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PREFACE.

SOME books are written to sell ; others to illustrate
a principle. I shall have attained both ‘objects, if
this little work meets with popular favor, T believe
in individual freedom of writing and Buying. I have
written for my own pleasure and profit. If the public
purchase for the same reasons, both parties-will be
satisfied. My story is founded on fact, but I think
it will be conceded that it is ¢ stringer than fiction.”
If curious people expect to find ai.nyth'ing in it bear-
ing directly or indirectly on the great “trial,” in the

~ elucidation of which I was necessarily made a witness,
-1 ani happy to know they will be disappointed. It
“may, however, be some consolation for them to learn

that had it not been for that nnsfm tune, it would be
poss:ble for me to earn an honest living in a less
public ﬁ)vay than this. As it is, I have chosen a path
which I hope will lead to profit and favor.

o B. T.
NEW YORK, October, 1875,
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CHAPTER L

THE RUSSELLS

TELL you, mother dear, I-love her w1th
all my heart, and marry Her T will.”: So
spoke - Horace Russell, as, with his arm

about his mother’s, ne&kh he looked at the retreatmg
form of ]enny Marvin, his sweetheart and - 1ntend§:d

bnde‘:; .
Born in a mamuf'.enci:i,lrn'xﬁr vﬂlage of England\ and

reared in the immense establishment of which his

father was the founder and .proprietor, Horace Rus-.

sell was as fine a specimen of the better grade of the
English middle class as one would care to see.” He

. had barely turned his twenty-third year, stood six feet

in his stockmgs carried himself with the air of a hun-
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© ter, and was noted, at all the fairs, as the bes:t jumper
wrestler, boater and marksman in the county. His
early years had been spent in acquiring the ruder
elements of educatlon ; but his head was bent on
mechanics, and his delight was to go to the factory
watch the machinery, learn of the men the why a’nd’
the wherefore, and perfect himself in all that pertained
to his father’s affairs. At the age of eighteen, at the
‘urgent request of Horace, Mr. Russell, senior, put him
at work, and on his twenty-first birthday the young
man was hailed as foreman of the works.

Th{e Russell family was of humble origin, self re-
specting, frugal, and well-to:do. Joseph Russell came
of virtuous stock, and Iooked upon merry-making as a

. $ih.. Nevertheless, he married young; and, at the

perxodof which we write, was the contented husband
of a devoted Wife, and the happy father of two 5018,
Horace and Harry, the latter a crip,,ple In the fac-
tory and at home the will of ]oseph Russell was law.

The wife, as good a soul as ever breathed, trembled at -

the %gast ‘exhibition of impatience by Horace, who.
had a hlgh temper, and shrank with ‘apprehension af

| unknown end to be avoided and dreaded.
Hetry was a cripple from bis birth ; he was intelli.

gent, quick-witted, sagacious and kind. Books were
~his refuge, and study his dehght Between the ten-

. der-hearfed mother, the sturdy I—Iora.ce and the pale-

*

everg)elevatlon of tone, lest it might be the- begmmng :
of a
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featured Harry; were bonds of sympathy to which
]oseph who was bmsgue in manner and rude of

speech, was an utter stranger.
~ And yet, Joseph loved his wife and loved hlS SOnSs.

Of Harry’s proﬁc1ency at school he was very proud,
and whatever- the young man desired, was readily

| granted at whatever cost ; while in the tact and mar-

yellous intuition of Horace, the honest manufacturer
found not only pleasure but profit.

Twenty-three years had passed, and aside from the
litde misunderstandings incident to well-regulated
fa%ilies,fnothing had happened to mar the home-har-

mony, or jar the sense of love tdl now ; but-now it
had come. And this was it.

Jennie B ’V[arvm worked in the factory. -

Pretty? ' i

She was beautiful in the ejres of all who saw her,
but to Horace she was the incarnation of all that is
good and sweet, and true and pure. Her parents were

very poor while living ; so much so, that in sunshine
‘and in rain, Jennie was compelled to walk daily to the
factory, that ‘the small wages she received might eke
out the pittance gathered here and there by a wdhng :
but a shiftless fathier. Fever deprived Jennie of her
father, and rconsumption, tantalizingly cruel in its
. grasp, threatened for months the life of the xinother,‘
upon whose blessings Jennie lingered long and wistfully
- after death had closed the poor woman’s eyes, leaving.

-
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" the orphaned glrl of eighteen to fight for bread as best
she could.

A pretty picture was the dainty glrl as turning
through the stile, dressed in modest garb, she blush-
ingly acknowledged the foreman’s kindly greeting,

and hastily passed to her section. They had known

cach other from infancy, and with the crippled :

brother had sat upon the same forms, played the

~ same pranks, suffered: the same punishments, and °

shared each other’s lunch, A years rolied along, the

éxactions of domestic drudgery kept Jennie at home, :
the studies of Harry required his attention at the acad-

emy, and Horace’s lové of his father's work sent him
to the factoxy, so that gave a glinipse now and then at

church, an.occasionaluréeting on “the street, or, per-

) dance at the codnty fair, the three rarely met.

time on, her daily presence revealed toHorace the
charms of head and heart which later led him to the
step which eventually changed the course of his life,
and brought. about a collision ‘from which he’ Would
willingly bave shrunk.

Between Hotace and Harry there were no secrets.
"The boys loved each other. In the heat of summer -
Horace protected Harry, and in the winter he shielded
him from the blast. Whatever the one lacked in
physical requirements, the other more than supple-

lives.
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mented. Play and interplay was the habit of their
Horace rejoiced in” Harry's successes at the .
academy, and when the elder disclosed in the secresy
of their chamber an invention with which he hoped to
surprise and profit their fathgr, the delight of the one
far eclipsed the hopefulness of the other., And be-

" tween the boys and their mother, too, was a most

delightful sympathy. To her they confided the troubles.
of their boyhood, to her they told the embarrassments
of maturer years. She, mother-like, was full of consxd
eration, of kindness, of sympathy. She concealed their
faults, made peace with their father, aided and abetted
them in all their schemes, and did as all good mothers

do, oiled the machinery of home, so that there was but

. little friction and not a bit of flame,

And Lyet, although Horace had told his mother every
‘trouble he had ever experienced, every annoyance of
his life, every purpose and ambition of his heart, when
he discovered his love for Jennie Marvin he said noth-

ing to her—but told it all to Harry.

They both jumped to one conclusion. .

They both knew the opposition to come from ehelr

father. ' -
And when Horace said to Harry “if I can gainher
| conseet to-night, I shall do it,” they both fell; it was
the entering wedge of serious trouble in the family.
‘Now Joseph Russell was by no manner of means a
bad hearted man. On the contrary he was as honest
| S
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and true as steel. He paid his debts, went to church,
had family prayers; spoke kindly of his neighbors,
dealt generously with his people, and was reputed one
,of the most stralghuorward men in the county—but
he had a weakness. ,
He wanted to leave his sons one grade higher
on the social scale than he was himself
Nothmg that money could do was grudged in
Harry's education.

Nothmg that time and patlence, and indusfry and

zeal could aceomplish, was withheld in his pursult of
wealth for the elevation of his son and heir,

In his eyes the marriage of his son with one of his
factory hands would be a step backward, which the
boys well knew he would never for a moment sanction,

Harry and his mother canvassed the matter time
and time again while Horacé and his father were at
their work, but the way seemed darker the miore they

searched for light. Harry was fond of the girl; she

had always been kind and considerate of him when
they were children, and 'even if there were no other
bond, the fact that Horace loved her, made Jennie
* sacred and loveablein hiseyes. To his mother Harry
recounted all the tender things I—Iorace had told him
about Jennie, and after much per suasion induced her
to agree with him, that after all it was the happiness
of Horace they were bound to consider, and further
to pledge her influence with her husband, in favor of

~ light he
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the umon, or at all events the engagement. With 2
art Horace heard Harry's report one pleasant

t another
mer night, and he determined that no

should pass before he disclosed hislove to Jennie,
ceptance of his

S

day
and received by word of mouth her ac

hand.




"CHAPTER 1If,
A WOMAN IN THE CASE.

XL R. Russell’s great factory gave constant em.-

ployment to three hundred meh and WO- -

men during the busy season, and by a sys-
tem of gradatlon-payments furnished them all a com-
-~ fortable living the entire year. - Very naturally the
master of so many people was the great man of the
town, and his influence was acknowledged and sought
by the neighboring gentry and magnates of the county, -
Always a self-willed and imperious man, Joseph Rus- .
sell became in time- little better than a conscien-
tious tyrant, exacting from everyone a full measure of
Work and giving with equal fairness a full measure of
pay. At home he was néver genial, but never morose,
He was makmg money, his wife'was anxious to please,
“and his chlldren were reputable and industrious and
| obedient. He knew that Harry’s infirmity would
hecessitate a life of ease, and for that he was pre-
pared. To Horace he Iooked for aid in business,
and after several years of trial concluded to make

him a partner, estabhsh him in a horne, and gradually

A WOMAN IN THE CASE. . 17

leave to hnn the entire management of his affairs.
He ta,lked freely with his wife of his plans, and an-
" nounced to her that on 'Horace’s next birthday be
should hand to him the papers of partnership, give a
grand holiday-party to the hands, and make his son

Ct-—'
In name what he had been for some tnne in fa
?

the master of the mill.
The good mother was delighted and 1mpa1ted an

added zest to her husband’s pleasure by accepting
'his plan as perfect, and endotsing his idea as the best

that could be devised. .
At breakfast Mr. Russell said : “Horace, will you

drive over to town with me this morning? T have
buﬁaess " with Mr Wilson, the lawyer, which may
counsel »

HO{Z:;, glad of an opportunity to tell his fathe}rl of
his love, cheerfully consented, and together they
drove off, waving good-bye to the « housekeepers A
as they called Mrs. Russell and Harry—-—ai :helz !‘
stood together on the broad stone in front of the

pleasant home.
The father was full of hxs project, and he meant

to broach it that mormng -
The son was full of his love, and he meant‘; to te

it then and there. _ -
« Horace,” said Mr. Russell, “you have been 1:11

the factory a long time, and are the best foreman]d

ever had. That's good. I'm glad of it, for I shon
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hate to have my son behind; the rest, Your mother

and I have been talking the matter over, and I have
concluded to take you into the business, half-and-half

—now don't speak~so that you can have your hand

- on the crank if anything should happen to me, And”
-that's what I'm taking you over tol town for.” ‘
For a moment Horace looked at his father in blank
astonishment. If an angcl from Heaven had prom-

ised him the desire of his heart, he wouldn't have

been more delighted and surprised. . Tears filled his

eyes, and the warm blood flushed his cheeks, as he
‘grasped his happy father by the hand, and .thanked
- bim with an iron grip which meant much more than
words. | ‘ '
Then in a moment he said; « Whatever you say,
father, I will do, and thank you.” '
“Well, well, that's all settled then,” said Mr. Rus-

~sell. “And now, Horace, you must get a wife—get

a good wife, - Get a wife like your mother, my boy,
and life will b-e‘ easier. Look at me. ook at home
—everything bright as a ‘guinea and round as a ball,
By the way, Horace, our Member was saying the
other day that-he would be pleased to have us call at -
his place. He has a fine. family—two beautiful
girls. th knows what might happen, eh? But—
bless me; what's the matter with the boy? Why -
don’t you speak ?' I believe—bhut no, nonsense, that's -
absurd ; Horace, what are you thinking of ?

o T e e

" the dearest girl on earth, father..
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s no use in my trying to keep
‘ T had determined to tell
I was thinking ot

You know her, you

« Well, father, th.erfé:’
secret what must come out.
you all about it, anyhow, to-day.

er anted ~
like her. So does mother, sO does Harry, I w
1 e . ’

i al assed be- .
to tell you that although nothing final has passe

ermission mean to. make her my wife.”

yo;; I—Eorace had knockedj his father out of the wagon
he could not have shocked him 1}101:. e were

Had he lost his sgpg No, t el E}; o e
ten miles an hour over a lovely Eng o
the sunlight was dancing thrc.mgl? the trees a.(t:L peros?
the meadow, the reins were 1n his hand;, ar;nﬂe ot
sat by his side, sturdy as an oaI? and g

child. |

[ i i e !

¢ Conscience guide n - I an
fhen turning to his son, broke out 1n & perfect

i i til
f expostulation, censure, at.)use and myectlve, Jun. |
(f)airly Izvhite with rage he said ¢ “-N ext andjirc?géli

" be your birthday. 1 give y01‘1 t111‘ ‘rhelenth ;; fecide
Forgét this girl, strike hands with }To.ur a,. ) e
Adhere to her, and I disinhent you, “
ou dare to darken my.door

Now no more about it.”

making

» gaid Mr. Russell, and.

a man.
you off,—and don't y
again. You know me.-

' 1" began Horace-—- ‘
Cera fatherw . » rejoined his father.

ore about it,
« T tell you nom mail this letter,

« Here we are at the post-office ;
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order these books for i—Iarry, and let's get back as

- 800D as we can. We won't see Mr, Wilson to-day,

I'm in no mood for business.” ‘

~ Horace diﬁ as he was bid ; and together they drove
homeward, unhappy, discontented, and utterly uncon-
genial, ’ ' C

As they entered the drive-way, Mrs. Russell met
them near the gate, and in a moment saw that there
was trouble between them. 4

“Why, what's the matter, father?” said she.

- “Ask Horace,” was his reply ; and without another
word to either of them he turned his back and strode
off to the mill, '

As he did so, the sweet face of Jennie Marvin
peeted out from a gi’qu'p'gof nurslings by the hedge,
and a soft voice said : “ Good morning, Mrs. Russell ;
good morning, Horace” There she was, the cause of
the first serious n'lisundérstanding between father and
son; the simple-hearted, blue-eyed beauty for whom

+ Horace would give his life with pleasure.

“Why, how late you are, ]ennie’,\"' said Horace.

“Yes, I know it, Horace ; but I was kept at widpw
Harden’s until after eight; she is very low, and I
promised the Doctor I would care for her till some

of the other neighbors looked in. But I'm all right . .
B now, only I thought I'd give you a _'surprise, and
 .catch you making love to your mother, Good-bye,”
said Jennie, and off she went to het work. .

A
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« And that's the girl you love is it, Horace ?” said a

Mrs. Russell. : .
« Indeed it is,” said he, “and I tell you, mother .

" dear, 1 love her with all my heart; and marry her I

will.” _

He then told his mother a :

and, after begging her to intercede with her husband,
2

saidr If the worst comes, mother dear, I. ?mve‘

,ézoo of my own. We are both young and’stlzn;g;
I’Illmarry Jennie at once, and togefher “.re 1l fhl

our‘Wa,y“through life, bringing nO.dISCI'ﬂdlt on he
name, and perhaps be qble sonietime to repay tS e
love and kindness you have alwa?/s shown me. ; o,f
| mother, dry your eyes; help me if you can—and 1

not, I'll help myself.”
13%

'his father had said,

-




CHAPTER 111,

HE ASKS: SHE ANSWERS.

B O a word was exchanged between Horace.

and his father all day. After tea, at night, the
young man, who was as frank and honest in

heart as hew E(QS noble and truthful in appearance laid

his hand upon his father's shoulder, and giving it a
loving grip, said : “Father, I am going down to see
Jennie. Let me take a kind word from you?”

It was well meant, but the boy did not underqtand
the man, -

Without cbanglng his position, Joseph Russell said :
"‘ You know my Wlsh—obey it, and all's well ; thwart
1t, and we are no more to each other forever.”

Mrs. Russell fs.aild nothing, though she looked un-
utterable sympathy ; but Harry, who loved his father, .

fmother, and brother as .on¢, rose hastily from the '
“table, and throwing himself full upon his fathers
breast begged and implored him to be considerate,
to walt to hear what Horace proposed, and at all

events to Wlthdraw what seemed, to an over-sensitive -

nature, very muech like a curse.

»
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But it was useless. rN
A stubborn. man is hatder to move than a mule,

and ]oseph Russell was precisely that.
The end of it all was that the father pretended to

" read the county paper, his wife busied herself with

tearful eyes about her domestic dutles, Harry wept

"alone, full length upon his bed, and Horace went to

see his love.

Of course he went. -

He had told Jennie that afternoon, as she was leav-
ing: the mill, that he should see her in the evening,
and as he had something to say to her, should wish
her to take a walk with him by the side of the river.

© Quick as a flash Jennie saw, or rather felt—for
women always feel situations long’ before they are ap-
parent-to men, --that something had gone wrong; but
wisely saying nothing, she quickly put on her hat, and
together they passed into the street. .

Ordinarily, Horace was tired with his day s work,
and inclined to rest. He didn’t object to being talked

. to, but he hated to answer questions. He was like a

vast majority of the better grade of men who like the
attentions and loving ways of women, but do not en-
courage inquisitiveness, even if it be born of genuine
interest. ‘ '

But on this occasion every nerve was alert, and
every fibre on a quiver. He hurried Jennie along at

a pace very much faster than a lover's lounge, until
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they reached the bank of a beautiful stfeam, 7prote’ct-'

ed by superb old trees, through whose leaves the
bright beams of an August moon gleamed and glis-
tened, , '

Ta,kmg her head in hlS two hands, he turned up to
the full gaze of ‘his impassioned eyes, and the full
light of the curious moon, one of the sweetest of

- faces. b

He didi’t stop to kiss her.

‘Witholut 2 caress, without. premonition of any kind, -

he spoke to her, and in such earnestness that she felt
the gravity and sinceritjz of every word.

“I know you love me, Jennie. ‘You_,, have told me
s0 a thousand times and more. You love me devot-
edly, and I—well, I love you well enough to make
you my wife, and that's about as much as man g¢an
do. I leave myfather. I goatonce. I have Az00

in cash, my head, my handsy-and a constitution of J

iron. I want from you an answer now ; will you
be my wife, will you join me hand to hand and go
with me in search of home and fortune ? Say yes.
Don't mar it by a but, or an if, or a why. If you
love me, say yes. Will you?"” | _

‘Throwing her arms about his neck, and begining
her face in the bosom of her lover, Jennie - answered.
as he wished ; but how, or in what language, is not
given us to, tell.

The pass1on was’ over, and after the mtural inter-
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change of vows, assurances, and asseverations cus-
tomary at such times, Horace told Jennie the whole
story, and anticipated her objections and demu.rrals,
by saying that he had written to Liverpool for infor-
mation respectmg the steamers, and that doubtless the
whole affair, separation, marriage, and embarkation
for New York, to which point he had concluded to go,
would be consumimated by the close of the follow-
ing week.

“ And yet,” said he, ¢ I shall hate to leave mother,
it will almost kill Harry, and how father and the mill -
will get on without me, is more than I can tell.”

But with an effort, he pushed away all the unpleas-
ant features, turned to Jennie, his betrothed, kissed
her again and again, and after leaving her at her door,
started homeward at a rapid gait.

At the gate he met his mother. 4“Wh’y, mother,
it's after ten o'clock ; what ate you doing here ?”

-+ # Waiting for you, darling,” said she; “waltlng for
my first- born son. Can you not give up this love, dear
Horace ?” .

-« Mother-

« But hear me, darling. Can you not wait ?”

¢ Mother, I love Jennie. “She has promised to be
my wife, and before a week is passed marry her I

wi.” ~

« Heaven bless you, my son. Heaven bless you.

Come what may your mother loves you, trusts you,
.
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and wlill always pray for you and yours. Good-night,
~my boy. Remember he is your father. Speak gen-
‘tly. It will do no harm, for he loves you very much
‘and his dlsappomtment 1s very great. ”

They parted affectionately, as their custom was, a.nd'

lor_lg hours passed before Horace reached his room,
- and throwing his arm over his beloved Harry, fell
into a deep and restful sleep. |

CHAPTER 1V.

TEN YEARS LATER. A SUMMONS.

domestic comfort, bereavement hope, anxi-

ety and struggle passed over the heads of

Horace Russell apd his faithful wife. They had

crossed the ocean, found a home in Michigan, buried

a daughter, made a fortune, lost it in a fire, and grown
mature in each others respect and love.

Occasional letters from home had told of the grad-

ual decline and death of the gentle mother ; of the

sudden paralysis and death of the loving Harry ; of

the princely wealth and hardening character of the

father, and such lighter gossip as brings one's child-

hood’s home and days so vividly before the absent.
With a few thousand dollars laid away for a rainy
day, Horace felt that he.was comfortable, but not

" content. His mind was_active, but the necessity of -
"daily occupation left him but little leisure for study in”

his peculiar line, He knew that he had material in
his mind, which if utilized, would make him rich and
perhaps famous. But like Mary of old he hid all these

¥
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things in his, heart, and never- by look or word gave

hint. to Jenme of the unrest which was a canker to
his life. ‘

On the 16th of August 1854 He received a letter
postmarked London.

The handwrlung was unfamiliar, and Wlth some
apprehensmn he opened it.

THE LETTER.
LoNDON, Adugust 2d, 1834,

DEAR SIR,—A’ message from my old friend, the Rev-
Mr. Marsh, receivéd this morning, tells me that your
dear father hds not léng to live. When I occupied

- temporarily Mr. Marsh’s pulpit, I had occasion to see

much of Mr. Russell and one evemng he unbur-

dened to me the secret of his life. He loves you.,:

He longs once more to see you. - And yet so stub-
born was hlS pnde, that he would not consent, even

- that a message mlght be sent to you. Knowmg as

I do: hls critical condition, aware as I am of his fath-
erly affection for the boy of his early manhood, the
first-born of his love, I have taken this liberty in your
common interest, and beg you to lay aside ‘whatever
your occupation may be, and come here that you
may receive your father's blessing, and I greatly fear’
to close your father’s eyes. - ‘

Pardon me, if in sendiﬁg you the enclosed Bill for

Y4
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£1oo I offend, but not knowing your circumstances,
T take the same liberty with you, that I would wish
taken with my son, if his father were dying, and he an

exile.
With best wishes for your health, a.nd eamestly

begging you to come home at once,

I am, yours most truly,
‘]_OHN HaLL,
Rector of St. John's.
To HoracE RusseLL, Milwaukee.
EnclosedffBill on Brown Bro's & Co. for £100.

Jennie's roﬁnd fair arm was encircling her hus--
band’s neck; and the little fat hands of Harry, their
boy, were tearing the envelope at his feet.

For a moment the tears refused to come, but only
for 2 moment. Then rising to his feet, the noble fel-
low said : «“Jennie, love, see to the atra,ps. Tl go
down to the agent's—learn about the steamers, and
be back in half an hour. For dearest, he is my

" father after all, you know ; and if he had known you

darling, as Heaven' grant he may even yet, we never
should have left him.”

And off he went.

Of course the 4100 were not necded.

The next day Horace drew his money, paid his
bills, placed, his affairs in the hands- of a lawyer,
pa,cked up, and started for New York.
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" One week later he. stood
superb Cunarder——but he stoo

upon the deck of a
b abe, - d alone, crying like a

CHAPTER V.
THE ﬁov,‘ OH WHERE WAS HE?P

) ERHAPS you think men should never cry..
' Well, let us see. v
Three days before this, Horace, his wife,

and little Harry reached the Astor House, and were

shown one of the best rooms in the hotel.
* The next day was spent in necessary preparations
for the voyage. —- | u

The day. preceding the day of sailing was equally

- occupied until about six o’clock, when Jennie, being

utterly exhausted, threw herself on the bed to rest.

Horace was we’afji,itoo.

But little Harry was cross.

Of course he was.

Two long days he had been left in the care of a
chambermaid, who was kind and cartless. He rolled
a hoople through the halls till a call-boy stole it. He
slid down the banisters until one of the guests com-
plained at the office. He went into the dining-hall
twenty times a day, and gorged himself until he was
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s stck. He played marbles with a Iittie boy from Bos-
ton, and won all his stock. | .

H \ ' B - »
e wore himself :out in the endeavor to amuse

him ~If, |

- And when his father carried him ‘up-stairs on his
! ack, after dinner orl Friday evening, he begged him
to tak;- him out for a walk, . ‘ '

- thtle -Ha.rry was five years old, rtal'l. of his age.’
smart, bright, quick, and full of fun, His hair we;.;

i‘et black, like his father's ; his €ye was a blue gray
like his mother’s. Nothing _frightene;i him, but 4he’ “

could be easily moved by his sympathies,

Altogether he was a loving, lovable boy—oﬁe of
the kind that fathers Whi}f) and mofheré shield ; who
ahya-y.s turn out wgll iﬁ;spite of the lash, and de,velo; '
Euah_txes- precisely the opposite to.those which their
h:zzf:hglrs and guardians” predict for their man-

However, out they went. The father proud of the
. son; thg boy pleased with his father.
| ,.Thg_y walked over to the City Hall Park, and ad
ifmred the architectural wonders of the buik;in witl;
“lts-‘marb]e front and freestone rear, .They Wafde d
over the green grass, watched a free ﬁghtq betw;:n

t - [ - !
wo rival fire companies at the corner of Chatham and

Frankfort streets, bought a penny glass of ice cream
‘rof an old woman near the Park, and were turning
down—i;own towards the Astor House, when— -

SN
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¢ Hallo! where's the boy ?”
~Quite a question, wasn't it? -

Horace looked in vain.
He met one of Matsell's watchmen in an old.

fashioned police hat, and told him his story.

Of course he wasted time.

What should he do?
The unfeeling crowd hurried by him, Carts and

wagons .and stages passed in evetlasting procession

along the street. | IR
But the boy, the apple of his eye, the core of his

heart, the darling of his wife—his wife] How should

* he tell his wife ?

What should he tell his wife ? _
Half crazed with fear, full of bitter self-reproaches,

uncertain which way to go, unfamiliar with the city

and its ways, the poor fellow grasped the first man he

could, and asked him to show him to the station.
Thinking Russell Wwas drunk,A the man- shoved him

off, and hurried on.

He spoke to another an
office, where all the satisfaction he could get was the

tantalizing reply that if the boy turned up, the office

d was di,rectedvt‘o the Chief’s

~ would keep him until his father called.

«“But I leave the country to-morrow,” said Horace ;
t the steamer sdils at nine, and we must be on board

by eight.” ,
“ Oh, wait over,” replied the Sergeant.

/S
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“ My father is dylng and I must. go," re_]omed Rus-
sell.” S
But of course * talk™ did no good.
The officer took llttle Harry’s name and deqcrlptnon
in hxs Book thus:—
~ . THE RECORD.
.Persoﬂ—;-Small boy.
Name——Harry Russell.
‘Age—Flve years,
Description-—Tall, slendey, -
Remarks—Lost near lower end of the City Hall
' Park. Horace Russell at Astor House. ~
¢ There, sir,” said the Sergeant now that all right.
You go home and if the boy is-found we’ll take care
of him. Now do#'# makea fuss. Good night." And
with that he slammed the book upon the desk by way
of emphasis, and turned to read his paper.
Horace moved off with aheavy heart and hesitated

long before ‘e gave up the search, a,nd went to tell his

wife. 4 .
What words are adequate to picture that scene?
The heart-crushed man and the horror-struck woman
looked at each other, as shrouded in despair, they
saw their utter helplessness, and felt their desolation.
If Harry had died, they would have known the ex-

' tent of their loss ; but the very uincertainty of his fate
added to- their misery and gave po:gnancy to the sick-

ness of their hearts
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Those of you who have laid your hearts in the grave
can understgnd, partlally, the feeling with which Jen-
nie sat at the window through the weary hours of that

‘long night, while Horace paced the streets.

You who have not known Death, need not seek to

understand _/
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 CHAPTER VI

—;SHORT AND BITTER.

MORN ING of anguish ensued upon a mght
of frantic grief. '

: Horace felt the urgency of the errand’ he
was on, and when the Police suggested that if he
must go, possxbly ‘his wife could remain and prosecute
the search, he accepted the proposmon, and at once
(broached it to Jennie.

Well—she was a. woman and a wife and a mother,

- and that tells the story. He went on, and she stayed

behind.

" She drove to the dock and watched the steamer- '.

wavmg her handkerchief to her husband, as he stood
leaning against the rail.

What wonder that the strong man ‘wept ?

CHAPTER VIL

LOVE MELTETH  EVEN PRIDE,

A H, the long, long days at sea |
¥ And the nights—would they never end P
His heart was with his wife and boy, but
hls duty sternly beckoned Horace to his father’s
honte. N
Not an hour passed in the dreary day without its
prayer to Heaven, that little Harry might be saved.
And in the weary watches of e night, the father
heard the little fellows cry, and startmg, found he
heard it not. |
The Captain and some of the passengers knew of
the circumstances attending Horace's trip, and en-
deavored. to console him by such suggestions as |
naturally occur to men of the world ; but the heart-

- sick parént heeded. them not. And. even while he

looked ahead to the meeting with his father, his very

- soul lingered longingly near the dear ones in New

York. . :
.Every storm brought pictu- s of Harry's distress
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ﬁefore his eyes; and when the full features of the Au-

gust moon disclosed themselves in the placid sky,
wonder and imagination were busy with the possibili-
ties of accident or hé,rm to the wanderer.
At length Liverpool was reached, the kind Rector
seen and repaid, the brisk drive made. to the county
town, near which were his father's works, and finally
“the mill itself loomed up beyond the stream, quickly

followed by the house where he was Dorn, and where '

is dear ones died.

Horace had left his home a youth full of hope and

courage

He returned a man, sick i n heart, anxious, restless,
'worn with care.

A ‘strange face greeted him at the door. Entering
‘he met the Doctor and.a nelghbor, to whom his com-

ing was like the appearance of a welcome ghost, for -

not.an hour in all the days went by in which the srck
mzn did not murmur, « Horace, Harry, Horace
Horace.” '

In a sentence, the condition of Joseph Russell
- was disclosed. It was possible, the Doctor said, that
.he might rally, and recover his senses before morn-
mg, but his death was a question of brief time only,
and might 1ndeed occur at any moment,

Hastily passing his. friends, Horace made his way
to the well-remembered bedroom.

On the wall hung the portrait of his blessed mother
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Thére was the chair in which she sat and read to him
on Sunday. The old-fashioned bureau standing in.
the corner still held the sampler she wo;;ked at school,

“and in a frame at the end stood a silhouette of her

mother, cut by an artist at the County Fair. . The '
brass hand-irons and the wooden stool were as natural
as life, and the high-posted bedstead—

On that was his father.

His father indeed, but not the father of his
thoughts. ,

He remembered a strong, athletic man ; he saw a
faded, dying paralytic. ‘

‘Advancing cautiously to the side of the bed, Horace
laid one hand gently on his father’s ample brow, and.
pressing with the other the attenuated fingers which
nervously played with the outer covering, whispered:
¢ Father, I am Horace, do you know me ? "

“For 2 moment all was still.

The sick man opened his eyes.

His parcﬁed lips wanted water, and after it was
gwen him, with an effort he partly raised himself. in ‘
bed and began to speak, When he fell exhausted onr

*

the pillow. y
Almost distracted, I—Iorace called the doctor, who

knew he was of no use, but very kindly came in,
looked solemn, suggested the wetting of the lips, ad- .
vised perfect quiet, and went out.

_Presently Joseph Russell opened his great black

4,




40 'LOVE MELTETH EVEN PRIDE.

_eyes again, smiled, sat up in bed, threw hlS arms upon
hig’ son, murmured: « Horace, Harry, Mary,” and
'gave up the ghost. : '

~ For an’instant Jenhie and little Harry were blotted
from existence. = )

For an mstant boyhood resumed its bemg, and

‘Horace was a romping lad, cheered on- by Harry,
laughed at by his mother, and chided by his prouder
father. : :

And then—well, it only lasted @n instant. Then
‘he was a‘man again, with a father dedd" before him, a
sorrowing wife he krew not where, and a boy—oh,
" what would IIorace not have given if he could re-

' gain that boy ?

After the funeral. services, which were largely at
tended by all the county some three days after, Mr.

Wilson who had been Joseph Russell’s man of busi-
ness in all matters affecting law and formula, begged '

the favor of Horace’s presence in the library.
- He went.

% Mr. Russell,” said Mr. Wllson, “as the soIe heu"

~ and legatee of Joseph Russell, deceased, I have in-

vited you here to take formal cognizance of the will |

of the decedent. He was a queer man, sir, a queer

man. Would you believe it, sir, I never have.read

this will. He wrote it himself, sir, six yeays ago, the

very nlght poor Harry died, when he tore up one I

-
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did write, and about which I of course knew every-
thing. The will has been inmy box six years, handed
me by Joseph Russell himself, witnessed by me and
my clerk, and we will read it sir, together. .

THE WILL.

In the name of God, Amen. I, ]ggph Russell,
of Lewes, County Sussex, England, being in clear head
and sound body, make this my will and..te.stament, all
others being destroyed and of no avail. My wife
Mary is dead, God bless her. My son Harry is dead,
God bless him. And T have no other kindred, heirs,

or assigns.”
Up to this point Mr. Wﬂson had read qulte ghbly ;

now he began to be apprehensive.. Horace sat like
a.stone.

Mr. Wilson continued :—* My oldest. son Horace
Russell, God bless him, left his home years ago. I
threatenm\iisiﬁhérit him, I never did, I never
shall. He is ‘bone of my bone, and flesh of my

flesh. He has my pardon—I ’lope for his. To him,

Horace Russell, I leave my house, my mills, my

real estate, and all my property, real and personal
of whatever nature, to do with as he may elect, re-

serving such swms as he may find necessary for the

dischdrge of my funeral expenses and other debts;

.a{‘.excepting A5o to each foreman, £z to each
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operative, A 500 to the par:sh of St. Sarah, and £10

per annum for the care 6f the ground where rest the -
dear bodies of Mary my wife, and Harry my son.

Written with my own hand on one sheet of white
foolscap paper, this IIth of August 1849, and signed
by me, and witnessed by John Wilson and- Henry
Place.

. - JosEPH RUSSELL, L. §.

Witness, -

Joun WiLson, L. s.
HENRY PLACE, L. 8.

“ Gracious heavens, Mr, Russell !” said the grati-

fied attbr’ney, “this+is handsome. Why, sir, you've a .
plum at least, sir. The mills themselves are worth .

three quarters of th,rat, and you may rely on my cal-
culation. I congr@fuiate'yéu, sir. When shall we
goon?” i o

Horace never said a word,

In a moment £ mo,ooo were placed at his dlsposal
and he never said oﬁe word. o

Mr. Wilson began to feel out of place. Prese'ntl)'r
he was convinced that he had better retire.
- Then he laid his card on the ta.b‘e took his hat n
« his hand and quietly stole away.
And Horace sat mot1onless for hours, and never
- said one word aloud .

CHAPTER VIIL

TILL. DEATH DOTH THEM PART.

PJORACE met his wife at the wharf.
~ Not a word was needed. _
Her looks answered his distressed and

anxious éye. :
She had come home without the boy. )
That night they slept in the old house, the dear

old hgme where Horace was- born, every room of

which had its precious memory of those who ‘were

gone.

Slept did we say—far from it.

Held tightly in her loving busband’s arms, Jennie
told the ten days’ story of her terrible experiences ;
how she had wearied the rpulice with her importunity ;
how the Astor House people had kindly interested
themselves in her trouble, and laid it before the chief
lnagisfrate of the city ; how the press had aided her ;
and how after ten days of ceaseless energy, tireless’
activity and most faithful inquiry, they and she had
been forced to see the utter uselessness of further

_search. ..
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“And then, darhng,” said Jennie as ﬂoods of tears
feliéved her tired head, #I turned to you. I turned
to -you and longed to have . you tell me where to
- look for comfort ; how to reconcile my sorrow with my
faith ; how I could pray to aloving Saviour, with the
grieving voice of Harry callingv “mamma/ in my ears.”

What cduld the strong man say ?

How could he, whose very heart was dried to dust
in grief, find waters of consolation for the crushed and
broken woman at his‘side ?

And so the night rolled on, beguiled by Horace’s
report concerning his father’s death, his will, his busi-
ness cares and. sudden responsibilities, until as the
early morning came they dropped to sleep.

To sleep, but not torest.

Not to rest, for every noise startled Jennie from
her slumber, and.every movement of her hp.;sband
. brought her back to grief, and in every breath she
~ dreamed of Harry, till, with the bright sunlight stream-
ing in the window, she woke to repeat her experi-
ence, and Horace more exhausted than before, found
. nothing in his keart to séy. '

There are griefs and griefs, just as there are differ-

3

ent kinds of people.
Some wear off ; others wear in,
Horace felt quite as deeply as ]enrne did, but upon
hlm was laid /er care, her comfort, and, _perhaps he
found in that duty a certain relief to which she was
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a strangér: ~And then he was at once so thoroughly

immersed .in business care that for miany hours
every day his mind was forced into other charnels,

" and thus he was comforted.

But Jennie had no cares.

Her housekeeper took care of the establishment.
She had no little ones to look out for. She found very
little pleasure in renewing acquaintance with the few
who remembered her as ¢ that factory-girl who run off
with Horace Russell,” and she was literally left to
self-communion and self-torture the greater part of
the time,

She had authorized the pohce to pay one thousand
dollars to any.person who woild give provable in-
formation about Harry, dead or alive, and she com-
municated regularly, through Mr, Wilson, with the

# New York aunthoritics. At the end of a few months

the lost boy had become a very old story to the offi--
cials, and ﬁrially the Chief wrote to Mr. Wilson that
further correspondence was unnecessary, but that if
anything was discovered at any time he wopld, of |
course, and at.once, communicate with h1m

From that date Jennie declined.

She declined fast.
" Horace watched her like a lover, and ténded her

+ like a mother. Her slightest wish was a command,

All her 'bodiljr wants were anticipated by the kindest
of husbands, and assuming a cheer he was far from
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feeling, the generous fellow often endeavo‘ied tolead

her into such pleasant paths of social excitement as

were open to them.
But he failed. _
" His heart wasn't there,—and what excitement can

take the place of interest ? ’

!

Slowly, but surely, her decline developed mto the

' foreshade of Death, and one bright moonlight night,
 with her feeble arms arcund her husband’s necl;,f as his
encircled hers, she sweetly smiled her crushed and

broken heart into the eternial silence of an early grave,

N

CHAPTER IX.-

TWENTY YEARS AFTER. F ‘

ent of the New York police forée, sat in his

cosy inner office,- dmdmg his precious time
between the demolishment of a huge bunch of grapes
and the mastery of a copy of formal ¢ charges” pre-
ferred against the Board of Commissioners, when a
formidable looking document, bearing the impress of
the City’s seal, was handed him. .

Naturally cautious and carful of his digestion, he

first finished his grapeéland then broke the seal. In
the envelope was the following ‘ '

LETTER FROM THE MAYOR.

4

Mavor’s OFFICE, NEW YORK, August 10, 1874

S:R;—You will on receipt of this, detaila reliablé and -

|, . .
. efficient officer from the Detective Bureau to aid

Horace Russell, Esq., in a matter.of importance. Mr.
Russell can be found at the Clarendon Hotel to-mor-
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row morning at nine o'clock, at which time let the
officer report to him, and place himself absolutely at
his disposal, until such time as his services are of no

further use. . Mr. Russell will provide whatever funds

" may be necessary in the undei'taking, and the officer
will be relieved of all other duty, until dismissed by
him. :
By order of the Mayor.
Georee C. KiINg, C/zzqf Clerk.

‘To Geo. W MATsELL, Supt. Police.

'« Heaven bless me,” said the old Chief, ¢ What
can'this be? In the whole course of my official life
I never have read such an order as this before. How-
ever, I'll soon know all about it.”

‘Summoning Captain Irving, he asked which of the
dgtectwes would be most likely to serve the purpose
df':'sir'ed Wlthout a moment’s hesxtatmn Captaln
Irving replied :

“ John Hardy, the keenest man I have, but I don't"
care to spare him for any length of time.”
. “Never mind that,” re]omed the Chief, “ send him
to me.’ . ' .

In a fe'w‘ moments Officer’ John Hardy preéented
himself at the Superintendent’s desk. Standing erect

in the presence of his superior he was as handsome a -

man as one would see in a long day’s walk. Appa-
rently about twenty-four years old he was at least five
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“feet ten inches high, straight and slender ; his hair

was jet black ; his eyes an indescribable gray, looking
blue dMblack as they were enlivened by humor or
anger ; his nose was not purely Grecian, but passed
for such ; and over a well formed lip, firm though full,
hung a soft and graceful moustache. John had fun
in him. ~ Quick to detect the grotesque, easy temper-
ed, with a sunny disposition, nervous, industrious and
persevering, he had worked his way from the humble
post of messenger, through every grade in the service,
until he stood high in the esteem of his superiors as a
detective of rare sagacity, wonderful intuition, ‘and
fairly maglcal in “luck.” ‘

All men have histories, but very few can look back

upon a more eventful career—in humble life—than

' John Hardy.

.. His parents were scavengers, That is, his father
was, and his mother—well she was a scavenger's wife, .
with the same skeleton and general formation as the
rest of her}sex with leve for her child like other
woment, an& full of the ambitions, cares and a,nx1et1es
common to us all. - ;

John Hardy s father was a scavenger. That is, he
used to go out in the morning with a bag, or basket,
and a pick or rake, searching for what he might find.
And he found a great-deal, He found so much in’
gutter and Jtreet in mound and ﬁlth in sewer and re-

fuse, thgt when he died his wife and son were heirs to™
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$5,000 and a tenement house worth $10,000 more,
with a rental of $600 per annum. |

The secrets of New York sewers are not open to
the world. Even the keen eyes of New York repor-

. ters have not searched them out, and what reporters

have not discovered must be tolerably well hid. Down
in the dirty depths so black and full of gloom, myriads
of nasty creatures hunt each other, Rats and slimy
creeping things prey on weaker evidences of Nature's
| omnipresence. Water and slime slush through jcbe
channels ; all manner of refuse finds its way to the
a outlet ; jewels, the lost of every name, sink to the
bottom, or lodge on the jutting stones ; in other words
under our streets, there are other avenues where life
| ‘conceals ‘itself,‘yvhere riches pass side by side with the

offscourings of the earth, and where the lantern of the

scavenger discloses much that is terriblé and sicken-
ing, but much, also, that is valuable and worth pre-

‘serving.

A life spent in unveﬂmg the mystenes of sewerage is

not likel§ to be rich in anythmg, lest it be in the dis-
covered wealth to be found in the dirt and muck of
the streets ; but scavengers are men, and there is neo
reason why they should necessarily be bad men.

At all events, John Hardy's father was so good a

man as this: He loved his wife, and idolized their -

son. | !
'He knew nothing of books, cared nothing for news-
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- papers, and never went to church. But he sent John
to school, and when the little fellow marched to the
head of his classes, developing talent in every hne of
study, and, finally, stood before an audience of a thou-
sand strangers, wearing the medals of honor, as he
spoke the valedlctory of his class, who shall say that
the tears which, coursed down the -old man’s cheeks
were not as manly and as creditable to the scavenger, )
as though they were born of a philosopher or a student

The Hardys' humble home was quite near Police
Head-quarters, aﬁd long before John had left the pub-
lic school he was as intimate and familiar there as any
of the officers,

He was a bright boy, quick as a flash, and always -
ready to do errands for the habitués of the place.

When he left school he was made messenger in the

- Inspector’s office, then a clerk, and after a subsequent

term ds roundsman, was detailed to detective duty,
where we have found him. _ :
“Officer H ardy," said the Superintendent, I have
received a.n order from the Mayor directing me to de-
tail a prudent man from your bureau for an important,
duty. - The Captain recommends you, and I confirm

- his selection. You will call on Mr., Russell, at the |

Clarendon, at g o’clock to-morrow mornmg, and place

. yourself at his disposal. I have no information as to

" his desires. Do whatever he directs, and in case of

doubt report at once to me; you are relieved from

. .
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duty here until further orders.
Hardy. I have a feehng that this is to be a great
portunity. Why, T'm sure I don’t know : but1 do.

Now do your best,

op

That's all,” and as Hardy went away the Chlef reread
the order from the Mayor, and wondered what it

‘_ccluld refer to. ‘ | CHAPTER X.

HE AND SHE.

. ’ §
e I nine o'clock on the followmg day officer

Hardy, in citizen's dress, was ushered into
. the presence of Mr. Russell

It was Horace.

Time had told upon him,

His head was bald-as'a bxlhard ball, and the locks
which fringed the scalp and hung curling over the
ears were gray. His eye was as bright as in the old-
en time, but his form was bent, and the close-shut
mouth marked the firmness of his will, which had de-

veloped of late much like his father's.

Advancing$o meet the detective, Mr Russell look-
ed at him with undisguised interest.
~ He expected to see 3 cast-iron soldter, stralght

stiff and pompous.
In place of such a oné he was confronted by a
handsome youth, who might as well be taken fora -

genﬂeman of leisure, as a man whose life was devoted
to the unearthing of villany. |
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¢« Mr. Hardy, you are the officer I was told to ex-
pect this morning, I pfesume, and I am very glad to
~ see you,” said Horace Russell ; “this’is my wife and
this my danghter.” |

At the moment of speakmg two ladies entered the
room, the e*ldcr a woman of perhap%cforty years, a

matron grave, dlgmﬁed and handsome ; the other a

petite young miss, upon whose fair head some elghteen
summers had cast their loving sunshine, leavmg the

golden impress on every wa.vmg tress.

“Take s seats, please,” said Mr. Russell ; #I have -

much to tell Mr. Hardy, and he needs to be attentive.”

¢ You would much better let mamma tell him, papa |

dear,” said Mz?;ud, as she put a lump of sugar between
the bars of her canary’s cage. “She knows all about it,
and you say yourself she is just as much interested in
poor dear Harry as you are, and as for me, I'm fairly

wild about him. Come, Mr. Hardy, you sit there near
the window. Papa can have the easy-chair. I'll sit
~ on this hassock by papa’s knee ; and mamma, let’s see,
mamma must take the piano-stool so she can gesture.
There now, who says I'm not a manager?

Even Mr. Russell laughed at the girf's vivacity.
All were seated as Maud directed,'and John Hardy

_pinched his arm. He really didn’t know whether he

was in Héaven or at his work.
He soon found out

“Well, Mr, Hardy,” began Mirs. Russell i 1t’s a
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very long story. I don’t think you'll need that note-
.book, for I'll make it simple, and there really Is very
little in the way of dates and names and places. You
know our name, and that's the only name -you need
to remember, and you certainly know New York, and
that’s the only place involved; so what's the use of
notes 2 " N :

John put up his book, and Mrs. Russell went on.

Horace shut his eyes, and Maud held his hands
like a vice,

“Ten years ago,” said the lady, “ I went to Eng—
land, from my native city, New York, 2 widow with
my little Maud, then eight years-old and very deli-

' cate, Mr. Russell met us, and nine years since, this

very month, we were married. Three months ago,
on my husband’s fifty-third birthday, we gave a gra.nd
holiday party to the hands of his factory, and every-
thing was going on splendidly, when I accidentally
stumbled on him in his study, with his head on his
desk, crying like a baby. It was the third time I had
found him so. The other times I went away quietly,
thinking it best not to disturb him, but this seemed
so strange I really couldn't resist. the impulse to
speak. I did so. - At first he parried my questions,
but finally told me about a little boy he had'lost in
New York twenty years ago; how he never slept

without dreaming of his child ; that in his thoughts by

day and his hours of wakefulness at night the little fel-
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low was ever pfesent ; that bitterest self-reproaches
were constantly heaped upon him, and that over all
bis life of prosperity and success hung this dreadful

mystery, like a pall of blackest gloom, and at times

he felt he should go mad in sheer deg)alr "
~ « And you,” said the detective.

T replmd Mrs. Russell, ““1 saw my path as plain
as daylight.  In less than ten minutes I had the mas-
ter among his men, the happiest of them all, for I had
settled it then and there that his duty and my piea-

suré were one, His duty was to find that boy; my.

bleasﬂre was the same—and that’s why .wé’re here.”

“Yes, Mr., Hardy, that's why we're here,” broke in
Maud, “and that's why you're here, which is much
more to the point.  Only I don’t see that mamma has
. told you as much as she might have. For instance,
mamma, don’t you remember how papa says he was
. ]ust at the-lower end of a park, and was lookﬂg at a
plcture of a fat woman and 2 zebra on a great banner
across a street, when all of a sudden little Harry was
gone?” | ' |

“Perhaps Mr. Russell can give me the detalls of
the loss, now that I have heard the story of your com-
ing,” said Hardy, and taking his note-book from his
'pdcket received from Horace Russell the particu-
lars of the eventful night, when all that made life
dear and sweet to a loving mother and a happy father
was in an instant blotted from their sight.

1

r
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Then as he rose to leave the detective said: ¢ First

+ of all Yl hunt up the police blotter and find out all

_ they knew at the time of the disap’pearar{ce." :
! « And then,” said Maud. |

“And then, Miss,” rephed he, ¢ we’ll consider our
course.” '

It was arrahged between Mr Russell and Hardy that
the latter should call every mornmg at nine, and
report every evemng at eight, and that whatever hap-
pened should be disclosed in full at the latter hour.

Bidding the Russells good morning, john Hardy
found himself hurrying down town to the Central
office, as if wings were on his feet, and ether in his
lungs. :

The man thought he was interested in hlS mission.
" Perhaps he was. |

He certainly was heels over head in love with

. Maud Rub:,ell a.nd didn’t know 1t

3*




CHAPTER XL
" SOME STRANGE DEVELOPMENTS

‘ S HEN Hardy reached Headquarters he re-

Wit ported at once to Superintendent Matsell

e developments of the ‘morning, and was
' gratiﬂed‘é‘t the great interest the old gentleman took
- in the matter ; especially, when upon compariﬁg dates
it was found that little Harry had been lost when
Matsell was Chief of the Municipal Pohce, some

twenty years before.

‘Reference to the official documents afforded nothing .

beyond the bare fact of loss, and so far as any practi-
cal help was concerned, the books might have been
~ burned years before. .

This much was ascertained—no dead body answer-
ing Harry's description had been found at or near the
time of his disappeararice, and on that they based

- a hope that he was still living.

. . ’ /
‘It might be well, Hardy,” said:the Chief, “to ex-

amine the records at the Tombs. Suppose we go

~ down there now "—and jumping on a Bleecker street

car, down they went.

y
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Warden Quinn stood at.the open gateway of the’

City ‘Prisonl, as the Superintendent, in full uniform,
gold spectacles and high hat, stepped upon the side-

~walk. A second after John Hardy appeared from the

car, and together the officials watked up to the War-
den, who saluted them with a-calmness of demeanor
which very inad‘eciuately pictured the wonder of his
mind. |

“Ah, John, good morning, John,” said Matéell,,
addréssing the Warden. ¢ Hardy and I have a little

- business with your old books this morning. How

long will it take Finley to get down the record book
of 18547 I want to see it. Let's see; we want .
August. Tell him to get us the August record, John,
and then show us through the prison.” d

The Warden gave the necessary orders to the

kindly-faced keeper, who has been on duty at the

 Tombs, man and boy, since the first prisoner was
taken inside,its dreary walls. '

The three then passed the keeper at the inner gﬁate,\
who vrespectfully toliched his hat as he- facetiously
proffered return tickets to the Superintendent and the
Detective, and walking along the stone-covered
enclosure, reached the entrance '1;0 the prison for
men, just as that relic of barbarism, the “Black
Maria,” was driven in for its morning load of island |
prisoners. = A
" The ¢ Black Marfa” is a heavy wagon, shaped like
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~ a windowless omnibus, At the extreme top is a slit,
extending around from front to rear, and immediately
‘back of the driver is a small hole. Through these
'utterly inadequate orifices air is supplied to the people
~ shut and %cked in, on their way from the Tombs to the
island ferry. Men and women, old and young,
drunk, and sober, filthy and clean, innocent and guilty,
the hardened offender and the neophyte in crime are
‘packed into this noisome van, as sheep were formerly
crowded in the cattle cars, before the happier days of

Henry Bergh and his Society for the Prevention of »

Cruelty to Dumb Animals.

Who can exaggerate the scenes possible_ in that
hideous vehicle ? Instances of horriblet brutality and
physical outrage are of frequent occurrence, and every
erip makes known its report of blasphemy and inde-
cency, wicked and repulsive in the extreme. The
Commissioners of . Public Charities and Correction
are good'n(len and kind, They love their families,
and give humane directions to their subordinates ; but
Jwhat do. they know of the actual life of the przsoners
nommally controlled by them? )

Take 'this very small part of the daily routme, the
transfer of criminals from the temporary to the
permanent | prlson They see it done every day. of

~ the year; they see the rude conveyance, the brutal
" keeper, the unfeeling driver; they know that men
and women are crowded into the narrow, unventi-
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lated, stomach-turning coffin, like pigs—they know

and see it all, as their predecessors did for thirty

years before them, but they make. no change, effect
no improvement. ,

And if there is this indifference to matters directly
before their eyes, what are the probabilities of the ten
thousand horrors concealed from their':gaze, kept outu
of sight by cunning officers, or perpetrated when the
superintending-eye is turned away? The hohday story
of our public institutions is often told, and paraded
at length in the columns of our papers, but the great
everyday suffermg-—-—that’s as yet unwritten.

The Warden's quick eye saw the disgust pictured
on John Hardy's face, as sixteen hideous looking
brutes were packed in the wagon, and turning his
atffention,' sald to Mr. Matsell : ¢ Well, Chief, it’'s rather .
a novelty to see you down here. What's up ?”

“That's a fact, Quinn,” replied Mr. Matsell, I

~really don’t believe I've been here before in six
months. I know very little of the details of our
- office. It isn’t ms it used to be. "Bless my heart!

Why, in the old time the Chief knew everyihing, and
did pretty nuch everythmg too. We didn't have ang
political Board to bother us The Mayor was head
of the police, as he ought to be; and, head of every- \

‘thing, as he ought to be. But he never interfered
~with me, Many's the time I'Ve put on an old slouch

and dove down amo J the roughs, wormed into their

a
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secrets, been arrested and taken in, and never found
out tlll the magistrate ordered me to take off my hat |
in the morning. In those days, John, a Clnef was a
Chief. Talk about this uniform ; why look at t'hat
picture hanging in the office 'when you go back, It'sa

picture of me in-the old fashionégi uniform, hat and all. . -

3 : 3 "
"That was a uniform, and it meant something too.

- “That *twenty yéa;rs ago’ seems to stick in your -

crop, old man,” said Warden Quinn, as he gave q sly
wink at the detective. 7
“Yes, yes it does,” said Matsell.” “The Mayor
was saymg ‘to me only a few days ago, that with all
~our ‘modern improvements’ he thought there was
really less security on the public streets now than
there was then. It seems harder to get the right
kind of men on the force. Politicians boss the whole
job, and it's simply impossible to move on the works
of some of the worst criminals in the city, with suc-

cess. ‘They know all about our ;;lurposés about as
soon as we do who make them. Il be surprised

to- know what I am here for now. Oh! good morn-. .

ing,; Mrs. Foster.”
Fhis salutation was in honor of the matron of the

prison for women; a good dame of perhaps fifty years
of age, comblnmg keen qualities of head with kindly
graces of heart; and as rigid a disciplinarian ‘as any

martmet in the army of tradition.

Mls Foster hgs been matron of the prison thn‘ty

-
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years. She is one of the few persons in New Vork
official life who hold position on account of fitness,
Wardens may come and wardens may go, but matron
. Foster holds on forever. With the unfortunate sheis
kind, as becomes a woman. With the vicious she is
stern, as befits a matron. She toleraées no breakage
of her rules, but looks with great favor on the erring
sister who would be glad to do better. Mrs. Foster
is not so famous as Florence Nightingale, but her
‘'sphere is as important and her mission as holy.
Were she relentless and cruel, as many women 'are,
she could make the Tombs a hell. Were she a
gossip, as many women incurably are, she has it in
her power to retail evil enough about New York to
afford the press sensations for a decade.
She’s no such person. '
Advancing with a quick, elastic step, she cordially
greeted her old frieﬁd the Superintendent, nodded

. hastily and pleasantly to.the Warden and the de-

tective, and 1nv1ted them into her sitting-room.
After a moment’s rest they passed through a narrow
passa.ge into the Female Prison, white and clean as
constant scrubbings could make it, and chilly &s a
tomb. On the left of 4 contracteds corridor were a
number of small Cells, most of which were empty. In

one of them was a “Drunk ”—a young hearty-look-

.ing woman, Who, fighting and screaming, had been
pushed it but & short time previous, and falling flat
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upon her face soon pa%sed into a dull and heavy sleep.
She was brought in 'by a policeman, too drunk t@\
care for anything or anPrbody ; paturally a good-hearted
girl, gin made her a demon,

She -was full of it, and from her shapely lips fell
such terrible profanity as made even the accustomed
ears of the matron and her assistant, Mrs. French,

shrink with disgust.
Her bottle was taken from Her pocket and when

" the Warden and his guests looked through the iron

. grating ber heavy snore resounded through the hall,

and beastliness seemed perfectly disclosed.

“This is not the forum for a lecture on temperance
—Dbut that sight was a text from which lectures might‘
well be drawn. | ‘

It is true enough that women and children, as a rule,
suffer from the intemperance of their husbands and

| parents, but no one who is unfamiliar with the police
blotters of our station-houses, and the sad records of
the lower courts, and the fearful scenes witnessed every
day in every year by the prison officials{ can under-
stand the extent to which whiskey drinking\is carried
: by the women of this generation. |
Surely intemperance is the Sin of the 'Ifimei
Every fashionable saloon, has its patrons on whose
" tables light wines sparkle. At the parties of our
ihest people” wine is offered in the supper room,
and young men find stronger stimulants ip th‘eix
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retreat above. - The lady who acéepts the invitation
of her friend. to dance, finds herself in an all-embrac-
ing aroma of punch or toddy. On the cars, one con-
stanﬂy sees little flasks produced, turned u)p and
emptied. Every hotel's finest apartment is its bar |
room, made brilliant with gorgeous adornments and
magnificent fixtures, From the earliest dawn of New
Year's morning to the last flicker of December’s stars,
wine and rum, and whiskey and gin are regarded by
many as Heaven's best gifts to man.

Pious men rent their stores for gin mills.

Christian gentlemen pay their pew rent from in-
comes derived from the traffic in 1iciuor. &

And are women so different that the temptations of

palate and physical sensation which fascinate men,'are
powerless over them ? ‘
Let the Tombs answer,

Y

Go to Blackwell's Island afnd examine the sickening
record.

We havé Sacieties for the Preventxon of Cruelty to
Animals, and Associations for the Conversion of For-
eign Heathens, but it seems to us that if ever there
was a need “for societies. and associations now is the
time, and this the sphere of operation, _

Old and young, male and female, are on the broad -
road to death and destructlon,-—and%m 1s the devil
who leads them. -

Mrs. Foster's iron steps were bright as a new dollar,
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At the head of the staircase is a eircular corridor,

white-washed and damp, from which open cells like

_those on the lower tier. In these are always crowded _ |

many girls, the majority of whom await trial, or are
serving short sentences of ten to thirty' days. Now
and then one has a book: or a paper, but as arule, they
sit or Jounge all day and sleep all night ; the hardened
and the beginners together, with no dlstlnCtIOIl of any
sort or kind between them. ‘

- It%s all wrong—but- how to remedy it is a huge
problem.

As the party passed along to a private reception-.

room at the end of the corridor, Mr, Matsell said :

(¢ Mrs, Foster, I came down to-day more especially to”

see, 1f by reference to the old records, I could find out
anything about a little boy who was lost twenty years
- ago this August. I was Chief at the time, but all I

can recall is that the papers made quite a fuss about
it, a small réward was offered, and nothing came of it.

T thought” there might possibly—but it really isn’t

probable——be some clue from the books here. Ah!
here’s Mr. Findley with the record.”
The kecper handed the Record- book to the Super-

.mtendent, who adjusted his great gold spectacles and

slowly turned the pag‘es—-until he found the date.
There were “ drunks? and “ disorderlies” by the

score, two murders;.2 few burglaries, the customary

‘allowance of milder -offences, but no clue to a lost
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boy. Ordinarily there would be no sense in looking
at ‘the Tombs’ books for such a record, but it will be
remembered that neither the'poli‘ce memorandum nor
the coroner’s office furnished any information what-

" ever, and the only other chance was that little Harry

had been taken directly before a magistrate and
committed by him to the temporary care of the warden.

- Under the head of August 21s, appeared this entry ;

 Name: James Delaney.

Age: 45.

Occupation : Builder,

Residence : Stranger.

Offence : Drunk. ‘

Sentence : 10 days city-prison, $10 fine. . .

Remarks : When brought in had small boy, five
years old, with him. Boy sent in to Foster. Dis-
charged alter two days’ detentlon, and fine remitted by
Dowling. '

“Let me see that,” said Mrs. Foster.

" Seizing the book the good Qld lady put on her -
glasses, ran her finger over the entry, and then gave
a long whistle, | -

“Bless my heart. That's the same boy,” said she.
“Why, French and I have talked that child over and
over a hundred, yes, a thousand times. He was the
dearest, sweetest little fellow you ever saw, and he no
more belonged to that Delaney than I do. The boy,

seemed to like him, too, but there was somethmg :

J\
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about them both that didn’t hitch. I bad the little
chap right in this room and I held him right in this

chair. I rocked him on my lap, and all I could get .
out of him was ‘I want my mamma,’ or ‘ where' spapa?’
He wouldnt tell his name, except ¢ ‘Bub’ or ‘Bob,’ so -

-we called him ¢ Bob.” I got Dowhng to let the man

go for the child’s sake—you can always manage Joe

Dowling ‘through his heart—and when they went off
the fellow was sober and ashamed, and the tears stood in
"his eyes because they fixed him up a pass for Chicago,
" and a kit.  Remember that boy ! I remember him
‘as if he sat before me this blessed minute.”

«“God bless. my soul 1 said Matsell,

"The Warden, though a kind-hearted man, was. too
much accustomed to sensations, to-be particularlylaf-
fected, but Detective Hardy, who was young and en-

thusiastic, jumped at what he clearly saw was one end'
of a clue, which might lead him to professional suc-

cess, and perhaps aid him in making an impression

on the young lady at the Clarendon. .

‘Even while copying the record and making memo-
randa of the matron’s story, John Hardy's active im-
agination was building castles in the airy future.

He saw-—what is there that young men and women
do not see at such times P—fame, fortune, success
in all that makes life worth the living, all :absolutely
in one’s grasp, almost. How often we wake from

sunny dreams, so real, so true, that they challenge ™~
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physical experience itself in reality, only to find that
they may be, but are not, true.

‘But Hardy was hopeful. He had a royal phy;sique..
Every movement, from the flash of his eye to the
tread of his foot;-showed spirit. He thought quickly,
spoke well, bore himself,as became a man, never
forgot his position, and was one of the few men in
this queer world, who have sense granted them before .
they have wasted life, and lost its opportunlues in
experience,

He knew perfectly well the social difference be-
tween himself and Maud Russell, and that she had
seen in him simply a means of bringing peace and
comfort to her father's heart. He knew that she
cared no more for him than for the driver of her
carriage. And, to do him justice, he had not as yet .
detected in himself any feeling deeper than that of |
admiration for a very beautiful and winsome woman.
But for all that, he was conscious of an influence, an
attraction which made him think, and was gradually
affecting his purposes and plans, '

Taking down all that the record disclosed, #nd
making full notes of all that Mrs. Foster could recall ~
concernmg Delaney and the Little “Bob,” Hardy said
to the Supermtendent that he thought he would go to
the Hotel, and see Mr. Russell, although he would
not be expected until eight in the evening.

'Ihey parted at the entrance, the Supenntendent ‘
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gomg down' to meet the Mayor, with whom he went
every noon to eat clams in Fulton Market, and the
. detective to the Clarendon.

~

CHAPTER XII.
THE SNAKE IN THE GRASS.

FOHN HARDY reached the hotel at four
§ o'clock in -the afternoon. Mr. and Mrs.
Russell were out driving, but Maud, know-

~ ing the arrangement between her stepfather and the

detective, inferred that this call must be a matter of
importance, and directed the waiter to show Hardy
to the parlor,

When Hardy entered, Maud advanced to meet

him with an eagerness born entirely of her interest in
his mission. He was disappointed and pleased to
hear that Mr, Russell was not in, but deeming discre-
tion the better part, simply said that he would call

' later, and made this adieu.

As he left the room, a gentleman in the undress
uniform of a naval officer entered, and greeted Maud

with earnestness and evident delight. Hardy looked’
long enough to see that the interest was rec1procal |

and with a muttered disgust hurried away.
Holding Maud's hand in his, William Templeton
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drew the fair girl to a seat in 'the window, partly con-

cealed by the heavy drapery, and sat beside her.
“Well, dearest,” he began, “1s it true at last?

Have I really found you, and is it possible I hold

your dear hand in mine, uninterrupted for 2 moment ?-

| Really, it seems t00 good to be true.” .

Maud smiled sweetly, and after a moment’s linger-
ing, drew somewhat away from her ardent lover,
and laughingly said : “There, Will, that must do for
now ; how fortunate that you should see me here ; do
you-know who that person is 1 was talking with?
He's a detective, and is gomg to help fagher ﬁnd his
 little boy.”

“ His httle boy ?” echoed Templeton

#Yes, hls little boy, lost ever so many years ago,”
‘feplied Maud. ‘“Papa hasn’t secen him in twenty
years, and he’s determined now to find -him, if it's
a possible thing.”

. “Well, don't waste time in talking about little
boys,” said Templeton. “If he has as hard a time
~ in finding a son, as1 have had in trying to finda father,
I pity him, that's all.” = 0

William Templeton was a waif, |

He was found in a Massachusetts work-house by a
benevolent party of Boston.
- By him be was taken to the Hub, educated and
fitted for college. When the civil war fever broke
out, William was fond of the water, and. begged his
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friend to get for him a commission in the navy. He
did so, and the lad entered the regular navy as en.
sign, and at the end of the war ranked as Lieutenant, -
with an unusual record, creditable to him, as a man
and a sailor. ' | \ &

His protector died shortly after, leaving him a small
fortune, The lieutenant went to Europe on leave of

‘absence, and on his trip home met and admired Maud

Russell. :
Together they promenaded the Cunarders deck
long after the old folks had “turned in.”

The moon, the skies, the ships in the distance, the
astronomical perplexities, the sea serpent, the phos-
phorescence in the water, the gulls and the passengers '
were for them a never-failing source of' mterest and

_conversation.

She became entangled. Her affections went out
toward this stranger, and he was greaﬂy taken with
this charmmg English girl, .

Men are curious creatures, and take the oddest
possible fancies.

Everybody on that good shlp liked William Temple-
ton except Horace Russell, and Horace Russell was

~ the only man for whose good-will William Templeton

cared the toss of a copper. i
When Maud or his wife appealed to him to be

more courteous towards Templeton, Mr. Russell ‘be-
~came insanely angry He gave no reason for his dis-

4
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like, all he knew was that he would not like him,
and he forbade his wife and daughter even to speak
to him, in the improbable event of his croséing their,
path after reaching thecity. Mrs. Russell’s inﬂuéncg
over her husband was great, because she farely .exert-
edit. He was a good man, and although very set in
his ways, was never deaf to sensible argument.

* In this matter Mrs, Russell quietly told her husband
that his opposition to Lieutenant Templeton’s steamer
attentions seemed rather strained. The man held a
position of honer, and was well spoken of blY évery

‘one who knew of him among the passengers, and as

he Would doubtless soon have his own affairs to atténd ~

to, it was not likely they would be in any way embar-
rassed by him. ’

Mz, Russell was not convinced, but he was silenced,
and as Maud, who was really very fond of her new-
‘made friend, was wise and pradent enough to avoid
any scene that might annoy her father, there was no
further cause of trouble on the voyage.

Templeton was a brave officer and a bad man.

In the service he was esteemed for the qualities
that endure under privation and trial. He had won
his way unfavored by politicians, the bane of every

public department, and his theory of life had condens- .
" ed into one hard maxim : Let every man take care of

himself,

- With all his bravery and plﬁck, in spite of his good

1

]
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nature and happy-go-lucky manner, he had a weak-

_ness.

He loved money.

No man ever made fortune honestly in the service
of his country. Templeton was not morally above
certain grades of dishonesty, but he had never been in
position to take or speculate, or falsely audit ; he had
his pay, and a very meagre.income from the estate of
his adopted father ; but the most rigid economy would
not make him rich, and he hated economy.

He was about twenty-six years of age, and at a time |
when most men are trustful and genuine, had become
suspicious and deceitful. |

~ He deliberately planned his future, basing it on a

" marriage with money—give him the money, and the

rest he was willing to rigk, :

- He saw Maud, he liked her; he thought her the

daughter of the rich .manufacturer, and believing her

to be his heir, resolved to win her. | -
Introductions at sea are easily obtained, and when

Miss Russell and Lieutenant Templeton bade each

other “ good-night,” after their first introduction, they

were as well acquainted as many people would be only

after many years of friendship. _

- Maud was a queer combination of prudence and

_indiscretion. She had just passed her eighteenth

birthday, was bright, sweet-faced] and elegant in man-
ner. She had the air of a beauty and the innocence
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of a pet; she- idolized her mother, and Mr. Russell
had found in Her the most. loving of children. -
But she was fond of admiration, and so fond of it

*  that a close observer could see that she catered for it.

Some men and women are born flirts, and flaunt

their purpéses bgfore the public eye, careless of the

world, and reckless of its opinion, so long as their own
“good time " is assured. - \
Mau_d was not one of those. She shrank from

| vulgarity of manner, or valgarity in display, as quickly

‘an-d as naturally as from rudeness of speech. And
yet there was a curious boldness about her which

manifested itself in an over desire to please, the :

motive being, whether she knew it or not, to gain
thereby the flattering 1 income so grateful to her.-

She was as gracious to the steward as to the cap-
tain ; she met the detective with the same smile that
beamed on Templeton. Compliments pleaséd her,

come from where they might. And if a beautiful face,

a distinguished air, and a kind heart with,a winning
- smile, would not. elicit compliments in society, what
would ?

She had had but little attention at home ; indeed,

there were but half a dozen fimilies in the town, and

' the Russells, though well-informed and lving in good
‘style, were not on visiting terms with the older

‘county families.

"

Still Maud knew SOznethmg of life, and her regular'
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trip to London brought her more and more, year after

year, into the cauldron of social excitement. She

read some, was fond of music, played- the piano toler-
ably well, rode dashingly, and was esteemed an ac-
quisition at the parties she attended.

Of ‘tourse she received at such times much atten-
tion. |

- Every woman has more or less of it, and it is by no_
manner of means determined either in quality or
quantlty by the prettiness of the face. There. are
thousands ‘of dollfeatured girls who go through life
without attention ; and in what circle do we not find
a plain face thaffecipient of all the courtesy a&xd civil-
ity possible. It is evidently what there is behind the
face that attracts.

‘However, Maud was very beautiful and winning as
well. Her manner was. bright and jolly, her heart
sunny, her general air that of contentment. She was
greatl} pleased with the attentions of her friends, but
she had never met a friend who had taken éuc;h per-
fect and all-absorbing possession of her as William
Templeton.- He seemed to know by intuition what
were her desires, and he never hesitated to gratify
them.

In spite of the dislike of Mr: Russell, Mr. Temple- |
ton found frequent opportunities to be- with Maud

on the steamer, and when they reached New York,

although no formal engagement had been made, both

. t
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felt that their betrothal was but a questlon of time and.

prudence, !

. As they sat together on the sofa, Maud becoming
.wapprehensivé of her father’s return, said : * Why can’t
we go out for a walk or a drive? It is so long since
- I have seen you, and I have so much to say to youé”

" Templeton was only too glad to go. He rang the

" bell, ordered a carriage, and Maud went to her

- room.

daughter,lbut the- only child of Mr. Russell, who
‘ alwéfys spoke of her and to her as “daughter,” so that
her remark about the “little boy” meant more to
Maud's lover than she could have imagined, or he
would care to have known. | ) |
He was very fond of Maud, but fond or not, he
had determined to marry her, and thus gain her
father's wealth. | : )
Presently she appeared, perfectly equiﬁped, and

leaving the Hotel by the 18th street exit, entered the-

carriage and drove off towards the Park.
“Maud, tell me about this ‘little boy’s’ busi-
ness,” said Mr. Templeton. ¢ What is it, who is he,

any way, and how is it I never heard about him be-

fore p”
“Well, T declare, Will, that's rather a -long
string of questions, I should say,” replied she ; “but

as we have plenty of time, and you are so good as to -

é ' - ' : '
The Lieutenant believed Maud to be not only the
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give me this delightful drive, PIl tell you all about it.
And then, too, if you only could help us, papa would
love you just as I do.”

She then gave Templeton a narration of the story
so familiar to her and the reader, and by the time

they had reached the ‘Mt. St. Vincent Hotel in the

Park, he had mastered it all, and was quite prepared
to say to Maud “Suppose we stop here for anice;”
and to hlmself “this is just precisely my luck, I
only wanted this ‘to make assurance doubly sure.
Three cheérs for me—and the *little boy !’

*
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CHAPTER XIII.

A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION.

HE erening of this bright summer day was
§ full of events.

1. Lieut. Templeton had secured a pledge
from Maud Russéll, that she would consider herself
his betrothed, and him, her accepted lover.

As yet, and indeed until Mr. Russell's antipathy
could be conquered the engagement was to be secret

~ from her family. :
2. Detective Hardy had made his report to the

Russells, and found to his surprise that the stern,

- quiet-manncred - Englishman, was a perfect fire® of

enthusiasm, kindled into flame, and outburst by the
meagre story the detectwe had to tell of his morning’s
gleanings. ' ‘

3. Mr. Russell had oualned a plan of operations,
mcludnrg an immediate trip to the West, the offer of
a large reward through the Chicago police, and. sueh
other operation as a review of the ground might
suggest.-

4 And last, but by no means lea.st Maud in her

b
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good-night letter to her lover, wrote to Templeton
every word reported to Mr. Russell by the -detective,
as well as the entire programme for the future.

~ Bidding Mr. Russell and the lad!ies good-night, and
promising to take the anxious father to see Mrs.
Foster early the next day, John Hardy pulled his soft
hat over his eyes, lit a cigar, and moved slowly down
4th avenue. ]us't as he reached 14th street, he was
accosted by a gentleman, who, touching him on the
shoulder said: “I beg your pardon, sir; are you.
Detective Hardy ?”

There was no reason for Hardy s denying his name,
and yet his professional caution was on the alert, and
his suspicions were aroustd.  Hastjly glancing at his
companion, he was about to answer, when the light
from a street lamp disclosed the handsome features
and- manly ﬁgure of Lieut. Templeton. The detec-.
t1ve placed him at once, but pretending not to, replied :
“Yes, sir, that's my name. What of it ?”

“That depends,” rejoined Templeton. “If you
have half an hour to spare, come with me, and we
will discuss a matter of some interest to both of us—
and perhaps of profit. ~“Where shall we go—Del-
monico’s ? '

“No Dehn({mco s for me " said Hardy “ That’ll
do well enough for pleasure If you want to talk
business, where you can be as noisy as a Bedlamlte,
or as quiet as Greenwood, come with me.’
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“I'll do it,” said Templeton ; and he did.

A short ride on a 4th avenue car_tbok them to
Houston street, and a shorter walk led them to the
door of Harry Hill's noted resort for all sorts and
sizes of pleasure seekers of New York and vicinity.

Passing through Hill's wonderful stable, where he

keeps trick ponies,educated dogs, and wonderful sheep, -

and through the dimly lighted bar-room, they reached
a flight of stairs which led to the concert-room.
Templeton had never been there before, and

-wanted to linger; but to the detective it was an old -

story, and calling Harry Hill, a stout built, cheery
faced Englishman, to him said: Harry, this gentle-
-man and I have a little matter of business to talk over.

Let me have the use of your parlor for a few

moments : that's a good fellow.”
- Harry Hill took a good look at Hardy's compan.
ion, shook his'head as if half in doubt, and preceded
the two to the room.

The average man living in New York knows about
" Harry HilP's saloon; its Punch and Judy, its dancers,
and singers, and boxing matches; its free and easy
opportunities for safely seeing a great deal of what
ybung men call “life ;” and the fact that it is one of

the regular “shows” of the city. But probably not

~one in five hundred of Harry Hill’s visitors could
correctly picture even the outer characteristics of the
proprietor's inner home, ' '

5
W

R
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Pictures of prize-fighters, fancy sketches of noted
boxers, bronze horses, flash story-books, foils and
gloves, brass knuckles and billies wereé the parapher-
naha which rose before Templeton’s mind, when he

; thought of the probable adornments of the home of

HGH.  As matter of fact what Templeton saw was as
follows: Two very fair specimens of Kaulbach's
skill, ‘several fine photographs, and one or two
admirable English engravings hung on the walls;’
in one corner was a small boudoir book-case bear-
ing standard literature from the Bible to Hume,
from the book of Common Prayer, to Byron and
Thackeray ; in another a larger table and desk, fitted
with writing materials, and ornamented by curious
Japanese ware ; in the centre was a _handsome round
table, with books and cigar case, while two doors
opening outward disclosed a dressing-room and a bed-
chamber. |

Templéfon was astonished. ~Mr. Hill saw the
look, and smilihg, said: “A trade’s a trade, my
friend. ¢’Arry 'Ill’s one thing 'eré and another there.
That's all,” and shutting the door left the two men to
their business. )

Neither cared to begin, but Hardy, lighting a fresh .
cigar,l threw himself on a lounge, and Templeton was
forced to take the initiative.

“ Mr. Hardy,” said he, “I am a friend of the

Russells, and aware of their plans They are in
A%
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" search of a little boy Mr. Russell lost some twenty
years ago. And I am that boy.”

“WrHAT 1" cried Hardy, and jumping from hIS seat

like a greyhound, banged his hand heavily on the
-table, and stared through Templeton’s eyes down to

- his very soul. ‘
“Don't make a noise, man,” continued the Lieu-

tenant, “you would do yourself greater credit if you.
s listened. I say, I am that lost boy, and you can.

prove it—if you care to. Qld Russell has heaps of
money, and can be bled like an oX, for anyth'ihg that
is genuine He loved his child, lost him carelessly,
left him cruelly, and mourns him smcerely I know
~ he would spend $100,000 to find that son And I
think if you were to find him, your fortune would be
insured. Now listen. I can satlsfy you that I am
Russell’s son, and your business will be to convince
him, Is it a bargain?” '
For a moment Hardy was nohi)Iussed. He had
- met many rascals in his police experience, and had
worked out many a plot, but the cool impudence and
suicidal aundacity of this putt‘ef—up of villainy, eclipsed
all previous examples of the kind.
He thought rapidly, and concluded it would be
well “to lay in” wiéh"Templeton until the plan was
‘ripe.  Nothing could be gained by bluffing ‘him';
much might be learned by pretending to work with him.
After a brief pa.use, he said : ‘

=~
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“7 don’t know you, sir. Are you quite certain you
can satisfy me ?”

« Of course I can,” replied Templeton with a cun-
ning smile; “of cours§ I can, and I'll agree to putult
off for six months too. How will that suit your royal
highness ?” )

“Perfectljr,” rejoined Hardy; ¢ you have my ad-
dress. I shall be in town two or three days; and then
we're off to Chicago. Come in and see me when
yoﬁ’re Vready to talk finally ;—and now let's see what
Harry has to show us to-night.”

Together they passed into the- saloon, andr taking
seats at onc of the little round tables, made part of a
large and laughing audience, listening to the jokes and
songs of the character-people on the stage of Harry
Hill's.
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CHAPTER XIV,
FIkE, FIRE, FIRE.

gt HAT night Horace Russell seemed a boy
f X4 again. Long after his customary hour of

retiring, he walked his parlor, talked. ear-
nestly and rapidly of his plans, read and reread the
sﬁbs\cut from the papers of twenty years back by his
former wife, told for the one hundredth time the story
of little Harry’s loss, and worked himself and Mrs,
Russell into a state of excitement borderiig on frenzy.

Maud bad Iong since kissed them both good-night,

" ‘and went to her room to write to her lover.
With her long, soft tresses hanging over the bed, she

was a pretty picture, when her mother, entermg the
room, found her on her knees.in prayer.
Folding her in her loving arms, Mrs. Russell said ;

“Darling, don’t think to deceive your mother, You

are more deeply interested in Lieutenant Templeton
than you care to confess. Tell me, darling, is it not

$0? and if so, let me know exactly how you feel, and
what your relations are with him. Conceal nothmg

frorn your best friend. Tell your mother all.”
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Maud, as. we have seen, was ‘bright and quick,-
even pert and almost forward at times, but she was
truth itseif in speech, and this one secret of her heart

* was all she had ever sought to keep from the mother

she idolied, and for whom nothing could be good
enough. -

She had pronnsed Templeton to be his wife, and
to keep her promise secret.

What should she do between her mother and her
lover.

Right was with the mother, but- mlght seemed to
be with the lover.

“Has he told you that he loves you, dear?” said
Mis. Russell.

“1 know he does,” evaded Maud
- “And how does my- darhng. know so much?”

-continueq, Mrs. Russell, as she pushed a little closer

to the citadel; “did he tell jrou to look in his heart
and see?” :
. ¢ No, darling mamuma,’ "replied the g1r] “ he didn’t
say that, but please, mamma, don’t ask me any more
uestions. I cannot tell you; really, I cannot say
another word. I do love him, mamma. He's as
brave and noble as he can be, and he loves me so
dearly. Don’t be angry, mamma darling. Don’t be
angry. We can wait, you know, ever so long; and

" besides he's going to help find little Harry. He said

he would, and he will ; and if he only could find him
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and make papa bappy, what a splendid thing it would
be for all of us. And he likes yon too, mamma !”

“ Mrs. Russell smiled faintly at her davghter's en..

- thusiasm ; but, taking her head in her arms, she
“pressed her warmly to her heart, apprehensivejfor the
- future, for she knew the feelings and passions and
bitter prejudice of her husband.

“Come, my dear,” called Mr. Russell from the
parlor, “ you mustn’t keep daughter awake all night.
‘Let her go to sleep. Good-night again, little girl.”

Mrs. Russell rejoined her husband in his planning,
and .it was quite one o'clock ere the consultation
ended, and even then they were undecided whether it
~was better to go to Chicago, or start the search in
New York city itself,

The entire hotel was resting quietly at three o clock
1n the morning, when the cry of « Fire ! Fire!” startled

‘the sleepy watchman on the corner of the avenue, '

and a policeman, who was resting against the iron rail,
actually knocked three times for help before he
opened his eyes.

Smoke was rushing in volumes from the upper win-

dows. The story below that was in flames.-

. Clerks ran hastily through the house to arouse the
people, sérvants were driven from their rooms in
 the attic, children were bundled out of the house, and
efforts were made to save thé baggage of the guests.
The adjacent streets fairlyi hummed with excitement,
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Crowds thronged about the firemen, the engines

.puﬂ‘éd and snorted and whistled, while the quick buzz
of the wheels made merry music on the air.

If there is any one thing existing which resembles a
fully developed, fiery d:::b with wings of flame and
a blazing tail, it isa modern fire engine as it flies to
the scene of disaster, with its bells and whistle, and
steam, and smoke, and screams, and dash of speed
along the streets.

Half a dozen of these wonderful machines were at
work, and the conflagration was largely under con-
trol.  Still the building was burning, and great clouds
of smoke overhung it and permeated every room.

Mr. Russell had been, for many years, in the habit
of waking very early in the morning. As regularly as
the seasons in their course, Horace Russell rose
every n;orning of his life at three, looked over at his
mills, drank half a glass of water, looked at the mills
again, and resumed his sleep. )

When at sea, his mind worked the same way.

And in pursuance of this habit, he woke on this

‘morning just as the porter in the lower hall discovered

the smoke. By the time the other guests were fairly
awake, Mr. Russell had his wife and Maud down-
stairs, and was hurrying them into the street, when

'Mand, eluding his hand, slipped. by him and ran in

the direction of their rooms.
Half wild with fear, Russell did not at first knpw
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what'to do; ﬁnally, and quickly, however, he gave his. -

wife in charge of an officer, and duected her to walk
“down toward the Everett H@use, while he flew to
find Maud.  The halls and staircase were flooded
‘with smoke. Guests rushed down-stairs half-dressed,

with such things as they had hastily caught up. The

hotel people were shouting and directing. The police

~were in the way as usual, and the firemen worked |

like heroes. 7 &

- If ever men earned their pay, these fire laddies of
the paid depa,rtment earn theirs, and ought to have
it promptly.

Blind with the smoke, half paralyzed Wlth apprehen- |

sion for Maud's safety, and really anxious about her
mind, Mr. Russell felt his way to their apartments,
They were filled with dense, black, stifling smoke.
Groping to the window, he stumbled and fell on the
body of his adopted daughter. Desperate, and half
"constious only, he instinctively grasped her in his
powerful arms, and sought the door, |

Had he overestimated his strength ? -

Possibly, but not his love, |

Love for the dear girl who had caressed his weari-

ness to sleep at the close of many an anxious day,

who had brought sunshine to his heavy heart in many

a tine of gloom, gave him inspiration, and he achieved
in an autoniatic way, half heedless of what he was
about, an act of heroism which, under other circum-
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stances and for another person, would have made him
famous. Staggering towards the door he fell. Half
rising, he dragged the unconscious girl 6n and down
the single flight of stairs separating their apartments
from the ground floor, step by step, till together they
attracted the attention of men at the entfance, and

-the cheery voice of John Hardy said: “Brace up,

Mr. Russell, brace up, old man ; it's all right, brace

up. .
And he did brace up, but, overcome with smoke

"

and excitement, fell exhausted on the stones.

Hardy had turned for a moment to give some direc-
tions to his partner, as they called the detective who
worked with him, but seeing that Mr. Russell could
no more ‘“brace up” than Maud could jump up, he
extemporized a litter for them both, and had them
carried along through the crowd down to the Everett
House, where Mrs. Russell had ordered rooms, and
was waiting pluckily to meet them. -

Mr. Russell soon revived, and after a glass of
brandy felt quite like himself, and wanted to see
Maud: ' ‘ o

But Maud had been put to bed, and in her hand,
tight grasped, her mother found the cause of her re-
turn to- her room—a little gold brooch in which was

- ‘a picture and a lock of curly hair.

The picture was. Templeton's ; so was the hair.




CHAPTER XV,

TROUBLE IN THE HOUSEHOLD.

i mth excitement and fatlgue, slept late ; and
Maud, who had been tended during the night
‘ by her mother, rested at her side.

The detective called at ten o'clock, and ﬁndlng.

Mr. Russell in the reading room, was surprlsed and

delighted at his freshness and v1g0r Together they

walked to the Clarendon, arranged for a transfer of
the luggagd®which was irf no way injured, and then,
m pursuance of their agreement, drove to see Matron
Foater at the Tombs.

~The good woman was very cordial in her greeting,
_and gladly rehearsed the story of little ¢ Bob,” adding
~ that it would be the happiest day of her life when she
could see him restored to his father’s arms.

“Mr. Russell was deeply affected both by the story
and the interest Mrs, Foster exhibited in the fate of
the chiid; but he did not conceal from himself the
great improbability of a successful search for a boy
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whose life for twenty years had been withdrawn from
his knowledge, nor the greater improbability that

~“Bob should in reality be the Harry of his heart.

Nevertheless, in the absence of other suggestion,
he determined to adhere to his scheme, and go with
Hardy to Chicago, even if Maud and her mother were
unable to leave the city.

After an interested examination of the prison, Mr,
Russell bade Mrs. Foster ¢ good-morning,” and, accom-
panied by the detective, turned towards the noor,
when, quick as a flash, the sturdy officer dashed into
a reception room just inside the iron gate and rail,

Ashe did so, Lieuteriant Templeton handed a pass
to the gate keepér, and walked over towards the
female prison.

“Did you see that man ?” said Hardy.

“No,” replied Mr. Russell. ¢« That is, I did, and
Idid not. I saw some one come in, but was so
thunderstruck by your rushing off that I pﬁid no
attention to him.  Why, who is he ? —

“ That's just whatI want to find out?” rejoined

- Hardy. “You go on to the hotel; wait there until

you see me. Just take the yellow car, tell the con-

ductor to let you out at the Everett House, and

youw're all right. Excuse me now ; every minute’s an

hour.” | ‘ | |
Mr. Russell did not precisely see the force of what

Hardy said, but though somewhat dubious in his mind
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as to the pro&iety of the young man’s conduct, did as
he was dirécted, and soon regained the hotel.

Hardy went at once to Warden Quinn’s room,
borrowed a uniform, put on a belt and cap, and with
baton swinging from his wrist, re-entered . the prison
yard, and walked quietly over to the Matron's office.

Fortunately he met her as she was leaving the wash- ‘

- house. Accosting her, he said : ¢ Don’t start, Mrs.
Foster ; I'm Hardy, the detective. I have a point to
make here, There's a gentleman in your room who

wants to see you. If Thappen to seem rather CﬁriOilS,' |

- take no notice of me. I'm on business.”

The sagacious woman twinkled her eyes in token
of comprehension, and quickly entered her office.

As she did so, Lieut. Templeton rose from his
seat, and advancing with great politeness, extended
his ha.ﬁd, bowed, and said: ¢This is my old friend,

Matron Foster, at last. And not a bit changed,
either. How kind you were to me, and how often,

when a boy, I added to my lisping prayer, ¢ God bless
Mammia Foster.! Do you not remember me?”

« Remeniber you?” said Mrs. Foster. “No, I

don't. How should I? I never saw you before.

What do you mean ?".

_ Mrs. Foster is no fool. She has had her eye-teeth

cut these many yéars. She is sympathetic, but not
at all credulous. Real suffering elicits her condo-
lence and aid; but bogus complaints could never
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_ ejp,vring a tear from her, if they were to try 2 thousand

years. ‘ - _
She didn’t “take” to_this honey-dropping gentle-

- man. He was altogether too grateful, and his grati-

}ude' came rather late in life. Had hé found her at
last? Why, for thirty years she had not left her post !
Every day of 'every year she had opened and shut her
room. She is never sick; never away; vacations
are an unknown quantify to her, and as for sleep—
well, they do say she never sleéps ; but that is prob-
ably not so.

“No, I don’t remember you. Who are you?” $aid
the robust Matron. _

“Who am I? Why, I am little ‘Bob,” said
Templeton. ¢ Surely you remember little ‘Bob’ to
whom you were 50 kind in this Very root, now twenty
years ago.” '

“Little ¢Bob’!” cried Mrs. Foster; « Little ¢ Bob |
little fiddlesticks! Ay little ¢ Bob’ had no such snake 5
eyes as you've got, nor such hair, nor such—oh, don’t

~ bother me._ If that’s what you came here for, you've

lost your time. I don’t know you, and I don’t want
£

" to)

¢ But hear me, madam ; 1 have proofs of what I
say,” said Templeton, now thoroughly alarmed.
““ And it may be worth money to you to help me, tdb.

" I have reason to béIieve I have found my dear father,

and your aid is indispensable to me.”
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Just at this juncture, John Hardy, in policeman’s
dress, appeared at the door.

« Here, oﬁiéér,” said Mrs. Foster, * just tramp this
party out of here. He's made a mistake. He belongs
in the male ptison, I guess, and if he had his deserts
‘he’d go there.”

Hardy raised his cap.

Templeton looked up quickly, turned black as his
boot, .and muttering a curse, hurried rapidly by his
tormenter toward the gate. ' |

Hardy stopped him by a whistle, and then taking
him into the Warden’s office, said : ¢ Mr, Templeton,
I give you just four hours in which to leave New

York, IfI catch you here after that, I'll go for you;
" gad what that means you know. Now, get out.”

And he got out, right away. \

That evening Mr. and Mrs. Russell were dining in
their parlor, and Maud, still very weak, was reclining
on a lounge, thinking of Templeton, longing to see or
hear from him, and wondering how it could be pos-
sible for her to convey to him information of her
situation, and the necessity of his being content

not to see her until she should be able to get out
and about, when a servant handed Mr. Russell a
letter. ‘

Not having seen the detective since his singular
conduct at the Tombs, Mr. Russell was wondering

| " why he did not hear from him, when the letter was
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brought .in. Without looking at the address, Mr.
Russell broke the seal. ,_

. Heé read a sentence, turned the page, read again,
and then, with a face white with rage, went to the

. door, opened it, shut it, looked at the feeble girl upon

the lounge, and sank despondingly in his chair,
Maud’s eyes were closed ; her soul was with Tem-

pleton.

But her.mother saw her hushand’s paésion,' and
knew that nothing but his love for Maud kept him
qulet '

¢ What1s it, I—Iora.ce 2" said she.

“Read that,” said he; “read that, and see what -
an infernal scoundrel you've cherished between you,
Ob, that I had him here ! Oh, that I had him here |

His raised and excited voice roused Maud from -
her reverie,

She, too, knew her father's ungoverned passions and

. trembled when she saw them upon him. Her sweet

voice rarely failed to calm him, and her gentle
caresses were many a time and oft the balm which
brought peace and comfort to a disturbed circle and
a troubled mind. :
 “Why, papa darling,” said she, half rising from her
position; “what has happened? Don't look sq
black ; tell me, papa, what is it ?”
“What is it " replied Mr. Russell. “What s it?

_You’re it. Your moth.efsif: ‘Heaven only knows

5
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who isn'tit. I must think this out. It puzzles me,
I can't understand it. I leave you together. When
T retufn,'I must and shall know all.”

Without another word the angry man left the room.

; And he left two sad, and crushed, and sorrowful
“hearts as well. ' '

The mother, heart-sick for her daughter “and the
daughter, conscious only that something terrible had
happened, but what she knew not. '

As the door closed, Mrs. Russell caught her daugh—
ter in her arms and, wild with grief and apprehension,
said : “Sweetest, you cannot wonder at your father's
anger, nor at his anxiety. This letter is from Lieut.

Templeton to his betrothed ?ide. Think of it.”
~ «Give it to me, mother,” 4aid Maud ; “ how dared
he open it. Mother, give it to me ; 1"—but she could

- go no further.

Her mother bathed her head, and kissed and sooth-

ed the young girl's temper down.
Then together they read

THE LETTER.

Firte AVENUE HoTEL, NEW Yorxg, August 21, 1873

¢« Maund, my darhng, 1y own betrothed I have but’

a moment to write you and I have volumes to- tell you.
1 have heard, darling, of your night of peril, and although
1 cannot see you, I understand that you are quite

well, though weak to-day. I have to leave town at
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once. Danger, of which I cannot safely write, threat-
ens me. I had hoped to be of service to your father,
but it cannot be. I leave, and leave at once. Con-
sider,.darling, my proposal. You are virtually my wife,
Why can younot be so absolutely? _If you are strong

- enough, and can manage to elude the vigilance of your

over-anxious mother for an hour do so, and meet me
n the corridor near the ladies’ entrance, I will be

.

prepared with a carriage, and in half an hout’s time my. -

sweet-heart will be my bride,—~my darling will be

niy wife. I begyou will not, at this crisis, hesitate or

 yield to scruples which can only delay what must hap-

pen sooner or later. You love me, do you not? Then
prove it. Bear in mind, darling, that I muss leave
town, Shall I go alone? . And if so, may I not at
least carry the picturé of my wife with me? I can
think of no mode by which I can be informed of your

- purpose, so I will, at all events, go to the rendezvous,

and trust to the -promptings of your loving heart for

a favorable response. And till then, sweet one, dar--

ling, adieu.
“ Eyer youts,
“W, T
‘
“Great Heavens ! Papa will meet h1m and ¥—

Again Maud fainted, and her thoroughly frightened .
mother threw water and lavished kisses upon her until, -
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half dead with fear, she opened her eyes, and whisper-
ed, “Save him, save him'!” : |
Mrs. Rdssell was not a woman of the world, nor a
society-woman in any sensé. She was born in New
York City, and at the age of thirty-four was a widow,
‘with a daughter six years old. With the child she
went to Europe, traveled two years, met Horace Rus-

sell, then a widower, at the house of a London friend,

and at the time of the present occurrence, had been
Mrs. Horace Russell ten years.

She was a clear-headed, kind-hearted woman, very

fond and proud of her husband, and idolatrously de-
voted to her daughter, Like her daughter, she was

| the incarnation of truth, and nothing of whatever
moment or consequence had ever been, or could ever
be, a temptation to one or the other to swerve even by
a look from the line of perfect veracity.

“But here was her daughter—and there was her hus—
band.

‘Without a word she kissed Maud on the forehead
left the room, and passing quickly down the private
stairway, stood near the’ ladles entrance, her figure

" partially concealed by the curtain of a window.

Would he never come ? ‘

Moments'seemed ages, and her courage was oozing
fast when the well known form of Lieut. Templeton

T appeared at the head of the staircase.

A shght movement of the curtain attracted his wa.tch-
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ful attention and, in 2 moment, he was at the side—not

of the loving daughter, but—of the indignant mother.
It was a study for an artist.
But there was no artist there ; only two embarrass-

. ed and mutually anxiousindividuals, neither one know-

ing precisely what to do or say.

Presently Mrs. Russell, with fire flashing from her
eyes, sqid: “ Mr. Templeton, we thought you were a
gentleman, We find we were mistaken. For my
daughter’s sake, and that there may be no scene be-
tween you and my husband, I came here to tell yoﬁ
you that we decline all further acquaintance with you,
and to assure you that no member of our family has:

‘the slightest desire to see youagain. Now go, and

go quickly, unless you care to meet Mr. Russell, for

‘there he comes, and with him the detectlve ”

Without a Word Templetoh, who was thoroughly
alarmed, hurried away, while Mrs. Russell quietly re-
gained her room, and drawing Maud's arm through

 hers, gently led her heart-broken daughter to the -

privacy of their chamber—and what passed there, we
may imagine, but certainly cannot know.




CHAPTER XVL

WHAT NEXT? THE PROGRAMME,

Mr. Russell so abruptly left his wife
YRl and Maud in the parlor, he had no definite

' plan before him, but having read enough of
’lempleton s letter'to get a general idea of love.and

© an engagement, and only so much, he saw the abso-

lute necessity of his bemng alone for a few moments,
ere he trusted himself to speak. .

He understood his own passionate nature thorough-
ly, and being very anxious about Maud's physical
condition, wisely and kindly checked his outburst and
simply left the room. '

His meeting with Hardy at the door was purely ac-

cidental, and without alluding either to Templeton or-

his letter, Mr. Russell entered at once upon a discus-
sion of their Chicago plan, as together they pa,ssed
within twenty feet of his wife, on their way to the
general parlor. ‘

" Hardy was in trouble.
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_He had seen but little of Mr. Russell, but he liked
him, and was interested in his mission. Still he knew
so little of the man, that he was in doubt as'to the ad-
visability of telling him about Templeton’s proposal
at Harry Hill’s, and the exposé at the Tombs. The
detective felt competent to manage Templeton in
any scheme he might attempt, and as yet knew noth-
ing of the condition of affairs in the family. He had
seen Maud and Templeton together and had noticed
the warmth of their greeting, but the ouly thought
suggested by that, was the difference between Temple-
ton’s social opportunity and his own——a thought which

. had often made him curse the world which, even in

republican America, is dlsposed to be sensitive on'so-
cial points.
Hardy’s maxim was: “When in doubt, hold your

tongue;” and, being in “doubt, he obeyed that
teaching, believing that if at any time it became

necessary to bluff, outwit or confront the plotter, he
had the game in his own bands.

Unsuspicious, then, of Templeton’s design upon his
fortune, Mr.‘Rt‘ls'sell, as calmly as he could, canvassed
the possibilities of a search at the West, while Hardy,
uninformed of the new development that had upset

- the peace and harmony of his employer, quietly

aided him. During the interview, Hardy presented
this programme for Mr. Russell’s action, as the best

 he could, after consultation with the Chief; suggest :
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‘1. Obtain official letters of introduction from the
mayor and police to the Chicago authorities.

2.*@btaip' personal letters to peopie of ’prominence

from the New York correspondents of Mr. Rus-

- sell’s mills. o
3. Go to Chicago with Hardy, secure a local detec-
tive, offer privately or through the press, a small
reward for information, leaving all negotiations:
in the hands of Hardy and the western officer,

and then be guided by circu;nstanées.
% That's not very long,” remarked Hardy, ‘but it’s
~ the boilings down of many an hour's thought. The old
man has given time and consideration to this matter
astonishingly, If ever you want to interest Matsell,
just connect your subject with something that oc-
curred twenty or thirty years ago, and he’ll jump in

lively.”
¢ Well,” replied Mr. Russell, ““it seems sens1b1e

The only point is that we seem to be giving up New
York altogether. This “Bob’ search may be a faice
and result in a fizzle. If so, we waste our time and
throw away our money—although, to be frank about
it, money is really no object. " Do you know, Hardy,
that boy of mine would be, must be, twenty-five years
old now; just about asoldas you, and I fancyl would
like to find him as true and sensible a man as you ap-
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pear to be. God knows I have but the one wish upon
my heart. I miss him all the time; I think of him,
dream of him, talk to him—but always as my baby,
my Harry boy of twenty years gone by.

“Come, come, this won't do ; I'll see Mrs. Russell
and the doctor. As soon as they say Maud may
travel, off we go,

“Now, Hardy, I need ha.rdly assure you of my
earnestness in this life-work. I trust you. In any
event your reward shall be ample ; but'if we succeed,
your heart’s desire shall be granted—U'll rmake'- you |
rich and independent for life. Now go, my friend,
learn all you can from the prison people, and get all
needed letters jﬁ‘om Mr. Matsell ; T'll attend to the
rest. Good night.”

Hardy bade Mr. Russell “good night,” and M.
Russell went to get it. |

He found the gas brightly burmng in the parlor,
and the door of Maud’s room shut. He-entered his
own chamber, The bed was undisturbed ; evidently
his wife was with her daughter, Knocking gently at

: Maud’s door, Mr. Russell waited for an answer,

None came.

He softly opened the door and on tip-tqe ap--
proached the bed. Fast asleep in her mother's arms
lay the beaiitiful girl, with flushed cheek and eyelids
wet with tears, - . g

Mrs. Russeil § eyes were wide open, but she dared
- 3
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not stir lc‘:st Maud‘shduld be disturbed. She saw
. love in her husband's smile, and as he bent over her

to press a father's kiss upon the “ daughter” of his.

heart, though not of his race, Mrs. Russell whispered:
“Good night, father; I will stay with Mauad—she is
. Very nervous, but all will be well. Good night.”

For a moment Horace laid his hand upon her brow, ‘

then kissed her tenderly, ang, without a word, left the
‘weary and the Comforter together.

-CHAPTER XVII

£y

THE SCENE SHIFTS. THE TEMPTER AT WORK.

5IEUT.. TEMPLETON drove quickly to

the Fifth Avenue Hotel, purchased a

through ticket for Chicago by the morning

express, paid his bill and left orders to be called in
time for breakfast and the train.

The evening he occupied in looking through all his

papers, and deliberating as to what was best for him

* to do with his commission. He was liable at any

hour to be ordered on duty, and resignation after the
receipt of orders would not be tolerated : or rather it
would subject him to such criticism in naval circles
as he would not care to brave. ‘And then, foo, it must
be borne in mind that Templeton was not so foolish

~ in his ordinary life as he has shown himself in dealing

with Hardy., He doubtless believed that the average
policeman, of whom Hardy was a type, had only to
be approached, to be sequred. A bribe, he thought,
would never be refused unless it were too smali, and
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he had purposed makmg his offer to Hardy $O tempt-

. mg as to be irresistible.
He failed. ‘ . : )
~ What Hardy, or the average officer 1pight do under

some circumstances ‘we know not, but Templeton’s
manner was unfortunate ; his time was wl:)a(illy chosen,
his plan was too startiing—and, besides, the detective
had warmed towards Mr. Russell, and the sweet face
of Maud was constantly before his eyes. .

Having failed with Hardy, Templeton’s next hope
was to work on Maud’s affections through her fear

for his personal safety, induce her to marry him, and -

then leave or take her with him, as might seem best
at the time. |

He failed in that also,

Had the letter been handed to Maud it is quite

certain she would have met her lover ; and had she

gone, weak, nervous and unsettled- as she was, it is
more than probable she would have ylelded to his im-
portunities, and placed herself at his disposal, and
| brought desolation on her mother’s heart.

From that she was spared, but at what a cost !

Failing in his second endeavor, Lieut, . Temple-
ton bethought him of a third and better scheme.
He knew M. Russell perfectly And he was well in-
formed of the plans, as arranged in general by Hardy

“and Russell before the morning of the fire. With .

this in mind he was discussing the advisability of re-
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signing his commission in the service, that he might
risk all he had in one desperate venture—a claim to the
right and title of Horace Russell's son. ‘
~ He took time to think of it, and pondered it well
before he decided. _

He then wrote his resignation and had it mailed at

once.
His trunks were packed, his travelling preparations

.-made, his bed ready.

And he slept like a boy till the porter called him

to rlse )
- In due time, Templetop reached Chicago and on

I

the following day placed himself in communication

with the detective office at police headquarters.
Securing an introduction, through - a hotel clerk, to
Charles Miller, or, as he was there more familiarly

* known, ¢ One-eyed Charléy,"*he made an appointment
. with him at the hotel, at which time, as he told him,

he would lay before him a matter directly in the de-

tective’s line of business, and in which there was * big

money.” ‘ |
One-eyed Charley was a character, and not alto-

‘gether a good one. He was very much esteemed by

his superiors, his intuition being remarkably clear and
his'experience gréat. He knew all the regular thieves
and professional men well. His twenty years' deal-
ing with the counterfeiters, and burglars, and minor

rascals of the Mississi ppi Valley had educated him to
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a point of sharpness and ¢leverness that entitled him

to higher rank in the office than he ever held, but he
had risen as far as he could, for gin was his failing, -

and rum was his delight.

Half the number of sprees in which Miller indulged
wouldshave “broken” a less useful man. He knew
it, and accepted his lot without a murmur. - It was

- rumored, now and -then, that there were other potent
reasons for the lack of promotion, but they never rose -

above a whisper; for much as men might suspect,

fear of Miller's vengeance kept: the tongues of his bltL

terest eneinies quiet,

He had two daughters, the only living bemgs for
whom he cared the value of a rash—for whom he savJ
ed what he could ; and that was by no means incon-

stderable. =

Physically, he was ugly. . His head was well cover-
ed with a reddish thatch ; in a fight be had lo_ét his
left eye; his face was badly marked with traces of

‘i

small-pox, and in stature he was-tall when he sat, and
short when he stood. - Morally lie was queer ; he be-
lieved. in no Gdd, no heaven, no hell, no future of any
" kind ; his motto was “keep all you get, and get all
* you can.”” Mentally, he was shrewd and quick ; shrewd
enough to see that, in his business, honesty, as a rule,

- was much the best policy, and quick enough to see
when he might safely serve a dishonest purpose With

profit to himself.
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 And this was the man who called jdn Lieut.
William Templeton at his elegant apartments, in pur-
suance of an agreement made at the general office.

Templeton saluted Mlller, as he entered the room,

. with : “ How are you, my friend ; what will you ta.ke to

drink ?” -
«Well, sir,” replied the detective, I don’t mind-a

stiff rum and gum, after we've finished our talk ; but
if you mean business, defer the refreshments till busi-
ness is done, My chief clerk is my brain, and liquor
is his worst enemy.”

wAl right,” said Templeton, “as you say ; but you

“surely will let your chief clerk have the flavor of

a good cigar under his nose, won’t you?”

“Ves. I don’tobjectto that; but I really think as -
how that curious creature would very much prefer a
pipe, if it’s handy,” féjoined Miller ; and, suiting the
action to the word, drew from his pocket - a- comnion
clay pipe, filled it with *“horse cut,” lit it_, and puffed
vigorously. -

“ Now, young man, as the widder said, pitch in,
and what you've got to say, out thh 1t »

Templeton eyed him closely. '

Under any circumstances he would have done - so,
but his experience with Hardy had taught him a les-
son, and he meant to profit by it.

He eyed him closely, and concluded he would do.

Millcr preten 'ed not to notice the s'crutiny-, but h¢
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- saw it all, and made up his mmd that there was devil-
_ try in the air, and he meant to profit by 47,
Pulling from his pocket a huge wallet filled with

papers, Templeton settled himself in his chair and

opened the ball.

“Mr. Miller,” sa,lg he, “T have a long story to tell
you, and I want" you to listen to it carefully, profes-
‘sionally, and én my interest. To that end I hereby
retain you, and ask, is it @ bargain ?”

With this he laid five $20 bills upon the table,
- pushed them over to Miller, and waited for his“réply

Miller puffed quickly, counted the bills carefully,
stuffed them in his vest pocket, nodded to Templeton
and simply sald “Go ahead y

CHAPTER XVIIL-

TEMPLETON'S STORY.

P NTIL yesterday,” began Templeton, “I was

a lieutenant in the navy., My resignation

was forwarded last week, and !lasl night's

mail brought me official notice of its acceptance. I’

sec you think a man who has so pleasant a berth is
foolish to get out of it. Well, possibly, but 1 have

- two strong motives, and one equally a motive but not

50 strong.

“ First, I want money.

“ Second, I want a father,

«Third, I want a wife.

“The way to cach and all of these, I believe, lies
througll my resignation, whereby I am left free to
prosecuite a plan, in the cutwork of which I need your
-aid. &

“ Don’t misunderstand my position. I amnot poor..
In any event I can abundantly compensate you. My
game is higher and my prize greater. \

“Who I am, no one knows,
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“Where I came from, no one can tell.

“ I'may be the son of a beggar, and I may be heir to
,one of ‘the largest employers in Great Britain. I
have chafed under my assumed name of William Tem-
pleton till my mind is sore, and, at times, the very
mention of it makes me wild. I hateit. I hate its
origin and everythmg connected Wlth it. ‘

“AsnearasIcan make out, I am thirty or thlrty-one
years of age. I run back connectedly until my ténth
year, as follows: thirteen years I have been in the
service ; four years I was at college and three years I
was preparmg for college under the protection, and at.
the home, of a good-natured Bostonian who found me
sick and homeless, andwuh no other name than ¢ Bill,’
in the workhouse, _

““Pror to that, and young as I was, I had been a
‘bum.” Nothing that you know by observation’ of the
life of a homeless boy, can equal what I knew by daily
experience. I've been through it all. I blacked boots,

- sold papers, ran errands, slept under’ stoops, in ash’
“barrels and over steam escapes, eat when I had food,
and bore hunger when I had none. Dirty, half-clad,
bare-footed, often never washed, on the Island in New
York, in the Tombs, known to the watch, and often
sick, Iiled the life of avagabond as long as I can re-
member.” l - ‘

“Well, I'm blowed,” interrupted Miller, « Say,
stranger, do you know, I Iike you. Pitch in aga.in.”-‘

TEMPLETON'S STORY. 11§

Templetoﬁ who was too much in earnest to smile,

or to welcome the interest, proceeded.
"« have a vague memory of stowing myself on a
schooner, but whether it was accidental or intentional,

- T don’t know, and of being very ilL * From then, until

I foﬁnd myself in the hospital of the workhouse near
Boston, I recall nothing. I have had of late a..plea‘:;- |
ant life. My associates were gentlemen. Society 18
always open to a uniform; and then, too, I prided
myself on my record. At college, although among the -
youngest, I ranked well and my protector was $O
pleased with my general progress that he Jeft me his
property when he died, from which I have a s%nall
annual income. |
I see the power of money-—and 1 want to wield it.
«1 see the advantage of family connection—and I

. think I see my way to it.

T have met a woman whom I love : and through
her boundless love for me, I see the clue_ to both faFIl~
ily and wealth.” . o
o Well, if you've got it all down so fine as this, where
do I come in ?” said Miller.

““ Are you a Mason ?”’ asked Templeton.

« No, I'ain’t,” replied the detective; *“and I don’t
want to be. I can keep a secret better than any
Mason can, if that's what you mean/

#'Well, that was not what I meant,” I'EjOIBEd Tem—

pleton, who was wondering in his mind whether Hor-
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ace Russeil’s high rank in Masonry could in anyway
baulk his plans.

“ For several minutes neither spoke, and then, as if .-
“inspired, Miller jumped up, and, resting his two hands

on the round table, over which blazed four fan-tailed

jets of gas, he looked his companion full in the eye,

and said: ¢ Stranger, there’s something on your mind,

and you don’t do justice to the subject. When yougo
to a doctor, you tell him just what's the matter, don’t’

yoiu? Well, thén. Andwhen you go to a lawyer you

tell Z7m the whole story, don't ydq. ? Well, then. Now -

you've come to me. This cash is my fee. State your

case. If I likeit, I keep the cashAnd goon. IfT

donw’t like it, I keep the cash and stép out. That's all.
How old are you, anyhow? Don't be a boy.”
Templeton smiled at the idea of his being a boy,
for he felt as if he had had about two hundred years
of experience in, the ruggedest paths of life, but he

naturally hesitated to repeat the mistake he had made -

with Hardy, and preferred to feel his way more cau-
tiously with Miller. .
Fearing to lose a hold on him, however, and with a

: desperatlon born of the reckless adventure before him,

; Templeton determined to lay the case in detail before
| the detective, and trust to luck to get it qut plausi-
* bly and successfully.

‘Taking a cigar from its case, he Walked to the man-
- tel, struck a match, lit his weed, and, lejsurely return-
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ing to his seat, apparenﬂy resumed his natration, as
though there had been no interruption.

¢ This woman whom I love,” said he,*is the daugh- -
ter of an enormously wealthy Englishmaﬁ. His name

_ isRussell. He owns and runs immense mills and fac-

tories in the interior of England, and is said to be
worth five or six millions. He used to live in Michi-
gan, and has, like most men, a romance.

‘Twenty years ago he lost a son in New York, and
he is fool enough to believe thathe can find him now.
He has no clue to his whereabouts. He knows abso--
Jutely nothing of him. He is in New York now, with
his wife and daughter, and, before long, is coming to
Chiéago with a New York detective to look up an old
party who was sent out here by the authorities, having
with him a boy somewhat answering the desctiption
of Mr. Russell's child. Of course he can’t find either
of 'em—unless we help him !

1 believe I am that boy.

“VYou believe I am that boy.

¢ And we must make %iz believe I am that boy.

“What do you say ?” ' :

Miller said nothing for a moment,

Then he pulled from his pocket an oblong shaped
documént, and, opening it carefully, read it to the as-
tonished Templeton, as follows :
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HEADQUARTERS POLICE DEPARTMENT,
CHICAGO, August 30th, 1873,

Sir :—In gonformitjr to the enclosed réquest from

the Superintendent of the N ew York police, you are
hereby directed to place yourself and services at the

disposal of Horace Russell Esq., who, accompanied

by Officer Hardy of the New York force, is expected
to reach this city some day this week. You will report
~ daily at these headquarters.
Per order of the Chzef

J. G. Nixon, Clerk.

To-Detective Miller,

The enclosure, a copy of a letter from Supt. Mat-
sell to the Chicago Chief, read as follows : -

DEPARTMENT OF POLICE,
NEwW YORK, August 25¢4, 1873.

SIR :—Mr. Horace Russell, a reputable and respon-
sible gentlémah from England, in company with detec-
tive Hardy of our force, will call on you in the course
of a week or ten days, advising you by telegraph the
day before, for aid in a matter of some delicacy and
importance. Y am de‘s__i‘re,d‘ by the M"ayor to say that
any assistance afforded Mr. Russell, will be well be-
stowed We have done what was possible here and
have a551gned him the keenest man in the detective
bureau. Whatever expense is 1ncurred, Mr. Russell
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will defray. Commending him to your professional
and personal regard, I am
Very respectfully,
Gro. W. MATSELL, Supi Palzce
To Chlef Pohce, Chmago

‘The fire die;i away from Templeton’s cigar.
© But ‘the fire in his eyes fairly glowed with excite-
ment

“ What do you thmk of that?” said Miller, as he
replaced the documents' in his pocket. ¢ Ain’t thata
stunner? How's that for a lone hand ?”

Every nerve in Templeton’s body was alert. He
was in Miller's power for good or ill. With him, for-
tune was assured ; without him, he was worse off than
ever. What to say he knew not.

* Miller paced the room for some time,

Then he stopped as if he had been shot,

Turning qulckly, he said: ¢ For Heaven’s sake,
man, do you really care anything for that girl? .

"+ «Of course I do,” said Templeton ; “and, what is
more, she is my affianced brlde, and it’s only an acci-
dent that she’s not my wife.” r )

“ Why, don't you see that you're to be her brother,
you fool?” shouted Miller. ‘

“Great God! I never thought of that,” sald the as--

‘tonished Templeton, and he sank back in his chair,

utterly dumbfounded.




4.

Had he known that Maud was Mrs. Ruséell’s
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daughter by a former hisband, his perturbation would

have been less—but that was somethmg he had yet to
learn.

‘Miller quickly brushéd that aside, and evincing even
more interest in the plan than Templeton had dared
to Iiope,'said: “N dw, my friend, this sort of thing is
new to you, very evidently, for you have told me noth-
ing whate\(er of your relations to- the Russells, nor
how you became informed of their purposes.”

Templeton then made a clean breast of cverything,

and gave a clear and connected report of his'acquain- -

tance with the family on shipboard,  his betrothal
- with Maud, his gleanings from her of Mr. Russell’s
loss and search for little Harry, and, last but not least,

his wily endeavor to biibe Hardy, before he had really

laid out his plan’ of operations or knew how to utilize

him,

“ And this Hardy is the same ¢ Officer Hardy’ re- -

ferred to in these orders,” said Miller.

“ Certamly, replied Templetou

Taklng a sheet of paper from Templetons port-
folio on the table, Miller rapldly wrote, crossed out,
wrote again, read it carefully, aud then said :

“ Templéton, I like you. Nevermind why ; but I
do. Some time I'll tell you. I think I see my way
here. But. there are three embarrassments.

- “And you are the chief,
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“ Detective Hardy is the next.

¢ And that sweetheart is the third., 7
. “Voumust all be got rid of, or the plan won't work!
at all, Now, my idea is this:
~ «First, I'H take you out of this elegant crib, and
give'yo'u less ample quarters in the Flotel de Miller.
You'll have to keep as snug as a bugin arug. If
Hardy finds you in Chicago, up goes our job. I'd
send yéu away, but there's no telling when you may
be needed.” It's worth a little trouble, anyhow. So
if you agree to it, to my house you go, and in it you
stay till I say ¢ come out.”

“ Seconp, If Hardy cant be bought——~and that’
ticklish, if what you say is trae—he must be man-
aged. Of course, I'll have a big pull on him, as I'm
assigned to the job, and if I don't corner him, he must
be tolerably wide awake, and New York is too small -
a place for him ; he must stay in Chlcago , |

“ Tuirp, I hate to interfere with women. So I
won't say anything about the girl till she gets here, and
I've got the cut of her jib. |

“ Now, what do you sa¥? I'll getin for $1,000 cash
down, and will take your word for $10,000 more, pay-
a.bile six months after you're the accepted son of Hor-
ace Russell. Isita go?”

- «Itis,” said Templeton ; “ and #ow what will you
take ? ” - .
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CHAPTER XIX.

" ONE-EYED CHARLEY AT HOME.

s T ten o'clock of that evening, a carriage
drove up to the door of detective Miller's
modest honie ; one of the neatest and pretti-

est cdttages,.near the lake. One might easily imag-
ne it to be. the “ideal home” of a happy family,
‘whose head and father devoted himself and all his
better enerfies to humanizing his race, and elevating
his kind. It stood in the centre of a well-kept en-
closure, about fifty feet from the road, and attracted
the attention of every passer—it was so clean, and
_cosy, and inviting.’ '

- From the operi door-way, a flood of light shone
upon the walk to the gates, and thence upon the

. street

Miller hastlly jumped from the carriage, and, while .
Templeton followed, assisted the driver in taking the -

luggage off the box, and into the house.
‘ Why, father, how late you are,” said a sweet v01ce
at the head of the stairs; ¢and we thought you were
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lost " said another, while a pair of round arms em-
braced the detective's burly figure, and a pair of
pouting lips gave him a cordial welcome home.

Mary and Martha Miller were twins, and had been
partners in this vale of ‘tears and smiles cighteen
years, Their mother, a wise and’ careful Scotch wo-
man, died when the children wexé ten years of age,
leaving .them to the curious care of « One-eyed
Charley ”—abroad, a rough; an 1ndulgent father at

home,"

Chicago’s schbols are Chicago’s pride, and of the
many pupils graduated in the past ten years, none
have better records, none stood higher than the pretty
daughters of this ugly featured man; and no father

_in all the great assemblage was more nearly choked

with joy and pride than “One-eyed Charley,” when
his girls received their blue-ribboned diplomas, and
joined the class chorus in Vhonor of their Alma Mater.
- He was a strange compound, this Charley Miller.
On the very threshold of a great crime, with an ac-
g:onlplice at his side, his mind full of a nefarious
scheme, and his thoughts burdened by his pl‘aﬁ, he
sniilingly greeted his daughters, affectionately kissed
them, was really delighted to be at home, and looked
forward to a few hours’ rest and domestlc relief,

- -with satisfaction and dehght

| His life had been hard and bad.
His companions were often the vilest of the vile.
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He p:ided himself on knowing all the rascals in

the West ; and if report was to be credited, he was

not unfdirly .cjassed with them. .

But his wife loved him when living, and blest him

as she died.’
And his gxrls—-—they fairly idolized him, and mani-

fested their regard in every way known to loving wo-
man and ingenuous children.
Miller entered the - parlo,r, followed by L1eut

Templeton.
Mary and Martha stood near then- father.
# Girls,” said he, “this is an old friend of mine.

His name is Harry Russell. He will stay with us for

some time, and none must know of his being here,

Ann, the cook, can be rehed on, as she has been
for twenty years ; and, when 1 tell you that it's for my
“sake and in my interest, that this gentleman shall be
" made to feel at home, and that his being here is not
to be talked about, that ends it. Mr. Russell, these
are my daughters, 'This is Mary, and this is Martha,
the best girls in the world; not so prétty, perhaps, as
" their old dad, but quite as good.” -
. Templeton bowed pleasantly, and, as he dxd 50,
wondered how it was possible to tell which was Mary

and which was Martha. There was not a discover--

able difference in the color of their ha.ir, the calm

the s_tyle of their ﬁgures
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“We will see that your room is in order, Mr. Rus-
sell,” said Mary, as she left the parlor.

“Would Mr. Russell have anything to eat, fa-
ther 7"’ said Martha,

“Nothing for me, I assure you,” replied Tem-
pleton ; ¢ we dined late, and I am so very tired that 1
shall welcome most of all a hospltable bed.”

Presently Mary returned, saying that Mr. Russell' I

- room was in readiness, and bidding the young ladies

*good-night,” Templeton and Miller carried their -
trunks up-stairs. ’

‘The room assigned the new guest ‘was not large,'
but very comfortable and well furnished. From the
front windows, he had 2 perfect view of the broad
calm lake, on which a magnificent harvest moon was
gloriously shining, and from the side he could look
upon one of America’s greatest marvels, a vast and

- populous city, striving with zeal for supremacy in all

that is enterprising and beneficent, and cursed with "

extl:emest temptations to vice, and the widest oppor- .

tunity for every species of debauchery and sin.
Templeton had an eye for the beautiful, and gazed

long at the silvered lake, ere he unpacked his “room

trm‘lk " and prepared for rest.




CHAPTER XX.
SHE WAI‘TED PATIENTLY.

HLE sun was high in the heavens when Maude

i and her mother grected Mr. Russell the day

after the scene at the table, and- it was evi-

dent to all that an embarrassment lay upon their in-

tercourse, ‘For the first time since her mother’s mar-

N raage, Maud did not look Mr. Russell in the eye

when she greeted him. She was not ill-tempered,

. but she felt hurt, and could not understand the ex-
tremity of her father's antipathy to Templeton,

_ After a rather uncongenial hour at breakfast, Mr.

Russell walked to the window where Maud was

. standing, and putting his arm about her, drew heli
towards him, and'said: % Daughter, I cannot bear to

have the least shade of trouble between us. Let us
be perfectly frank and truthful with each other, as we'
ever have been, and see if, in any way, we can come
together on this subject, which seems to be very near

- your heart, and which has glven me more anxiety -

continued :
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# than all my business cares for years. Your mother

tells me you love this man.’ :
“QOh, father, darling, . I do, I do!"” mterrupted

Maud; and bursting into tears, she threw her arms

about her father’s neck and sobbed upon his breast.

This was more than Mr. Russell had bargained for, -
but, remembering Hardy’s advice at the time of the
fire, he “braced up” and bore it like a man.

After a little the paroxysm passed, and Mr., Russell

“J am quite willing to concede,” said he, as, like
all fathers, he prepared to yield a point he could no
longer hold, *that Lieut. Templeton is a fine-looking,
well-behaved person. 1 find his record in the navy
is exceptionably good, and although I can learn

nothing Q;" his family antecedents, he is a man
!

of some pyoperty, and generally liked by his asso-
ciates. 'But I don’t fancy him. Why, I cannot tell;
but I never see that man without a shudder. Tl |
say nothing about his letter to you. You are old
enough to know your own heart; and what rea-
son he had for believing that such a proposition as

he made would be acceptable, you know better

‘than I. I have talked the matter over with your

mother, who is your guardian, and the. only one in

authority over you—for, although I love you as if

you were my own flesh and blood, I remember always

that I can only advise you—and we have concluded
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that you may, if you choose, invite Mr. Templeton to

call here this evening. We will receive him pleas--

antly, and if he then makes any formal proposition
for your hand, I will answer him precisely as if you

were my own child, asking such questions as a father

with propriety may ask, and putting him on such

- probatien as is both decorous and just. And then, if
all is well, my darling shall have her heart's desire,
and all my prejudicé shall be whistled to the wind.,
How does my plan please you?” \

Maud’s generous nature appreciated the sacrifice

‘her father was making on the altar of her love, and
" thanked and kissed him ag:iin and again. '

The three were as happy ‘as mortals could be.

At Mr, Russell's suggestion, Maud wrote a note
to Templeton at once, and sent it by a messenger to
the Fifth Avenue Hotel, -

Stupidly, the boy simply left it at the counter, and

the clerk on duty not knowmg that Temp]eton had -

gone, placed it in his box.

Of course, Tempieton did not receive it. ~And
equally, of course, as hour after hour passed on, and
her lover failed to answer her summons, which she
hoped would be to him both a surprise and delight,
Mand's feeble physique drooped, and when the late-
ness of the hour showed the folly of further expecta-

tion that evening, she threw her head upon her moth-
er's lap and cried most bitterly,

]
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Neither Mr. Russell nor his wife could furnish
apology, excuse, or reason for Templeton’s absence.
They shared Maud's disappointment to a certain ex-

tent, and the constant strain upon her nerves made

‘them anxious for her health, which, of late, had be-

come less firm than when at home.

During the evening Hardy called, but, as between
them, nothing had ever passed in reference to Tem-
pleton, the perfect explanation he could so easily
have given was not made, and a cloud rested on the .

entire group because of the absence of a man, whose

- presence to-day, four hours before, would have

created a perfect storm of indignation.

As Hardy started to leave, he said: “ How soon
do you think you will be able to go West, Mr. Rus-
sell?”

“That depends on Miss Maud entirely,” replied ‘
‘Horace, “We ‘can’t afford to have a sick daughter
on our hands; can we, darling ?”

Maud looked up mournfully enough, and said:
“Go when you wish, father, I'm ready to-night, if

_you say so.”

“Nonsense, nonsense !” broke in Mr, Russell.

““What you'll do to-night, is sleep. A good night's

sleep will bring you out as bright as a button, and to-
morrow we'll take a drive in the Park., By Monday
next I think we'll be all right, Hardy. . Some friends
of mine arng:d by the steamer to-day. We dine to- '

I
.
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gether ‘to-morrow. ‘Next day I’ll get my letter of
introduction, and you be prepared with your share by
Sunday at the latest. We'll take the earliest train on
Monday morning, Good-night, my boy, good—
night!”

Hardy bade them all « good- mght " and walked

away full of wonder. .

~ On his way up town he stopped at the Flfth Ave-
nue Hotel, inquired of the clerk if Lieut. Templeton
was still ‘there, and learned that he had gone, West
that morning. '

“ Gone. West!” thought Hardy “ What under
heavens does that mean? It lsw't possible that he
" would be so foolish as to try to cut in again. ' But

0 ; that's too absurd!" and, dismissing the matter
"from his mind, he lounged easily up the avenue.

CHAPTER XXI

I

JOHN. HARDY'S STORY-—A SUDDEN STO;\.\

A L EASANTLY seated in a Pullman car, the
{ Russells and detective Hardy sped swiftly
XSS on their way to the wonder of the West,"
the pude of Illinois. It was a beautiful morning, and
the perfect ventilation of the car kept the party com-
fortable, in spite of the excessive heat of the day.

Mrs, Russgll was a good traveler.

She was burdened with no/surplus luggage. A strap
held her Wr'a.ps and those of her daughter; a small
valise contained the needed changes of apparel on the
road, and by her side were books and papers for en-

tertainment or relief.

~ “What tlme are we due at Chicago, Hardy,” said

Mr Russell.
“The schedule time,” rephed Hardy, “is 5.30; but
I understand we havg lost time, and may not be i in

" till an hour later. I can’t say that I care much, for

the scenery is beautiful, and now that we are accus-
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tomed to the motion of the cars, it's almost as pleas-
ant here as anywhere. D've been thinking for the last
hour or so abogit that boy of yours. What a life he
- may have led | Perha};s he has had everything ‘dead’
ag insf him, and possibly he has been helped from the
very start. I know how it is ‘myself, and T tell you it
mes a great difference to a fellow whether he pad
dle$ his own canoe or is towed along by a tug.”

- “Ifit's a fair question, Mr, Hardy, which was your
lot,” asked Mrs. Russell.

The detective colored up a little, and glanced
across the seat at Maud, who was half listening to
the conversation, and half gazing at the clouds which
kindly shicMed them from the fierce rays of the boil-
ing sun. k
. As Hardy looked at her, she smiled, and said : ¢ Oh,

yes, Mr. Hardy; do tell usall about your life. It
~ must be a perfect marvel of romance and adventure.

I should dearly like to hear it.” :
% In many respects,” 'said Hardy, “1I hﬁ‘-’é had an
easy life ; in some a very hard one, My business is

peculiar, and leads one into queer scenes and among .

odd people now and then. But, as a rule, I see the

same kinds of human nature in mén and women you
do, and find life in any one sphere is not so very dif-

* ferent in motive from life in any other. I have a lit-

tle property, but I had a very humbie origin. I hard- -

ly like to tell you that-my father was a scavenger, but
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he was ; and he was as good and true a man as ever I
knew ; kind and indulgent, though very reticent and
not at all informed about matters which interest or-
dinary men. I was the only child, and, of course, had
my own way. I really can’t remember much about
my childhood, and what I do recall'is so strangely
mixed up with fancies and fables that it is not at‘all

‘satisfactory, I think the first event I remember, now,

is having a blue suit with bright buttons, one exhibi-
tion day at school, and speaking a piece before quite
an audience, Queer, isn’'tit? One would imagine

that he'd rememl\?r some toy, or playfellow, or a

thrashing, or some* out-of-the-way thing; but I can
see father and mother sitting in the Hall, as distinctly
as if they were here this blessed minute. ‘
¢ Mother was a quaint old body.
- “ Her Johnnie was the apple of her eye,and the

" core of her heart.

“ And how she did sing !

“ T can see and hear her sing now, She was a great
Methodist, and she had all the camp-meeting tunes
and songs at the end of her tongue all the time.

“I never knew father to speak a cross word to her
or to me, and I never saw a froWn on mother’s face
till the day of her death.

«“I don’t give much evidence of it, T know, but I
was always ambitious and successful®at school, and
especially when I saw that it tickled father so. Every
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time I received a medal he went wild. Every time
my teacher gaire me a book, or my report was partic-
ularly good, he acted asif a new heaven was opened .
to him, I don’t look a partxclJ like either of ’em.
I have a very fair picture of miother i ;n my room, but
we never could persuade father to sit for one. - He
seemed superstitious about it. ‘When he died, I was

" messenget in the chief's private office. I was only

seventeen, and had been there going on two years,

when one of the nelghbors ‘children came mnmng over .

* to headquarters—we lived right round the corner—
* and said : ¢ Johnny Hardy, ran home as quick as you

can, yourfather's gota fit.” I rushed into the police B

a

surgeon’s room, got Dr. Appleton, and hurried home.

“] was just in time; - '

“The good old man had fallen in a fit at the corner
of Prince and Mulberry streets, and was taken home-
by peopie who knew him.  As I entered the room he
bpencd his eyes and smiled. I was very fond of him
and he of me. Said he : ¢ Johnuie, boy, lock out for
your mother. Be a good boy ; be 2 good boy, John-
nie,’ and falling back, died almost immediately.

“ The doctor said it was apoplexy—and perhaps it
was. , N ?
- % He left mother comfortably provided for, and then
1 bad my ﬁay every week, so we got along nfcely, but
not for 101ng

“You see they had lived together forty-two years,
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and h’Ld grown in and about each other's nature so
that when one was torn away—and so suddenly, too—

the other had to follow.

"« She wanted to follow. o

“I saw it pained mother to think of leaving me, but
all through her illness she thodght and spoke of hard-
ly anything else but her meeting and rejoining father.

“ Well, she died too.

“In a little while I was transferred to one of the
bureaus as clerk ; and, as soon as I was old enough, I
was made an officer. '

“1 didn’t like it. )

“There’s too. much ‘red tape’ and ‘boss’ business
about it. And a man has no chance tor promotion
unless he has friends, and friends are of no use unless
they are politicians. I saw enough of it.  Politicians

- keep men from béing fbroken’ every day.in the year. |

They put them on the force, and keep them there,
too. However, I was lucky enoﬁgh to do some detec-
tive work, in which my mother-wit helped me very
much more than my experience did, and I was detailed
to detective work altogether. I can’tsay I like it, but
I find it pleasanter than being in the club brlgadé
But I’ve seen some queer sights in my time.”

“Did you pver have anything to do with a real
murderer ?” said Maud.

“ Oh, yes, indeed,” la,ughmgly replied Ha.rdy ;
‘“ murderers are not always such dreadful people to
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deal with. Not very many years ago, I was one of

five men put on a murder -scent, and it occupied us .

three months constantly. The victim was a very old
lady, rich and much respected. Shé was killed in

her own bedroom, one summer night ; ahd the room

exhibited signs of & violent struggle. After a sensa-
tional funeral we were sent for and given our in-

structions. Each man had his theory. Burglars, or

interested pa.rtles, must have done the deed. "Nothing
had been stolen, so I dropped the burglar idea. I

believed the woman was killed accidentally by some

one who, for some occult purpose, was in her room :
and then, surprised, for fear of detection, did a deed he
was very loath to do.” ‘

“Well, WeH ‘go on,” said Maud.

“I wish 1 could,” continued Hardy, “but I was
never permitted to. Or, perhaps, I shouldn’t say fhat
but it is a fact that every line of search seemed to lead .
dlrectly to one of the dead woman’s nearest friends.
I followed clue after clue, and invariably came to the
same point. Then I was bluffed, or foiled, or ordered
off on some other job, or pooh-poohed, until I found I
was treading on toes which wouldn't stand it, and I
~ must get off.”

' “But has the murderer never been dlscovered?”
~asked Mr. Russell

. #No, sir. “There is akind of. open secret about it
And it comes up in the papers every little while,”
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said Hardy ; «but money, and politics, and social in-
fluence manage to keep it down, lbelieve I could
point the man out as easily as I could point you out,

But, if I should do i, m the first place, I would forfeit

the confidence of my superiors; in the next, I would. -

doubtless lose my position, and last but by no means
least, very likely I should fail to prove my suspicions.
Circumstantial evidence which satisfies me might not

* have weight with the public or a jury,”

“That's so,” said Mr. Russell; “but do the other

' friends of the dead woman regard this one of whom

you speak with suspicion 2"’
¢ Certainly they do,” said Hardy, “and that's the

very point.  They have from the first; and although,
for social pride’s sake they keep up an external tolera-

tion of the man, I suspect in private they despise him,
and really have nothing whatever to do with him.
Pdssibly’ théy have struck a kind of domestic balance ;
and, femembering all the other hearts that would
suffer, have deliberately chosen silence and condoha-
tion. rather than the shame and disgrace resulting
from a public trial. Or, again, there may be nothing
in it, ' _
“One of the queerest cases I ever met,” continued
Hardy, ¢ was that of a lady living in Troy. She was
rich, or rather her husband was, and owned some su-
‘perb diamonds. They were lost—she said they were
stolen. Suspicion fell on her maid, and the poor girl

I
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- was atrested. I became quite interested in the case, -

because I fe/t that the accused party was innocent, I
knew the thief would take the diamonds at once to a
' pawnbroker in Ne_\f York, so I simply caused it to be
known among the professional thieves that, for cer-
tain reasons, the detective bureau wished those dia-
monds found. In less than a week I received infor-
mation that they were in a pawnshop up town ; and,
on inquiry, it turned out that the lady who owned

them was the party who pawned them. She was®

short of money and’adopted that mode of raising it,
knowing that her husband would be very angry if she
were to sell them. T was pmfectly deiighted when I
found it -out, and cmnpelled her to compensate her
servant for the infamy she had put upon her.”

“That was just right,” said Maud.

“What did her husband say ?” asked Mrs. Russell,

“QOh, I don't know,” replied Hardy; «I said

"nothing to him. If she told him, all right; and if

not, what was it to me?”,

“Were your palents Amerlcan, Mr. Hardy?”
asked Mrs. Russell. |

“ My father was,” replied he, “but I have an im-
pression that mother was English. She had relatives
in England, at all events. I have a trunk of he:
things at my lodgings, which I mean to rummage some
time, It is full of books, and newspapers, and letters,
wluch I dare say, would throw some light upon her

i
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early life. At all events, I think I'll devote my first
letsure evéning to an inspection, and”

Hardy never finished that sentence.

Ere the words could come the-air was dark and
filled with smoke. Dust and cinders, and fire and
noise, and hissing steam drove life and Breath away.

 Crashing timbers and splitting wood flew in every di-

rection, Qver and over and over again the car
rolled, and groaned, and broke into confusion.

' The people were like dust in the balance. High
and loud, and shrill over the shrieks of the murdered
men and women, sounded the fierce rushing of the
escaping steam, and, for a moment—Ilong as eternal
night—hell seemed to have its home on earth and
every fiend was busy.

The engine had struck a pile of rails heaped high
upon the track, and had bounded from its iron path
full tilt upon the adjoining ties. Two cars rolled
over an -embankment and four were drawn with
terrific jolts across the rugged edges of the pa.rallel
track, _

The unihjured passengers hurried to the relief of

their less fortunate companions. The engineer was’

dead, the fireman joined him later. _
Several passengers were very seriously injured.
Mr. and Mrs. Russéll were bady. strained, Mand
was well shéi('en but ,not hurt; but Hardy, when
extricated from the wreck, though carefully carried to

)
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a bank near by, gave no sign of life, and was pro-

“nounced dead by the conductor and the rest. ﬁ/
ge, was

Fortunately the accident, or rather outr

within a few miles of one of the “line towns,” and

messengers were at once dispatched for aid.

Mrs. Russell and Maud, with other. ladies, were

seated in one. of the ordinary cars, while Mr. Rus-
sell, who had become very much attached to Hardy,
stayed by his body. |

It was well that he did so, for, after a long time, he
noticed a tremor of the ‘lips and a partial opening of
the eyes.

“ Thank God,” said Russell, as he applled a flask
of brandy to the lips of his friend, and calling for aid,
did what was 'possible to bring him back to con-
sciousness. . |
A series of fainting fits showed the weakness of
the poor fellow, and suggested also the probability of
some internal injury. N

A wrecking frain came up in about three hours
with éurgéons and help of all description. .

The dead were coffined, the wounded cared for,
and, when the débris was cleared away, the train pro-
ceeded slowly on tothe station, drawn by the engine
of the relief.

- Of the wounded, Hardy was the only one whose
case the surgeons pronounced dangerous. They de-
cided that he'must not be carried further on. He

z X ., @
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was therefore left at a house where boarders were
taken, and a nurse, hired by the: company, was placed
with him.

Mr, Russell was completely disheartened by what
the doctors said, but was somewhat comforted by his
wife, who reminded him that they were only two
hours’ car ride from Chicago, and that, after they had
secured their apartments there, it would be easy to run
out and see Hardy, and, if he were providentially
spared, to remove him, when convalescent, to the city.

The company's officials assured Mr. Russell that
Hardy should have the best of care, and having him-
self made the nurse promise to advise him imme-

diately if his presence was necessary, or anything

whatever was needed, he took his wife and Maude,
and sorrowfully finisHed the journey.




CHAPTER XXIL
THE ‘MILLER AND HIS MAN,

HEN detective Miller brushed his hair down,
il and paid close attention to his beard, he

was not absolutely ugly, Indeed, if he had' |

retained the use of both eyes, he would be tolerably
presentable.  Ordinarily, however, his short reddish
hair would not stay down, and a day’s neglect of the

razor imparted a tinge to the rudé man’s cheek which

“by no means enhanced his beauty.

Two days after Te:gpleton, or, as he was there
called, Mr. Harry Russell, was made one of the

Miller household, the young ladies were pleasantly

surprised when their grim father appeared at the
breakfast-table dressed in his best, clean. shaven, lrre-

proachable as to linen, and with his hair as blle and i

smooth as brush and comb could make it

.Ewdently something out of the common routine

was on the carpet, and Miller's manner made it more
apparent. '

Breakfast was served, and nothing of moment was
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said or done until Miller, who was }eading the morn-
ing paper and drinking coffee at the same. time,
choked, ‘coughed, jumped up and spluttered, and
then rec'overing himself, said : ¢ Here, Mary, read this
out loud, and the rest of you listen.”

Somewhat surprlsed Mary took the paper, and read
as follows : "

“A fiendish outrage, resultmg n the kﬂhng of
several railroad men, the probable death of others,

. and the wounding of twenty or thirty passengers, was

perpetrated on the Michigan Central Railway yester-
day afternoon, about ten miles beyond Johnson station.
The New. York express, due here at §5.30 P.M., was’
somewhat behind time, and the engineer was doing
his. best to recover what he safely could, when he
rhade the sharp turn just below Wilson's -Grove. At
that point the road is visible but some thirty feet at a
glance, and, failing -to observe any obstruction, the

. engineer drove at full specd upoh what 1s represented

as a pile of railing. 'The concussion was tremendous,
resulting in the demolishment of the engine, and the
instant killing of the engineer. The train was thrown
from the track 4 two of the cars rolled over the
embankment, ant the rest were jolted at a fearful rate

+ across the rails of the adjoining track. The fireman
- was drawn from the wreck still living, but he died soon

after in great agony. The wounded were attended to

~“as well as was possible by ‘the uninjured passengers,
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until the arrival of . the wrecking train, when all but
. one were brought speedily to this city, where they -

were taken at once to the hospital or their homes.
“The passenger who was so badly hurt as to be
unable to endure'the fatigue of the trip is Mr. Hardy,
a member of the New York police force.- He was
| accompanying an - English family, who were on their
way to this city on matters requxrmg his professional
-aid. It seems that Mr. Hardy and the gentleman of
the party were sitting vés-a-vis to two ladies, wife and
daughter of the Englishman, whose name was not
obtained.” The collision was abrupt and sudden, of
course, but Hardy, with praiseworthy presence of
mind, caught the younger lady, who sat fa@:ing-him,

in his arms, in such a way as to protect her from con-

tact with the iron work of the seat, by which, as the
“car turned over and over, he was terribly bruised,
while his companions, beyond the shock, experienced
no injury of any kind, The surgeons find that Mr,
Hardy's left arm is fractured in two places, three of his
ribs are broken, his face is badly cut, and his whole
" body so battered that it,is a wonder he lives. He
seems to have a strong constitution, and if his mind

can rest while his body recuperates, henmay ‘possibly
. recover.” :

Miller and Templeton looked at each other.

The glrls were interested 1n..the romance of Maud’
escape. '

| )
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The men were excited to extravagance of hope by
the reality of Hardy l;ﬁanger

“ What an infernal outrage that is,” said Miller.

“Yes,” chimed in Templeton; “the fellows -who
would do such a deed as that woyld $hurder their own
mothers. Now, what earthly motive could they have
for throwing a train full of strangers off the track, and
perilling the lives of hundreds.of peop}e L

“Perhaps their object’ was not earthly,” said
Martha. ' ‘ L

Mary smfled but the men did not seem to notice
her sister's suggestion.

Presently Miller rose, kissed his daughters and
turning to ‘Templeton, said : “ If this report is true, it
won't be necessary for ygu to keép so quiet ; but wait
till I find out. I shall be back; perhaps, at one, but
certainly in time for supper. Good-bye.”

Leaving home, Charley Miller went first to head-
quarters and reported. There he learned that ‘the
facts were substantially as set forth.in the paper, and
that inquiry had already been received from New

. York about Hardy and his condition. 'The Chief
 thought Miller ought to go to the hotel at once, and
" see if he could be of any service to Mr. Russell ; so

he went. :

~-Mr. Russell geceifed the detective, and in the
presence of his wife and Maud rehearsed the story
of their accident, words failing ouly when he sought

7 ( |
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to picture the noble conduct of Hardy, who had
undoubtedly been much more seriously injured in hi¥
‘efforts to shield Maud than if he had cared only for
himself. . The ladies were also enthusiastic over
Hardy, and begged Miller to adv1se them if Hardy
would really be as well cared for where he was left, as
if he were brought to the city.

Miller replied that if Hardy was -kept qulet for a

week or two where he then was, he might be able to

endure the jolting" of the cars each day a short
distance, and then be made more comfortable during

his convalescence. He did not conceal from himself,

however, the Very‘ probable fact that Hardy would not °

only never see Chicago, but never leave his bed,. for
the reports received at headquarters said he had
passed a very bad night, was in a raging fever, and

- could not be kept quiet. .
Mr. Russell was not prepossessed by Oné-eyed

Charléy ; but Miller was so quiet, so plausible, so kind
in his reference to Hardy, and so blunt in the expres-
sion of his oplmon, that before the business on which

he called was broached, Miller feIt that he had the .

confidence of the family.

And besides” he was the detective detalled from
“headquarters, and presumably as reputable a man as
- was on the force. . _ :

. “I suppose,” said he, “you don't feel like talking
business to me to-day, do you. I called partly to see

=
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3T could do anything for you or Hardy, and partly

because I am directed to report to you for ordf:rs. If
it isn’t agreeable to-day, I'll call to-morrow; and if
you don't feel up to it then, I'll call next day, and so on.”

Mr, Russell hardly knew what to say. Whatever
thoiight occupied his mind, was sure to be driven out.
by his aﬁxiety about Hardy. He wanted to begin

~ his search for his boy, but even that desiré brought

him atehce to the consideration of what he could do
withotit Hardy. Insensibly a feeling of personal

‘regard had grown up between them. Hardy was
‘ aliways respectful, willing, good-natured and sensible.

He had tact and knew when to leave.
Few men have that faculty.
He was_bright, and jolly, and full of fun, but he
was also serious, busiliessnlike, and full of resource.
Russell liked him because he was a thorough man

- of the world, with: a clean tongue, and an honest .

heart. . . — , o
And the ladies liked him because he was useful,
without intrusion, andl attentive without gallantry. .
Still, much as Mr. Russell thought of John Hardy,
it was clear that he could be of no benefit to him
now, beyond securing to him the best of ‘care, and

. most experienced nursing.

" That, as we have seen, was attended to, and Mr,
Russell concluded that he might as well unfold. his

Gy

plans to the \Chica.go detective in person.
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" proceeded to business.

¢1 had hoped ” sald he, “to have the benefit of
Hardy's already acquired information, so. that you
and he might get to work at‘once, leaving me rather
in the position of one to thm reports are made ; but
‘this accident deprives us: both of valuable aid, and
I find I must take a hand in myself. In brief, my
case is this. Twenty years ago I lost a boy in New

York. He was flve years old. Next day I went

home to England. My wife stayed over two steam-
ers, but nothing was heard of the little fellow, She
followedme. We nearly died with grief at the time,

and the poor girl did succumb at last. Well, twenty.

. years are gone. Harry, if living, is twenty-five years
old. I want to find him. Money is no object, time
only do I grudge—not that I am unwilling to spend

time, and strength, and all to find the boy, but I long

~ to /ave him.”
“ Have you no clue at all? Couldn’t the police
help you in any way then or now?” asked Miller.

“ Not much,"” replied Russell ; “not much., We

did find at the Tombs a record of 2 man named
Delaney, who just at that time was picked up drunk,

ard taken to the Tombs. He had a boy with him,
and was sent out here. Hardy seemed to think it
might be well to hunt Delaney up, and trace the boy.

It could do no harm, at all events, and might be pro- - -

iirs Russell and Maud retired, and Mr. Russell

-
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ductive of good. But, as Mrs. Russell says, ¢if De-
laney was a hard drinker, and had gotten so low as
the T mhﬁs, twehty years ago, we are not likely to find
him alive at this late day.’ What do you think ? ”
«“0Oh, I don't know about -that,” said Miller;
‘tsome hard drinkers :live longer than_ temperance -
folks. That's nothing to the point. B}1t this boy,

) \qhat was his name ? "

“ Harry,” said Mr. Russell.

“Well, Harry,” continued Miller,  this boy Harry,
did he have anything peculiar about him? I don't
mean curly hair—they all have that—nor anything
fancy, but marks or scars, or anything that would
hold. Look at my cheek. See that scar? That's
nothinér but a mosquito bite. I had that bite fifty
yeax:s ago when I was a baby. I scratched the bite,
and made the scar, I don't suppose the little chap
had a mosquito bite, but did he have anything atall?”.

“Upon my word, I never thought to speak of it,
nor has the question ever been asked,” replied Mr.
Russell ; « but when Harry was in my place in Mil-

"~ waunkee - -

“In where? - In Milwankee? Did- you ever lwe
in Milwaukee ?* cried Miller.

“Of course I did,” sad Mr. Russell. #1 had a
shop there, and turned out the best cold chisels you
ever saw in your life. I lived in the city over eight
years, and in the vicinity two years more. Why "

<o
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“ Why, my dear sir,” exclaimed the detective, who |

really saw a point in honest search, and certainly saw
a bigger point in his little game in Templeton’s

interest, “ don’t you see that everything bearing on .
the boy’s early life is of interest? And if you lived-

" in Milwaukee five years with this boy, and he was a
boy of ary parts at all, he must remember something

of his father's home and surroundings. ~ If we were to

find a young man who answered the:description, and
forced us to think he really was your son, unless he
could give you some evidence drawn from the expe-
rience of his life in Milwaukee, I should very much
doubt him. And on the other hand, even in the ab-
'sence of other conclusive proof, if the youth did re-

member, to your satlsfa.ctlon, any marked occurrence

of the life at home before you lost him, I should yield

a much readier assent. I beg your pardon for the
interruption, but take my word for it, that Milwa.ukee

-life will prove a pivot in this entire searc

What a fortunate thing it is that men and women
are unable to read each other's thoughts. There are
clever people, now and then, who can make out 2 little
of the inner life of thexr friends and companions, but

as 2 rule the unknown ground is impregnable. -
lﬂr at

It was especially fortunate for Detective Mi
 this mioment ; for his lively imagination had already.

packed itself {Wlth facts, drawn from future talks with _

‘Mr. Russell, a.nd in turn, Templeton’s ready wit was
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stored with much that would puzzle, embarrass, and

delight the heavy-heé.rted father, and perhaps con-

vince him, that he was the lost boy of his search.
Determining then and there to draw from Mr.

Russell all he could concerning his Milwaukee home,

Miller settled back in his chair again, and Mr
‘Russell proceeded as follows :

“Well, as I was saying, I had a httle factory,
hardly that, and yet it was more than a shop, where I

turned- out a high grade of tools, and was getting
" along quite nicely, when I was called home to see

my father die. About a year before that, Harry, then
four years old, and quite tall of his age, was playing—
about the place one day when I was out. The
hands were busy, and didn’t notice him as he went

up stairs, where the finished tools were packed for

- shipment. Presently they heard a sharp cry of pain,
-and rushing up to see what was the matter, found that

Harry had pulled a sharp chisel from one of the
benches, and had dropped it on his foot. One of
the men quickly took off his shoe and stocking, and
ascertained that the little toe of the right foot was
cut through, and l’ﬁifng by a mere shred. The stupid
fellow cut the little filn of flesh by which the toe
hung, and hurried with Harry to my house, which was
only a block away. My wife bound the foot up, but
neither of them thought of the toe itself, till the
doctor came’an hour later, and then it could not be

P
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found. We feared the mutilation would lame - hins,
but he 'soon recovered, and, really, I don't believe I
have thought of it, or of the occurrence. in twenty
years.” .
“And yet that very mutilation, as you call it, may
preserve you from being deceived by schemers, and
fooled-by rascals,” rejoined Miller. )

And to himself, he added : « Off goes Templeton’s
toe, as sure as fate [ ‘

Mr. Russell then narrated their experience in N ew
York, and concluded by asking Miller if he was will-
ing to begm to hunt up De]aney at once, and to take
. charge of the whole 1nvestzgatlon independently of
-Hardy, whose recovery was a matter of months at
least. '

Miller saxd he was not only Wll]mg, but would
- be very glad to do s0. * Before makmg any suggestlons,
: however, he would go home and think it over.¢
Meanwhile, he proposed that with Mr. Russell he
“should take the two o’clock |r‘ain, run out to see
Hardy, and return by the traﬁn. due at Chicago at
9.30. To this Mr. Russell assented, and Miller went
to the office to report. |

"

CHAPYTER XXIIIL
ROBERT DELANEY, CLERGYMAN, APPEARS.

=SAIN' canvassing possibilities, -Millér‘ found him-
self confronted by the fact that the old

man Delaney might be found, and that the

boy he was reported to have with him migh# be the lost
son of Mr. Russell. To be sure, if, through the efforts
of the Chicago police, these. people were found, and

‘the object of Mr. Russell thereby attained, Miller

would be certain of a large reward ; but'he believed a
greater profit could be derived from Templeton if Zis
plan were to succeed. Already $1000 had been
paid to Miller, and $10,000 additional were pledged,
but to the shrewd detective’s mind, Templeton, as
Harry Russell, would prove a perpetual mpine to one
who held his secret, and could at any time expose his
fraud. _ * : ' B

Miller determined at once to put all his machinery
in motion to discover Delaney; and, first of all, went

to the Mercantile lerary, where were kept the
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Directories of the c1ty for more than twenty years
back.

There were. qulte a number of Deldanéys, but no

¢ James” among them until the year 1865, and: he
was a clergyman. The fact that no James Delaney
appeared in the list was not conclusive pr"oof “that
there was no person of that name in the city ; but it

was presumptive evidence. In the Directory of 1870

' there was “]améé Delaney, builder ;” but after that

- year, although there were several of that name, none
of them were builders.

Miller was about giving up the search, when hlS

eye lit on “Robert Delaney, clergyman.” He won- -

“dered for a moment why that name should be familiar
~#to him, and then - suddenly recalled that at a little

Baptist churelh“not far from his own home, his daugh- -

térs frequently worshipped ; and that once or twice

the minister, whose name was Delaney,-had called at-

his house.

He further remembered that the only serious dis-
cussion that Mary and Martha had ever held- before
him was about this very man, who had asked Martha
to take a class in his parish ‘Sunday-school, and to
visit among the Poot as a kind of reader to the sick
and infirm. Mary thought it was presumptuous in Mr.

- Delaney to propose such a thing to a stranger; but
Martha insisted that the pastor of a church was
charged with the Lordvs' work, and had a perfect right .
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‘to assume that every person who attended service in .

his church would be ready and willing to do what he
could to aid the suffering and cheer the sick.
"The end of it all was, that Martha did not teach in the

school, but very frequently called upon the poor people

of the district, and in a quiet, womanly way, won the
hearts of ‘many sick perbons by her gentle endeavors
to relieve "their troubles, and break the monotony of
weary days and:slebpless nights. o
Miller had heard his daughters talking about these
visits occasionally, but it had never occurred to him
to say anything about thém. He gave Mary all the
money she asked for, trusting to her to keep the
house books of expense, and knowing that between
her and her sister there was no jealousy, and no riv-
alry, except in their endeavor to make home attrac-
tive and pleasing to their father, '
"The Rev. Robert Delaney was about twenty-six or

‘seven years of age, tall and stout. He walked a

trifle’ lame, but he bore himself with the air of a
soldier. Indeed, he had served two or three yearsin
the army, entering as a private, and leaving as a
brevet-colonel. He began his service long after the
fuss-and-feather days of the earlier years had passed,
when for awhile it was easier to-be made a brigadier-
general than to earn an honest five dollars per diem ;
but when fighting had become a business, politicians
had less and less power every month, and at the close

5
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of the war, brevet-colonels really ranked higher in

the estimation of men who knew anything, than their .

superiors whose stars were conferred to please the
whim of a politician.

When Robert Delaney began hls work in Chlcago,l

he had a small hall and a slim audience ; but he was

full of zeal, and talked to his hearers as if he were in

earnest for their good: He was simple in his tastes,

and modest in his manner, but magnetic and impulsive

in speech. In prayer and exhortation he was pe-
culiarly impassioned, and his efforts in- behalf of
young men were so sensible and practical that his

reputation soon extended, and, had he chosen, he

might have been called up hlgher many a time. But

he preferred to stay where he was and work, His .-

friends appreciated his love of the plaee,wand deter-

mined to build him a larger church. This they did,

“and on the Sunday following the search made in the
Directories by Miller, the building was to be dedi-

‘cated, and the church formally installed in its new

home

Wondenng Whether he had actually had the very
man he wanted under his own roof, Miller made a
“memorandum  of 'Delaney’s residence, and returned
to the hotel for Mr. Russell with whom he intended
to go to see how Hardy was progressing.

Miller found Mr. Russell in a state of great excite-
ment over a ,dlsgpatch just rececived from Hardy's
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 nurse. The message reported Hardy in feverish con-

dition, and said that the doctor would allow no one
to see him or enter his room. |
Of course, there was no need or use in their going
to the place where the wounded man was, if they
could neither see him nor do him any good. So the
tri;i was given' up, greatly to Maud’s regret; who
had secretly determined to make one of the party.
“Well Miller,” said Mr. Russell, after it was de-
cided to defer the visit to Hardy, “have you thought.
of any plan?” - - \
| “YVes, sir,” replied the detective ; T shall first try
to find James Delaney,g You told me I think, that

| the inatron said the little boy was five or six years

old. How old exactly was Harry?”
. “Let me see,” said Mr. Russell. “Harry was
more than five. [ #kink he was nearly six, or he may
have been over six and nearly seven. I have no way
of fixing his age precisely, except by reference to
some of my wife's letters, and I haven't seen them in
five years, Anyhow, he was 2 little fellow, and 1°
. should say five, or six, or seven years old—there’
really is very little difference, you know:"
“No," rejoined Miller, “I don’t suppose there is.

) was"only thinking that if living, he must be getting -

‘on toward thirty years old; and that, for a driving

| western man, is the prime of life. Out here, if 2

man is ever to amouat to anything he knows it by
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the time he turns thirty. I may nbt s‘e,e[ you for a few
“days. " T have an‘idea. I may go to Mil\;vaukee, and T
may go.elsewhere. Meanwhile, kéep your eyes and
ears open, and your mouth shut. If you are allowed
~to see Hardy I hope you’_ll go. - There isn’t much fun
\, in being sick away from home, and ten to one he
frets about the job besides.” o
Maud thanked Charley Miller with her tearful eyes
for the kind word he spoke-about Hardy. She longed
“to speak to him about Lieut. "I.‘er'nl__)leton, and :t_b ask

if any such name had been mentioned in the arrivals,

but she knew better, and did nothing of the kind.

" Mr. Russell acquiesced in Miller's proposition, as-

‘suming that he knew what was best to do; and after
urging him to spare neither expense nor care, bade
him « gbod day,” and the party separated, -
The Russells drove out with a gentleman to whom
" Horace had letters, and Miller went directly home.

CHAPTER XXIV.

. . i
MILLER GOES TO CHURCH.—A TOE FOR A TOE.

=N pursuance of a suggestion made by their

Y. father, Mary and Martha Miller invited the °

=2 Rev. Mr. Delaney to dine with them the day
of the dedication of the new church, and for hi's‘con-
venience six o’clock was the hour named. )

At the morning service the sacred edifice was
densely thronged', and several distinguished clergymen
of the city participated in the ceremonies, the dedica-
tion sermon being delivered by the pastor.

. 'Detective Miller astonished his daughtes by vol-

* unteering to accompany them to church, and, as in

their recollection he had never done such a thing be-
fore, it may well be imagined their astonishment wa’s
thoroughly leavened with delight. |

None of the pews had been rented as yet, and on
this occasion all seats were free. The Millers were

~well known in the society, and, as they were early at
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4‘ the d001 were taken to excellent places quite near
. the pulpit. ' '

The services were rather prosy until the delivery
of the sermon, -

Up to that time Mr. Delaney had taken no part in
 the proceedings, and as he sat quite out of sight,
Miller began to think he was.wasting time.

Presently, however, the pastor approached the
desk, and 'Miller was his most cérefui observer.

The detective element was in full play.

Miller studied Delaney’s head, hair, eyes, mouth,
and camage, as-a turfman does a horse.

He exammed his points, mental and physmal and
confessed himself puzzled..

Is he the son of Horace Russell, or is he not?

There was n‘othing in ‘Robert Delaney’s look or.

bearing that forbade the supposition, and there was
‘much that might be considered confirmatory evidence,
if the theory were already advanced and partlally
proved. - , )

The young preacher was not a time-server.

" He felt himself the bearer of a message from the
‘Ruler of the world, and as he delivered it earnestly
- and eloquently, self never obtruded, and Delaney
never interfered with the envoy.

Little by little Miller became interested in the
subject. - | ' ‘

He forgot the man in the matter.
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And when the minister wound up one particularly
impassioned appeal to fathers as exemplars before

their children, the old rascal actually found a tear on

his cheek, and an uncomfortable sensation in his throat.
Robert Delaney was a sensationalist, but not a vul-
gar one. ’ |
All earnest men and women are sensationalists.
It is necessary that they should be. In this world

of hypocrisy and sham, honest endeavor and earnest
work win their way and attract attention by their.

novelty ; and whatever is novel is sensational.

The young man succeeded because success was not

his alm.

He was popular because he cared jnothing for

popul.anty :
He was 2 good thinker, a ma,gnetlc preacher, and

thoroughly imbued with the sacredness of his calling,

‘and the universal need of moral and spiritual educa-

tion. With no other ca¥e unon his mind, he had de-
liberately chosen his field, uul now this abﬁr;daht
harvest was rewarding his industry and zeal,

He was loved by honest men, and toadied teo by

fools ; he was appreciated by earnest women, and

ﬂa,ttered by silly ones.

The honest and the earnest he loved and appreci-
ated as th deserved the fools and silly women he
understood, and tolerated only because he hoped in
time to do them good.

M AN s T8 R i
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Like all popular men he had his besettmg tempta—
tions.
Had he been weak-headed, and vam, and selfish,

: ﬁattery, and incense, and social preferment were at

his command. ¥

But he chose the wiser course, and in giving up
-all worldly plans, in the interest of his Master’s cause,
he. gained the. l_noré desirable rewards of respect,
esteem and honor of his fellow-citizens and his flock.

He was apparently twenty-six or twenty-seven years .

of age, with ng parents, and no home save the mod-
est lodgings he called his “ rooms.”  Attached to the
new church, however, was a small parsonage, and
into that he proposed to move at an early day.

" His deacons had often told him he otight to marry,
but his heart Yery properly suggested that he should
wait until he had met a woman whom he loved.

" Delaney had a high regard for his deaéons, but
there are some matters about which ‘even ‘deacons
know very little, | |

He was in no sense a ladies’ man.
He thought of women mainly as co—workers in the
' ﬁeld he tllled so faithfully. \

" As teachers, readers, visitors, distributers of help-
ful literature, and nurses, women were to him a right
hand and a left, but no more.

‘Indeed, until accident led him to the' house of

Martha Miller, he had never met any woman 1vh§§n :
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he cared to meet or know outside of professional oc-

" cupation,

He liked Martha.

There was no nonsense about her.

She was genuinely good, and although she had de-
clined to take a clags in his Sunday-school, Mr. Delaney
was more than gratified at her common sense way of
calling on and helpfng sick people, and especially her

" happy faculty of brightening up a home of gloom and

disappointment. He met her frequently on her
charitable rounds, and had on one or two occasions
partaken of her hospitality at her father's house,
where he had become well acquainted with her sister
Mary, and had wondered where under Heaven such
‘a queer- lookmg fellow as One-eyed Charley had pro-
cured two such charming children.
Between Martha Miller and her young pastor no

" word of love had ever passed.

And not only that, no word of sentiment or any-
thing akin to suggestive remark had ever passed their

lips.

Nevertheless—and it is queer How naturally that
« nevertheless ” follows—close observers were quite
convinced that there was an understanding between
them, and in spite of the seemmg contradiction, it is-
‘more than likely that there was a sort of unwritten

law, like a social code. |
The invitation to dinner had been gladly accepted
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, by Mr. Delaney, and when his qUICk eye saw not only
the Miller ladies, but their queer old father in one of
" the front pews, he could not vefrain from taklng aj\o
ment of his official hour for a personal wonder as to
what the strange c1rcu1nstance could portend.

Miller was dehghted with the sermon and more than -
pleased with the preacher.

And as he bent his head when the ﬁnal prayer was
sa.ld he almost resolved to give up Templeton, and,
1f convinced that the Delaney of Chicago was the lit- g
tle Harry of Milwaukee, to aid Mr. Russell in finding

a real rather than a bogus son.

. At the close of the services there was the usual

hand-shakmg of the members and the “ buzzing ™ of
the pastor,. s somewhat increased on this occasion by
the peculiar circumstances a.ttendlnﬂr the dedication,
- and then, accompanied by Miller and his daughters,
Mr. Delaney left the church. :

It so chanced that Mary walked at her father's

51de, while Mr. Delaney escorted Martha, a circum-
stance that afforded Miller- food for thought, and

added some little we1ght to: the idea which had forced

, itself upon him during the closing prayer.

‘ - Nothing of special note occurred at the dinner table,
" except that the girls wondexed ~why their father had
directed Templeton’s difiner to be served in his room,
until Miller said : “Mr. Delaney, you are a native of

Chicago, are you not?” .

-+

/
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The clergyman hesitated 2 momient and then re-
plied, “I really don’t know, Mr. Miller, whether I
was born here or not. . I have some reason for be-
lieving myself a native, and some for- thinking I was

born in New York. My early life is largely shut out

from my memory by reason of a severe 1IIness I had

when quite a boy, the somewhat singular consequénce

of an accident whlch, though trifling in itself, gave my

. nervous system a shock, and laid me up for months,
From that, however, I entirely recovered, and with the’

exception of rather an ungainly walk{ I suppose 1 am
as hearty and rugged a man as we have. My father,
I.am quite sure, was English; the name is English,
and he had many habits which none but an English-

~man could have. He was a builder, and did a great

deal of good work here. Poorman! he was veryd}kind
to me ; and, having no mother, I was his entire farily,

absorbing all his care and love, His death was sud-

den and terrible. Possibly you recall it. He fell

from g scaffolding on the Episcopal church near the

post-office, lingered unconscious but a few hours, and

"died without a word or sign of recognition. From

that time I had a hard row to hoe, but

“But you hoed it,” interrupted Miller.

“Ygs,” continued Mr. Delaney ; “yes, I did hoe 1t
and save the aid which I got from the All-Helper I
was literally my own guide, philosopher and friend.
The war gave me an inspiration for gdod. The phy-

A S
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sical suffering I witnessed in the hospitals and on the

field led me by a natural process to regard the moral ‘
degradation and distortion of the race, and I deter-

mined if my life was spared to devote myself to the
tegeneratlon of my fellows. ‘I am free to say I enjoy
my work and take genuine pleasure in its prosecution.
1 saw so much destitution and depravity result from
- what I believe to be the greatest curse of our day and
generation, that I resolved to make Tempegance a
distinct and prominent feature of my public' teach-
ings.  Of course I encountered great opposition, but
that's nothing. i

~“One ghmpse of a rescued man’sface is ample com-
.pensatmn, and one.letter of gratitude froni a reformed
drunkard's wife or daughter is cheer enough to pay
for the abuse of a thousand rumsellers. But you

asked if I was a native of Chicago, and not for an-

auntobiography. As I said, I don’t know. Father
lived in Cincinnati awhile and also in Kalamazoo,
and I think in Milwaukee, but he seemed more at
home here than anywhere. How long have you lived
here, Mr. Miller?” ‘ ‘

- «QOh, 'm an. old settler, » Sald Miller; ¢ both my

girls were t\;‘)rn here. I'm a western man myself and
east of Illinois in forty years. And I

haven’t bee
haven’t been inside of a church in twenty years that
~ 1know of ; not that I mean to brag of tI_ia.t before
you, 'sir, but its merely a fact, that's all. The girlg at-

§
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tend to that branch of the business, and do it pretty
well, too, I judge.” V
“Yes, indeed they do,” said the cIergyman, and

' turning to Martha who sat at the head of the table he

entered into a discussion about the church music, in

- which she was specially interested.

But Miller didn’t care about the music. He had
his thoughts concentrated on Mr. Delehey’s foot.

“ Has he or has henot lost a little toe,” thought he,
And he thought it till 1t seemed as if he should go
wild, S

After dinner the ladies led the way to the draﬁng-
room, their father walking slowly in the rear with his
one eye bent on Mr. Delaney’s feet.

The man certainly limped a little.

But whether the lameness was in foot or leg, Miller
could not determine.

He wanted to ask his guest, but he did not dare.

He thought of a hunlired different ways of getting

“at it, but hesitated to put any ong of them to the

proof. )
Finally, in despair, he excused himself, went to his

room, took a razor from its_ case, put two handker-

chiefs in his pocket and then knocked at Templeton's
door. :

Entering he found'%the ex-lieutenant _e,t full length
on his bed reading an official gazette.

Templeton bounded to his feet, and said: ¢ For

[N
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Heaven's sake, Miller, let me get out of this for an
hour or two to-night. I really cannof stand such con-
finement. If Hardy is mashed, why need I be coop-

ed inmyroom? I need exercise and must go out

to-night for a walk, even if it be but for an hour
Come, now, what.do you say P "

Miller eyed him curiously and half laughed to him-
self as he said: “ Templeton, how many toes have
you?”

Templeton_ looked at Miller in unfeigned amaze-
ment, but seeing no reason to doubt his sanity, and
never having encountered in his host even the glimmer

of a joke, answered. as soberly as he could : “Ten, I

believe. At all events I had ten this morning.” ‘
“I'm very sorry,” said Miller; “that’s .one too
‘many.” '
“Well well,” rejoined Templeton “out with it,
what's the joke?” -
¢ There iso’t much joke about it,” said Miller ; “T
- mean just what I said, and further, if you expect. to
prove that you are old Russell's boy, you've got to
prove that you have only nine toes.” |
““ And one must come off ?" asked Templeton.
“ And one must come off;” answered Miller.
“Good Heavens, I can never do that,” said Tem-
pleton, as he pictured himself in, pain, on crutches,
lame and, perhaps, disfigured for life. | ,
 “But I can,” struck in Miller; it won't hurt. 1
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can take off your little toe in a jiffy, and can dress it
and tend it, and have you all right in two weeks, just
as good as new. Seriously, I can, And equally as
seriously, if you don't lose your toe, you lose your for-
tune, and we can’t afford that ; can we?"

Templeton said hothing.

b was a handsome fellow with a swinging easy
walk, a firm step and an elastic bearing, born of per- )
fect health and his life upon the sea. He was not

vain, but—well, he knew how he looked, as every one .

does, and was not dissatisfied with himself either.

He knew that the loss of a toe would certainly
lame him some, and possibly cripple him more than
he could endure. He knew, too, the danger of lock-
jaw, and he shrank from the mutilation also.

“ Well,” said Miller, “it takes you a long time to
thlnk of an answer, What do you say? shall it be
fortune and no toe, or all toe and no fortune ?”

« Couldn’t we get a surgéon ?” replied Templeton,
“T am afraid to risk your home-made skill. h

« Of course we caz get a surgeon,” said Miller ; “and

,1f when the world knows that Horace Russell the

millionaire Enghshma.n, has found his long-lost son and
heir, by means of a lost toe, this blessed surgeon wants
to spoil the job, or halve the proceeds, what's to pre-.
vent? Oh! by all means let's call in a surgeon.
Well, now I guessnot. I tell you I can take that toe .
off just as gasy as rolling off a log. It will smart
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some ; but a little héaling salve, and careful dressing
will cute it up right off, and in ten days or a fortnight
you'll be up and gbdui, as lively as a cricket.” ¥
“ But you haven't told me wky,” said Templeton,

i ‘who hated the idea of losing even a little toe.

¢ Oh; I thought I had,” said Miller ; the ¢ why’ is |
very simple. Russell's boy's toe was chopped off with

_achisel.  Of course he never got another, - If he lost
_his toe then, he has't it now. And if you're fo be
the son, your toe is doomed.”

% All right,” said Templeton, get me some whlskey

to steady myself with and cut away. All I ask is that

you are careful and do unto others as you'd be done
by.” : f

“ Why, what's a toe more or less anyhow, mutter—
‘ed Miller. .

“Well, it doesn’t amount to very much on another -

man’s foot,” answered the'Lieutenant, “but on one's
own its a very desirable feature. Now, you go and
get the whiskey.” ,
Miller obtained the whlskey and the salve, and. in
Iess:than five minutes the toe was off, the salve was on,
and the wound was done up in rags and a compress.
‘Templeton bore the matilation bravely. Indeed, he
acted better than. Miller, who was keyed up only by

the necessities of the case, and was forced to steady !

his own nerves by thoughts of the game he was pla.y—
ing and of the stake he hoped to win,
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Templeton lz2id down to rest, and Miller, promising

to send one of his daughters to. read to his guest, and-

also.to return as soon as Mr. Delanéy should leave,
went down stairs. ‘

But he had not reached the last step when, in per-
fect. bewilderment, he exclaimed: “How in thinder
do T know which was the foot ?”

And then he re-entered the parlor where the young
women were entertaining Mr, Delaney, or he was en-
tertaining them, and it made but little difference to
him, which was the case. If he had known that Harry

E
4

Russell had lost" the little toe of the right foot, while

Mr. Templétoh had been despoiled of the toe of the
- left foot, Miller would probably have cursed his Iuck.

But he did not know it, and, on the whole, he was

rather pleased with his success.
| Whlle Miller and Templeton were gomg through
theu' amateur surgery up stairs, Mr. Delaney and the
daughter of the operator were enjoying themselves
below. .
The preacher had a fine voice and sang well.

And Martha had a sweet voice and sang very
charmingly.

Mary played and the others sang duets.

Mr. Delaney was fond of Russell's ballads and

~ quite enjoyed singing “The Ivy Green,” «“The Earl
King,” and other songs™of that style, and the girls -

y were delighted to hear them.

i
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As Miller entered the room, Mr. Delaney was sing-
ing: ' o
¢ Oh, a rare old plant is the ivy green,”

And to save his life the detective could not help say-
ing: T ' L

*Oh, a rare old plant is Templeton’s toe,”
But he said it to himself, and laughed at his own con-
ceit. ‘ ‘

‘
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CHAPTER XXV.

1

MAUD RUS(SELL AS FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE.

v VE bright morning Maud Russell said to her

j| mother, as they were returning from a little

shopping excursion: “ Do you know, mam-

ma, I feel quite ashamed that neither you nor I have

seen Mr. Hdrdy since he was brought totown. It

will be five weeks to-morrow since he was hurt, and

two weeks the day after since the doctor said papa
might have him brought éo the hospital ?”

“Well, dear, what do }ou want to do?” replied
Mrs. Russell. ’ .

“I don't know that 7 want to do anything that we
all oﬁght t to do,” rejoined Maud; *but you must
remember the poor fellow wouldn't have been so
badly injured if he hadn’t tried to save me, and I
think we should do all we can to make his misfor-

.tune bearable. If you wait for me, I'll buy some

flowers and some fruit, and we can call at the hos-

_pital to leave our names with the flowers, if we can-

not se¢ him.”
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# Why, my dear ‘girl,” said her ‘mother, “your
father and I have seen John Hardy every day since he
was brought up here. I have sald nothing to you

- about my going, for the hospital, though clean, is

a hospital, and you might have encountered some
unpleasant scene. Hardy is doing quite nicely. I
doubt if he is ever perfectly well, and it will be sev-

eral weeks before he can hope to walk. I have no

objections to taking you with me this afternoon, but
we m_ust be sure to be back in time . to mieet papa on
his return from Milwaukee.”

"“Oh, thank yeu, mamma,” said Maud ; “you always
let me have my own way without coaxing, and are

such a dear good friend.  I'll keep right on and get

‘the things, and you order a carriage at the office.”’
Mrs. Russell went slowly to her rooms, wondering
* as she walked, whether Templeton’s singular absence

.and more strange silence, were having -their normal

effect on her daughter's mind and heart.

For a few days after the scene at the Everett
~House, Maud was greatly depressed. |
‘She was never hysterical, but rather moody.

If Mrs. Russell alluded to Templeton, Maud

roused herself and joined the conversation, wonder-
ing where he had gone and what had become of him.
But both Mr. and Mrs. Russell noticed with pleasure
_ that Maud’s pride was wounded and Her self- -respect

“hurt so seriously that her mourning for Templeton -

o
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bade fair, in time, to be relegated to the back-

ground. .
" After their arrival at Chicago his name had not

been mentioned but twice, and on each occasion

Maud simply asked her father if he had seen any
record of Templeton's ariival at any of the hotels.
Between semi-weekly trips to the scene of the
disaster, and daily eonferences with Detective Miller,
Mr. Russell's time had been pretty well occupied, al-
though he had not been unmindful of the social at-
tentions extended him and his family by people to

whom he bore letters of introduction.

~ Mrs. Russell was very quiet in her tastes and do-
mestic in her habits. So much so, in fact, that, were
it not for Maud, it is doubtful if she would ever
leave her hotel during her husband’s absence. o

She knew, however, the necessity of keeping Her
da,ughter s mind busy, and never refused to go with -
her either to entertdinment or for exercise.

- Maud had made a good impression on the friends
who had been civil to the Russells in Chlcago, but no
impression other than that of passing pleasure had |
touched her in.head or heart. . -

Not that she mourned Templeton as a woman of
deeper nature might, but she was worried mentally,
and uncomfortable gene_rallyebout her recreant lover.
If she could have known that he was false, pricie

would have rescued her from grief, but she knew -
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nothmg From the pmnacle of aﬁ‘ectlonate devotlon'

her ardent admirer had plunged into hldmg

Of course, then, she was a.nnoyed and ‘embarrassed

as any other woman would be under similar ¢ircum-
stances.

Mrs. Russell watched Maud’s health a.nxmusly, and
was delighted to observe her %heerfulness and con-
" tentment. o -
" Nothing now seemed to interfere-with sleep or ap-
_ petite.  Her color was good and her spirits generally
- fine. She was amiability 1tself and the brlghtness of
her little circle. _ ‘

- While the two. ladles were bumed in their social
rounds, their Shopping and driving, Mr, Russell, with
characteristic conscientiousness,’ devoted himself to

business.
 He had two branches to attend to—]ohn Hardy
and the search for his boy.

As already told, Hardy had so far recovered that
he was taken by stages to Chicagj;r where Mr. Rus-
sell daily'and Mrs. Russell often called to see him.

The other branch was attended to with even greater

assiduity and regularity. Mr. Russell had taken a lik-
-ing to One- eyed Miller, in spite of the first impres-

sions, and after a series of adventures in Chlcago, had-

gone with him to Milwaukee.
' There Mr. Russell was bewildered.
His old friends and neighbors had died or gone off,

Vo g
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The town had become a glorious city.
Nothing was as he left it. ' ,
Even the place where once stood his modest shop ;
and factory, had been merged into a public park or
square, so that it was with difficulty he found it.
Together they remained in Milwaukee several days,

+ during which Miller pretended to gain informatien

about Delaney and the little boyhe had with him,
and one morning, with flushed face and flashing eye

_he enfered Mr. Russell's room, crying : “ Good news,
‘Mr. Russell, good news, sir; I'm on the track at last

—thank God, I've struck a trail.”
“JIs it here ?” said Mr. Russell, almost wild with

excitement. _ .
“ No, but it was,” answered Milller, “and it-led to

New York. Sit down and I'll tell you all about it

—aunless you want to get back to the Wonien folks to- -

night. If you do, let’s be off.”

“ Why, of course I do,” re;omed Mr. Russell, and
together they started for the depot, stopping on the
ivay to telegraph Mrs, Russell of their coming.

“Miller,” said Mr. Russell, suddenly stopping in the
street, « wait till we get to the hotel. Don't tell me
a word till we are all together.” '

« All right,” returned the detective. '

Atthe time Mrs. Russell told Maud she expected
her husband’s return, there were several hours before '

the arrival of the Milwaukee train, and entering the
8% :
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carriage, mother and daughter were driven to the hos-
‘pital. '
Mrs. Russell was so well known to the atteéhdants
that no p'asse's' were required, and they went at once
to Hardy's room. ' ‘
Receiving permission to enter from the nurse, Mrs.
Russell, followed closely by Maud, éoftly opened the
door and stood at the side of the wounded man. '
He was sleeping. ‘
Maud appi‘oached with her flowers and basket of

fnﬁt, and looked at the pale face of the brave fellow -

who had perilled his life for her safety, and was deeplﬂr
impressed by the change. . .

Hardy had' grown thin and his lips wete pinched.
His curly black hair was pushed carelessly back from
a smbotﬁ, clear forehead, and his partially parted lips
disclosed two rows of teeth which a belle might well
havé envied.

Maud was deeply touched.

She had seen Hardy in the flush of strength, and had .

known him as a driving, energetic person, to whom

physical oppositions were a% playthings, and now to

find him weak and helpless, adleep in broad daylight,

on a hospital cot, was indeed a shock.

Hardy opened his eyes. -t

Before him stood, with undisguised pity and sympa-. |

thy on- hér face, the woman of his inner adoration,

to whom he would no more think of speaking tenderly

. * S
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than of flying, but for whom he gla(ily risked lifé, and

health, and hope.

Love cannot be analyzed.

It defies rules, and ignores bounds.

Whatever is most absurd, that Love does.

That which is never prophesied, is Love’s certain
doing. "

Grant but the “ circurnstances ” and many “cases”
would soon ‘be altered. - |

Time and opportunity denied, are the obstacles to

- many alove match, and the spoilers of many a happy

possibility, 7
It may be that these young people did not then

and there canvass the exact stafus of their feeling for

each other. ‘ -

Most probable they did not.

But, however that may be, when Maud handed
Hardy the bouquet she had tastefully arranged with
her ‘own fair hands, and smihingly said: & Dear Mr.
Hardy, Tam so sorry for yon, and I 42 hope you will
be well very soon,” it seemed to the poor fellow as if
he had inhaled several gallons of oxygen, and he had
suddenly been transported from the cot of his ward
to a bed of roses——from the hospital to Heaven.

¢ Now that I've found the way, I mean to come
and see you every day,” said Maud; “and I'll zead.
yTu to sleep if you'll let me.”

- If he'd let her !
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The ladies remained nearly an hour at the bedside

of John Hardy, giving him such gossipy information

as might tend to divert-his mind from himself, and -

then Mrs, Russell rose, saying: “ Mr, Russg!l is ex-
pected back at half-past six, and we must go now, so

as to meet him.”

Hardy‘turﬁed a little in his bed.

“You knew, didn’t you,” continued Mrs. Russell,

¢ that Mr. Miller is quite confident that old Delaney’s
companion, ‘little Bob’ was Mr. Russell’s son?”

¥ Yes,” replied Hardy, “so Mr. Russell tells me,
" but until I see and hear Miller myself, I don't take

much stock in that,idea, I wish I was able to be out,
or at all events to be up. Then I could judge for
myself Please ask Mr. Russell to see me as early
as he can to-morrow. I believe I'll make an attempt

to get up then, and if I can, it won't be long till I

can get my hand on the wheel.”

Hardy thanked Maud again and again, for the ’

flowers and fruit, choice in themselves but radiant as
«evidences of her kind thoughtfulness of him, and grate-

fully pfessing her hand, he sank back to rest, as mother-

and daughter bade him “ good-bye.”
“ Handsome, isn't he [ said Maud as they stepped

into their carriage.
“VYes. I always liked Hardy s looks,” said her
mother. “He is not only handsome but good, which

_ 1s better.”
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As thej drove to the hotel, Maud thought of all
she could do for the young man who had saved her
life, and who, .~ ien she began to thank him, had beg-
ged her not to say one word about it, if she wished to
please him, and in her programme, Lleut Templeton

had neither ‘place nor thought.
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ON THE TRACK AT LAST.

PRl H a quick, decided step, Harace Russell
RUB  entered his parlor at the hotel, followed by
Miller. : B
“Well, daughter, Here I am,” said he, and hardly
" had he spokenw hen two pairs of arms welcomed him,
and two loving mouths saluted him, '

¢ Here’s Miller " said he, when the greetings were
. done; “and I tell him he must dine with us. We'll

have the table spread here, so-that we can be by our-
selves. He has a story to tell, and I wouldn’t allow

him to speak of it till we were all together, so that we
could all enjoy it. Isn’'t that so, Miller? Come,
mother, Mr. Miller wants to refrésh himself a bit after

his ride ; and as for me—well, look at me, I'm nothing

but dust and dirt. How's Hardy ?”

The ladies bustled about as requested, and in due

“time the travelers were made presentable; dinner

was served, the waiter dismissed and Miller proceed-

ed tolie.
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If ever a man had a hard task before him, Miller
had on this occasion, for it was absolutely necessary
for him to concoct a report which would drive all in-
terest away from Robert Delaney who, he believed,
wwas the son of Mr. Russell ; and tolead, in some way,
the mind of his employer to the conviction that the
little boy brought to the West by Delaney, the builder,
was the son, in order that eventually he might produce
Templeton as the man grown from’ “little Bob.”.
~ And yet it was an easy task. _

There was an anxious, eager father, looking and
hoping for the desire of his heart.

And by his side were two trusting women interest-
ed for the sake of him whom they both loved better

. than all the world besides.

It could not be very difficult to deceive that trio.

At all events Millér was quite ready to try.

He would have given five dollars for a pipe, but as
Mr. Russell did not even use a cigar, his chance
for a smoke was hopeless. -

In a moment, he rallied and plunged at once into
his story, o

“I think,” said he, “we're on the right track. In-
deed; I'd almost swear it. When you first came here
I didn't see any very great show. in the job, but I've
about concluded that T was wrong. I wasn’t given
any very remarkable. clue, as you know very well. -
‘All 1 had to.go’on was, a boy with nine rtoes;
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brought out here twenty years ago by a drunken fellow -
~called Delaney. There ain't any Delaney, as I can’

- find, except a Baptist preacher out here, andI know
‘all about him, and have ever since he was born and
besides he's got ten toes, so that doesn tcount. One
day when I was just about discouraged, I ran across
“an old fellow—he’s a janitor at the jail—who remem,
bered a builder named Delaney, and said he had an
idea he went to Milwaukee at least fifteen ot twenty

years ago. Well, I wrote over to a friend on the force, '

and found that there was no such person there*now,
but tht the records of twenty years ago showed the
name quite often. Then I proposed to Mr. Russell
that he and I should go there. We went, and while
you were being shaved, sir, I called on Billy Oake, my
old chum, and together we hunted out the facts. It
seems that the very Delaney you heard of in the
Tombs, was sent out hete by the New York authori-

ties, and, although when he worked he was able ‘to

- take care of himself, he wasn't ,mucl} bétter than a
common ‘drunk” Our folks warned him away, he
went to Milwaukee, While he was there, he led the
same kind of a life, but he was always very kind
t«}» a little boy he had with him. That boy might
have been his child, and it might not. Nobod} seem-

. edtoknow. Atall events he got so outrageous there,

that, the supervisors shipped him back to New York,
and the general belief is he died. there. Nothing

T
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- deﬁmte is known about the boy, except that he had
Jost a toe from one of his feet, and took splendid care

of his daddy when he was drunk.”

“ Poor boy,” interrupted Maud.

Mr. Russell sat with his eyes wide open, but his
lips were shut tight.

A thousand boys might have been in the charge of
drunken men, but it was not likely that this was any
but his lost or stolen son ; the mlssmg toe was con-

| firmation strong 1ndeed

Miller went on.

Every word he uttered was false,

But every point made was strong for Templeton,

“Well,” said he, “ nothing definite could be got at
about either boy, or ‘man, except that Delaney is be-
lieved to be dead, and the boy was heard of a year
or so after they went to New York, selling newspapers. -
Tbe way that came about, was rather queer. That -
is, I suppose, it would seem so to any main in ordi-
nary life ; nothing looks queer to me. The keeperof
our city prison was in New Vork with one of the Mil-
waukee officers, and this little chap was seen near the
head of Wall street, with a torn ¢ap on the back of
his head yellmg out his paperg like a good one. I
have an 1dea that I can get more about that before

- the week is over. But, further, I learn that the boy

was tracked to a coaster which went to Boston.
He shlpped as ‘Bill’ and was very sick when the
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vessel reached port. That's all T've got as yet,

but—" - .

« Well; I should think that was considerable,” said
‘Mr. Russell, “ for, of course, there is a regular system
about such matters. If he was sick, he was taken to

the hospital, and the reqords will tell what was done

| with him afterwards.” ; |

“Yes,” said Miller, “and that can be.ascertained
just as well by letter, as in person. I propose having
our Chief write to the hospital an official letter.
That will fetch the answer quicker than a private
letter.” '

“ When can you see the Chief " asked Mr.i Russell

“Well, I could see hitm to-night,” replied Miller;
“ but 1 thought, perhaps, it would help a little if you
were to go with me.” :

“All right,” said Mr. Russell ; “we'll go together
in the morning. I congratulate you, Miller. I
congratulate myself. I declare I begin to feel as if
- we were certain of success. .Be here by ten in the

- morning, Miller. Don't fail, will. you."”

Miller gave the promise and retired, chuckling as
he went—for he saw his way to Templeton’s triumph
as clearly as he saw the moon in the sky,

All he néede‘d now was a letter from ‘the Boston
officials nafra.ting the facts in relation to Templeton,
who, it will be remembered, was known at the work-
house a# “Bill” and only assumed the name of

"
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Wllham Templeton, when adopted'by his Miassachu-

sefts friend.

It seemed perfectly plain sailing to Miller, who had
not yet been brought in contact with John Hardy,
and had strangely enough forgotten that Templeton
had once broached his nefarious scheme to the New
York detectlve, and had been bluffed.

However, as matters were, he was satisfied ; and, as '
he thought they would be, he was content. ..

He speedily gained his house, and after a brief chat
with his daughters, went with Templeton to his room,

where they sat together until-long after midnight, ar-

- ranging and planning for future success.

The Russells sat up late also butall their plans
were born of love, and all theu' projects pointed in
the direction of hope and happiness, for the object of
their search, in"whom the heart and soul of the entire

family now seemed wrapped.
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THREE LITTLE BOYS—BILL, BOB, AND HARRY,

A MONG the letters on Mr. Russell's tﬁble the

following day was one which attracted

Maud’s a‘tte'ﬂntion the moment she entered |

the room. She took itup, It wasaddressed to Hor-
ace ‘Russell, Esq., but it bore no resemblance to an
ordinary business letter. | ' ‘
She wondered what it mlght be.
Mr. Russell soon joined her, and she begged h1m
to open it first of all.
} He did so, and found it to be an invitation for him-
‘ sglf and ladles, from a Ieadmg lawyer of the city, to
meet a few friends at his house on the follqavmg even-
ing.
Horace shook his -head, but Maud coaxed so
strenuously in favor of an ac‘ceptan'ce that he agreed to

leave it entirely to his wife. If she said “yes,” her '

- would go; otherwise, he would not.

3
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When Mrs. Russell came in, her husband placed
the invitation in her hand without a word. She read
it and glanced quickly at Maud.

That settled it. , ‘

She saw that Maud wanted to go, and at once she
said, “ Well, father, I suppose Maud would be glad
of a little change. I think.we will go if you can spare
the evening.” B ' A

Horace laughed good-naturedly. . The decision was

in no sense a surprise to him.
" 'Had Maud expressed a wish for a four-yolked egg,
her parents would have secured every hen in the west-
ern country, rather than appear averse to gratifying
her desire. '

The evemng came, and the Russells drove to the

- residence of their host.

The house was one of the finest in the city, the
abode of culture and wealth, the favorite rendezvous
of a circle of refinement and worth, where the best
people of the city met and discussed and often decid-
ed plans affectmg the moral and physical projects of
the State. .

- On this occasion a rather notable gathering was as-
sembled, and much interest was felt in the expected
appearance of the millionaire Englishman with ghe
singula.'lj mission. - :

. Whatever may have been the opinion of the peo-
ple present concernin g Mr. Russell, when he entered
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the room with wife and daughter on either arm, there

v

. was no division of sentiment about Maud.
-She was perfectly dressed and looked like a pic-
‘ture. !

- She was under, rather than above, the average h: ight,

very prettily -formed, in perfect health, and ﬁush d

with happiness and anticipation,

. Her beautiful hair was neither “banged,” nor  friz-
zled,” nor tortured in any way. She wore it parted
in the middle of her head, brushed simply bock to her
- comb of shell about which it was coiled in thICk and
massive plaits.

Her dress was white silk, nch but plain, and her
. only ornaments a pair of exquisite solitaire pearl
‘earrings and cross of pearls. |

Maud knew her beauty, but it dld not make her -

“vain,

It pleased her father, and dehghted her mother —
for what else had she to care ?

Mrs. Russell was the recipient of much attention
which she received modestly and bore in a very
ladylike way, while her husband, manly outside and
in, was very soon engaged in earnest conversation
with several “solid men,” who, like himself, were in-
terested in the great problem of the day, and perplex-
ed as all men are who try to solve the comindfum of
Labor and Capital.

“1 dare say you think,” sald the host of the even-
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ing, “that our system of quadrennial elections, involy-
ing frequent change of administration, has something
to do with what you call our ‘unsettlement, Mr.

Russell.”

“Yes, I do, most certainly,” answered the VEnglish}
man ; ¢“ it stands to reason that officials who are kept
in place only by favor of party, cannot give their en-
tire time, thought and energy to their duty. And with-
out that devotion to duty, no official can be competent,
With -us a good clerk in the postal or customs ser-
vice Is certain of his position for life, Here he hard-
ly gets warm in his seat before he has to make room
for another.” ‘ - N |

“I grant you there is sométhing in that,” rejoined -

_ the gentleman, “but I was referring more especially

to the President.”

“Well,” said Mr. Russell, “ you Would hardly ex-
pect an Enghshman to agree with the accepted Amer-
ican theory that constant change is as beneficial as
permanence and \sol'idity.l I know you argue that
the President always exists, and only the individnal
changes. But I do not think facts warrant the asser-

- tion—when your ‘man’ changes, your whole gov-
y g _ g

ernment changes, from cabinet officers to cnstoms
searchers. We, on the outside, as friendly critics,
see better than you do, if you will permit me, a grad-
ual tendency to ‘centralization, which we believe will
in the end be of inestimable benefit to this nation.
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And, unless I greatly misjudge your people, these con-
stantly recurring excitements are more and more dis-

tasteful year after year.”
“ You refer to the election excxtements? ”
“ Yes. You elected President Lincoln twice, and
-1t was often remarked at home that his re-election was
uit the enterlng wedge, “His third election was quite
' probable ; his death removed the test. But you ref
elected President Grant, andee—'" |
« Oh, Mr. Russell,” broke in a jolly-faced party,
whohad held a promment judicial seat since his early
manhood, and was as full of fun as he was of experi-
ence, ¢ that won’t do. N o third:term talk here td-
night; you'll drive our Chlcago friends wild if you
start on that.”. o
‘ Oh, no, he won't,” thimed in the host; « Mr.
Russell is evidently a Grant man. Let's hear the

‘test of your sentence, Mr. Russell, You were sa.ymg '
that we had re-elected Grant.” :
“Yes,” said Mr. Russell ; “1 was simply showing -
that although President Lincoln's death precluded
the solution of the problem in his case, you had at

-

the very first opportunity re-elected a president, and
now, as the next genéral election draws. near, I find
a decided feeling in favor of continuing the incumbent
a third time, a.nd why not a fourth and a fifth ?

~ “Which of course you think would be a good
idea?"”
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« Certainly it*would. Not that this or that man is

“ necessarily the best to be found for the position, but

being there he retains subordinates who are familiar
with their duty, and who are sure to be removed if a
new chief 15 elected.” '

“Well, as the judge says, this third-term discussion
is apt to be a long one,” said the gentleman of the.
house ; “but it is certainly full of interest, especially
if not discussed for or against any special person.”

"« Certainly,” said Mr. Russell ; “I was arguing for
the principle, not at all in the interest of any individ-
ual. We think from what we see and read, that Pres-.
ident Grant, however, has a tremendous leverage.
His sixty thousand office-holders are a great power,
He ought to be able to control the convention, and
doubtless his name is still potent with thousands of
voters in the country, where all memories of - the
¢bloody chasm ' are not yet forgotten, ‘and where the
‘red flag’ argu‘rﬁentl is still very puowerful. And then
the capitalists must dread change. It really seems to
me, you know; that if the present president were
to use his power, he could do pretty much as he

. pleased.”

Mrs. Russell had been leaning upon the arm of her
host during this conversation, and several ladies had
joined the group, evidently interested in the turn th’e
discussion had taken. As Mr, Russell closed his last

sentence, a young gentleman entered the room, and
9
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approaching the lady of the house, saluted her and-

her husband. After a moment’s conversation he was
turning away, when the lady said: '

“ Mr. Delaney, let me present you to Mrs. Russell
of England, and Mr. Russell also.”

Horace started, looked quickly at the handsome

face and sturdy figure, gnd then grasped the young
clergyman’s hand with marked and noticeable in-
terest. .
Opportunlty was not afforded at the moment, but,
in the course of the evening, Mr. Russell asked- his
host ¢ what he knew about Mr. Delaney 2"

'He replied that he was a very popular and much

respected preacher of their city, a native and life-long

resident of Chicago, and a man not only of great
force, but of: great goodness of character as well.

Mr. Russell brushed away from his 1mag1nat10n the
dim outlines of a picture there forming, but he could
not éfface the impression the young man ha.d made
upon his mind, ‘

As he looked about the spacious apartment he saw
'Maud and the young clergyman in conversation.

Excusing himself, he approached them as Maud
said: “I should be very happy to go, I assure you,
and if you can call at the hotel, both papa and inamma

“will be pleased to see you.”

“Yes, indeed, we will, Mr; Delaney,” said Mr.

Russell ; “we shall doubtless be here three or four
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weeks 1onger; and if you can spare the time, we'll be

' heartily glad to see you. Where is it you want Maud

to go | P -

«I had been telling her of my new church, Sll‘,"
replied Mr. Delaney ; “and of what we consider a
delightful feature—an admirable choir, with a superb
organ, and your daughter was kind enough to say she
should be pleased to go to the church.” '

“ Of course she would,” said Mr. Russell; “of
course she would—and so would Mrs. Russell and
myself. . We'll go next Sunday. Why can't you dine
with us on Sunday? Oh, I beg pardon ; perhaps Mrs,

- Delaney—G—

Mr. Delaney laughed.. « You need have no féar of

_that good woman, Mr. Russell. As yet she exists

only i imagination, and is as manageable as she is
ethereal. I was trying to recall whether I had an en-
gagement to dine at Mr. Miller'’s on Sunday. I think
I have.” o |

Mrt. Delaney was a clergyman, to be sure, but.
clergymen are men, and men are apt to remember
their engagements with the darlings of their hearts.

It was the young preacher's custom, now, to dine
every Sunday at Mr. Miller's. -

‘On thdt day One-eyed Charley was rarely at home,
as the dinner hour was at one instead of six o 'clock,
as usual. Not that he would have objected to Mr. De-

laney’s visits. On the contrary, he liked the man, -

/

|
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.and, possibly, if he had kept his eye about him, he
“would have seen, what everybody else saw, that the cler-
gyman was desperately in love with the pre.tty‘Martha.

And if he #ad seen that, would he have done his
~ best toikeep Delaney and Russell apart, or would he

- have kicked Templeton’s dirty money into the street,

‘and bade the schemer and his nine toes depart ?

It was finally arranged that Mr. Russell would take :

" his wife and daughter to Mr. Delaney’ s church the fol-
lowing Sunday, and they all looked forward to the
time with pleasure. S

The evening passed agreeably.
Maud was a favorite at once. She danced grace-

‘fully and was very fond of it. * Her hand was in con-
stant requisition, and she enjoyed an exceedingly
happy time.
~ Mrs. Russell was well cared for, and Horace was

the lion of the occasion. Every one knew that he was

~a man of mark among his fellows at home, that he

" " represented very large commercial interests, and that

“he was at present engaged in a search as romantic as

it was creditable, He was not a brilliant man, but

be had hard common sense, and like all sensible men,
* he made himself felt wherever he went. |

It was quite late when Mr. Russell's carriage was
announced ; then bi’dding his friends ¢ good night,"
the good man with his wife and daughter returned to
their hotel, -
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'I‘here they found Miller,
* Without 3 moment’s delay, Miller took Mr. Russell

by the arm, and leading him toward the window, ‘said.:
« Mr, Russell, keep calm, sir; I believe we have a
clue to your son. The Chief has received a letter
from Boston, which says they have ascertained that @

boy called *Bill’ was either adopted by a gentleman

or bound out to a harness-maker, at the time referred
to, and they will spare no pains to ascertain the facts,
and when we get them, the game is done.” S

" It would be idle to attempt to paint the delight and

| -joy of Horace Russell and his wife and daughter.

¢ Truly,” said he, “my cup runneth over.”
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

- THE SNAKE FASCINATES . MARY MILLER. al

FURIN conversation with Templeton, Miller had

)) thoroughly convinced him that their de-

* ception would succeed in the end, that all

thought of marrying Maud had been driven from his
mind,

So far as Templeton knew, Maud was Mr. Rus-
sell's own daughter. Marriage with her was, to him,
obviously impossible in the event of Mr. Russell’s ac-
cepting him as his long-lost son. And, beside, Tem-
pleton had found in Mary Miller a much more con-
-genial companion. w |

It was now nearly three months since he was first
introdiiced to the Miller home.

A large part of that time he had been forced into the
society of Miller's daughters, and as Martha was de-
“voted to the humanitarian duties assigned her by her
pastor, Templeton had no choice 141 the matter—he
remained with Mary.

Mary Miller was a good girl,
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She loved her sister and ldohzed her father.

* Qutside of the church circle she had but few ac-
quaintances and no near friends.

The society of _gentlemen was unknown to her.
What wonder, then, that she became interested in this
young friend of her father, who added to graces of
person, the charms of culture and the polish gained
by travel ?

They read and talked together. She sang to him,

. and- he told her of all he had seen at home and

abroad.

Insensibly she passed from interest to rega.rd and
thence to love. .

In her eyes Templeton was a hero

No romance ever painted serener beauty than his.
No fairy ever wove more exquisite garments than
those in which Mary Miller’s fancy invested her lover.

And he—well, he did not love her, for love was a

" feeling whose depths he never sounded, but he Ilked

her, and was pleased at her attentions.

Intentionally he never led her a step, but, for all
that, the steps were taken, and, before he really sus-
pected it, Templeton found himself the girl’s idol, her

- all in all, the one thing needful for her heart’s com- -

fort and the delight of her soul.

Man-like he did nothing to stop it.
N He simply shrugged his shoulders and let her love
him, . ‘ '
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When he one day was left by her for a few moments,
Miller being about his duties, out of town, and
Martha on her circuit, Templeton looked the matter

squarely in the face. “If I permit this girl’s love for

‘me to be known to her father, will it help or mar my

“plans? Will Miller consent to her marriage with a '_

“man he does not trust? And if not, what, become

of her ? If, ’again, I marry her unknown to Ker

father, am I not in.position to turn his flank when
occasion requires, and, thrbugh his love for his
’da_,ughter, hold him to any bargain and aﬁy secret,
whether he like it or not?” '

Thus pon%e;ring, Templeton slowly walked the
“floor, supportihg himself a little with his cane; for’

although his foot had entirely healed, there was still -

a sensitiveness about it when pressed, that induced
him to favor it in walking, ’

The right or wrong of his conduct in no way
trouble or influenced Templeton, '
All he cared for was success.

That, he 'believed, would certainly be assured
through Miller, in whom he had implicit confidence ;
but into Miller's hands he did not care to trust every-
i;_=thing—a.nd because of that unWiIlingnéss, he deliber-
_ately concluded to retain the affections of the detec-
‘tive’s daughter, and be guided by his necessities, when

the question of matrimony arose.

Presently, Mary returned, and sajd: ¢ Oh, Mr, Rus-

" is perféctly charming.”

 the parlor, but it was some t
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sell, here is solme new music we have just received ;
, L]

wouldn't you like to come down stairs and hear m.e
trjr it? It'san arrapgement of Aida, and they say 1t

and together they went 0

Templeton acquiesced, _.
ime before the plano was -

£ to a seat, the curious
n very

_opened, for, drawing Mary

fellow said: ¢ Mary, Wwe have been thfeip\ld v
‘ | n

strangely together. Why, of course, you tf)ﬁ :

know, nor is it necessary that you should. Suffice 1

- almost
that being here, a happy fate has made n.le a,lrnoil
your constant companion. Before my accident, yo

were kindness itself, but during the two weeks of my

‘ ny own.
: to my room, had you been my
oy Toven 1 , ked or looked

sister, or my lover, 1 could not have as

1
for more attentive courtesy and help.’

« Oh, Mr. Russell, surely I did nothing more than

was natural,” said Mary.
 «That I grant,” continued . : -
fact that it was so na.tuffl, is all f:he motre cr‘edlta. ;
to yéu, and perhaps more complimentary to me..
You are fond of reading,
books I prize the most.

Templeton ; “and the

find our tastes are similar. |
‘and on your shelves are the . :
{i(ou are devoted to music, and how our likes an

dislikes in that direction ,harinonize, you kpow very
well. On the whole, I think we are tolerably'r good
friends, Mary, and why not more than good frlqus?

Why not the est of friends?”
9*

!
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MARY MILLER
eart, she whis--
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ressed her closely to his b

202 -
Templeton had gone further. than he intended. . {.;5__: then as he P
‘Had he been tal_]c-lng to a woman of the world, he ‘ pered her consent. v;haPPY such scenes must

might have continued in that strain indefinitely, sat- . u S ' _ ‘

isfying himself and amusing her. _'
Had he been practicing his arts upon a flirt, he

might have met his match in retort and repartee.
But Mary was neither ohe nor the other.
She was a genuine woman,
To her a spade was 2 spade.
She had no lovers. Her father and Mr. Delaney

"> were the only men she had ever known intimately.

Her only outside life had been in the school-room.

She was but eighteen years old. She never lied. She

knew nothing of the world, its tricks, or its manners

She believed what she heard and invariably said pre-

cisely what she meant.

She Joved Templeton.’

To be sure, he had never uttered a syllable
which could be cbnstmed into a declarauon or an
invitation.

But she loved him.

And now that he had, with tender accent, respect-.
fully, courteously and with apparent sincerity, asked
if she knew any reason why they should not be the
¥ best of friends,” it seemed as if her dream of happi-
ness had been realized.

Turnmg quickly to him, Mary looked her lover
full /in the \eye, with unmistakable meaning, and

If there is a Devil, ho

make him !

}




, CHAPTER XXIX.
ro
ON THE ROCKS.

‘."’ OOR Hardy !

How he chafed and rolled, and tumbled,”

'in his bed !
) The days were years, the ‘Weeks were ages it
seemed to him as if his hfe was a blank, and he a
_cipher.®

That is, it seemed so untﬂ Maud: Russell’s daily
visits made his life 4 holiday, a.nd his expenence an
intoxication.

Probably many may, rega.rd Maud’s every- day call
with disfavor. :

That is their privilege.

The fact is, she did go every day in' every week,
carrying flowers and fruits, and bocks and cheeriness
of- angehc type, makmg the sick chamber ra.dlant Wlth

kH

joy, and the sick man a convalescent speedily.

- Of all the men here told.of, John Hardy was most
liked by Horace Russell.

;

A ;oo

' !
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He was a fine specimen of manhood—tall, stralght
and strong. : [

His features were regular, but not femmlne His
eye and lip showed courage, and his manner, though
not offensive, was aggressive rather than quiet.

Mr. Russell had “taken to” him at the very first,
and every interview increased his respect and esteem
for him, He found him earnest, intelligent and truth-
ful, and when, in a moment, the young man was re-
duced to a scarcely brea‘thing mass of flesh and bones,
the strong Enghshman felt as if part of himself had
been broken away. '

With Maud, Hardy had been thrown but very little
until the trip westward.

She had seen him every day at the hotel in New
York, and he had been one of the party of four on
their -excursions in and about the city ; still, until the
memorable ride, which ended in disaster, Maud had
really felt but little interest in the young man, on
whose skill and service so much of her father's future
happiness depended. - ) |

Love of romance has a strong hold on 4 young
girl's mind, C

Of late Hardy had seemed to Maud like a charac-
ter in fiction; rather.than a béing of ordinary type.

His personal history had interested her, as it had
herparents. His chivalrous endeavor to preserdve her
life, and shield her person, inspired her with gratitude.
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His suffering and long confinement excited her sym-
pathy. And now that he was slowly gaining, being
permitted to sit in his chair several hours every day,
his pale face and lustrous eyes, and evident delight at
her attention, ehc1ted an interest which strengthened
at every interview.

Mrs. Russell and Maud always called together, but "

on several occasions Maud remained, while her moth-
er drove elsewhere, and read to Hardy the news of
the day, or from such current literature as she thought
.would divert. his mind. ' '

Insen51b1y they became well acquainted ‘and thor-
oughly at home in each other's presence.

Hardy was one of Nature’s gentlemen—a much
better article than that of the world, although not so
good a dancer. | ' '

‘He would have died rather than say or do aught

that could offend Maud_ Russell, and y ?? he loved her

with all his heart, and worshipped her very shadow.

While she was with him, he was in heaven; and

when she was gone, he counted the hours till she

should return.
By day, he thought of her; by nlght, he dreamed of

her. .

And why not?

What iﬂSurmountabLe difference was there between
them? . '

Money !
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N dthing but money !
Not that John Hardy sneered at money. No sen-

~ sible person does that. Money is a good friend,

though a bad master. What a good man can do with
IoNey can never be exaggerated And the good mén
who insist that money is nothlng to them, and pro-
claim that they are happier without it than they would
be with it, are either liars or fools.

The world never yet saw the sane man who would
not gladly take all the money he could honestly get.

One nnght as well decline to use his brains, or his
hands, or his feet, or any other useful convenience, as
to ridicule the usefulness and desirability of money—
and the more the better. ,

Still, as between John Hardy and Maud Russell,
money was the only embarrassment,
~,Maud had none, but her father had millions.

“Suppose,” thought Hardy, in one of his ten thou-
sand dreams ; ““suppose I could win Maud’s heart,
how could I gain her hand? I know her parents like
me, but would they consent ? These English people |
think so much of social position, and I am only a de-
telctlve, the son of a scavenger | ” )

Poor Hardy !

Over and over again, he thought and thought the

- same old story, and it always ended the same way.

He could not seem to brihg it to any other close. I

am only a detective, the son of a scavenger.”
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One day Maud came alone.

Hardy was sitting up as usual, and had been felici-
tating himself on the progress which enabled him, for
the first time that morning, to walk unaided from his-
bedside to the adjoining room, when Maud Russell
entered. | o |

Something had happened.

'The girl was bewilderingly beautiful.

" Her eyes were half filled with tears, and fairly br:ght
with excitement.

Without stopping for explanation or query as to
Hardy’s condition, Maud broke out: ¢Oh,-Mr.
.Hardy, wkat do you thin};, what do you think we've
.‘ found? T here’s no doubt about it. Mr. Miller says

so, and father says so, and father’s almost wild with
" he doesn’t know what ;” and bursting into tears, the

excited girl sat down, sobbing from the bottom of her
heart. )
Hardy was alarmed
He had a.lwa.ys seen Maud so quiet and composed
50 perfect in deportment, so self-poised and gentle

. in her bearing, that this flood of passion disconcerted ‘

him.

interior. ‘ ‘
All he did or said was: “Why, what's the mat-

ter P

His experience should have taught him that a calm
-and placid exterior is rarely an exponent of a womanfy_ '

" him??
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*

“A great deal’s the matter,” replied Maud, who
threw back her vell, wiped . her eyes, arranged her
hat by the glass, and continuing,‘ said : “ You know
papa and that horrid Miller have .been trying to find

“that ¢little Bob,’ that ma, and I never Aave believed in,

and they’'ve been writing to Boston;—but you know
all about that, for papa told you. - Well, they've found

“who he is, but they don't know where he is. And

who do you think he is? The last- man on the face
of the earth that anybody would have dreamed of.
Guess.” |

“Why, bless your heart, I never could guess. .1

might guess one man as well as-another,” said Hardy,

“Well, it's Mr, Lieutenant William Templeton,”
cried Maud, springing to her feet; “#%afs who it is.
Now, what do you think of that?” .

John Hardy looked like a ghost. He was as pale
as a sheet, and about as stiff. Two thoughts present—
ed themselves at once : _

Either Templeton was an infamous and a success-

. ful scoundrel ;

Or; he was sincere and in earnest when he told
Hardy that he was Russell’s son, and wanted Hardy
to help him prove it.

If the former were the fact, how could Ha.rdy bluff

If the latter, farewell to all hope of ha.ppmess with
Maud. '

/-
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% Well, what do you mean by saying your father is
‘ almost wild ? 7 asked Hardy, at last.

L Why, father 4afes Templeton. The very sight of
the man used to make him cross and ugly. Ife for-

- bade us to speak to him, He actually Zated him,

and now to find out that he is his own son ; that they
,have been rude to each other ; that—oh, 1 don’t know ;

~ it does seem to me as if everything and everybody was

mad and out of sorts. Papa will be here, by and
by. Mamma told me to drive down, and to tell you

*.to be just as cool and calm as you can be ; for papa
" is dreadfully excited. And he trusts that old Miller
almost as much as he does you ; but we don’t. Mam-

. ma and I never liked him. He rolls that wicked old

eye all over the wall, and never looks at anybody. I
hate him. ‘But you'll be cool, ‘won’t you?”
Hardy laughed in spite of himself,

It seemed to him that Maud's endeavors to keep
him cool, were very much like the effort made to

keep powder safe, by stlrrmg it with a red hot poker.

He had no time to reply before the door opened

~ and Mr. and Mrs. Russell entered

Horace - Russell was getting on towa.rds his fifty-
fifth year, but he felt as if he were in his prime.

He enjoyed perfect health, and this‘leng rest from
active and constant business life was doing‘ him an
immensity of good.

He was handsome as a picture.
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Hlé head was bald, but his eye was strong and
elear No beard obscured the perfect lines of face
and mouth, and chin. His body was erect and stal-
wart,‘ and every action told of the manhood of the man.

Although greatly excited, his strong common sense
controlled an exhibition of hisfeeling. Taking Hardy
by the hand, he said: “My dear boy, you cannot
know, you never can, how perfectly delighted I am
at your progress. = I thank God, da._y and night, for it.
You look better, you are better, and the doctor tells

‘me we can have you with us at the hotel next Sun-

day. Much as I want, yes, much as I need you, you

know I am most glad for your own sake. - Doesn’t he

look bright to-day, mother?" |
Maud and Hardy were deceived, but Mrs. Russell

WB.S not.

She knew that her husband meant every word he

said.
But she also knew that his heart was crushed, and

~ his soul in agony at the news brought that mormng by

Miller's eastern mail,
~ Sweetly smiling, Mrs. Russell, who was the embod-
iment of all good old-fashioned ideas of motherliness,

. took Hardy's hand in hers, and turning to her hus-

band, said : ¢ Mr. Hardy is doing so well, dear, that
he will forgive you for being selfish to-day. Sit down
and tell him just how you feel and what you have
heard.”

-
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«I see Maud has told 'yoﬁ the news,” said Mr.
Russell.

L Only a little, papa,” sald Maude. “You would .
“better commence at the beginning and tell him all.”

Mrs. Russell handed her husband a chair, and he
proceeded with his report.

I told you that Miller had heard from the Boston
people the bare fact of ‘Bob’ Delaney’s leaving the

3 " workhouse hospital, and being adopted by some un-

N\

known party, didn’t I?”

“Yes, sir,” said Hardy; 1 that was the last
heard " -

“ Well, 1 told Miller to send $Ioo to his friend,

and direct him to follow that clue. He did so, and’

last night Miller received this letter, which he brought

to. me this morning. ¥'ll read it to you, if I can, for’
" I declare, it has almost taken my pluck and 'strength
~away. I'll tell you why afterwards. Here, mother,

you read it. Oh, yeu haven’t brought your glasses.
Daughter, you read it, I—upon my word, I d1511ke
even to look at it.” :

‘Maud read the letter as follows, and Hardy hstened

as if to a choir of angels:

BosTON, October 224, 1874,

MRr. CHARLES MILLER,
Police headquarters, Chicago.

T« SIR——Your favor of the 18th was duly received,

1
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and requests noted, I am pleased to reply that with-
out much trouble I can satisfy your Dbill of inquiry.
It seems that the boy.* Bob’ was entered on the books
as ¢ Bill,” and when taken to the hospital that was all
the name he had. I was in some doubt as to his
being the boy, but T have found a sister of the man

~ who adopted him, a maiden lady living in Chelsea,

who satisfied me on that point. ‘She went with her
brother to see the boy while he was, sick, and when
her brother broeght him home, she heard him ask the
boy whether he preferred to be called by his old
name or take a new one. And she tells how pleased
her brother was when the little chap said: ‘Tll take

your name if you'll let me.  So I am confident on
- that point. The rest is simple.  The boy was thence-

forth known as William Templeton. He went into
the navy, and now he is a lieutenant in the service.
“If I can be of any further use, command me, and
it shall be done. Respectfully, |
" “ JamEes Howes,
“ State Constabulary.”

“What do you think of that ?” sai - Mr. Russell.
“ Where is Templeton?” “said - Hardy, w1thout .

~noticing the question,

“We don’t know,” replied Mr. Russell “ He left
New York very suddenly, and has never been heard

of since.”
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% Does Miller know him ? "
“I think not ; he said he must try to hunt him
up.

L]

“The doctor says I can go out on Sunday, does “

he?” said Hardy. “Well, that's day after to-mor-
‘row. I think, when I join you at the hotel, I must

meet Miller. Vou know he has never seen me. T'll’

meet him in your parlors as an English friend just ar-

rived, and perhaps I can judge him better there than

1 could if he were on his guard agalnst a fellow offi-
cer. Meanwhile, let him talk and plan, and report.

It may be he is perfectly honest, and Templeton is

your son ; it may not be. I feel that there is some
trickery; but | :

¢ Oh, my God,” said Mr. Russell. “I thank you,
' Hardy. Much as I love my boy, much as I long,
yes, hunger for him, I cannot believe that man to be
my son. Hardy, my boy, I won't insult you by talk-
ing of money. - I trust you, my dear fellow, absolute-
= ly. We all do. Mother will tell you how perfectly

I trust you. Now, don’t let me weary you, but for-

Heaven's sake put your wits*to work, If there is

any trickery here, let’s have it out, If not—well,

Heaven's will, not mine, be done.
‘ Hardy grasped tlle poor man by the hand but he
could not speak. ]

He saw the grief and the wreck but he dared not
tell his suspicions,
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If Templeton really were the son, it would only
make matters worse to expose his meanness and
.craft. _

i If be were not the son, time and circumstances
would doubtless establish the fact.
{  But Miller was now in Hardy’s mind, .

And, sharp and shrewd, and hard as Miller undeni-

ably was, it was a bad place for Miller to be.

%




CHAPTER XXX.

4

MILLER DOES SOME TALKING.

= ACT is often quite as strange as fiction, and

¥ odd as.it may seem, although the Rus-

sells had been several times to hear Mr.

Delaney preach, and, on one occasion, the young
clergyman had passed an evening with the ladies—

Mr. *Russell having an engagement elsewhere—the |

fact that his name was “Robert” had never been

made known.
" Indeed, if it had been, it is doubtful if they would
have thought anything of it, for their confidence in
Miller had fiot been sha.ken, although Maud disliked
him from the first. ~

And yet the simple fact remained that Mr. Russell
was spending money like water, hoping to find a
«Bob” Delaney, and was now confronted with one

_ who had changed his name to “William Templeton,”

while in his own parlor his wife and daughter were
entertaining #e “ Bob” of his search.

Of this Miller had satisficd himself beyond a doubt.

{
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He knew pér’fe%:tly well that old Delaney, the

builder, the *father” of Robert Delaney, had never
returned to New York ; that he had never left Chi-
cago at all.  He knew when and how he died ; and he
knew the young man at whose church- his daughter
attended, and who visited at his house, was the iden-
tical ¢*Bob” for whom his employer searched.

As yet he did #of know that he was also the son
whom Mr. Russell lost.

But he was in dread of sucha revélation, and feared
evefy day ef his life that some accident would confirm
his suspicions. ‘

Neither did he know that Mr. Russell had met Mr.
Delaney, much less that the clergyman was an occa-

" sional caller at his rooms.

Judge then, his surprise, when, on Sa,turda,y after-

-noon prior . to the anticipated Sunday of Hardy's

emancipation, Miller came face to face with Mr. Rus-
sell and Mr. Delaney in the corridor of the hotel.

Mr. Delaney’s greeting was cordial and straight-
forward, but it was really a test of Miller's admirable
training. He controlled himself perfectly, and when'
Mr. Russell said: “ Ah, you know, Mr. Millef, do
you, Mr. Delaney?” both men smiled, and with
some affirmatory remark, the three passed up stairs
to Mr. Russell’s rooms.

“ Anything new, Miller ?" asked Mr. Russell,

“"Yes, a little,” said the detective, “I find thait

i
e {
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R

our bird took passage for Nassau about the time you
say he left New York. His remgnanon from the ser-
. vice was dated the day before¢ he sailed. I have sent
~ a letter, or rather the Chief has, to the consul there,
with instructions upon two points only. They are,
first ;¢ Has Templeton lost a little toe ?’ and second,
¢ When 1s he coming back to the United States ?’”

" #Very important that,” broke in Mr. Russell; I
declare, Miller, you give me new life. That man
‘never lost atoe’ I know he never did. His walk

was perfect. Bless my soul! do you know I never

* thought of that? Of course he never lost 4 toe.” ‘
“But, my dear sir,” said Miller, ¢“what am T to

unders.tand? Do you want to find your man or dow't

you [

Mz, Russell looked at Miller sharply.

He remembered what Hardy had said, and here
at the very first interview, he was disclosing to Miller
his feelings and his fears. |

- «Why should I distrust this man? " thought he.
“ He{ is recommended to me by his chief. He stands

at the head of his fellows. He has been kind and
industrions, I pay him well, What can he gain by

_being false. What will he not gam, if successful ?
I'1l tell hitn all.” -
Thus resolving, Mr. Russell drew Miller away from
the group, and plitting his honest hand on the oid
rascal’s shoulder, said: “Miller, I know this man
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- Templeton, He was a fellow-passenger of ours. [

disliked him lexceedi'ngly. He was attentive to- my
daughter, and although that is generally an open

" door to a father's heart, I disliked him all the more.

And besides, I am not Maud's father. She was Mrs.’
Russell’s child by a former husband.” .

Miller’s red hair wanted to stand up, but Miller's
detective nerve kept his red ‘hair down.

-« Not his daughter,” thought he “what then might
become of Mary, his own daughter, whose affections
he saw plainly were twined and interlaced with Tem-
pleton’s very life.  If Templeton could be proved Mr.
Russell's son—he thought—of course he could not.
marry Russell’s daughter : and if he married Miller’s

* daughter, there was another bond between the father

and the conspirator.” But this revelation opened a

way by which TempIeton might play Miller false.
Once let it be shown that Te;npleton was Russell's

son, and that Maund was not Russell’s daughter, what

could bar their marriage?

. Meanwhile Mr. _Russel_i/, all unconscious of the

hubbub he had caused in Miller's mind, proceeded:
““She was Mrs, Russell's child by a former hus- .

band, but I.love her as my own. She was passion-

“ately fopd of Lieut, Templeton, but I would not per-

mit her to see him. "After the fire, the dear child
seemed to droop, and reluctantly we consented that
‘Templeton should call. A note was sent inviting him -~
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to do so, but it was unansvnered He never sent 2
‘word of apology or regret, or explanation ; "and I had
hoped we should never hear his cursed name again,
Judge then, Miller, how. utterly unprepared I was
for such an astounding revelation aé’-yours. I feel
that there is no truth init.- And yet—do not misun-

derstand me, I do not doubt you—the trace seems. .

clear, and I see that your mind is settled—""
‘“Hold on, Mr. Russell,” said Mlller, w1th well as-

sumed warmth; “if you were to say to'me, « Miller, T -

‘don’t want this followed np,’ that would end it. But

don’'t make any mistake, I'm by no manner of '

" means settled in my mind, No, sir,  What I want is,

first of all, to see that toe | Or, rather #of to see that -

toe. And after that I want to see the rest of him.
- I think we must both own up that the clue so far is a
strong one. But suppose he has never lost a toe—

that seftles it, doesn’t it ? Well then. Butif, on the :

other hand, his toe is gone, we must admit. aga.m tha.t

the clue is all the stronger. And then if, on acquain-

_ance and careful examination, we find he is the
boy, why it seems to me, as honest men, we must
gay so. & ‘ :
. G IE you don't like the fellow you needn’ t have any-

thing to do with him. He can't prove himself your

son, unless you help hirn ‘can he? ~ Well, then. Now
~ you just leave this to me. Ifyou don’t want another

step taken, the job stops right here. If yon do, on it
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goes. Very much depends on the toe, and after all
he may be a nicer fellow than you thought.” ‘

Mr. Russell was 1mp1essed by Miller’s manner, and
had it not been for a recollection of John Hardy's
advice; would very likely have yielded then-and there.

As it was, he simply said: « Come and see me to-
morrow evening, P'li think it all over, and by ‘that
time we will come to some conclusion.”

Miller' bowed himself out without much formality,
and Mr. Russell turned to Mr. DeIaney, who, with
the ladies, was Iookmg at the sunset from the window.

“That's- 2 queer character, Mr. Delaney,” said
Mr. Russell. |

“Oh, Miller ? Yes, 1ndeed I can never make out
whether he is in fun or in earnest,” said« Mr. De-
laney ; ¢his daughters attend my church and are

- among my warmest friends, 1 have visited at the

house a great deal, though I see but little of the
father. He is certainly a very strange man to have
such charming daughters, One of them, by the way,
is betrothed to a gentleman of your name, Mr.
Russell.” ‘

“Do you know him ?” asked Mand.

“No. I have never met him, but he is well
spoken of, naturally, by the young ladies, and I -
judge, from all I hear, he is quite accomplished. He
lives in New York, I beheve but really I don’t know

‘ a.nythmg about it.”
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“It seems strange that Miller should have two
daughters and never allude to them,” said Maud,

% Oh, Idon't know,” said her father; “we have had
nothing to do with him outside of business ; although,
come to think of it, all the time we were in Milwaukee
he received no letters, and never spoke of home at all.”

“ I suppose men in his position sink their individ-

uality in their business,” suggested the clergyman.
“Yes, and they are naturally chary of their con-
fidence,” said Mr: Russell ; “ but I have met one offi-
cer of whose friendship and regard I shall always l')e‘
proud. When we left New York a young man named
Hardy, John Hardy, was assigned to aid me in my
search, and, as doubtless you remember, he was very
seriously injured in the accident from which we so

providentially escaped. I think I never met a young °

man so prudent,’so clear-headed, so honif:st. I de-
clare I feel toward him as if he were my own son.
He has won my heart completely, and as for mbthé_r_
“here, she thinks there never was such a man.”

¢ Oh, father, that's rather strong,” said Mrs. Rus- _

sell ; “but we certainly have cause to be grateful to

Mr. Hardx, and, as Mr. Russell says,- he seems

bonesty and goodness itself.” ' 'f C
“T'm sure 2 like him,” said Maud ; “I always

* did like him. He was so respectful and kind to papa, )
and then he saved my life, you know, Mr. Delaney ;

and———"

-~

i
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“And so you chant his praises,” laughingly said
Mr.. Delaney ; “that is right, perfectly right. And
where is Mr. Hardy?"' | o

« He is stiil at the hospital,” said Mr. Russell
“but he will be here to-morrow, and before we leave
( town, I hope you will meet h1m You will take to
‘each other, I know.”

In some way the conversa,tlon turned  Mr. Rus-
sell and his wife, anxious and ill at ease about Tem-
pleton, while Maud and Mr. Delaney, after talking,
about some new music Maud had bought, went to
.the piano, where, for a long: time, the petted, girl en
tertained the visitor, and cheered the sorrowmg hearts
of her troubled parents.

‘How or why, we never know and can never explaln, -
but, at times, that which- on other occasions would
seem oﬁensive' and intrusive, becomes most ‘na.tural
and welcome.

- And so it was that Mr. Delaney, who felt, w1thout
knowing, that something had disturbed the comfort of
his hosts, cemented the regard already existing as a
bond between his new. friends and himself, by saying:
« Before I g0, let us ask the direction and bleSSing of
our Father,” and, kneeling at his chair, he uttered a
tender, honest petition for -protection, guidance and
forgiveness, to which, with one. accord they said:
% Amen.” '
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CHAPTER XXXI,

BEWARE, POOR GIRL ; BEWARE.

ERFER HEN Miller left Mr. Russell’s hotel he pulled

his hat hard and far down over his eye.
‘ | Every word he had told -his employer
wasfalse. - R
It had not been received as he had hoped.

" Templeton had, indeed, informed him of Mr. Rus-

, sell's dislike, bat Miller had detected a mimq deeper
fecling than simple dlshke.
* He saw that the very name of Templeton was dlS-
tasteful to the entire family, and that Maud, instead
of hailing the news with joy and hope, shared her
father's annoyance and repugnance.

‘And then, too, Delaney" s presence. troubled the de-
tective,

“ I—Iow came he there ? What is he there for? Isit
possible that other trails are being followed ?” These

and kindred queries thrust ‘themselves upon Miller's |

perplexed mind, and insisted upon solution.
Since undertakmg this search,” Miller had not
touched a drop of hquor Now and then he took a
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pint of ale or a glass of beer, but nothing stronger,
He had deliberately chosen Templeton as against

" Russell, and having laid out his programme, pursued
it with absolute loyalty. He had given time and

money and thought to the prosecution of his plan, -
He had kept Templeton at his own house, had com-

" pelled him to sacrifice his toe, had gone off on long
) trips, apparently on Mr. Russell's business, but in

reality to further Mr. Russell's deception, and had
grﬁdua.lly worked up his case so that it was now sus-
ceptible almost of exact demonstration that Temple-
ton, little “ Bob,” and the lost Harry Russell were

one and the same pérson.

‘Miller had done all this, but with a detective’s in-
tuition he felt that something was wrong.

Whether it was Delaney or Templeton upon whom
his plan would wreck, he could not determine. ‘

In his heart he believed Robert Delaney was Mr,

" Russell’s son.

He had devoted days to the investigation, and had
clearly proven to himself that the clergyman was not
the son of the old builder, that he was the boy who
was sent with Delaney from the Tombs, and that he
was lame, |

But the toe ? ,

Miller had done his best to ascertain if Mr. De-
laney bad lost a toe, but without success. He had

ingeniously pumped his bootmaker and tailor. - He
o¥ 7 . ‘
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had talked with the men who were in Delaney’s
regiment. He had followed him for hours in the
streets, ‘ |

. And he was as ignc)rant‘now as at the first,
" Dreading the possibilities of confidence between
" Mr. Russell and his new friend, Miller determined to
bring the Templéton development to an immediate
issue, and went directly home,
. He found Templeton sitting with Mary in the dim-
ly lighted parler and greeted them both cheerily.

His daughter welcomed hlm witha loving embrace,
and hastened to order dinner. A

Templeton and Miller were alone together.

The old man placed.one hand on the knee of the -

handsome youth beside him, and said very quietly:
“ No nonsense, young man; no nonsense there, If
you don't love that girl, don't pretend to.”
Templeton colored up and began to speak, but
Miller mterrupted him and simply said : “There now,
that'll do, I know you pretty well and you know me.

All T say is, no nonsense ; and that ends it. After .

dinner I want to see you alone. You propose a walk
or a game of back-gammon up-stairs, and whatever
you say, Ill agree to.”. :

‘Templeton saw that Miller meant all he said, and
1nwardly resolve_d to back out of his pleasantry
~ with Mary before the father's ire had good cause to
rise. '
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And poor Ma,ry? Oh! he didn't think of her at

" all. He cared for Templeton, not for Mary.

At the dinner table sat two scoundrels and two in-

, nocents. The scoundrelb were qmet and thoughtful,

So were the innocents, |

Miller was completmg his plans.

Templeton was seeking a way out of hJS socml em-
barrassment. .

Martha had received a long, loving letter from Mr.
Delaney, and was expecting a call from him in the
morning,

And Mary's heart was ﬁlled with fove a.nd admira-
tion for the only man she had ever really known, and -

for whom she was w1llmg to give up all else that made

" home happy and life endurable.

Each was so occupied that the other’s occupatxon
was not noticed, until Miller saw the absurdity of a
Quaker meeting then and there, and twinkling his eye

‘at Martha, said : < Well, baby, how goes our parish ?

Anybodyf dead, anybody born ? 4
Quick to appreciate her father's intent,” Martha

- laughed and said : ¢ Oh, yes. And we are to-give Mr.

Delaney a house-warming on Mondaynight. He goes
into the parsonage to-day, and the church people have
arranged a’surprise party there on Monday night, I
want you to go with us, Mr, Russell, won't you?”

“ He would if he could, I have n\o‘doubt,_”" said Mil-

_ ler; “but he won't be in town on Monday,”
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As he spoke Miller pressed Templeton’s foot under
the table, and taking the hint, he said : “T am really
vei'y'SOrry. I would go with pleasure. But, as your
Aather says, I shall pfobabl,y be away. I don’t doubt

you will have 2 jolly time. But be careful. Don't.

monopolize the pastor. You'll make-all the others

&

jealous if you do.” ‘ .
- Templeton uttered his protest jokingly, but he un-

wittingly hit & nail squarely on the head,

Mzr. Delaney's respect for Martha Miller ha.d grown
into friendship, thence to regard and finally to unspo-
ken love,

~His attentions attracted observation and remark,

until it was necessary for him to stop or go on.

" He preferred to go on, and to that end wrote his
fair parishioner a letter, in which he in a very manly
and characteristic way laid his circumstances and

plans before her, told her that he loved her and ask—\

ed her to be hls w1fe, promlsmg to call early the next
day for an answer |

Martha had, of course, told her sister of Mr Dela-
ney’s proposal, but had as yet found no opportunity of

speaking to her father. Her heart had answered

* “yes” almost before the question had. beéen put in
form, and she knew her: father so well, that his acqui-
escence inaught that could contrlbute to her happmess
was sure to be given.

Rising from her chair Martha, Went to her falher
: - )

¢
¢
i

{
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and placing her arm about his neck, kissed him ten-
derly on the forehead. ~“I want to see youi’alone,
papa,” she whispered, and with another kiss left the

rooni. '

As Miller prepared to follow his daughter, Temple-
ton said : ¢ I haven't been out of -the house to-day,
Mr. Miller ; what do you say to a little 'tramp down to.
the lake. Can you spare the time?” =

“Yes, of course I can. Wait till Bi speak with
Martha a moment. Then I'll take a pipe and join
you,” said Miller, and off he went.

‘Templeton and Mary were left to themselves and
withdrew to the pé,rlor, where Mary took her seat at
the piano and sang.

Her voice was very sweet and true.

She was especially fond of singing “ The Wander-
er,” and Templeton was especiaily fond of hearing -
it * .

He rather liked the girl. |

She was pretty, graceful, good.

She made no concealment of her regard for him,
and he knew he had but to siay the word, and she
would go or stay, fly to the end of the world with him
or wait his time for an honorable and happy union.

But that worl he had never spoken.

And Miller’s warning had convinced him that to
speak it and not mean it, would involve him ina quar-
rei with a man who would butcher him as readily
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and unconcérhedly as he would an ox. So he deter—

mined not to speak it.
And the poor girl gave her heart to a man who

not only did not want it, but was afraid to take
it '

CHAPTER XXXII.
-'FOREWARNED FOREARMED.

#ILLER rejoined Templeton after half an
hour’s absence and together they walked to-
wards the lake. Miller puffed vigorously

 at his pipe, but did not speak. And Templeton, who

was greatly embarrassed by his equivacal position with
Mary, limped very gingerly, as he blew great smoky _

_ rings from underneath his long moustache.

Martha had shown Mr. Delaney’s letter to her father
and read it to him as she sat upon his knee,
~ The old fellow had a soft heart for his children and
he assented at once to her desire.
"But what a vis_ion‘ rose up before him.
His own daughter cheated by himself!
Her husband, the real Harry Russell, swindled out
of home and propertj and love by the rascality of her

. own father!

A liar and preténder seated in the chair which of
right belongs to Martha’s husband ! ‘and he the instru-
ment by which the infamy was done !

¥
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Even Miller was disconcerted. ' He hadho fear of

| Templeton, but he had given his mind to accomplish
" 2 certain end,—had taken pay for it. He was not
responsible for the curious combination- of circum-
stance% attending the case. But—

Oh ‘those “buts.” - S

“What shall I do?” thought Miller.

¢ Martha loves and will marry Mr. Delaney. Itis
only necessary now, to complete the extraordinary
‘drama, for Mary to love and marry Templét_on.

“ Sooner or later it will all come out.

% Well, what if it does? \

“The girls love each other and the lucky one will

tike care of the other.”

But the more Miller thought, the more comphcated
matters became. ‘

The entangiements seemed endless.

He could get no aid from Templeton. He had
tried him before. Whatevér Miller suggested, Tem-

pleton would carry into effect; but his mind was

not fertile and his inventive faculty was unde-
veloped

Fmally, Miller knocked the ashes out of his plpe,
filled up, lighted, puffed, and then said: “Temple-
ton, we're in a bad box; but ‘it's a Wise father who
knows his own son, and I /ope for the best. You

know I haves all along had my fears that Delaney

would be in our way, so I investigated him. I believe,
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as firmly gs I believe we live, that Delancy is Russell's
son.”

#The devil !” said Templeton,

“Yes, and all his angels,” said Mﬂler,' “and if I
only knew for certain, that he had lost his toe, I'd
swear that he is Harry Russell. But, as you know, I

~ have been busy in our matter, and this afternoon I

£0110wed6up my Templeton suggestion, by giving Mr.
Russell a report of your having gone to Nassau, of
our Chief’s writing to the consul there, andso on. He
took it hard. He doesn’t like you. His wife doesn’t

like you. And the daughter is worse than either of 'em.

Still, he seems to be a square kirrd of a man, and if it
turns out to his satisfaction, toe and all, that you are his
son, 1n you go, and time must take care of the rest.”

K Well I don’t see any very ‘bad box’ so far,” said
1e1119}eton

. Of course you don’t, because I haven’t shown it to
youyét. The ¢bad box’ is made up of two important
facts ; their dislike of you, and their acquaintance with
Robert Delaney.” '

“Whew ! I see,” said Templeton.

“And if to that,” continued Miller,  they should -
in any particular distrust e, Why up goes the sponge”
and the jig is over.” C

¢« Well, what's to be done ?” asked Templeton.

“My idea is this. YVou go to New York, and stay
there for about a week. On the arrival of a steamer |
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"-from N assau, have the papérs announce the arrival of
" Lieut. William Templeton, U. S. N,, at some first-class

hotel. I'll show that to Mr. Russell, and at the same
time I'll have a copy of a letter from the Consul to our

_ Chief giving a good account of you, and telling all we

want to know, except the foe. " That we'll keep for a
grand sensatiori You can take the Pacific express
to-morrow mornlng at ten, and from that on we must
~ trust to luck, and stare fate in the face.”

“ All right, Miller,” said Templeton; “you are a
£brick,’ and ten to one we'll come out ahead in this
matter yet. But how about Hardy? I understood
from a paragraph in last night's paper that he was not
doing well ; had had a relap or-somethim o

“1 don't know,” replied Miller, « about that. I do
know, however, thatif'sa mighty fortunate thmg for us,
_tha.t we have not had another smart fellow to bother.
Why, he might have upset the whole affair, if he had
- been with me all the time. As itis, I never hear him

mentioned without a shudder.”

And so talking, these two worthies gfadually neared

the house, and ‘were about entermg when suddenly
Miller stopped.

Catching ‘his companion by the arm, he said :
| “Templeton, you know I like you, but, I don’t value
youi' whole carcase, soul included, as much as the
least of the hairs of Mary's head. I have seen with
some dread her regard for you; for I know you, root
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and branch. Still; if you are serious and the girl insists
upon it I won't stand in your way. But—" and here
Miller drew nearer to Templeton's ear, “if you are nof
serious, and aught of harm befalls my girl, expect no
mércy‘frdm me. I'd shoot you like a deg.”
Templeton endeavored to Iaugh and speak freely,

* but he failed.

He knew it, and Miller knew it.

The rest of the evening was passed pleasantl’y in the  °

parlor, but Templeton retired first, instead of waiting
as his custom was, until Miller and Martha had gone,
that he might steal a farewell kiss from Marv,
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CHAPTER XXXIII..

TWO PLAYING AT THE SAME GAME, ONE BADLY
' BEATEN.

:,;f; HARDY’S arrival was an event in the

hotel life of the Russell family.

Though not entirely \@:ng, the young =

man was able to walk from the hospital door to the
carriage, and when Mr. Russell offered assistance to
help him up stairs at the hotel, it was declined as un;
necessary.

A pleasant room adjoining Mr. Russell's swife had
been engaged for Hardy-under the name of Wilson,
by Whlch name he was to make the acquaintance of
Miller.

Mrs. Russell and Mand had placed flowers on the
table, and given to the rooin as home- hke an air as

- was possible ; but Hardy needed no other charm than

that of the kindly grasp of the hand, and the undis-

guised delight iﬁothe countenance of every member of
the little family, ‘of whom for a brief period he was now

to be part.
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Ha??rdy’s mind was active, and worked rapidly. He
had devoted much thought to the complication as re-
porteé by Mr. Russell at their last interview, and
confessed himself embarrassed.

“If it can be proven that William Templeton was
the identical Bob Delaney, what right,” thought Hardy,'
“have I to throw discredit upon him ?

~«And if detective Miller has really done a good
piece of work while I was laid up at the hospital, what
right have I to appear as a marplot and upset all his
operatlons?” -+ , \

John Hardy was honest, as well as clever but in
this it would seem as if he were more honest than
bright. |

What if Templeton was Delaney ?

D1d that necessarily establish him as Harry Russell?

01d’ Miller thought -further ahead.than Hardy in
this matter, although it will be remembered that, as
yet, Hardy bhad never heard anything about’ an
identification by means of the loss of a toe. |

- % Now, Hardy,” began Mr. Russell, after they had

talked over the hospital for -the hundredth tune,

« Miller will bé here this evening, and he expects me
to give him my‘conclusion about Templeton. 1 will
introduce you as my friend from Liverpool, Mr. George
Wilson, button-maker, and as Miller goes on, you
make up your mind. All you have to do is to indicate
your ideas, and I'll follow them out to the letter. Mind
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you. I want to do the correct t.hinlg by every one.
- If I have wronged Templeton, I'll make amends—but
1 haven't.”

Not long after this, Miller was announced. Mr. Rus-
sell 1ntroduced Hardy as an intimate friend from
Lwerpool who being familiar with the whole story
would make one of the council, on thé occasion.

The two detectives looked at each other well.

'Hardy was rather pleased with Miller's ofthand way,
and Miller saw swiftly a handsome-featured, well-built,

honest-appearing youth who looked straight out of |

his eyes, evidently afraid of nothing,
“Mr, ‘Russell has been telling me of your success,
Mr. Miller,” said Hardy, “ in tracing up little Bob De-

laney, and of the most extraordinary coincidence

that he should prove, pfobably, to be Mr. Templeton,
a former fellow-passenger of his. Would you mind
giving me, in detail, the plan you pursued ? "It must
be very interesting, and I am sure it is most creditable
to your ingenuity and skill as an officer.”

Miller longed for his pipe. -

It was difficult for him to think cleérly without a
pipe, and his lies were halting unless his head was

énveloped in.smoke, '
o But he was an experienced sinner.

A shrewd old fellow, whose game was honesty.

Looking from Hardy to the ladles, and then at Mr.
Russell, Miller sald “ OH, I don't know about the in-
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: gemuty, Mr. Wilson. It didn’trequire such an awful
- amount. of headwork to find out that old Delaney

had moved away. Then by tracking his'old compan-
ions, and mine, I heard he was sent back to New York.
Good luck helped me to the fact that the boy he had
with him was shipped on an eastward-bound vessel,
and the hospital record told the rest. Itis a simple
matter of fact, sir. - We can’t prove it by seeing the
boy grow, but we can do what is just as good. We
trace him by means of official documents to the date
of his adoption, and from that moment the high
school, college, and the navy stand as unimpeach-
able witnesses.” '
~ ¢Have you kept any memorandum of dates ?"” ask-
ed Hardy. , o

“Only in my head,” replied Miller.

“#Then this boy’s-name was —"

« Mr. Robert Delaney is below, sir, and asks if you -
are engaged,” said a servant at the door,

“Mr. Robert Delaney?” said Hardy, spnngmg to
his feet; « surely not Témpleton?”

Miller felt as if the floor was smkmg from under his
feet. '

And Mr. Russell for the first time thought of the
identity of the names of his young clerical friend,
and the little Bob Delaney of his search.

For a moment. there was:danger of a scene, but
Hardy recovered himself almost immediately, as did
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Miller ! Mr. Russell turning to his wife said: “I think

you had better see Mr. Delaney in the parlor below,

mother. Tell him we are very busy. He won’t stay

‘ -long, for he ?as a service, arr;hquite sure, at half-past
seven.’

« Excuse me, Mr Russell " said Hardy, “ why not
ask Mr, Delaney here ? If his name ‘is Robert De-
- laney perhaps he can tell us something about Bob
Delaney-—and at all events I'wish you would ask him
up.” ,

Miller said nothing, but he thought a great deal.

As yet he had no suspicion of Hardy's real business.

But he was fast growing to dislike him and to de-
sire to avoid him. ,

Mr. Russell directed the waiter to show Mr. Dela-
'- i‘ley to their parlor, and presently the young clergjrm;tn
appeared, bright-faced and cordial i in his bearmg

He was gldd to see the Russells and showed it.

He was surprised, however, to see Mlller, and he
showed that.

Mr. Russell it will be remembered had spoken of
‘Hardy to Mr. Delaney and had promised himself
-much pleasure in bringing the young men together
But it was obviously impossible for him to present
Hardy by his own name to Mr. Delaney while Miller
was in the room; so he simply mtroduced the two,
Ha.rdy respoﬁding to the name of Wilson." ‘

" All they needed to complete the party was Tem-
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pleton—but he was on his way to New York as fast_

as steam and wheels conld take him,

While Mr. Russell was for a few moments engaged
in welcoming Mr. Delaney, and with the ladies formed
a temporary group in the center of the room, Miller
occupied himself in preparing for aretreat; and Hardy
from his vantage ground made an estimate of his Chi-
cago comrade.

Miller saw the dangerous ground on which he stood
and determined to hold it only so long as it was wise
to do so; resolving 1f any exposure should suddenly
be made, to affect as great surprise as any; and to be
as profoundly indignant as the best of them,

Hafdy was troubled.

He felt distrust of Miller without knowing why, and _

turer, was resolved to trust him in nothing that was

behev:lng Templet(;/n to be a schemer and an adven-

not proved to a mathematical certainty.
When they were all seated Mr. Russell said ; ¢ Do

you know, Mr, Delaney, we were just talking about -
¢ #Bob Delaney' when thé servant announced your .,
“name.” '

The clergyman looked astonished at what appeared
a rather pronounced and unaccustomed liberty with
his name, and smilingly replied:  Well, sir, I hope
Bob Delaney was treated with all due respect. YVou

“mustn't forget that/I am in my new house now, with

at least a full cubit added to my stature.”
I1

o A T T S T o T
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This pleasantry did not meet with the expected rec-
| ogmtxon, and Mr. Delaney became so evidently con-
fused, that Hardy, with his characteristic disregard of
~conventionalisms said: “ Excuse me, Mr. Delaney, if
at the risk of seeming over-curious, I ask you a ques-
tion or two, bea.nng directly on the ha.ppmess ‘of . Mr.
Russell.” .
Mr. Delaney bowed.
Miller sat as quiet as a cat.
“Your name is Robert Delaney. Has it always
been so?” |
¢ Certainly,” rephed the clergyma.n
« Are you a native of Chicago?”
. 4'That I cannot answer, but T have lived here since
" Iwasa boyf My history is well known to my fellow-
citizens.” '
. «Js there any uncertainty or mystery about your
‘birth or early childhood ?”
“ None, that I am aware of.”
“Is your father living ? " . i
¢ No, He d1ed here ‘many years since. Hewas a.
builder and fell —*
“ A what?” shouted Hardy ;¥a builder .?” “Mr,
Russell, do you hear that? A buxlder? And his

name, what was that?” ,
s ]ames Delaney,” answered the clergyman, half

bewildered and wholly surprised. '
« ¢ Thank God ! thank God !” said Hardy. ¢Why,
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Mr. Miller, your man Templeton is a liar, and a fraud

and a scoundrel, sir. I know it. Icanproveit. I

fla_,ve felt it in my bones from the first. Now I know

it.”

« And you,” said Miller, utferly disconcerted ; “for

Heaven's sake who, and what are yow?”
“I" rejoined Hardy ; “I am John Hardy of the

. New York office, at your serv1ce, Mr. Miller, and I
only hope I shall find in you as square a man as'1 try .

to be.”

Words fail in the attempt to picture the overwhelm-
ing gratification of Mr. Russell, the sympathizing and
admiring glances of Mrs. Russell and Maud, the help-

of Miller,

“ hope,” stammered out Miller, ¢ you don't for a
moment imagine that /”— |

“Qh, I don’t imagine anything,” interrupted
Hardy ; ¢ imagination is very well in its way, but
what we want is facfs. I know this fellow Tem-
pleton, root and branch. He tried to bribe me in
New York, and I expected to cross his trail here. I

- must say he played a pretty bold game, and if he de-

ceived you, he is a clever fellow indeed. But how is
it that you never heard of Mr, Delaney? "

“Well, that 1s good,” said Mr. Delaney, who was
still in the dark. . ¢ Mr. Miller has known me, and of-
me, these twenty years, and his home is one of my

less curiosity of Mr. Delaney, and the consternation
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resorts. And by the way, Mt. Miller, this coincidence

of names is strange, isitnot ? I was telling the ladies

the other evening, that your pretty Mary is betrothed

to a'gentleman by the name of Russell, Harry Russell
isitnot? And here I am” \

Hardy could keep quiet no longer. Impetuously

he broke in on the unfinished sentence with “ Mr.

Miller, you are an older man than I, _and possibly a.

better officer, but my position in this matter ranks
yours. You may consider yoursélf relieved until I

‘have seen your Chief. I will call on him to-morrow,
and I promise you then a full investigation of thls
most extraordinary case: If the result is satisfactory,
I will apologize to you for my suspicion ; as it is now,

I ‘cannot’advise Mr. Russell to treat you with further

| conﬁdence.’f : o ,
- Miller was a man of the world, hardened, callous,
and indifferent to opinion, but the fiery indignation
of the jroung officer, cut him to the quick. .

But he showed no feelihg whatever. - Taking his
hat, e said: I will see you, Mr. Wilson, or Hardy,
or whatever your name may.be, at the office to-mor-
row; and if you think you've seen and heard the last
of ¢ One-eyed Charley,’ you mistake your man.”

f As Miller went out Hardy stepped up to him and
quietly said: “Take my advice, and make a clean
breast of it. I know Templeton, and I know you.
Good-night.” ' ‘
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After Miller's departure, explanations were made,

;and Mr. Delaney repeated the story of his boyhood,
‘his father’s habits and terrible death, and his general

life as known to the reader.
The early hours of the following day, found the three
men still in consultation, and when they separated it

. was understood :

That Mr. Delaney was little ¢ Bob” grown up .;

That he was undeniably the son of James Delaney,
the builder ; ~ :
*That therefore little Bob and Harry Russell, were
not identical ; ‘

That Mr. Delaney’s love for Martha Miller should
screen the lady’s father from exposure and disgrace, on

- condition that he Jaid bare Templeton’s programme ;

for aithough there was no proof as yet, that Miller
had ever seen Templeton, it was evident that
the two were working together to establish the
Lieutenant as little Bob, and doubtless to continue

‘the deception down to the very door of the Russell

home.

Mr. Delaxiey left Mr, Russell and Hardy together,
the one down-hearted because his time was wasted,
and nothing gained the latter weary and fatigued, but
thankful that he had been the means of breaking
up what he believed to be an atrocious conspiracy ;
and happy too in the belief that he was not indifferent
to Maud, or her parents.
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It would be difficult to say, what Mr, Russell dream-

ed of that night. _
But Hardy dreamed of fairy land, with. Maud as
queen. ' :

CHAPTER XXXIV.

A SOFT ANSWER TURNS AWAY WRATH.

s ARLY on the following morning, Monday,
el Maud,. who was a perfect kitten with her
mother, drew a small footstool near Mirs.
Russell’s chair in their parlor, and resting her folded
hands upon that good lady’s knee, looked up in her
face, and said : “ Mamma, papa is very angry with

- Miller, isn’t he ?”

“Yes, dear, I think he is; why not?”
¢ And is he angry at Templeton; too?”

"« That depends. Mr. Hardy intimates that he has
reason to believe Templeton to be, not only an un-
principled person, but a plotter against your father of
the meanest description. After retiring last night.
father was very nervous. He could not sleep, and
seeing how excited he was, I canvassed the whole
affair with him. He trusts, as I do, everything to
Hardy, and will undoubtedly be guided entirely by
him. It now looks as if we should all goback to New
York immediately. This time is all lost, and instead
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of gaining any good, we seem to have had simply an-
noyance and distress.” '

“You surely do not regret meeting Mr. Delaney,”
said Maud, “and one would think Hardy was one of
" us, I am sure. I declare he is like an own brother to
me,—only more respectful. But do you think Mr.
| Hardy will do anything dreadful to Templeton ?”

“ You silly girl,” replied Mrs. Russell ; ¢ you surely

cannot have a particle of feeling for a man, who—"
Maud stood straight up.

“Ves, mamma, I Zave a feeling. I have just #his

'feehng, that I should hate above all things to have

William Templeton imagine- for orie single moment .

_ that anything he might do, could cause my father one
second’s annoyance. I would have him treated with
absolute contempt.” - '

Mrs. Russell looked long and lovingly, at her excited
daughter, and then taking her hand, said : ¢ My dar-
ling, T think we can safely" leave all this dreadful busi-
ness to yﬁur father and his adviser ; but I promise
you, dear, that before any harsh proccedlngs are in-
augurated, you shall know of hem, and nothing
shall be done which can 11741; remotest degree
affect you or put'it in Templeton’s ‘power to think
his treatment of you, is the slightest motive in his dis-
grace.”

time in the reading-room, where Hardy had gone for

Mr. Russell and John Hardy had been for somel
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the pufpose of communicating with his headquarters

in New York.
As they entered Mr. Russell noticed Maud’s flush-

ed face, and with some anxlety, asked if she were not
feeling well. '

The young girl kissed away her father s fear, and
extending her hand to Hardy, said: “Oh, Mr. Hardy,
what an angel you are! A perfect angel of deliver-
ance. How stupid we all are. Papa is just as bad
as the rest of us, Why, do you know we met Mr.
Delaney at a party, and he talked, aﬂd walked with
me along time, We have been to his chﬁrch, and his
card with that very name printed on it, has been in

. my hands half a dozen times at least. And yet till

you fired it out at us, like a cannon ball, not one of
us even dreamed that there wasthe very man we
wanted.” '

“And now we find he is the very man we don’t
want,” laughed Hardy. |

“ But a very fine fellow, for all that,” said Mr. Russell

“ Yes, indeed he is,” said Maud; “and a lovely
preacher. You ought to hear him. He never writes
a sermori, Al he has is on a little bit of paper. ~But
he knows what to say, and how to say it.”
“«1 was a little staggered, wasn’t you, Mr, Russell,”

-asked Hardy, “ when he told us he was engaged to

one of old Miller's daughters, and thought he should.

be married in a short/ time ? ”
1%
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“Yes, I was,” rephed Mr. Russell ; “and it bothers

me now.”
~ “Why, father?” said his w1fe
_“Why, if Miller has been playing us false—-—as he
has.,—--he deserves to be broken, and pumshed. I
trusted him. I turned myself inside out before him.
"1 made him welcome. I paid him well, and if he
cheated me—and he has—he has been not only wick-
ed, but mean, Of course he $hould be exposed. Ex-
posure means disgrace and ruin.”
“Well,” said Hardy.
“Well, his daughters are good girls, . I am told.
You know what Delaney says of them. And you
know what we all think of Delaney. Whatever hurts
Miller, hurts his children. Andwhatever hurts thefn
hurts Delaney. And what hurts Delaney, hurts me.”
- “QOh father, dear, dear father, Who wouldn’t be
fond of such a.father,” said Maud, and the impulsive
girl threw her arms about him, and kissed him agaln
and again. . ' ‘ '
Hardy looked on with interest. Everything about,
Maud Russell charmed hini The affection she mamirlE

fested- for her parents was simple and genuine, - Her’

~ kindliness was always apparent, Her thoughtfulness

- of others’ cqm#fort and happiness and ease never slept.
Happy to be of service to her, he said: “I think,
" Miss Russell, it will be easy to manage Miller, so that
while his daughters shall be spared all mortification,
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he can ;t)e useful to your father. I gave him an inti-

thought fighting would bring him and his man Tem-
pleton safely through he would fight ; but he must see,
and if he doesn’t he will before we get through with
him, that he has lost the game, and granting that, he
wﬂl be very apt to make terms as best as he'can. I
propose to say to him that'if he will disclose the en-
tire scheme, of which he is part, for his daughters
sake, Mr. Russell will forgive his offense.””” |

¢ But how about Templeton ?”” asked Mrs. Russell.

it Well, Templeton has no daughter that T know of,
and he's not only bad, but a sneak,” said Hardy.

« But what is gained by following these Wretches 3
said Mand. S

«« Why, daughter,” said Mr. Russell, “are we still
tender on the Lieugena.nt ; mustn’t we punish any-
body P

Mrs, Russell caught her husband’s eye, and with a
glance, delivered a protest more eloquent than words.
could express, and like a model man he changed his
tactics at once.

« Hardy,” said he, * we will send for Miller and

compromise on your terms. To-night we will go to .

Parson Delaney’s house-warming, and see his pretty
bride, that is to be, and to-morrow start for New York.

" ¢Little Bob’ we have found. ¢ LittlexHa,rry’ is still
to be found. We drop old Miller, push Templeton

mation last night, on which I think he will act. - Ifhe

(
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from our thoughts, and make one final effort for my

boy. " If we find him'you shall go home with us, to see -

the royal welcome he will have.” And if we fail, why
then you must go home with us, to rest yourself a
while and to comfort me.”" |

Mrs. Russell and Maud went out to make some
purchases, their donations to the young-pastor;
Hardy wrote and sent a note to Miller, requesting his
‘preseﬁce at the hotel ; and M. Rus§§ll busied himself

El

with his correspondence.

As Hardy, having dispatched his message, tu;ned m

to go to his own room to rest, Mr. Russell rose, and

- taking him by the hand said: “Hardy, my boy,

don’t think I am unmindful of your solicitude and

‘helpfulness. Iamnot a talker.- I feel yourkindness, .
and am grateful .‘for it. Be assured, young man, I

shall not forget it.” -

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE, SU.RPRISERS -:";—URPRISED.

B ONDAY evening was memorable in the. life

: of the Rev. Robert Delaney.
¥ His parishioners had arranged a “surprise -
donation party” for him, but, as is always the case,
the fact leaked out, and being something of a wag,
the young parson thought he would meet his people
on their own ground, and beat them at their own

game, | ' o

The only invitations Mr. Delaney issued were to

' the Russell family, and John Hardy, 4 clerical friend,

and Charles Miller, the detective.
Each of these he asked, beggmg them on no ac-

count to be later than nine o ‘clock, and if possuble to
reach the house half an hour earlier.

At eight o'clock the good folks began to arrive,
bearing glfts of every sort and name, from the pon-

derous barrel of flour in an express wagon, t0 the deh—

cate Parian gase in the fair hands of the giver. FEata-

 bles sufficient to. “keep™ a mdderate-sized family an
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" entire season were left at the basement door. Articles -

of chamber utility and' of ‘parlor adornment were

"+ handed in in marvellous abundance, while the study

and the bookcase were liberally remembered. ‘
i Mr Russell and "his party arrived early, and were

espec1a11y pleased at the unmistakable earnestness -

and cordiality of the greetings between pastor and
people. “I tell you, mother,” said Mr. Russell,
‘“that’s the kind-of a minister for me. He knows
every one of these people, and they love, him like a
. brother. No questlon about it, that young man will
?do a power of good here. I Wonder if he wouldn’t,

like to spend a few years with us.’

The rooms were full, and Hardy was Iooklng, with

Maud at a beautiful edition of De Quincey, when Mr.
Delaney approached them, and said : ¢ Mr. Hardy, I
understand you had a long and satlsfactory talk with
. Mr. Miller this afternoon.’ ‘

“Yes, sir,” replied Hardy ; “and the old rascal-

owned up like a brick. Mind you, I don’t mean any-
thing disrespectful to you in what I say about Miller.
~ Miller ist’t his daughter by a long way. Ves, Miller

gave me some very important assistance, and I must -

_say I like the way he acted about Templeton. He
~ owned up that he and Templeton put qp this Bob

; Delaney j(‘)b,‘ and said if it hadn’t been for my notic--

ing the similarity of the name With“yburs, he would
have convinced not only Mr. Russell, but the ladies
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and perhaps myself, that Templeton really was little
Bob. Beyond that confession he insisted it was not
fair to expect him to go. I am convinced that in -

‘some way he expected to connect little Bob with the
‘lost Harry; but how I could not divine. For. the

sake of Martha Miller, indeed I may say for your

~ sake, sir, Miller is as free to.day as you are. We
~will do him no harm. And hot only that, but I vol-

unteered the promisq'that if he would write such a
letter to Templeton as would scare the scoundrel ®
from New York, I would never mention to the chief
of pqliEe here our dissatisfaction or Miller's infidelity.”
“T am very thankful to you, I am sure,” said Mr.
Delaney. *1I have prepared a little surprise for Mil-
I«erAa‘nd for all my guests to-night, which I hope will
not be displeasing 'tb- you, to both of you, and if you
will kindly join Mr. and Mrs. Russell in'the front par-

. lor, you wiil have a better opportunity of understand-

mg me . )
Of course they went, Maud saying, as they passed
through the crowd of friends: “I think Mr. Delaney

is a very nice person, don’t you? I am almost sorry

lie is not our Harry, after all.”
Mrs. Russell bad asked Mr. Delaney to present her
to Martha Miller, but he replied that neither she nor

“her sister had arrived. ‘Later in the evening Mrs.
- Russell reminded her host of her request, and he made

the same reply.
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When Hair&j(' and Maud joined Mr. and Mrs. Rus-
sell, the latter said to Hardy : ¢ Have you seen either

of Miller's daught;ers, Mr. Hardy? I want very much -

to meet them, and especially Miss Martha. She is

Mr. Delaney’s betfothed, you know, and ‘he seems

very proud of her.”

“ Well, yes, I should say I do know it,” said Hardy,
“ considering, it has altered all my plans, saved Miller,
and kept Templeton out of jail. I am free to con-
‘fess T would like to sce what kind o'an daughter such

a father can have.” 4
Mr. Russell kept susplmously qmet He had had

a long conversation with Mr, Delaney quite early in -

the evening, and had been very thoughtful ever since ;
so much so that both Maud and her mother rallied
him on his absentmindedness.

Precisely at nine o’clock the door opening into the

',\halll near the front door swung on its hinges, and four
. beantiful girls, of whom Mary Miller was one, entered,

separating two by two, as they semi-circled at the

end of the room, while Martha Miller, leaning on

the arm of Robert Delaney took her place in the

' . centre,

So complete was the surprise of everybody i_n-the

room, that no one noticed the entrance of the broth- - -

er minister, nor of old Miller, who quietly took a po-
sition near the door. .
Mr. Russell emjoyed the scene immensely. To
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him’ alone the secret had been confided, and only to

him' on Miller's account.

Well, a bride is a bride, even if she weds a clergy-
man,’ o - '

And a wedding is a Weddlng, beit in a garret or
castle, ) VA

It was soon over. | -

" But the night was far spent ere the congratulatlons '
were over, and the house was emptied of all but the
bride and groom, their sister Mary, and old Miller. .
~ The old man was rather out of his element, but as
Mary and he rose to bid Delaney and his wife good-
night, Miller swung his hat in his hand, and said:
“Robert, from this hciur’you shall have no cause for
uneasiness about me or mine. I shall resign my po-
sition to-morrow. Mary tells me she must have a
change of scene. So must I. These girls are all I
cared for in life. To them I now add you. God -
bless you." In a little while, a few days at most, Mary
and I go west for a tramp. I don’t know but we'll
take in California- and the Sandwich Islands—any-
where and anything to please her and change myself.
So don’t worry, Martha ; you've got a good husband.

~ Good-night, and God bless you.”

The girls hung about their father’s neck and Kissed,

him, while Robert Delaney grasped his hand, and

bade him always be sure of a hearty welcome in the
home of his son and daughter.




CHAPTER XXXVL
| WALKIi\TG DOWN VBROADWAY.

sWHE Russells had returned to New York
some two weeks, when John Hardy, who

had left them at Chicago, for a few days’ visit

-in Milwaukee, rejoined them. :
“Well, Hérdy‘,” said Mr. Russell, after a few mo-
ments’ nafural‘inquir«y, ““ what of the Millers, and how
is my friend Robert ?” '

“Y called on Mr. Delaney the day I left,” replied J

Hz{idy, “and told him what you said about his going
over to your place for a month, and he promised to
lay the matter before his people. If théy consent, he
will go; his church is out of debt, and he received
your generous offer to pay all expenses in precisely
- the spirit you made it. He is a splendid fellow I
think, and that wife of his is just as nice as she can
be.” S |
« And how about Mary Miller,” said Mrs. Russell.

“Well, she’s in trouble,” said Hardy; “I don't

understand exactly what itis. I only know that she is
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now living with the Delaneys, and old Miller is fairly
wild about sométhing, of which he won't speak. He
wrote to Templeton the day after the wedding, gave
him all the points, and advised him to leave the
country unfil your debarture rendered it safe to
return, Miller had a terrible time with Mary, and

. Delaney tells me the poor girl was frantic with grief,

when her father told her of her'lover's perfidy. I
imagine he only told her part. of it at that time.
‘Te'mpléton has gone to South America, but before
he.went, he wrote Mary a pretty rough kind of a
letter: not ugly, as men look -at .such things, but

* killing to a woman. She drooped and faded, and was
- very sick, and while she was hanging between life and

death, she told Mrs. Delaney something or other that
stirred old Miller up fearfully, and when I got back, to
Chicago, the old man came to me with fire in his
eye and said he would come on with me, as he had
business with Templeton. I was rather surprised at
that and said, iWhy, he's gone to South America ;’ to
which he replied, < He said he was going, but I would
not believé the scoundrel under cath. It's lucky for-
him if he has gone.! So I infer that something pretty
bad has happened.”
S90Oh, T am so sorry,” said Maud.

“Yes, indeed,” echoed her mother.

“Well, go on, go on,” said Mr. Russell; “where
1s Miller now?” |
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_ , |
“I sent him to French’s Hotel, down by the City

Hall,” said Hardy. “He wanted to be at some cen-

 tral point, and handy to the wharves. I don't know

what to do with him. I don’t like him, but it doesn’t

seem exactly fair to snub him. And then if I could
do anything for his daughter, I should be very glad.”

“Yes, and we, too,” said Mrs. Russell. <1 suppose
you wouldn’t care to see hlm, would you, father?”

“ No. . That is, unless Hardy thought I could be
of service to the girl. I caw't say I regard a man
who conspired against }ny heart and property, with
any special liking. -Hardy, you do what's best, and
I'll back you. Now, my boy, I have written to my
people, that I shall leave the States six weeks from
to-day. Until then, we must stra.ln every nerve for
the accomplishment of our purpose. And then—
well, if then there is no clue and no hope, I shall at
all events be relieved of-a burden I have carried these
long, long years. - I have done my duty. Would

that 1 had succeeded. And I have a little project

in my head about you, of wh1.ch we will speak an-

other time. By the way, Hardy, don't you think it _

~ would be well for me to call on the Mayor, and thank
him for his courtsey and letters? I haven’t seen
him since the first week of my arrival.” '

“Just as you please about that,” sald Hardy, |

“he’s a nice old - gentleman, very kind-hearted “and
one of the regulai;gold school.”
. - x !
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“T suppose it will be necessary to send word sev-

eral days in advance.” _

“(h, no,” said Hardy; “we’ll jump on a car any
day and go right in.- His office hours are supposed
to be from ten to three. There’s no trouble about
seeing him yourself.”

'« Why can’t wé go somewhere this evening, papa,”

~asked Mand.

“ Where do you want to go, dear?”

“QOh, anywhere. What is going on, Mr. Hardy ?”

Hardy looked at the paper, and after scanning its
amusement columns, said: “I see they are playing
‘Led Astray’ at the Union Square Theatre, right a
the foot of the square here. How would you like
that 2

“Well, I'm. sure we've been led astray,” said Mrs.
Russell “suppose we go and see others in the same
predicament.”

“Will you get seats, Hardy ?” said Mr. Russell.

«Tickets for four, Mr, Hardy,” said Maud.

Hardy looked quickly at Mr. Russell, who simply
smiled and said : “ You did not suppose he would get
a dozen, did you, dear?" :

“Why, no ; but you know- what I mean, papa,” she
answered, ‘ '

Mr. Russell thought he did know; but he held hIS
own counsel and said nothing, , ' ‘

Arranging to join the party at dinnei‘,\\ Hardy, who
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bad become one of the family in the estimation of all,
bade them good morning, and intimating to Mr. Rus-
sell"to join him, left the room,
Mr. Russell followed, and together they walked
down to the theatre. There were no seats, and they
-were compelled to take a box or nothing.
“Of all places in these New York theatres,” said
‘Mr. Russell, the boxes are most uncomfortable.
" Two people can see a.bout two- thlrds of the stage ; and
the others are lucky, if they see a quarter.
“Well; 1 suppose people who sit in boxes, as a
rule, care more for the audiehcezlien the actors,” sug-
gested Hardy. “
“What'an idea,” said Mr. Russell “what do you
suppose I care about the audience ?”
“ The ladies might, if you dldn t.”

“.Nonsense If I thought my wife or Ma,ud went .

to the theatre to look at the people, I'd "

“Youd let them do just what they wanted,”

laughed Hardy. 7
“Yes, I dare say I would,” said Mr. Russell.

“Where are you going now ?

“I was going down to the Central Ofﬁce,” said
Hardy ; “but if you would like to call on the Mayor

now, I'll take you there,” .

« All right,” said Mr. Russell; “but why not go
. down Broadway instead of by the cars. 1 would verjr
much like to walk down part way at least.” o |
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Taking the west side of New Vork’s greatest high-
way, the two friends, arm in arm, proceeded down,

‘meeting scores of thousands of busy,bustling people,
. rich and poor, wise and foolish, like the rest of the

world.

Hardy knew all the notables, and as they passed
pointed them out to his companion.
“ Here comes one of our Congressmen,” said he ;.

“he’s a gambler now, and used to be a prize-fighter,

but he's one of our political powers to-day.”

“You surely do not mean that a man can be in
Congress and be a gambler at the same time,” said
Mr. Russell. ' |

~“Why, certainly,” replied Hardy ; “whynot? You
see our city politics are curiously managed. We

. have two great parties, the Republican and the

Democratic. All the foreigners are ¢ taken’ with the
name of the latter, and make haste to join it. Some
of them are so delighted, that they not only join the

party, but vote at the polls before they've been

twelve months 1o the country.” o

“Bless my soul,” said . Mr. Russell. ¢“But they
rarely hold office I imagine, do they ?”

“ Your imagination does you discredit,” said Har-
dy; ““they hold it all the time. Look at the police-
men we meet between this and the City Hall, Here
come three now. What are they ?”

“Evidently Irishmén,” said Mr. Russell.

i1
i
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“ Precisely. AllTrish. We have hosts of Irishmen
on the force ' .

“ Do they make good oﬁ‘icers ?” -

“That depends. During the war riots, the police
acted nobly. It was feared that their sympathies for
‘the poor devils who were dragged off to the war, would
affect them in the performance of their duty. But
not atall, They obeyed orders like soldiers. The
city was saved by their heroism.” |

“But your aldermen and so on, of course, as a rule,\

they are natives.” o '

“Not at all. As a rule they are adopted citizens,
Aldermen as a .general thing are not remarkable for
wit or honesty. Their stupidity is proverbial. Our
sheriff\is an Irishman. The county clerk is a Ger-
man. Three of the coroners are German, and in alt
our local boards—such as school trustees, excise

commissioners, ward otficers  and so on—the foreign =

" element is largely represented.” _

“How do you account for. that?"" said Mr. Russell,

“ It seems very strange to me."”

¢ Oh, easﬂy,“ answered Hardy; ‘the party in
- power has all the ‘ patronage,’ as it is called. Pa-
tronage here means public employment. ‘The police,
the fire department, the parks, the pubh'c works,
the court officers, all are cursed by the same com-

'plamt The party in power wants all the places to

pay for setvices rendered at the polls. Thousands of
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laborers are paid two dollars a day on the boulevards
for instance, and every man of them has his work be-
cause some politician asked it. Why, even the po-
licemen don’t know from day to day how long they

~ are secure in their places.”

“Bat doesn’t the Mayor attend to—"

«The Mayor!" said Hardy ; “ the Mayor has JllSt
about as much to do with it as you have. - He can’t
make nor break a single employé of the entire -city
government ; not one of them, outside his 1nd1v1dua1 _
office, is at his disposal.”

‘ But surely he controls the finances, and the man
who does that is in the seat of power?”

“ Just so. Jf he controlled the finances. But he

_controls nothing. Our financial chief is well called

the comptroller. When he i is notified that blﬂb are to
be paid or money expended he makes out a warrant
and signs it. The Mayor countersigns it as a matter
of form, He.knows nothing about it. If he refuses
to sign it, the courts will compel him. I tell you the
Mayor is a perfect cipher. All he can do is to re-
ceive people, ;eviev& processions, respond to toasts,
and be a respectable dummy figure-head. Do you see
that man, the tall one, on the corner? That's Lester
Wallack.” ' '

-%Who is he?” : .
- “Well, he owns the theatre I showed you on the

corner of 13th street, He is considered our best
' Ya :
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~ American comedian, and is a great favorite in so-

ciety, as well as on the stage.”
“ He looks a, manly fellow,” said Mr. Russell ; #is

he a New Yorker?” . _
“Oh, no. He's'an Englishman, son of the great

Wallg.ck', and a very fine man.”

“ What a solid, respectable-looking edifice that 1is! |

What is it P asked Mr. Russell. “

“That's Stewart's retail store. He \has another

about as lé.rge further down town.”
“Rich man, I suppose P
“Well I should say so. He is reported as havmg
about $75,000,000,” -
“Bless my soul. Did he make or inherit it ?”
. “Magde every dollar of'it.”
“Born here?”
«No: He's Irish, or Scotch-Irish I believe.”
¢ Tt seems to me everything and everybody has a
touch of Irish or English in this town, Hardy.”
It does look so, I declare. Let's see; they are
playing either French, English or Irish pieces at
all the theatres. Nearly all our leadingﬂ'act(')rsrare

foreign. A majority of our politicians came from -

County Cork, and nearly every beggar one meets
has a bfogue on his tongue, or has left his h's at
'ome.’ |

¢ Those are fine photographs Hardy, Letme take
the number of  this place. ~ Maud was saying last
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night she must hzive'sqme {pictures taken. Suppose
we step in a moment.” ‘
They looked at the collection in which Hardy point-
ed out Edwin Booth, Pre51dent Grant, Governor DIX,
Mayor Havemeyer, Mrs. Scott Siddons, Miss Rose
Eytinge, Rev. H. W. Beecher, Miss Charlotte Cush-
an, P. T. Barnum, General Sherman, James Fisk, Jr.,
and other well known people, after whlch Mr. Rus-

el engaged an hour for Mrs. Russell and daughfer

the following. day.

As they regained the street Hardy noticed the time
and said he feared it would be too late to ﬁnd the
Mayor at his office, |

Mr. Russell was about replying when his eye caught'
the figure of One-eyed Charley Miller.

Miller was walking rapidly on the 0pp051te side of
the street, .

His hat was pulled well down over his forehead but
hls figure and gait were unmistakable. .

Hardy, without 2 word to Mr, Russell ran after
Miller, and surprised him before he had time fo think
or speak,

“Hallo, old man, where are you going in sucha
hurry ?” said Hardy.

Miller stopped short,

His hair was disordered, his eye was bloodshot, his

 face unshaven, his linen soiled, his clothmg untldy

He was drunk. .
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- “Hardy,” said he; ¢ damn you, Hardy, old fel; I
like you.. Say, Hardy, I want to get my flippers on that
T enﬁpleton' Hardy, I'm drunk ; and when I'm drunk
I know it. - T don't stagger outside; and I don’t stag-
ger mglde. Where's Russell Hardy? I like Russell.
Let's get a drink.”

Mr. Russell crossed the street aﬁd was approach-

ing the two, but Hardy motioned him away and he
retired to a doorway, where he could see what oc-
curred. - _—

Hardy was very anxious to get from Miller the
whole of Templeton’s plan, and this he believed to be
" a good time to do so. He hailed a coupé and pulling
Miller in, told the man to drive to police headquarters,
and jumped in himself. And so, for a second ﬁme,
Mr, Russzall was unceremoniously left to find his way

home alone.

CHAPTER XXXVII..

JOHN AND MAUD.

= T the dinner table, Mr. Russell complained

of headache, and told his wife he would -

‘have to be excused from going with her to
the thea.tre, and that she and Maud must depend on

“ Hardy for an escort

While they were discussing the matter, Hardy camie

in, and Mrs. Russell said: «Mr. Hardy, we old folks
. will stay at home together to-night. You take Maud

to the theatre ; she is very anxious to go, and I am
very glad I have so trusty a friénd to send her with.”

“I shall be very glad to escort Miss Maud, I am
sure,” said Hardy, «“but T think you make a mistake
in not going.”

“Oh, I have a bad hea.dache, Hardy,” said Mr.,
Russell, “and I'm not gomg. So you just take. good
care of Maud, and be sure to let me see you early in
the morning. Where did you leave your friend ?”

“Oh, he's all right,” replied Hardy ; * I'left him fast
asleep at headquarters in the inatljon’sr apartments,

;o
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He will be brought to my room in the morning ; and,
by the way, supposé you look in about noon. You
know the way, don’t you "

“ All right, I will,” said Mr. Russell as they rose
from the table, and Maud retired to dress.

" Presently returning, the pride and pet of the happy

pair, Maud kissed her father and mother good-by,

and gay as a lark, started off with the _happiest and

proudest of them all—John Hardy, her lover yet un.
announced '

The beauuful theatre was crowded, every seat be-

~ ing taken, and the audience pecuharly bright and gay.

In the. orchestra stalIs sat many people of repute,
known personally or by sight to Hardy, and the time
passed qulckly as they waited . for the rising of the
curtain, ¥ -

The play was full of suggestive points, all of which
Hardy felt ; some of which made Maud wonder

At the close of the second act, Maud was in ecsta-

sies. . She had ; not often attended theatrical represen- .-

tatxons and the excitement told upon her. She was
bewﬂdermgly beautiful, and many a glass was turned
full upon her flushed and innocent face, as uncon-
scious of the attention she looked out upon the
people. )

“Your father asked me to engage rooms on the
steamer to-day,” said Hardy, 4 )

“I know it,” said Maud; « I am very sorry.. A-
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month will glve us very little time here. I am just

| beginning to know New York, and I wanted to see
Niagara before we went home. You don’t know how

pleasant it is, to have you with us, Mr. Ha..rdy.‘
Mamma said to-day, she should miss you awfully

when we part.”

.« And you?"”

«Qh, you know I shall. I am sure you have been
better to me than any brother. “From the dreadful
hour when you saved me from injury, if not from degth,
you have been even more than a brother cowld be..”

«] wish I might. That is, I wish it were possible
for me to be where I might always be of service to you, -
Miss Maud. - The kindness and sympathy shown me
by your father touch me very nearly, I assure you,
and when he goes, I shall feel as if the world were
dark-indeed.” - , “ .

“But papa says you are going over with us,” said
Maud. “He says you need rest, and he's| going ‘fo
get it for you. You won’t spoil all our plans, will

you? Say you won't, please.”
Hardy said nothing. He loved the girl devotedly,

' (but he loved her honorably. He would have given

‘ten years of his life to feel that he had the right to woo -
her, but he feared it would not be fair towards the
parents who trusted him.

“Well, I declare, Mr. Hardy;” said Maud “you are
as sober as a judge. Why don’t you answer me ?”
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s Réa;liy, I cannot. 1 don’t know that I can get
leave of absence, and beSIdes, I—

- “Youwhat? I beheve my soul there’s something

romantic inall this, Itisn 't pretty Mary Miller, is it ?”

And Maud laughed mernly as she asked the ques- -

tion. .
“Come, come, Mr. Hardy, I'll tell papa if Xou don't
entertain me. Is there a lady in the case ?”

“Yes, a dear sweetlle;dy, the dearest, and sweetest
- in the world,”

“And won't she Iet you go to Europe P

Hardy looked at her.

He loved her, and he hepe,d she knew it, although
he had never said it. |

He was sitting at her side, but back so that he
neither saw the audience, nor could be seen by it.

Maud turned toward Hardy and he, impulsive in
spite of his caution, took her hand firmly in his and
with an earnestness too marked to be trifled with

said: “Mand, you are thaf lady. For you I have

perilled life, but it was as nothing, I have loved you
since we met. I hated and pursued that scoundrel
because he was playing with yoﬁr love. I began to
take a deep interest in serving your father, because I
loved you, thbugh in the service I grew to love him.

To please you is my ambition, to win you would be a

reward of which at least:I have a right to think, if not
to.hope for. You are dearer to me than life. Your
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love, I would prize above all earthly blessings. -Am I
rash in telling you this? Do I offend ? I would not
have spoken had I counselled of my pride, but asking
Love, I dared to speak. May I have hope ?”

Maud's coloreafiie ¢ and died away., She knew that
Hardy's manliness was as honest and trustworthy as
that of her father.

She respected, esteemed adnnred him, but did she

love him ? ’

‘She allowed her hand to remain in his for a moment.
Then siiling  sweetly she withdrew it, and said:
“’Thank you, Mr Hardy. I thank you. You have
neither annoyed nor offended me. I will tell you

more when we leave this place.” ‘
¢ But may I hope ?”
“Yes, hope.” E |
«T will speak to your father to-morrow. I will tell
him of my love for you. I will beg him to lay aside

| his prejudice. I will—"

“Will you go home with us ?”
~ “Yes, to the end of the earth.‘"
_ The play proceeded on the stage and when the cur-

. tain fell on the final scene, so near as we can judge,

the dramatic unities both in front and behlnd the
foothghts were in’a remarkable state of harmony |
Maud and Hardy walked slowly back to the hotel

—he an accepted lover, she a hopeful, happy girl
: 12%
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AT LAST. AT LAST.

g next ‘morning Hardy was up bright and

carly, at peace with himself and all the

. ]
He was in love with Maud, and she with him.
What more could man desire? ~

What more ? +

Oh, that it was that made him ponder the past, con- -‘

51der the present and forecast the future.

In the past he saw the son of a scavenger:

In the present he beheld a detective police officer.

And in the future—what ?" |

Would Mr. Russell, rich, mﬂuennal stern and
proud, give the hand of his daughter to a man whose
hundreds of dollars numbered less  than hxs OWI sCores
of thousands ? ‘

And Mrs, Russell, kind and indulgent as ‘she always

was, would it be possible to induce her to so great a -

sacrifice ? :
These and kindred questions sobered hls elated

P i
t
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heart and toned down his buoyant spirit, until appre-
hension took the place of peace, and doubt reigned
supreme in the young man’s mind.

He bad no fear as to Maud,

Before he parted from her at the hotel she had
given him ample assurance of her love, and together'
they had planned that the best way to approach Mr.
Russell was through his wife. |

. That Maud undertook to do.

The dear girl knew that her mother's heart was
bound up in her happiness, and that once a party to
her daughters project, nothing ' could turn or swetve
her from her purpose.

/ Hardy lived in lodgings and took his meals at an
adjacent restaurant. On this occasion he breakfast-

" ed unusually early, so that when old Miller was
- brought to his rooms he would be sure to be at home.

Having read the papers, Hardy na,turally thought
about Maud.

And that led him to think of his mother and of a
picture he had of her, which he had promised to show
to Maud. | 7 -

He took the fﬁ'ding daguerreotype from its place on
the mantel, and looked long a.nd lovingly at the seamed
and wrinkled face disclosed, = It.was not a ha.ndsome
face, but it was _his mother's, 'How well he remerm-
bered her kind care and thoughtful ways. She was
always very fond of him, and shared her husband's
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pride in all his progress at school. And when he
grew tall and manly, and began to'bririg home the
fruits of his industry, her old eyes often filled with tears
of gratitude, and her tremblmg lips uttered many pray-

ers of thanks that the hoy of her love was not like the

rude and reckless companions of his age,

Her old fashioned, na1l-studded hair-covered trunk

- stood in one corner of Hardy’s room. -

* Years-ago he had opened it once and saw bundles
and books, and papers and letters, none of which he
looked at. | .

Miller had not yet arrived, and the thought oc-
curred’ to- Hardy that this wds a good time for
him to empty the trunk, examine its contents,

_throw away the useless matter, and rearrange the ;
- rest.

Sultlng the action to the thought he hauled the
trunk from its corner; opened it, and turned its ‘con-
. tents on the bed.
~ As he did so, a knock was heard at the door.

« Come in,” said Hardy ‘

- “All n‘ght,” said a voice, and in Walked é One eyed
Miller.,”

4 They were gﬁeing to send a ¢cop’ rotind with me,”

said he ; “ but when they told me the way, I found

) it myself and here [ am, as st;alght as a ruler, but I |

‘want a pipe.”
“T am glad to see you, Mlller, said Hardy ; « you
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were seedy enough yesterday. Why, how nice you
look. Been to a barber’s?”

“Yes,” said; Miller, as he puffed fast and strong.
“Yes, I wanted to see the old man and make it all
right. I don’tlworr‘y much about my conscience, you
know, but Mary and Martha have been at me about
it, till it seemed as if there was a little hell inside of

1 can 't find that infernal scoundrel of a Temple-

ton, w1th His black eye and curly hatr. T'd Temple-

ton him so quick, he wouldn’t know which end he -
stood on if I had a chance at him, What are you do-
ing with that kit of papers ?- Heavens, what a lot of
letters | 1 hate letters. That is, all but the girls’ let-
ters. Every letter my girls ever wrote to me, I've
got, and some of them are very good, I tell you.” |

If Miller had biustered, Hardy would have met
him.. o . S

If he had commenced to lie, Hardy would have
humored him. .

As it was, Miller was fast making' a conquest.
Hardy knew enough of Miller's daughters to convince
him that, plri';br to Templeton's edvent, their home was
happy and they contented. And he now knew that
in some way Templeton had not only endeavored to
deceive and practice fraud on M1 RuSSell but had
done, through Mary, a great wrong to old Miller

himself.
Sitting on the edgv of the bed, while Mlller took a
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chair, Hardy said: ¢ Miller, if I had gone into this
job for money, and had been successful, T would have

made a fortune. As it is, if my own interest was all
. I thought of, I might haul in a very big pile. You
, know enough of men in g'eneral, and of Mr. Russell

especially, to see that. And you have done enough

business with me to know that I am a man who deals

on the square, and tells the truth. I not only haven't

made a dollar out of this, but I don’t intend to. Mr.
Russell was not sanguine at the ﬁlSt and to do higp
justice, he- always agreed with me that the Bob

Delaney boy was much more likely to be Bob |
Delaney than Harry Russell. Still, the search has.

done the old man a benefit ; it has relieved his mind.
He has done all he could, and that's all any man can
be asked to do. 7had a chance to go in with Tem-
pleton ; the same you had. * I didn't bluff him at first,

I let him go on, and if I hadn’t found him at the |
Tombs, trying to_ honeyfugle mother Foster, I think .
I shotld have given him just rope enough to hang -

himself with. Then he tried it on’ you, and I make
‘1o bones of telling you, you played a deucedly dlrty
trick on one of the best men living. And besidés—
~ but, never mind, we won’t go into that.”
“No,” said Miller. '« You're right ; it was a mean
game, but Jet bygones“be bygones, I'm willing.”
Hardy laughed, and went on:

“Of course you are. Now, you have doné the
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square thing by us because you had to, and you must’
admit that you've only done it as far as you were
forced to; don’t you think you would do a better
thing if you were to tell me the whole plot from end
to end? It won't harm you; 1t may lead to the pun-
ishment of Templeton

As Hardy finished the sentence, he rose from. the

bed on which he was sitting, mtendmg to lower a cur-
tain, so as to shut out the sun, which'shone directly

inhis face. As he did so, his foot tripped on the top

of. the trunk as it iay on the floor, and to save him-
self he caught quickly at the coverlid of the bed.
This disarranged the bundles and papers, some of
which were thrown upon the floor. '
Miller assisted ‘Hardy in picking them up, and as
he did so, said : ¢ Hallo, Hardy, what's this ? Here'sa

_ bundle all tied up and sealed up as if it was a mummy.

I declare, I haven't seen so much sealing wax since
I was a boy. Seems t_o' me youw're not over carcful
of your jewelry.”

Miller pitched the package to Hardy, who was
about to- place it with the rest, when he saw 1n his
mother’s cramped and awkward hand, his own name,

. written on the paper.

' The bundle was soft, and apparently contained
clothing.

Miller eyed him curiously.
- % Why don't you openit?” said he,

/
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Hardy said nothing, but felt of the package from

end to end.

Then takmg his kmfe from his pocket, he cut the
strings. , J '
Inside the paper was a roll of cIothmg, and a letter

addressed -
L JOHN Harbpy,

: . “New York
¢ If dead, destroy this.” r

Hardy was astounded.

For years that trunk had been under his very eye.

He had opened it but twice since it came in his
possession. :

Its contents he had never looked at nor cared for, °
although he had now and then thought he would at

some tune clean out the rubbish, and preserve what-
ever was worth keeping.
~ Yet in that trunk was 2 letter from the dearest
" mother man ever had. |

He loved her living, a.nd he loved her dead.
~ She had been so much to him that he never thought
of her without a smile or a tear; and yet for yedrs
" within reach of his hand had been this letter.
: “-Why, Miller,” said he, *this is mother's. This
g lefter’s',from mother  What can it be? Why have I

, mever scen it before? I want to read it, yet I do’

not. Here, you read it. No, give it to me. What an
idea! Bless her heart! That's her picture, Miller,
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Bless her heart! She was just the best mother boy
or man EVEI" had. , Tll read the letter.”

_Forgetting Miller and all else besides, Hardy open-
ed the carefully Ase:zled envelope, and read alond as

follows :

“My owN DEAR Jack—

" God grant you may hever see thése lines. Vour
mother loves you,ﬁ']acky,'my boy; loves you, loves
you. Iam Jgoing to write. something because I ought
to, and not because I want to. - I am getting old, and
it won't be long before I go to meet him you used to
call your daddy. My conscience is heavy, Jacky.
f&[y conscience makes me do this. I don't write it

for you, I only write it because my conscience makes

-me. Don't think your old mother doesn’t lovej you,

boy. . ‘Don’t think your daddy didn't. You know we
did, and this minute, Jacky, you are sleeping where 1
hear you breathe ; and this minute I-kissed your fore-
head as you slept. Jacky, you are not my son. Don’t
be angry, dear. You are my own dear boy all the
same, and- I love you just the same. But you are not

my son. We had a little fellow, too sweet to stay '
here long; and one day, these many, many years ago,
your father brought yon home, Here, dear, said he,
‘T've found another for you,’ and you came right in
my heart at once. He found you in the sewer, dear,
He was out with his bag, and as he looked in the

%
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great hole at the foot of the City Hall Park, he heard
a cry. He wasa good man. ” He got you out. He
brought you home. You cried for ¢ mamma,’ and yoii
- called for ¢ papa,’ but you were young, ]acky, dear, and
such a pretty boy, 1 could not let you go.- Next day,
dear, we dressed you in our little Jacky's clothes,
“and tried to coax and question you. But it was all
¢ mamma’ and ¢ papa’ with you. Your )clothes were

spoiled, and you were sick. You only kept up a few

hours, when fever setin.  The doctor gave no hope,
but I nursed you through, my boy, and in about a
month- you sat up straight in bed, for all the world
like a beautiful star. But you knew nothing. We

tried very hard, but could get nothing from you. I ..

was sorry and glad. I wantedtokeep you. We called
you after my dead darlmg, and I hugged you.in my
arms for him. That's all, Jack, my boy. Let me
call you Jack, my son. I shall do th‘ese clothes up

in 2 bundle, and put this letter with’em.« You won't .

be likely to see it, Jack. If you dont I shall be

thankful, If you do, my boy, remember how your

daddy loved you, and how your mother loves you, a?d
- forgive us if we have done wrong. Heaven preserve
and protect you, Jack, my boy, my son, my darling.

“ MOTHER.”

“ Forgive you?"” sald Hardy “ Forgive you?”
‘Bless you, God bless you, you dear, honest loving

%

, AT LAST. 283 "

mother;”

and he kissed the picture again and
again. "

“ But who, then, am I ?” said he, *“Let's look at
the clothes.” '

Nothing.

There was a little jacket with buttons all over it,
and a jolly little pair of trowsers with a pocket on one
side, and a make-believe pocket on the other.

But no mark of any kind.

Hardy’s face was red with excitement,

Miller puffed quietly on.

A rap at the door, followed by Hardy‘s “ come in,”
disclosed Mr. Russell, who looked at the two men
and the disordered apartment in undisguised astonish-
ment. . . | g N

"‘Ah, come in, Mr. Russell, come in,” said Hardy.
* Excuse my lack of ceremony, and my excess of cons

“fusion. It doesn’t look like me, I confess ; but inas-
“much as I don't know who I am, it matters very little,

Sit down, please.”

Mr. Russell was so taken aback by this unusual re-
ception, that he hardly knew what to do.

He had always found Hardy respectful and’ con-
siderate ; now he found him brusque, and almost rude.

He looked at him closéﬁy, and seeing tears in the
young - man’s eyes, pushed away the chair Miller had
offered him, and laying Big hand on Hardy’s shoulder,

said, as a father might to a sonwhom he loved: “Tell
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me, Hardy, what troubles you. Surely, I have the
right to ask, and you khow, my boy, that you have no

right to conceal aught from me, Has Miller annoyed
S you?P™ . ' -

Miller looked up qulckly, and sald “ Mr, Russell,
Mr. Hardyis your agent. We have buried the past

‘between us. I have confessed my fault, and the truce
is declared. I now ask your pardon sit, and as I do

s0, et me couple my petition with a declaration of

 regard and esteem for this young man, for whom I
would do anything in my power. No, sir, Miller has
not annoyed him, but Miller will help hlm, and on-

that you may bet your bottom dollar.”
Miller spoke slowly as was his habit, but he also

- spoke earnestly, and there was something so tender in

his manner and exprescuon Jghat Mr. Russell, whose

‘heart was big and generous, extended his hand, and

with a cordlal grasp, said: As you say, Mr. Miller ;
as you say. Bygones shall be bygones. Now'
tell me what under the sun is the matter with ]ohn
Hardy?” . ' .

“ Read this letter, §ir,” said Hardy ; * that will tell
you. I have lost my mother, sir; and my dear old
father, too, who used to be so proud of his'boy, is
mine no longer. Oh, why did I open that infernal
trunk ? ‘ | '

Mr. Russell read the letter through before he spoke.

'Then wiping his eyes, he turned to Hardy and said ;

B

¥ .
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~ “Well, Hardy, this /s rather rough. I know what it

is to lose father and mother, by death. But I confess
this is a touch Beyond that. But those clothes. Is
there nothing on them to indicate a clué Y
- ¢ Nothing, nothing at all,” replied Hardy. o
« Nothing but this,” cried Miller, who had 'been _
turning the suit over and over; ¢“nothing but this—.
Mr. Russell diterally snatched the little. jacket from

. the old man's hands.

On the loop, placed there for convenience of hang-
ing the garment on a hook or nail, was a small sales
ticket, on which was printed

¢ HaALL, MILWAUKEE."
He could scarce believe his eyes.
¢ Hall, Milwaukee,” cried he. “Itcannot be., Oh,

Hardy, speak, Miller, speak! . Great heavens, can

this be so! Hardy, Hardy, you are miy son! I
bought this suit myself. You wore it to New York
when you were lost. | Hardy! Hardy! For God's
sake,'help me, Miller. His foot! His foot!”

Quicker than a flash, old Miller pushed the half
stupefied Hardy to a seat, drew off his gaiter, pulled
off his sock—but 1o, they were all there! . -

“The other, man ; the other. Ttold you the other,”
shouted Mr. Russell. - \

And there, sure enough, was- the mutilated foot,




286 : AT LAST.

kissed by the father, shook by old ‘Miller, and klssed
and shook again, until in an ecstasy of joy, a perfect
 whirlwind of conﬂlctmg emotjons, father and son held
each other tight in a long and loving embrace.

Miller scratched his head.

“And now for -home,” said Mr. Russell “how
Maud’s eyes will open, hcw———
. Mand !

Great heavens | Hardy - had not . thought of '
that, and burymg his head in his pillow, he sobbed "

aloud.
- Miller beckoned Mr. Russell to the window.

Placing his pipe on the sﬂl he took the astomshed'

father by the hand.
o« Mr. Russell, this is a matter of life or death, and
you can alone decide it. Your son loves your
" daughter, He has found afather, but he loses a wife.”
¢« Nonsense. Not at all, sir; notat all, Hardy,

old fellow. Harry, my darling, look up! Dress your- -

~ self, and come with me. Your mother will want to

. see you, Aye, my boy, and your sweetheart will want

to be the first to congratulate us both.”
“ What do you mean, sir?.” said Hardy. .

“ What do I mean ? Great I/Ieaven, what do Inot

" mean? Maud is not my child. Maud is not your
sister. Her mother brought the dear girl with her
~ when we were married. - You shall wear her-as you
have won her, my sor, Now, will you come ? "

CHAPTER XXXIX.

THFRE'S ‘'NO PLACE LIKE HOME.

Pt HREE weeks from that happy day a jolly

136 2 party stood upon the deck of an outward-

bound steamer, and Horace Russell was

crying like a child.

Perhaps you think a strong man should not cry

Well, let us see. 7

Just beyond him was a group, laughing, crying;
shaking hands, and kissing: .

Old Miller and Mary, Roberf Delaney and Martha,
John Hardy, or as he was then, Harry Russell, and

- Maud, his bride, with Mrs. Russell at their side.

Mr. Delaney and Martha were part of the travelling
company, and Miller, with Mary, had come to bid
them good-by.

Mr. Russell had arranged it all.

‘He had sent a clieck for $1,500 to the trustees of
Mr. Delaney’s church, with which to supply the pul-
pit for a year, and the young couple gladly availed
themselves of the cordial invitation of thelr friend to.

" pass that year abroad.
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Maud had told her mother of Hardy s declaration,
and they were discussing it, when Mr. Russell and

his new found Harry made their-appearance and dis-

closure.
- Words cannot describe. the scene that followed.
» Suffice it that the lovers were married by the Rev.
| Robert Delaney, and that at the wedding breakfast-
the entire Miller family were honored guests. |

“ Home again,” was now the cry of Horace Rus-
sell. o |

His affairs needed him ?

Yes, but it was not for that he humed

He had found his son.

Twenty years’ lost time must be made up.

The sooner he began the bettar.
~ With wife and son, and daughter, he craved his
native air, He longed to present his boy, his son and
heir to his workmen and his friends.

The future beckoned him with wide ambltmns in
all of-which John Hardy—--Harry Russellw-was an
element.

How happy he was |

How happy they all were !

No wonder that the strong man wept. .

"

* THE END.,



