*Oh, fearful predicarent! Well, this is cer-
tainly & humane arrangerent.’”

" Ay ! that it is. Havel notacted humanely
by yout 1 could have nebbed you several
weeks since.’’ ¢ ‘

. Wiy did you not? TYou have neglected
your duty.”

** Ro-—there you are mistaken. I wished to

. detect your accomplice.’’ :

“1 have none.”

! Yes you have. I ktiow who it is, too."*

*“You are sudly at fault. T assure you, I have
no accomplice.”

*‘ Poor boy, you have, but do not know it.””

' You speak in riddles, but I will not try to
guess them. Whenam I to go in exile—tell
me the preciee time.'” )

*¢This is Thursday—on Baturday.”

‘8o beit,"" said the youth, turning away to

. hide the sealding teura that blindoed and a most

suffocated him.

He at once sent his father along explanatory
document, carefully concealing his  delin-
quencies, but givingha plausible reason for his
sudden journey. The letter to Mary was writ-
ten under the gypervision of McMahon

In the meantime, Hunter, with whom Leo-
gouve hud had several delicate transactions,
hastened to the book-keeper who had conferred
with Corky Fim. That worthy was g little
bald-headed, withered old gentleman, with o

“I have not always been poor,”’ responded
Bodley, wilh & gieam of memory's delight in
Lis sunken eyes; * Istill have tastes above my
income—tastes acquired by early habit, and to
be forgotten only in the grave. I should not
have'been concerned with you had Inot wanted
mote than my salary.”
I wigh the devil had seized me before T be-
eame fool enough to trast you with any of my
seerots,’” sald Hunter, with a savage expression
of face. *f Some men deolare me to be insune ;
I can fee a host of doctors to swear 6. Suppose
I were to kill yow, and then plead a sudden
paroxysm of maduess a8 my excuse, .don’f you
think I would be acqnitted 7!
“XHill me ! you erc joking.”” .
*Certainly I am,’" said Hunter, suddenly
changing his manner.  * But you have almost
kilted me. You have plazced lecches on me.
These fellows, one of whom you say must huve
drugged you, will never permit me to rest while
Ihave a dellar. Their ealls for hush money
will be ceaseless. Do you perceive the dreadful
position in which you have placed me ?”
“ Indeed, indeed. T wish I had been dead,
ere I had done this thing,”* whined Bodley, as
he wrung his withered hands, *“ what ean I do
to wtoue for my inadvertence ¥’ .

*! Degtroy what proofs you hold of my indis-
cretion.’’ :
‘‘ That wonld leave me exposed to all the dan-
ger,”" gaid Bodley, looking up cununiugly, and
smiling a smile indicative of shrewdaocss.
“But I will take good care that nobody shall
have a chance to punish yon." The paper will
be taken up and destroyed.”
‘* When that is done, we shall both be saved,’
paid Bodley, still maintaining his look of cun-
ning, ’
“gSavéd I Yes, from the legal consequences,
But, if these ruffians should expose me, what
would the business consequences be 7 I would
be driven out of Wall street—out of gociety,””
}.Not, if as men say, you are worth hulf a
million.”” -
** Men say many things that have no founda-
tion in truth,"” remarked Hunter, grinding Lis
teeth, and breathing hard.
“Ah! well,” mid old Bedley, *it’s a aad
affair, this ; but [ don't think we can improve
ity aspect any. You had better feed ihese
‘Blocd-suckers for » little while—""

&arson-like air, who rejolced in the mame of
Filliam Bodley.

" Suppose their demnnds become exorlitunt.”

i
Iam,"

‘ Buppose I am, Mr, Hunter, suppose 1 am,
he said, clevating his little body to a position
s neatly upright as he could, and looking as
bold ns he dared.

“Taen I will erush_you, body end soul
exclaimed Hunter, raising his fist menat':mgly.

“ Don't strike me!” gald Bodley, \}’11;!1 an
air half fearful and half tantalizing. Don t
strike me—the handle of the door 1s turning;
gomebody is coming in.”’
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CHAPTER X,—FLOGGING AND FLEHCING.
Be bold, but not tao bold.—0id Play.

Suarely the pleasure is as great,
In he{ng cheated as to cheat.— Dutler,

Winy Smith (whom we shall now eall Peters)
and Tieon left the apartment of the hotel and
reached the hall-way without, Ticon demurred
to proceeding any further. R

< You will come with me,” sald Ps,:’ters, ina
low tons, ** cr take the congequences.

& Wlhat will they be?' asked Licon tremu-
lously. ‘ . )

¢ [Jtter ruin to yourlsetf-—downright, imme-
diate ruin.’”’

Y Wiers ara we to go?”’

“ Ty my room. Come.”

Licon, whose sowardly naturs would not per-
it him to resizt with frmnzss, doggadly fol-
lowzd. Whan they gained the interior of the
room Peters locked the door and pointed to a
chair. The doctor listlessly droppep upon it,
and Poters took a seat directly before him.

i Answer me one question before we pfocead

fdrther,” said Peters, Jooking him steadily in
the eya; is she stil worthy of teing called
my sister I
# Bhe is, she i
+ Look at me without flinching, that I may sce
if you are speaking the truth,”
T am, lam; I swear it.”

iplomacy you obtained several interviews witl
gg;, andE ﬁ};m.lly induced her to come to this
city. How have you managed to keep, her
hera? to prevent her from writing to us ¥
Licon shivercd with fright,  He knew the
truth wonld be told by the girl, and se he made
a vir.ae of necessity, and informed Poters that
she had written to her family, but that he had
destroyed the letters. Peters made a movement
as if he would spring at his throat, Tut he re-
strained himself from doing violence in that style
by a rapid and powerful effort of his reasoning
faculties. ’ .,
¢ know I am much o blame,”’ ventured
Lieon deprecatingly, ‘¢ but I loved her,”
¢ Pray, Doctor Licon, how many fgmulﬂs, old
snd young, have yor loved in your time?* -
“ None but her, really I
¢ Balderdagh ! .
Teters rose from his chair and took off his
coat, after uttering the contempiuous expression
T have rccorded. Lieon watched him with
torror, . .
“ Wow,”” said Peters, affcr tmrning up bis
linen wristbands, ¢ take off your cout.”
¢ Tor what !”
“That you will soon learn.”
4 But furel '
4 Off with ;Vour garment, or I ghall entit off.”
o it off1” _
“Exactly. Do you see this?"’
Peters threw open a travelling trunk and
pointed to a long thin whip made of stont
Jeather, and knotted several timesat the smallest
end.
“Tdo”” L
*1Vell,”’ continued Peters, taking it up, and
handling it with an eager air, something like
that of a fencer when anxious to have a bout
with a gkilful adversary, “ Y am about to apply
this to your person with all my might. If you
do not remove your coat it will assuredly be
ribboned, and you may not be able to get
ancther immediately.”

There was something in the tone and manner] ‘I will alarm the inmates of the hotel,”
of Lieon that vouched sufficiently for hie veta- | said Licon, rising to his feet.

city. Peters was satisfied, and said with a deep

pigh =—

“You will not do any such thing,” said
Peters, ° because if you did that, your infamous

% ti i d—your wife-advertis-
i . It our great good for- | business would be exposed—y 2
tu;‘aItlt:ltléIv?Io?ouNow g\; Bo:)r};. Tgll megby what | ing scheme would be dissipated, and your in-
devilish arts you contrived to Inre this child | come suddenly checked and dispelled.

ftom home, friends and comfort.” *

«T'1l fight you like a man,” crisd Licon in

T love her,” cried -Lieon, * love her madly, | desperation.

and she loves me.”’

' Phat you shall not do, inasmuch as your

“Loves you! Bhe dois not know what love claims to be treated like & man are too ghadowy
"

to be recognized. No, yom are a coward, a

¥ Ask het?

villain, a thief ; wotse than adog. Lam ebouf
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to treat you ag I would a viclous dog, and yoe| as he opened a door in the mizserable partition,

way consider yourgelf honored."
This is too bad. I'll die before I submit.”

** You'll die, assuredly you will, if you don't|a miserable stool.

submit.”’

and exhibited a little room in which was no-
thing, apparently, buta riekety school desl and
Doxy slipped into this
room hastily, and he followed, closing the door

Peters spoke these words with a look full of| with an air of great mystery,

terrible meaning.
his cout. ‘
‘*Now, take hold of the back of thai chair,
and stand still as long as you can.'’
The doctor took hold of the chair with both
handa. :
Petors stepped away o couple of paces, and
then began the work of fagellation. 'The doc-
tor bore the whipping with considerable forti-
tude. Rats Have courage when cornered. He
did not ery out until the blood began to stream
down upon his nether garments, and then,
having sustained about forty lashes, he screamed
like 2 maniac, '
“ What's the matter #*’ cried one of the
waiters outside, frying to open the door.
“ Nothing, nothing "’ answered Peters, *only
a gentleman with a tooth-ache.”
The waiter withdrew. ILieon had fallen upon
the chair in n swooning state. Peters regarded
him, until he revived, with a Yook betokening
satisfied vengeance. ]
“ You have done with me, T hope,”” said the
hiped cur, as he felt his senges being restored
to him, .

“For the present. Put ou your coat, and getq
to your own apartment ag quickly as you can.
Tell what ‘story you please to account for your
ﬂlp’ess and your injuries—I shall not contradict

"fhe doctor slowly removed

The doctor crawled from the place of his cas-
tigation as readily as his crippled condition
would permit, and was soon locked into his
OWDL Toom, -

Peters returned to the parlor. Let ug leave
him thore with young Leaycroft and Emma
for a short period, while we say a few words
sbout poor Jack -and the negress, who was
known by the appellation of ¢ Doxy." .

Jack had been removed to the penitentiary
hospital, and was mending slowly,

", 'The day after his adventure in the station-
houge, Doxy, who had consoled her ‘nistress as
well a5 she knew how, for the loss of her jewel-
ty, muffled herself in an old camlet cloak, and
& long, thick hood, and went to Orange street.
fter pacing for about a quarter of an hour on
" one block of this dslightful thoroughfare, she
suddenly crossed the street, and dodged into
the basement of a lttls yellow board house,
which appeared as if a strong gust of wind
would shatter it to pieces,
" In this basement, which wag filled with see-
ond hand clothing of all imaginable sizes and
fashions, was an old Jew, well known to the
police, under the title of *¢ Father Abraham,””
as & *‘ fence,”” or receiver of stolen goods.

The venerable Israslite’s face brightened up
when he saw Doxy. Bhe was, it appeared, no
itranger to him.

** Hab you got much tin, Abe?" asked the
negress.

ye know.”’

** What do you tink ob dat ?'* and sheshowed
him the diamond cross. .

*' Peantiful ! peautiful! It Iooksh peantiful,
but T guess itsh only pashte.’’

**Iknows better dan dat. It's worth fout-
teen hundred dollars,” eaid Doxy, grinning

** Mercy upon us! vere did you get it 1"’

* Dat’s tellin’s, Mister Abe.” How much will
you give for it ¥’
‘¢ Lot me examine it."’
The Jew clutched it, and was instantly satis-
fied that he held a prize in his hand.
* Come, speak out ; how much ¥’
. ;I’Il give you two hundred, and run all the
risk.”
* Dere aint any risk about diamonds,' said
the negress, grinning ; ‘“you can unset ‘em in
five minutes.”’
* Vell, vell, vell-T'll give you tlree hug-
dred.””
‘' Not a cent less dan five, Mistor Abe.”
After muck haggling and disputing, the Jow
paid her four hundred dollars, and tock tho
Croes. '
‘ Darn if I don't hab plenty o’ lottery ticlkets
now,” muttered Doxy, as she strode through
Orange gtreet towards Chatham.
““Ha! ha! ha!"” laughed the Jéw, after the
negress had gone, **a good job—u g.od job I A
thousand dollars clear proiit on the intrinsie
value of the article. A thousand more for the
information it gives me. Ahl dear, ah ! dear,
I have seen this cross before,””

CHAPTER XI.~—A LIFE HIBIOLRY.

How oft the sight of means tu dn il deeds
Makes i1l deeds done.—King John.

In a mood bordering on genuine Iunacy, Hun.
ter, after being interrupted in his passionate in-
terview with Bodley by the entrance of one of
the members of the banking firm, dushed into
the open air, and hastened to what he termed
his bachelor ledgings in Fourtcenth street.
Here he'went to an apartment which did not
seem to have been entered for a month pre-
viously, and hastily wrote a note. Having
sealed it he ealled an old negro who hud met
him in the lower hall, and said ;

“Timm, can,yon walk fast?’

* Yes, sir, us fast as a borse can trot.'

* You know Mr. Harry Eyelet, of course.”
“Know him ! Guess dis chile could pick him
out from ten towsand.” .
‘“ Well, go to the Lafoy House on Broadway,

* ** Vell, Yot now, vot now!" he said eagerly,

he is there, up-stzirs. Do you understand §**

! Not much—not much ; but I can borrow, -

9
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Tim nodded in the affinmative. .

“Don't fail to find him, and give him this
note.”’ )

4 Wait for an answer I”’

“No ; hurry back.”

AT vight, sir.” )

And Tim wag soon on his journey.

+ 1 hate to be alone just now;' said H_untcr,
a9 he threw himself back in an easy chair, and
rocked energetically to and fyo, *‘und solhave
gent for Harry, although I cannot tell what I
particulurly want with him. Why not take to
my wife? Ah! no, that would never do. Bhe
has had trdable enough through my foily, let
her not know of my guilt, or of any approxima-
tion to it. No, from my lips she never shall.,
He struggled manfully againgt his dark
thoughts until he finally dispelled all cutward
appearsnce of them. By the time Harry and
Tim arrived, he was the same spirited, reckle‘ss,
prodigal Hunter, to the ol.)server, that he main-
tained a reputation for being.

“What the deuce is the domand for me to
day !” inquired Eyelet, placing his glosay hat,
with a rueful countenance, upon the dusty table;

{5 there & horse race on foot, & grand match
at piztol shooting to be peen to, or u pretty
woman to be yun down ?”’ .

" No,"” angwered Hunter, ** notl.amg of the
gort. Tim, leave the room.'” Tim obeyed..
+ And now that we are alone,”” continued Hun-
ter, ** I'll frankly confess that I've got the blue
devils.” .,

“Whew! Trysome champagne. a

#That wouldn't touch my kind of blues,
gaid Hunter, with a fechle attempt at & lm_l’gh.

“Why, what can have come over you "’
#J have been comparing my early years with
those that have followed.” : .
“Indeed! I never induige in retroapections.
It would give me thedm'ost decided digmals that
re ever experienced.’
b ‘eIehave h?ul a tolerably active and eventiul
life,"” said Hunter, with a sigh; ‘and if it
should end now in’_ unhappiness-—oh ! the
ught unmans me. : .
th(‘)‘ give me a sketch of your history, and I'will

¢ With pockets full I "
‘ Not go. I was moneyless.
“ Your genius bad not boeir developed

What next did you attempt '’

T went into Wall street.’’

¢ Well.” . .

4T opened an office, and tried to speculate.

“ What in?” . 1

+ Anything that promised a geod veature.

did not find any plans either popular or profit-

able ; but eventnally made a triflc by going

into the cemeteries.’™ o

#How—not as & resurrectionist ? i

“Oh, no! Tlaid out cemeteries, hoping that

others would lay out their money in them, and

have the bodiés of their friends Iaid out in

th?frllia! hal ha! Come, that's not so bad.”

“The cemcteries and other small schemes

kept ms afloat until 1852, when I made a dash

for an enlarged capital.'”

¢ What was that?”’ .

# Well, never mind what,’”” said Hunter,

with achange of countenance; ‘* it would cceupy

to# much time to tell you now ; at sOme futnre

day you may learn all the particulars.

‘ Go-phead.” .

¢CWith this capital I started two b.:t,nks.

“The deuce! That s news (0 me.

#They had their day. They were banka of

issue, not of redemption.” :

b d again.”

i gg?an a{g went to Maine, and securcd the
harter of a manufacturing company, upon

:wl?ich 1 tried fta gaddle 4 bank. You ges I was

always fond o ba;;ks.”

i 1id it thrive?”’ )

“N:). ’ The New England banksg united i}:\

a holy alliance againgt my new project, and it

Iminated.” .

nexe%ﬁﬁ‘ pity | Well, ag the talking man of

the negro minstrels would say, :‘,}?Vha.t was the

next thing on the programme?” '’ .

“7 then took a trip to Clahforma.

#1 wags there once myself.” )

v (lalifornia did not pay. Icould notdig, and

somehow I was not active and shrewd enough

el . A r—
.make marging]l notes and comments,’’ gald]for £he financiers of that remarkable region

Eyelet.

received some valuable lessons-—first-class in- .

+'Well, here goes. I suppose you know that| struction I assure you, and returned to this city

I began life in a workshop.”' . ,
**1 have heard as much ! 8o did I.°

# Yea, I learned the trade of s cabinet-maler.

Alag! I fear I am working of it now."”’
* How?" :

termined to make a bold gtroke for fame an::}
gt?rt.uue. ‘You know what the result has been. .

+tExactly what you came for—fame and for-
tune !’

* Yes, they call me one of the giants of Wall-

«1 think I am maling a coflin for muy own|street.”’

use.’”’ . o
4 What a grave iden ! .

¢ My father wanted me to stlck to the praoti-

val branch of my business, but I declined-—
ca.;nu to ihis city—joined with a friend, and
apened a furniture warehouse. This was in
1846."

% Well, you made money, but not fast
enamgh; eh "’

++ 15 it that which cauges you to look a8 solemn
af un undertaker 7

&i N‘). " .

¢ Is it because you live in a palace, eat din-
nera that would have delighted Apicius, have a
host of corringes and horses, and are surrounded.
by satellites snd slaves l—ay, slaves /—that you

k g0 sad P’

et J\t 315'.5; replied Hunter with an effort to cheer

¢ No, we did not make money. Xn 184& the
finp fuiled,” : .

up; '+ perhups i is the consequence of indizes-
tien."’ -




26

It must be. How could a man who rains
gold upon the Broadway shopkeepers—whose
smile on 'Cliange is an smen of gencml good
fortune, and whose power iz ap great in the
galons of faslion ns it is among the gold-seekers
~~how could such a man be really unhappy

Al my dear friend, all-is not geld that
ghttvrs

Now, Eyelet was a mman of the world. Hiz
perceptions were maturally keen, and & gentle
hint went agreat way with him. Givehim the
smallest clue and he could trace his way through
the most intricate labyrinth. He saw, cleariy
cnough, that Hunter was deeply moved-—thab
he was affrighted both by something, that hed
cecurred, and something that meght ocomr.  His
mind naturally glanced from Wall street to dis-

“honesty. The glinece is not uncommon, He
did not wish to pry into any nsan’s secrets, but
as he moved in good socicty (his impudence
achieviong him introductions v»here modest
werit failed to obtain a - recognizing look,) and
did not wish to he **cut,”’ he wisely concluded
to agcertain how far his intimacy with Hunter
mlght then, or at any future period, compro-
mise him. 8o puiting on his most plauszble
face, he said :

“That last remark of yours has set me to
thinking. Allis mot gold that glitters. I admit;
upon refiection, that even you may have canse
to be melancholy’ Come, confide in me.
Hang it, lef’s have no secrets.  What has tran-
spired to mar your complacency '’

- “4Would you believe it '’ said Hunter, grab-
bing the bult cagerly, “I have been black-
mailed !’

‘ By the papers ! ¢ Bendmcr stocks up and
down, eh?"

T E No, no—nof bv the papers. Editors get
credit for a great deal they do not accomplish
in that line. No, by ruffiins.”

A little amour ferreted out !’

“ Worse."

“ Let’s have if. Come, make a clean breast.”’

T guppose I-may as well. Two rascals ob-
tained hints from a maudlin old book-keeper that
some of my note transactions were not precisely
according to the old-fashioned method of doing
business, and threatened, if I did not give
them five thousand dollars to accuse me of —
I cannot speak the word. "

¢ There is but one word that my lips would
quiver af, under similar circumstances,’ said
Kyelet, growing pale Eyelet was not a miracle
of courage.

“That tg —°

* Murder,” exclaimed Eyelet hastxly

*‘ There is another.”’

¢ Not as bad, so out with it.””

‘¢ Forgery ! 4 cried Hunter with o gasp.

1

“Dreadful! Did you comply with thelr
demands 9
¢ What else could I do ™’

¢ Bid them go to Jericho, and if they did
not iake themselves off, send for a couple of
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*T tried Tenaces, but they oniy made the
matter worse.”’ .

“*Then you are gr.ult_—gmlt- —

“No, not guilty: no, Iswear to you T am
not ; but I thought the quietest way was tho
best. And then, you know, they say 1 um
ﬂighty sometimes—that I am, now and then,
insane,

‘i What has that to do with the crime you
speak of "' asked Eyelet rather blantly.

“ Notmuch, Yet, suppose in one of my nons
lucid-intervals I/have committed some act tout
might be construed into a forgery, what then !

T canmot say! I cannot sey ¥’ remarkod
Eyelet thoughtfully.

Jaw with my senses healthy, do you ¥ inquired

| Hunter, with a moest anxious ajr.
¢ No~—gertainly not,”” replied Eyelet withond -

animation.

“Im glad of that,’” gaid Hunter, his fc s
vanighing for the moment. ‘* If anything uu-
pleasant and uncomplimentary were to get in
cireulation about me, you would give it the cold
ghoulder and the deaf ear, would you nut,
Harry 7

¢ Fow can you ask such aquestion I’ inquired
Harry Eyclet reproachfully.

“ I know I ought not to have insulted you
by it, but pm‘dou my anxicty to know that 1
shall retain yout friendship. | Now let us go in
the pursuit of pleasure. I shall leb bllblllt.Si

take care of itself for the rest of the day.”

“ By the way,’”” said Iyclet, as he sdjusted
his hat to his well-formed curly head; **enis
you accommodate me with a loan of five hun-
dred 7

Y Double that if you require it.””

Tt won’t come amiss.”

“ All right.  You shall have it. There,”

Hunter gave him the last sum named.

“T have to make use of this immediately,”’
suid Hyelet, *“ and will not be uble to go with
you until a.fterwardb Will you wait here for
my return {7
““ Yea; but for Heaven's gake don't be away
long, or I sha.ll have a relapse in the way of
hypochondria.”*

“T'11 be back within an hour,”

And with these words Harry Eyelet took his
leave.

““Whew!"” he soliloguised, as he hastened
towards Broadway ; ‘* I foresee a grand smash
-=3 regular wreck. I must be cautious, or else
the ruins will full upon me. Gently, yet firm-
1y, 1 must withdraw from this association.
Foregery! It's an ugly term., Ah! it won't
do for me to have the remotest connection with
it. I'm not rega{rded ag immaculate, and 1
cannot bear any equivocal additions to my ante-
cedents, Forgery and Insanity | Hum! hum |
bad terms, bad termsl They don't dovetuil at
all,”

Mr. Harry Eyclet returned to Hunter's bache-
lor-rooms according to promise, and thankec
his good fortune that Doctor Lieon, bandager

policomen.”

like a mummy, was there to prevent the com

“You do not think I would fransgress the

‘IYNOH NOLLVIS ¥HL LY .HOVL

{31 95eg 908}




. + THE FORGER'S FATE,

tewplated pleasure jaunt. Licon had heen tell-
ing Hunter gll about his encounter with young
Peters. The information was not caleulated to
endow the great financier with any cheerfulness
worth mentioning. He began to think that there
wag much truth in the proverb, that * misfor-
tunes seldom come singly.’”

¢
———

GHAPTER XII.-—'*DEAD MEN TELL, NO TALES.""

In the waters of the winding river
May be found eblivion.—Anon,

Teaniried by the attitude Julin Bowen had as-
gumed towards him, and with a fearful remem-
brance of the many mysterious murders that
had been perpetrated in New York by females
who weré never brought fo human justice,
Bristo] did not stop lashing his horses for some
time after he drove away from the Red House.
He expected to gee, every inetant, the vehicle
of the outraged woman close in hig track, He
might have excused himself the trouble of the
expectation. Julia Bowen was the victim of her
sex's physical weaknesses. After* firing at
Brigtol, and putting up a silent vow before
heaven that she would be revenged, she fainted.
Her nerves had been overtaxed. The reaction
was complete.

Corky Jim, when hé saw her fall upon the
snow, eprang forward to assist her, and two or
three of his monplussed companions followed
him. Jim's first movement, after he reached
her, was to grasp her revolver. To his amaze-
ment, it was fastened to her wrist by a small but
very gitrong steel chain, which he could not
break. They lifted her into her sleigh under
tire shed, and then procured some restoratives
from the bar. I a few moments she had re-
covered consciousness, but she was very wedk
and otherwise miserable.

“ Are ye goin’ back to the city after Bill 1"’ in-
quired Jim, as she feebly gathered up the reins.

¢ That is my affair,”” she answered, and then
added, ‘' Take good care that I do not come
after you gome of these days, Mr. Corky Jim.
Dion't meddle yourself between Bristol and my-
pelf, if you value your own peace and happi-
ness."!

1 don’t fear you, and I sball do what T like,””
prowled Jim with an air of mingled contempt
and defiance.

“Yery well, if you happen to ke to Lusy
yourself in my concerns it will be the worge for
you. Iknow where to find the Black Prince.’’

Jim trembled. "The Black Prince: was the
fumiliar title of one Theodore Coagrove, who was
deeply enamoured of Julia, and of whom, for
good ressons, Jim ‘stood in mortal dread. Cos-
grove, he knew, would, for the slighteat en-
couragement from Julla of his suit, perform
any possible tagk that might be allotted to him.
It was Jim's policy, therefore, to ‘‘ haunl in his
horns,” as the saying ig, nd he did so with as
much plawsibility and grace as might have been
exhibited by the learned besr of a travelling
wmenagerie.

2%

“Ig there anything I can do for you?"’ he
finaily asked.

*Yeaz,”" she replied, ‘you can get in, and
drive me down to the corner of Nineteenth strect
and Third avenue. Then you can leave me.

I wigh to call upon & friend ix the streei I kave
mentioned.”

Jim consented. He durst not refuse. But
dogged silence all the way

he maintained a
down.

In the meantime Bristol pursued his road.
After a while, the cold air and the exercise -
somewhat restored him to his self-possession.
He' became convinced that Julis was not fol-
lowing him, Where had she gone, then?
What was she doing ¥ What did she mean to
doi 'These queries flashed across his mind in
quick succession, and each one had ita ferrors.

“ ¥ mever dreamned that she would turn on
me I'" he soliloguised. ¢ I've often heard say
tha. if one ¢ freads upon a worm it will turn ;’
but then a womah is not 8 worm. I imagined
she loved me too well to do me an injury, no
matier what I might do to her.”’

Ah! Mr. Bristol, you were a poor reader of
some of the pages of the book of human nature, -
Go into the courts, civil and criminal, and you
will find that the deadliest foes are those who
once loved each other ; that the most atrocions
crimes committed upon life and property have
been dictated by hatred, which had its root and
nourishment in the mogt extravegant affec-
tion.

Bristol at length gought fo drown his inquie-
tude in alcoholic draughts. He stepped inatro
many dram-shops, that by the time he reachcd
the livery stablo in-Mercer Street, to which the
horses had instinctively found their way, with-
out much of his assistance, he was considerably
under the influence of liquor.

“ Been on & regular tear?”’ gaid the stable-
owner, eyeing the herses with questioning
glances.

¢ The animals have not been abused,” said
Brigtol, ‘I drove thom hard only a mile or
two.,”’

“They ain't so bad as I thought "they might
be!' muttered the other, as an ostler unhar-
nessed them.

¢+ Ig it all right, boss I’

¥ Yes "

““Then I'm off,” ' .

Bristol took his leave very abruptly, and
wandered about into various of his accustomed
haunts, drinking with everybody, until about
ten o'clock. The liguordid not intoxicate him
after the usual fashion, but rather made him
lugubrious and stupid. In this state be sought
several old acquaintances, whom he had not
seen for a long time, in Cherry street.

In order to give s cleax idea of what follows
it is necessary to return to old Bodley and
Charles Hunter. They had met in the lone
mansion on Fourteenth atreet. Bodley had,
it appeared, reflected upon the turn his affairs
with Hunter had taken, and had concladed
that it waa better for him to copciliate the
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grant financier. The best method of doing
this was, he made up his mind, to relieve
Hunter from the delicate attentions of Corky
Jim and William Bristol, Bodley had a
atep-snn, who was one of the East-side-of-the-
city ornaments. e had served two terms in
the penitentiary, and had narrowly esceped con-
vietion in a charge of burglary. Bodley seldom
recognised . bim—only, in fact, when he had
some motive to serve, some object to accomplish.
The name of this scapegrace was Harvey Paul.

It wag arranged, between Hunter and old
Bodley, that Paul and his companlons, whowere
degperadoes of the vilert kind, should, for a
consideration, put Bristol and Jim owt of “the
teay. The latter were to be prevented from pay-

. ing Hunter any more inconvenient visite—how
was Paul's business f  This was the subject of
Hunter's and Bodley’s conference in Fourteenth
strect. Paul had been promised a large reward
in case he gucceeded, A little golden stimulus
had already been presented to him.

Now, when Brigtol went to Bloomingdale he
had been geen by Panl, and noted, or ¢ spotted,”
a8 the cant phiase runs, as a fast man in funds.
When Dristol was coming back, Paul, curious
to say, had reeeived instructions to * take ecare
of him.” As if predestined to fulfil theirdesigns,
he wandered, as has bieen already stated, off into
the regions of the Eagt River. Need we say that
Paul and his associates, who had watched him
carefully, contrive. to make his acquaintance.
After n while he wag induced fo play at High,
Low, Jaclk and the (iame. The ** smartest’’ ras-
cal in the world will sometimes stray beyond
his depth, DBristol looked upon his companions
with supreme contempt. He regarded them as
low fellows—so strange it is that there iy not
a blnckguard in existence who does not find
somcbody still lower than himself (in his own
estimation) to deepise. He played cards with
these two fellows for a couple of hours. He
tanght them, as he thought, a few new “¢ tricks
of the trade,”” He ¢ stacked'’ his eards—puiled
Jacks from the bottom of the pack, and indnlg-
ed in all kinds of ‘*advantages,"” as cheating
doings are termed by the gamblers. They com-
prehended him pertectly, and allowed him to
win their money. He did not fail to make a
grand display of his own. AllL this transpired
in the buck room attached to a low groggery
near the large temperance hotel erected for the
accommodation of séamen. i

Paul, at length, thought it neccrasry to bring
things toa ¢limax, so he invited all hands to take

* alittle more fluid refreshment, and in the hever-
age allotted to Bristol contrived to mingle rome
nauseating drug, The consequence was thet ten
minutes after swallowing the draught Bristol
was terribly sick at the stomach. His new-
. mnde friends deferentially took him into the

street-—they thought the air would do him|

good. It revived but did not cure him,
Hiz brain was excited—hiz pulse beat wildly
~and five seemed to be coursing throngh his
veins,
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friend, agreed to 1 :main with him until he felt
ableto go home by himself. The rest of the
‘““boya,’” deploring the circumstance of their
having remained away from home.so lute,
shook hands with the two and left them tos
gether.

“* Suppose,”’ sajd Paul to Bristol, ¢ we go down
by the river. The breeze is fresher there than
here.”’ .

“Tut it's deuced cold,”’ responded Bristol,

“T'H lend you my pea-jacket,”” paid Rows
affectionately.

“1 don't wish to strip the coat from your
back-~1'd rather put another wupen it,’” said
Bristol, feeling flattered by the offer.

“That you may do hereafter,”” remarked
Rowe, giving Paul a nudge. ¢ Just now you
stand in need of mine, and you shall bave it.”’

Bristol was presently rigged in Rowe’s heavy
pea-jacket. It waa tight for him, and it buttoned
in such a way that fie hed very litle wse of his crms,
The cont transaction was observed by a police-
man who stood a short digtance off, and whoge
cloge proximity did net appear to create the
lenst disturbance in the breasts of the *‘river
thieves,” for by that appellation they were
known to the authoritics. :

_Ultimetely the policeman stepped up to the
two, and calling Paula little distance away from
his company, aid : ‘

“ You are up to some mischief, eh "’

¢ Upon my word, no. This is ore of our
particular friends.”

* He don’t look like ome, and, I neversaw
him around here before.”’ .

“Oh!l he's been away—been on a whaling
voyage."’

The policernan glanced at Bristol's hands—
they were near a street lump—and merely said :

“His bands are not those of a sailer. He'ga
victim of yours.”

“T tell you, no.”’ .

“ Very well; as I have not seen yon commit
any overt act, I have no right to interfere with
vyou, but I don't believe a word you say.”’

* Just oblige me,”” said the policeman, pres
paring to leave them, “* by going off my leat
if yon mean to do enything foul.  Seleny as you
are off my bewt, T shall not bother myself about what
you may do,"”’ '

This may he taken, without & grain of allow-
ance, as a specimen of police cfficiency in this
city.

]]?Taul said, ¢ All right,”” and whispered to his
companion, whils the policeman vanished
around the corner.

Paul to Bristol; ** you begin to look much bet-
ter, and I am sure the finishing stroke will be
gained by n-trip to the docks.”

Something inwardly told Bristol he was
making a fool of himself, but his renses wera
yet, partially in the bonds of the villainous diz-
tillations he had imbibed, and it was not with-
out & great deal of difficulty that he was in-

Paul and Teddy Rowe, the former’s espedial

duced to visit & lumber yard ncar the docks.

“1'm sorry—that’'s all,”” said Paul sullenly. '

“ Come, now, let's try the river eide,”” said .
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Here he was placed in a sitting position upon a
pile of boards, and beguiled of any suspicions
he might huve entertained of his company’s
honesty by the liveliest of conversation.

*t By the way,”” said Rowe, at length, ‘I have
& friend below here. Let's vigit him."

‘“ Below 7 where?” inguired Paul with well-
Cissmbled innocence.

‘Off the next pier below, Y mean,”’ resumed
Lowe, * He is the master of a schooner which
lies in the slip,’’

‘T don't want to go on board a schooner,"
sald Dristol, “I'm sick enough now, and the
roll of the vessel would make me sicker.””

Y Why, the vessel don’t roll I’ cried Rowe;
44 if's frozen in,”’

#Too much trouble to get on board,”
grumbled Bristol.

f“Not at all,’” said Rowe, “I'll hail my
friend, and he'll run out the gang plank.”’

Bristol still oljected.

HHe's got such a glorious berth there.”
urged Tlowe, ** ag nice as the best French bed-
stead you ever roosted in. We ean tuck youm
up in thut and give you some of his imported

chiedam, and in a couple of Lours youn will be
as fine as a fiddle.’”

Bristo]l was in a condition to be easily per-
sunded.  His friends soon succeeded in obtains
ing his consent to go on board the supposed
gchooner, and in a quarter of an hour the three
men gtood on the end of a pier, the winter blast
whistliug aubout their ears with the greatest
ferocity. Not a soul was stirring anywhere
around. ITud they leen in a country grave-
yard they could not have been more lonely.

“* Are you going to hail your friend?’ in-
quired Bristol, impatiently, -

" Yes,” answered Dowe, *‘if it's time. He
gets up precisely at three o’clock every morning.
Loole at your watch. If itisn't three, I'1l wait.”

After considerable diffieulty, Dristol drew
forth his watch, which was instantly grabbed by
Towe, who looked at it. ‘

€01t ain’t the hour yet,” said he, pocketing
the valuable time-keeper. '

“ What do you mcan by fobbing my watch 7"’
asked Bristol, indignantly. ‘

¢ Oh, I want it more than yeu do.  I'll give
it to you in the morning,"” said Rowe, coolly.

 And T'll take what money you may have,”
said Paul, quictly.

*“Don't you wish you may get it 7’ ashked
}}rli(stol, who Jooked upon the whole thing as n
Joke, T

“Tmean to have it,”” replied Paul, throwing
off all dizguige, *' so fork over.''

‘* Not while I can fight for it,"" said Bristol,
puddenly yet thoroughly comprchending his
position, and resolving to defend himself and
his property with his wtmost skill and strength. |

“ You can't fight much in that coat of mine,”’
#aid Bowe, impudently.

“T'Hl take it off,’" was Bristol’s remark.

He made the attempt to do so, when be re-

-

gered but did not fall. The brim of his hat had

broken the force of the blow somewhat. ‘

; l“ Do you mean to murder me?'* cried Bris-
ol.

¢ Oh no,” said Paul, striking him fult upon
the forehead with a slung shot; we don’tdo
business in that way.”

The last blow deprived Bristol of all thought
and motion. In a very few minutes the prac-
tised hands of Rowe and Panl had filched every
every arficle worth anything from Bristol’s
DBIEOn,

** Now wo must get your cout,” said Paul,
after stowing away, in his own pockets, the
plunder.

'Igm helpless body wae soen stripped of the
coat. :

“ And now " asked Rowe,

** He goes overboard.””

“* Why not let him lie here ¥’ .

‘ You know why, well enongh. He is to be
put out of the way.” ‘

T don't like to do it, Let him lay here.”

“* And lose a thousand dollarg?*’

Towe hesitated. Bristol began fo move.
That decided him. He muttered, . ‘

“Dead men tell no tales,”” and then seized
the unfortunate man. .

Bristol struggied, and managed to cry once
for help, bt his ery met with no response but
its own echo. They held him up from the
ground.

“ Now, a good plunge so that he will go un-
der! " exchiimed Paul.

The next instant there was a crash |—the ice
wag loose—a gplash l-—a shriek, and then all
was silent.

Bristol had plundered Hunter; he had, in
his turn, been plundered, and of the self same
spofl.  Is it true that what is gained dishon-
estly never does the gainer any good service?
CEHAPTER XIIIL-—MORE POLICE POWER.

Be of good cheer ;
You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing:
M- ke your tull reference freely to my lord,
Who is o full of grace, that it fows over
On all thet need.” Let me report to him
Your sweet dependency.—Antony and Cleopatra,

Iy is time a little attention were paid to Mary
Schuyler. The reader will remember that she
was exiremely girlish and modest in her ap-
pearance and manner, Neither the appearance
nor the manner wae assumed. And yet, as
may have been guessed, they did not in the
slightest degree correspond with her character
nor her nature. She was cunbing, calculating,
heartless, and unprincipled. She was cold too,
No generous aifection warmed the current of
her blood. No ray of love penet¥ated the dark,
covities of her chilly heart. No human being
claimed her sympathies, she wag sEL® incarnate.
Iler frigid and firm temperament dictated the
obgervance of the strictest propriety, and hence
she was upheld by those who never sought to

w

ecived & 2eavy blow on the temple. He stag-

take other than u guperficial view of her, or her
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* dbings, as & model of excellence and virtue.
How many Mary Schuylers there be in this
world of oura | “And how, in the estimation of
the community, they are exaited above the un-
fortunate Julia Bowens. The Mary Schuylers
arg the serpents, who, coiled in secwity, bite
uneeen and unsuspected. The Julis Bowens
are the wretches who do not know themselves,
and who, inan evil hour, foliow the promptings
of theiripassivnate impulses, and are for ever
afterward, the victims of acknowledged crimi-
nality. They practise vice in secret for but a
short period. .

Mary wag sure that she had not been silly

- enough to render herseif liable to a legal prose-
cutlon in any of her little transactions: hence the
threat concerning e trial, contained in. the
anonymous letter aforesaid, did not disturb her.
But that the writer of the epistle knew more
about her affairs than she had imagined was
known to any but herself, was too plain to be
contradicted. .
Quietly (although she was terrified) and
methodically she proceeded to ascertain how
she had come to receive that letter. First, she

" asgured herself, as she thought, that Legouve
was not in bad odor with his late employers;
she had ssked them herself, and they, for reasons
known but to themeelves and the detective
McMahon, told her so. Finally, by turning
over and over in her mind every circumstance
that had occurred lately, she coneluded that
it was an aecguainiance of Lpgouve's that had
written to her. Then she recollected thut she
and the youth had been watched rather clogely
by a man gt the Post Office. The event had not
produced any effect at the fime, but new it was
exceedingly significant. She remembered that
she had ecen the man before, and at once deter-
mined to go down town and watch him !

Reaching the Post Office, she found it a very
easy task to discover the person of whom she

- was in search. He resumed his vigilant observ-
ance -of her movements, and ultimutely ap-
proached her within speaking distance. . She
nodded slightly. He took the hint, and inclined
his head towards the east side of the oifice.
She demurely turned into Liberty strcet, east
of Nagsau, and he followed her. At William
street she halted. McMahon came up with her.

*“What is it you would learn of me ?’ she in-
quired, stiil preeerving her modest deportment.

‘ What is it you wish from me?' asked the
officer. .

‘ You! Have you not been watching me P

** That is & styange question.’’

" Did you not write a letter to me 7"’

‘1 cannot undersiand why you should put
such & guery.”

“* Ara you not a spy upon my actions ¥’

“T am o pdliceman, miss, if that constitutes
me a spy.”’ o

**Iam on the right track then,” said Mary,
who saw thet ghe must abandon girlishness, and
at once play the part of the firm ghrewd wo-

I can toll better when you in-
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form me what track it ig you geck,” observed
the policeman with s smile.

“You will find it your true policy to be
frank and candid with me,”” said Mary, eyeing
him steadfastly.

“1 am frank and candid with everyhody."”

“ What do you wantof me ?**

‘* Come out of the street and Iwill tell you,”*
said McMahon, suddenly assuming a serious
air,

They walked to the Fulton Ferry, and got on
board o Brooklyn ferry boat. In the cabin,
which'co'ntainec{ but few people, they resumed
their conversation. ’

*“You are very anxious to know what Iwant
of you,"" began McMahon, * presuming that T
have watched you and written to you. I con-
fess I have done both, and 1 have promised to
tell you my purposes concerning you. Shall I
goon?” o .

Mary whispered, ' If you please.”’

. ‘“ First, you must procure for me a list of Dr,
Lieon’s victims, dupes, or whatever you choose
(ticl) (czlall the weak-minded females he has swin-

ed.” i

*'This demand assumes that I understand all
about Dr. Lieon’s business.”’

¢ Exactly.”

¢ I deny being in any secrets of a persoh bear-
ing that name.”’

“Yon may deny, but the denial will not avail
you. I have intercepted and ¢opied your writ-
ten communications to him, and his to you.”

Mary bit her lips. If ‘was evident she was
very much shocked and astonished by this in-
tetligence, )

‘' Supposing.I refuse to get you the list you
require I** she maid interrogatively. "
* T must get it by some other method, that's
all,”” replicd McMahon, in his ordinary tone of
voice. .

“ And what will be your revenge upon me "’

*'Excuse me; when I play at cards’ I never
show my hand,”’ answered the detective.

I know I am not liable to the law for any-
thing T have done in all my life,”’ ventured
Mary Schuyler. )

‘t Not to the law of the courts, it may be, al-
though there be jurists who would make a dark
case for you,"'-eaid McMohon; * but to the
law of public opinion—""

““Btop!"" said Mary, with a slightly tremu-
lous motion of her whole frame, ** ] do not wish
to hear of fhat."’ ’

“¢1f. it should get abroad that you have ae-
cepted the entire procceds of young Legouve's
maié robbertes, your reputation might be dam-
aged.”’ )

*Inever knew that he was a dishonest per-
son 1"’ cried Mary ; ““I do not know it now."”’

** That is falsc—excuse me, but it is my duty
to speak plainly, You must have kuown that
.the money he gave you was n-t properly
acquired. But let that pass. I admit that a
guilty knowledge of his crimes could not be
proven upon you. Still the attempt to place it

at your deor might have a bad efiect—for you.”
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Mary displayed great emotion—for her.
McMahon observed this with palpable satisfac-
tion, and then proceeded : -

¢ It could be shown, too, that on two ocea-
sions you have personated Doctor Lieon’s
daughter.”

* It wag done ag a joke.” .

“* A serious joke for those to whom you were
introdueed."
© *Berious!”

““Yes, Do you remember Emma Peters?
The doctor wrote to yon about her yesterday.”

** I see that you have me in your power. I
will procure you the list, or catalogue, you re-
quire."’ ‘

** Opposite each name,’” said McMahon, with
business-like brevity, ‘" you will be kind enough
to write the amount of money received from ites
owner,’’

$If T can get it.”’

‘' You must.”’ )

Mary drew her breath convulsively.

¢ Well then, J will."”

‘¢ Next, out of your savings in bank——'’

“Theve,”" hastily interrupted Mary, *there
you sre at fault. I have no savings ; I am in-
deed almost penniless.” A

“ Excuse me azain, but I know better. I
have the number of your bank book. I never
do things by halves, Mies Schuyler.’’ .

‘Yon are a magician, I begin to think,'* re-
marked Mary.

" 4* No, only a man who understands his busi-
ness.  But, as I'was saying, out of your savings
you must pay back every farthing of the money
Legouve has given you.”’

*¢I do not know the amount,””

#T¢ 18 just the amount of his robberies.”’

“ Who must I pay it to?’"

T will receive it."”

“And keep it! Oh, no, I'm not quits so
foolish as to be swindled in that way, even by
& ppliceman, who may give me much trouble.’

““ You have a right te do ag you please, Miss
&chuyler.”’

‘“The right, yes; but you are taking a wil-
lainous advantage of secrets gained in a shame-
ful manper, to deprive me of that right—to
render it valueless and unserviceable, at least.”

“You have almost ruined a poor youth who
loves you madly. I am certain you hav
broken his heart. Do you deserve either com-
passion or mercy 7’

Mary was silent. .

‘ But we have crossed the river,”’ continued
McMahon, * I will go on shore, . You can re-
turn to New York in this boat.”’ ‘

““When do you want that list{ "’

Y In about a week I shall ask for it."”

4 And the money "’

“To-morrow."’

McMahon left the boat. Mary, still hoping
to elude his demands, and planning the means
whercby they might be eluded, retained her

Island to its very centre had they been practi.
cally embraced and delineated.

g ———i

COHAPTER XIV. THE ISRAELITE'S TRIUMPH, )

Oh! that I were & god, to shout forth thunder
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges. .
Small things make base men proud: this villain

here,
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more
Than Bargulus, the atron? Iflyrian pirate.
Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives.
It is impossible that I should die -
By such a lowly vassal a8 thygelf.

King Henry V1., Part 2,

Ten old Hebrew to whoih Doxzy sold the
diamond cross did not rest, after securing posses-
sion of that jewel, unti] he .crossed the East
Riverand visited an aristocratical looking house,
in the direction of the Peck-slip ferry road,
abont 8 mile from the ferry. 'This houss stood,
as it were, alone. I might give a minute de-
gcription of ite appearance and locality, but as
it is at this moment inhabited by respectable
people, T forbear.

Reaching this house the Jew, after taking a
good view of its exterior, applied in the cus-
tomary way for admission. He was compelled
to repeat his knock geverzl times before he

-could attract the attention of anybody within.

At length a very sho oung lady opened the
hall door snd request‘gg tg know hig business.

‘I wish to see your mother,’’ said Abraham,
with an insinuating air,

“You!” exclaimed the young lady, with a
glance of contemptuous inquiry. ‘‘Iave yon
not made a mistake? Have you not come to
the wrong house ¥’ '

‘**No, ne, my dear, disish de house, I knows
it well enough."” .

* What is the name of the person you desire
to seel”’ :

“Emma Hemphead. Ish not that your
maother’s name, m{ dear i’ )

HTt is,"

“Well; be kind enough to tell her that
Father Abraham would like to speak with her.”’

There was gomething in the confident twinkie
of the old Jew's eyes that determined the showy
young lady to bhe the bearer of his message.

%} About five minutes after it was delivered, Mrs.

Hemphead made her appearance. She was a
somewhat peculiar locking woman j her hair
and eyes were dark—almost dark enough to be
called black—in figure she was a little above
the mediam height, and thin, excepting in the
bust, which was partieularly well developed.:
Her featureg were regular and pretiy, when an-
imated. When in repose, they wore a sinister
and forbidding. expression. Though of a ner-
vous-bilious temperament, she appeared to be
uncommonly self-possessed ; a trifle might con-
fuse and distress her, but for a great emergency
she wag to be trusted,

seat in the cabin, The plans her mind favored
were puch as would have startled Manhattan

“What brings you here?' ghe inquired of
Father Abraham, angrily,
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*# A little business, my gooa woman,’’ he an-
gwered with a look 1nbended te be greatly sig-
nificant.

#T thouglhit T had transzwted all the business
we should ever do together,”’ sald the woman,
biting ber lps, and otherwise betraying an
angry feeling, -

* One never Lnowsh in this vorld, ven one's
ishiness i3 dome,”’ said the Jew, darting a
keen and caricus glance at her n::hatug,;in‘y coun-
tenance.

Y Well, what {s¢ this husiness?’* she at
length 1nqmred

‘ Hadn't ve better step inside ! he asked,
inginuntingly.

**Oh, you may ¢eme in,”” she replied, affeet-
ing unooncern. * You can go mto the back
reom, and I'll be there presently.”

“ Don t keep me vaiting leng, Mrs Herp-
hetd, because my time is precious,”” said the
old man, as he waddled, or rather wriggled, to-
wards the door ‘of the apartment mdxmtcd
“4it's worth a doller ¢ minute just at present.”’

The hint was not lost upon the female. She
followed Abraham directly into the apartment,
and closing the door, stond against it, so that
it would be impossible for him to get put with-
out her congent. -

¢ Now, youold vagabond,” she said, shaking
her fist at him, **tell me how you dare coms
here to torment me again.”

* Yell, Mrs. Hemphead,”' answered the old
man with provoking cooclness, ** agh for daring
to come, you knowsh I dare do a good deal. 1
never was afeard of you, my dear, and the man
téha.t ain't afeard of you could face Satan, my

ear.’’

** Cense your jmpertinence, and cotne to busi-
ness ; that was your word, T believe,”

& Yesh and & very g;ood. vord it i I8, Mrs. H.,
ven you can make i pay.

‘'Why don't you come to the point? "’

' will come ta it, T will. First tell me, my
dear, what has become of Helen Marsh—that
pretty girl you mtmduoed to an opera singer
about a year ago.’

s Idon’t know "how should Ie

#T knowsh botter 1"

“What? Insulting !’

**1say I knowsh better,” continued the old
. man in a severe tone; ‘‘ you know well enough

that he ‘nrokﬁ her hems and that she pisened
hergelf.’

¢ Suppose L do L

* You knowsh, oo, that one of your daugh-
ters was present in the garret when ghe dled,
and took care of the fow things she left behind.
Don't contradict me ; it won't be of any use.”

"1 believe Morgaret-did smooth her dyihg

Cpillow,”” eaid Mrs. Hemphead, with an attempt
to look tender-hearted.

¢ She did more 1-—»she did more " cried Fa-
ther Abraham,

‘ What more!? I thought 1 had heard of the
full extent of her kindaess.”
~ “Ah,no, Bhe took care of the poor thing's

**"Tis false 1 exclaimed the woman, again
menacing him w1t.h her fist; ** your Insinuation
is groundless.’

“Don't get excited,” said Abraham, who,
when hie was particularly earnest forgot bi
dialect, and spoke as plainiy as anyhody:
Y don't get excited., Youare aware thut I ol-
ways make sure of charges of that kind befuie 1
speak them.”

4 At any rate, do me the justice of h(lm\'in
that I had no hand in the transaction.’

“Tean't! I can't!’ exclaimed the }Iebtcw
with a cold and sardonic grln

‘¢ You won't, you mean.

““How can. 1? M.'Lrgaret stole the Jewd] ¥
and brought it to you.’

“ You old rascal ——"’

*8kip the hard words, madmn. You sold
it to Charles Hunter, who visited your house
with an actor.”’

Mrs. Hemphead writhed, but the old man
deliberately proceeded.
£ A little elue—the pmallest in the vorld,
my dewr——enabled me to find all this out in un
hour.’

Mrs. Hemphead Iooked blze.  Abraham went
on, eyeing her with malicious satisfaction the
whilc.

“ You foolishly sold hint that and still more
foolishiy gold him—ithis /"7 ..

He held up the dismond cross as he spoke..
The woman's frame scemed to have expori-
enced a shock—a shock capable of shaking it
to its innermost recesses. Had she run against
and been imbedded in an iceberg, however,
she could not have been celder than ghe ap-
peared immediately afterwards.

t Youare very good at tricks,”’ sald she, with
a eurl of seorn on her lip, ¢ but not alwiys suc-
cessful with them., Do yor imagine yom can
frighten me with an article which is only an imi-
tation 2’

The Jow chuckled. He wasbetter “ posted”
in her affuirs than she was‘ prepared to under-
stand.

“ Don't flatter yourse]f that I cannot prove
this article to be genuine,’ he said ; ** T know the
 fatal mark on the sefting.”” :
Mre. Hemphead was again Aors du combat
‘“What do you require 1’ she gasped.

# Civil treatment first, and a theusand dol-
\larg to make me apprecmte it,"” a.nswered Abra-
ham

“ Where am I to get a thousand dollars?”
ghe asked with an air of bewilderment.

#“I'm sure I don't know,” replied the old
man with an air of complacence pelfuctly charm-
ing,

HTt s imposmble 1"

*You cannot humbug me in that way,''
said Abraham, with great docility.

T have no moneyed friend--no source from
whence to draw such a sum.”

The Jew shook his head, and kept his geat.

¢ Let me see the crogs—let me have it in my
hands. How do I know that you are telling

jawelry.' '

methe truth ?*
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The smile that spread across the bearded fea-
tures of the venerable Israelite wad sublime.
The manner in which he deposited the precious
cross into a povket which appeared to be defend-
ed by a hecatomb of buttons, and a perfect lab-
yrinth of outeide skirts and lappels, was de-
licious, .

“ You might take a fancy to keep if,"” he
said, satirically.

“'How could I? You could take it from
me !’

“4That would make a nofge. Besides, where's
the use of my taking that trouble? No, no;
. give me a thousand dollars.”’

+ And you'll leave me the crogs '’

“ Not exactly, my dear. Oh no—its too
valuable for me fo part with it at that price.”
- “You had better not keep it,” ventured the
female after a pause ; ** you understand that it
is a most unlucky piece of property.”

“'For those that make a bad use of it, oh,
yes I ‘

‘! For anybody."

“T'H run the visk."

Y How much will you take for
out.”

“T'11 tell you some other time.”

‘ Now, now, and I'll get the money if—if—'"

4 I costs somebody their life, ¢k 2 That was what
you wore going to say, I know,”’

¢ It may cost somebody his-life, indeed "’ ex-
claimed the woman menacingly.

“U 16 has; eh, my dear P’

- “'Why, oh, why did I yield to Hunter's im-
portunitics, and my desire for money, and let
hiilfl have that article?’’ she said, half to her-
pelf. .

* 1t was a silly act—the silliest I ever knew
you to commit, my dear."”

'“ He promised to have them reget,”’ she re-
gumed. ) .

H AL, T know two of the stones!”” exclaimed
the Jew. ¢ One is checked, or slightly flawed,
by the point of a dirk. I should know that
mark if I saw the stone set in the crown of

.England, my deax, The stone is the biggest
one of the lot.”” '

it out and

After making every endeavor. to evade the|.

demand, Mrs. Hemphead was at length com-

pelled to procure the sum claimed by Abraham,
in gold. He-would not take anything else.

© **Good day, my dear,’’. he said with the most

provoking effrontery, as he was leaving the

houge, ** good day, and plcasant dreatns to you

to-night.”

“When Isee you againl hope you will tell
me the price of that cress!”’ she seid, as he
reached the stoop.

¢ Perhape.”’ )

This was all the words he uttered as he
shuilled down the stone steps. | .

Mra, Hemphead watched him until he wasg
out of sight, and then, returning to the room
in which she had talked with him, threw her-
gelf upon a bed which was there, and literally
tore her hair out by the roots.

Miss Burgess, the actress, was in gore distress
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about the cross aforesald. She had been to see
her husband about it, but he was not sane
enough to give her any eatisfuction. He wag
getting better, however, and she hoped that hia
restoration to reasen would be synonymouns with
her resumption of the ownership of the un-
tucky gems !

CHAPTER XV,—THE CBLL AND THE SALON,

‘I must not dip, howe’er I wish,
My spoon, or finger, in the dish.
Nyrsery Rhyme.
O1p Boprry was terribly alarmed when his step-
son told him that Mr. William Bristol’s *¢ affaira
were pettled.”” Knowing how little was the
dependence to be placed upon his word—Dbeing
well aware, in fact, that the step-son aforesaid
would swear away the lives of a regiment for
one-tenth part of the sum of $1,000—he did not
take for granted the tale that was fold him.
“There's his ticker,”” sald Harvey Paul, dis-

playing Bristol's watch, ‘‘and his money, bar-

|rin’ twenty-five that I gave Rowe, my partner,

to easc his conscience ; there's his handkerchizf
and his pocket-comb, his breast pin, his rings,
adaguerreotype of o woman, and his tooth-pick.
What more proof do you want that he’s enug ¥'"

“That’s proof that you robbed him."

¢ You want to see the Lody, perhaps.”

0ld Bodley quaked with terror. Ho did not
want to see onything of the sort. Pacl told
him the particulars of Bristol's * taking off "
for the fifth time, and described the pier from
which he had been thrown, and its locality, with -
the wtmost precision.

¢ I'Hl send somebody to look,”” at length re-
turned Bodley. .

4 Do just as ye like,"” responded, Paul grufily,
“ hut if that somebody gets dogged and nabbed
you and T'll be in a tight place I'm thinkin'.
The police don't meddle with us much when
we're a doin’ anything, but after pomething's
done they're cursed smart and busy.”

““Well, I can’t take your word, that's fiat.
NWow what am I to do under thecircomstances.”
#Will ye believe Teddy Rowe '’

“Hig verncity is not worth any more than
your own."”’

* Ah, very well,"’ said Paul, with a strange
scowl, and buttoning up his coat with an air of
great determihation ; * we must get the money
by foul means, if it wont come by fair. The
work's done, and we want the pay. Asthe
preacher on Blaskwell's Island says, ‘ The la-
borer's worthy of his hire.” "’ -

“If I could be sure that you are not hum.
bugging me,’’ urged Bodley; ‘*but you know
you would rather tell a falschood than not,
and for a large sum of money what monstrous
lie would you not hatch up!1”?

1 tell you, dad, the job's been put through,
certain, But one thing induced me to do it,
for I never before did worse than take what
somebody else paid for. '’

“ What was that one thing 1’ asked old Bod-
ley with great curiosity, .
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“#7 wanted to get ont of the city, and go to
some place where people don't hnow me. I
hoped to turn honest.” °

‘“Bah| Honesty isn’t in you.”

“ 1 mean to try to put it in ‘me, anyhow,”
said Paul, earnestly ; ** g0 hand over that mo-
ney-—the wages of gin you know—and I'm off
for the South.” : '

‘ You must wait a week,” said Bodley, after
8 moment's reflection. *¢ If during that time
we hear nothing of this Bristol we shall con-
clude he hag—hag-—has left the city, and then re-
ward you for frightening him away. And mind
you, if you are really going Seuth I'll do some-
thing for vou; give you a letter or two that
will get you into respectable business.’”

**1 want a good fat berth, dad ; good wages,
~and nothing much to do. 'I'd like to be &
nigger overseer.”' .

“'Well, well, call on me in a week, and we'll
see what can be done.”” .

I o' poge it's fair enough,’” said Faul, as he
prepared to leave'his less rough but equally de-
praved companion ; ‘ but mind that the brads
are forthcoming then, or lock out for squalls.”

“Mercy upon me !’ exelaimed old Bodley,
taking up his well-brushed and almost napless
hat, “*this is a dreadful piece of business. In
trying to avoid exposurc on the score of one
crime I am afraid I have courted the disgrace
ond penalty of another, and that more infamous
and_heinous.”” )

He went, as fost as his little shrivelled pedals
would enable him, to Hunter's residence, and
found that gentleman preparing to bow out

~ from his business apartment the clergyman of
one of the richest of cur palatial churches,

“ Anything that I can do towards the success
of the concgrt, Mr. Velvetgown, will be done
cheerfully,’”” said Hunter, as the clergyman
waddled towards bis carringe,

The clergyman bowed patronisingly, tumbled
into his vebicle, and was driven away.

*In communication with the church?’ in-
quired Bodley, not knowing whether to admire
the financier’s bypocrisy, or be disgusted by it.

“*Yes,"”' said Hunter, *' the ladies of our church
are about to get up an amateur concert for the
benefit of the poor, and I have promised to take

fifty dollars’ worth of tickets.””

Bodley siiled grimly at the difference be-
tween the object of the lagt visitor and his

Wi, .

* Now, then,'? hesaid, throwing himself upon
a lounge near Hunter's desk,.'* I will call your
attention to o few sinful matters. Bristol is no
more.'’

s Killedq 1"

*I.didn't say that. I dor't know whether
he is or not. He'llnever trouble you again—of
that 1 am assured.” .

“He will if he's alive.”’

“Goud Heavens! Mr. Hunter, why do you
lv;;s!; to raise questions as te his death or his

a?’ s ]

: +¢ Because, when I énsuney consented that you

the way I neglected to state that his existenca
must be held sacred. If he has been deprived
of that his blood rests upon your skirts, not
upon mine.”’ :

“ Why, in the name of all that is sacred, did
you not distinetly say that you did not care
what the means employed to rid you of him
might be "’

‘I den’t recollect of having said that, or
even the subgtance of it,” rejoined Hunter,
with a calm expression of face.

Rodley held up both hands, and elevated his
eyelrows until they almost touched his hair.
He was a picture of profound astonishment.

“You certainly manifested the utmost dis-
regard of what might be done!’”’ he cried, a8
soon a8 he could master his surprise. .

“T meant if he was conzed fo leave the
country, or Bullicd to do so, or romething of
that sort.” )

“Well,” said Bodley, with deliborate accent,
after a pause, '* it docs not make any difference
now what you mems.  You wanted to be rid ot
his persecutions, and you instructed me to de-
vise & method by which that riddance could be
gained, He is out of the way, I verily believe,”

“ Where? How !’ The perspiration on
Hunter's forehend was beaded.

¢ T think,’’ continned Bodley, with the same
deliberation, ** 1 think that he is at the bottom
of the East River.”

“Good God!” exclimed Hunter, springing
from his seat, and standing aghast.

1 know it is hortible ; yetreflect upon what
he would have brought us o’

“But a fellow creature’s life—his Life! (it
geemed as if he conld not place too much stress
upon the word) should heve been held sdcred.”

i 1 did not take it, nor did I tell anybody to
deprive him of it."”

Hunter sat down axd leaned his forehead upon
the desk. Dark thoughts were busy in his
brain ; sad foreboding knocked for entrasce into
his heart; terrible visions flitted before his
mind'seye. He saw, in spite of his gulden sur-
roundings, a future of torture, of remorse, of
ghame. * Oh, how vividly did the conviction
glare upon him, that cnce the foot & firmly
planted in the pathway of guilt, the mental
strength of a Solomon is required to plan the
method whersby to withdraw it,

they were not of the same character us Hunter's,
The old book-keeper had very little conscien-
tiousness, He regarded the perpetration of
wrong as an &ffair of no great account, if i coxld
be concerled. He was thinking how to escapo
the fate of an accomplice should Panl have
really committed the crime he had confessed,
and it should be discovered.
¢ o ¢ o o o o

The week which Paul was to spend before he
could get pay for the offence he had done had
only elapsed one-third, when he was suddenly
apprised of the presence of an enemy, whila
gauntering through Pike street, by & heavy

should adopt measures to bave him put eut of

grasp being affixed to the collar of his coat. Ha-

Fl

. Bodley was &lso busy with his reflections, but -
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turned to see who was the anthor of the grasp,
and beheld a very stout, red-faced, genteelly-
dressed person at his elbow,

“What d'ye mean, say.?’ cried Paul, at-
tcn;{pting; to free himself from the grasp with a
erk.

e Make no fuss; you're my priconer.”

“ Where's your star "' asked Paunl, looking
very incredulous,

“‘Don’t trouble yourself about the star;
there’s my wurrant,”” said the stout man
qaietly. :

“What's it for ¥' #

 Can’t yeu read 17

¢ Not lawyer's writin".*”

“Come down to the Chief's office; you'll
hear all the news there.’’ ’

Paul went along meekly. He had gerutinized
his captor rather closely, and discovered that
he wus one of the most formidable of the old
corps of police officers ; men who would have
had the perpetrators of the Bond street murder
gafely locked in cells by this thne, had they
been perinitted to associate under their ancient
organization. Arrived at the Chief's office a
memorandumn was made of his arrest, and he
wag then introduced to a private room, where,
who should be standing, with handeuffs on, hut
Teldy Kowe, Teddy had been arrested about
an hour previously, and hod been indiscreet
enonrh to resist the officer.

+ These are two of the most desperate of our
river thieves,”” arid the Chief, who bad followed
Paul and his captor into the room. The Chief
wdddressed an official who was engaged by the
city to progecute criminals of more than ordi-
nary daring and importunce.

““What is the charge agin me?”' inquired
Paul, still unabashed.

 Oh, only highway robbery,”” answered the
Chief, in an off-hand manrner.

“ I never did it ! exclaimed Paul, with in-
dignation. .

1 gness you did,”” said the chief. * Come
now, Paul, own up. Save the country the
trouble and cxpense of a trial, and you'll get
off easier.”

Paul placed the end of one of his thumbs to
his nose, and allowed his fingers to gyrate in
the air in the most playful style.

“ It makes no difference,”’ sald the Chief,
after looking sternly at him for an instant,

** we have an sbundance of proof,”’

“Not agin me," said Paul, with insolent
bravado.

“Nor me either,” exclaimed Rowe, who wag
reasgured by his partner’s confident deport-
ment. e

The Chief nédded to the eofficer who had
brought in Rowe. The officer left the room,
and in less than one minute returned ; but not
alone. With him, scarcely sble to stand up-
right, and almost as pale as the paper on which
T write—his ;%othcs torn, muddied, and other-
-wige bafouled ; his cheels sunken, and his eyes

sround the edges of which were signs of a fear-
ful bruise.

Paul, upon seeing the man he had thought
was dead, uttered a shout of astonishment.
Rowe, being an older offender, did not cry out,
but his. emotions were too violent to be con-
cealed entirely.

“Don't you think Ae can send you up?’
asked the Chief, as soon as Bristol bad been
agsisted to a chair, :

41 don’t know him,” said Paul.

“ Never saw him in my life,” said Rowe.

it You are sure these are the men,”’ remarked
the Chief, interrogatively.

Bristol gave an affirmstive inclination of the
head.

¢ No mistake '’

i Noune."”

Bristol's voice uttering that one word sound-
ed like the cawing of a crow.

Y Hearch them !'' gaid the Chief.

In a very short time everything upon them
that was of the least use in value, was in the
possession of the officers.  The lining of their
garments were ripped, and even their caps were
submitted to the same vigorous and rigorous
inspection. Mot & speck of anything belonging
to Bristol was found upon them.

“J am mnot at all dlseppointed. They arve too
shrewd o keep their plunder in their pockets.
But the search at their houses may not turn out
tu be so ineffectual.” : .

The rascals locked ruefully at: each other
when they heard these words. Both gave up
the struggle for freedom at once. - They were
taken before a magistrate and commiited to
await the action of the Grand Jury.

That night they slept in separate cells in the
Centre street building, facetiously termed ¢ The
Hulls of Justice’’ by some, but more appropri-
ately stigmatised, by the majority of the com-
munify, as ¢ The Tombs."

"Bristol had been completely sobered by the
immersion to which Paun) and owe had treated
him. The blow he had received was a severe
one, but not g0 severe as had been intended.
In half an hour Bristol, who had fallen in very
ghallow water, with his head resting on a mass
of frozen offal and broken heops, had recovered
his wits. After screaming until he was again
almost unconscious, he was heard by & watch-
man on board & brig which ley off the pier, and
fished out, It was a day before he cruld tell
exactly what had happened to him ; when he

the offieer who afégrwards captured Paul. To
him he related everything, not excepting hig
interview, and the reagon for it, with Charles
Hunter, one of the giants of Wall street.
Unfortunate Bristol! his bath gave him &
rheumatism from which he hever recovered,
and which rendered him physically an imbecile.
. The first night of Paul's and Bowe's stay in
the Tombs, Hunter—one of the instigators of

bloodshotten—came William Bristol. Directly
ovel his right eyebrow was a huge bluck paich,

the crime which placed them there—was
dancing, we will not say how gaily, in a house,

Upon being so informed, the Chief said,’

did tell, he begged these on board to send for |
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or mangion, in the town's most aristocratical
and exclusive guartfer. High-bred dames and
damsels trod the mazes of the dance with him.
Gentle girls, who had<been eradled in Iuxury,
and were taught to hold themsclves as the
chosen ones of the earth, hung upon ‘‘the
eloguent honey of his words.”” Men of wealth,
education, snd exalted station considered
themeelves but foo happy to appland his satires,
* eulogise his taste, and express their admiration
of his talents; He was one of the nizgnets to
which the opulent and distinguished crowd was
mainly attracted. What a contrast. The in-
stigator pinnacled, among the best of the land,
a8 an idol—the mere ingtruments caged like
wild beasts, with boards to sleep on, and garbage
for provender. ¥orGERY was hand-in-hand
with Fasuron then, as it will be, too often,

agein 7

QHAPTER XVI.—THE HUNTEER HUNTED.

This speedy, quick appearance argues proof
Of your accusicrmed diligenes to me;

Now, ye fariliar spirits that are call’d

Qut of the powerful regions under earth,
Help me this once.—Shakeypeare.

Mr. Georar Prrers had flagellated Dr, Licon
remorselessly when you and I last parted com-
pany with him. Hyis next task was to geta
full and particular history of that worthy’s
conduct towards Emma since she fled from her
home. And by his straightforward and manly
method of guestioning, and inspired by the en-
couraging smiles of young Leaycroft, she gave
#, methodical hnawer to every interrogation.
SBhe d¢id not conceal her infatuation for the
adventurer, or hide the fact that he had ber-
rowed her three years' savings, {wo hundred
dollars in gold. With a heart lacerated by
self-reproach, and & spirit aoutely wounded,
she also recounted the curipus details of the
plun the doetor bad nnfolded with referense to
her transfer for a year to the protection of
Hunter. .
“The villuin! What could have been his
motive ?’' exclaimed George, addressing Leay-
croft, who wag present. i
*The motive 'is perfectly plein, I think,”
replied Leaycrofi, beiraying the most intense
anger.
# Hunter's, do you mean "’ )
4 Hig, and this Dr. Lieon's too,"" cried Leay-
croft flercely.
Y Explain ]! .
The lads withdrew to a corner of the apart-
tnent, and held a whispered conference. Emma
watched them with fearful -anxiety. BShe saw
that they were both unduyly excited, and she
feared they mightbe precipitated, by their rash
fmpulses, into danger from which they might
not escape uninjured. Atlength they returned
. to her, with pale countenances, which wore an
unusual expression of firmness.
“Did you ever see this Hunifer?’ ashked
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“ Once.””

 Can you describe him "

¢ No—not well.”’

“What need of that?’’ Interposed Leaycroft,
with a meaning glance at George.

“1It is as well to have a description!’’ an.
swered George.

** According to what little I have heard con-
cerning him, he is as well known ag the City
Hall,”", said Leaycroft. ’ .

** You are certain you cannot describe him ?'*
said George, turning again to Fmma. .
i1 can describe ngthing ; all I can tell about
him is thot he i3 & showy gentleman,'’ re-
sponded Emma.

‘““we'll pay our respects to this showy gentle-
man."”

¢ Oh, George, what now 7’ sobbed Emma, ag
ghe geized him by the arm.

¢ Nothing.”’

“ Your eye gives a different angwer.””

“ The language of my eye shall never bele
that of my tongue. I mean to setile with Hun-
ter as I have already settled with Lieon.”
‘*Congider ; he ig stronger than you—cooller
—is sygrounded by frionds. You are headstrong,
reckled®, and & stranger. Oh, George, you will
be killed.” . .
Lieaycroft smiled. Bhe saw the smile, and im-
mediately transferred her supplications to him.
He was deeply concerned by her words, but he
was chivalrig, aAd he sacrificed his individual
fedlings to the promise he had given his friend.
When Emma had concluded her remarks he
bowed respectfully, and said,

* Under any other circumstances, Miss
equivalent to & command., As itis, Iam en-
tirely at tho disposal of my friend—your
brother.' : \

“ Oh, let us go home ; let us leave this hate-
ful city. Do not remain here another hour,”
she cried in accents of grief. .

“ Home," aaid George Dbittexly; “‘why
'should you wish to return “there. It 18 no
longer the home you once dwelt in. Your
mather is in*the deepest affliction, and your
father hag taken to his bed."”

“Through me! through me!” exclaimed
the poor girl piteously. i

* Yes, you say the truth,’ uttered George in
gorrowful tones; and them, resuming his
former energetic manner, he cried, * You
know him ; his indomitable pride, his .ﬁfzrce
hatred of thosé who have endeavored to injura
him. Unless I con assure him that the rascals
who have brought this last shame upon him
have been humiliated like offending curs, and
by me—by his natural representative—I will
not seek the shelter of his roof ; I will not look
uwpon his face.”” : .

‘ But why seek this Hunter—he did not offer
the insult Lo me, but to the doctor’s companion
—dupe,"’ exclaimed Hmma, .

(George, as he took one of her hands in both of
his, and looked straight into her eyes.

“Let. us seek Wall street,” said George to

“Very well,”” sald George sententiously, -

Emma, the expression of your wisheg would be .
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Leaycroft, not heeding her words, “I mms
Lave an interview with this man." ‘
Lenyeroft signified his readiness to go.
‘It is now noon,” said George to Emma, ag
he placed hig hand upon the knob of the door:
Yif matters progress according to my wighes
and designs, we will take the halfipast four,
o'dlock train for our native city. Have your
baggage ready.”
With these words he strode out at the door
follewed by Leayeroft. It was in vain that
Emma shed her tears plentifully, and called
after thein with a voice rendered discordant by
emotion ; they passed forth from the hotel as if
they heard her not—knew her not,
In a short time they had reached Wall street,
not, however, before George Peters had pos-
sessed himsclf, at a shop newr Maiden lane, of
a heavy riding whip. The cowhide with whieh
he had excoriated the cuticle of the advertiging
doctor he had laid aside. It was a trophy he
did not wish to damage by a second use.
They inguired at Hunter's office fori nighty
occupant. e was * out,”” but might he found,
the attendant thought, in some of the adjacent
dens devoted to monetary transactions, Into
these stingy and dusty holes young Peters and
Leaycroft went, getting word of Hunter in
every place, but failing to get a view of him,
At lenpgth a seedy gentleman in one of the
offices—(seady personages are always to be
found hanging around premisesgdevoted to
purposes of money)—snggested tl’,t the great
financler might befound at the Merchants’ Ex-
change. Peters thanked him for the sugges-
tion, and without any delay went with
Leaycroft to that busy mart where millions of
dallars change hands’ diurnally.

Hero they threaded and urged their way
throngh the various crowds, pughitiy  their
Inquirtes for the person they sought with eager-
-negs and industry. Hunter seemed to be tibi-
guitous, for everybody whom they asked about
him declared to have seen him *'just that
minute.”” After spending half an hour in the
building without coming Jn contact with him,
they concluded to depart and continuwe the
purauit elsewhere, As they passed out, & num-
ber of well-dressed, substantial-looking men—
say about a dozen--ascended the steps and
halted before one of the principal entrances.
One, who was the centre of atiraction, and to
whom all the rest were talking volubly, caught
George’s eye.  Instinct told him that that was
the mar he wazlooking for.’

‘‘There be i3, sald Georgo to his friend, as
ke pointed at the man in eﬁmsﬁion; ““keep
close as & witnesy, while I speak o him,"’

Georgeforthwith approached the ittle crowd,
which seemed very earnest about something
not understandable with parties ¢ outside,”
and in his londest tones aa.igl),

‘¢ I'wish to speak with Mr. Hunter,"”

The magnet in the litile crowd caught the
worde above the noise made by the people that

he had found the great financler at lust.
Hunter, secing that he was a stranger, nodded
glightly, pointed to the who were talking
to him, and paid no furtker attention to the
new comer,

““Excuse me,"” enid George Poters, breaking
as gently as possible through the charmed circle
of ‘‘bulls” and *bears,”” and getting quite
cloge to Munter, ** excuse me, but my business
with you admits of no delay.”

“What ig it? what is it 7"’ inquired Hunter
hurriedly, ““every moment is worth much to
me at present.’’ .

8o it ia to me,’’ said George Stanley, “ there-
fore, you must give me your attention at once.’

“Bome bank has failed!’ muttered one of
bystanders,

** Btock collapsed,”” said another.

“*The deuce to pay somewhere,"” said a third,

“Bpeak at once, theh,'’ said Hunter, * and
to the point.” !

“T will, you are a scoundrel.”

S

There was a general movement by the as-
tonished hearers, which left & wide space between
themselves and Hunter, and Peters.

‘* You are evidently mistaken in the person,”
began Hunter-*'I never saw you to my know-
ledgey I do not know you.”” .

“ But I know you, Mr. Charles Hunter, and
I repeat that you are a sconndrel.

‘“Thig young man i3 excited-perhaps by
wine,”’ sald Hunter, addressing his friends and
acquaintances.

‘* Thete, Mr, Hunter, you have evidentiy mis-
taken the person. 1 mever tasted ome drop ot
Intoxicating beverage in my life.”’

“Pray tell me, then, if you are sober and
serious, what I have done to merit your in-
sults '’ observed Hunter, preserving hia temper
wonderfully.

‘“You have attempted to ruin my eigter!”
exclaimed George Peters.

“ Whew!"”’ ejaculated a smooth-faced old
broker as he shuffled off. * Depraved man! I'll
leave,"".

¢ An affair of the heart,’ exclaimed another,
dodging into the building as fast as possible.
*Yoursister! How did I procure her acquaint-
ance !’ inquired Hunter, who still believed that
t?e young man bad mistaken him for somebody
elge.

**Bhe {8 & child—a mere child,” cried Psters,
‘*and you bargained for her ruin with a wretch
ealled Doctor Ideon." '

Hunter turned pale. He knew, at once, the
ground upon which he stood.

“1 will explein,” commenced Hunter, but
George interrupted him with a blow with the
whip across the shoulders, One would have
supposed that Hunter, s mmuch larger man,
could defend himself. He appeared, however,
to be paralyzed by fesr. He did succeed in
getting a revolver from his pocket, but he held
it with the butt towards his adversary, and

surrounded him, and instantly bent his paze|that only for an instant; for George struck it '

upon, the inéruder,

George was convinced that! from his” hand with the whip. BSatisfied, after
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he had administered sbout a dozen severe
blows, with the disgrace he had inflicted upon
Hunter, George pickgd up his hat, which had
fallen during the excitement, and walked off.
He was collared by a policeman at the next
corner.

‘“You must go with me !’ said the official,

“ Let him off,’”" whispered an old man, who
aplpeared to know everybody in that region,
“'let him off—he only did what waa right.””

* In that o ?"’ querfed the policeman, in an
undertone.

“Fact,’’ whispered 0ld Bodley, for it was he,
“and I know him."”

The policeman relaxed hishold. George per-
fectly comprehended the movement, and quick
as lightning took himeelf out of the way, fol-
lowed by Leaycroft,

Hunter's destiny truly appeared to be grow-
ingz dusky. '

That afternoon-George and Emma Petors,
with Leayeroft, went to Philadelphia.- They
were nob fated to remain there long.

CHAPTER XVI.-—TIME. WOREKS WONDERS.
When oecupied we life enjoy,
In idlenesy we're dead.
Mind is a fire which we destroy,
Unless by facl it is fed.—French Proverd,

Two weeks have fled sincs any and all of the
events I huave narrated were made manifest:
McMahon (whose value and efficiency as a mem-
ber of out detective police force canrnt ve too
highly lauded,} has progared a tolersly faith
ful list of the names of Doctor Lieon's victhmns.
Mary Bchuyler has resumed her acquaintance,
go- abruptly intorrupted, with Julia Bowen
Brigtol has been installed in a comfortable
room, in the City Hospital ; old Bodley has
been driven almost frantic by an agglomeration
of troubles which he did not anticipate ; Rowe
and Paul have been notified deily that their
trial would take place ‘ to-morrow,”” without
observing & realization  of that motification;
poor Jack Burgess has recovered from hig severe
attack of delirum tremens, and is a sworn tecto<
tolter ; and Doxy has withdrawn her services
from Miss Burgess, the actress, ostensibly Dbe-
cause that female wanted hér fo go to Buffalo,
iwhere Miss Burgess had an engagerent,) but
in reality to spend the mouey she had veceived
from Father Abraham—and ta spend it, too, in
a style becoming & **lady of color.””

Doxy was an excellent housewife, and conld
aiso give advice in afinirs of the heart and of
commerce—could preach a very good sermon
illustrative of a Bible text—could read a
gplendid lecture on domestic economy, and
could repeat ‘* wise sayings'' and ancient pro-
verbe by the yard. But she lacked oneimport-
ant quality—she could not comprehend the
value of money. Bhe knew that to have it waa
vood, but ghe did not underatand that to keep
it ws of service. When she received any
wiouat of the needful worth mentioning, her

firgt thought was of spending it. Had she no
reason for purchasing even a pin, she would
nevertheless hasten to get xid of cvery furthing.

-The four hundred dollars the diamond cross
had brought her was about all gone, Shehad
devoted a quarter of it to the purchase of lottery
policics. For the one hundred dollarsso expend-
ed she had gotten two ¢ lists,”’ the one of twelve
dollars, and the other seventcen—balance in
favor of the policy vender, seventy-one doilars,
Yet Doxy, like the majority of her race, be-
lieved the game to be * perfectly fair and hon-
grable.” Two hundred dolars she had parted
for drees, and such dress! It was gay—yea,
the grayest of the gay | Bky blue and erimson,
cherry color and yellow, purple and cream
color, all were jumbled together in one suit.
She out-flounced the flouneiest Dinah in the
South ; she almost out-ribboned the yonng
lady who attended the ball of a certain
“Guard in this city lately in a dress made of
seven hundred yards of ribbon. And s for
feathers¥and artificinl flowers, they * stuck
out’’ all over her hend.

Fancy this fisure meeting Harry Eyclet on
Broadway, at faghionalle promenade time, and
bringing hin to a full stop by standing directly
in front of him and shouting out,

¢ Say, you, I want to spoke wid ye.”

Poor Eyelet. He would have fallen through
the sidewalk willingly ; but as there was no
convenient .pening he was olliged to stand
still. .

**Why don’t yer say suffin?’ cried Doxy,
after waiting to hear him give her some greet.
ing.

“Go away,” gasped the elegant men ahout
town, It was all he ocould utter ot the
moment,

“Go ‘way ye'self,” cried the indignant
Doxy, bridling up, and giving her riainbow
colored garments an extra flaunt, ¢ I'se got at
mensage from ole missus for you.””

“ Ah" Horry gasped again. His strength
was decreaging. 'The eyes of everyhody were
fixed upon him, and gll animated nature within
view geamed to he laughing ot him,

+ Missus wants yer to come up to Buff'lo,”’.
said Doxy, perfectly unconscious of having acted
improperly.

** Yeg, yes, I will, I will,” said Eyclet, hast-
ily. That, he thought, would send her off con-
tented. But, no!

¢ Dar's Jack, too; he's-out. Dey sent him
off ds island a day or two agoe, and lLe waats to
gee you.'’

¢ Oh, ah—Jack: yeg, yes; I'Hl attend to
him,’" articulated the bewildered exquisite.

“ He's down in Bayard strect, No. —, ji.
above de p'ints,'’ continued Doxy.

* (Obh, deqy, of course he shall see me."’

1 don’t care wedder yer writes to missus or
not ; she ‘only wants to know bout dat Mr,
Hunter; but yer must go and see Jack, he
enys, for.ole "quaintance sake."’

“Tell Jack ta po to blazes,’” yelled Eyelet,
tormented beyond the limits of forbearance,

|
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and determined to put an end to the coafer-)
cnce.

¢ Humph! Mighty finel” said Doxy, pre-
senting the appearance of an angered turkey,
Houttin' on airs wid ‘'me. Look o hea, bossy,
don's try to come dat over me. I knows you
liks a book. You're no great 'count anyhow.”

Eyelet walked off at & rapid pace, but Doxy
“could walk as fast az he, and she kept at hiz
side while he wont the distance of a couple of
squares, talking all kinds of imaginable nom-
sonso, and atfracting as much notice as if she
had been Tom Thumb or the veritable Irish
Giant. To avoid further notoriety Eyelet
wheeled abruptly into Lispenard street, and
soon gaincd Church sireet.  Here he halted and
begged his unwelcomo companion to leave him.

“What do yer 'spose 1 want ob you?” in.
quircd the incensed Itoxy. “Doees yer tink I's
in lub wid yer? No, sir! But I likes Jack,
and I know ho's got suffin’ important to tell yer,
and wants to he sure—sartain sure—yon'll go
and talk to him.”

% Something important? What is it 7" asked
Harry, eagerly. He was not ashamed o be seen
conversing with a colored person im Church
street. Whites frequently hold conversations
with blacks in that vicinity.

*Buffin 'bout ole times,” rephl(l Doxy. Harry
Eyelet ovidently disliked this information very
mueh, After a brief pause, during which Doxy
kept Ler eye upon him with o strange expres-
sion, he said;

“1 don't see what will be the use of my poing to
sec Jack. You know he is either drunk o, crazy
all the time, and cannot understond what i3 said
to him.”

“Well, bossy, he ain't nelder drunk or crazy
pow. lle's taken de pledge.” -
» ““The pledge!”

“Yes, sir-ee "

“Ho has done that fifty times before, to my
knowledge.”

“#Ves, but dis time ha keeps it.”

“ATO you sure "’

 As sure ag dars & nose on dig chile’s face,”

There waes a. nose on Doxy’s coutttenance; in
fact, it embraced material enough for half a dozen
noges,

S Then I must call opon him, sure ehough,”
said Eyelet, with a perturbed air.

“Daot's all right. You've got de dircction?”
Eyelet made sure of it, by asking her again
where Jack could be found, and writing it down
upon his ivory tablets,

“Good bye" he sald, after flnishing Lis
writing, '*and remember, the next-time yon
want to gee me, to leave a message at the bar of
the Lafoy House.”

* 4Wigh I'd konow dat afore, 1 had a mons’ous
deal ‘o trubble to ketch you dis time.”

So saying, Doxy strode away down Church
street. .As she reached Chanbers she hesitated
a moment, and then turned toward the North
River, muttering :

'

“T'll find that Hunter tc-night, I knows whar |.
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Eyelet did not postpone his visit to Jagk. He
went at cnce to the place wiére he was.- A
deseription of that place 38 wunnccessary. Ii
would be a description of every old rookery in
the city.
Eyclet found Jack in a wretched bed-room. |
The poor man was scarcely able to walk, but hig
mind had recovered something of its original
tono, and be seemed calm, thoughtful, and onag
morse intelligent. I mugt not forget to say that
although the furniture of the wreiched room
indieated extiteme poverty, everything was seru-
pulously clean.
¥ Well, Jack,” said Eyelet, seating himself with,
some trepidation upon & rickety chair, “T am glad |
to see you yourself omee again—d la Richard -
IIL, eh?" :
“Myself " Jack, as he uttered this word, 3
broke into & low Witter taugh that made Fyelat’ |
flesh erawl
“VYes,” resumed the latter, “you were soma- i
body clse the lagt wime I saw you.”
“That iz past,” satd: Burgess stertly; “let uaJ
talk no farther about it for the prezeént.”
% What shall we talk of, then " inquired Eya- ;
let, witlt sgriousness,
“Of what ccourred #n years ago [ anawered!
Burgess in a severs tone.
¥You've a tasto for nntiquarian researches,"
remarked Eyelet, trylog a faint laugh.
“I'm in no mood for jesting, Harry Eyelet,
Ten years since you became my friend, 1 wa;j
pursuing a respectable and reputable businers.
wes young, gay, fond of pleasure, and inclined
to be social to excess, You were introdaced’ t
my young wife—here Burgess paused, an
prefsed his hands to his chest as if acute pm
rested there-—-“and was allowed to enjoy m
hospltalities.” ;
“ AT this is old, Jack, and needs no repet'
tion.”
% How did you repay me for my friendship ?" ‘
HT—I——don't exactly understand you."
“You do not like to answer. 1 will answe
for you. You planted thoughts in my wife’f}
mizd that ripened into wickedness. You pd
pered her vanity; you fed Jier desire for motaj
risty by giving her lessons In theatricals ant]
procuring Ner opportunitics to act in privat]
theatres. You slowly but surely infected mj
with the infatuntion of gammg You mducei

me 1o get intoxicated upon wine,”
“You mistake! ybu mistake,” 1
|
5 passed t:mmai
)
!
i

“ No, 'tis you that mistake [?

" All is necdless; Jack. What!
be recalled.”

#Tt may be atoned.”

“How?

* Let me fimish my pleasant reminiscences,
then you shall learn how., The results of m
ansociation with you were ucheppy domest'}
relations, disgraceful habits, a ruined bulnness-
pauperwmi“ !
i Hard words! hard wordst”

“But true; true as gospel”
Burgess paused an instant~—he waz m

he'll be."

fatigued—and then resumed : A
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with my wife, I have determined to reform.”
Eyelet looked up with a glance of irony.

good opinion.”

Fyclet, with an affectation of earnestness that
quite astonished himself. .

“That's coming to the peint,” eald Burgess,
*that ig what I wished you to do, and so I
sought this interview.”

{ Indeed |"
“,}Ies, you ruined me, You must now raise
n.ui:How?" . :
. "My system g terribly shattered. I want a
‘year's rest. I have no money. You will pay
my. board in a first-class hotel, for T am deter-
mired to be a gentleman in every respect, and
at the end of the year furnish me with eapital
upon which I may commence & pmall Lusi-
ness,"” -
* Whky, confound it, man!” cried Eyclet, geiz-
ing lyia hat, “I am &8 penniless almost ag you
are. ;

Y Hyelot, T have told you my will. Remember,
T have you in my power.? -

CHAPTER XVIO-—MURDER AND SUICIDE.

Death, having proyed upsn the outward parts,
Lerves them Insensible ; and his stege is won
Aguinst the reip, the which he pricka and wounds
‘With many legions of strange llzultaeies.

. Shakagpeare,
‘vria Bowey, from the moment of her expo-
siire, sink rapidly, deeper and deeper into the
abyss of degradation. She became the com-
panion of the ruffian with. whose castigations
she had wenaced Corky Jim, took to drink, and
rondered  hoerselfl vile in practice apd to the
tsight. It was not that she loved vice in its
broad and unequivocal garb--it was not that
“ther natural depravity made her delight in the
smost vulgar associations, and in the mest squalid
iplaces of gbandopment—that her downfall was
apcelerated. Lut sho had fallen from the ap-
wpearance of respectability, and with that appear-
fmeg vanished overy hope of happineas.

‘When Bristol's mishap was related to hor—
when she was told that he was lying at the
poini of death, and that even if he lived to be
discharged from the hospital, he would be a bur-
then to himself and to society—ay, even to socie.

- Ly's dregs—she was terribly exultant. Words
gannot adequately picture the ferconess of her
o .

“Tet him rot!” she exclaimed; ‘‘he is not fI
20 live,"

" Against. Bristol's partner, Corky Jim, she con-
wived and ponrished a hatred as deadly as
Pruseic acid. She connected him with her mis-
‘hance at the fashionable private hotel, and ns
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“I have now resolveid to sever all conneetion jimpression. Wo 12l of men'a pursuing thirst

for vengeancel—ii ia intense enongh, leaven
knows, Lnt it is nothing to the concentrated

“Ayl reform " continued Burgess, noticing | ferocity that sometimes finds a place in the
the expression of his intorlocutor's eys, “and|heart of a woman without clharacter. She de-
re-catablish myself in my own and the world’s j tormined fo puf hifm *out of the way"-—of [ate

years that has been the phrase used by females

" Ull sid you to the best of my ahilities,” eried {to cxpross murder—aond then—but T will not

anticipate, Providence had anatehed Bristol from
her vengeance, and she wanted another vietim
upon whom to sate it. o

The reader may have gucssed from the cen-
fents of the first part of our story, that Mary
Schuyler disliked Julia Dowfn strongly. The
guess, if indulged in, was correct. Tho dislike
wag the result of the interforence of Julia in
Mary's quiet plans for the ensnaring of Charles
Hunter.  Mary had removed herself to anotber
house—a quiet little place in Franklin sirest,
near West Broadway, where she was wont to
receive Julia whenever that individual chose to
give her n call,  Julia's last visit was made un-
der peculiar cireumstances.  She was in want of
food. The money she should have expended for
provisions she had purchased stimulus with. Rhe
had swallowed enough 1o make her wild, and in-
creage her natural recklessness two-fold; bhut only
when sho talked would a casual observer have
noticed anything unwsnal.  Mary remarked her
condition the moment she entered the apartment
and took a seat,
* What now ¢ asked Mary quietly.
“Everything! T am distractod,”
“Anything ot home’-~Mury placed a very
strong accent upon that word—“to disturb
you?”’
“There is nothing at home~-no man, no
food.”
“Will you eat?
“No. I was hungry when T started to come
here, ot my appetite is gone.”
“You want rest.”
“Rest. I shal never rest untidl I am in my
coffin,"”
“ Don’t talk such nonzense,”
" Hark ye, Mary; I have a rare scheme in my
brain, and will execute it iff I can.”
Y What is it 7
‘1t may not be safe to tell it."
“Not safe/ Burely you forget you sre com-
versing with me ‘
“No, I don't,"" said the excited swomen, the
maddening beverages she had imbibed asserting
their influence more and more; *no—T know
you are trustworthy, but this plan is curjous—
80 out of the ordinary way—so devilish—that T
imngine it would startle you into a notion that it
was your duty to betray it.”
“Have no fear on that score. I can keep a
secret for a dear friend, no matter what may be
its character,” -
I doubty T donbt;” muttered Julia, showing
plainly that her intention to conceal hor  plan?
wae very easy to be overcome,
“Doubt; donbt mel your sisfer I

wgument would digdbuse her mind of this stronz

“Twas always urged never to make a confl
dmt of & woman 1Y o
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“No great compliment Lo yoursell” ventured
Mary. .

“That i indeed true. Well, I will frust
you,” ¢he maid, after a Drief periad of hesita-
tion, . i

Mary drew wear to listen httentively. }

“Yon know," began the excited woman, “T
hate that fellow who was constantly with Bris-
tol.”

Mary nodded an affirmative. ) .

T cannot,” continued Julie, “ bear to die while
he lives.” .

Mary hezan to grow very interested. )

“ And," went on Julia, * [ have resolved {o kill
l)hn'” ~a Yy

Not n nerve of Mary's quivered. Killing
guch a man, she thought, was a public bene-
fuction. "

“Don't it frighten you to hear me say so?" in-
guired Julla, incking at her companion with an
eye like that of a maniae,

“Not in the least.” B :

“hat's good—that's good, Now, how do
you think I'n: going to do it ?”

%1 eannot even suppose.”

“Yon know be made Bristol expose me P?

“0f course I do,  Breryhody kuows that.”

“Mhen he deserves punishment, dow’t ho ¥

“Tndoubtedly.”

“ At my hands?” -

At gours, ungquestionably.”

S Now, see: Lo likes drink”

1 believe he does."

YDl give him some” .

4 Poison ? inruired Mary in a whisper,

“That s it: poison.?”

“11e'll detect it."

Julia gave o look of fire as she answered,
#Not ns I will prepare it.”

“Cunsider the danger, Supposo you he de-
tected?”’ .

“hat will not make the slightest difference to
me,” gaid Juliz, with a bold, coarse laugh.

“Not the certainty of being hanged?”
4 My doa’t hang womenr,” remarked Julia with
aleer. '
“ 3t o prison.” .
4“0ne lives quiefly, and without eare, in a
prison.”
“¥ou would get a life sentence.” o
“ I wmm willing to serve the balance of my life in
prison” o
“YWhen will you execute this deed q[‘ justice ?
asked Mary, urging her on in her horrible project
as well as she knew how.
“Fhig very day.”
And with this understanding these females
parted. ) .
* Julia Bowen proceeded straightway to the lit-
tle house T havo before deseribed, ncar Bt, Johu's
Park, and there sho was readity admitted to soe
Corky Jim, who was alone. o
“Yt's a sad husiness, that of Bill's)”" gnid Jim,
gfter they hed conversed a while upon other and
different topics. .
“Sad| yes, but it was all through hig cruel

“I begin to think it was” romarked Jim,
whoso fear of the Black Prince’s knnckles was
ever paramount. .
#1 told him he'd gepont it. But, be candid
Jim, didn’t you tell him to play me that tmck"?”
“E didn't know of it till after he'd done it
said Jim with great earnestness.

Hure ™ '

“8ura; on the honor of & man.” )
“fnough, Well nover epeak of the subject
again.” .
Jim expressed his gratification at hearing
this.

“iVell, Jim," said Julia, a moment afterwards,.
#T'm thirsty. Haven't you got something good’
here?” )
“ Ah! you speak out, and act like & woman
now-a-days.  What a pity you wasn't always so.
What'll you have ?"

“JTet me see. DBrandy ? No. Porter? Yos,
Tl have some porter,”

“Got a dozen in that closet,” said Jim, and
lie forthwith procured a couple of bottles of said
porter, and two tin drinking cups.  These were
soon filled, TUnperceived by lim {(for she had
called his attention o something in a corner of
the roem,) Julia sprinkled arscuie in his porler.
There was enough 1o kill twenty sirong moen.

“ Now,” said Jim, with vulgar vivacity, as ha
took up his cup, “here's to the old grudge.”

1t was bis favorite toast, yet he searcely Jmew
the meaning of it. In Julies ear it gounded with
terrible import. )
“1{ore's hoping we may never quarrel again,”
said Julia, draining her cup of its contents.

- Jim delightedly emplied the death-laden vessel
in his hand,

“0h! thunder " he excleimed, 29 he dropped
the cup, “ihere's something in the porter. How
i yours?” .

¥ Capizal,” sald Julla, without wincing. .

#\What the deuco could have gob into {§7”
he evied, making a wry face, and expectorating
frecly. o

“The brewer may have put something into if,
or the bottler, 1t is nothing worth giving your-
scif tronble abont, I goess.” i

Jin tried to think so; but as he speedily felt
worse, he soon besame thoroughly alarmed. Jul_ia
walched his agonies with the most perfect satis-
faction, while at the sune time she pretended o
fecl sorely troubled by his misfortune and his
sufierings,

In the courso of half an hour Jim was pros.
trate upon the floor, groaning in agony, and im-
ploring Julia to go aftcr a doctor? . .

“ ARIM ghe erind, slanding over him with an
exultant air, “do vou sec what a wreeck 1 am?
You said a while ago, that I was a changed
woman. I have you 1o thank for the change—
and, oh ! what an awful change it is.” .

“You are mistaken; 1 tell you I had nothing
to do with it. For Geod's sake go for a doc-
tor.”

¥ A doctor could not save you.!

“ Could not save me, What do you moan?”

treatment of me.”

4T mean that you are dying.”
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“How! OL! spare mo, Tell me why I suf-
fof go|” L.

“Yau ars_ poisoned.”

Jim uttered a shriek of despair,

“T thoughit so alf aloag.”
“You thought right. I have served you as
Eetl:pl? gerve rats. Yoy are poltcned in your
ole.’ .
*Go for o doctor and 'l forgive you,”
HNG n B

“Will never say & word about the poison-
ingt” :

1lN0"l? .
~ “Oh, what, what shall T do?” groaned the

heipless ruffian. ’
“ Bay your prayers.”
“T can't—T can't. Oh! this is frightful, Save
me, do save me,” ,

Julia smiled grimly. e was rapidly ap-
- proaching dissolution. In ten minules after-
wards, amid o torrent of oaths, the unfortunate
rgscal expired. Julia deliberately spurned the
body with her foot, and then, pulling forth a
pill from a tiny box, she muitered what was
intended to be a prayer. This over, she swal-
lowed the pill, and zeated herself calmly in a
chair. She had taken strychnine, We need
not describe her dying throes. It is enough to
say, that two days subsequently, the bodies of
“Jim-and Julia were discovered by the neighbors,
A hasty imvestigation ds to tle cause of their
decease was made by a coromer, and the jury
came to the conclusion that they had both com-
mitted suicide. And under the caption of “ExX-
TRAORDINARY DOUBLE &GICIDE,” the newspapers
chronicled the evenf, adding to the record any
quantity of speculations,-af! of which were as far
removed from the truth as China is from the Uni-
ted Statos.

CIOAPTER XIX.~—PORTENTS OF A (LIATAX.

Day presses on thaheels of day,

And moons Incrense to their decay ;

But you, with thenghtless pride elate,
Unconselous of impending fate,

Commznd the pillard dooie to rise,

When lo! thy tomb forgotten lics,—Franala.

OrarLES HUNTER was ajgrand illustration of the
miracnlous power of money. o was notorious
for the practice of many vices. To bo sure
these vices were fachionable. To keep fast
‘horses ond drive, or cause them to be driven,
“to death, for the sake of winning wagers, is
accounted mo dishonor, To have a mistress in
. nearly every street, and among all classes of
the community, is regarded pretty much as the
Mormons regard oue’s. having w» plurality of
wives, It is all right if you ean take care of
them. To purchase dogs at one hundred dol-
lars a head, and board them at an expense that
would pay for the food and shelter of a dozen
poor families, ¢ntitles him who does it to many
an extravagant encomium. Hunter not only had
all these things to snswer for, but he bhad been,
* a8 the reader knows, publicly disgraced—Hogged
by & boy, and for a shameful and most degrading

caugo. But money (I don’t pretend to despise
it) covers more ins than charity, It makes
people deafj dumb, and blind to the faults of

| 1t8 possessor, Therefore, we find Hunter flour-

ishing as steadily and as luninously as ever, not-
withatanding the publicity that had been given
to hia affairs in what is termed “the best so-
ciety.” Tt ig so much the custom to abuse the
Fifth avenuo and its adjacencies 'in tales and
dramas that I will refrain from adopting the
general habit. Let the Fifth avenue “slide,” as
» famous statesman cnce said of the Union. In
order to bring my story near to its end, I must
have a scene from it, howevor,

There i3 a gorgeous dwelling, Fverything
about it iz of the most costly description. It
embraces a chapel, a small theatre, and & ball.
room. The:latter i8 quite brilliant with gas-
light, but that is rivalled in brilliancy by the
gems that flash in its rays, and the eyes that
there sparkle under the imfluences of mudie,
wines, and the dance. The owner of this mod-
ern p'flace i3 a parvenu—uneducated and -
mannered; but he is a8 “rich as Creesus.” The
manner iu which he made this fortune was ered-
itable neither to his head nor his heart; Lut that
does not prevent the sycophants and toadies in
“ihe best scciety” from helping him to get rid
of it,

This soirée i3 a sample of all that he gives.
It exhibitz a strange mixture of somebodies and
nopodies. There are editors, actors, lawyers,
tradesmen, men-about-town, loafers, swindlers,

‘vulgarians, and quite a number of really respect-

able and refined people, all circulating together,
Charles Ilunter is one of the congregation, Let
us pay particular atteation to him,

On one gide of the gaudy and rubbishy salcon,
quite a wall-flower, stood no less a person than
Father Abraham. But how different in appear-
once from the little dirty keeper of tho shabby
old shop in Orange street. 1le was dressed
with considerable good taste, and at no small
cost. His beard was black—thanks to Dr.
Gouraud—and a neat-fitling wig, also black,
surmounted his cranium, He appeared to have
no eyes but for Hunter and two dashing women
that followed him. These females were Mrs.
1fempliead and her daughter Augusta, In the
course of the night, Hunter succceded in accom-
plishing a design that bad been uppermost in
hig mind fron the commencement of the festi-
val. He separated the mother and daughter,
and accompanied the latter to a distant angle
of the apartment. A friendly—or shall I say
unfriendly-—piilar hid them from the gaze of the
throng, but it glso sheltered, from the view of the
Jinancier, though not from that of Augusta, the
littie Israelise, . .

“Now, Augusta,” said Hunter, “now, while
your mother’s never-resting vision is not fixed
upon us, tell me what you have heard,”

“Much that concerns you, and much that
needs an explanation; yet I scaree have time to
give even' a passing allusion to it.”

“Meot mo to-morrow, then,”

# That I durst not.”
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% Phuaw; time was that you would dere any- |

thing to please me.”

#ithat time has not yet passed; but I am
controlied in such o style, that it is uselesa for
me to attempt to do as I please. Butif whatl
have hoard be true, this must be our last inter-
view.”

“Indeed "

4 Therefore,” purgued the young woman, “if
you volue my frisndship, my aecquaintance, my
love, you will answer, end answer truly what I
shall ask.” ’

s Father . Abraham nearly flattened himself
against the pillar, and gave her a glance of the
most intense meaning. ‘

T will,” gaid Hunter, I will”

#Is it true that you are in reality poor ?—that
your expected wealth exists only in the shape of
frandulent paper 2" .

#Aungusta, I do love you sincerely, and I ecan
refuse you nothing. Do not press these queg-
tions, 1 beg of you.” ‘ .

I must, there is no altcrnative.”

The Jew chuckled. He understood her mean-
ing.

%‘ Woll, Augasta, I am rich—TI swear iL”

U But may not your riches he taken from you
with but a moment's warning 77

“ T am, of course, liable to lose some, bub not
all—no, no, not all.” R i

“Speak to the point—-for mother ig locking
carefully to find us—are you engn_ge_d in any
transactions that might be termed eriminal 7

Hunter gazed at her o moment like & man who
had received a mortal stub, his face was dreadfully
contorted, and he wiped hig brow nervously with
bis cambric handkorchief, as he replied in a hol-
low tono:

“ God help mo—7 am.”

The Jew nodded to Augusta, as much a8 to say
“ghat will do,” and she forthwith darted across
the room to where her mother stood, leaving
Hunter transfixed with astonishment.

% Jood evening, Mr. Huater, said Father-Abra-
ham, going round the pillar and betrgyiug no un-
couth accont, * good evening. Thig i a beautiful
sight.” .

“ Yes,” replied YIunter with a vacant stare.

“Perhaps you' doa't recollset mel” said the
Jew with a questioning accent,

% Haven't the pleasuro—suppose I have been
introduced, though.” )

“Ay! a good while ago, we were mzpde ac-
quainted by Mrs, Hemphead.” )

# Al right, how are you'?” Hunter was quite
incoherent.

“ Quite well.  But you look iIL"

“Iem ] yes, Oh, I know why. T've got a
spell.”

“ A gpoll ¢

“ Y pgmmfiere,” . ) L

Tunter tapped his forchead with his right
fore-finger. L

“Qh ! your head aches,” said the Jew; “woli
let us tako a stroli outside; the air will do you
good. I helieve a headache is one of your fami-
1y's fallings.”

“A family falling!” exclaimed IHunter, who
began to prick up his ears; “something troub-
les our heads-—something strange, which makes
us do odd things, and robs us of our memo-
ries.”

“Have you memory sound enough to remem-
ber old Bodley 7"

' Remember him—certainty,” replied Hunter
with surprise. )

“ He has a step-son named Harvey Paul," re-
sumed Father Abraham. -

“Hag he ?” :

“Don't you know 77

#1 have heard so.”

“ Paul ig now in the Tombs,"

“ What is that to me ?"

“THe has made certain disclosures to me, and
the old man, Bodley, who is under obligations to
me, hag eonfirmed their truth.” _

Hunter was much agitated, but he stammered
forth with & tolerable show of assurance,

“Thig rigmarole is of no interest to me."”

“¥eg, it is. Added to Paul's slory is another,
of which Paul knows nothing. ¥t is about cer-
tain notes, the ostensible signers of which never
wrote their names upon them.”

Hunter locked faint.

“Ah! look ye, your malady grows worse,
Hadn't we better step outside "

% No, air,” cried Hunter with a strong effort.

“Very well. It is unfortunate for you. Stay
hera,”

With these words Father Abrsham moved
away.

“ My carriage,” greaned Huntor to Eyelet,
who had just come up beside him, “1 am very
ill. Oblige mo by scnding out & measage for my
carriage.” R

* Jged, you Yook as if you had been sick a
year, Il find a mervant io seck for your
vehicle.” :

41f you please. JTu the mean time I'll make
my adieus to a few particular friends.?

It wag almost immediately neised about that
Hunter was going. The news created quite an
excitenent. Men and women wondered why
tho great Ilumter, who waz always the last to
leave a scene of that kind, was about to depart.
The women were greatly depressed by the in-
telligonce, and the men wers also affected to
gadeess.  The host, a large, light complexioned
man who looked exactly like a thriving butcher
in his Sunday clothing, ran up to the prince of
financiers and exclaimed :

“Going? It ain't possible] What's the rea-
son. 1Iag anything gone wrong? Don't you
like the company ¢ Is the wine bad?

"1 am guite unwell,” gasped Hunter; “that
is the only reason I have hastened my depar--
ture.”

# Your carriage I8 at the door, my dear fellow,”
said Lyelet, who had just returned from the an-
te-room. . . .

“Thanks! thanke! Make my compliments to
Mrs. Hempheod and denghter, will you?” .

“ Certainly., There they are—a short distance

away.”
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Eyciet went to them and exprossed Ilunler's
excuses. . .

"1 snust ses him 1" exclaimed Mra, Hemphead.
% Why did he not corae to me P ’

“He's 8o very ill,” remarked Eyelet, apologeti-
eally. :

T enn't help that, geo him I must  ITis wel-
fare iz imperilled.”

“ Byelet thought she alluded to his sudden in-
digposilion.

“He cannot have left the house wyet,” he
remarked.,

4 I il gpeak with him," said Mrs. Hemphead,
direeting her steps tosward the place of egress.

“You had botter not,” said Father Abraham,

" insinunatingly ; i would look exceedingly curi-
ous, and provoke reraark.. There would bo a
scene perhaps, and scenes are guite de frop on an
oceagion like this”

%“You remoustrate in vain, sir,” cried Mrs,
Hemphead..—'" Tfuless [ see him now he may bo
ruined.  You know what I mean.”

# Perfectly,” responded the Jew; “and there-
fore T advise you, ag you value your own safcty,
to stay where you are. and let 1untor's affairs
take their own course.”

“I will not desert him!"” exclaimed Mrae
Hemphead, making auother movement toward
the door,

“Yon shall,” whispered the Jew, as he placed
himself cloge at lier =ide.

¥ Shall

“ By this token, you shall.”

e drew from his foh, by a handgome guard,
not & wateh, Lot the diamond eross,  Tho woman
quailed. The Jew resumed, '

“Go te your daughter, and keep guiet. A
false step on your part, or an indisereet remarlk,
will do you great lLiarm, Uemember, ten words
spoken by me would sewd you where Hunler s
going."

Mrs. Hemphead, her connlenance expressive of
both rage and despnir, vojoined her daughtor, to
whom Jyelet had been paying his delicate atten-
ticns.

The Jew slippet out of the room without at-
tracting notice, and wus soon at 1he hali-door.

Hunter's earriage stood in front of it, and
around the vehicle stood ahout twenty persone.
They looked quite dismal, and were silent, until
Pather Abraham made his appoarance.  One, a
portly man, with an air of grout fiviness, when
be saw the Jew, opened the carriage door, and
said: :

“We have waited for you."

# Not long,” observed Abralam as ho ontered
the carriage,

Ths stout man followed him.  Hunter was
inside, lying upon the cushions in a state of pros-
tration amounting aknost to insensilility.

The coachumnan was ordered to drive down to
Centre street, by a person with a harsh voice
and forbidding appearance. As the carriage
rolled away, it was observed by those who stood
near, that on the box beside the driver was o
policeman.

the balltoom. People said that Charles Hunter
had beer arrceiod on charges of FORGERY.

CHAPTER XX.—TH BANISIED ADVENTURER,

There Is a tide in the affuirs of men,
Which taken at the Hood leada on toe fortute |
Omitted, all the voyage of their life

18 bound in shallows and in milacries.—~Shakeapeurs,

¥ Waar of Lepowve? T think I hear the read-
er ask. He found his way to London, snd
there, with scarcely any aid from suybody, ob-
{zined employment as & painter o cleap” land-
scapes. llis erude pictures, illustrative of Am-
erican scenery, found a guick sule in {lie smeil
shopg, and brought him a ready and by no
means ingignifieant income. s quist and
madest deineanor, and his vnfagging industry,
soon obtained Lim geveral fricuds who had it in
their power to advance his inlerests and did not
negleet them.

Mary Schuyler paid over the smount cf his
defulealions, and he was once more on cusy {erms
with his former employers. MeMalion, whom
Lo harl at first denounced in his heart as his
crueclost enemy, proved te be his best henlic-
tor. Lezouve was not the first who had been
gaved from ruin by harsh and prompt measures.
What appears lo be merey, is offcn destruction
te these for whose bencfit It iy excreiced,

The policemnan did more than preserve: the
young plunderer of the mails from lors of hope,
character, position and liberty—he preserved
him from the pangs of unustivlicd and wnre-
quited love. TIle nol only sent Liwe a full, true
and  particular  account of  Mury  Helmyler's
heartlessness, but he forwarded 1o him coples of
her letters to Dr. Licon, and of thut genélman s
opistles to her, and in conjunclion with these, e
despatehed a duplicale of the list of lLicon's
victims. Legouve wag extremncly soueitive, and
all sensitive persens are fastidicus,  These doc-
uments, topother with ‘McMahon's own diselo.
sures, were sufficient to dispel the amorous
lunacy under which he had Lecn lnboring, and
make him heart-whole. o banishied Mary
Schuyler from his mind, or rather, he only
thonght of her with contempt and disgust. It
was the destruction of the first bright vision of
hiz manhood. - This left him a triile eautious, dis-
srustful and suspicious, and alittle eynical withal;
but it only solidified his character instead of spoil-
ingr it.

And now to teke up the bricf history of the
list of Dr. Licon's dupes. It cxhibited the
startling fact that wemen of the highest stand-
ing in society—ofl wealth, beanty and edueation
—are a3 silly in affairs of love as the ignorant
and inexperienced poor girl of fiftcen. Among
the dupes of this curly-headed adventurer,
weore females moving in an  execellent social
sphere. Some of them were in the possession
of overy faculty for increasing their happiness
in every possible legitimate style, From these

Pretty soon & gqueer rumor found its way into

fomalos it was pretly conclusively proven thay
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the doctor had received, in the shape of loans,
over fifteen thousand dollars in fess than a year,

With Mary Schuyler's list in his pocket,
MeMahon sought the adventurer in the groat
Broadway hotel

Dr. Lieon was in his room. The handages
youug Peters had rendered it necessary for him
to wear were still visible. He was nobt well of
his hurts by any means; and yet his impudence
and presumption were predomlnatmg foatures
of his conduct and mannera,

MeMohon iotroduced himaself, bluntly, ag a
member of the New York police foree, Lieon
was used to visits from personages of thia
stamp, and did not betray any fear. On the
contrary he evinced some anger and much
petulance, as he exclaimed, interrogatively,

* What brings you here 7"

* Tusiness,” exclaimed MoMahon,

# What style of business?”

¥ That you will understand in o few moments.
In the meantime you will oblige me by keeping
perfectly cool. A show of temper is particularly
unbleasant to me,”

“What the deuce do you mean by asssnming
cried Iiecn, with a
scow! of indignation. ‘“Have you a warrant
for my arrest?’ .

1] N‘U."

HY thought that nothing else would have made

‘you 8¢ insulting.”

McMahon smiled. Dr. Licon continued,

U7 gee through the-object of your visit now.
You, too, have obtained what you think is very
1mp0rtzmt. knowledge, and want mg to fee you,
so that you may keep quiet.”

“You are mistaken once.more,” said Me-
Mahon,

“Indeed

“ Fact, upon my word. No, doctor, I do not
wish to black.mail vou; I never do business in
that way. 1 mercly cams to do you a favor.™

4 My dear fellow: ten thousand apdlogies for
my rudeness, and a million of thanks.”

“Keep them, keep them,”" interrupted Mec-
Mahon; “what I term a favor may be estimated
in another light by you.”

The doctor was gium again,

“You are a parable maker,
vou are after?”

“T came here to urge you to leave New York
by the first steamer for Europe.”

“Well, that's eool!”

“ Perhaps it is, perbaps it ig not. T could
arrest you; but I do not chopse to do that wun-
lesg you compel me, I think I can benefit the
community to a greater extent by constraining
youto fly the country.”

#Why should I fly the country, my brilliant-
minded knight of the gtar?”

“ Beeause you are a iibertine, o swindler, end
a thief,” apswered MceMahon, without the quiver
of anerve,

“ Very well, sir, very well; this is hrave talk
to a eripplod man, But if I am what you say,
why do you hesitate about arresting me 7"

“1 told you why. I do not think that the

Ho said:
Pray tell me what

State should bo put to the exponse of feeding,
clothing and lodging such a raseal”

% Nonsénse—shat is not your moative for your
go-cdlled lenieney.”

“1t ig not my only motive.”

" Pleage name the other or others,” ventured
the doctor, with a satirical cast of countenance.

“I do ot wish to involve womer by nume in
your disgrace.”

YiThat's not original—I've heard that be-
fore,” remarked Licon, with an insclent and
defiant air.

‘i Porhaps that fs original,” said McMahon,
handing him a copy of the list I Mave alluded
to.

The doctor looked at the document supercil-
iously at first, but he scon begun o regard it
with wonder and surprise. 1o finally deter-
mined to try what the Miasissippians more’
expressively than elegantly denominate “the
biuff game,” upon the policeman. Tossing the
liat carelessly upon the table, he said, with as
much nonrchalance as he could summon to his
adsistance,

“1 suppoge, now, you think that is a very tor-
rible piece of paper in my view.”

“No; 1 do not think anything rascally and ig-
famous can terrify you.”

“You fancy that I ought to imploge you to
give me your word that you will never expose
its contents.”

MeMahon was silent,

“Let me assure you,” continuved the doctor,
after having waited in vain for the "detective to
speak, “that somebody has dreadfully imposed
upon you. There iz no more connection between
myseif and the partics named in that catalogue
thun there is between the groat Mogul of Tartary
and the King of the findwich Idands,”

“Dovtor Lieon,” prid MeMahon, with a smile
which was sublime, " you are a clever fellow, no
doubt, amony silly and depraved women. Pray
do not imagine that the yweapons you employ
against their weaknesses will have the smallest
effeet upon me.”

4T tell you that the paper I have just thrown
upon the table is a delusion—'sa weak invention
of the ememy'—or, in the words of the modern
cingsies, it is a selll

“Drop folly, and be serious, Doctor Lieon
You are the sold individun], not L

*“As you please, Be as ‘obstinate as you like ;
it does not matter fo me."”

“Do you know Mary Schuyler " inquired Me-
Mahon abroptiy.

4T do,” answered the startled adventurer, with
o theill of foar,

“That list i3 tho result of her work,” said the
detective. Do you call it a sel now 1

“&he o traitress!” cried the doctor exeitedly,
“ Tl not believe it.) .

%1 don't wigh you to believe it. I make it a
point to do justice even to bad people, and I will
therefore do her the eredit to gay that she did not
voluntarily betray your business sccrets.”

“ Not voluntarily ! Iow then?"

% She was'compelled to betray them."”
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course I will certainly adopt.”

. Rhine.

‘I do not understand you.”
“I bad her in a light place.
stand now P’
4 No-—not clearly Sho is mot a subjoct for
police compulsion,”
“Do not be sure of that"
“x never kuew that she was engaged in any-
thing
“ Worse than your affairs,” interrupted Me-
Mahon ; and, after a pause, he continued. “W cll,
Mrs, Schuylar 75 mixed up in a robbery. She had
either to expose you, or atand a chance of going
to Sing Sing.”

“ But the clue to her assocliation with me—~—u->"

Y Was Obtained after a fashion that I shall not
describe,” said McMahon sternly.

“You say you do not want money from me 77
remarked Lieon, atter pondering over these events
an instant,

“Most decidedly I say so.”

“ Why do you wish me to leave New York 17

“To save foolich females from being debauchod
and plundered. My plan, when I get hold of a
culprit, js to banish kim or her, and so afford op-
portuzities for refonmation.”

“You should have been m'tdo a p'?.rson," said
Lison, with & sneer.

“I wish T were good enourrh to be a parzon,”
responded MeMahon; but that hag nothing to do
with this business, You must quit New York
withont delay. If not

Do you under-
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" {new residence, however, yntil they had exposed,
to ene of the court officials, ofd Bodley and
ITunter as to their comphuty in the outrage

perpetrated upon Bristel.  That complicity
wag afterwards cited by learncd lawyers and
physicians, as an endenm of Humter'as in-
sanity ! - :

CHAPTER XXI.—A PLOT IN A CELL,

I do preclaim
One lLonest man—mistake me not—but oue;
No more, I pray—and he s 2 steward,
Fin of “Athens,

OLp BopLry, to whose indiscreet communications
to Corky Jim in a gambling-house the first clue
to Tlunter's curions {delinguencies was to be
traced, had premised ITarvey Paul that he should
bo gaved from Sing Sing. This promiso ho liad
rencwed from day to day with variations. First
he said be would intercedo with the judge, upon
whom he could bring to bear powerful influences,
Then he declared he would bribe the keepers at
the Tombg to let him cscape.  Finally he de-
luded thie uniwtunaie ruffian into a Arm convie-
tion that Hunier would operate upon the Gover-
nor~-a person, if ail we hear be true, who was
easily indneed to let a eriminal loose npon Socuet:,r
by th(, exercise of 1o pardoning power,

These represcrntations were Juads by Bodley
in erder to keep the ruffian's ionpue quict

“You will arrest me,” hastily interposod the
adventurer.
“Thet depends upon eircumstances. One

“’Will you please inform me what that will

be

"o T will inform every brother, husband, father,
and lover of the females whoso names arc in Miss
Schuyler's list, of the vile conduet you have ex-
ercised towards them; and if your life is spared,
will afterwards consider as to the propriety of
taking you before a magistrate.”

“You are a singular man,  Come, T will pro-
pose what you say you had no idea of exacting,
Name the sum of money that will purchase that
list and your silence,”

“One million of dollars,

“You jest, of course.”

“No, I am in carnest. Give me a millien,
and vou need ha.vo 1o fear of apything I can
say or do.”

Licon saw that bribery was not to be accom-
plished, and so he gave up the hatfle. Me-
Mahon, satisfled that he had accomplished hig
object, left the hotel. Oun the following Wed-
nesday, the dashing and fascinating swindler
of »women saifed for the classie regiong of the
Here some of hig dupes unwisely ex-
posed his rasealities—and thomselves. The
rascal i3 still in the Old World, but dedlares
that, if he escapes hanging, e will return te
this continent to resume his amorous snd avati-
cious avocations,

On the day that he sailed Teddy Rowe and
Harvey Paul were sent to tho State Prison, each

Once in tho State Prison, Paunl, Bodley knew,
would have littlo chance to impeach the eonduct
of others. DBut, alas! for human ealealations,
that diamond c¢ross was prescntied to Miss Bur-
mesy, was stolen by her husband, filehed from
him by Doxy, and was so conveyed into tho keep.
inz of the Jow, Fother Abrabam.

Now, Mrs, Hemplm.xd's hushand, a man of
dissolute habits and some woalth, had died in a
myslerious and unexpectod manner. He waz a
vain man, and was very fond of making 2 show.
This diamond cross had been made for his
Wearmg, and to his order. Hé was found dend
in g room, his body ent and gashed in severud
places, and his bicod splashed and scattered over
the bed and furnitire. He had been out on a
tour of dissipation the night he was killed, and
must have met his death immediately after en-
tering the house. 1t was hard to tell whether
he had been volibed or not, as few beside him-
self knew how much meney he was in the habit
of carrying on his person. At all evonts the
murderer or murderers had averlooked the cross,
whieh he always wore pinned upon the side
collar of his vest, or elzse had left it behind to
blind the public as to their real motive, which
might not, after ali, have been plunder. No-
thing was discovered by the authoritips that in
any mabnner sufficiently implicated anybody in
the murder, The mutilated corpse was buried,
and tho estate wus quictly passed over to the
widow, Tather Abraham had been slightly ac-
quainted with the murdered man, and was
around the house a great deal during the inguest
and the preparations for the funeral, He had

for five years. They did not depari for their

his own suspicions concerning tho perpetrators

- particulars,
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of thoe bloody deed, and he played upon the
widow’s feelings in such a way that they weve
roon confirmed.  She was a woman of intrigue.,
father Abraham was positive that she had em-
ployed one of her paramours to accomplizh the
slaughter, Tle had always been anxious to gain
possesgion of the cross, in order to test the effect
it would have upon the woman ; but after striving
for gome time in vain to get it, had given up the
pursuit in despair. ©Chance favored him. Tle
obtained the costly trinket, as the reader already
knows.

The man was a biped fervet. Nothing could
turn him from his scent. He was unserupulous,
indefatigable, iron-nerved, and capable of per-
forming & wondrous amount of mental and
bodily labor without taking any rest. From
Doxy he ascortained that Hunter had given the
crose to Miss Durgess. Father Abraham knew
old Dodley, and was aware that that fine old
gentleman was in the linancier's confidence,
Through Bedley he discovered that Hunter had
rrocured the important article froma Mrs, Tlemp-
Lead. In making these inguiries he naturally
enough stombled over bits and scraps of ju-
formation not connected with it. These frae-
mentary items formed, in the cunning Esraclite's
mind, & nucleus for intelligence that really
meant something. He soon despoiled Dodley
of the secret of Funter’s great stuccess aad
fortune ; he furthermore gained a knowledge of
his amours and smaller offences; of his connee-
tion with Doctor Lieon; ({the cowhiding affair
helped to open his eyes io that) and of his
position gencrally. DBodley hated IIunter with-
out knowing it, and so cxposcd hiz erimes and
vices. Father Abraham hated Mrs, Hemphead
He believed her guilty of shedding hmman
blood, and o Jew abhors and never forgives a
murderer, Setting to work with a learty good
will, he scon made himself the master of proofs
of tlunter’s numerous and gigantic [orgeries—
forgeries covering millions! e turned an
honest penny, and deprived Mrs. Ilemphead
and her oldest daughier of their chief’ monicd
ralianee, by exposing these proofs tq the aston-
ished gaze of certain partics whose names Hun-
ter had felonionsly made use of.

The parties so fraudulently cxperimented
upon at once sent for onc of the shrewdest of
the old police foree, and laid the fucts before
him. He advised an fmmediate arrest; ono so
sudden, and in such an unusual place for an
wrrest, that the erimingl would have no time to
conceal or destroy evidencos necessary to con-
vict him, or dispose of the bulk of his ill-gotten
kccumnilations for hig own beneflt,

He was arrosted and conveyed to the Tomha.
Of eourse his incarceration was related, with it
to the occupant of every cell
There was a general rejoicing in the Tombs on
that occagion, The little villaing, (no allusion
to our contepotary of the Daily Times) wero
1o great glee at the eaptore and discomfiture of
g great villain. 1fe was the ‘greatest villain of
them all. It is astonishing to mote how fero-

fortune of the bigger scoundrel. Had Huntor
heen tried an hour after his inearceration by a
jury of his fellow prisonors, he would have been
convicted in a few moments, and, if possible,
sentenced to the severest punishmoent allowed by
law.

Of course the arrival of ITunter at the Halls
of Justice upset all Panl's liberty—as founded
upon okl Bodley's falscheods, Then came the
result the old book-keeper had endcavored to
avert. Paul “split” upon Hunter und Bodley
to the keeper of his corrider. The keeper con.
veyed the news tfo higher officials, and they
visited the ruffians and extracted oll the requi-
site intelligence., Having used them {o their
full desire, they sent them off to serve the State.
Old Bodley was followed (in police slang * plped")
wherever he went afterwards, The exposéd was
not used against Huater. There wag enongh to
decide his fate 23 a felon without it

The meorning subsequent to Hunter's sudden
downfill, he sent for Harry. Dyelet. Bub that
elegant gentiernan deried all knowledge of
ITunter, and precipitately fled to Buffulo, where
he heenme the travelling agent of Miss Durgess.
Jack Burgess, ag we shall continue to call him,
knew of this arrangemont, but made no objec-
tion o it. Hyelet had once cheated a gentle-
man in a gaming-house of eight thousand dol-
larg, and Burgess knew all the particulars of
the infamous t{ransaction, aud could relate
them to the viet:m., This was the power he
held over the superb man-about-town, and this
power impelied that brilliant genius to accede to
Burgoss's domands, and pay his board in & first-
rato hotel. .

ITunter sent hither and thither for his various
friends. 'Tliese were people upon whom he had
lavished his gold unsparingly. Not one of
them owned to the tiniest spark of affection for
him. The females—and they were many-—-to
whom he had been as liberal ag if he were a
prince, refused to go near him, and some of
them went so far in their exhibition of ingrati-
lude ug to repudiate his acquaintance altogether.
In the teeth of that world which had seen them
riding with him behind his tandemteams, they
asseverated that they had only geen him once or
twice, and did not consider themselves as his ac-’
quaintances. All seemed to desert him by com-
mon consent,

The sycophants that had crouched beforo
him now bruited his disgrace with gusle -in
every quarter of the city. s former slaves
and paragites now clamored for his specdy im-
molatien. Men with a share of his frauds in
their pockets hoped, and said they hoped *“this
mongter would not escape the full measure of
justice,”

What an unsubstantial fabric is that friend-
ship which has nothing but a golden cement to
hold it together! How ovil doors will be aban-

doned even by evil doers! How society stands
aghast, and shiveringly and holily runs away
from a great rascal affer ke i3 exposed. Touch

ciously the small fry rascal gloats over the ill-

one's white kids to moral leprosyl-—obh, . mo,
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no l—one don't rent a pow in CGrace chorch to
indulge in any such dirty luxury!

By the way, one man, who stood daily on the
Custom-Jiouse steps, did mourn over Hunter's
difficultics, and he did wish for the Wall street
giant's release. Do you want to know why?
Hunter used to buy dogs from him, and pay good
prices for them, too,

“Do you know,” said the dog-fancier to one
of his intimates, “do you kmow that Hunter
gave me thirty-six dollars for & pup no bigger
than a kitten] Hopo he'll got out? Well, 1 do
indeed.”

Poor dog-fancier; he was much more human
than the women and the male sycophants.

At Jasi the eaged financier was compelled to
call in the assissance of his relaiives, It was
1ot his desire to involve them in his disgrace,
but he was constrained ko have sympathy and
aid, and they were the only ones to whom he
could look with confidence for either. Their
first movement was judieial and judicious.
They sent for the cloverest lawyer in the grent
metropolis—one whose talents enabled him to
Jead judges by the fiose, snd do almost what he
pleased with juries. The lawyer went to the
¢sll, which had been carpeted and otherwise
mode endurable, and seated himself affection-
tely between Hunter and his father. They
gtated the charges. The lawyer slready knew

f them.

“What can you do for us?” anxlously inguired
the father, after the statement had been elabor-
ately made. ) -

«Y cannot tell as yot.”

#Your fee shall he large.”

“Tt is » case demandisg extraordinary hard
work, and conferring responsibilities of the
greatest weight,” said the. lawyer. “I would
not undertake it for an ordinary recompense.”

i Name the sum that will be sufficient,” cried
the agonized parent,, : )

U Ten thousand dollars,” responded he man of
law with solemn emphasis.

Tt shall be paid,” exclaimed the father, and
the payment was soon made.

4 Now, then,” said the lawyer, upon his re-
turn with the money, or rather its eguivalent, in
his pocket, “you must place the utmost confl-
dence in me, or I cannot defend you. Are these
charges true or false?”

Tunter hesitated about making a reply, his
whole frame trembled, and his lips guivered like

cliy.
] ‘?rYou must conceal nothing from me" Te-
gumed the lawyer; ©the slightest faot hidden
from me may destroy my whole theory of de-
fonce, and ruin you." .

“ Must I expose myself 8¢ thoroughly?” asked
the suffering culprit with & groan of anguish.

“You mugt, or despair of any assistance from

me”

would pass from my lips!"
tunate financier.

“ Ara these charges all true, or in part, or are

u O, this is a bitter draught; would that it
exclaimed the unfor-

UNTER; OF,

“They aro {rue! they are true, and even more
could be brought against'me.”

“ {Fnfortunate!” cried the lawyer, forgetting
for tho moment his professional impertorba-
bility. “

H 3Ir.Tnf'm"i;u.nate! Do you mean to say that you
cannot procure his acquittal 77
The father was on his lmecs,

whipped child.
T mean to eay that it would bs uscloss to

combat these charged in the oid way,” suid the
lawyer.

#’gould we mot impeach the iwitnessca? im-
pign their motives? prove & congpiracy 1" ven-
tured the father.

The lawyer laughed dryly and noiselessly.

i'Tg there no hope of wiping this stain from
my wretched son's honor b
The lawyer laughed -again. Boih the Hunters
noticed the laugh end despaired.

o (tentlemen,” said tho lawyer, after he had in.
dulged in thought, deep thought, for five minutes,
Wif wo went into court, entered a plea of not
guilty, and attempted to show we did net perpe-
trate these forgeries, the jury would convict with-
out leaving their seats.”

& What can be done, then?” asked the father,
wringing his hands and looking up pitifully.
“Yon have been a very eccentric man, have
you nst?? inguired thelawyer abroptly of Charles
ILunter.

“ Yoo
“YWas he,” weunt on the lawyer, turning to

the father, *was he strange in his conduct when

young t—different from other boys?"
“Yes, yos," eagetly answered the old man,

and appearing to soo & YAy of salvation before

sobbing like 4

«(an you get creditable witnesses to swear to
thas?” asked the lawyer with a brightening
counienance,

« Most assuredly1”

« flave you ever done anything very extraor-
dinary ?—onything thai people of ordinary minds
would denounce a8 curious—parioularly cminous
and wnaccountable?"! ]

i Yes, many things of that kind!" replied the
forger, his face beginning to resume its ordinary
fair-weather expression. .

“Go to work, both of yeu,” resumed the
lawyer, “and call to mind every one of thege
singular events and circumstunces. DO not let
0nE e3CAPe FOUT mermories, Set them all down,
day and date and place; .and place against
them the names and residences of persons who
were cognizant of them, and whom we may cite
to give testimony. Let none of these be your
enemies. Invent anything that can be in the
slightest degree made to appear as an aetual
occurrance.”

1 What do yon intend to accomplish 7" asked
the forger, trembliugly.

“Your aequittal.”
o Thank God,? exclaimed the fatlen

vently, -
« And that, too,” went on the lawyer, 'R the

fer-

they entirely unfounded in fact 2"

face of your plen of gudlty.”
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“T pload QUILTY 1" exclaimed the Lorrified

Anancier.
“Hven go."
[ I Callnot, "
“¥You must.”
i T o 1
doubt.l’l’en my fate will be a felon's without a
“ Not a0.”
* Bxplain your design 1" sai i
ingly, L ¥ gn 1" said the father implor.
“isten. In days gone by, no perso
considered inzane whe did not ,rnvogl:nd sgze‘:r?f
and become the inmate of an asylum, . ol
fashioned insanity was hard to simulate. But
thig i8 an age of spiritualism, and clairvoyance
and all sorts of mental scioncés, and the tultic
tude can be argued into & sirong doubt upon
the most ridicnlous subjects, We must invent
and prove B new style of insanity. Modern
insanity shall e made to appear more terrific in
reality than the insanity of our ancestors. Ours
sball be the insanity of the morals,”
“Tseol I geel”
[
*Would any sane man commit such forgeries
ixs aroe plé:.f:ed to your account 7" continued -the
awyer. “No, sir.  No man would commit such
bo}fllaillcli_ p;tent offences 4f he eould heip it/
ink not] I know motl" cried
e ot " cried the poor
‘ Enough. Remember Mr, Charles IT i
3 t
INSANE—has been fnsane all his life " e e
E‘l%sillawg.(rlor soon left the cell.
at do you think of that case ?” inquired
gr;: hdeatdh kee}:})}er loi‘ tho lawyer, as the c%lntter
30 rough the little oflice : i
passed g 1 ce at the prison
“Think of it! Why, the man's mind §
! i# un-
soatir.ll.l bAny child can e that.” ®
e hanged if I don't think that' " -
tar.;d (;,he keeper to himsolf, s o mut
nd before night, a great numb :
be;n induced to think so. erof peoplo had
t wag-a novel plea; buf did i i
ol plea; but did it avail? We

e
CHAPTER XXII.—DISPOSED OF.

Do

Po od by stealth, and ne'er proclaim thy deeds

brond streets or from the housetops.
. s Serap Book.
ATHER ABRATIAM, as soon as Hunter was ¢
. 1 . 8 caged
paid another visit to’ Mrs. IHemphead, %15
shrowd Isarclite wont armed at every point
against foul play. Seated in the back parlor
with tho reluctant womar on a chair opposito,
ha"commenced his budget of torment. o
They say, my dear, that you will be an im-
po;tanf. witness in tho case of Hunter,” he be:
“I? T know nothing about his transacti
axﬁe%;l wlll)a_t the papers have told me.” peachions t
doney ¢ Distriet Attorney thinks ptherwise, iy
“Then- he has been misled b el
b v malicious tale-
bearers and gossips,” said the woman spite-
fully, with & look of much meaning at Father

ist
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“You necedn't look so.hard at me, " sai
: : aid &
Ji ow, #T didn’t tell him anything about y:u." he

. It puzzles me to guess who did!”

Why, my dear, he knows all about Hunler, '
aild your rﬂqgmﬁcent daughter too,” resumed thé
;»T ;1 v:rn%ln;i( 1; fa,cl:i they sdz‘ly half the pay ladies in

rocklyn ‘and Willi i
summoned to testifyy." Wismebirg will bo

Mrs. Hemphead turned as pale as m

arble.

" You had better leave home befors you got a
sui‘::‘;icf?}m,!” cogtinued Father Abtaham,

) thought there was any serivus amon

. - n
truth in what you say, I dou't know but I w(fnsg
talf‘e\z‘a} t{lxp to the country.”

Well, you have it as ch it,” sai
the Jew carglessly. sep s T gob " anid
“ Humph! after all they may put m

2 g ) o
sj;and," said the woman, with ayaidden a#?;n::l;f
tion of courags, “I should only have the pleasure
of answering that I knew nothing about the forg-
erjes,” kY ) §
"It isn’t about thd' forgeries
would be likely to questiongyou"" my desr, they
11 NO.”
‘““No, my dear. They intend to admit th
I3 .' f -
eties, but they intend to make out that I‘;u;;‘gr
cog{nmttﬁd them while he was crazy.”

rs. Hemphead latghed heartily, in i
her‘ gurplexitics. ¢ i In despito of

Funny, isn't it?" said Abraham with a1
dry chuckle, which a docto  tottod
AN c(,mgh.” octor would have termed a
: Intensely funny.”

Yes,” rosumed the Jew; “and to
at at th
bottom of that plea, they will ask a]igkinds ot?
funny questions. They will make you narrate
;*‘(;fl]?: cireumstance that ovs':r t_ranspired between
ii I 7,
i wcc)ﬁl; ]rfgulnte memory {o pleage myself,” said

“TIs your dauvghter so skilfid 7" inquired
old rgan insinuatingly. ! mqu.]red the
“ Oh, she can take care of he
crets,” ’was the reply. eelf and her so-

“It’s a pity ovorybody dew’t kmow enough fo

keep their sccrels well” remarked i
o N A the Jew with

i . ¥
{rs. Hemphead trembled; she knew the import

of that rémark too well.

“In‘ an examination lke that" went on

Tather Abraham, “they don’ :
Fother Ab v don't spare & person’s
—very awlkward questions; might allude t

sorrows, open histories now a sealed b?mg e
even the dead from s grave” '

They might ask you some awkward
dig
Mrs. Hemphead uttered a sligh -

ght scream.
*“Why, what's the matter?” queried the old

man with a look of extreme astonishment.

* You know whot the matter is, old man,” ex-

claimed the woman rising, end proceeding to pace

h?( apartment,
"Bless me, you're as mysterious as a diplomai.

“XNo, 'm as laip o b i
the woman excitgdll; % roud o8 A B 0" ortod

Abraham,

“ 8it down, eit down! and be easy, my deaz.”
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“How can I be easy when you make me un-
easy,” almost screamed the woman.

“ I make you uneasy—here’s a gol”

" Kver since my poor, dear husband died——"

# Died-—was murdered, you mean.”

“ Was megnur—murdered, then, if you will
have me say 8¢, you have been full of blind hints
and inuendos. Did you kill him 7"

“No," answored the Jew very quietly; “did
ym‘_?u

“ As God is my judge, T did not,”

“I do not suppose you inflicted the wounnds;
but did you not procure semebody else to butcher
‘him P T .

“How dare you ask such a guestion 7"

“T'm one of the most daring old mwen in the
world,” was the Israelite’s reply. .

. “Take care your daring does not betray you to
gpeedy judgment and a mysterious end,™said the
woran, with the look of a tigress.

“If anyvody judges and executes me, Mrs.
Hemphead, in the style you so kindly allude
to, yon will specdily follow me to the land of
shadows.” Co

#In the name of wonder what do your strange
worda signify ™

#That I know you—I con read your thoughts
conecerning me-—have read them at former in-
terviews. Should you take a fancy to call in
any of yoar own or your daughter's paramours
to slaughter me, I would give them & hard
fight. I sm a8 wary as a fox, and as strong and
active as the ope-halt’ of the puppics thut call
themselves men now-a-days; and I believe L
eould cripplé one or two assailants with & con-
ple of revolvers.”

He drew aside his coat skirts and exhibited the
‘butts of the ugly articios he mentioned, Mrs,
Hemphead gazed upen him wonderingly.

“ If, however,” he continued, “I happencd to
be overpowered, and placed out of tho way, a
Fackngs which I have left in the honds of my
awyer—and I'vo got a good lawyer by the way

—would be opened,”
" “%What then?” asked Mrs, Homphead with a
,BRIeeT. i

“Officers will be eent at once in scarch of
you. That package contains a very precise nar-
rative of my suspicions concerning your hus-
band’s death; znd it also points cut the ways in
which yon might have me disposed of, with
other little matters that would send vou to the
gallows, Mrs. ITemphead. Evetry time T intend
to come here, T make a noto of tho intentiou in
the package with day, dato, hour, and other
conveniont memoranda. Fou had better pray
for my eafety, my dear, for your own depends
upon it .

¥ You are worse than Lucifer himself.”

“Now, my dear Emma, let’s stop our mutual
flatteries and come to business. While I retain
possession of that dinmond cross, with its curioua
marks on atone and setting, you are in & state of
alarm bordering on despair.”

., X.own it. Not that I admit your cruel
pugpicions to be correct; but you are so skillful,

coct, witli its aid, 2 mosl desperate case against
me,”

“To be frank with you, madam, that is all ]
could do.” '

“I never harmed you; why should you con
tinue to hold the power even to do that #%.

* Because I like to hold power over those who
arc vile and wanton,”

“8ir! oid man! beware I

“ Bewara yourscll”

“You are a good specimen of those who de-
nominate me vile and wanton,” said the womax
bitterly, “you who trade in the very dregs and
lees of vice; you to whom tho suvage Liouses
breaker. and the desperate highway robber bring
their plunder; you who grow rich on the lowest
and Dlcodiest depredations.” .

 Pshow! woman, you do not understand
your subject. [ receive stolen property, it is
true, but the prices I give for it are not large
enough to tompt any one to rob, I have re-
gtored mere stolen property to its owwnors than
ever I kept, and I'have trapped more thioves
into the power of the authorifies than ever I
have assisted. We all Rave different ways of
reaching the one end. I do not belicve that
those who are hardened in their guilt, aud who
have sucked vice from their mother’s breast, con
be reformed by moral suasion, 1 have'no faith in
making such people good by kindness, That is
gotnething they cantet comprehend or appre-
ciate. Clever meon say that [ am wrorg—1 think
the error les on their side.  Kven nipon you, whe
liave never known want, and into whose mind
the blessed rays of education have abundantly
penetrated, moral lessons and moral arguments
would be used in vain,  You will rever do right
cxeept upou compulsion™ | :

* And do you propose to cempel me to change
my ways?” askod the woman with an ironfeal
cxpression of face.

4 1 propose to try.”

B Well, this 46 amusing.”

“You'll find it better than that, T trust.”

# Let me hene your plan.”

“Will you listen patiently "

“T1 T can.”

i Firgt tell me, what would you give to know
that that diamond cross would never be used in
any manuer to your disgrace 7 .

“What would I give? Ahl thero spoke the |

Jew "

i Not half so contemptible ag you, who pride
yourself upon being a Christian, make yourself
to get money. The Hebrow, madam, will not
murder for money; ne, not even for revenge.”

i Nonsense.”

‘4 Every dollar of a Jew’s hoard goes to some
good purpose—to faed, clothe, educate or relieve
somebody of his own blood and faith,” said Falher
Abraham, with warmth. *It is not spent in idle
show. It is not wastedin debauchery. Tiia not
used to pampor vanity, or to crush his less for-
tunate neighbors,”

# Oh, Jows are saints of conrse 1"

“No, they are sinners; but they do mnot

aud so devilish, that,wu might contrive to con- [covet momey more than the Christisn, You
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. acquaintances, and you must cease all intrigue.

. tho laws of soclety, or commitied an act un-

* to the many triumphs of dollars in the worst of

have not answered my question,” said Father
Abraham, abruptly. . .

“ What, as te the cross?”

“Yea"” L

“'Fo be sure that unlucky article would never
appear to my detriment,” said the woman delib-
erately, after five minutes’ reflection. I would
give almost all that T am worth.”

“ At that price we will immediately close the
bargain,” cried Father Abraham.

# But—but. " began Mrs, Hemphead.

MStop a moment,” interrupted the Israclite,

“unth you learn my plan, You possess ahout
ton thousand dollars’ worth of real estate. ~You
have a little mouey. The real estale you shall
convey to me.

“To you I”

“But not for my use. With the money you
have you shall retive to the town of Hudson, on
the North River; it 7s nof far from Sirng Sing,
and there with your daughter, live in a con-
dition of peace and retivement, and in obedience
o the rules laid down by a female relative of
mina who helongs to the town.”

** This muat bo a dream ™

“T¢ 19 reality, I assure you. The property
ghall merely be in my keeping, and under my
management, and whatever interest it may pay
wilt be handed over to you for your support.
You must dvop your present name, and all your

At my death the property will pass into the
trust of others, stili for your benefit. Accede
to this proposition, and the diamond cross will
remain a thing of oblivion, to be subjected to
a resurreetion only when you have transgressed

worthy of a respectable woman and a Chriatian
mother, I.do not seck to appropriate one cent,
or ene cent's worth, of yours to’ my own use or
benefit."

“What really is your motive ?”

“To cripple you in your vicious course. To
proteet the world against your wickedness, Your
compliance with my wishes will insure you peace
and pleuty. Yon will sleop without fear, and live
without dizgrace. (five me the answer, It needs
no reflection. I have no more time to lose now.
Bpeak-~yes or not”

There wag a great strugele in that woman’s
heart. It lasted but o few moments. The agla-
ted features calmed down into a strong and deci-
ded expression, and the answer came in a voige
thzﬁ; did not tremble, It was “ YEs!"

CHAPTER XX‘III.-—CUNGLUB[O'N f
AlPs well that ends well,

Tae trial of Charles Hunter took place. Bety
as to ita result were as plentiful as they are gea-
erally upon that of a grand horse race. The
majority of the people, used to the lax adminis-
tration -of justico in thia city, and familigrized
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a strange and exciting trial. The novelly of
the plea at flrst startled the public. But its - §
diculousness was soon 20 apparent that it formed.- §
the subject of every degreo of satire. Notwith-
standing the nearly superhuman effort made by §
Hunter’s counsel to establish his new style of |
insanity-—despite the evidence given in Support §
of his theory by our cleverest physicinns—the 3
defonce fell to the ground. It had made a giank ./}
leap. It went over and beyond the point it was !
designed to reach.. It was like the *vaulting }
ambition” Bhakespeare speaks of. The jury, at
the outset bewildered, finally hecame disgustod. 3
They retired to deliberate. Their delibsrations -f
were soon perfected. - o

Oh, how Hunter’s heart beat when that awful
question wag put by the clerk of the court to -
the forenman of that jury: “'What say you, gen-" -}
tlemen, i3 the prisoner at the bar guilly or not *
guilty 77 :

“ Cotvry.” -5

The iren pierced the eulprit's soul then for the
first time.  Who shall paint the sufferings of his 3
family ? Not I—they are sacred,

From the wreck of his ill-gotion gains he had
gaved about one hundred thousand dollars’ worth
of jowelry. Upon this eapital we presume he
means to cormmence life again, should he ever re-
gain his liberty.

Two days after receiving his sentence {o serve
four years and ten months in the State’s Prison he
was on hig way to his drear abode. The river ']
thieves wore only six weeks in advance of him,
0id Bodley contrived to escape to New Orleans,
where he is dragging out & miserable existenoe ag
an aggistant in an auction shop.

Hunter, with a heart erumbling to ashes, pre-
served hig reckless demeanor to the last, He
went from the Tombs to the Hudson River Rail-
road cars in a carriage, and smoked eigars until
he arrived af the prison portals.

Not ten people mourned his fate.

Among those who wittiessed his ignominion
departure was Doxy. b

“Talk about niggers,” she muttered, as sho
saw tho policeman hand him into the care;
“ gome niggers would'nt hold up dar head like
dat if dey was goin' to de Sing Sing quarries,
JI'd rather be a nigger dan white trash like dat,
anyhow.” '

* * ] * ¥

There is a great difference in ¢rimo. T mean
that the same kind of crime may wear a thou.
sand different aspects. “Theft is theft the
world over,” exclaims the reader. So it is; but
is thore no distinction between that theft eom-
coived and executed at the promptings of hun. °
ger, and that perpetrated at the dictates of
avarice, or the mere love of the act? Stealing
o Joaf of bread to save one’s self from death by
starvation i3 a crime—sc is stealing fiftecn or
twenty thousand dollars in stocks and bonds,
merely to be able to cut & dash in the world of
fashion, Yot society punishes the Ioaf-thief:
much more harshly than it does the other fel-
low; it degrades smnd locks him up, seeming to

causes, predicted the forger’s acquittal, Tt was

think that he deserves an extra secourging for -




CHARLEY HUNTER; O

| being r-enough to be compelled to piifer in
23:11“ mtty . Your loattliief has o al
terustive, if he be detected, but death or the
penitentlary. Your dealer in stocks and bonds,
E not his, most genorally closes his accounts with
E the public by taking a trip to Eurcpe, and re-
mapining  at the German watermg—places,‘ or in
k the small towns of Ithly, until the excitement
E.consed by his little indiscretions.haﬁ * blown
¥ aver,” when he returns, compromises with the
[ law apd his vietims, and retires into private
L lite upon a competency. Such swindlers
| never - arrive at happiness though.  People
E who think they do, and feel a sceret desire
f *o follow their example, mre mistaken. In
| fact, orime of any character bears o deadly sting
{ with it, It would be rash and impolitic to
commit those mets called criminal, even if there
# were no codes to prascribe and mete out punish-
ment for them, There is the poison of misery
3 and wretchedness in every wrong perpetrated,
f and there seems to be the stmosphere of morul
death. haunging around cvery greed evil doer,
¢ Crime has a magnetic influence which imperce)-
tibly asserts its rulnous sway over all who are
directly or indirectly brought within its blight-
ing sphere. Bailors throw eats overboard be-
oguse tradition assigns illluck to every vessel
with o gpecimen of the feline race on board. To
u# this appears ridiculons, but well-educated nav-
igators wiil declare that cats are unlucky fellow-
wayagers, albeit a reagon why cannot be dug from
¥ quk any mnsg of philosophy to which it was ever
E my fato to liaten. .
-] believe that a man like Charles Hunter, does
inealeulable injury to all avound him, Iis thrift-
less: and otherwise loose habits--his reckiess
expenditure—his unblushing association with
tiie weakest of the weaker sex—his un-
substantin] maxims—his vile nnd unscrupulous
panderings to the asperity and vanity of his
acquaintances—all these faults, begotten by
innate depravity, and fostered into practice by
means seized from the pockets of his neighbors,
corvupted scores of persons to whom he never
gpoke. As has been hown in this hurried tale
—uut together in the midst of other wrgent

R, THE FORGER'S FATE.

literary dutics—every person with whom he
‘had intimate relations was either wicked and
unhappy, or likely to become so.  And these
characters are not the offspring of fangy. Har.
vey Paul and, Teddy Rowe were scoundrels
but* until the gold of the forger tempted them
they kad not contemplated or attempted mur-
der. Julia Bowen was bad enough, but a desire
to obtain the forger's wealth, o temptingly dis.
played, drove Bristol to break faith with ler
and led to ler suicide and a homicide as well..
It was to the examplo set by the forger tha.
young Legouve owed his easy capture by Mary
Schuyler, and his fail into the abyss of folony:
apd it was to the folee glare and glitter of Hun-
tor’s possessions, and the infense and liberel
happiness with which they appcared_to endow
him, that Mary owed her rapid decline in the
geale of morale.  Doctor Lieon found a supporter
and comforter in the rascally financier. Miss
Burgess could attribute her melancholy position
as a dishonored wife, and an unsuccessful eandi-
date for public Tespect, to the permoim‘ls coun-
gels of evil men of Hunter's elass. Tho man
spread ruin in some shape wherever he went.
Even hig costly gifts, which, easily obtained,
wero carelessly guarded, made vobbers of the
domestics living with he parties basking (as
they thought) iz his favor. One plausible, gild-
ed, fashionable villain, like Charles llunter-—and
let mo snobhish wearer of a dyed moustache,
whose father sold candles fot a livelihood and
a fortune, fancy we alludo to hiés poor mindlesa
circle when we speak pf “fashicnables”-—does
more damage in & community of miscellanies
than fifty rufllan burglars, or a whole alley-brood
of garotiers. :

The barbarous Turks revercnee the man who,
unmistakeably insane, deserves their revercntisl
pity. They esteem Yim to be the favorite of
(God. But they are mnot barbarous enough to
ascribe a desire to plunder by syster, and squan-
der luxuriously, to & mental disease. They set
it down to the right causes—a lack of principle
and a corrupt nature; and they usuelly nail the
thief's eara to his own door-posts, or if he have

none, to somebody elsa’s.

.

MARGARET DUNBAR.

ettt

'CHAPTER XXIV.

there was the light of a happy hearth-

Amone the unexplained mysteries ot} ¥ide playing sbout a hore in Broome-

tity life, none are more appalling than
those we often find dimly hinted at in
the newspapers, in paragraphs like ‘the
fullowing :

" Yeaterday evening, the body of an unkrown man,
entirely diveated of clothing, was found floating in
the North River, Pier No. —, His hair was dark,
and he Appeared to be about thirty years of age.
There wia no mark upon Lim to indicate that he
eame to his death by violence, save indeed an abra-
tion of the skin on the right temple, evideatly the
result of contaet with aome object Noating in the
river, The coroner investigated the matter
thoroughly § and the jury returned a verdiet that
the body of the unknown had been thrown iate the
¥iver by rosurrectionistn, 1t was, after the inquest,
properly interred in Potter’s Field."

Juch paragraphs, badly worded, and as
terse as youcall upon a waiter for another

built of dark red stone, stands a little
apart from the street, from which it is
separated by the frapment of 2 garden,

The pgarden i3 now buried in snow,
and the wind whirls the flakes against
the windows, through whose closely-
drawn curtaing a softened ray streams
out upon the desolate might. Look
through the window-curtains, #nd you
will behold & scene which contrasts ples-
santly with the storm and darkness of

A mother, whose dark hairs are veine
with the silver threads of fifty yeurs, sifs

plate of muffing, or as the sentence of]in & rocking-chair near the fire, her

death pronounced in a criminal court by
a judge anxious for his dinner, frequently
appear in the papers.

What do they mean ?

There is something infinitely horrible
in the manner in which the history of
the unknewn deed is thus dispatched in
ten brief lines, ending with,—* verdict of
eoroner’s jury, thrown into the river by
resurrectionists,” and * properly interred-
in Potter’s Field.,”

The above paragraph appeared in most
of the city papers not many years ago,
say some time in the summer of 1852,
What did it mean ? .

Did it embody the real story of the
unknown’s fate 7

Was he, indeed, nothing more than the
abandoned prey of resurrectionists,
thrown by them into the river, or was
he the viotim of some unknown mur-
derer? Paragraphs like the above often
appear in the papers; let us take this
single one, and probe the mystery which
it hides,

hands folded, and her eyes fixed upon
the daughter, the only child, who stands
near her. The deughter, dressed - in
plain black, is a girl of some seventeen
years, a little above the medium height,
with a ronnded form, clear complexion
and luxyriant brown hair. Ifer eyes—
dork hazel and very. large—express &
noble, a passionate and stainless soul,
By no means perfectly beautiful, shé is
yet o woman whose roundly developed
form, rich brown hair, and face lighted by
cyes that shine clearly and steadily,
would at onceenchain your gaze, whether
yom first met her among tho crowds of

parlor,

upen her, in all the warmth of a mothier’s
love, her gaze is centered upon the youn,
man by her side, whose hand she holdl
with both hers—a man in the prime of
young manhoord, with bold features, &
bronzed complexion, dark hair, scattered -
carelessly over his forehead, and blue

On a dreary winter night in 1848—49,

eyes, full of hope and life. - He is nestly

street, half-way between Broadway and -
the North River. A two-storied house, -

the drear winter evening, na

the sidewalk, or in the quietude of the

And while her mother’s gaze is fixéd |

B
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_dungers before you”

|- hut, placing her hand on his shoulder,
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and plainiy clad in black; and a lLlack
eravat tied loosely gives you a glimpse
of his muscalar throat. :

“But you iy die!” are the first
words which we lLiear from the lips of
the young girl. “My heart trembles,
Harry, as [ think of the ten thousand

+Die? There’s no such word in my
dictionary ! ories the ydung manin a
frank, joyous voice. “Is there mother?
The fevers on the Isthmus—the wild
life in California—the odd sort of people
I will meet in the mines—none of these
things - frighten me, I will go through
all ‘:ﬁese lﬁlmgs unscathed, and within a
year from to-night come back rich. Do
you hear me, Margaret 7
Now, althongh the young man called
the gray-heired woman mother, she was
not his mother, only fo be his mother-in-
law, Margaret was his betrothed wife.
Ho was about to leave the quict routine
of hislife as 2 house-carpenter, and male
one bold effort fur fortune in Califvrnia.
“But why need you go?” said Marga-
ret sadly. “Why not remain! Your
wages ate .good ; and, with what 1 can
make by the needle, there is no doubt
but that we .can make our home happy.
Lhink of what agonies of suspense ’I’
il sdicr in the year of your absence.
. % Remain ! echoed Harry, patting }1113
haad lightly upon her brow hair. ¥ Re-
main! Drive a jack-plane and pay rent
all my life?- Walk these streets all my
days the slave of two masters—* boss * and
landiord—when there is a fortune lor me
in Californin ?  Believe me, Margaret, for
our sake more than wmine, ¥'ll do o
such foolish thing. Don’tyou think I
right, mother 77 ) L
¢ %There is.a Providence in California,
#8 well as in this city,” was the mother's
reply; “and though I dread the thought
of your going, still I think it hest for us
all.,: You will come back with a compe-
7 n . -
w?‘c(e)ertainly T will,” cried Harry ; “and
then, Margaret, darling, we will be mar-
ﬁod____”
The young girl made no reply at first ;

jooked up silently into his face, her
cheeks all aglow, and her eyes all clear

and bright.

your memory!? $o low was the tone
in which she spoke, that the mothier did
not hear it, but the lover heard it with
his.ears and heart ; and, silently press-
ing the hand of his betrothed, surveyed
her with his frank, earriest gaze.

A very beautifui preture-—that simple
home, with its uncstentations furnituze,
and cheerful hearthside flame, whose
light falls upon the faces of the mother,
the betrothed husband and wife—a pic
ture which it may be well for us to Jook
upon long and yearningly, f(" it may
never in their lives be seen again, I'hat
night passed away, and the next day and
the day after. Henry Morgan, with
Margaret always by his side, made every
preparation for his California enterprise.
At length the day came ; the steamer was
to leave near sunset, and Henry, with
Murgaret on his arm, walked forth in
Broadway an hour before the time of his
departure,

many hopes and fears of the future, rose
to the lps in low-spoken words, as they
harried through the ever-strolling, never
resting current of Broadway!

His trunks were sll aboard ; his ticket
in his pocket; he had bidden © goud-by”
to the mother ; nothing remained hut‘ to
say the same to the good, beautiful girl,
who clung to his arni, and looked up into
his face. . ‘ .

1e often said,—“Only a year—I will
come back rich ! but, somehow, he could
not say “ Good-by ”

The bronzed face of the carpenter man-
ifested a etrange mingling. of emotion
and of the effort to hide it} and, at last,
an iden seemed to strike him, which, he
thought, would relieve him from many
difficulties, .

He led Margaret from the glare and tu-
mult of Broadway into a retired sireet,
and up the steps of a two-story house
and rung the bell ; and was q&hered intc
a dimiy-lighted parlor. Before Marga-
ret could ask the meaning of this'mave-
ment, & grave gentleman appeared in the

and very decided in the whiteness of his

cravat, ! ! .
“ What do you wish with me ?’—ina

i bland, kind voice—" Ah!™ glancing av

the face of Hu,rr’y, whe blushed & little,
and at Margaret’s, which was scarlet 25 a

- % Living, I will e trae to you, Harry,
+~and if you--you die, I will be true tc

sumer rose—" Ah! Isece how it isl”

+
Iow many vows were exchanged—how

parlor, very shart in stature, wild i face,

MARGARET DUNEAR; OR,

“Marry us, if youplease,” said Harry
== right away—DI've got to start for Caf-
ifornia in half an hour.”

¥ But Harry-—" Margaret began ; but
Harry put his hand on her pretty lips,
and the clergyman, after the proper pre-
liminary questions, went through the
ceremony, and presently pronounced
them husband and wife, :

The thing was done so quickly tha.
Margaret and Harry, who had always
locked upon it as a matier requiring
much time and many words, could scarce
believe their senses, : .

But, in that dimly-lighted parlor, where
A few weak rays. of sunlight’ came
through the faded blinds, Harry saw the
face of the blooming girl beside him,
whose mingled tears and blushes looked
like the mingled bloom and dew of some
ungathered rose—took her to hig arms,
pressed his kigs upon ber lips and cheek,
and with a mattered * Good-by, Marga-
ret ! VIl be baek in a year—rich—rich,”
—hueried from the room.  Turried away
fexm the roum and house, like a thiel,
leaving his young wife, weeping on the
ufa, with the kind old clergyman Ly her
side 3 wrried down the narrew stree,
his hat drawn low upon his forehend, and
did not lock behind him until he stood
upon the steamer’s deck.  (As 2 matter
of historical justice, it may be as well to
record the fact that, before leaving the
roumn, ke slipped a ten-dollar ggd picce
into the preachet’s land.)

And as the steaner went down the
Bay, which, in tle smile of the setting
sun, showed 2l its “white caps™ topped
with flashes of bright gold, Harry sadly
paced the deck, his hands deep in his
puckets, and Lis ey es turtied yearningly
over his shoulder toward New-York,
which distavee and shadow soon gather-
ed in their embrace.

As the last gleam of sunset. tremblings
on tast-fuding Trivity spive, met Lis back-
ward guze, while, throngh the Narrows,
the ocean wpened, bleak and vast and’
cold hefore bim, Harry dashed the tears
frum bis eyes with the knuckles of his
Lis sun-burut hand, and gave some utter-
ance to his feelings in these words—

And 25 the steamer went furth gallant-
ly into the cold black night, Harry gazed
cariiestly through the gathering dark-
ness toward New-York, but did not see
the woman who, clasping the Battery
railing with both hands, fullowed the pro
gress of her husband with heaving bosom
and expanded eyes, glittering through
their fears. ,

She waited there until the cold night,
domed with countless stars, pathered
round her, and then turned sadly home-
ward; Imurmuring oftentimes her hus-
band’s words,—* Never mind! In s year
I'll come back from Californey, and come
back rich [

Well! & year, & long, long year pass-
ed, and Henry Morgan did not come
back fram California rich. In fact, did
not come back at all,

_ In his place appeared 2 line among the
California news of the New-TYork Tub
{a paper devoted to the adroitly millgle(i
worship of Good Lord ! and Good Devil 1)
—a line which said a good deal in o faw
words,—* Died in the mines, August 29,
1849, IIenr}; Morgan, Carpenter, from
New-York.”? :

Noed we tell the agony of one woman
who read this line, and who, in the depth
of her despair, clung to the hope that,
like most things which appeared in the
New- York Tub—*reliable news” to-day,
and “infamous fabrications” to-morrow—-
it would turn out a Lascless falsehood ?

For a yeur she clung to this hope, but
Henry Morgan did not appear.  Another
weary year!—every hour spent in the an-
guisl of suspense, and every item of Caji-
forniz news devoured with atraining eyes
—still no word of Henry Morgan.

1851 folfowed 740 and *5(}, and a re-
turned Californian, very much the color
of gamboge in face, and with much coin
of the same color in pocket, brought
word of Henry Morgan. e had seen
hitn on the fatal day, August 29, 1849,
propped up against a tree, friendiess and
uncared for, a beautiful Iandscape all
about him, but the ashy color of death
upon his face. Satislied that the man
was beyond all need or hope of help, the
returned Celifornian had left bim there

¥ Bad papurs, this | Marry a young wife,
und then quit for Califurney ! Bad pa-—}
ers ! Niver mind; in a year Pl come
ack from Californey, and come back
rich !*

to die. And that was the last of poor
Heary Morgan !
Time passed on, and it was November
in 1852,
As night set in upen the town—n
N r o
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dreary night, full of winter, and of the
aroma of  election in  hand-bills—a
steamer, just arrived from the Isthmus,
lay pufiing and blowing, like an exhansted
whale, at a certain pier on the North
River. :
Among the many wretches who crawl-
ced from the ¥ Calcatta black-holes”
which, by a strong flight of speech, are
called “{erths,” was one who came

" . engerly on deck and hurried ashore as

- %oon ag the steamer was made fast to the
pier. ‘ ,
He' left his dingy trunks (which had
escaped the robhers of the Isthmus, per-
chance, to fall inte the hands of the
“ gold-dust Peters” of Broadway } aboard,
and made the best of his way up a dark
street toward the great thoroughfare.

As he passes through the light of an
occasional Jamp you can ook at him.

At first sight, he strikes with a vivid
impression of genmeral and confirmed
“ hairiness” Tall, broad-shouldered, clad
in an old coat which might have been
worn in the ark, underneath which ap-
peared a shirt of dingiest red, with boots
reaching half-way to his waist, he was
48 hairy as any ten reformers. ‘Long
Iocks of dark-brown hair, innocent of
Phalon, swept: hizs shouldera, and were
blown to and fro beneath his slouched
hat by the sharp November wind; and
% beard as huge as a lion’s mane, and a3
black—as black—as the candidate of
any political party which you don't like
—hid his throat and a portion of his
brawny chest.

He was evidently a strong man, some-
what reduced and thinned by the Isth-
mus fever.

That ghimpse of his face, which his

gopious hair and beard permitted to be/

visible, was ns yellow as a guinea, and
his dark blue eyves, although bright and

glittermg, had something of the “ gold-,

picce” hae about each pupil. Whoever
this man was who now planged into the
srowd of Broadway, like a bit of savage
life suddenly planted in the midst of city
eivilization, one thing is certain, his own
mother wonld not have known him.

% There's tlie Park” he muttered,
gazing wbout him, and much jostled by
the crowd, “and there’s Stewart’s, and
this is Broadway, and I'm in town again !
I bave come back from Californey, and
oome back rich!? .

And, placing his hand bencath his
rough coat, he touched o massive gold
chain, worth some hundreds of dotlars
and curiously formed of pure ore, it
which was attached a gold watch which
he had purchased in San Francisco for
two hundred dollars, Then he felt the
gold pieces which filled his capacicus
pocket.

4 All gafe ! and then a snug fortune in
the trunks abeard the steamer is safo
too—and—I am in town, and rich!
And-—and—if~" here was the hard
point to get over—<if I only find the
folks alive and well 1? '

And so, urged by that ugly “if " he
made the best of his way through Broad-
way, and then turned off’ inte Broome-
street, and did not pause until he stood
in front of & two-story house, which
atood a little apart from the street.

Through its enrtained parlor windows

lights were cheerfully shining.
. The QCalifornian went through the lit-
tle garden, and up the steps, and rang
the Dell. o wasa strong man, but he
trembled like a leaf, as he stood in the
dark, awaiting an answer. It secmed an
age until the door opened; but, at last,
the door did open, and a face appeared.
Alag! it was a strange face—that of a
robust servant girl.

“Does Mrs. Dunbar live here?’ fal-
tered the Californian.

“Faith, she does not. It is Misthress
Smith who lives here,*—and she made
great eyes as she beheld, by the light
which she carried, the uncouth, quits
barbarian exterior of the stranger.

“She used to live here; she occupied -

the rooms on the lower floor—a widow;
her daughter was a seamstress,” faltered
the Californian,

“ How long since ?”

#'Well—well—" hesitated he, “abow
three years since.”

“Three years! Faith, o great many’

things may happen in three years! Mrs.
Smith moved here two years ago, ang
P've lived with her ever since.” And af
ter another fearful look at the barbarous
exterior of the Californian, she shut the
door in his face.

The man went sadly down the steps
muttering gloomily,—* Very bad papers!
What if they should all be dead 27

It was a thought hard to look at with

any calmness; and the Californian tried
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to banish it and choke it down, as e re-
traced his steps toward Brondway. It
then occurred to him, that it woud be 2
judicious thing, before preceeding further
in his search, to remove sothe of the hair
and beard which made a wilderness of
hiz face. ' :

Full of thig idea,-the Californian pro-
ceeded to = fashionable barber shop,
(called a saloon,) where, by the light of
gas shining into any number of mirrors,
and over countless bottles of hur oil,
sbout a dozen gentlemen who spoke bad
English and wore white aprons, were
doing all sorts of things te all sorts of
people’s heads. :

There was a red-headed man being
carefully dyed iuto black ; & man of fifty,
with gray whiskers and bald head, being
claborately transformed into a young
man of twenty-five, with neat black whis-
kers and solt, curling, brown hair; and a
youth of nincteen, with an innocent face
and long hair, being scientifically curled
for a fancy ball. The Californian drop-
ped into a chalr, and submitted his bhair
and beard to the scissors and razors of
an august person of French origin,

This accomplished, he rose anhd sur-
veyed himself in a glass, and hair and
beard having been brought down to the
limits of city civilization, the Californian
recognized in the mirror, with evident
delight, the face of IHenry Morgan—a
face very sallow and gold-colured, but
still the face of our old fiiend, Henry
Morgan. ‘ ‘

% Well, Harry, you do look something
like yourself! A white shirt collar, and

+a suit of black cloth, will set you up.

And-~here, Harry’s attention was sud-

-denly arrested by a paper which fluttered

to his feet. It was a letter which had
fallen from the hands of a person near
him ; Harry took it up, in ovder to hand
it to the person, when his eye was ar-
rested by its superscription,—“ Margaret
Dunbar.”
¥ What ! he said, before taking time
for a second thought, # what do you know
about Margaret Dunbar ! and confrgnt-
ed the individual who had dropped the
letier, )
This individual merits a passing glance.
He was (to speak in general terms)
one of those mysterious, well-dressed
E}:}p]e whom yot meet every day in
adway and who are mysterious be-

cause no one can tell where all those fine
clothes, ‘eye-glaszes, and . gold chaina,
come from.

To speak more specifically he was a
man of about thirty-five years, above the
medinm heighty with a well-knit form,
clad in dark broadcloth; a gold chain
sirayed over his red velvet vest, and on
hig faultless shirt-bosom shone a very
brilliant diamond pin. As to his face,
with its short hair and whiskers, black
as jet and iell oiled, it struck you at first |
sight. The cheek-bones were a little too
high, the nose too sharp, the chin tuo
pointed, and the lips too thin; the keen
eyes, glittering under a broad, low fore-
head, and poorly defined eyebrows, were
altogether too small; and yet it was a
healthy, middy face, with a sort of ro-
[ bust manlinesa in every line of it.

“Whut do you know of Margaret
Dunbar?” gaid Morgan, holding the let
ter. '

The individual smiled, disclosing teetk
whose whiteness was quite sepulehral.
“And may I ask what in the deuce de
you know about Margaret Dunbar?” he
said very pleasantly, as the stranger drew
over his shoulders a cloak richly lined
with velvet.

CHAPTER XXV.

“ Anp,” said the strange gentleman,
as he drew his veivetilined cloak over
his shoulders,—* And what in the deuce
do you know about Margaret Dunbar 7

To which Harry, somewhat. taken
aback by the cool manner of the gentle-
man, replied, after 4 little hesitation—
“Know about her?” Why, God bless
you! she is my wife "

And drawing the individual a little
aside, near a mirror which reflected their
widely different faces, he told him, in his
frank, honest way, the whole story: how
he had loved Margaret—married her an
hour before his departure for California
—heen deluyed there by circumstances,
over which he had no control, three yeara
instead of simply one—how he had come
back rich, with money encugh to make
Maérgaret comfortable all her days—-
and— ‘

“The fact is, hére I am, a Jittle yel-
low, and g little broken down, but with

the rocks, you see? .And I can’t find




58 . LEAVES FROM NEW-YORK LIFE.

iy wife! God help me! she is not
dead, is she 7¥

The frank manner of Harry evidently

vy the well-dressed stranger a favora-

lo impression of him, which perhaps
was not lessened by the story of the
1runks, (packed with gold dust,) aboard
the steamer, to say nothing of a glimpse
of the heavy gold chain which encircled
Harry’s sunburnt throat. He showed
nis white teeth in a pleasant smile.

- % 8it down, Mr. Morgan !” and he point-
ed to a gofa near the mirror,  “I’ve often
heard Margaret speak of you. And the
fact is, I am her consin. My name is
Burke, Stanley Burke. Now you cer-
tainly have heard Margaret speak of
me? . g

Harry was not quite sure that he had,
but still there was a floating impression
upon hig mind about one Stanley Burke,
s member of a wealthy branch of the
Dunbar family. Yes! he was sure that
he had heard Margaret speak of him a
hundred times.

“Yes, I have heard her speak of you
—and—" his voice was thick, his blue
eyes moistened with something that was
very like & tear—%and she is not dead,
i8 she

How he bent forward, ‘smd loocked
Stauley Burke in the face, on his eager-
ness to hear his reply! That gentleman
suffered the velvet-lined clonk to drop a

- dittle from hig shoulders, as he replied,—
“Dead! bless you,no! It was enly yes-
terday morning I saw her, alive and well,
and >

Harry did not like to ask the question
which rose to his lips, “She is not mar-
ried, is she?’ it choked him only to
think of it. . So he blunted forth another
question,—* A rumor came home that 1
was dead, [ believe. - Margaret never be-
lieved it, eh ?? -

“She wears black for you now,” was
the response of Stanley Burke. “The
poor girl will be mad to see you; in fact,
unless properly prepared for the intelli-
gence, it will drive her mad to know that
you are alive-—mad with joy, you under-
stand P

Harry leaned back wpon the sofa like
a man suddenly overcome by irreparable
calamity, or overwhelming joy. For a
moment he was dim ol sight; all sorts
of ringing sounds were in his éars. The

in California, in which he had seen starv-
ation, dehth, and crime, in their ugliest
shapes; the consciousness that he -had
come back rich, all faded away before the
thought, ¥ Margaret is living! Margaret
is true to me !’

And as soon as he recovered his speech
he did a very bad thing ; he gave some
vent to his feelings in an oath, which
properly looked into was not 50 much of
an oath ag a prayer,

Burke for at least an hour, and the mau-
ner of the well-dressed gentleman quite
won his confidence, "It seemed as though
they had been acquainted for years.

Margaret had removed from Broome-
street, and was living with her mother
further up town. The death of » distant

heir, placed them in very comfortable
circumsiances.  She was nolonger foreed
to strain her eyes, all day and late at
nicht, at her needle.  She was sad and
melancholy about Iarry’s death, but
still young and blooming, and with a
faint hope in her heart that he would yet
return.  Such was the story of Mr,
Alfred Stanley, which he told in many
words, and in the blandest manner, with
every kind of display of his white teeth,
and a steady twinkle of his small glitter-
ing eyes. ‘

% And this letter, which by chance drop-
ped from miy hand,"—he gquictly held the
letter before Harry’s eyes,—*is one
which I wrote to her about a year ago,
giving her some hope of your return.
The fact is, I bad heard some favorable

I met her in person, and o there wag no
use of giving it to her. Tthrewtin my
trunk ; and to-day itmust have been taken
by me from the same trunk, with some
lezal papers which T wished to examine.
Idid not know it was about me until it
dropped from my pocket. It has turned
out quite a fucky circumstance, furit has
been the means of bringing you and me
together. Would you like to look atit 7

“Not to-night—unot to-night,” replied
Harry. “First of &ll I want tosec Mor-
garet. You will take me at once to her
residence 7

It would have been better for Harry
—mich better—had he looked into that
letter !

memory of three years of hard adventure

And then he talked with Staniey

relative, who had made Margaret his

news. But, hefore I could send it to her,’

“ The fact is, Margaret gnd her mother
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are out of town on a visit to a relative
who lives near Tarrytown,” replied Stan-
ley Burke, quictly depositing the letter
in his poci{et—book; “but,” he continued
a8 hio olzerved Harry’s down-fallen coun-
tenance, “they’ll be back to-morrow, 1
eal prepare them “for your appearance.
By George! an idea strikes me. Why
1ot go up there to-night with your traps
and trunks, so as to be on hand at the
time of their return. You see, 'm not
often in town, but when T am, Mrs. Dun-
bor gives me a spare room, which you
and I ean occupy to-night. I have a
night-key which will let us n.”

And the well-dressed man, locking at
Harry ali the while, passed his hand over
his spotless shirt-bosom, through his
well-oiled whiskers and short-cut hair, a
pleasant smile, meantime, lighting up his
masked face,

It was a good idea—capital ! Harry
thought g0, and lost no time in carrying
1t out. : .

They went forth from the saloon to-
gethor, Harry in barbarian garb, leaning
on the arm of the well-dressed man, who,
as they hurried along Broadway and
down the street which led to the steam-
er, kept upa continual flow of talk about
Margavet, telling a thousand anccdotes
sbout her which quite won Harry’s
heart.

Arrived at the pier where, in the
gloomy night and under the leaden sky,
the steamer layy Mr. Burke procured a
carriage, had IMarry’s luggrage brought
ashore, one huge trunk lashed on behind,
oné fixed on the box, and a plethoric car-
pet bag put on the front seat inside § af-
ter which, the driver being perched on
his seat, over the topmost trunk, Harry
and Stanley Burke entered, and the car-
riage rolled away.

As they sat side by side on the back
seat, Stanley Burke, his face lighted up
by an occasional lamp gleam, talked
pleasantly and in his casy way about
Margaret, and Ilarry, his heart beating
quickly under his coarse coat, hung on
hie every word.

* “Decidedly, Stanley Burke is g good
fellow ! thought Harry, “and if he
wants helping along, I'm his man 1

Here the carriage stopped, in a dark
Ert. of a street which, near the head of

roadway, branched off toward the East

which stood silent and dark .n the
shadow, its windows closed [rom side~
walk to roof, .

¥ A grand kind of building I” muttered
Harry as they descended from the car-
riage. N
“The home of Margaret,” replied
Stanley Burke. “The lower floor 13, a8
you see, occupied as a store ; Margaret
and her mother have the rest of it to
themselves. My room is in the back
part of it, on the third floor.”

And opening the side door with a
night-key, Stanley Burke directéd the
driver to unlash the trunks, and bring
them into the dark entry, which being
done, Burke left Hamry and the driver
alone in the dark entry, while he went
up stairs tp get a light.

He presently returned, holding the
light above his head, as he came down
the stairway, his usual bland smile play-
ing over his face. And he held the light

“while the driver, (a pock-marked Hiber-

nian, who blew hard, and swore much
in a fow voice,) assisted by Harry, car-
ried the trunks, one at a time, up three
pair ef stairs, into the back room. Tranks
and earpet-hag being safely deposited
there, and the driver paid and dismissed,
Harry and Burke sat down in the room,
and looked on each other’s faces by the
light of the candle, ‘

It was a very comfortatle place. A
moderate fire simmered in an air-tight
wood stove. The sofa on which they
sat was covered with red velvet. An
elegant French bedstead stood in one
corner, near & mahogany article of furni-
ture, which did not look precisely like a
book-case, nor yct like a bureau, but
seemed a combination of both. 'The
walls, covered with subdued colored pa-
per, were ornamented with o few choice
pictures, in slight gilt frames—pictures
very warm, Gallic and oriental.

It was aftogether an elegant yet cozy
apartment.

Resting one arm on the arm of the
sofa, and seated in an attitude which
did jnstice to his fine appare! and muscu-
Iar frame, Stanley Burke quietly watch.
od his rough friend, who was gazing about
bim with expanded eyes.

“A quiet little place, which Aunt
Dunbar is kind enough to let me have,

River, in front of a four-storied dwelling,

in one corner of her house. Don't yon
think so 7? said Mr, Burke. )
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* Bnug as a bug in & rug,” was the un-
olaasical response of Harry.

#.Here you can remain quietly with
me, and to-morrow worning you will see
Margaret. Ah! I had quite forgotton!”
conuinued Mr. Stanley Burke, ag he rose
and assumed his eloak, hat and gloves,
“] have,an engagement which will only
keep me for an hour. You must excuse
me for that time, my dear Morgan.
When I come back, we'll have a nice lit-
tlo supper from the restaurant in Broad-
way. Until then, amuse yourself with
books and papers on the table.”

“(} don’t mind me,” replied Harry ; “1
can put in the time-quite comfortably.
Have you got such a thing as a good
Havana cigar 7’ .

Burke showed his white teeth in a
pleasant smile as he presented his cigar
cage. - “A present from w particular
friend in Havana.”

And as Harry lighted the fragrant
cigar, and -stretched himself, red shirt,
coarsa coat and all, on the velvet sofa,
Mpr. Stanley Burke regarded him with a

. quiet smile, and then, with the words—
“Back in an hour, Morgan,” left the
rooim.

There was no light to shine upon him,
Jr to show the peculiar expression of his
faco, a8 he went down the dark stairease.

“Tn the house where Margaret lives 1
cjaculated Harry, as he watched the
.white smoke-wreaths floating to the
ceiling, “ Pretty good luck, this, after
all your sdventures, Harry 1"

And Harry fell into a plessant reverie,
in which he saw the form of Margaret
clad in mourning, her face not so bloom-
ing aa of old, but still beautiful in its pal-

‘lor, framedyin a black bouhet, appear al--

most visibly amid the smoke-wreaths
which went up from hisg cigar. *How
glad she’ll be to see me!” And his
heart, at the thought, beat all the guicker
under his coarse coat.

All at once a new ides seemed to
strike him. )

“ Why not go out, and buy some.de-
cent clothes? T can be back before
Burke returns. I should like to shake
hands with a decent coat and clean shirt,
once more.” Burke had lefi his night-
key, o1 a duplicate, bn the table.  Harry
gecured this key, puion his sloached hat,
and went quietly down the dark stair-
way and from the house. [In less than

a quarter of an hour he found himselfin
Canal-street, in front of one of those
stores which, in flaming signs and picto-
rial handbills, offer to furnish “ Cheap
Shirts” to a benighted world., The
% Only original shirt store, en the cheap
system, tn the world ! was the startling
stnouncement which appeared in the
window, in big letters, revealed by the
dazzling gas-light. Aftera careful sur-
vey of the contents of the window, Har
ry resolved to enter and make a pur
chase j and enter he did, Better, much
better for Harry, had he locked at the
letter which Burke had held before his
eyes; hut s thousand times’ better for
him had hé never put a footin the Ca
nal-street shirt store.

CHAPTER XXVI

Harry entered the store, and as he
crossefl the threshold—beforé he had
time to sean the sharp festures of the
proprietor, who stood quietly leaning
over the glnss case on the counter—
there passed by him a young woman,
poorly dresscd, her face hidden by a
thick green veil. Her faded garments
brushed him, as he entered; and, ere he
could look around, she had passed through
the door and disappeared.

What was it about the young woman
which, even as her garments brushed
against him, filled him.,with a sudden
and inexplicable interest'? The gas-light
shone fully. upon her, but did not dis-
close her features—did Harry obtzin a
glimpse of her comntenance through the
thickly covered veil ?

“Qhirts, sir P smirked the bland pro-
prietor, who wasa little man, with sharp

sizes, patterns and prices—returned from
California, { presure, sir?”

“ Who was that young lady 7’ asked
Harry, keeping one cye upon the shirt
man, and the other upon the door,

“Don’t know her name—works for
me—just paid her off—pay well here,
gir, four shillings for two shirts—here
they nre—best quality—take a look at
them !”

Harry did not replﬁ to the gentleman,
but, turning ‘on his heel, left the store,
and anxiously gazed up and down Canal-
street.

He caught a glimpse of the snmmer

nose and gold apectacles.  * Shirts of all -
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bonnet which the young woman wore,
about a hundred yards away, in the di-
rectivn of the North River,” At onece
he hurried after her, determineg to track
fer footsteps and follow her fo her home,

Now, as Harry was a sound, honest
man, he could have had no improper in-
tentions in this pursuit, but was evi-
dently prompted by an  indefinable
impulse, or & wild delusion. Why need
we deseribe in detail thewild ehase which
she led him 7

She entered one of the réd cars which
run on West Ilroadwsy, Hudson-strect,
and the Eighth avenue ; Harry followed
her, but conld not get a scat near her.
She sat in an opposite eorner, out of the
light and in the shadow, her veil still
closely drawn over her face, 'The car
went on its way ; the conductor; a slim
person, filled with a due sense of the
awful responsibility of his situation,
bristled slong collecting fares, letting fat
gentlemen out, and nervous ladics in;
and now and then shaking up a drunken
man, who fell asleep and snored like a
trombone. The car went on its way up
I!udsomstreot. and into the remote re-
giong of the Eighth avenure, whore the
night is made musical by the combined
bark of & thousand dogs ; and still Harry,
very nervous and impatient, could not
obtain a sight of the unknown woman’s
face. *

At last the passengers were reduced
to two, Harry and the young woman,
whosat with closed veil and folded hands,
opposite him. . i

“I wonder if she never intends to get
ont, or if’ she is going on to the North
Pole ?” grumbled Harry to himself, when
the woman in the straw bonnef rose,

amount of rent from the needicst sort of
tenants.

By day this region rings with the
ceaseless thunder ¥ blasted rocks ;3 by
night, it alarms the distant Jersoy shore
with the rich, deep notes of an army of
dogs, whose numbers cannot pessibly be
told. Gazing over its -varied surfice,
from the heiglt of the reservoir, you
are stryck with the singular panorama
which it presents,  Bogus pulaces, truck
gardens, fine old country seats, perched
upon the rocks, wide streets that arc by
turns miracles of dnst gnd mud: it leoks
like the sketch of a city done very hasti-
Iy by an artist who is anxious to do his
work in the ieast possible timo.

It is from this region that, near the
break of day, emerge those mysterious
men who walk between the shafts of a
two-wheeled cart, a harnesspd dog on
either haid, and-a patient woman push-
ing in the rear. Mysterious men, whose
apparition startles belated downtowners
(unfamiliar with the uppf¥ region) and -
gives rise to the quervy—" Where in the
mischief do they live P?

Descending Irom the car, Harry fol-
lowed the unknown woman into a neigh-
boring grocery, whose lighted windows
looked quite cheerful in the surrounding
darkness, .

The grocery was one of those kept by
taciturn persons of Teutonic descent,
who speak strong (ferman, and very im-
perfect Enelish. never count the half cent
on the shilling in making change, and
sell everything—everythine-from a glass
of dubipus ardent s ’
worth of coal -
store, I

Th-
wit’

rang the bell, und, in a moment, hurried
from the car.

_Harry at once followed her, and found
himeelf in that peculiar region which-.
not sbove Seventicth-stredt, nor be’
Thirtieth; where it is, precisely
any one’s business,

It is & region extending fror
nue to the Hudson River, -
broken surfice old-fashior
seats vainly endeavor tor
position against flimsy
tures, of all sizes, from
barn, and built not so
to comfort or architect:
the purpose of extrac

or
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her “shopping” in the Teutonic gro-
oory |

A pound of coffee, a pound of sugar,
an- anoful - of firewood, & loal of bread,
these wers her purchases. O softly clad
and fashiorable dames! and yet per-
chance that poor zirl who gathered in
lier arms those sticks of firewood, had
blood as precious in her veins as that
which gives its glow to your owp. lovely
face !

Her purchases made, she—firewood,
coffee and sugar in.ler arme—left the
store without glancing at Harry. But
Harry, who felt an unusual emotion
about his heart as she passed him, fol-
lowed her from the store, and then along
a dark street which led to the Hudson
River, displaying on either hand, under
the dull, heavy night, » large proportion
of bullding lots to a very small number
of houses, Cy

Along this dreary street, where the
mud was rich and thick, and of the first
quality, Harryp Morgan followed the
young woman, who once or twice stop-
ped and looked back, as though conscious
that she was followed. Harry, however,
kept in the shadow, and cautiously lin-
gered in her footsteps.

At length she turned from the street
into an open field, from whose distant
extremity a fecble ray struggled from the
window of a mizserable tenement. Along
w footpath, soft with mud, and wind-
- ing among piles of timber and hroken
rocks, the young woman hurried rapidly,
until she came to the narrow door of
T which stood alone in

' ~ lingered for a
= disap-

* to

k

and disappeared into & second room, and
all was dark.

Certainly Harry’s heart thumped and
thumped again, as leaning agninst the
window-sill he waited for her reappenr-
ance.

After a pause she came apgain, and.
light in hand, kuelt before the stove
and proceeded tc make a fire. In doing
this, she lifted her veil and laid her bon-
net on & chair. The candle on the floor
ghone upward into her face.

“© my God!” was the ejaculation
which came from Harry’s heart as he

leaned against the window-sill, trembling -

in every limb as that face was revealed
to him.

CHAPTER XXVII

O uy God!” oried Harry, who at the
sight of thai face grew suddenly weak aq
a child ; “it's Margaret ! 'The wowan
who knelt before the stove, her face re-
vealed by the upcast light of the candle,
had seen twenty years of life. Her brown
hair relieved a pale countenance, lighted

by large hazel eyes, .There was great

loveliness and much suffering conjoined
in every line of that countenance—deep
suffering, that does not relicve itself in
tears or wild cjaculations, bnt seats
itself at the heart, and slowly gnaws the
life away.

Poor Margaret! when we eaw you
last, you were so blooming on lip and
cheek ; there was such joyousness in
your eyes—not a pulse of your young

bosom but swelled with the inspiration:

of hope and love---and now, so sorrow-
stricken and heart-broken, with the
fever of an irreparable calamity burning
in your large beautiful eves! It's a
world of change, Marparct—of sad, ter-

rible change-—of friendships that betray

“th a kiss—of loves that are bought and
7, like merchandize in the market-
—of hopes that are nourished
long years, and that ripen to
only to be gathered by the
ath—physical death, killing
r that unutterable moral

-sgifies the soul; a worl
%1 no ope in the dawn of
nanhood, seeing, as wiih
11 the way of the future,
1d have the courage $a

+ hour.

pede

ST

a

.
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Andif, since last we saw you, Margaret,
you have sinned ; if the pare blossom of
your virgin soul has been trampled into
the mire of temptation and crime, why,
God be merciful to you, and may you
rather be dealt with by lis justice than
by the tencrest mercy of man!
~ On the window-sill Harry leaned,
stricken ' into child-like weakness by
that sight.

- “And 8o Burke lied' to me,” he mut-
tered.  “ But he spoke so smooth and
fair, I counld’nt help believe him'! This
is livin’® on your means, is t27 A
half a dollar, a pound ¢’ sugar and coffee,
an’ & home like this! Such means and
guch livin’ ¥

Again Ilarry Iaid his face against the
window-pane, with a faint hope that it
might not be his Margaret whom he
gaw thus reduced to the lowest stage of
destitution—but no! His eyes did not
deceive bim. That pale woman, knecling

on the naked floor, was his Margarei—
his wife!

%But Il make it all right yet; for
every day of want that you have suffered,
you shall have a thousand of peace and
comfort, and

b1

Harry went from the window, put his
hand upen the door, and entered the
miserable room, pausing a short space
from the threehold, so that the capdle-
light lit up his sunburnt face.

Margaret raised her eyes with & nerv-
ous movément of surprise, and then her
eyes expanded, her face grew paler, and
with a wild scream she stretched forth
her arms. God help me! 1t is his
ghest!”  And fell forward upon her face
like a dead woman.

Henry knelt on the floor beside her,
and touk her to his bosom tenderly with
his toil-hardened hands, pushing her un-
loosened hair asidé from her face, and
more that once pressing his lips to her
cold forchead and colder lips. Al the
while the light which shone upward upon
his face showed every feature working,
spasm-like, as though the man could not
speak, to tell in words the. emotions
which swelled his chest.

«#J am back again, and rich—rich do
you hear me, Margaret 7 he said, again
and again, holding her in his arms, and
gazing upon her face with all the ten-
derness of a rude-loooking but kind-
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“Rich! rich! Not se rich as Astor,
but rich enough for both of us!?

Alas! brave Hawy! there are some
evils which gold, holy and beautitl as,
it is—gold, so devoutly worshipped cvery
where, cannot cure! |

It was & long time before her cheek
glowed with the color of life again; and
o long time even after e unclosed her
eycs; and saw his face and heard his
vuice, that she could realize that it wua
her husband who held her in bis.arms,
"“God help me! Harry, it iz you, in-
deed ' was her first exelamation, as she
surveyed that honest face, which was
changed, in some respect, but stil glowed
with old love for her. “I've thought
you ag dead so long—seen you dead
awake and in my dreams so long, that—"
| tears came to her relief and she bent her
head and wept upon his breast; wept, as
though every fibre of her Meart was
breaking, and put her arms couvulsively
about his neck, as if she were drowning
in some-dark river, and in his arms was
her only hope of life.

. Atlength she rose, and glancing rapidly
(with a singular look, which did not
escape Harry,) first at the door which
led out in the dark night, and then at
the door, which opened into the serond
room, she sat down and motioned Harry
to take a seat beside her. Ifer eyes
were downcast, and she picked at the
ends of her shawl in an absent way,

“ Why do 1 find you here, Margaret®
said Harry, “in such poverty %—" The
name of Stanley Burke, and the story
which Stanley had told bim, rose to hig .
lips ; but he thought he would not men-
tion either, until Margaret speke of her
cousin. * And mother, how is she 77

“Hush! She is very sick there,” and
Mzargaret pointed nervously to the door
of the next room. “8he is eleeping for
the first time in a long while. Do not
speak lond, Harry,”—how odd the cld
name sounded from her lips '—*do not -
speak loud? And a sHudder, like an
| ague-chill pervaded her framé.

% But why, Margaret, darling? Oh!
how often I’ve thought of you in the rain
and heat and cold, in the mines and on
the sea, and when they left me, as they
thought, dyin’ at the foot of the tree, I
saw your face snd heard your voice, even
in my fever. Oh! Margaret! you can

aearfed nurse soothing a sick child.

never know how dear to ree you've been !
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Why do I find you and mother in such a
imiserable place s this 77 '

. 8he looked up into his face, long and
" eageriy, as though the sight of it was life
to her. "It is & long story, Harry, and
to-night is not the time to tell it; and
so-morrow 1 will tell you all 1”

“But you must léave ‘this place to-
pight ; vou shall not sleep another night
under such 2 miserable roof.”

# You forzet that mother is very sick,
and cannot be moved ; to-morrow, Ilar-
ty, will be time enough.” .

And they talked together of the past
and future, Harry gazing earnestly upon
his wife, and she now looking up in his
face, and now casting that nervous glance
from onc deor to the other.

Ifow his heart rolled forth in his pic-
tures of the future! And how often,
after a yearning gaze im his face, she
would turn -her face away from the light,
as if to hide its sudden pallor, and the
quick, involuntary quivering of the lips.

# Leave me, Harry, to-night ;” she said
at last, “mother is very ill, and I am
worn with work and watching, To-
morrow I will tell you how we came to
live in this miserable place. ¥Yes” she
ga2id with a singular brightening of her
gaze—"to-morrow we will talk of our
future life 1?

And she rose from her chair, and Harry
rose, but, it was not, until he had taken
her once more to his bosom, pillowed
“her heafl upon his shoulder, and pressed
-upon her lips a kisa—we will not assert
decisively that there was only one kiss
—~which scemed to bear with it a whole
lifetime of hope and love, condensed into
# single moment, that Harry could be
indaced to think of leaving her. .

At Inst he stood ready to depart. “To-
morrow ! early to-tnorrow!” he said.
% To-morrdw ¥ echoed Margaret; and,
after another kiss, she watdhed the form
of Harry as he moved to the door—oh!
the strange, mad intensity of her gaze!

At the door, Harry paused and looked
back. Margaret stood like a statue in
the: centre of the room, and while her
fuce had grown paler, her eyes were all
“the brighter. .

“Harry ! the name came from her
Tips in & thick and broken voice, and she
bounded to his arms and hungethere,
sobbing and trembling on his breast.

Iips, and she wrung Harry’s hands within
her own as she followed him over the
threshold.

“ (toed-night! to-morrow, darling!”
She heard his voice, even after the shad-
ows of the night hgd taken his form from
her sight. And she stood in the door
way a long time, looking after him, as
though her gaze could pierce the dark-
ness round her.

As for Harry, he went oi his way,
muttering, “And now, Mr, Stanley
Burke, [ guess you and 1 will have a talk
together.® These trunks aint safe in your
clutches. By Jove!why did not I think
of mentionin’ the matter to Margaret 7
And with the thought of Stanley Burke’s
falseliood, and the consciousncss that
Margaret was still the Margaret of other
days, occupying his mind by turns, he
went on his way, But the words which
he uttered, as he thought, to the air
alone, were overheard by u listener whose
form ‘was hid by the shadows around the
path, o

Turping from the door, Margaret
closed it, and approached the light. A

face} pale enough before, was now livid
and ashy. She trembled in every Hmb,
As she took up the candle and went to-
wards the next room, you could see the
light shake and quiver, as if in sympa-
thy with the terror which pervaded her

gazed around it with a lock that was
pervous, wild, almost mad—a small
chamber, miserably furnished, with a bed
in one corner. <Ihere was no one there

rays of the candle. No meother there.
for, alas! the mother of Margaret had
 been in her grave two years,

Margaret advanced to’ the bed, and
held the light over the-patched coverlet,
and drew that coverlet pently from ihe
pillow. Upon that pillow rested a babe,
who, perchance, had seen three montha
of life ; and its rosy face was touched by
a smile as it slept all ealmly and gently
there.

of Margaret, as she fell. weeping on the
my God! why did I not tell him all #*

® -9, now,” she eaid, ¥ and to-morrow—

to-morrow ! The words died on her

sudden change had come over her.  Her

frame. She entered that room, and - " the falschood that Margarct snd her

the face of the mother did not meet the - had designs upon llarry and his well-

‘emotions that grapple there, it i8 not

4“0 my God! burst from the heart
pillow beside the child—her child! “Q
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

Ler ug leave DMargaret for a little
while, and return to Stanley Burke.

‘When that gentleman left ITarry in his
room, and went down the dark stairway,
théere was no light to reveal the pecnliar
expression of his'face ; but, a8 he passed
along Broadway, walking rapidly through
its crowd, his velyet-lined cloak dangiing
from one shoulder, and brought under
hig left arm, the pas-light shone fully
upon him, and in spite of the shadow of
his down-drawn hat, lit up his visage,
and showed the peculiar look in palpa-
bie hideousness.

The tightly compressed lips,.the small
eyes glittering beneath the knit brows,
the expanded nostrils, and broad, low
forehead, covered with sudden wrinkles,
all revealed the singular agitation which
now moved the man.

And now and then the gentloman
would smile—such a smile! Tt lit up
his high" cheek-bones into a flush, gave
n fiercer twinkle 'to his small eyes, and
showed his white teeth in ghastlier
whiteness—(Burke, like Dickens’ Car-
ker, had white tcetfl, but he was totally
a different man from Carker, and we
didn*t stenl the teeth from Dickens)—,
and even suffused his broad low, fore-
head with its sinister glow.

‘What was the man thinking about ?

Why had he inveigled Iarry Mergan
to his room ?

Why filled the honest mechanic with

mother lived in the house of which his
room was a part ?
Had he designs upon Harry, and if he

filled trunks, how did he intend to car-
ry them out?

Grave questions and full of meaning ;
but, a& we cannot look into the heart of
Stanley Burke, and note clearly the

posaible toanswer them. The truth is,
Stanley, having seen Harry and his
trunks safely lodged in his room, had
come forth to take the fresh air, and to
think,

It might have frightened you to- have
seen his thonghts, could they have talfen
Ealpable shape. And while he goes up

roadway. unconscious of the crowd
through which he passes, now scowling

¢n chain, and now drawing his cloak
cloger round him, let us take a glimpsa
at the real character of Stanley Burke,

He was a character. It is a great
mistake to suppose that there are no
savages but thoze who go naked and paint
their faces, and eat their slain. Broad-
cloth drapes many a savage, flercer and
more completely infernal than any that
ever sat down to a cannibal feast in the
wilds of Van Dieman's Land.

The externals of a gentleman, fine ap-
parel, the graces of education, may mask
the real nature of such a savage, bud
still, at heart, he is more remorselésa—
more completeiy defiant of all the ties -
which bind man to man and humanity
to God than his tatoovd brother of the
war-club and jungle. o ‘

Stanley Burke was a man of the world
in the intensest form.

To live well, to gratify all his appe-
tites, without one effort of honest work,
of hand or brain, and without coming *
within the reach of the iron hand of the
Jaw, was the religion of his life.

For years he had made money, and
much of it, in various ways, and always
kept up a good appeurance, and yet
| somehow, he was always in want of
money, To say that he was a gambler
would but poorly describe him,

All men of the world are gamblers, in
some sense or other—at faro, in stocks,
in trade, in their ‘'own reputation, or in
the reputation of other people—but the
mere gambler at cards is the smallest of|
his tribe ; he only injures and affects a
very silly and Hmited class.

. The man is dongerous whe, to the
character of 2 gambler—a lottery broker
of chance and huckster of destiny—adds
other qualities, which mask and orpa-
ment his real nature. Stanley Burke
was such a man,

For years he had lived well, appeared
Jn elegant plumage, kept the company of
that genteel class who, polluted with the
moral assassination of womanhood, are
yet received with the best society—but
where the means came from, was a secret
known only to a few. .

Stanley had gambled st faro and at .
bank-stock. He had lived by turms in
all the Jarge cities of the Union. Now,
ke was (or secmed to be} a cotton bro-
ker in New-Orleans; now, a fancy stock

and now smiling, now twirling his gold-

man in Wall-street; now, a planter i

A
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Charicston ; now, & commission merchan.t
in Cincinnati ; now, a gentleman of lei-
sure in Washington; but he always
made money, and was always in want of
m?llgyharl geen every phase of the savage
life, which is but poorly hidden by tire
. glittering tinsel-cloak of large city civili-
ration, and that life had taken possession
of him, and moulded him in every fibre.

It was this man whe now walked
Broadway-—thinking-—and Henry Mor-
gan and his well-filled "trunks were the
matters which eccupied hia thoughts.

- Thus oceupied he reached Union-square,
.and, pansing for a moement, locked up to
the leaden sky. :

“Jt may be a good plan’—he mut-

. tered, aa if speaking of some secret pur-
pose—*and it may not! Anyhow, the
opportunity is golden, and I must not
let it slip.  And I must decide upon it
-anyhow, before [ return to my room and
confront Morgan,”

And he smiled, and his small dark
eyes emitted g light that was not. pleas-
ant to look upon, as he——for the moment
forgetting his usual composed demeanor
—.paised his clenched hand to the dark-
ened sky. .

%o my room—the plan is good; o,
if it won't do, [ must and can find a bet:;
ter—to my room, and confront Morgan.’

He little decmed that Morgan was no
fonger ‘in his- room, but far away io a
far different apartment.

Return we to the miserable Home of
Margaret, where' she bends over her
babe, her tears moistening the pillow on
which it rests, -

“«My God!” was the ex¢lamation,
often repeated—wrung from a heart torn
by its agony—*“ My God! Why did I
pot tell him all

And, rising, she held the candle over
the face of the babe, and looked at it,
with a look most strange to see upon &
woman's {sce—remorseless hate and
" yearning love were in her straining eyes.

‘A part of her being—the blossom of her
life—it siumbered there, and yet il was
the external symbol of a fact, which, but
to think upon, made her.existence a hell.
©»  Sad mother! Innocent child! There
is a blot upon your life, mother, which
cannot be washed away—a future before
ou, child, that has no ray of hope upon

Margaret went into the mext room,
placed the cundle on the table, and sat
down in the chair, where Harry had
Iately sat, and folding her hands-on her
knees—her foot moving nervously all the
while—gazed at the blank wall with
great glaring eyed. But she did not sce
the wall—the word ¥ to-morrow ! seem-
ed painted on the air, even as it was
stamped upon her brain— to-morrow!”
She saw, or seemed to see, this word
quivering thers in letters of five; and it
held her gaze, or if she turned her eyes
away, it was still before her.
“To-morrow !  How shall T meet
him ! How shall 1 tell him all! How
tell him that the woman hé loves—his
wife—who promised to be true to him
while living and to his memory when
dead—who, to-night, saw him start up
as if from the prave, and hang upon his
breast as in other days-~that she is—"
Tler lips could not speak the word,
but she put both hands over her eyes at
the very thought.
And the light of the candle fell upon
the barc department, and upon the wo-
man, who sat trembling there, the very
embediment of hopeless misery.
All at once the door opens, and a form
appears on the threshold. It is Harry
come back ! Marparet starts up at the
thought ; but, when she sees the face of
the intruder, sits down again, and
cronches against the wall, a8 though he
were some savage animal.
“ Well, wife ! you see I've come!”
Tt was Mr. Stanley Burke who spoke.
“Wife !” she echged, and crouched
closer to the wall, “Yesterday I found
yon out, and told you I'd come to ses
you to-night,” continued the pentieman,
dropping inte a chair. ¥ D——mn the
place, how cold it is!” and he drew his
velvet-lined cloak closer around hig
shoulders. ¥ You don't seem glad to sea
me? Here's a sweet, dear huzzy of a
wile, who runs away from a husband,
hides herself frowm him for six mouths or
more, and when he finds her out and
comes o see her, meets him with tne
look of an enraged cat that would like to
bite, but—is afraid!” ' .
hiargaret made no roply, but crouching
closer to the wall looked at him over
her shoulder; her eyes alone seemed
living in her face.

its darkened brow.

Don’t be surprised at Stanley’s rough

‘malke lurid their pages; for she was
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languare. The man who can bow the
lowest on Broadway, and show his teeth
in the blandest manner, is very often
the same man who, within four walls,
insults, taunts—sometimes beats—a de-
fenceless woman.

Do not believe all that you see in
Broadway, or at the opera, or at a pleas-
ant soctal party ; behind all these, there
is a dark background of homes whose
secrets would appall you, whose miseries
would strike you dunb.

% There we were, the very models of
perfection,” continued Stanley, shutting
on¢ eye, as he pazed upon her with an
insolent leer, “ man and wife in our two
reoms ; how we loved chch other! As
if our happincss was not complete, a
pledge of our love, (that, I belicve, is the
true novel style.} was about to appear,
when you must run away and hide, and
Plunge yoursclf ap to the neck in misery
snd shirt-making. Ilowis shirt-making,
pet ’?’7 ] ! -

No reply from Margaret. Crouching
even closer to the wall, her face turned
over her shoulder, she looked at him
with that corpse-like face and those great
glaring -eyea.

#1f you don’t like me, why did you
marry me?” he suid, as insolently as you
ean imagine a smoothly-dressed bLrutal
man to speak. Without changing her
position, Margarst replied. She did not
start, and call down thunders, and burst
into those torrents of epithets and adjec-
tives with which some¢ lady-novelists

not the kind-of woman you find in some
gpecimens of lady-literature, but a real
wormnan ! mucl tried, deeply suffering—
may be, somewhat fallen—but still a
woman and not a ternado in petticoats.

Margaret replied in a low voice, so low
that it scarcely rose above a whisper.
“T was upon a sick bed.  Mother was
dead, and the expenses of her funeral ex-
hausted all my store of mipney. I was
sick, and friendless, and peénniless.”

“Did the thought of that dead lover
of yours make you sick 7 brutally inter-
rupted Stanley.

But, without changing her position, or
noticing his remark, Margaret went on.
k You appeared.  You were kind to me.
¥ou know I wouldn’t say it, if it wasn’t
true, but you were kind to me. You

narse to watch over me while T wag
wild with fever. T thought you did all
this because we were cousins; I did'mt
know when & man like you treats a wo-
man kindly he always does it with a
purpose ; he is kind, that he may pollute,
betray, and-—setl !

¥Well! why did you marry me?'
again interrupted Stanley, with a wicked
light in his eye. :

“1 reenvered, and was grateful. Need
I tell you how the thousand attentions
with whieh you surrounded me deceived
me a8 to your real character.”

“Yes, 1 remember,” and Stenley laugh-
ed. “T used to sit by you praising your
dead lover, the defunct carpenter. I'sa
sure way to touch a woman’s heart.”

She went on,  “ Alone in the world—
friendless—all that I luved in the grave
—in an evil hour, telling you that I
conld not give you love, simply esteem
I consented ‘to become your wife. 1
might find a thousand excuses for this—
might say that long-indulged grief and
sickness had weakened. my will and
dimmed my perception—but [ make no
excuse. T marricd you., There is no
excuse for me. And I bear the suffering
which that marriege has cost me as my
just due. The truth is, that I eannot
sufler too much for 1t.”

Her eyes dropped ; a single tear rolled
down her colorless cheek, And she
shuddered as she had shuddered every
time Burke alluded to her lover, Harry
Morgan,

“ Why did you run away from me P
asked Stanley, the same devil's look in
hie eye. -

She locked at him as though he were
a reptile which she did not kuow wheth-
er to despise most or fear, and her pale
face grew scarlet.  “ Don’t agk me, Stan-
ley. You know why I left you. And
you know that rather than be near you
or have you in my sight for an hour, i
would—F would—” She had no word
to express the loathing which flashed
from her eyes. Stanley, whose faco
during this strange interview was unu-
sually flushed—whose eve shone with

L even an unusual wickedness—replied:

“ Well, pet! like me or not, you must
live with me. The law you know gives
a husband a very decided power over an
unruly wife. You must live with me.

supplied me with money, procured a

You cannot hide yourself where I wont
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find you, And to-morrow 1'll come-to
bring you from this wretched place to a
yery comfortable home. Youll thipk
better of it, darling.” "And he rose,
drawing the wvelvet-lined cloak closer
about him, and advanced a step toward
her. There was a certain wildness in
his menner which she had never seen be-
fore. .
O how she lgnged to say a word which
" wonld humble ¥l his schemes into dust?
“Harry lives! I am not your wife, even
if I never ca be wife to him! You have
no puwer over me in law I”

The words were on her lips, but she
1id not utter them. -

“How's the baby, Maggy, dear!” and
ke advanced a step nearer. , “Think of
it! It was only yesterday that T first
beheld the face of my only child! And¥
—rapidly advaneing, he seized her in his
armg, and put his kiss upon her lips, cre
she had the most remote idea of his in-
tentions. Struggling in his embrace, a8

w+though his very touch wuas pestilence,

" she tried to avoid his kisses, by burying
her head upon hié hated bosom, but his
strong arm held her in a elutch that was
like that of death to the pale, guivering
woman.

“Here’s an affectionate wife” he
laughed, and released her. She sank
into the chair, pale and panting for
breath, her hair (locsened in the strug-
gle)} streaming over her shoulders,

Then with a - laugh, and a look of
taunting insolence, he gaid,—* To-mor-
row, pet ! you remember! To-morrow !
and showing his white teeth he moved to
the door. “To-morrow I will come and
bring you. Good-night, pet I he laugh-
ed again, opened the door, and was gone,

:She breathed freer, like one suddenly
taken from a plaguc-infected room into
spen air. )

2o-morrow ! ¥ she echeed; “litile
does he know of to-morrow !

As she spoke, her eye was attracted
by something on the floor. It glittered
in the light, She took it up—it was &
gold ghain—and had fallen from the neck
of Stanley in the late strugple. It was
not the gold chain he usually wore, but
a gold chain curiously formed of pure ore ;
the chain which she had seen glitterin
not an hour before arcund the neck o
Harry Morgan.

it which seemed to paralyze Margaret in
every limb, and deprive her for the mo-
ment of the power of speech, Her eyes
were riveted to the chain,and she re-
miembered that, even as Stanley held her
in his arms, there was a livid Lruise
upon his right hand. '

CHAPTER XXIX.

We left Margaret, gazing in dumb
horror upon the gold chain, which was
curiously fashioned of links of pure ove.
It was late on the next alterncon that
Stanley Burke, picking his way amid t
rocks and timbers which obstructed th
winding path, again stood before the
door of her miserable home. )
As Stanley came along, with an even
stride, and cloak drawn gracefully over
bis shoulder, yon might see thut he,was
dressed with hig usual niceiy; his hat
wag of the glossiest, his shirt-collar of
the whitest, and he stepped carefully
along the miry path, to avoid soiling his
wéll-polished boots with mud. A well-
dreszed, gedtleman taking a walk in the
rural districts to collect his rents, or to
take a inouthful of fresh air, was (or
secemed to be) Mr. Stanley Durke.

He smiled often, revealing his ivory
teeth, and yet his face was a little hag-
gard, his eves feverish in their restless
twinkle, as theugh he had not slept well
on the brevious night.

At the door, of Margaret’s miserable
home he pansed and looked around.

A November sun, shining over a bank

up in the west, over the Iludson heights
—crowneéd with farm-house or country

gave its light to a checrless, wintry
scene, in the midst of which the Hudsen
rolled and glittered with a broad belt of
sunshine on its waves.

Stanley’s eye was not much taken by
the grand, sullen heauty of the scene; it
simply traversed the space between him
and the river—an open space, broken
with recks, bounded on the north by a
deserted country-geat, and on the south
by g cluster of leafless trees, which rose
bare and bleak againat the river and the
sky. Stanley’s glance was quick, search-
ing and mervous, a8 his eye traversed
this space, but no spoken word betrayed

There was gomething in the sight of

the real nature of his thoughts.

“

" mext room, and pushed open the closed

"over the rocks, you may notice that his

of dreary, leaden clonds, that were piled .

geat, appearing among Jleafless treed——-
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“Well, and now for my pet 1”

. e pushed open the door, and entered
the bleak room, over whose naked. Hoor
the declining sunshine redly fell.
An oath burst from his lips. The
room, at all times bare enough, was now
without stoye, 'table, chair or furnitire
of any kind, Stanley hurried finto the

shutters. * The bed had disappeared ; it
was completely stripped of the miserable
furniture which it had held yesterday.

“ Escaped, by P eried Stanley
Burke; and. then followed a torrent of
curtes ; and then Stanley stood silent in
the centre of  the room, buried in
thought. :

Where had Margaret gone ?

Could Harry Morgan have taken her
from this miserable place? ~

It was after a long pause that Stanley
walked eautiously up and down the de-
serted rooms, carefully peeringinto every
nook and corner.

“1t is not here,” he said at length,
“1 must have. dropped it in some other
place.”  Aund presently went slowly
from the house,

You may watch him as.he goes ; and,
as his shadow is thrown long and black

head is’turned over his shoulder toward
the river, until he is out of sight.

The next three were busy weeks with
Mr. Burke. .

He searched for Margaret in evemy
nook and corner of New-York, and of
the adficent cities, bat in vain.

By fortunate speculation, he came
into possession of a considerable sum of
myney ; paid off some debts; removed
from his single apartment to an elegant-
ly furnished mansion farther up town;
appeared often in Wall-street, seeming
like 2 man possessed in every fibre with
the insatiate devil of stock epeculation;
and once or twice gave “splendid” even-
ing parties to a select number of friends
at his new residence.

Could he have discovered Margaret’s
retreat, he conld have been quite at ense,]

And as to Harry Morgan, Where was
Harry Morgan 7 Stanley never met fim
in his walks. But New-York is o larpe
city, and you can easily lose sight of a
man there. :

Of course, while the three weeks pass-
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murders, suicides, robberies, coroner's
lnquests, of which Stanley, engaged in
business or pleasure, could take no cog-
nizance. .

He bad scarcely time to read the pa
pers. . )

There wag an item whieh caught his
eye as he sat one evening in a cushioned
chair of the very saloon in which he had
first met Harry Morgan; an item which
appearpd in the closely printed columns
of a western paper. And while the bar- -
ber (one of those gentlemen who speak
imperfeet English and wear white
aprons)} was oiling his hair and whisker: .
Stanley read: N

“ Among the victima of this explosion (the para
griph treated of.a steanthoat explosion on the Ohur
River) was one whose cose pxcites universal rym-
pathy. A young woman dressed in deey mourning,
and bea'ring her babe in her arma, was driven by thu
fames into the river, and notwithetanding the ef-
forta of a gnllaut Kentockizn to eave her, was
drowned. Her b dy flusted ashore, with the dend
bube still clulched in the dead mother's arms.
From some letters which were found about her pere
6om, it appears that lier name was Margaret Burke, -
or Margarct Dunbar; and that, at the time of tha
accident, she was on her way frop New-¥ork to-8¢,

Louis.”

Stanley wasa man of iron nerves, but
the paper dropped from his hand. ile
rose hastily from the chair, and went
Inte a part of the galoon where the gas-
light did not shine so brightly. As le
stood arranging his cravat before a mir-
ror, he was startled by the sudden pal
lor of his face. L,
#D--n her, she's gone, anyhow ! But
what was she doing west? What put
it into her head to go to St. Louis 7
Hastily assuming his hat and cloak, he
left the zaloon, and harried homeward,
muttering oftentime,~* Well ! she is out
of the way, anyhow [

A few days after. this, Stanley pave a-
supper to o few select friends, whom he
assembled in & cozy back room of hus
new residence,

Supper being over, and the cloth re-
moved, the wine was brought “in, and
from his place at the head of the board
Stanley gazed over the faces of his
guests, who numhered nine in all.

Therd was o merchant and a Inwyer
both staid in aspect, three gentlemen
leisnre, dressed in the last agony of fasI%
ion, who had known Stauley for year
and had been with him perchance in
many f. nice enterprise; two real-estate
men, from whom he had lstely purchas-

od away, many things taok

aand, id them cush; aud
A A . .

A )
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three other persons, well dressed, and
having a rich flavor of Wall-street in
" every word and action. o
" Youcan see nine such men at any time,
in Broadway, and it is not worth while
to describe them in detail. The room
in which they were seated was a pleasant
place, warteed by a bright coal fire; just
the place for nine wen, who feel comtort-
able, to chat quictly and enjoy their
champagne, - .
oK \\If)cﬁ, gentlemen,” said Stanley, fill-
ing his glass—a solitary servant stood
near his shoulder—* As I am ‘telling you,
1 cprltemplate a southern trip. My es-
mf"gs in Charleston, {into which, as T
have told you, I have ]nte]{ come by the
death of my uncle,) need looking after.
Possibly, 1 may go as far south as New-
Qrleans—"

“ Well! here’s snccess to you where-
ever yon go ! inteérrupted one of the
gentlemen of leisure, and. drained his
glass, the rest of the company chorusing
the sentiment.

% And when T come back”—continued
Stanley, holding & brimming glass of
champagne before his eyes—* And when
1 come back ——* :

His sentence was broken by the abrupt
opening of the door. -And to the great
astonishment of the company a lady en-
tered—a lady very pale in face and clad
in black, as if in mourning for a dead
husband. The sight, which simply as-
tonished the company; paralyzed Stanley
Burke. )

“«By —!'my wife!’ he ejaculated,
and made a movement &s if about to rise
from hig chair, but fell back again. And
a silence like death prevailed as the lady
sdvanced, and, resting her hand upon the
back of & chair, stood like a ghost, in her
dark apparel and pale face, in the centre
of that festival scene.

“T wish to speak with you—alone, Mr.:

Burke ! said the lady in a low voice.
And as she spoke, over the dark dress
which she wore—upon her bosom, whese
pbeavings were perceptible-—a gold chain,
Mrriously fashioned, of the pure ore, glit-
Bred in the light. Stanley’s gaze: was
Mveted to that chain. But he made a
Qesperate cffort to recover his compo-

ture, o
% My wife, Mrs, Burke, géntlemen,” he
said, rising from his chair, and scarcely

lips. %My wife, Mrs. Burke, gentlemen
— and his face was white and scartei
by turns. o .
The lady, without changing her posi
tion, said in a calm, even voice, * Mr,
Burke, 1 wish to speak with you alone,”
and the gold chain, as she spoke, glitter-
ed into light with every throb of her
bosom. '

In a confused way, Stanley begged tie.
gentlemen t6 excuse him frra few mo-
ments ; and then followed the lady from
the supper room down stairs intothe par-
tor, where a solitary lamp was burning.
It was not until he stood in that parlor,
whose glaring furniture, rich carpet, mas-
sive mirrors, Juxurious sofus—all had a
gloomy look in the dim light—that Stan-
ley could recover even a portion of his
usual presence of mind.

dead—dead with her dead babe still
clutehed in her arms—now stood before
him, living, yet still looking very much
like a dead woman. Her black dress
made her face scem even more unnatu-
rally pale, and her eyes shone- with a
steady, clear, yet feverish light. 1t was
Margaret, but she was indced sadlly
changed. ‘

S?l%edid not take a seat, but confront-
ed Stanley, who, for once in his life ter-
ribly agitated, could not take his gaze
from her face. _—

“1 thought you were dead !’ ~—hesi-

the papers—" .

“The papers told only a parfof the
truth,” replied Margaret. * Agyod see,
I am not dead, but living. 1 Tiive just
arrived from the West.- I wish to say a
few words to yon. The papers, as you
know, tell a preat many falschoods, but
sometimes tell hard truths, although in
a mysterious shape. Now, can you tell
me, what truth there is in this para-
graph 7

And she placed in Stanley’s hands a
newspaper whick contained the para
graph with ‘which we commenced this
sketch, and which we now quote again: -

i know
m:n?zl:lttei:g?{ d‘i!:::::c"lm nfI 2]001}:;?:’;. (::n:?o::d ﬂu:
ing in the North River, Pier No. ~. His Lai was
dark, and he appeared to be about thirty yeara ot
age. There was no mark upon him to indicate that
he came to hiadeath by violence, save, indeed, an

abresion of the skin on the right temple, evidently
the resuit of aontact with rome object floating in

aware of the words which fell from his

the rivar. Thegcorpper inve-tlgated the mattos

Margaret, whom he had thought of ag -

* was pale, but the malignity of the mas-

-yet nearer to the enraged but shrinking

Jollowed his victim, when that victim,
tated Stanley. “The.fact is, I saw it in
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thoreughly ; and the jury returned s verdict that
the body of the upkoown kad been tirown ivto the
Hver by resurroctionists, It waa, after the inquoat,
properly interved in Potter's Field.”

Stanley took the ‘paper, glanced over
the paragraph—his hand shook a little—
but all at once his gaze recovered its
usual stendiness, .

“Well, Madam ! what of this ? he
said, quité calinly, handing back the pa-
per with o gleam of the old wickedness
In his look. “That paragraph may be
true, or may not be true. I know noth-
ing about it.”

Margaret with her eyes fixed on him,
replied, “ But the dead man of whom the
paragraph speaks—de you know any-
thing about him? The ‘ abrasion of the
skin on the right temple * nof the result,
of contact with some object floating in
the river, but the result of a blow from
& slung-shot or loaded cane wiclded by
anaseassn’s hand—do you know any thing
about that 2

As she spoke Margaret advanced, and
Stanley fell back a single step. Stanley

ter fiend burped in his eyes. Ilis hand

was clenched ; he grated his teeth,
“And?” said Margaret, as, with that

pale face and lifted finger, she advanced

man—* And do you know anything about
the asgagsin himself~~the assassin who

mistaking his way in the darkness, wan-
dered towards the river, followed him
even to the water’s edge, and in the dark
crept close to him, and without warning
struck him one strong and fatal blow 7-—
the assassin who, when he found his vie-
tim dead at his feet, rifled him of every-
thing that was valuable, made his clothes
into a bundle, to which he attached a
heavy stone, and then flung clothes and
corpse into the river 7

Stanley retreated another step, but
did not reply; his clenched hands and
eyes, lit with infernal light, looked as,
thotgh he was about to spring upon and
throttle the woman before him.

“The agsassin who, with the atmo-
sphere of murder all ahout kim, and the
livid mark which the murdered man, in
one brief struggle for his Tife, had print-

chain which he had rifled from the dead,
This”—her cyes flashed, and she lifted
the chain which hung upon her breast.
“ This gold chain! Do you know any-
thing of this, assassin?  Or do you know
anything. of & poor laboring man who
chanced to be wandering on the river
shore at the fatal hour ; who came upox
the murderer as he was engaged in rifling
the dead ; who, even in the dim hght of
that autumn night, saw the body bLurled
into the river, himself all the while very
nesr, but unperceived—and who silently
traced the murderer to my home; and
then, through the city, to the murderer’s
own residence, where be charged him
with the crime, and was, by 1 large sum
of gold, induced to swear that, on the
morrow, he would leave New-York for
ever? Do you know anything of this
witness, sir I .

The rage which had convulsed Stanley
Burke for the last five minutes now
broke forth il words., A man of greater
muscular powgr, he now advanced upon
her with clenched hands, and his emall
eyes flashing, and expanding in their
sockgts.

“ %ou are not & woman, but a devil?”
he sald in a low voice. “You have seen
this man—this Hoflman—but DIl yet
foil you~—even if I have to ——7 Hig
look alone completed the sentence. There
 was murder in his eyes. He sprang up-
on the brave, pale woman, with ail the
ferocity of his brutal nature—but a
strong arm intervened, and & form as
muscular as his own, was suddenly intern
poged between him and Margaret.
“Itook your meney, but there was
blood upon it, and as soon as a few little
matters are sottled, you can have it back,
Don’t strike that gal ! You struck a man
once, not long azo, behind his back-——
strike me to the face, now,; if you
dare ! '

It was a rough but manly face, and
the speaker was the “ poor laboring
man,” of whom Margaret had spoken
rudely clad in work-day a

with o muscuiar frame, handg b

and knotted by labor, and s%:

face, overspreag with wrinklesthe re
spllt. not of time, but of hard work, At

ed on his hand, came to the home of his
cictini’s w;_‘\]b, and dared to pollute her
with bis kiss, and, as she strupgled in
his grasp, dropped on the floor & golds

of him, Stanley staggered back g
is surprice, suflered theee words
him: *1 thought you were in

in the West~—anywhere but
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in New-York! How came you back?
You swore to me —"

But Margaret, leaning her hand on the
srm of Hofftman, now spoke. © When I
fled from my miserable home, I sought
refuge with a poor woman in the neigh-
borhood. Mer hnsband had left that

morn‘ng for the West. And it was from | .

this woman that I wrung the secret of
the husband’s departure, which he had
told her the moment before he left, torn
as he was by conflicting emotiops, I
need not tell you that she was the wife
of this witness ; nor relate how, with
my child in my arms, and with means
derived from the sale of a portion of this
gold chain, I followed him—found him,
and induced him to return. And now, 1
am here; my only purpose—she spoke
with a changing countenance and violent
effort—* to consign to justice the man
who s at the same time the murderer
of my husband and the father of my
ohild.”

The strong excitement which had up-

held Margaret for the last half hour now
broke down sl at once, and overcome by
the violence of her emotions—gayg her
anguish—she dropped immediawif to
the floor.
" Hoffman, the rude working man, caught
her up a.n% bore her to the sofs, and in
that moment Stanley Burke hurried to
the door, opened it, and closed it, cross-
#d the threshold, and locked the door
after him. Then seizing his hat and
clonk, which hutig upon a rack in the
hall, he—with & face corrugated and
‘Iivid with despeir—went with an uneven
#tep from the house, purchased with his
ill-zot gold, into the cold, bleak wintry
_night, What emotions filled the breast ;
what purposes thronged the brain of this
bmh desperate man, as he thus hurried
forth, no mortal man can ever certainly
know.

Had he given up the battle as lost, ir-
revocably lost, or wag there yet some
new game o be played, some new crime
to be coy ittedz in order to patch up

4¢ record of the past? Or had

) of the strong, bad, cunning

man, bewildered by the apparitions

which had started up suddenly on his
path ?

No pen can picture, no morial calk
know, the théughts of this may
he weat forth ghre Seta the ni

Meanwhile, his guests up stairs much
wonderad at his long absence.

% Strange ! cried one. *0dd!” an-
other. “Queer! a third, And-then
they drank, and there was a long pause
followed by another chorus of ejacula-
tions, and another round of champagne.
¢« Strange ! odd ! queer !’ but still the
host did not return. The guests waited
for him deep into the night, and sacri-
ficed themselves in the effort to exhaust
his champagne ; and at last, very much
exhausted, and in some degree drunk—
noStanley Burkeappearing—they hurried
on their eloaks and ovgrcoats, and went
on their various ways surlily home.

Meanwhile, what of Margaret 7 Awale
ing from her swoon, and discovering that
Burke had indeed left the house, she
took, the arm of Hoffinan, and went with
him to the humble home of himself and
wife ; and fevered and sleepless upon &
miserable bed—her child, which was also
Stanley’s child, sleeping beside her—this
woman, the real owner of Ifenry Mor-
gan’s wealth—of Stanley Burke’s grand
house—muttered in her ~'half-delirious
dreams the words “ tg-morrow ! to-mor-
row !”

The night passed on, and passed away,
and yet Stanly Burke had not returned
to his mansion. But a morning. paper
had this brief item:

s Af & late hour laet night, a person respectably
drossed. in attempting to spring upon one of the

. Jeraey City forry-boats, just as it waa leaving the

bridge, missed the boat and fell into the river. Tha
nighit was dark and stormy, and the eforts made to
save him were unavajling. He was uet reseged
from the waves until the **gpark of Iife had fled.”
Hia body was talkien charge of by coroner -~
We wete not able to obtaio the name of the unfor.
tunate mhn. He was dreaged in black, and wore a
Spanish cirak, lined with velvet; and a gold watch
and diamond pin, together with a pecket-book, con-
taiglng brnk-notes and gold to the amount of $300,
were ﬁyund upen his person. The bedy will ne
doubt to;day he recognized aid handed ovor to his
friends.’

And that was tae last of Stanly Burke.

'For it was Stanley Burke who, by ac-
ctdent or with the idea of selfmurder,
had met his death in the river which
only 2 month before had received the
body of his victim.

Here our sketch- comes to a close.

Who buried the unfortunate man !
who came into possession of his estate
(in reality the estate of Morgan) what

al became of Margaret ? are matiers upon

which it is not well to gpeak plainly, as
he most important eyents which are der

v

'MARGARET DUNBAR

tailed 1 this narcative 2 e of recent oc-
curreonce. '
. =Un somg sunny day when Broadwa,
is thronged with & current of fashim?
youth and beauty, (and, for that matter,
rags, old age and ugliness too,) when the
sky iwfull of epring, and the spire of old
Trinity tises clearly into the cloudlesd
blue, you may note among the crowd of
8 a woman who ig dressed in mourn-

ing ; that face, framed in a dark bonnet,

73

wears yet upon its colorless chee
in its large feverish eyes, some tmg‘ea“;g
early loveliness, but it is stamped with
the inevitable prophecy of a death by
consumption, of a broken heart, of an
untimely grave,
Alag —wounld we might conclude with
:g_med wordg of goﬁs chieer ! but the truth
ords us only this—Alas! Mar.
garet Dunbariy R
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The Art of Conversation, With remacks
on Fushivnl and Addrvss, By Mua, Maspa-
LY. 'I'his ia the best book on the subject
cver published. Is cantains nothing thatis
verbose or ditficult to nunderetand, but all ihe
instructions end rules for Conversation are
given ia a piain ond common-sense manner,
40 ihat any one, however dull, can easily
comprehend tliem. G pages octave, large.
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Anecdotes of Love, Being atrueaccount

of the most yemarkable ovents conneeted
with the Nistory of Love in all Ages and
smong all Nations. DBy Lora MonTez,
Countesss of Landsfeldt. Large 12mo, cloth.
‘These romantic nnd surprismg anecdotes
really contuin all of the most tragic and
comic events connected with the history of
the tender passipn among all Nations and in
all Ages of the World,  Prico.......g1L 23

Lady Audley’s Secret, Dy Miss M. E.
Huappox. This novel has ciused an jm-
mense excitement in London, end will have
an enormous sale kere. Yhe Xnglish presa
proncunca it to be far superior to ** Tir Wo-
MaN 1IN Wnre,** % East Lyxwg,” or any of
"she celebrated novels that have made their
gppearance in the biterary world for the past
fwo or three years, and the fuvere it has
created threatend to make Jor it a sale even
ater than Vicler Hugo’s Les Miserables.
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L8 17 70 cts.

Darvell Tham: or, The Captain of the

Mar! ; ’
Fuiture. A Novel. Dy Miss 3L K. Brappoy,
suthor of < Lady Audloy’s Bouret,™ “Aurora
Fayd,” *.John Marchmont's Legacy,' ¢ "Tha
y Lisle,” cte. 'Fhig i3 another novel by

the author of ¢ Lady Audley's ; " who
is now being reud, {nlked abpubk ud-
mired more than any writer of fiet: the

day. Paper. Iricc.... ... B0 cls.
Cloth wouniviiivcns pmre el T B Cta

The Lady Lisle. A Novel. Bytheauthor
of # Liady Audley’s Becret,”” **Aurora Fioyd,"
ete, It1son animated, interesting, well con-
ptruected novel, writtom in a pleasant, fowing
style, that contributes largely to hold the at-
tention which the ingenuity of its plot
awakend. Paper. Price c..........50 ots.
L) 2 75 cta.

East I, @&} or, The Earl's Daughter, By
Mrs. kLukExy Woop, Largooctavo.
Baper. Frice ... ---B0 cta.
Cloth +.-T5 ots.

1 This is n tale of remarkable power.r It
displays a force of description and o dramatic
completedness which has seldom been sur-
passed, The intercst of the narrative inten-
gifios itseif to the dpepest pathos, Theclosing
scene is in the highest degree tragic, and the
whoto story exhibits unguostionuble genius
a nd originality.”—ZLondon Daily News.

Barney O’Rierdon; or, The Advenfures of
a Eashful Irishman. Wo nced hardly esy
that thia entertaining snd yery humorous
work i3 from the versatile pen of Samuel
Lover, Esq., whoss expressions in describing
the scenes and heroes of his fancy huve
eracked mnny a side, and convulsed many a
countenanco with laughter. Prico..R5 cis.

Legends and Storjes of Ireland; or,
The Adventures of Puaddy Mullowney. Mr.
Lover has here produced his best work of
fiction, which will survivs when half#
Irish sketches with which the literary world
teems, nre forgotten. Prico........ 20 ot

BF Any Book on this List will be sent to an;

of Posiage. Hend Gash Orders to

NMirs. Ha.hiburton’s Troubles, A Novels
By Mrs. Huxury Woobn, auther of ¢ Kast
Lynne,” ete. Yaper ¢oversn. vanu-. 30 cias
Cloth woeruns veeenann ciimieccaeene 75 cts.

#This is one of the best novels published
for a season. The plot is intevesting, intri-
cate, and well carricd out; iho characters
are life«like, and the writing simple- and

‘- maturat. There is mothing forced, nothing
disjointed or unfinished aboeud if; mo dise
crepancies in the story.”’

Gervase Castonel ; or, The Stz Grey Pow-
ders, By tha puthor of “East Lynno; or,
‘U'he Burl's Danghter.” Large octavo,

Prico covecianciin i cranin ceee R0 €8
8o {ull of incidents, so exciting in cvery
Eage, 80 -admirably written, that one hurdly
now3 how to go to bed without reading tha
last puge.'

The Heir to Ashley. Iy the author of
* Eust ILynne; or, The Eari's Daughter.”*
Largo octave. Price....._......_..50 cts.

Castle Wafer; or, The Plain Cold Ring.
By the author of **Iust Lynne; or, The
Tarl’s Daughter,” Largo octavo,

Frico ceceececocecceeannn. P

Barren Honour, A Novel. DBy theanthor
of “Uuy lavingston,”” Ihe Sword and
Gown,” cte. Largo octavo. Price--5O ctsa

#This is a tale of remarkable power. If
displays n forco of description, and a dra-
matie completedness, we have seldom seen
surpnssed. Wo all remember how the first
work of this nuthor-—*Guy Iivingston'—
fell upon the reading public like & Lemb-
shoil, and was a complete success. * Burrom
lonour' will eusiain his well-earnoed repu-
tation.”—ZLondun Cbserver.

Rory O'More. A Romance. Ty Sawvey
Lover, This work i3 illustrated, nnd con.
tains 230 octavo pages. All are fumiliar with
the fun, humor, and wit, which are to be
found in every line of this national romance,
B 1 PPN . | § 3 £

Handy Andy. A Novel, By Sauven Loven,
andy Analy speaks for itself to thie hearts
of all gay, jolly, and mirth-oving foiks. It
will, we bave no doubé, be a fuvorite with
the public. Price 50 cta.

Treasure Trove) or, Accounts wilh Irish

Hedrs: £ s.d. Largo octavo, One ot Lover's
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Cyrilla. A Novel, By the author of “ At
Udds,” *Quits,’’ * The lnitials,”’ ete. Ou=
tavo, paper. Friea oo ooeoooo. .50 oti.

‘ Fontaine’s GoldenWheel Dream-Book

and Fortune-Teller, By Frerix Fon-
TALNF, Fortune-Teller and Astroleger. Teing
tho most complete book on Fertune-Telling
and Intorpreting Dreams ever printed.  Eachy
Dhveam has the Locky Numben which the
Dream signifies attached to it, and those who
wish to purchase Lottery Tickets will do welk
to consult them. This boolk also informs you
hew to Treil FortTunry with the Golden
Wheel, Cards, Dice and Doeminoes; how to
find where'to diz for water, conl and a1l Linds
of metals, with tho celebrated Divinixae Hop ;
Charms to make your Bweetheurs love you,
to make your Lover pop the guestion; to-
gether with Twenty Ways of Tolling For-
funea on New Year’s Eve. This book con-
tains 144 pages, and is bound in pastekoard
mides with cloth bacle. It is illustrated with
numerous engravings.  This hook also con-
‘taina a large Colored Lithographic Engriv
ing of the Golden Y heel, which folds up. 1f
is the cheapest on our lists | y 30 cotis,
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