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SINGULAR and, at first sight, hideous
A and repulsive looking man was passing
through one of the principal streets of n New
Fngland village, pursued, hooted at and jeered
by n cvowd of boys. They were throwing mis-

" giles at him, and -,houtmu “ Heigh ho! old

Warty 1" ¢ Warly, Warty, Worty " I say
old 8plit-lip, what '1] take & month to stand

. 111 our g,a.u]en for a seare-crow ¥ and other ex-

clamations of ! gimilar charact Ocensionally
he would turn and pursue them for o little way;
but they were too nimble to be caught. Exus-
perated, at length, he suddenly turned, and cast
a stone st the crowd, nnd one of them. fell,
wounded about the head and bleeding, The
rest took the alarm and scampered off, (:)

The mman, seeing whaé he had done, turned
gbout and went to the wounded bey. Another
small boy, who was passing ab the time, leading
a little blind girl, hadstopped, and was assisting
the boy to rise. He was not seriously injured,
a8 the man ascertained by examining the wound.

““Sarves ye right, ye little imp, yo! Nesxt
time, mebbe ye won’t chatf me,” said ke, giving
the hoy nshake.

“Please, Mister, don't hurt him any moreI”
exclnimed n sweet, childish voice, in tones
full of pity.

Looking down ot the speaker, the man noticed
the littla blind girl, tenderly feeling the wounded
boy's features, as if to gain some ides of his
appertance, and stroking hig head. Something
in the blind child’s fone or manner seemed to
touch a sensitive chord in the yough, hideous

. fellow's mature, and he replied; * No, my
_darlin’, T won't--though he's a bad hoy, and

ought to be walloped,” at the same time stoop-
ing down, under o sudden impulse, and kissing
her, and stroking her hair, He seemed pleased
that she did not shudder or turn away from him

" in terror; though her little brother gazed at him

with evident alarm and curiosity.

*What is your name, oy darliv’, and where

do you live? agked he, in his conrse, nasal

tones, putting Ler two little chubby hands
between his great, warty, brown ones, and pat-
ting them.’

¢ My name ig Adnie Daley,” answered the
blind ehild, “and we live in the house over the
bridge.” o

“#We are gmng oub to see Aunty,” said the
littls boy, toking his sister by the hand and
leading her away,- ¢ Come along, Annie.”

“ And where does Aunty live?” asked the
man, following a little behind them,

“Outon this road. Iknow the house,” said
the boy. ¢ It’s "way out, about three miles, I
guess. I don’t know,”

“You jist wait a bit, now,” said the man,
diving into a variety store they were passing,
snd coming out with a cornucopin full of can-
dies and sugar-phums. ¢ Jist take them, and be
good children. Guod bye.” 8o saying he .
walked rapidly onahead, whilethe two children
get to on the sweetmeants, They were neatly, but
plainly clad, evidently the children of very poor
purents, and not used fo such treats. The boy
appeared fo be about ten years of age, and the
girl not more than six.

Eli Wenn, for that was the hideous-looking
men's neme, more familiarly known as “ Old
Warty,” moved up the road rapidly, and soon
left the little travelers far behind. Humppeared
to be ahout thirty-five years of age, of medium
stature, and powerfully built, but certainly of
not o very prepossessing personal appearance,
He had but one eye, whick was large, and re-
minded one of a pig’s eye. It had an irrepres-
sible propensity for winking, and the lids were
always coming together with a kind of snap, as
ifthey worked on hinges, and said : ¢* Now you
see me, and now you dip’t." Tha other eye had
apparently met with some accident ; the lids
seemed to grow over it, and you never saw .
But this was not what gave the countenence its
singularly disgusting expression. A peeuliar
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growth, likea vegetation of horny warts, covered
his swarthy, tan-colored fage; and from these
warts sprang a second growth of long, black,
bristly hairs. ‘One of the largest of these warts
had selected thi apex of his nose as its seat; he
bad also what is termed & cleft, or ¢ hare.lip,” &
lubium eporinuin, which exposed his grest tusk-
like teeth, with their red gums, and gave his
‘ countenance rather a disholical aspect. He had
. 0o beard on any part of his face, exeept where
it sprouted from the warts, like wisps of hay, ag
if those vogetations had absorbed all the nutri-
ment from the sole-leather-colored skin. But
wheére his cheeked flannel shirt, which he wore
" with'the bosom open and the sleeves rolled ‘up,
exposed the gkin,-the hair grew in grizzly pro-
fusion, as if to make amgnds for its absence on
hisface. He wore aslouched felt hat, consider-
ably the worse for wear; a light brown saclk coat,
‘rather too short; and greasy, stained corduroy
pants which he seemied to have oatgrown, as
they only met hig feethalf way below the knees,
lenving the large, conrse shoes and blue stock-
ings which he wors, to gupply the deficiency in
length.

Wenn walked' up the road rapidly until he had
left the outskirts of the village a mile or more
behind, and reached a belt of timber. Herohe
peused and looked baek. *Yes, I ses um
comin’,” ke goliloguized, with & suap of his soli-
tary eye, as he espied the two urchina trude-
ing alobg by the side of the rokd, the hoy

.evidently pointing out the flelds and flowers—
for it was summer—to his blind sister, and
 desoribing their beattties.” * I think it rayther
hard of old Netur' to hev given me sich a on-
preposgessin’ countenance. I never knowed
what it was to hev a human eveatur’ look kindly
‘on me; nothin’, not even a dog, evar loved mnie.
The children run and ery when I approach um,
an’ the boys hoots me, an’ callame ¢ 0ld Warty.’
© Asif I didn’t hev a nafur’ as fond of affection
ssany on um, and long forsuthin’ to eherish an’
‘love. An' winimin!' They say, ‘Never was
. dnck without & Gill, an’ for each man there is a
maiden still.” But I'm a exception even to that
—the lowest and vilest female that lives won't
smileon me. I say I think old Natmr's been

" herd on me. Now, if T could jist git that little
blind gal’ an’ carry her off, I'd hev some one' to
love e, and to love 'l} 8he couldn’tsee my ugly
face; an’ she's a heart full of love—I see how
she pitied that "atimp as I keeled over. Yes, by
Jingo ! T do it. TIl kidnap her 4?1 ‘Il hev to

- take the boy, too, though I dont want him.
He'd hate me, too, in spite of my kindness

But if I take the girl, an’ leave him, he'll
deseribe me, an’ everybody'll know who I am,
an’ hunt me down, an’ take the little kid from
me, So! Imustinke um both.”

Thus soliloguizing, -Wenn waited until the
childron appronched the spot where he had
rested. As they did so, e came out amd met
them, trying to smile and look very amiable.
But when he ismiled, he looked still more hide-

i oug—-g0 nuich so that the boy started back in

terror, and his litils sister clung o him, erying,
and asked what wag the mather.

“Dont Le afeared, my little darlin’s,” gaid
Weny, in as soothmg a tone as his rough, horrse
voice was capable of, ¢TI won't hurt ye, not a
bit on it, babbies—Uncle Eli never hurts child-
ers. He likes am.” )

“But you hurted that boy this morning,”
stoutly affirmed the boy, hercieally putting his
little sxm protectingly abont his sister,

“I dide’t mean to, darlin’s, no, unecle Eli
didn’t mean to. They was & -stonin’ me, an’ I

 jist hedaved the giun to skeer em, like, an’ it

hit 'im. But thar’s a big robber up in the
road, ahead, with a tremenjus big black dorg,
an’ hes awfal hungry, an's got & fire made, an’
gez he, ‘Tl ketch the fust litile boy and gal as
comes along, an' romst em for my dinmer!”
The little girl began to ery louder at this, and
even the boy begun to whimper.
to myself,” continued Wenn, “ no you won't git
myp little boy an’ gel, nohow ! So I comes back,
an’ thar's anicelittle path through these woods,
an’ we'll go through that way—jist follow ms,
an’ T'll show you the way—an’ it leads into an-
other road, an’ we'll jist take thaf, an’ go to
your aunt’s, an’ the robber won't see us at all.”

With such persunsions it was not diffienlt to
induce the little oncs to follow him. - Leading
them far into the woods, among the hills, and
across streams, they were soon lost and bewil-
dered and ready to follow him wherever he
wished. - He continued to ply them with the

uimost kindness, lamenting that they had mis-

Hed their way, fraquently taking them up in his
armsg, and bearing them over the streams. and

rough places, until the boy lost sight of his .

hideousness, in his fear and anxiety. Atlength
towards evening, when the little ones were ex-

hansted, and very hungry, they come to o rail-

road. .

* Now we'll soon be home, noy darlin's,” said
Wenn, ‘*Here's the Tailroad.. We'll jist stop
here i1l the cass come along, and git on, an’
go right back home.

. gent to this ayrangement,

“But sez 1 .

It'H take all might to git
thar, though ; but we'll git somethin’ to eat on.
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the way. An’ 1l hev to bell the folks in the

. cants you're my little boy an’ gel; an’ don' ye,

for the life on ye, let "em know ye ain’t, fur ef
ye do, they’ll say we are runaways, an’ put us
off in the woods ag'in. Now yell not forgit
that, will ye ’

The poor little ones were glad enough to con-
It was. not long be-
fore an nccommodation frain came thundering
on, and Wenn, with an old handkerchief tied to

_a stick, stood on the track and waved it. The

engineer, supposing it to be & signal of danger,
brought the train-to a h&lt and agked what way
wrong.

“ Wrong?. Nothm is wroug, only T wanted
to git on the eanys,” replisd Wenn.

The engineer swore at him, and whistled “off
brakes;” but before the train was in motion,
Wenn hed gathered up the two children and
sprang on the train. It soon halted at o small
stopping place, where he Jllmped off, and pro-
cuved some mendwiches and cake, which the
children ate voraciously, baving had nothing

‘since morning, and then fell asleep on the seat.

Durmg the night the Aecommodation conneot.
ed with a through Express ond Pussenger train
bound for Syracuse. Wenn took passege on

. this, and transferred the little ones without
" nwakening them. He had detérmined to go to

a distant eity, and rear the children s his own.

- His entire forfune, which was not a very large

one, and therefore did not mnch encomber him,
he always carried in & belt abouf his walst; he
wes 4 tahiner by trade, and lnew he could easily
get employment in any place where that busi-
neas wag caxried on: he had nothing, no friends,
and 1o regrets to leave behind when he left the
Litfle New England vﬂlage, and was therefore
contented.

‘When the children mwoke the next mmmng,
they found themselves in a large and sirange
city, and began tocry to be taken-home. Wenn
now began to use authority; instend of pereun.
sion. Hé bade them be guisf, that he would

take them home pretty soon;: that they were kis

children now, and had no home bub with him,

. and thaf if they told any one they were uot, he

would put them in a dark dungeon and leave
them to starve; butbif they would be good child-

ren, and obey him; they would -have & nice |

home with him, snd after a while, **when he

"went back,” he would fnke them to their own

home. They were hewildered and ensily,
frightened into submisgion—his looks alone,
were sufficient for that—and meekly and
quietly did as lie bade them. b

He first went toa chéap hotel, where he pro- -
cured them some breskfast, of which they ate
heartily. Havingengnged a room, he told them
to remain there until he should come to take
them to a new home, and locking the door was
pone until dinner time. After dinner he again
locked them in the room, and wes gone wntil ’
evening. After supper he told them he would
take them to & nice little home the next day.”
He had, indesd, found a very cozy little {ene-
ment in the outskirts of the city, near a tannery
where he was fortunate enongh to secure work
at once, being & good workman. The formier
tenant was going west, and anxious to sell his
lzage and furniture, and this suiting Weénn's
ideas, & bargain had been struck at once; so
that the next day he took possession, and gave
the children to understand that it wes to be their
home *until hewent back.” At first they were
lonesome and homesick, and eried for % mamma,
and papa;” but as he was overly kind to them—
he who had never been loved by any living
creature, and never permitted to love anything
—and treated them with the greatestaffection
and indulgence, and fed, clothed nnd sheltered
them better than they had ever been fed, cloth-
ed and sheltered befors, they s00n became re-
conciled to their new home, and the mwemory of

the old one gradually faded out, The little girl,

indeed, being unable to see the repulsive face
of her kind protector, and knowing him only
by his unvarying affection, speedily learned to
repay him with all a child’s pleasing and inno-
cent love, The boy, however, despite all Wonn
conid do to win him over, instinotively dreaded
and shanned him. He could not fail to ob-

perve this, and it sent many a poignant pang -

to his heart; and gradually he began to experi-
ence a feeling of resentment a.nd dislike rising
against the child, repress it as hé wonld. “It's
natur,” he would say to himgelf; % he can’t help
i, no more can L I'm like Cain; Grod has put
a mark on me, an’ sent me into the world like
Ishmael, with every man's hand agin me, an’ I
can’t help my hand bein' agin évery man.”

- And here, for the present, we will lenve Wenn
and the two kidonepped children, all of whom
will yet play an important part in the events we
are about to narrate.” I -
Two ohildren could not d1sa1)pea,r fmm that
quiet little New England village so suddenly and
mysteriously, without ereating a great sensation,
and endless speculetiens ag to their. probable
fute., Their parents, howover, were humblesnd
obserre, and though- they felt the loss of their
precious little ones as keenlyas if they had been
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. worth millions, they did not possess either the

means or influence to set on foot any extensive
or thorongh investigations for their recovery.
The villagers turned ont, of course, and beat
the woods, and dragged the ponds; but no one
had happened,to notice them on the streets that
morning, and the event after being & nine day's
wonder, was forgotten by all except the bereav-
ed parents. Sad and heart-broken, the latter,
when they had resigned all hope of ever finding
their children, gathered their seanty effects to-
gether, and set outfor that new land of promise,
the grentWest,in the hope of beginning life anew

and mending their fortunes, 8o the nextspring,,

aiter the loss of theirliftle ones, Mr. and Mus.
Daley bade a final adien to the scenes where
. their lives had Béen ‘passed, where they wete
born, and matried, and where their children
had been born, snd took up their abode on the
west side of Milwaukee, a place which was then
comparatively new, and seemed to them a ¢ far
Weitern" city. Mr. Daley’s oceupation being
thatof ca.rpeﬁter, hefound plenty of work to do
ina newand mpldly growing town, and as long
a4 his health continued good,—which unfortn-
nntely was not meny years-—he and his wife
found themselves moxre prosperous and comfort-
able than they: had aver been before, Here, tob,
we musf bid them adien for a season, a9 the
. $hread of our narrative takes us back to Byra-
eniss, where'we shall make the acquaintance of
some new and important characters.
" CHAPTER IL
LOVE IN, AND LOVE OUT OF SEANON.
- T years have elapsed since the beginning of
our story. Yen years! So.short fo the old, the

happy snd the prosperous ; but oh! how long

to the young, the miserable and the poor! But

"to each and 4ll they have come and gone, and

brought their changes,

On a fashionable street in Syracuse, whmh for
the sake of & name we will call Elm sireet, there
stood ut the fime to which this chapier refers,

. ond may.yet, a iarge and elogant mansion, with
extensive grounds, handsomely laid out, and
ornamet.ted with statues, shrabbery and flowers,
for it was a glorious mid-summer’s eve. The full

- moon shone down upon the scens in all her
chaste ‘meridian brilliancy, and the soft and

_dewy air was fragrant with the breath of the
reented grasses and flowers, . Everything upon
which her silvery sheen fell was gilded with a

dimly limned beauty peculinr to the seagon and.

* the hour ; but her gentle reflections fell, perhaps,

upon no fuirer or lovelier object than a maiden
of slxteen, that witching age at which she is—
' ¢ 8tanding with reluctant feet, )
Where the brook and river meet,
Womanhood and Childhood flees 1
Millie Brinsley was the daughter and only
child of thie proprietor of the mansion, Henry

Brinsley, largely interested in the lenther and

finding business ; and to her, love, the great
touch-stone of women’s life, had come, and in.
vested her with that magic charm which causes
a thousend new graces to spring into lifa,
Though so young, she was no longer 3 cluld

she loved, and wag a woman-~the breok hnd
bien lost in the river forever. The man whom

she loved, and who loved her better than his

own life, was Lionel Chatham, the noble and

handsome young fellow, not “yet twenty-one,

who stood by her side upon that moon-lit even.
ing, adoring her with his eyes, and listening
like one enraptured to the music of her voics,
“I know your father looks higher for you,
dear Millie, and has a right to expect a more
wealthy suitor for your hand then I can ever be,”
he was saying. “I am only his elerk, yon
know ; but I love you, for yourself alone, with
all my heart. It is not my fanlt that I bave
nothing to offer you but my undying love.”

“And that is sufficient for happiness, dear.
«Lmuel 7" was her reply.

#Why should we wish
for more 7" - )

“Ah, why!” he sighed, ‘- Ask your father
that.” And as he gared upon her, as she stood

‘before him in a fleecy white dress, with pink
i sagh and ribbons, and delicate rose-buds in
her dark hair, her soft dark eyes shining like:

two stars from a face whose rosy glow no car-
minehues could rival, she seemed to him al-
most too much of an augel for earth, and yet
just mortal enough to love.

“Pa,pn. is proud, I know. But we have not

agcertained his views as yet, Hemay be kinder
to us, dear Lionel,” she added hopefully, “‘than
you think. At any rate, let us not Lorrow
trouble.” o n

“No need, sweet Millie. We shall have
enough of our own, I dare ssy, without borrow-
ing any,” replied Lionel gloomily,

_**I hope not,” she said softly, and added with
an enrnesiness that evinced & will -of her own,
end o strength of purposs rarely developed in
girle of her age, “papa may oppose our union,
Lionel, but T will never marry any-one but you,
Y will die first.”

“’.Den.r Millie, T know. you mesn it," 1ep11ed
hex lq)yer. T gee it in your eye, and it-makes
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e very proud of your love; and very happy.

Do you observe the North Star #—there, just to

the left of that steeple.”

““Yes, I seo it ; and I have often thonght what
an emblem of constaney it is—mnever vgrynng,
never changing, always the same, like God; for
& day, or for centuries.”

“ Ag true to you, my dexling, a8 that star 15
fo the pole, my herrt willever be. Should even
an augel ever tell you otherwise, do not belicve
it. 'While it throbs, it will throb only for yow.”

" His head was raised proudly, his right hand

pointed townxds the star, the gentle zephyrs
fanned the rich clusters of brown hair back from
his brow, his eyes blazed with the enthusissm of
youth, and something like a gleam of prophecy
lit up his finely formed snd animated features.
It wag thus that his image was photographed
upon her memory, ond thus she Joved to think
of him in after years. It was by no means the
first time they hed exchanged vows of love and

~ constancy.

Millie was about to reply, but turned at the
sound of & methodieal step upon ‘the tessellated
pavement lending up o the grand front of the
mansion, and saw her futher. He was strolling
leisurely towards them, bare headed, and with
his hards in his pockets. But his lips were
compressed, and his face wore an expression of
sterness seldom sesn on it when addresging his
daughter, as heanid :  ** Come, Millie, I think
you have remained out here guite long enough ;
plea,se go to your chamber
soon,”

«Certainly, papa,” repliad she, seanning his
face with some surprise. ¢ But what is the
matter—why do you look so cress ?”

« Matter enough,” he replied, shortly, glaring
upon young Chatham, It was evident to both
that he had overheard the latter part of their
conversation. Had they enfertained any doubt
upon the subject, his next words would have
nndeceived them. ‘‘You, sir,” said he, address-
ing himeelf to Lionel, “might bs better em-~
ployed than telking such romantic rhodomon-
tade to my daighter, and putting all that school-
girl nonsense into her head.””

“1t inny seem like romantic nonsgenge to you,
sir,” replied Lionel, in a respectful, but manly
tone, ‘buat it ig sométhing far different to us.”

“Very likely,” replied Mr. Brinsley, dryly.
Then he went on sternly : Do you kuow who
you are, and who Lam? How dare a person of
your poverty and low esiate aspire to my daugh-
ter's hand ? Is this the way you repay my kind-
ness, in befriending you and giving you o res-

T shall want you

pectable situation? A common clerk, carrying
everything he possesses, like a beggar's pack, on
hig back ! Ate you the kind of gentleman who
would aspire to my daughter's hand—she who
has been rnised in sffluence and never known
what it was to feel the want of any ¢omfort or
luxury? No, slr ! the man that weds my daugh-
ter will be one whose merns and social position

-comport with her own—not a homeless beggar,

who would drag her down to his own low degree
of penury and dependency. Begone, sir ! and
never let me see your face again, and never, I
warn you, presume to address my daughter
again!”

Both Millie and Lionel stood petnﬁed with
astonishment, as if o thunderbolt hed descended
from the cloudless, star-lit hesvens between
them. Lionel was the first to speak. Diawing
himself up proudly, and confronting Mr. Bnns-
loy, he said :

‘“Mr. Bnusley, the taunts at my poverty, and

the insuits to my manhood,  which you have -

cast at me fall harmless, ‘and will in time recoil
upon yourself. Millie is your daughter, and
bound by filis] duty to obey you, while.she re-
maing o winor. But she is an independent hu-
wan being, snd her affections are her own fo dis-
pose of as she wills, You may fetter her hands,
brat her heart will scorn your power.”

T wish to hear no more, fellow,” M. Brins-
ley interrupted him at this point to say. *“ When
my daughter-is old enough to judge for herself,
ghe will think as I do.” '

#Qh, ne, papa,” Millie spoke up ecrnestly.
“Do. not think I will ever change.- I gave
Lionel my heart, before I knew it, and I cannot
over tuke it back, Tknow I have his, and I
would not exchange it for that of the proudest
prince in Europe.”

. I want no more of this dime-novel nonsense
my daughter,” said her father-to her. ““Go to
your room. My cashier will give yon your
wages, Chatham, in the morning Let us henr
no more of this.”

9Tt e o small matter to me, sir that I am
discharged from your serviee, "answered Lionel.
“Phe world Iies before me, with as favorabls
prospects as it did to you at my age.. Do not

think I will take advantage of your daughter’s

pureand holy love to .interfere between herand
her father, Her name will bemy watchword in
the battle-of life, which I now realize is gather-
ing svound ma. Thongh I will love her still,
and be trus to her always, I will not agk her to
accept my hand, nor you for her's, until I ean .
lay at her feet a fortune equal to her dower."”
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«Now you talk sensibly, and like a man,” re-
plied Mx. Bringley approvingly.

© % Oh, Lionel " exclaimed Millie, * I do not
‘ask this.of you." -

- “No matter, Millis, I agk it of myself,” re-
plied: he. ““Your love is too unseltish and
generous to be coupled with sordid comsidera-
tiong——too etlierenl to be weighed with ponder-
able gold.” .

 Stuaff,” srid Mr. Brmsley o
“P&pa, you're real unkind, now! m excla;med
Millie, But her father only repeu,ted that it was
"all “stuff."
" #F dom't gare, it’s fine stuﬁ' " she replied.
“It is because your love is so genuine and
disinterested,” proceeded Lionel gravely, put-

ting on hig hat, for he was nearly through I

“that I wish to prove to you that mine is
equally so,” .

¢t Towant no hetier proof than I have,” per-
sisted Millie,, Her father, however, Waited to
heer whet he had to say. g

oI T were to marry yon now—"

* Of which. there is not the slightest da.nger,
interrupled Mr. Brmsley decidedly, - :

s¢If such & ‘thing were possible,” Lionel cor-
rocted himself glancing at her father, **Mr.
Brinsley might think I wae actuated by merce-
nary motives; snd though yon would do me

justice; yon would have no proofto the coutmry,
except your’ trust inme,”

“Which is' all I want, Liomel,” she said

_ softly. '

#But which is not all I w&nt," sadd Mr,
Brinsley, overhearing her.

s Thiat proof I am determmed to give,” con-
cluded Lionel, looking contemplatively towards
the  nozthern sky “ While yon polar star re-
mains true to its sphere, so will I remain to you.

I willgo bound, but I leave. you free. If 1 ever
return, your father shall not at least have my
- poverty to urge against me.
-Good right, Millie, and good bye.”

Ho held her hand a moment, raised it to. his

lips, and was gone. Mr. Brinsley stood with
‘ cormga.tad brow, looking after him, and Millie
went weepmg to her room.
) Lionel had besn gone but & few mmutes, and
Mr. Brinsley had not moved from the spot,
" whenthe gateopened and an old but very well-
dressed and Tespectable appearing gentleman, a
-little stooped; and evidently somewhat wenk in
‘the legs, shuffled along the paved walk towards
the house. He seemed to be in & hurry, and was
almost out of breath. $o intent was he upon
his mission, the natute of whick we will soon

7

Good night, sir.

| replied Mr. Brinsléy.

disclose, that he would have passed Mr. Brins-
ley without seeing him, had not the latter
accosted him.

“Ah, Mr. Furness,” he anid, coming forward
and ta.kmg the old gentlemans hand, “I am
glad to see you, sir.”

“What? Ah, it's Mr. Brinsley,"” said the old

gentleman, catehing his breath between every

otherword, lowering hissheggy gray brows, and
peering hard at him, like one who does not see
distinetly. ¢ Ha, ha, I renlly did not know you,
at first, by the moonhght
you waiting?"*

% Not at all,” replied Mr. Brinsley.
we gointo the library now, or will you redt and
enjoy the cool evening out of docrs awhile 7

“0h, bless you, Iein’t tired at all,” Mr. Fur-
ness hastened to say, still puffing.
few of the fellows that they hring up theso days
that could out-walk rae—not that the days I waes
brought up in are so long gone, either, Mr.
Brinsley."”

. ©Very true,” replied Mr. Brinsley with s
smile, for he knew it was one of the foibles of

this young-old man to bé thought moderately

youthful at least, « Very 4rue. , You are yot in
your pnme, Mr, Furness.” ‘

* Pgad, that's so, Brinsley,” replied 'he, evi-
dently plessed with the delicate flattery.

+If you were, not I snppose you wouldn's be
thinking of taking a wife, ¢h, Furness?’ asked
Mr. Brinsley jooularly. ’

‘¢ And be just beginning to think of setiling
down in life, and raising up s houseful of heirs

tofight over my property, eh, Brinsley? he, he, ©

he,” replied the old geutleman, chuckling so
immensely at the happiness and originality of
the conceit, that it brought on a.viclent fit of
coughing, which compelled him td bend over
and rest his hands on his knees.

«Ttia generally the cnse; but it is better than

| leaving it to strangers, any way,” replied M
Brinsley, artfully,

“Egad, you're right, i:here ]
groater salisfaotion one derives from that course
while living, Brinsley. The greater satisfaction
of being a family man,” said Mr, Furness, this
‘time with only a moderste chuclde, baing afraid
of starting the cough again.

3 had n't thought of that view of the ease,”
¢ After all, the highest
dogrec of happiness is doubtless found in the
cultivation of the domestic affections. Comein,
Mr. Furness, and we will. diseuss the sub;ect
farther in the library.”

*Yes, yes, I was afraid I-was late,” said the

1 not tog/l’nte yet Brmsley

Thope I didn’t keep

stShall

t“There's -

H length said Mr. Brinsley,

Beaides the
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old man, balancmg himself on his legs and ad-
justing biscravat. ¢ Yow're a family man your-

" self, Mk, Brinsley, and speak from experience.

You're right. We young fellows about town
don’t know anything about the comforts of tife.
Tean see I've missed if, Brinsldy, in lending
this dog’s life of a bachelor so long, But it’s
It’s not too late,

[y :
%ver ton lﬂ.te te mend,” replied Brinsley,
o little dryly, as the old man shuffled up the
‘steps, one &t a time, as a child not qmte conﬁ-
dent of its powers, might.

The two gentlemen went into the library,
which was brilliantly lighted by & chandelier,
and took seats by a table. Mr, Brinsley main-
tained a dignified silence, thereby indicating that
he awaited any communication Mr. TFurness
might see proper to malke, The latter sat down,
locked athis host, then ata painting on the wall, .
then at his small thin legs; then fumbled in his
pockets a while, then jumped up, and looked st
Mr. Brinsley, and then sat down again as if he
had changed his mind.

I received your note, Mr. Furness” at
«T inferred from it
that you desired a private interview with me—-
I could hardly guess for what purpose,—but I
bave my suspicions.”

“Have you now? he, he, he," chuckled the
old gentleman, stroking his besrd, which was
perfectly white, crossing hig legs, then uncross-
ing them. < Yon had your suspicions, ch "

“Well, yes; after the conversation we had
had the previous dey, Icould nothelp conjectur-
ing that it related to that subject in some way.”

‘e Well, you were right there,” said the old
man, fidgetting sbout in his chair, ¢*The fact
ig,—T'11 be perfectly candid and frank with you,

I'm over my boyish pranks now, and I }Jélieve [
T can look on these things in n practical light.
''ve been a gay | .

In a word, sir, I'm in love.

sort of afellow in my time, Mr. Brimsloy, and

Inughed at the snares of those adroit litile man-
traps, ‘sir, positively laughed at them. Ha, ha,
ha,”  Here Mr. Furness wis seized with a spell
of coughmg and had to,siop for breath, ¢ But
I'm caught at Iast, and madly in love, with ons
of the sweetest; dearest, darlingest little pussies
that ever directed one of Cupid's nivows. What
do you thmk of it "

. «Of what? of your heing in love?"

““To be sure, and,—and—as to how she'd
take it, you know,” with'an angious look at his
host,

#Why, I'd think you were a aly old rogue,

and serves you right, for breaking so many
hearts in your day,” said Mr. Brinsley with a
bland smile. . . : '

‘ You're right, there,” said the old gentle-
man, immensely tiekled. “X've smashed a .
goore or 80, in my time, itstrne. Bui no matter,
Pm through with that kind of business now.”

"M Brinsley Jooked as if he t.hought no one”
could doubt that. . But he did not say so,
to how she would receive your proposals, Mr..-
Furness, that would depend & good deal upon
circumstonces Though yet in the prime of |
life, it is true, yow're not, you must admit, as
young. a8 you have been, and it is not every
romantic young girl in her 'tecns that would
absolutely languish for you,”

“Qh; Iknow that, Mr, Brinsley,” said the
oldman, a little erestfallen, ‘< Still, don't yon
think, now, that there are sensible young lndies
that would rather mayry & men in bis prime,.
that had got through with his wild oats, you
know, and could give them a handsome estab-
lishment, than some brainless, wild young
fellow, eh "

1 ¢ There ought to be at least,” replied M.
Brinsley. *There certainly are any number
of elderly gpinsters that would. I don't know,
Mr, Furness, bui it sfrikes me that men make -
very poor selections for wives, in general, and |
often the best are left. - There's my sister, now,
who has come to be my housekesper. She would
make any man, not too young, a model wife.
Light-hearted and girlish in her ways, of a most
loving disposition, and two years younger than
Fain."

* Yes, yes; but see, how uld did you say you-
were P replied the old man, moving about un-
onsily, and evndentlv not enthusmstm in refer-
ence to Miss Brmsley
“ I'm-only fifty.”
¢ That would malke her forty-eight.” - .
“ And you kuow you are only sixty-eight, Mr.
Furness; twenty years is not too great a dispari-
ty, by any means.”, -

"“Why, sir, fifty yesrsisn't any too much differ-
ence, No, no, she would'nt do, Brinsley, said the
old men, shakitig his head empliatically. © Don't
try to talk ber up to me, Brinsley, she's too
old, much too old.”

“Ql, I din't mean to bring her to your
notice in that light,” said Mr. Brinsley. Buk
he, was evidently diseppointed. I wish you
could see Ler, sir. I really fear you would fall
in love with hex—1 say fear, for I know she
could not be preveiled upon to listen to propo-

sals from sny men. She'ss finelooking woman, |

“AS, .



*
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sir, and has been a great belle in her time,”

¢ But forty-eight, Brinsley ! only think! BShe
must be gray headed,” said the old gentleman;
though he was evidently burning it over in his
mind. “Could'nt you make some exouse to
have her in here, so I can see her ?——WIthout
her suspectmg, you ktiow. Irot her ou

“Nothing essier,” said Mr, Brinsley, rising
and pulling’ a bell cord. “Now, guard your
heart, Furness. But I need not caution you.
You are an old hand at the game, I suspect.”

"« A goore-or more of such affairs, Brinsley,
- agsure you,” chuckled the old man.

" Agervant entered here, and Mr. Brinsley told
himto ask Miss Brinsley if she could not tavor
him with her compény for s few minutes.

‘ “:She’ll not saspect, will she, thatT'm inspect-
ing her, eh, Brinsley ?’ asked the old man,
little dreaming that the matter had all been

arpanged between the brother and sister, and.

that the latter, who wus one of thé sourest, and
most inprepossessing of dissppointed old spin-
pters imaginable, had been practicing before
tho glass for the last two hours, :
“Of conrse not,” anid. Mr, Brimsley. “IT
‘ pretend I want to ask her somethmg about my
" pepers.”
" D' afreid she's too old, though, Brmsley
And besides, my heart has already been stolen
by one of the sweetest little minxes that ever
poised & Cupid’s arrow. A darling little puss,
Mr. Brinsley, yet in her "teens, If Ieould only
win fier, I would devote iny fortune and my lifs
to her bappiness.”

Asto Mr. Fulness llfe,Mr Brinsley pmb&bly
thought there was not much of that left to. de-
vote to anything. Butof the fortune, he had »
better opinion. He knew this weak, silly old
man was very, wealthy, and he had determined
to secure at least a large portion of his money,
which, s his own affuirs now stood, he was very
muchin want of; for his speeulatlons, in whlch
he hod not oxly nsed ap all his own monsy, but
involved that of the firm of which he was the
genior member, had furned out unfortunately,and
he was ou the very brink of bonkruptey, ruin
and disgrace.;
of 'the old man, upon thesubject of matrimony,

“artfully led him fo entertain hopes of securing
Millie's hand, and to propose this interview ;
but had menaged it so cunningly that the cld
man belioved himself to be the- sole originator
of the matter,  Althongh Mr: Furness had been

" néquainted with the family' for years, he had

never met Miss Bringley, who had recently come
to take charge of her brother's house, his wife

He had, knowing the weakness'

ha.vmg lately died. Bunsley 5 ob_]eet was to ent-
trap old Furness with his sister if possible; if

not, he determined to sacrifice even his daugh-
ter, to save hig name and property, consoling-
hitoself with the reflection that the old man

could not last long, and being a bachelor, with-
out relatives, his own family would thus coms

into possession of his wenlth.
#Toqg old, did you say ?” asked Mx. Bnusley,

starting from his reflections on this subject.

- Notatall; bat you shall soon gee for yourself.
The younger one ‘might possibly think the same
| of you, you know, It certainly would not be

natural for her to fall in_love with you at first
pight. Nature. abhors the violation of her in-
stinets: but art, Mr. Furncss, art hag done, and
can do much to reconcile such differences.
CGreat wealth is o great temptation to any wo-
‘man; [ faney any young girl wonld be tempted

-to moIry even a man of your age, and mnke him
& good, dutiful wife while he lived, if assured -

of hig love and eonfidence, his confidence, Mr.
Furness; women prize that in a man.”
¢ But how is one to prove to thein that helas

-confidence " asked the old man, engex;y, ‘e rd

never be jealous of any woman: Ifaney Icould
hold my own with her, if she were once jny wife,
My. Brinsley.”

¢0h, I don’t mean thut They expect that
kind of confidence, ag a matter of couriae snid
Mr. Brinsley. ¢ They would require a stronger

proof, a more substantial one, of hig regard,

such 88 he conld easily give, however, | by sett-
ling a handsome sumupon them wpon marriage,
and making them hia heirs by will. . To be hon-
est, Mr, Furiess, T think it would be a fair bar-
gain, too; hqr youth, beauty and love against
your money."
Lard as he said this.

# And do you really think she-—1 mean Millie,
your danghter, Brinsley,—its no ise dissemb-
ling, it is her that I am in love with,—do you
really think she would accept me on those
terms?” asked the old man, rising engerly, and
frawing a lazge envelope from his pocket. -

“Why, really, you surprise me, very mueh,” :
said Mr: Brinsley, affecting the utmost asbon-

ishment. ¢ Ihad no idea that you thonght of
her, T rthust have time to think of this. As [
have already spid, I do nob see why any. sensi-
ble girl should refuse you on these terms.”
The old gentlemans hond shook nervously,
as if he were mttling bis documents in Mr.
Brinsley's face, and he was about to reply when
Miss Bnnsley came into the library, her eye-
brows painted, her cheeks colored, her. hair

.He looked at the old man very
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curled, and dressed like s young girl with
laces and flounces. She and the old man eyed
ohe another with mutual astonishment, disgast
and dislike. As we have said, Miss Brinsley
was not very prepossessing, even in her ordi-
nary gear; but this gay attire only served to
ghow her off to the grester disadvantage, as

conrt-plaster serves to render moro conspicuous.

that it is intended to conceal, Her most ami-
able expression was a most acidulons amile,
such as would set one’s teeth on edgeif hekizs-
ed her; and it was with this smile, and a most
ludicrous smirk that she entered the room; but
faneying this goy lover to ben bachelor of forty,
orat most not over fifty, and well preserved af
that, her surprise and indignation at finding
him a shuffling old fellow of nemly seventy,
stooping, small chested and weak- kneed in the
bergain, was a litile too much to be entirely
eoncealed, The vinegary smile gave place to
guch a scowl as only a termagani can wear.
Mr. Furness, who had expected to gee afine
looking woman, ** fat, fair and forty,” was so
little prepared to meeb this strright-bodied,
square-shouldered, angular-faced, frizzed, per-
famed, powdered, painted, beflounced and an-
cient charmer, that he stood in open-eyed, wide-
mouthed astonishment, regarding her with ab-
horrence and disgust.
“"Too old, Brinsley, much too old I tell you,”

hebegan to squeak, as soon ag-he could recover -
the utmost surprise

his tongue. *“Not plump enough, nof a bit
good looking, and n virago, or my name’s not
Furness.”

“Who are you speaking of, you old feol in

~ your dotage?” cried Miss Brinsley in vindica-

tion of her title to the last compliment, before
her astonnded brother could put in a word.
«Do you think I'd have sneh an old beeswsx
codger a8 yon are, with your spindle legs,
shriveled hide, stooping shoulders, and white

head ? A pretty bridegroom ‘you'd meke, you.

insane old wretch! With not a tooth in your
head, and almost blind, you'll totter into your
grave in six months, You'd better think of
dying instead of mamying. Ugh! you brute !”

« Sarsl, Sarah, I must ingist—" began her
brother, but before he could wtter his remon-
strance, Miss Brinsley swept out of the room in
a rage, kicking over two or three chnirs in the
passage way as she passed through it. Poorold

Furness, flattered and fawned on, as he.always |

bad been, on account of his wealth, and heir-
less condition, had not been in the habit of

. hearing such wholesome, and spitefully spoken

truths, and actuaily sh¥ank and cowered undex

the shower of invective the spinater had hurled
of him as if the ceiling were falling down upon
him.

“Why, Brinsley, that dreadful woman !” he
managed to say ot length,  “If is'nt so,- she
did'nt mean it 7 :

“ Of course not, Mr: Furness,” said Brinsley
smiling blandly. *Your incautious remark in

respect to her age is what did it—an elderly

lady will pardon anything sooner than being
colled old X am very morry,—but it’s of no
congequence, at all. Let us yefurn to the sub-
ject we were discnssing when she came in.”

*With all my heart,”. snid the old man, feel-

ing of his head, as if to be sure it was still in

place.  *It'sa much pleagsanter one, I'm sure.”

# You were saying something about a seitle-
ment upon your wife, in case of marriage, I
think ?” said My, Brinsley, convinced that there
was now no hope of patching up an alliance
between the aged suitor afid his sister. *

s Yas, yes, that was it,” replied the old man
eagerly. *¢*The very offer indeed, I came to
make yon and her to-night. I have the papers
&1l made out here,” and ho handed Mr. Brinsley
the envelope. ¢ It was a lucky stroke of mine
to think of it. I happened to stumble on your
man, Wenn, I think his name is--a shrewd
chap, too, and some remarks he causually
dropped, suggested the idea to me.”

¢ My man Wenn ! asked Brinsley, affecting
“The impudent scoun-
drel ! it's just like his impertinence to stop and
talk to gentlemen of my acqumntn.nce when he
sces them. If he does it again, oy your walk.
ing ¢ane over hig back.” o

+Oh, it's of no consequence,” replisd Furn-
ness. 1 rather inveigled him into the con-
versution, —that's the joke of it,—and I'm really
indebted to him for one valuable suggestion,
namely that I should get some other than my
regular lawyer to draw up the papers,”

“Ah, indeed? Why not get your usual man
of business? asked Mr. Brinsley, innocently
appenring not to see the point.

«Well, for no particular repson—only he
sometimes thinks he knows more about my
husiness than I do myself, as Wenn very sensi-
bly remarked, and might have tried to prevent
me from doing it,” replied the old man, with a
wink that was intended to be very cunning.

“ Ah! that is one of my lawyer s tricks, too,”
snid Brmsley ; “but I generslly manage to
have my own way, anyhow.”

“And sodo 1, s0 I do” chuckled the old

man. * But what do you think? eh?”
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During this time Mr. Brinsley had been at-
tentively ezamining o papers. They had
beon drawn by a raseslly attorney, long in
Brinsley's employ. Tt is needless to ssy that
the man, Wenn, had scted as Brinsley’s tool in
the matter, and artfully influenced Furness to
go to this attorney. The old idiot had actually
made Millie Brinsley the heir to his entire
fortune of & half million at his death, uncondi-
tionally, and settled twenty-five thonsand dol-
lars on her in eage she married him. The lat-
ter snum, Brineley knew he counld control as
800D os it came into his daughter’s possession ;
and there would be the farthor advaniage, in
ber marrying Furnegs, that he eould bs con-
trolled, and prevented from making any other
* disposition of his property. The prize was
tempting andin easy reach, and his own cir-

cumstandes despemte Bringley, therefore de-y:

termined that Millie should wed this wretched
old eresture.

**This proof is too co‘_nvincing to allow me
to doubt, Mr. Farness,” replied Brinsley, ‘that
your intentions are honorable, and your affection
sincere. I think I may spenk for Millie that
she will not refuse so magnificent an offer. She
is young, and does not know her own mind ;
mey even reject at first. Lové, Mr. Furness, is
o plant of slow growth ; but I think, yes, 'Tam
gure that she will conie around all right in «
very short time—~you may, in fact, consider the
matter as settled.”

“My dear sir, why, father I ghall now call
you,” exclaimed the old fellow, in raptures,
falling on Brinsley’s neck, ‘*you make e too’
happy, you do indeed.” But to the.eye of the
spectator, he must have looked more like the
father then the son, But comparisons, under
such circumstances, are odious. Brinsley fried
to look the amiable paternal, and as much un-
like a man who had =old his daughter for a
handsome figure es possible ; butthe effort was
a failure. : _

“Can't I see her, papa, my little pussie?”
asked the ardent swain us soon as he had recov-
ered his breath.

This was too much, even for Briunsley.
 Nongense, Furness,” he said, * don’t make a
fool of yourself, Call me Brinsley, please, ns
you always have, and my daughter by her
proper name,”

+But just's minute—old fellow—can't I see
‘her 8 moment ?" persisted he,

. ““Why, certainly, if you wish it,” replied
Brindly. ** Baf it would be better to wait until
to-morrow, that I mey prepare her mind for

the happiness in store for her.” The words
almost stuck in his thront ; but he managed to
get them out.
of irony in his tonle, despite his effort to sup-
press it; “your youthful blood should be less
1mpetuous, 1f you ‘would not spoil your own
cause,”

“0h, well, well ; T don't wish to do that you

know,” he hnatehed to say, in alarm. = #I'll
wait till to-morrow.”

Hoon sfter he hobbled off, trying, in a squeak-
ing voiee, to troll a snateh of some love-song
which he had learned a half century before ;
and Mr. Brinsley ringing for & servant, sum-
moned Millie to the library.

CHAP. ITI.—ALL FOR LOVE,

t wag with some trepidation, but with no

suspicion of the great trial in'store for her, .

that Millie obeyed her father's summons to the
library. The worst that she nnticipated, was
that he wounld forbid all futere interconrse
between herself and Lionel. On entering the

room with eyes swoolen from recent weeping,

and feeling in rather a sulky and rebellious
mood, she was surprised no less at her father’s
manner, which was one of unusual kmduess,
than at his first question.

“8it down, my danghter,” said he,
to speak with you. Do you love me ?”

**Love you, my father ? Can you doubfit?’
ghe replied, her dark eyes dilating with sur-

prise, not so much at the question itself, as

something in the tone with which it was asked.

“Thope I may never have reason to do so,”
replied he, in the same strange tone, *“for T am
going to test yonr love severely.” She listened
with respectful attention, while he proceeded,
but with & certain tightening of the lips about
the corners of her mouth which indicated set-
tled determination, for she wag her father's own
c¢hild in that she had a will of her own. As he
continued, the various emotions to which his

communication gave yise,—-surprise, incredulity, -
anger, disgust, sorrow, despair,—were faithfully

depicted upon her mobile face, but that expres-
pion did not leaveit.

Mr. Brinsley explsined to her at some length,
and with many apologies and pallintions; what
we may sum up in a fow words ; namely, that
he had not only squandered his own mesns—
buat thoge of the firm of which he was the senior
member, that had been entrusted to his con-

trol—in speculations which had resulted dis-.

astrously ; and that the dlscovery of these op-

He added with a cdustie tonch

«f wigh
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erations, which was inevitable, if he could not
replace the momney, would be attended with
bankruptey, roin and disgrace. He coneluded
by saying that it was in her power to save him
from this ealamity, if she wag willing to make
some sacrifices to do so.

% If by any honorable menng I can aid you

* in this extremity, my father, I will do so ; and

surely you would ask uno more of your own
daughter, if you love her,” replied she readily,
but with a vague misgiving thet his words
meant more than they expressed.

Mr. Brinsley winced under the reply, and
the scrutinizing look that accompanied i, os
he replied. % Of course,” he said, “I would
ask nothing of you that I did not deem right

‘under the cironmstances.”

“Tell me at onee what it is that yourequire of
me, father,” said she, ‘*and if it ig in human
power to do it, T will. I wounld willingly resign
ease and luxury, and endure toil and poverl;y,
#f thereby I could serve my father.”

# T donot ask that kind of a sporifice of you,
Millie,” said he. #Thatconld avail me nothing.
Indeed, it is but too certain to be our pertion in
any event, unless,” he added expressively, Yiyou
are willing to make a sacrifice of another and
of a nobler kind., A wealthy suitor seeks your
hand in marriage, Millie, and by acceptingfhim
yor will at once 1eheve me from all embarrass-
ment,”

He watched the effect of his words upon her
Leenly, from under the hand with which he
shaded his eyes.
her face, and the curves of her Lips were drawn
tighter ; but she made no reply.

¢ The gentleman is a trifle old for_you,” he

continued, * but so much the better, You will
the sooner be left the richest woman in the city,
and free to follow the inclinations of your will,
which, as you will be older and wiser, you will
understupd mueh better than now. He is im-
mensely wealthy, and cannot live long.”
- The fal? meaning of the base proposal, as she
regarded it, struek her with the foree of n
shock, and she remained silent for a few mo-
ments, regarding her father with & tender re-
proach in her eyes, such as that with whick »
dumb pet might receive a cruel blow from its
master, DBut his face was fixed and fizm in
every line, and showed neither pity nor relent-
ing.

¢ Agk me anything but that father,” she said,
at length, sinwly and firmly, “My love snd
my troth are given o another, and I cannef

A deathly pallor spread over |

take them back. It is hard to refuse ;you, but

I eannot do this thing.”

Mr. Brinsley .started »a, if dagger Bad
pierced him, end turned pale. Child as she. .
was, there was o firmness and decision in her -
character that he had not counted on.

“Donot decide a question, upon which ‘our
honor and happiness depends, so hastily, my
child,” said he in » voice that was tremwulous ‘
despite his efforts to control its modulations.
# You will think better of it, Iam asuré. You
must obey me in this ; your filial duty requires
it, and our famijly honor demandsit. Other-
wise, you would be a beggar, and I a—felon. As
to this fiirtation with young Chatham, it iz a
silly, childish affair. He will go off and forget,
you ine month, and fall in love with the next .-
pretty face he sees. (ur family pride and social
positien is too important to be sacrificed to a
merely romentic sentiment. You oughtnot, and
shall not allow it to influence you to becoms the {
means of ruining your family and bringing
your father’s gray'hairs down to a dishonoved
gruve.”

Millie was evidently deeply affected by these
words, the situation they disclosed, and the
stern, hard alternsative that they presented to
her. Her breathing came deep and spasmodie,
and o look of nnutterable sorrow and pity for
her father swept over her face. But guided by’
the pure intuitions of her faithful heart the
path of duty and of right lay clearly before
her, and the firm lmes sbout her mouth did
not relax.

< Father, you asked me if I loved you; I
mright, with greater propriety ask you the
game question;” seid she, spproaching him,
and placing her arm tenderly around his neck,
while her tears fell thickand fast. *‘But I will
not—I know you love your Millie ; and 28 I
know that, I know that you are promptad to
this by some horrible, mistaken policy. There
is, there must be some other way out of the
dlﬁicultles which surround you.”

+tThere is none,” he answered sternly.

“Then, whatever the consequenses may be,
my dear father, I connot do this thing,” said
she decigively, *~Whoever this may be, I. do
not and cannot love him ; to marry him, from
hny other motive whatever, would be a
sin ; to promise to love, honor and obey kim,
‘would be assuming sacred and life-long obliga-
tions which nature would reject; it would be
selling myself, and prostituting the holiest of
the human affections for worldly gein. Can
you ask such a sacrifice of your daughter?”
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¢ Are you mad, Millie?” demanded her fath-
er lifting his head, and gazing at her almost
fiercely. “Is it possible that you cen eprry
Your novel-reading nonsense to the extent of
ruining your father ¥*

“In novels they do differently, father,” ve-
plied Miilis, with s forced smile, though every

line of her face, from which every vestige of’

color had fled, showed how much it cost her to
utter the words. ““The heroine marries the
rich suitor, and buries her love, and pines
away in miserable grandeur. the remainder of
her life, But, as you force me to be plain, I
must say that I cannot feel it to be my duty to
secrifics myself, and every hope of happinesé
for the sake of another, even though he were
my father, because he has done wrong. If you
have done wrong, father, T am more gorry than
I.can tell ; butI do not believe it will right
that wrong for me to do a grenter one.  For it
is & great wrong you ask me to commit, a wrong
at war with nature, reagon and God. I cannot
forswesr myself bhefore.the altar and high
heaven, and doubly wrong him I marry in lov-
ing another and living & lie to him. Delieve
me, father, no. good can ever coms of doing
- wrong, and I will not tempt heaven by trying
to hide one sin by covermg lt with ope still
grester.”

Disapypointed, angered and surpnsed by such
pare and lofty sentiments from one he had
considered a8 & mere child, —sentiments, to do
him justice, that he could not apprecmte for his
view of the matter was o purely worldly one,—~
Mr.. Brinsley was about to reply, when he
heard a shufling in the hall, and looking
around quwkly beheld Mr. Furness standing
in the library decor, with both hands lifted us
if about to pronounce a benediction, “gazing
upon Miliie in beattific adoration.

¢ Pardon my abrupt entrance, Mr. Brinsley,”
said the old man, bowing to Millie and making
semi-circles.with his hands from his hesd out-
ward, © but I'was strolling by, to get a glance
ot my charmer's window, and seeing hex in your
study through the open window, I could not
resist the temptation,”—and before any reply
could be made, he had hobbled up to Millie
and'wos essaying o caress, and saying in his
squenlciest fones © < Ah, thig is my little daxl-
ing! Ajn’t it, now? it} wetify paps’s consent,
I know, snd then won't we be happy? . O, but
won't we though I”

Millie was elear-headed and qulesztted
She instantly reslized that this old man, in his

her hand! The ineeption of the thought, to
one of her refined and delicate sensibilities, was
attended with a feeling of unutterable loathing
and disgust, and she repulsed the old idiot with
& violenco that sent him staggermg to the other
gidé of the room.

“ Why, father, is it possible that this old
grandpa is the person you spolte of " exclaimed
she seornfully, looking deggers at the decrepit
suitor.  “ You must be as crazy as he

great grandfather,”
. “Why, Miss, it's true I'm not quite as young

ly, recovering his legs, but speaking from s
sufe distance, ¢ but I'm pretty pert and lively

look, and if you'd only—"

Millie, whose temper was up, sweepmg from
the room.

He stood looking after her in open-mouthed
agtonishment, until Mr. Lringley recalled him
to himself by saying, with an encouraging
smile: T told you she wonld object at first,
My, Purness. Iwas just brogehing the sub_]ect
to her when you eame m—most inopportunely,
Tarm sorry to say. She will come aronnd yet.”

when I came in,” replied the old gentleraan,
‘¢ ghe Iooked so pure and beautiful. Buf I see
shé’s got somte of the woman in her, Brinsley—
o little tinctare of the old Eve—eh, Brinsley #”
¢ They all hn.ve that, My. Furness,” replied
he with & grim smile. “* But she will come
around when she has time to think of it.”
Notwithstanding these encouraging words,
Furness was at first inclined to feel rather du-
bious about it, and was sensibly depressed and
lesg buoyant, But Mr. Brinsley redoubling his
asgurances, the old man x'yas at length satisfied,
and finally hobbled off, occasionally turning
about, and cesting furtive glances in the di-
roction in which he supposed his fair inamore-
{a’s window ta be, which it were ludrieous in
the extreme to have beheld.
- Mr. Bringley had been secrstly mortified and
exasperated almost beyond endurance by the-
independent and rebellions spirit his daugh-
ter had exhibited on this oceasion ; nor had
the inopportune srrival of the aged suitor, and
her contemptuous treatment of him, tended to
assunge these feelings, Besides, he had not
urged the matter upon her.as strongly as he
had infended, and therefore sought an early

seoond childhood, was the *srieh sujtor” for

opportunity to renew the subject with her. He

s, I wouldns soon think of marrying my’
ag T was,” spueaked the old gentleman gallant-

yet, Ican tell you. Tm nof half as old as I

:0, go along, yousilly old fool " mterrupte&

“ Well, I thought ghe was an angel surely,
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did so the next evening, and astormy interview
was the result, She was still firm in her deter-

-mination not to marry Furness, and argament

and entreaty were alike in vain. Mr. Brinsley
was 2 man not accustomed fo being crossed in
his purposes; and could illy brook opposition,
—especially from his daughter, to whom he
hdd always been o kind, though oold nnd re-
gerved parent.
match, and could not reconcile himself to re-
signing it ; it appeared to hiro, indeed, his lagt
hope, and he clung to it with all the stubborn-
ness of his inflexible nature. Finding persua-
sion of no avail, he determined to exert his
authority, relying upon the explicit obedience
Millie had ever given to his wishes - when put
in the form of sommends. He therefore told
her that he had tried to make her see the mat-

. ter in a proper light, but as she would not, he

hoped ghe would not dare to dxsobay his posi-

© tive orders,

“Ag I do not wish to force you intc this
marriage,” he said in conclusion, *I hope and
believe that when you reflect upon it seriously,
you will coincide with my views. If you do
not,” he added with marked emphasis, *‘never
call yourself o child of mine again, nor look to
me for love or sympnthy.”

«t Do not gny such dreadful things, father,”.

implored Millie, kneeling ‘by his side. “Do
not cost me off, beonuse my soul revolts against
such an unnatural connection. But know ! for

+ ouce end all, that I will not marry grandpo
"Furness! 1will bea beggar on the street, I

will die flrst.”

“Then leave my house this instant, unfilial
wreteh, viper-that you are!” exelaimed he in a
towering passion which he no longerattempted
to restrain, seizing her by the shoulders with
an iron-like grip, shaking heras a terrier
might a rat, and casting her from Lim with »
force that- 'sent her reeling across the .room.
“How dare you set your will in opposition to
mine !” he continued, rising and stamping on

the floor, as she fell half swooming, clasping |.

one hand to her hearf, shocked and pained
beyond expression. = ‘¢ Leave the room, instant-
Iy ! and do not let me see your face again until
you come nnd nsk my forgiveness, and yield
obedience to my commandk,” he sald advane-
ing towards her menacingly.

“That will never be, father,” said Millie
calmly 85 sheslowly rose and limped from the
room,

* We will see, you little ingrate,” he hissed
after her.

He had set his heart on this |
‘commanded her to leave his house, had laid

Millie retired to her own room, and having
bolted the door, threw herself upon the had nnd -
gave way to her feelings. Her arm and ankle
had been bruised against & table in her fall;
but she scarcely thought of these ; the pain
that drew forth the paroxism of grief and tears
which she now experienced wns deeper and
more incurable than any bodily injury. She
was proud and high-spirited ; her father had

violent hands upon, snd spurned her from his
very feet, and in & rage of pain snd passion
ghe determined to take him at his word.

"The night was very different from the preced-
ing ome. It was derk and?tormy and the rain
came down in terrents. All was still, and the
gervants had retived for the night, when
‘Millie left her own room, and glided noiseless-
ly to the one adjoining it. . This had been her
mother’s room ; it was here that she had died :
and it remained exactly as when she ocoupied
it. It was never used now, and seldom ever
entered by any one, except Millie, who loved,

| it and often spent hours in it, as if the spirit

of the departed lingered.about it and held
communication with her own. ~ Kneeling down
by the bed upon which her mother bad died,
the young girl breathed a silent prayer to Him
who has promised to be a parent to the orphan.
Then rising, she approached a closet, and took
therefrom a suite of male attire. Tt had be-
longed to her brother, who had died in his fif-
teenth year, several years before, and had been
piously preserved by his mother as 4 memento
of her beloved boy. In these garments . Millie -
dressed herself, after removing her own cloth-
ing,-end doing it up in a bundle.. Going to
tha dressing case, she took from ita ppir of
golden bracelets, of & peculiar and unique de-
sign, set in diamounds, and huving carefully
weapped them up, put them in one of the
pockets of the cont she had donmed. ¢ My
mother’s gift, and—and Lionel always admired
them g0 mtch,” she marmured softly. h
*There now ! she continued in an altered
tohe, stepping in front of the mirror, *what
kind of & boy do I make?’ But she blushed

form in these strange habiliments. “0, I for-
got my heir 1" ghe added, us the long, dark
tresses eaught her eye,-and their imappropri-
ateness for & boy for the first time occcurred to .
her. *“ That will never do—but p! slmll s00R
remedy that.”

With & pair of seissors she deliberntely and
methodically clipped off her hair above her .

involuntarily as she saw the reflection of her ~
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ears, like a boy's, wrapped it in a newspaper,
lighted it with & match and cast it into the
grate.

“’I‘Ixere! that Wlll do! I think I shall pass
now,” she said, surveying herself once more,
Then turning to take a Inst look at the apart-
ment, sho-added: * Dear mother, if the dead
retarn o earth and hover over their-loved ones
here as guardian angsls, come with your child
now, follow her footsteps, and guard her from
evil. Her tryst is now in Giod and thee.”

8o saying, she put the bundle containing her
clothes under her arm, turned out the gas, and
laft the room, closing the door after her. Soon
after, the mufiled figure of & boy, with a bun-
dle under his arm, emerged from g side door
of the moavsion. A vivid flash of lightning,
followed by a roll of thunder, seemed to startle
him, a8 he stood on the steps o moment, look.
ing first one way, then another, irressolutely,
o8 if in doubt what dizection to tale. Pale
and trembling, he cast » glance in the direction
of ‘the Erie canal, and then leaving the grounds
of the mansion walked rapidly slong the street
lending towards that watery highway. When
within a block o1 two of the canal, he waa
met and accosted by & young and miserably
clad female,

*For God’s sake, sir,” said she, “give me|

something to buy shelter from this dreadful
giorm. I am hungry, and faint, drenched and
chilled. . T shall not need charity iong.”
: 8o young, and yet so miserable replied
theboy. “There are those, it seems, worse
off éven then myself. Tt is little T have io
give, poor girl,—but I will divide with you,
Here is some money ; and heve; take this bun-
dle. Ti belonged to afriend of miné, who will
nover mote noed it. It containg o decent suite
of clothing. Put it on, and obtain & lodging
somewhere. Trust in God."

8o snying, the boy continued his way mpldly
The young outesst, who, indeed, appeared to
be very young for suck, tock the “bundle with
gome surprise, and was ebout to thank the
giver; but he had disappeared in the darkness.
“Tragt in God ™ she muttered bitterly. *“I
have tried to frust and pray ; but it's no use.
God has forgotten me now, beeause I' forgot
him when I was happy.. It _matters little,
though. "Thié money will buy me & night's
lodging and a;supper. But what is the tise of
preserving a life that is full only of guffering
and shame ?’  She portially opened the bundle,
snd saw what it coniained by the frequemt

bread ! No matter, it will anewer for my, bri-
dal robe. . Not such a bridel, though, as I
foolishly expected, when I listened too readily
to his treacherous promises and left the home
of my innocent childhood. But my bridat
robes, nevertheless.
them on, that I mn.y appear decently when they
find me.”

‘Thus talking to herself, the now desperate,
reckless and despairing girl directed her own
stops towards the canal. The storm no longer
had any . terroxs for her, and the' drenching
rain would soon Ioose its marvow-chilling pow-
er over her graceful, delicate and besntifully
moulded form. ,

Oh, love, love love! Perpetuating power,
that with links of hearts extendeth the chein
of humen life upon the globe : a chain gar.
landed with flowers of beauty, ever blooming
anew to each generation that eagerly plucketh
them, and will believe only by experience that
thorns lurk beneath! Here are two mournful
examples of thy mighty influence: two maid-
ens, both young and fair, have left home,
Irindred, fair fame, all behind, and are braving
death with a heroism nobler then that of the
warrior who faces him on the battle-field, —-a.nd
all for Iove !

CHAP. IV, —SADNEER, SIN, AND SLAVERY.
FTER his interview with Millis, Mr.
Brinsley went to his room, and did not
retire until late. He wasin no mood for re-
pose, and paced the floor for hours, revolv-
ing the condition of his affairs in his mind, end
trying to devise some plan fo extricate himself
from the difftoulties which surrounded him. It

appearsnce in the breakfast room. His spinstex
sister awaited him in grim patience; but he was
gurprised to find that Millie hed not yet come
down, and inquired for her. .

T have not s_!éen' her this morning,” said
Miss Brinsley, teking her seat at the head of
the table.

" Mr, Bringley rang for a servant, and ordered
her to summon Millie to breakfast.
returned,' looking perplezed and surprised, and
said that Miss Millie wag not in her room, and
thet it had the appeardnce of not having been
occupied the previous night. - .

-+ Bee if you can find her,” said he, unfolding
the morning paper, which lay by his plate as
ususl, while his sister poureﬁ the coffee with an

flnshes of lightning, *Fivery, when I want

mjured alr.

Ha, ha, ha! I wili put

was late the next morning before he made his .

* Varlous versions of the matter appeared in the

The maid ~ papers; but the most popular one was that in a

- old Mr. Furness.

' You are all rather fardy this moraing,” she
remarked. ‘‘Breakfast is nearly cold.”

Mr. Brinsley only rattled the paper in reply,
and read it in silence. Some time elapsed, and
it wanse evident from the frequemcy with which
he furned the paper that he was growing impe-
tiont. Miss Brinsley said she would thenk him
for abit'of the stenk, and remarked that it had
been astormy night; she pitied any one t]mt had
been out in it.

“I wonder what esn keep that girl so long,
ahd why Millie does notcome to her breakfast,”
said Mr, Brinsley, as he helped her plate,

“There’s no use in irying to account for her
whims,” replied Miss Brinsley, commencingher
breakfast with the utmost nnoencern.

Mr. Brinsley fook up the paper again “At
length’ the maid returned, looking mystlﬁed
Millie was not to be found anywhers. Mr.
Brinsley's irritation began to give place to
slarm. He dispatched servants to the houses of
the different friends of the family where she
wag in the habit of visiting. One by one they
all returned with the same message. No ons
had seen anything of her. For the first time he
now recalled the ocession of their quarrel, his
harsh treatment of her, and his orders to her to
lenve the house. A sickening dread and fore-
boding came over him that she had rashly
faken it into her head to take him at his word,

and that she had sought out Lionel and eloped |

with him, Leaving his breakfast untnsted, he
hastened to his counfing room fo enguire if
Chatham had been geen gince the previouns dey.
No, no one had seen him. The police wers
next called intorequisition and consulted with.
Tliey took the matter in hand, and soon dis-
covered that young Chatham had taken a morn.
ing train for Chicago the previous day, and
that he went alone, No.trace could be found of
any person answering to Millis's deseription,
who had lsft the city in any direction. A tho-
rough search throughout the city was made,
and advertissments inserted in the eity papers,
and those of New York, offering a reward for
any information concerning her whereabouta.

temporary fit of insanity she had left herhowe
and either wandered off, -or destroyed herself.
It was generelly remarked that the most cager
and anxious inquirer for the missing girl wes
He searecly ate or slept, and
was in & state of constant feverish anxiety. He
ingtitnted a separate and independetit yearch on

He was waited on, the fifth day after Millie's
disappesrance, by some men who came to claim
the reward. A body had been found in Onan-
daga oreek, under an old skiff; it had evidently
been in the water gomeé days; and the weather
being warm, was considerably decayed; the face
was discolored and bloated beyond recognition;
the cat-fish had eaten part of her face and hands;
but the clothing answered exactly to the de-
seription of that worn by the missing girl; and.
a letter, in pencil, was found in the pocket of
the dress which left no doubt that she had vol-
untarily drowned herself.

A’ coroner's jury was summoned, and Mr.
Brinsley and his sister notified. The moment
they saw the body, they recogmzea it, by the"
clothing, as that of Millie, and the note found
in the dress pocket was unmistakably of her
writing. It bore the date of the might of her.
disappenrance, and ran briefly thus:

' My dear Fother :
‘“Forgive me, if what I do grieves you.
Death in any shepe to me is preferable to the
course you desired me to pursue, and rash and
unjustifisble ns my action may seem, my resolve
i firm and fixed. Heaven will surely find you
some other way gut of your troubles. Do not
judge me too hardly, and if we never meet again .
on earth, my farewell prayer is that we may in -
heaven, where no anger or SOYrOw can ever
aome between you, and
“ Your loving daughter,
¢ Mt "

What, then, would not the bowed and
gtricken man have given to recall her to him
and to earth, if but for one brief moment
in which to have unsaid those hard and
hnsty words, and implore her forgiveness!
How willingly he could then have given her
her own way, grafified her slighiest wish in
everything withont cross ot dictation! But it
was too late. . The die was cast by Fate, and no
earthly power could now change it. Ha could
only weep over her insnimate clay, bid them -
bear her back to that home from which he had .
tashly driven her, and which must now be for-
ever desolate. )

Mr.- Furness, unable to face the heart-rend-
ing spectacle, had gone to Mr., Brinsley’s man-
sion, almost frantic, pnd awnited their refurn in
‘despairing hope. Poor old man ! he had loved
her with all the unreasoning madness of a sec-
ond youth, like unto the second spring of a
tree that blooms in antumn, only to be blasted-
by the frosts of winter. When the melancholy
procession bore the body into the house, where
he sat, hollow-gyed, worn and haggard, looking

his own account, and offered a large reward.

ten years older than he had a week before, be
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arose, wailing and almost beside himself with
grief, cast upon it one agonizing look, turned
deathly whits,. tottered and would have fallon
heavily to the floor, had he not been ca.ught in
. Mr. Brinsley’s arms.

#Zoke1 here, Feke —aomebody——help me
~move Mr, Furness I”. cried Mr. Brinsley, obsexv-

ing that the old man had fa.llen into & death-
like swoon. '

Zeke, short for Ezekiel Wenn, Mr. Brmsley )
“hired toan, was no where to be geen, nnd one of
. the OCoroner's jury, a friend of Me. Brinslay's

‘who had accompauied him home with the
corpse, asgisted him, They bore him into the
library and laid him on & sofa.

‘*Ruan, Jones, for a doctor, while we revive
him " cried Mr. Brinsloy, chafing the old man’s
wrists, and feeling his pulse. “ Be qnick, or he
‘is & dead man. . I will bring some brandy from
the dining room, and try to get him to gwallow
gome of it."” -

The few spectators of this scens, affer crowd-
ing around the fainting man a few moments,
and assuring themselves thatit was only a faint.

_ing fit, returned to hover around the more awful |

spectacle lying in the parlor, which had in it that |

strange aitraction which death everseems to ex.
ercigoover the living, Teft alone with the old
men, who wag still unconselons, Mr. Brinelsy
atarted suddenly and turned psle. Quickly
glencing around the room to sssure himgelf that

10 one was near, as if moved by a sudden im- |

pulse he cautionsly approached the 'door, nnd
after glancing out stealthily closed it. Thenhe
stood by the old man, trembling ns if with an
ague, feeling his pulse. Hi# conntenance atthat
moment would have been a study for a painter.
His brows were drawn down and contracted,
his lips firmly closed, and the muscles about his

mouth and the lower part of his face drawn’

down with » most determined' and diabolical
" expression. The demon of avarice had sug-
- gested to him how easy it would be fo stop the

old man's breath, so that he would never re--

vive! No human being counld ever possibly
know it, and then—and then by the recent will,
now thet Millie was dead, he would be the sole
inheritor of his property!

Letting the fainting man’s hand fall hmply
by his side, with ome hand he carefully held
his nose, while he firmly pressed the other over
his mouth. He stood, quaking and holding
them in this position » few moments, glaneing
uneasily from his victim to the door, Once,
when he fancied he heard steps in the hall, he
releagsed his hold, and commenced chafing his

wiists. Assured that it was a false alarm, he
placed them as before, still watehing the door,

and ‘with confracted and corrugated brow lis-
tened intently for any approaching step. None

came. .
Atlength the oid man Gegan to show signs of
returning life, moving his hands and limbs
convulsively, and struggling for breath. With.
out removing his eye from the door, or releas-
ing his hold, he pressed his knees and elbows
against his struggling viotim, end held him se-
curely until gome minutes after he had ceased
tomove. The old man'shands gradually sanl,

limp and helpless by his side, ond hislimbs be-

came motionless; a few convulsive movements,

andthen he was guite passive. , For some mi-
nubes longer the murderer retained his grasp.
When at last he Teleated it, and Jooked full isito
the face of his' old dead friend, swollen and
purple, his eyesstaring, glassy and protrudmg,
he shrank back in horror-and covered his own
face with his hands,

At this moment he was aroused by the sound

of footsteps in the hall, and had the presence of
‘mind to throw the door open, and ery, .

“Mzke haste, for God's sake! I mm afraid
heis dead,” just a8 the Doctor uand J ones hastily
entered the room.

4 Throw open the windows !" exclmmed the
doctor. He felt, the dend man’s wrist, applied
his hand to his heart, peered into his eyes and
shook his head in o perplexed, but decided man-
ner.

«Can you save him yet, Doctor " inquired
Brinsley with an anxiety that was not at all as-
sumed, though it sprang from a very different
cauge from that supposed by those who heard
H :

T will try,” said the Doctor, ‘“but I fear he
is gone. How did it happen ?”

v He fainted away when they brought my
poor girl in, and. did not come t0.” exclaimed
Brinsley, so eagerly that the doctor locked at
him with surprise and said :

« Painted t—did you sey ? Did he not re-
vive 1"

# Brinsley turned pale, ignorant of the drift of
the doctor's query, and fearful of committing
himself,
congeiously helped him out, by adding; ¢ This
does not look like a fuinting fit—sse how purple
his face is—more like apoplexy.”

Ok 1" Brinsley felt wonderfully relieved, and
drew & long breath.. Begded drops of eold per-
gpiration stood npon hisforehead. [ fried to

give him brandy, but could not get any down

“wof the liguor on the cravat of the decedsed.)
" #¢He sesmed to purtinlly arouse, and go off into

ook a thumb laneet from his pocket, ripped up

- ayes.

- he gnve Brinsicy his other hand,-—*upon this

- his state of health, but be did not have the ap-

Fortunately for him, the dootor un--
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thim.,” (This was a.pqaarentljr true,— -he hed
mmade n faint atteropt of the kmd spilling some

i Spasm again,

““Ah, ba,” said the doctor, now quite satis-
ied. T thought so, It is all over—neverthe-
Hess—" He'did not finish the sentence, bul\

the sleeve of the dead man’s shirt and coat with
‘his knife, and opened a vein. Only a little thin
:reddish fluid, andfa few black elots oozed fro

ithe worind. He turned the corpse over on its
igide, and lowered its head. ¢ No, it is too late,”
.he said, composing the form, and closing the
¢ Heart-clot formed from syneope, evi-
dently,” he said,” putting on his left glove.
““Sad, very sad; accept my condolence—here

double bereavement—your daughter and your
old friend.”

_ It is very hard indeed, Doetor Singleton,”
rephed Brinsley, wiping his eyes. = .

¢ Hard, hoard, \?ery hayd, sir,—but such .is
life, snd—but, really sir, this death of My, Fur-
ness is rather s singular one.”

“Veory unexpected—I knew he was old and
weak, but I never drenmed of such a thing,”
#aid Brinsley,

I believe he was not subject at all to apo-
plexy? Brinsley shook highend. I was not
his usual medieal attendant, knew very little of

pesranceof a person predisposed to apopleptio
attacks. Ithink my diagnosis the correot ome;
but if you wish, we will eall in Dr. Bradford,
and—"" ‘ :
It is wholly unnecessary,” Brinsley has-
tened to may. ~ I have every faith in your
gkill and judgment, Doetor, and shall avail
myself of them whenover ocension requires.” -
-4+ Ah, thanks; but I must be off--command
me, I pray, at any time, Mr Brinsley,” replied
the Doctor, naturaily flattered. I believe
there is nothing more I can do, now, so & good
day, Mr. Brinsley, & good day.” And the Doe-
tor was walking off as briskly as if the lives of
helf the people in Syracuse dspended upon his
immediate presence, although it was, probably,
the fivst call he had had that day. He was n young
surgeon, of grent promise in his profession, in
which he had perfroted himself under the di-
rection of the best maaters of the art in this
country and Europe, thanks to & rich uncle.
Five years hefore, he had returned to Syra-

cuse, his native place, and hung out the modest
sign of ‘“Warwick ‘Singleton, M.D., C.M., Phy-
sician &nd Burgeon,” with high hopes of. fame
and fortune.” Some fame he had sequired, as

siderable practice, prineipally surgical,—but ns

yet, dame Fortune had noglected to eall upon
him. Some four years previcusly, he had felt
pretty sure that she was meditating doing so.
It wag just after he had performed » very bril-
Lant and successful operation upeon a blind girl

sight. It was in the. papers, and brought. him
some notoriety and practice, and gave him an
acknowledged position among opthalmic sur-
geons; but the public are very prone to forget
merit, and sgince then, his income had enabled
him to dress well, board at a first-class hotel,
and mingle in the best society of the eity —bub

the present emergency simply becanse his sign
was the first one thet Mr. Jones saw when hal
went out in guest of & physician,

As wo were saying, Dr. Singleton was walk-
ing off with an air of business haste, when Mr.
Brinsley called him back, My dear Doetor,
this blow is s0 sudden and unexpected, T am
completely prostrated and incapacitated for
seeing to the necessary arrangements. Persons ‘
acoustomed to Iaying out the dend are wanted, :
'and o sesmstress to assist my aister. May I
trouble you to send them? Whatever expen-
ges—" Mr. Brinsley -seemed anxious to give
him money, a sum quite disproportionats, ap-
perently, fto any disbursements he would be
likely to have to make. -

¢ Clertainly, certainly, Mr. Brinsley, with
plensure,” said the Doctor, looking at the roll
of bank bills queerly, but declining them with
0. decided negative wave of his gloved hand,
adding, *That matter you hed better ‘gettle
with the parties yourself. ”

#Ah, P'm quite unstrung, Doctor; I hardly
know what T am doing,” said Brinsley, redden-
ing with confusion, and putting up the bills
+ Pleasge send them to me, then.”

« At gnce, Mr, Brinsley, good day again.”
And this time the Doclor was off sure enough,
wondering at his strange maenner, and asking
himself, “What the dcuce Brinsley meant by
offering him monay ¥?

Mr. Brinsley could ouly bow his acknow-’
ledgments in silence, and walk from the room
with his handkerchief to his face, as if to re-~

.

|

an expert operator, and had worked into con- -

in the *Orphan's Home,” restoring her eye- =

nothing beyond. ' He was not Mr. Brinsleys. I
| family physician, snd had been called in upon
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press hig tears; but in reality to shut odt the
vision of that purple visage with the glaring,

" glassy eyes protruding from their sqckets<a
sight Jhowever, which though it might be hid
from eovery eye save the All-seemg Eye, no
hendkerchief,’ no lids however tightly closed,no
veil or curtain or wall could ever more shut out
from his guilty soul. -

But was it hid from every human eye? Have
walls and windows, and closets with key holes
in them noeyes? Ask Zeke Wonn, who sad-

- denly, and mysteriously appeared in the room
& few moments after his master left it, and start-

" led Mr. Jones, who was performing o few last

friendly offices for the dend man, by coming up
behind bim and asking,

15 ho dend, Sir?*

“Yes, Zeke, he is dead.”

.““Then.the Lord have mercy on his soul, and
N -‘tha mesther's too,”
Wlf.’.h thig he left the room abruptly, and Mr

Thg storm, whose brewing none knew of suve
Himgelf, sunk back into the depths from which
it had threatened to rise, and Mr. Brinsley's
financiel sky suddenly cleared. He wos a
doubly wenlthy and prosperous man now, The
last will and testament of Abel Furnegs, de-
cehsed, was admitted to probate; no one dis-
puted its validity ; the death of Millie Belle
. Brinsley was proved; the usual formalities
ﬁerﬂ gone throngh with, and Henry Brinsley,
" Esq. came into possession of the estates, funds
and stocks of the deceased, who was buried
with approprla.te ceremonies, and his lagt rest-
ing place honored with a handsome and costly
monument erected by the grateful inheritor of
his wealthi. ‘ _
¢ 1t'g an i1l wind that blows no body good.”
So thought Zeke Wern, who had now he-
come one ot the most deveted of servants, al-
ways by his mastersmde, makmg himself, with
‘& mysterious air of mingled obseqnionsness
and insolence, as necessary to his existence. ag
~ posiible. An air that, -while it offended his
mester, aroused in his'guilty mind & vagua fear
and suspicion that ever rose like an undefined;
threatening shadow whenever he thought of
turning the fellow away. The guilty are ever
“cowards, haunted by a nameless terror whose
Pprosence they fee!, though they cannot see if,

. persuade-themgelves, ag they will, with the de-|

~ lusive hope that it is ot dogg:ng their every
step, ready ab any, perhaps the most unexpect-
ed moment, o stand reveeled before them.

Zeke's eyes fixed wpon him with & knowing,
sinister look. Yetno words had passed between
thom to give rise to the belief that this man
whom be drended and foared, yet. knew not

sedret. ¢ The fellow may have his suspicions,
he can Imow nothing.,” he thought ; and the
thonght consoled, but did not satisfy him,
But as Zeke became more insolent, his master
beeam: more restless under the restraint which
his man-servant’s presence imposed upon him,
and he detormined to be rid of it.  His increas-
ed possessions brought him little comfort or
enjoyment, while this fellow ent llke Mordeoai
at his gate.

1 think you can find some other situation
that will suit you better than this, Zeke,” Mr.
Brinsley summoned courage to say one day,
when long guffering forbearance had. eensed to
be a virtue, For Zeke was not content to con-
fine his tyranny to his master. Miss Brinsloy

that he must leave the house, or she would.
Sweet and gentle Annie Henshaw, who, since
that memorable day on which those two awful
forms lay shrouded in the mansion, had been a
constant inmate of the household,avoided him
as she would an ill natured cur. Mr. Brinsley
nlone seemed -blind fo the heughty assump-
tions of this coa,rse; ignorant lackey.

¢J think I can dispense with your services
a8 8000 a8 yont month is up,” continued Mr
Brinaley, fastening on his cravat, while Zeke
was officiously brushing his vest, seeing that
his  man continued his ocoupation without,
seeming to hear him, For the brief conyersa-
tion'we are about to relate took place in Mr.
Bripsley's dressing room, adjoining his bed-

-had shaved his master, and was sssisting him
to dresa.

“ I don't think you can, sir, beggm yer per-
ding,—not contradictin’ ye, sir; but I don’t

think ye can, gir,” replied Zeke mysteriously

without looking up. Had he done so, he
might have obsérved that his mester paled,

and that his hand trembled so that he conld
nof fasten the loop of the eravat over the but-
ton, though he tried to say : :

¢t Ah, you think not, ¢h?” in a very uncon-
carned manner. ‘

i Yls, sir,” replied Zeke, sﬁolldly

“ And why not, pray?” Mr. Brinsley raftled
the brushey on hig dressing cnse as he asked
the question, and taking up one commenced to

Bnnsiey fancied that he occasionally detected | brush his halr, as if whoily mdlﬂ’erent to the

why, was in possession of any part of his fatal

had often declared that he was unbearablo, and

chamber, one moxning after Zéke, as usuel,
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reply for which he listened with all his ears.

“It's no use my sayin’ why,” replied Zeke,
with particuler stress on the why; ¢ catBe you
know, en’ I know, an' two's enoygh to know
gome things,” Jaying down the vest, and taking
up his master’s coat. ‘

If Mr. Brinsley had paled before, he turned
ghastly white a this, and the brush fell from
his hand with a crash, breaking s little hand
mirror that lny upon the marble slab of the
dressing case, . The nameless terror whose
shadowy presénce e had so long felt had mani-
fested itgelf at last, and struck him full in the
face with its skeleton hand, He staggered
backwards into o large ensy ‘chair, and gasped
faintly © water!”

«This ‘1l do yer more good,” smd Zeke,
peuring out a glass of wine from a Bohemian
bottle upon the dressing atand, and offering it
to his master. The latter swallowed it ab a
gulp.

“Wat's er mabter, sir?" asked Zeke, when
his magter had partially recovered.

“ Nothing. Ifelt faint, Ask Anme to brmg'
uap my coffee, Zeke.”

4o ¥is, gir, in & minit. As I was sayin', sir,
it's ne well ye spoke,” said Zeke, turning his
back to his master and looking out of the win-
dow while he spoke, ¢for1’as jista thinkin’
of doin’ so myself. T thought I'd wait till
things got a little settled, as they is now. An’
if ye please, sir, I'd like my wages raised ; an’
I've heen a fuithful servant, I hopes ye wont
deny, su', an’ if ye please, str, to lend me some

~ money.”

«Youw've been a very good boy, Zeke, I must

K sy, though s little overbearing at times,” re-
.- plied the bumiliated Brinsley soothingly, kmow-

ing full well without daring to ask, that this
odious parasite was, somehow, in possesgion of
his terrible secret, and meant to profit by it
His gin had found him out ; he was no longer
a free man; but a slave to the caprice of the
master of that sin.

*“Which I didn’t mean to be, axin’ your pax-
ding, sir,” said Zoke,

“T'm alwaye vendy to serve those mho serve
me,” continued Brinsley, and with more confi-
denoe in his tone ; now that he sew this rageal’s
object was money, he was ready to buy him off,
uye ns snxious to do it as he could be to be
bought off.  “ How much do you want?'

AT 'as gom to say, sir, my brother Eli,
he went West some time ago and seitled ; an’
‘he's hought s little place, an' owes on it, ‘an’ I
promiged to lend him some money; sn' I'm

wantin' alittle mywelf for other things, an' if
it ain’t axin' too much, sir, I'd like a couple of .
thotuisand dollars,”—Brinsley winced—** an’ I'll
be satisfied with. seventy-five dollars a month
wages—’cause,” he hastened to add, '‘Ilike
the place, an’ I'd rather not leave, if you please,
gir ; an’ now we've come to a understandin’,
Il try an’ be a better servant than I ever was,
gix, an’ you'll have no eause to complam of me
again.”

Bringley remained Sﬂent 8 whiIe, durmg
which Zeke resumed his brushing operation on
the coat. “Iamin this fellow's power; if I
defy him;, or send him away, thers i no know-
ing what may happen,” thought the wretched
man ; and for the moment that dark what sug-
gested an unpleasant tightness about his shirt
collar—for they hung folks in those days.
-« Perhnps it is as well to keep him near me for
the present—at any rate, I must temporize with
him, “Very well, Zeke,” he said slond at
length, “it's & ‘bargain, See that’ you keep
your proper place in future,”

send Annie vp with your coffee right away,”
replied the man humbly, and lefs the a.part
ment.

- A slight, lithe girlish ﬁgnre, with a rosy fa.ce.
and Jsn aburndance of glossy dark hair soon
after entered the room, bearing a silver ter {ray
on which was a little service of the sgame ma-
térial, lined and rimmmed with gold, and a cozy
little breakfast of lamb chops, hot muffins,
crisp potatoes, golden cream, & litila marigold- ‘
colored roll of butter, and a smoking little pot
of coffee that filled the room with ifs pleasant
aroma.

 Good morning, Mr. Brinsley," said she, in
a joyous, free voice, and with a smile that
brightened all her face Iike a gleam of May -
gnnshine.. **Yown are notlooking well, this morn-
ing. I hope you are not ill, sir?”

« A little faint, Annie, my dear ; but I think -
 that cherming breakfast will make me feel bet. .
ter,” replied he. ¢*Have you had yours yet?

4Qh, yes, sir; three hours .ago. ~Shali I
‘put it on the table, sir?” said she. -

#If you please, And then sit down, Annie,
Iwant to talk with you,” he replied.

Bhe did as direeted, her native curiosii;y. not
a little excited by the unusunlrequest. But'we
must reserve an introduction to Annie Hen-
ghaw, and what Mr. Brinsley had tosay to her,
and some other matters of & less pleasant na-
ture growing out of the recent understanding

between Mr, Brinsley and Ezekiel Wenn for the

$¢Yis, sir, your cost is ull ready, sir, an’ I’11 o
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next chapter ; after which the muse of our his-

tory will most probably direct us to “go West,”

" where we may, possibly encounter an.old and

handsome acquaintance, whom we firat met

some ten years fsince, by the name of Eli Wenn.

CHAP, V.—HOW ME. BRINSLEY CAME TO MAKE A
GHANGE OF BASE, .

Al HAT is your age, Annie? nsked'

Mr, Bringley, after deliberately
pouring out & cup of coffec and adding eream
and sugar to ity

- “Bixteen, my lagt birth-day,” replied Annie

Henshaw, somewhat surprised at the question.

“T wish you would tell me ail you know of
yom' past histoiy, sinte you can first Temerber,”

. said Mr, Brinsley. I have an object in malx-
ing the request. Itis that I may serve you.
But I will explain my rensons fully when you
have told me all yoit know of yourself.?

Annie was still more surprised; but by no
nieans loth to comply There wag a myatery
surrounding her early life that she had never

S been ble to penetrate, and her henrt gave a

great bound of hope, whils Mr. Brinsley was
speaking, that he mighit know something of it,
and assist her -in unraveling it. After some
farther questioning, therefors, she related her
little history to bim, with trathful simplicity,
and o few, to him, unimportant reservations,
* whils he digposed of his breakfast and listenad
with & kind and respectful attention that won
her confidence, oceasionally askmg & question
upon some point.

. It ig not to our purpose as. yet to unfold any
pn.rh of that Bad little history to our readers;
put in due time they shall know it. It had now
been some two months since Millie’s death. and
dm:iﬁﬂ that time Apnie had been an in-
mate of Mr. Brinsley's fam:ly She was, in
fact, the seamstress whom Dr. Bingleton had
sent to assist Miss Brinsley in making up the
mourning goods upon that sad occasion. She
was about Millie's own age, size and general
appgnmnlca, so_much so, in fact, that ag Mr

. Bringley saw her gliding noiselessly about the
house, making her useful presence folt svery-
where in many arrangements for his comfort,
bringing the sunshine of an innocent znd joy-
ous young girl into its desolate shadows, and
ocoasionally cnught her playing some of his
dead daughter's familier picces upon the pisno,
ghe reminded him of her'almost daily. In her
best moods, his sister was not the most agree-
sble companion in the world, and she was often

-

man,

Bharp'and irritable. On the other hand Annie's

fresh young face was always mdiant with the
delugive hope and happiness of youth, She

wag veady to converse with him, read to him, or =
play for him, and it was her deff hands that cut -
.| and sewed his papers, and placed them ready

to his hand every morning. He had begun to
feel that he should miss her when she went
away; and then to-ask himse¢lf why she need
go away at all, to feel, in fact, that she was
necessary to him, and that he would like to

keep her with him always, It ig the highest.

evidence of one's worth and usefulness, that.
they are missed when the places that knew
them once know them no moye-—that they can-
not go out'of our homes and out of our lives,
without leaving & void in them.

Mx. Brinaley had become, also, & changed
There is searcely any such thing as total

depravity in human nature. The vilest. and

| wickedest man or woman has some, perheps .

many good traits, many elements of virtue wo-
ven in with their vices, though the latter from

their darker texture which brings them into

bold relief may entirely obscure the lighter
threads,
being wholly bad. Such 4n one would be, in-
deed, a demon incarnate. Mr. Brinsley was
no exception to the general rnle of humanity.
He had his wenknesses and vices, and wanted
that . deeply inlaid prineiple which under all

circumastances rises superior to the temptations

of evil. He liad, when hard pressed, and in a
moment when great temptation and opportunity
combined, yielded to an influence -stronger
than his moral nature, and committed & capital

and damning erime,—one of the greatest and

darkest that can stain the soul—the murder of
a fellow being, And since then he had euffored
mental. tortures equal to many physion! deaths,
—the torture of fear, of remorse, anxiety, sus-
pense, dread, uncertainty, and that still grenter
torture for which thers is no name, no word in
any language to. express it, which coraes from
an ever present sense of having done a great
wrong—a terrible somefhing only faintly typifi-
ed by Banguo's ghost at. Macbeth's fenst, and
those ** damned spots™ on Lady Macbeth's hand
which ail the waters of the ocean, mor all the
perfumes of Arabin the blessed .might ever
cause to ‘“out.”

And suﬁ"ermg, from whatever ceuse it may
come, like flood and five, change and purify, I
repeat it, Mr. Brinsley was an altered man. A
bad, wicked man still; but he had suffered,
and he was changed He had been hard and

It is hexd te conceive of a human - .
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exacting, stern and eold to hir poor daughter.

He did not know it then, did not mesn to be,
I was his nature, and he had aeted out that
nature uncensciously, He knew it now, felt it
keenly, was sorry for it, would have given all
he possessed on enrth to have been able to
live over the Inat year of his life. Too Iate: .

i '  Norall
Our prayers and tenrs, por deep remorse may call
One vanished hope or humble pleasure back ;

For we may not retrace life's erring track
As graven on the granite map of fate; '

Alas! that wisdem should be Jearned too late,
That age’s knowledge and regrets are vain -

To lessen anght the burden of its pain.?f

Does some parent, perchance, repd these lines,
who at soms period has lost a son or a dangh-
ter? Then he or she will know how much

- dearer they are in death than in life, how glad

they are to remember every act of kindness or
indunlgence bestowed upon thern, with what re-
morse every severity, however just
such parent has learned a legson mever to be
forgotten; is kinder and more forbearing to
their remaining children than ever before, as if
40 atone for past barshness to one to whom they
may never be Lkind again. They alone can
truly appreciate Mr. Brinsley's changed man-
ner. He had no remaining child to atoneto
for his mistreatment of Millie; was it anything
strange then that the feeble tendrils of his
heart, feeling out from its despair and darkness
towards the light should cling to Annie?

After his breakfast, Mr. Brinsley came down
from his-room a lighter-hearted and a happier
man than he had been for many a day. He
knew just where he stood with Ezekiel Wenn;
he was for sale, and he had an abundance of
money with which to purchase him and safety.
And he had a bright, fresh and innocent young
croature mpon whom to lavish the unwasted
love of his childless heart. Annie had gladly
acceded to his proposal; it was all definitely
seftled between them; and to her it was the
happiest day that ha.d ever shined upon her,
Henceforth she was to be the daughter of one of
the wealthiest men in Syracuse, the heiress of
his fortune !

How true it is that .« there is.nio rest for the
wicked.” Mr. Brinsley was made to feel this
truth every day of his life: Wenn was-his Old
Mpn of the Ses. Mr. Brinsley was not long in

" discovering his objeet in wishing to remain

with him. He'bad an attachment for Jane
Mooney, one of the housemaids, and would not
hear to her being discharged. Neither would

" tent, with things a8 they were.

Every

he consenit-to marry her, accept a snug liftle
fortune and go West. He liked an easy care-
less life; he was indolent and ivn‘omnt, knew
he bad his master in his power, and was con-
He had, too,an
infirmity for strong drink, which kept Mp.
Brinsley in perpetual terror, lest .while under
its influence he might betray the terrible secret
in his unsafe keeping. He was Damocles on a

ppurple couch, surrounded with wealth and
luxury, with the glittering sword of Justice

guspended over his héad from. his richly carved
ceiling by a single hair. Tt was alike useless .
to remonstrate or resdon with Zeke,

. ““I¥'s o family failin', sir,” the latter would
reply. - My father liked his drop before me;

‘and my brother has had his day at it, an’ a fine

doy hemade of it, too. Theyall have had their
day at it, sir, an’ I must have mine, by yer
Pave, sir. Eli couldn’t help it, when it tuk’im,
ner no more could our father; no more can I.
It's my natur!, sir.”

“ But you know the danger of if,—to your-
gelf, a8 well as to me,—you have told me it
killed “your father—your brother too, I sup-
pose ?” said Brinsley.

“ That's thrue for yez, sir, barin’ my brother,
He stopped when he'd had his da.y at it au',
sl L”

‘“Ishould never have taken you into my
employ, Zeke, had I known of this habit,” re-
plied Mr. Brinaley.

“Indade, Sir, an’ I hadn’t the habit af all
thin," said Zeke. ‘I hadn’t took to it mueh
thin, sir. It's the throuble thet's on my mmd
makes me take to it now,”

- What trouble ?”

“The secret that I oughtn’t to be ka.pm '
sir.”

This last axgument always olosed the diseus-
sion in Zeke's favor, with sn admonition from
Brinsley to be extremely cautious in- his re- .
Inerks, and profuse assurances from him that
My, Brinsley need never feel the least uneasi-
niess npon thet score, ag he was “never so full
of the drink that he did not know what he was
dbout.” Assurances that Mr. Brinsley had no
alternative but to trust to until he could. ma-
nagé to get rid of this unsafe custodian of his
honor, and very life itself; and thathe did trust
to too much. ‘

It soon became ‘evident thatin moments of
maudlin confidence with Jane, orhis beon com-

' panions, he hed let sundry dark hints drop

about baving Brinsley <under his thumb,”.
and being sble to command money whenever
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‘he wanted it In fact, a subtle; indefinable,
something as if’it floated in the very air, began
to make Brinsley conscious that it was unplea-
sant for him to live in Syracuse, where he was
- 8o well known, and once so highly respected.
He fancied that he was suspected and shunned;
and when theé idea had once become ﬁ!‘mly es-
tablished in hig mind, whether it was true ‘or
not, it made him feel and act as if he were, and
this coused him to be. It iz thus that the
guilty aid in their own exposure. Vague ru.
mors, starting no one knew how or where,
meaning whispers, began to float around in re-
ference fo the mysterious disappeaysnce of his
dnughter, immediately after old ‘Mr. Furness
had made his will in her favor, and his sudden

death so soon afterwards, in cohseguence of |

which Brinsley had come inte possession of hm
propexty. . - /

In time these rumors became loudez', and
Zeke began to be frightened too.

«It's bad news I've got to tell ye, an’ the
bearer of bad news is never waleome,” seid he
oné day, coming into his master's presence,
portially under the infinence of hquor “An’
I'd like to know what F'm goin' to do if they
bring that up.. Why the divil can't they let the
deed rest in peace, I'd like to know.”

s What do ‘you mean?”. asked Mr. Brinsley,
feeling a dea.thly paltor spreadmg over his face.

"Inweat.:gatm it, sir,” replied Zeke. He
alwaya spoke of the murder as if, or referred to
it in some ambiguous ferms. He and Brinsley
understood each other, though neither had ever
spoken out directly and openly upon the sub-
jeet. ¢Tamperin' with me, sir, them Blaifes
is, sir, anw’ s axin’' me questions, and talkin'
about inwestigatin’ it, sir.”

"' The Blaines were distant relations of Mr.
Farness, snd'had felt aggrieved that he had not
remembered 'them in his will Brmaley saw

forthwith to make preparations for averting it,
“This is seriovs, Zeke,” ho gaid. * This is
.o place for you, nor for me: The sooner we
both leave here, the better for us,” .
#No place for me,sir ?” said Zeke in surprise.
% Why I'm not in it at all, sir, 7 did@’nt honld
the ould man’s mouth an’ nose, so he couldn't
git air tell he was dead. Now, Mr. Brinsley,
“don’t yo go to tryin’ to bring ms into it, "cause
I won't stand it I couldn’t a helpt bein' in the
closet in the room, an’ seein’ yo do it through
the erack of the door, eould I?" "

- *Not so loud!"” hisged Brinsley, between {

morning, two years ago, when Zeke first made
known his knowledge of his master's secret,
“You ars a fool, Zeke Wenn,
“that is what you are,

of a drunken benst, such as you are known to
be, could not fasten a erime like this upon a
man of my standing, even were it s0.”

“But ye know as yer livin’ an’ he's dead, that
ve did it, didn’t ye now ?” snid Zeke, regarding
his master in open-eyed astonishment.

“But supposing it were so, and that your
.wordlqouid prove it on me.
sontinued Bringley in an argumentative ione,
' “ Well, sir,” interrupted Zeke, “I s'pose
they'd be afther hangin’ye, sir, an’ me pay'd
stop,-—more’s the plty, an’ the Blaines would
be gettin’ the money.”

#Worse than thut, you looney,”
ley with n shadder
along side of me.”

Me gir 1 eried Zeke inamazement, *¢ Why'd
they be ofther hangin’ a innocent man as had
10 hand in it atall atall, I'd like to know.”

“Ag an accessory fo the fadl, a8 o pariieeps
criminis,” said Brinsley with solemn emphasis,
#Jf a man stands by, and sees another killed,
and gives no alarm, and makes no attemptito
save him, and enjoys the fruits of his death,
the Jaw regards bim as o parficeps criminis, ahd
deals with him the same as if he had helped to
kill him, because he was accessory to the fact.”

said Brins.

Zeke had never taken, snd it frightened him
terribly.
porticeps criminis and being accessory to the
fact, mennt ; but he knew they were law terms,
and he had a most wholesome fear of the law,
whose embodiment he saw in the policeman

orderly " and cracked him on the head with his
*<Biily,” and in the Police Justice before whose
awful tribuna) he had been frequently nrraign-
ed. He wag not at all sure, but that one of those
sharp lawyers wonld turn and twist accessory o
the faet, and parliceps oriminis around so a8 to
maltg him out the actual murderer, and swing
him up, forthwith. He was thoroughly fright-
ened, ss Brinsley saw at once. He was the
maéter onge more, -and eursed himself for
having 8o long remained the slave of this weak

bold course he might have been free and safe
long ago0. i
" ¢ Party-supk-crime-sn-us, an’ acky-cessoria-

- his testh, Jooking almost es ghastly as upon that-
- / ‘ "

to-the-fact, sir? An' will they liang a mon for

he continued, .
Now listen while I.
explain this to you, Inthe fixst place, thie word-

"What then?”

* They'd. hang yow up .

Now this was a view of the matter which -

He had not the slightest ides what

who larrested him for being “drunk and dis- |
have been.

-makin’ us all this throuble, wid his dyin’.

fool, temporizing with him, when by teking a
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bein’ that sir, whin he’s only bin on a bii of a
spree, an’ laid down in the closet, an' woke up
an’ pesped out an’ see another man a stoppin’
the éuld man’s breath ? Would they swing him
for that, sir #”

* # Many & poor devil has swung for Jess. If
they knew this respecting you,” answered Brins-
ley, “they'd denl with you, aa Isaid, as pariiceps
eriminis, the ssme gs with the man that actually

’@id the deed, becnruse acoessory {o the fach.”

“téArrah, thin, the Lord save my poor soul "
mosned Zeke, now bloodless, “ghastly and
quaking Iike an aspen leaf, with terror,

“But they need never krow it,” Brinsley
went on, seeing hig adventage, and following it
up. ° You will not be .fool enough to tell on
yourselt.”

“Faith, an' I wuuldn’t 1" execlaimed Zeke,
suddenly brightening. *I never thought of that.
Ye did’nt see me thers ?”

“Of eourse I saw you thers,” asserted Brinsley,
etoutly.

¢ Arrah, thinI'm ca.tched that'sall. Ithought
ye did'nt see me atall,” groaned Zeke. **An’
T'ae a goin’ to tell all about what ys did, ye see,
s'posin’ they tuk me uap, bué dw:l a.word wou]d
I say about geein’ it 1™ .

«How could you tell what I did, unless you
saw it, you fool,” said Brinsley, smiling in-
voluntarily at the “bull” Zeke had so uncon-
sciously made.

“Thin that's thrue for ye, Mr. Brmsley,
an’ yeo'd be efther tellin’ on me, gy how, if I
tole on ye,” ‘replled Zeke, |w1th ) woe-begona
face, 7/

“$Well, we will ne1t.her of us tell on the ohher,
80 far ag that goes,” Brinsley went on, * We
will keep our own seerats, and we will both
leave this.place, and go where we are not
konown. I will be libéral with you, as I always
T'll give you three thousand dollars—-
think of that! Take it, and leave the country.
Tl do the same. Letus never meet agnin.”

“Thin it’s a bargain, Mr. Brinkley, though
it's sorry Il be for partin’ wid ye,” asserted
Zeke joyfully. < An’ my mind ' be aisy thin,
whieh if hasn’t thaé seme for many a fine day.
An’ P11 always say yo'was 2 gintleman, if ye did
do it, sir, bed luck to the ould spalpeen to be

The matter, between Brinaley and the partner
in hig guilty secreb, was settled upon this basis.
A few mornings nfter, Zeke wag missing, having
taken a western bound tz;ti.in the previous nright.

- Jane Mooney mourned her truant lover gone

for  very brief season, and consoled herself

1 ngnin try to thwart » young woman's ambition

with Michael Finnigan, his old time rivel.
Mr. Brinsley's own movements were lesy hasty,
but he began to draw in his funds, and dispose -
of his various interests, and convert his pro-
perty into bonds, with a view to changing his
bass of operations a.b a5 early a day o8 possible:
-There were now sgveml strong rensons. for-
taking this course : first, the unwholesomeness
of the moral air of Syracumse upon his menial
henlth ; second, the association of the place
with his erime ; third, the danger of an invest-
igation by the Blaines, who were as hungry as
s pack of wolves for some of Abel Furness'
money ; all these ressons, we have previously
laid before the reader, incidentally. The fourth
one has not been hinted at yet, though it is one
we would impress most of all npon our reader's
mind, ag it very materialty influences important
future events in our narmtive. It wis simplya
very strong desire to carry Annie beyond the
influence of a certain young surgeon of Syre-
cuse, whom he hoped she would then forget.
He was, in short, experiencing the same Jdiffi-
culty with Annie nnd Dr. Singleton that he had
experienced with Millie and Lionel Chatham
two yenrs before. And in his opposition to the

| Doctor's suit, he wag actuated by a similar mo-

tive,—that of selfishness,—though. it arose in
this case from o different canse. Then he was
threatened with ruin and disgrace, and desired
kit own danghter to sacrifice herself for money:
for his benefit. Now he had money ; but Annie,
his adopted daughter, had become necessary to
him, and he was unwilling to face the dreary
and lonely aspeat which his life without her
presented to him ; and he wished her to sacrifice
herself for his own solice and companionship
iir his declining years. He did not wish her to
think of marrying for several years to cothe.
- The two preceding years had been devoted to
her education and improvement under his own
roof ; he thought if she would remain econtented
80, for an indefinite number of yea'rs*, he would
have no particular objection to her marrying
whom she pleased,—for he had learned a lesson
in Millie's case, and thouglit he would never -

of love, knowing it to be a *beautiful and
fearful thing ;" — that is, not directljr and
openly..

But the whole secret of the matter is, that
Dr. Bingleton had known and loved Anmie
Henshaw,—or Annie Brinsley, s she was now
called,—ever since she was alittle gixl of twelve;
and though now only eighteen, Annip was too .
old to remember when she had firet begun to

T
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love Dr. Bingleton. His beaming, "mexry face
wag the first she ‘had ever looked upon in‘this
world, and she fondly hoped and prayed that it

might be the Inst one upon which those eyes,
which be bad given her, would rest upon on
eprth. Mr. Brinsley did not know all this;
perhaps they 'did not know it all themselves,
then ; but he knew that there was an attach-
ment between them, and he would have pre-
ferred it otherwise. Dr. Singleton had been o
eonstant visitor at his house ever since Annie
had beeu an jumate of it and he hod always
treated him with civil respeect, partly becnuse
- he 'was wise enough not toattempt o stem such
a powerful curtent as thaf of the passion of love,
and partly because he had always felt a little
afraid of Dr. Singleton ever since that to him
memoratile day npon which he had tirat entered
that honse. Bat /it was plain enough to both
the lovers that Mr.,"Brinsley,—for what reasons
they knew not,—c’lld not favor their choice of

each other, and they were,' therefore, pro'bably_

less demonstrative of their. feelings in i pre-
gence than they might otherwise hn.ve been

All these ressons combined, however, were
sufficient to persusde Mr. Brmsley that it would
bea good thing to pull up stakes and tumn hig
back upon Syracuse forever. And he did so.
Lot us now follow his example, for matters-of
vital interest to our norrative require our pre-

sence elsewhere.

. CHAPTER VL

FLI WENN REAPPEARS UPON THE SCENE, AND
MERTY WITHE A SINGULAR ADVENTURE.

WO men wers walking briskly on & hard,

' smooth, gravelly rond on the outskirts of
Milwatkee, in the dusk of evening. The cxuse
of their haste' was apparent in the sky over-
head, which was murky and overcast with
clouds, QOccasionally a sharp flash of lightning,
followed by.a pesl of thunder, portended an
April thunder-shower, and already large drops
of tain were beginning to fall, beating up little
circles of dust in the road. One of the men
was rather tall, gpare, gray and stooping ; the
other was still in the prime of life, stous and
thick-get. The Iatter wore a pair of corduroy
pants, so stained and greasy that it would be
difficult to distinguish what they were made of,
belted about the waist and tucked into the tops

" of & pair of heavy boots ; & slouched black hat ;

and & checked shirt with the slesves rolled up

by the early verdure of spring.
look sharp, now, sn’ not be playin’ auy o’ yer

countenance, covered with hair-tufted warts,
the largest.of which was located on the apex of

his nose, and further disfigured by a gaping |

bare-lip, and one eye that was closed by the Lids
baving grown together, while the other wgs
white and piggish, and kept opening and shut-
ting as it playing bo-peep, and saying facetious-
ly, ‘‘now you see me, and now you don't,"—
was simply diabolical in its sspect, .

This hideous oreature paused when 'they
reached a ‘point where the carriage road made

a curve around & bank, and s small footpath led

off from it down into & wide ravine.

“Won't ye come down to iny shanty, Mr
Daly, an’ hev a pipe wid me 4ill the showér 's
over ?" asked he, in a coarse, bearish voice that
took on a peculiar nasal twang from the facial
deformity already referred to.

4 No, thank you, Mr. Wenn,” replied the -

other, going straight shead, * Betsy’ll be ex-
cting me, and uneesy—good night.”

Eli Wenn stood loking after him until he had |

disappeared in the gloom around the bank, and

| them loitered along the foothpath leading down

into the ravine, muttering4o himsslf :

“Eben he shuns me. No one will sociate
wid me, not shén the tannery hands.
oughn'’t to blame old Daly.
pipe wid me’ somehmes,—but he won't uge mine
then, Poor man! it tars my Heart every time
Ilook at that sorroviful, bowed face o’ his. He
can’t be older nor me, an’ he look more ’n sixty
—all from the grief. But——"

He stopped short, looking around like a

startled wild beast, for at that moment a long-

drawn, low mosn proceeded from a clump of
undergrowth nenr the path.

«Hi yi! who's thar? Weat's 'ere matter?”
heshonted, in some doubt as to whether tostand
hig ground, or run. ‘The moan was repeated.
Wenn was natumll) saperstitions and his coarss,

bristly hair began to stand out, as he cast fear- -

ful glances in: the direction from which the
sound proceeded, Lis solitary eye snapping like
o wild boar's at bay. He was used to the pranks

of the tannery hands, and suspected that this

wag one of their iricks to frighten him. *Ye

better stop that 'er, now, ef ye know when yer
bread's buttered.” Aunother low, sad, despair-
ing moan was heard asbove the patter of the
rain, which had now begun to fall on the last
year's dry leaves which were not yef covered
“Yeo'd better

tricks on me, or Yl heave a stun at yer,” ex-

to the etbows of his_brawny, hau-y arims. His l claimed he, feeling sround for & boulder.; for

s

: Bui I.
He do smoke s
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the shadows of ‘night had gathered deeper in
the ravine, and he could not see.

“Help! I'mdying,” seid o faint, tremulous
voice in the darkness ; and then a low sigh .of
exhaustion wad borne on the wind fhat melted

' the.dry weeds of last year's growsh,

“Who ave yo? Whar are ye? , Wab's 'er
matter, say P asked he in rpid succesgion,
straightening ‘up, and trying to dlst.mgulsh
some object in the darkness. ‘

€ Oh, here, helpme,” spoke the voice.

Partly reassured, and guided by the low.
moans that occasionally escaped the sufferer,
Weann approached cautiously. A fitful' gleam
of lightning et length revealed the form of a

boyish figure, pale and haggard, lying ona bed | - o
tearing open his vest and putting his hand over

of leaves, partiatly covered with an-old travel-
ling shawl, with a little satchel under his head.
The rough creature’s compassion was touched,
Stooping down, he lifted the boy's head upon
his knee, sid inqguired in his graff voice, which
no amount of tender feeling -could soften, who
he was and what he was doing there. The poor

fellow only murmured something incoherently,

smong which only the words, ‘*homeless waa-
derer,” and “starvation” wero distinguishable,
Wenn saw that it wos uselessto question him

" then, took up the slight form, almost drenched

with the falling rain, wrapped it in the shawl,

and bore it to what he called hiz ““shanty” at
the bottom of the ravine. Iaying it on the
rude bed that stood in one corner of the front

‘one of the {wo rooms of his abode, ke lighted =

kerosene lamp that stood on s shelf.

“I shoufn sny ‘starvation,” poor boy,” he
said, regarding.the pallid, wasted features with
something like pity in liis twinkling white eye,
“ He was n't heavier not & hen, poorboy. Sich
& purty boy, too,” he went on, atroking back
the clusters of thick brown hair that clung
sround his demp head. A low moan, Father of
weakues& than of pain, came from the lad.
* But hero I am & foolin’ round, and he s dy-
in’ for suthin’ teat.” He bustled around, found
& bottle of whigkey, and after mixing some of
it with suger and water, raised the Jad’s head,
and put it to his lips, saying in o tone that was

. mennt for a kind one, **Drink this, it'll do yer

good.” The boy swallowed it pessively. “ Now
yer. lay quiet, an’ Tl fix yer some broth. Am’t
yer hungry ¥
- The boy shook his head fnmtly “I'm past
that mow,” he said, as the liquor began to re-
vive him a bit. 1 was, yesterday.”

“Never mind, my poor fellow, we'll scon
sot that right; lot me git these ere wet/‘things

offen ye, and cover ye up snug, and —" ha.
was sujting the -actioni to tho word, when the
boy appearud to become suddenly alarraed, and
bogan: to struggle, and ory, “No, no, don't
touch my clothes,” nt - the same: time trymg to
button his cont.

“*Now, don’t yo be afenx'd I'm onhkely wp-
pearin’, but I can't help that, an' I won't bmzt
ye—en' ye musi n'l keep these ’ere web things
on,” said Wenn, supposing the -lad was fright-
ened at his appearance. But he became al-
most frantic, in his efforts to keep his coat but-
toned; and Weun persisting, under the belief
that ¢the boy wes outn his head,” and he
being too feeble to struggle, fainted.

* God grant he isn’t dead 1 exclaimed Wenn,

his heart. "Gdiod God 1" he ejaculnted, drawing
it back as suddenly as if it had founched fire.

“Itinagirtd That accounts, the poor darlin’ !
He proceeded no farther in his attemapts at.dis. -
Tobing, but in s tendorer and movesubdued man-
ner, covered the slight form up warmiy, chafed
the wrists until he saw signg of returning con-
gciousness, then stole nway, lighted a fire in.the
¢00k stove in the next room;-#nd began - fo pra-
pare o broth: with parts of o dressed chicken
which he tock downt from & nail on <the wall.

When he stole in with it, on tiptoe,.his new”
puest appeared wide awale, the pale cheeks
faintiy flushed, and the large hollow eyes Eought
hit face inquiringly.

#Take a fow sups o' this, child, he smd a8
softly as he ‘could, *“it'l do ye good.. Don't
o afenrd, Ye shall stay with me till yor quite
well and hev a fiiend an’ a. hum as lnng a8’ ye
like.” -

" “Thoenk you," was all hm guea!; smd, a8 he
lay back on the coarse hay pillow, after forclng
down o few mouthfuls of the broth. -

All that night Wenn szt or lny by hm l-ntchen
stove, for he had no'other bed,: and kepi; the -
broth warm, Every hour he would steal in and
give the youth & few spoonfuls’of it. After the
firat, the teste for food hegan to return, and he
would smile and swallow what was given him
with great rolish, when awalrened by his kind
preserver, whose deformltv he delicately -ap-
peared not to notice. Towards morving, Wenn
censed to awaken him, believing that sleep would
do him.good, now that he had suffipient nourish,
ment for the present. When he stole away
from the shanty, as the whistles wera shrjeking

1all over the city to call the . laborers. to fheiy

daily work, the gir] was sound asleep. He re-
turned an hour later, with a bundle undes: his -
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arm, and found his guest still sleeping, He
andid the Lundle, and spread the contents,
. purchased at'a gacond-hand store, out within
 the sleeper's reach, and where he could not fail
to see them, and then retired to hie kitehen and
busied himself gbout breakfast, prudently clos-
_ing the door leading into the front room. After
dispatching his own breskfast of f_rief,d. b:_l.con,
boiled potatoes and coffee, and peeping iu to
assure himself that his guest still slept, he
lighted his pipe, and went out and walked up
" and down thepavine awhile, He had conclud-
od mot to goto his work in the tanmery that
day, but to remain. b home and nurse his pa-
‘tient. Wishing the latter to sleep as long a8
possible, he sirolied along the foot-path to the
road. The rain of the previousnight had wash-
ed: the. facé of nature, the sun was. shin.ing
warmly and brightly, and the bixds were chirp-
ing merrily nmsong the trees that covered the
ravine, ' He wey sitting on & large boulder
- smoking his pipe'and enjoying the freshmness of
the morning, when his solitary friend, Mzx. Daley,
came along with a saw in his hend.
~ ¢ How is it you're not working to-day, Mr.
Wenn ?* he asked. o
« Hist " said the latter, taking his pipe from
his'mouth. *It'sa bit of a secret, an'ye needn"t
gpenk of it fo- the tannery men. My daughler's

coine hum, sick like, an’ I'm keeping about the |

house o day.” - . R
«Your daughter!” exclaimed the old man,

dropping his saw in amazement. I did not
- know you had & daughter ” S
_ «That's trne enough. I never mentioned the
fact before,” said Wenn, knocking the ashes
from his pipe. . ¢ She's kem hum,:',m slay
awhile,  Yer friends can gif along w1’6.01.1't ye
when thiey're in prosperity. 8o w1’.d_my gi'l a8
long as she could earn & decent living at. re-
spectable employment. But when ghe got: sick,
cho keth hum,” he added with s well feigned
' injured air. «T'was expectin’ her,; from her
Jasit lotber; ‘but for all, T was taken a little aback
to find hr to hum last night.” -

-« No wonder,” said old Mr. Daley, picking up
his saw. ' Well, she ought tobea greab com-
fort to you at hum. Ihope she's not :guch

My '?" : . .

&11‘1‘11150, she"ll goon be éhi;py ag’in,” gaid Wenn.

" jrin’ the vata?" .

Ee%im%a;} new master's down himself this
Jooking sround, ond laying‘op,{'. im-

moruing,
provements.” ' o
My, Johnson scems to be a stirring sort qf

man,” ssid Wonn,

“¢Ho he is,” r;spliéd Mr. Daley. ¢ The place
‘needs fixing up bad enough.. But he's got the

means, and I guess he'll have everything putin
‘good order.” ‘ o .

 You think he's well off?” asked Wenn, in-
differently. '

«“Ha must be,” réplied the old carpenter,

s or he could not have bought the tannery, and
the Mirtle place, and be going on ashe is, Heis
having the grounds all laid off new,meking walks
and planting trees, tearing the old barn down
and having a new brick one put up, and refur-

nishing that big house all through. They were

bringing loads of new furniture there, the very
richest kind, all day yesterdny, Betsey soys,
And_ such ahother fine span of horses and car-
riage is not to be-found in this city, excepting
Alexaunder Mitchell’s, perhaps.” +

“Whew " exclaimed Wenn. ‘‘He must be
amitlionaire. Maybe he’ll be fixin: up your
house, too, Daley?” .

« That's the last thing he'll be thinking of,”
replied Daley. He's close and sharp endugh
when it comes o that. He neked me yesterday,

 how Mr. Mirtle came to rent me the place so
{ cheap. I told him beeause wag old and podr,

and had been unfortunate—youn krow what I
mean when I speak of being unfortunate,
Wenn?” . o |

. The latier waved off the question impatiently,
and showed o degree of irritation greatly out of
proportion to any apparent couse for it, as he
said: “ Q' course I do, Mr. Daley. Hevn't ye

yer childers bein' kidnapped years ago, an’ yer
never geein’linir nor hide o' ’em since? Then
where’s the use o' allers harpin’ on that e're
‘airing, an’ wenrin’ yerself out wid worryin’
sbout #?" . - '

“You must excuse me, Mr. Wenn, I cannot
help it,” said the old man, sndiy. = You are a
father yourself, though I never dreamed it be-
fore, and yon know a parent's feelings,”

() gourse, ¢ course,”, replied Mr. Wenn,

evidently mollified at . being considered o~

tather. *But w'at’s the use o' it, thet's w'at
Igez? . . . .

% True, irue, it cannot biing my darling
back,” and the old man brushed a tear fropl
his gye.. S

¢ Well, wat did Johnson say w'en ye told
him that?" agked Wenn, glad fo change the
gubject, - ‘ v :

the large garden that goes with the house,” re.

plied Mr. Daley. * And that I couldn’t expect

- suggested Mr. Wenn philosophically.

. way.

told me nor’ ‘less than a hundred times about-

« He said it was a very low rent, considering -
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much repairs at that rent. The house leaks,
too. Tam afraid we'll not find him such o
landlord as Mr. Mirtle was. But I'd hate to give

-1ipthe place; you see we can have our chiek-
- ems, and raise our own végetablés,”

“He's a old skinflinf, that's what he are,”
“ But
them’s the kind that prospersin this ’ere world.
Providence, as I ellers said was a onkind
Providence, seems to smile on 'em, while it
busts the good "uns like Mr. Mirtle, Have you
been to the tannery already, this morning ?”

“Yes; I found-I needed this ripping saw,
and went back for it : R

“ Flapnigan at work " -

“Yes. His eye-is all patched up. He wonb
to some new doctor that has lately located here,
,-'-—Singletdn, I think is his name,—and he
brought the lid together. It seermns you fore it
in two in the scufile.” : .

“I'll far the liver outn the cuss the nex
time he refers to me a8 ‘Old Warty,” mind ef I

. dom't,” said Wenn savagely.

“You're too sensitive about that,” said Mr.
Daley kindly. + The boys will all think that it
i8 on account of thet serimmage that you gre
not at work to-day.” :

“ Lot’em think as they pleases,” said Mr.
Wenn, rising to go back fo his shanty. -1
won't stand no * old Wartying;' no how.” '

Mr. Daley made no reply,” but went on his
‘Wenn returned to the coftage. Quite a
transformation had taken place in his young
guest. The boyish looking figure he had left
asleep had disappenred. The coarse bed was
neatly respread, and & fair, pale young girl,
with sofi brown eyes that appeored unnafurally
lerge on account of 'the hollowness of her
cheeks, dressed in the dowdyish costume he had
procured from the pawnbroker’s, sat in the un-

. painted, split-bottomed rocking chair, the sole
luxury, with the exception of tobaceo, that Mr.

Wenn induolged in.. She had accepted the hint,
go delicately conveyed, that her preserver knew
her sex, and had ascted on it aecordingly. Tt
was o pleasent, comfortable dajr,' near the ¢lose

_of April; the shanty door was open, end the

bracing morning air brought a faint glow to her
pole wasted face. C
‘She started involuntarily as the hideous man
stood in the door way, looking at her out of
that piggish eye with inexpressible pleastre and
satisfaction, - ¥ - .
“ Now don't'ye mind me, my poor darlin,”
said Wenn. * ““I've a_onlikely face, but a good
trie henrt.  I'll be yer friend an’ father. Ye

shall never want either while Eli Wenn's got o
strong arm and a dollar. Wats yer name,

spect,'as he intuitively perceived in her very

on her graceful form, that she was no wander-
ing outeast, but & young lady, used to a much
higher social station, who for some inexplicable
reagsoi had chosenx to assume the disgnise in
which he had found her,

My name is Zenobia,” said she. < How
can I ever be sufficiently gratefal, or repay you
for what you have doner” o

“Now, don't, Miss,- I begs you won't talk
that wey, ’cause I'm not used to it,” exclaimed
Wenn. C .

“ How ?" asked she in perplexity. !

“The fact is, Miss,” replied he with such

show,—*“that I ain't used t¢ hevin’ any one
speak kind to me.
set o mark on me, an’ I'm shunned by every

you asa faithful dog might, an’ serve ya..Ill
hevn't a fine hum to give yeé, #4 y6 §ee: but
sich as itis, nn’ wat’s more, sich as ¥ ean make

it, ye shall hev. Livin' all alone, as I am,
"canse nothin®-won't live wi'd me, w'at need hev

looked around in some alarm, The gesture
did not eseape him. - **T'll-be o father to yer,
Miss, ns true like ag of yer was my own child.
But I've got a good 'enl o'meney, an' Tl fix
this "ere place up,—-it blongs to me, ye see,—
into a nice little hum for ye; ef ye'll only jist
siay here, and Yot me serve ye, an’ tell me howp
to make it pleasant and purty like, for ye see I
hain’t no taste for sich.”

"¢ You are very good and kind,” replied Zeno-
bia, I will stay, if you will Iet me, at loast

no friends, and no means; and I am now far
too weak to help myself. Some day I may be
able to repay yow.. Now, Ican only try and
aake your home pleasant and happy. It lo-
eation "ig prefty, and it seems so peaceful and
restful here, and I wm so glad to get away from
the glare and glifter of the life from which I
am & fugitive, that I feel as if Ieould gladly end
my days heve,” :

She loaned back wearily and closed her eyes
from sheer exhaugtion, = .

“Yer a good angel sent to me, Miss. Only

show me how I can make this nice for ye, an’

Mins?” he asked with a sudden’ necession-of ré

expression, and the grace snd dignity with.
which even the pawnbroker’s tawdry goods sat

A onkind Providence has

livin’ thing, a'most. Ef you'll only let ma loye

I for nice things?”. She sturted at this, and

for the present, for I've no other place to go to, -

evideneces of emotion a5 & great mastif might .

o
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Il do it. Wrat's yeor tother name, besides Ze-
' noby, Miss?
{ > ¢T1have no other name.”

: *No tother name! thet’s quare,” answered
he. “Well, I'd like to 4x ye one more thing;
Misa, ef Tain't intradin’, would ye explmn how
all this’ere comes about ?”.

CHAF, vn.-—'mm RECORD OF TWO MONTRS, -
WO more months ']:m.ve passed away and
added their records to -the past. Jtis the

object of this chaptér:to transfer such of those
records a8 -concern the “personnages whose ac-
| quaintance we “have made during the progress ‘

. «Please ask me nothing regardidg the past. | of our story to these pages,

It is dend to me., If I live at all; it must be

Zonobie, the: bemitiful waif p:cked. up by

. woman’s hand. . A pretty Jittle paling enclosed

" only for the future,” iaid she resignedly.

“An’ ye won't explain, at alt, Miss Zenoby,
will ye 7" nsked he. o '

++No, Lcannot,” she answered decidedly.
It's none o’ my business,
no how,” he said aloud, but added to himself,
1¢T wish she would explain, thongh. I likes to
hev things explained, I do.” Then he scratched
his bristly hend and said, *Here I am a falkin’
an’ ye must bé starvin’.

¢« IL.was very hungry,” said she wnth a-faint
smile, “and I helped myself. I ste all the
chicken soup you had so Lindly prepared.
found it on the stove. T'd better not ent any.
more now, for I linve tasted nothing bei'oro for

*¢ All right, Miss.:

three days.”
- “Lhope it'll doye good Mlss Zenoby. 2h' mo
harm.”. ‘

“Call me snnply Zenobia," said she
i ¢ Yes, Misg,—~Zenoby, I mean, Ef ye don's
mind, Zenoby, FIl tell folks as yer -my daugh-
ter ag has come hum, otherways they might be
wonderin’, an’ that 1l be best, b'arin’ ye don't
mind me sayin’ yer my daughter ? 'P" ,

“Notatall. Tell them what you like, Inm
-a stranger here.” W

s Thet's w'at T'll do Miss, the fow se’ll over
ges ye here. T've never been iroubled much
wid visitors.”

““When I nm stronger, whwh will be soon,—
l’or T am not sick, —only starved,~1 will teach
you how to benutify this place, and mako a
very little paradise of ity if you wish to,” she
paid with more snimation in her tones. than she
had yet: exhibited.

“Wenn'y golitary eye snapped. w1th exqmslte
plensure,  #Yis, sure, Mls«,-uZenoby, I mean,

—I'l -‘hev gome use.for my momiey now. I
never.knowed afors wal it was good for,. Ivll
be o oncommon pleusure to spend it fo make &
paradise for ye, my poor child,”

She smiled an assent, and he want sway, won-
dering what impossible rensons she could have
fof not explaining, but not wishing to appear
intrngive, with & slinking consciousness that
his presence could not bein the least degree

'

| Eli Wenn that stormy might in April, as de- -

scribed in the preceding chapter, still vemains
at his cottage in the ravine, where she appenrs
to be quite resignedly demiciled. Resignation
is the word that best expresses the quiet,.

shrinking and saddened munner in which she
moves ebout, and adapis herself to her str-
youndingg, ‘beautifying the *Ravine,” ns she
hkag christened the place, with her taste and in-
genuity, s well as blessing and brightening it’
with ber presence. As soon as she bad re-
eovered from the slight illness snd weariness
consequent upon her previous exposure an

gestions of her uncouth proteetor in yegard to
the improvement of his rude #bode. :
The spot, as all know who are familiar w1th

|it, from ifs vicinity to the “Lovers’ Walk,”

which is on the bluff overlookihg the valley of
the Menomonee and the ravine in which Wenn's
ghanty .stood, was'favored by Nature with a
charming and romantio gituation, eapable of
receiving delightfal transformations from the
band of art and industry. A slight gorge, com-
mencing near Spring Street, Avenue, gradually
widens and ‘deepens as'it appronches the. low
level of the Menomonee Valley, hemmed inon

and undergrowth, Where it emerges upon the
| margin of the valley, it spreads. out, forming a
little triangular valley of its’ own, embracing
little more than half an acre of level land
through which g little brook traces ils' serpen-

trmngle of allavial soil, beneath a clump of’
elms, and facing a little grove of thrifty hickory
trees, stood Wenn’s shanty. . The latter had se-
lected this location for ity solitude and retire-
ment. from the nsual traveled - thoroughfares
:rather than from any eyé to its picturesque
goenery. With o portion of the money received
from his brother Zele, he had purchased thy

‘aere or two of ground,’ including the moutl of
the ravine ; but up te the time when Zenobix

took refnge under his humble Toof; he. had

ngreeable to any humnn being.

‘planted with flowers, sluubbery and vegetables,

| with a cottage piano, was dignified with the

wanderings, she set about carrying out the sug-

 two sides by abript banks, covered with -trees:

tine course. Nenx the upper extremity of -this

made no efforts looking towards its adornmeny,
| other than the erection of the bonrd shanty in

"
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which he lived, a solitary recluse, not so much
from choice, as necessity, for neither man or
beast cared to court his society. The very dogs
snarled at him as he passed, and he cats made
backs and glared at him with 1heir yellow eyes
until he was out of sight. o

Zenobia, however, soon.made the “Ruvme”
. redolent. of the softening and refining touch of a

ran his great square hand throngh his grizady
shock of hair. For Zsnobia-was cbliged to per-

form all the housework, Wenn was willing
enough, and-eager, to hire a gitl to help her, and
had succeeded through the kind offices of his
only friend, 'old Mr. Daley, in inveigling one or
two German girls to the Ravine for that purpose.
But they invariable loft precipitately upor the

. the. bit of land that formed. Wepn's domain ; and
the seas on and sol favoring, the level strlp was
tastefully laid off with beds and walks, and

A liftle riwstic bridge had been thmwn across the
brook where it ran within a few feetof the shanty:
and;the laiter had been traniformed into a neat
white gothic cottage of threg rooms and a kitchen
and a little plazza over which Juxuriant Virginia,
creepers and morning glories thickly clambered.
One of these rooms had been fitied up for Wenn
and the other for herself ; the remainder, graced

firgt apnearance of the master of the house. So
the attempt was given up,and Zenobia cheerfni]y .
did the work herself. Her own companions were
very few. Old Mr: Daley and his wife frequent-
ly came in of an evening, the fornfer to smoke o
plpe with Wenn ow“k porch, always bring.
ing his own briar- or that purpose, and " the
latter to knit and talk to Zenobia. There were
two other visitors who came still oftener ;'a young.
ntleman, and a young lady of her own age ; but
hey always timed their visits when Wenn was
way, and took their departure when he wasg seen
escending the path that lead down into the

name of parlor. Here she often sewed onherown
simple, but tasty ck thing, and sang and played,
her clear young voice, subdued and plaintive, like
that of an irprisobed bird, faintly echoed back,
‘from’ the sides of the ravine. She had firmly de-‘
clined to make' any explanatlon of her past Jis-
tory and the circumstances that had bréught her
there, and Wenn had ceased to guestion her
upon, or even allude to the sub.}ect Her goming
had been like an ‘angel’s ¥isit 10 him ; he was
only too glad to second her wishes in every re-
spect, and seldom ever intruding into her ’pres-
ence, blessed and. Worshlpped her at 4 distance,

avine. Zenobiz had met them first in the
“ Lover’s Walk,”? where she sometimes walked
alone ;. afterwards she met the girl" alone,
and through the free-masonry of women,
 they made each other’s "acquaintance. The
casual acqunintance thus formed had ripened
into friendship and confidence, ‘The gentleman
‘and lady were lovers, and met in that place be-
eause they had reasons of their, own for keepmg
their intinacy a séeret from her father. After
that, they often met at the cottage. The girl
was the daughter of Mr, Johnson, the new .
proprietdr of the tannery, and ltargely interested
in the leather and finding trade; the gentleman

as something almost too sacred to approach, | was Dr. Singleton, who, whether he had entirely

scarcely able to realize that anything so bright
and beautiful lived nearhim, and expecting every
morning to awake and find it all & dream,

Tuto the little bijou of a parlor, he had ventured
1o peep but oneg ; and then he saw sometiung

recovered from his fromer attachment to Annie
Henshaw, or not, was certainly very devoted to
M.ty Johnsor.

" But the iniervals between the visits of these
few friends left Zenobia many lonely bours, Girl

which he had no dE‘ElI‘e ever 1o behold again, 7he like she desired some kind of companionship, if it
reflection of his own_hideous features in an oval were only that of a bird, a cit ora dog. One
mirror between the two front windows ! e day. May Johnson brought her a {hrdish and- a

starﬁed buek in mortification and disgust, with a canary.
half fStiﬁEd' oath, and never again crossed the | vocal with thelr matin duets.

threshold,. He had a mortal aversion to mir
rors

These made the vind arbored piazza
Old Mrs. Daley

] Aaversic sent her a half grown Maltese cat, which seemed
and would not allow one in bis room. He | charined with its new home, took np its abode in

generally sai in the kitchen, or on the small poreh | its box behind the kitchen stove and purred itself

at the back door, smioking his clay pipe alone

to sleep in blissful eontentment.

But the next

Zenobia, however, did not seem to fear, or shrink | morning when Wesn wentin to light the kitchen
from him, and moved quietly abont attendmg to.| fire, Zenobia heard a most energetic growling,

her_ little household duties as if he had been an | hissing and spitting, a rattling and sumpus as of
ordinary mortal-—a thing that he often wondered| some one falling over chairs, and then the kitchen

ol to himeself, as e cogitaled over his pipe, and | door was opened and slammed to, and she heard
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him muttering something to the effects thit he-
# won’ered how that *eve cussed varmint come to
be thar.”?_ When she went out to legin hreakfast,
the cat had disappeared. ‘

“ Why, where’s wy Kitty ¥’ She asked in
perplexed anxiety. -
" “QOhJ wasthat ‘ere yerkitty, Miss Zenoby ? L
danno whar he is. Soon ns Xopened the door'he |-
went a kiting. Reckon he had’nt got used to the

- place Miss, which 'm sorry as ye've lost ’im.”
“Tis too bad,” was all Zenobia said, for she
gaw how it was. 'Wenn, ignorant of the animal’s
‘ presence, had gone into the kitchen. It had
opened one eye just in time 1o see his face as he
leaned over to light the fire, beczme frightened,
- and sprang at his legs, ferociously scratching and
spiiting so esuddenly as to startle, and cause
him to loge his balance and fall over the chairs.
He liad then opened the door and it had, taken
-itg departure after this unfriendly salutation,with-
out the least ceremony. The little dog which
Dr. Singleton: had brought her was quite as little
inclined to cultivate the master of the honse.
Upon his first-appearance it had taken up a posi-
tion under 4 chair, bristling and enarling and.
barking, and would not be coaxed out until he
_ went off. Evérytime he came near Ponto he
 actedin the sanie way, so that Zenébia outof a deli-
cate regard for Wenn's feelings, as well 2s Ponto’s,
gent him away, and contented herself with the
birds which did not appear- to hotice him much.

But-another, and 2 much more serious event,
and one which had & -very important bearing
“pon the coming events of our narrative, ozcurred
during those two monthg beiween the last of
Apriland the last of June. This was the appear-.
ance one day at the Ravine of Wenn’s brother,
Zeke. -To him, as {o too many others, the posses-
sion of money, withont judgement and discretion
1o use it wisely, had been @ curse instead of a
blessing He had, on leaving Brinsley with three
thotisand dollars in his pocket, plunged “into the

. most wild and reckless dissipations, During a
" drunken orgle, he had got into.a fight with sgme
ruffians, and received severs injuries about the
head, not before seriously injuring one of ‘their
numbers, however. . For this offense he had been,
arvested and condemned to spend threée months
in a house of correciion. Owing to the severily

* of the discipline in that model reformatory, com-
bined with the effects of hia injuries and dissipa-
ted life, and. a severe cold contracted from the
dark” humid cells, vemlting in inflammation
of the lungs, when he came out he was com-

destitute, haélng squandered all his money. n
this plight he sought his brother. Weon reproved .|

him, gromblingly, but shared his bed with him,

within a few days after his arrival.

After that, Wenn was thoughtful and puzzled,

ran his hands through his shock.like hair more

vigorously than usual, and went about with ihe

air of a man who had something on his mind.

His brother had evidently left some awful secret

in his keeping. The day hefore Zeke died, a long

conference taok place between him and his

brother, Finally Wenn came to Zenobia and

asked her if she would come info his room and

sign o paper us witness. As she ‘entered the

room; she beheld the sick' man’s features’
for the first time 'snd as she did o,

guddenly siarted and turned “pale. Both

of the men were too intent upon what they had

beein discussing, fo notice this however, and she
instantly recovered her uaual self possession, sign-
ed the paper with a hand that wae a little
tremulous, keeping her face averted from that of
the sick man, and hasteried from the room, Wenn
added hissprawling sighatiire to the document, for
writing was not much in his way of business, and
carefully locked it up in a drawer of his wash
stand. He took care however, to have Dr.
Singleton, who was attending Zeke professionally,
gign it also, as Zencbin had affixed ber own
signature simply, * Zenobia.” Dr. Singleton re-
membered Zeke, of course ; but it was not neces-
sary that either of thé witnesses should know the
contents- of the document. After that Wenn
always kept that drawer locked and carried the
key in his pocket, except when he would take out
the paper, as hie ofien did, going over it and spell-
ing out each word to himself, with his finger on
the line. as if his very life depended uvon his
getting at the exact meamng of every syilable.

" At first Zonobis. paid but little attention to this
behavior, thinking that the paper was probably
his brother’s will. But seeing him repeat it so
often, her female curlosity was excited, and she
said :  * You seem to have some irouble in fead-
ing that paper, Mr. Wenn. Can Iread it for you ?
1 suppose it is your brother’s wili?*? ‘

4 Oh, no Mise Zenoby, I thank e, I'can read It
fost rate,” replied Wenn. * No ; it isn’t 'xactly
poor Zeke's will ; an’ yit, it is too, in one sensé.”

¢ Ah," said Zenobis, curiosity net gratiﬁed,and
sfill more puzzled. *Did he have much property
—or money P T

' 4 No, Mise, no not a cent, poor Zeke,’” answered
he.. * But T put great store by this ’ere paper, I

- pletely shattered and broken down, and almost

and took -care of him until he died, which was [

|- 2 peculiar sxpression on his face when they were

* a look that wag & strange mixture of cunning,

 fore,and slivk away with o conscious,hang-dog air,

‘deeply wronged ; and it is no matter of wonder

.only becanse it was a painfnl one to them, but long
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does Miss. Ye moughtn't Wlieve it, now, but
thar’s a big fortin in this ’ere paper, tharis. - I

can’t tell ye no more now, Miss, but ye shell

know all *bout it when the time comes, Miss.
Mr;;bby thet won’t be long, neither niy dear little
girl.”? :

‘' Oh, very well, excuse me for asking,”” she
answered and went away, as she always did when.
ever this monster began to bestow gentle epithets
upon her, for anything like words of tenderness
seemed to acquire a disagreeable pungency from
that great grinning cleft of his,

Wenn certainly had reason o be grateful for
human companionship, if ever any being had, and
hegeemed pleased to have old Mr., and Mrs, Daley
come tohis cottage. But Zenobia always noticed

present that she could mot account for ; and he
wasalwayauneasy and fidgety at siteh. ties. He
would sit with one hand over his mouth, a habit
probahly contracted from s desire to conceal that
portion of hia face, (and when they were notobserv-
ing him, leer at them with his solitary white
rimmed eye, from beneath hig lowering brow, with

doggedness and pity. Sometimes he would be-
come uneasy, especially when they were dpeaking
of their childrenhaving been kidnapped yeirs be.

or suddenly change thesubject. Though Zenobia
was wholly unable to account for this, it will be no
conundrum to the gentle reader, who must be
aware that Wenn had some time since recognized
in them the parents of the children that he kid.
napped, as related in the first chapter of this hig-
tory ; and that, knowing hisinability to give them
back their lost treasures, even if he had so desired,
hig agency in their disappearance was the dark
secret which he felt he must ever hold against
them. A consciousnessof hisown guilt, and.a re.
worseful :feeling for the act, and -all its .painful
congequences to himsel? and the children, ag well
as to the bereaved parents, naturally made him
uncomfortable in. the presence of those he had so

that this state of feeling should betray hin into
actions utterly unaccountable to those who did
not possess the key to the mystery.

Theold couple—for they wereold prematurely
—seldota spoke of the painful subject now, not

past, and crowded into the back ground by more
recent and pressing cares. . ‘
- Mr, Daley’s health was not good, and being
unable to work regularly at his trade, that of a

carpenter, he was obliged to depend ipon such
light work in his linezs he could get to do by the
job. As his daily labor was the only means of
supportof himéelf and wife, and anch work as he '
could do not alyays to be had, hiy income was
necessarily small and precarions, and as a neces-
sary consequence, it frequently happened that he
was without the means of meeting the monthly.
rent, which his new landlord, Mr. Johnson, was
not only exactingly punctual about, not so mnch
from any miserliness, as from strong business
habits, but had raised it the firdt of May., During .
the greater part of that month, one of the beat for
him, in consequence of numberless little jobs of -
repairing to be done about that time, he had been
unable to work mnch; so that when the first of
June arrived, he was obliged to ask a posiponement -
of pay day. To this Mr. Johnson consented, not
very graciously'; but when he sent his clerk o col-
lect the twomonths rent due the lagt of Jurie, and
Mr. Daley was still unable to pay, having barely
earned sufficient, to live onsince he had been able
to work, he bade him to notify lh:it,‘oldwnuis_ance
thatif the rént was not paid by the fourth of Jyly,
‘he should be compelled to let the place to some
oneelse.” Thistheold man felt would be doubl y
"hard, ashe had already broken the ground and
planted his little annual .crop of garden stuff) to
leave whick would be to him a great loss, however
trifling & matter it might seem to the hard, cold
rich owner of the gieat mansion which seemed to
overshadow and blight his little home.

* I really don’t see what Iam to do,” he said,
talking itover with Wenn, * for there is no possible
way in which T can get the money so soon.”

Wenn only grunted; but there was a8 queer

-twinkle in his white rimmed eye,

“ It wasnot so with our former landlord,” con-
tinued the old man. .

1, ** Johnson’s a hard fellow to deal with,” growled
Wenn, “They don’t none o’ the tannery
hands like ’im-as well as they did the old hoss.
It do me good to see sich bronght down a peg
or so. An’ they ginrally is, afore they knows
it.”?

*I wish we had to deal with his daughter,
Mies May, instead of him,” said Mrs. Daley.
“Do you know her'?’ asked Zenobia, who
bappened to be present nt this conversation]

¥ Only by sight,” re?lied she. ¢ I have nover
met, to speak to her. . But she looks like a good
tender hearted girl tll'at, would nobt oppress'the

pﬂol'.” , >
4 Bhe really does,” siid Mr. Daley. “I can’t
lielp loving that child, somehow.”” ’ '
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“Nar I eith‘ér,” _5aid the old woman warmly
“ She always looks at me g0 kind and tenderlike,
whenever T happen to pass her, as if she won_ld‘ !
speak.  Something in her face draws me right to
her, and I feel as if X could take her inmy arms
and have 8 good cry on Ler neck if I only dared
1.0 : . S
“ T reckon as how the poor thing kind o’ longs,
‘like; ‘for some motherly body to. talk to, too,””.

said Wenn; “and Johuson must be poor comp’ny

for her, poor thing. That ere man don’t look 1o

me as if he could love anything. But sich ig often

brought down, as T said afore.”

Zenohia gave thé old lady one of those subfie,
electric glances pregosnt with meaning, “:,h!ch
onily women are versed in. She seemed (o divine
its import, for she answerfad:- : .

4 Zenobia seems to think rich young ladies are

never at a loss for some one to love them, 0§ to

puetend they do, anyway ; but although May has
 plenty of beaux, I am sure she does not” seem to
" care for any of them much, There may be one,
though,” she. went on, in answer io a look: on

Zenobia’s face, “that she does care for.? A

4 They ginrally is,” growled Wenn, witha leer .
at Zenobia, as it In referance to her reticence on

“ Do you know who shé always makes me
think of, wife "7 asked ber husband sadly.
- ¥es," she answered quietly. ‘
! ¢ Don’t she remind you of her, too 77
“The first time I ever saw her. Her fore-
head, and mounth. And she smiles exactly like
she used to,”’ said Mrs: Daley. ’
% Who 77 agked Wenn suddenly. .
“ Qur dear little Annie that wag kidnapped,”
gaid the old man putting his hand to his face,
‘Wenn gave & great start, then made a tobeeco
stopper of his thumb, and hurned it, and shook
hiz hand with a grow} as if to make ihat account
for the movement. - ' o :
"WTher ye go agin on that Yere)’ he.sald.
“ Now how d’ ye know yer babbies wag kid-
napped at all, old man ?  Moughto’t they a. fell
into the water an’ a beeu dvownded ¥7 .
# Pogsibly,’” answered Mr, Daley, * but still’
I never could think<eo. They raked all the
waters which they could by any chance’ have
reached. ¥ L y
“Those children never were. drowned, Mr.
Wenn,” said Mrs. Daley.. * I know, I feel that

they were stolen and carried off, and may be ..

Hiving some whére now." ‘
« Well, *tain’t likely as ye'll ever, set eyes on

such matters whenever they affected herself.
« T know May,” said Zenobia, “and T will
speak with ber about this, Mrs. Daley, She has
influence with' her father, and I kmow she will
not see.you turned out, if she knows of it.”
it Oh, I do wish you would,”? said Mrs. Daley.
“ No you needn’t,”” said Wenn.
“ Why not P’ asked Zenobia looking up’ quick-
ly, surprised.’

« 1Cause, 1l gpeak to ‘im miyselfy? answered |

he doggedly. - -

“ You!" ejacula‘ted"Mr. and Mrs. Daley, both |-

at once.
*Yes, me. Ilike to see sich brought down,”

snawered Wenn, * an’ Pm the feller to bring um
down, too. Johnson don’t know me as well as I
does him.)? - : :

No body replied to this, for none of them kne
what to make out of it.

-4t T like Miss Zenobia’s idea,’”? gald Mr. Daley,
¢ for I think Mirs May has  more influence with
her father than any one else.” )

‘- Not more’n [ hev,’? gnid Wenn mysteriously.
“You!” they all exclaimed again.
“Yes, me. Ilikes toseesich brought low, I
does,”” replied he,
% May certainly must bes dear, good girl,”
said Mrs, Daley. :

‘em, T reckon; any how)”* said Wenn, getting up.
% Didn’t ye say one on *em was blind 7"
% Yes, the little girl was born.blind.”

| % Wrat @ yer reckon sum un fud want "o steal

'a blind balby for, now " he as%{ed: 7
t Tord only knows,”” she replied.

wallked off. ‘
“ What a strange being
is,)? said Mrs. Daley. 4 '
« He means well,” answered Zenobia.
st T don’t see why you stay here,’” Mrs. Dé}ey
continued. * T don’t see how you can bear ‘to

iltat. horrid monster

every one that knows it, how sucha dreadful
creature could have such 2 beautiful and intelli-
gent danghter. Indeed no one will \believe it

been long dead 97 - ‘ o
 You muet expect me to dnswer no questions,
Mrs. Daley,” Zenobia answered with dignity and
a ladyJike reserve. ¢ I can explain nothing.”?
" UPasdonme, Zonobia. I'lkmow there are mat.
ters in every family that outsiders have no right
to pry into,” answered the old lady. Bug‘c.lq
speak to May Johnson for us, I lnow she will

help us if she can.” '

Wenn said no more, butlaid down his pipe and.

be so near him all the time. Itis ihe talk of

Do you remember your mother, child ? - Has é!xe =
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“ I will, Mrs. Daley, T helieve she can and:

will”, anawered Zenobio, I will see ler tor
morrow.” . ' '

Wenn who was walkitig in the yard, was pass-
ing the door and Keard these words. * So'll T see
sum un to-morrow;” he muttered to himgelf, with
2 horible leer in the direction of Mr. ' Johnson’s
mansion, and a chuckle of infinite satisfaction.

© “8o'll Isee.sum un to.morrow,” he repeated ;

“an’ I'reckon TNl jist pin that same sum un &
billy ducks, now, an’ mail it so he'll git it in the

mornin.”?

He went in, a5 soon 1s the Daley’s left, and
-agked Zenobia for 4’ pen.and ‘ink, adding facetl.

ously that he wanted to write a ** billy ducks.”

“Shan’t T write it for you, pa’ Wenn 7" ghe

asked, bringing writing ninterials, )

“ No, thank e, it’s "suthin partickler,” he
answered, the great cleft in his face expanding
with'an enormous -grin, “ An’ . T rayilier you
wouldw’e getin the way o wiitin’ billy ducks,

= my dear child,” he' added with & twinkle of iis
solitary eye that wWas meant to convey a tender
. -tegard, Zenobia made no-reply, but depoaited
. the inkstand on the kitchen table and returned ig

tile parlor.  After turning up the lamp wick 2
llg‘ath,j'Wenn deposited himselfin'a chair, leaning
fqryvard with both &lhows on’ the table, and put
ing his feet back likg a frog prepiring to leap,
indited the Hollowing  epistle, covering fonr
pagek of note paper with it: -
[ Mill walky jy th 3—18 & 60.
Mlg_ga]gepry Brindly sur==Yewl no bi thies 1 ne FeWm
venggus.iz .min eath ther lorDeean ther wicked | Be
Brot fo—1 no all—an yure in mi Popr—But munny -l
safy yuré. Neo—Nuthin else 11 .do Jt—s0 yewl hov too
Kam Doun ur swing—tnke yure ctioys an mak ap ¥ure
mind Bi') ‘o Clock to morow nite when ill Bee ati {her

" tanry to reseve yure anger—an then yewl no hoo § am—

no trixhan 10 t‘u}in—yure munny uar yure lif—Wich iz
tusa fllhev part uy yure munny or the Law Il hey
yer HEENo mor at Proscuts—frum ¥ewl 1o hoo to
morow nlig. - ‘ : -

B rayther reckon that ’ere billy ducks *If fetch

: the olo hoss, hey ¥ chuckled Wenn, after he

had finished this elegant composition and read it

" over.. . He then sealed it up, put  Mr. Johnson’s

address on the envelope, and went down and
dropped it in the Poat Office. It fuited him hest
to do this at night, for he did not much affect the
strects of the city during the day time. -

CHAP. VIIL—THE FIRST AOT IN THE DRAMA OF
‘ AN EVENTFUL NIGHT, f

T is now, not to he too exact, about twelve

yeara since our story began. During all

these years, imporiant evenis have been ripening
for & series of grand dencusments, which were ali
precipitated in one night, and will Qccupjf the
remainder of oup narrative. The present chapter
deals with the day preceding, and the beginning
of that truly eventful night, ‘ \
Notwithstanding the improvements effected in
his honse and sarroundings, Wenn was not happy

-—few people are that are ip Jove ! and unfisting
a3 it may seem to his character, ete., he was in
love. The object of his passion was no other
than the beautiful girl, Zenohia!  Of conise it -
was 3 secret, buried in the deepest recesses of
his heart, hidden and unexpressed—but there,
nevertheless, a deep and absorbing passion, all
the more terrible from its hopeless nature, know-
ing full well, as he did, that it never would or
could be returned. e was content to love her -
niadly in seeret, to worship her from afar, as we
might a creature belonging 12 a superior order of
beings. It made hing all the more conscious of
his deformity, and more than ever dissatisfied with
himself.  And as love is always and necessarily
selfish, thegreat fear of his life now was, that so
rare & gem as Zenobis would not long remain un.
songht and unwon. Heé'brooded over thoughts of
the time when some gay cavalier would come
along and 1ake her from him ; “and he felt, {hat
in that dark hour, life would fose all ity attrac-
tions for him. = At such' times, strange and dark
thoughta obtruded themselves into his tind, and
he would yield himself to the sway of ‘wild and
impossible dreams. He had seen something of
the power of money, and had great faith in it,
He had never cared for it before ; but now the
next greatest desive of his life was to be a rich
man. He had never cared for wealth before ;
but now he regarded 'it as the one thing which
would open to him avenues of enjoyment hitherto

unknown. .
* Zenohia. was friendless aud homeless ; as . yet
unsought, and apparently. indifferent to -making
acquaintances. Bometimes he asked himself if in
time, by unwearied attention and devotion, she
might not learn to forget his horrible deformity
and enact  part in the old story: of “ Beauly and
the Beast,”” for the sake of unbounded wealth 7
The thought thrilled him like an-electric shock,
and get him almost wild to acquire that wealth,
by any means that wmight offer; and at this
Jjuncture, his brother appenred, . as it were, and .

Jleft in his possession a talisman with which he

believed he might 1urn ‘the. stream of gold that
was flowing into bis 1ich employer’s coffers, into

his own strong box,  And it wus in pursuance of
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s plan he had formed to effect this desirable ob-
jeet, that he had addressed the note mentioned in
the last chapter, to Mr. Johnson. He held a
terrible secret that he had no doubt the latter
would be willing and anxious to buy; ‘and his
determination was to make him pay & high ‘price
for it. ) ' s
Recent events made him doubly anxious 10
carry out his plan at once. He was aware that
o handsome and well dressed young man visited
his cottage in his absence, and was often seen
about the © Ravine? He had often discovered
him leaving it, but could never see his face, or
discover from whence he came, or whither he
.went. He had often tried to doso; he had tried
to follow him, to head him off, to intercept him,
to surprise him by returning suddenly at unex-
. pected honrs ; but bad never been successful in
corning face to face with him. Ina suspicious,
roundabont way, as if desirous, but afraid to
learn the truth, he had questioned Zeriobia about,
the mysterious visitor ; but she always quietly,
bt firmly refused to give any explanation. -
“ It iga friend,” she would say,  and he does
it wish yvu toknow who- he s, or why he comes.
But lie is nothing to me, vor I tohim. Heisno
 lover of mine, and I care for him oily as & friend,
_ Purther, I cannot now explain. Tn duetime, you
will know all, and be satisfied.? -
This was all stﬁmly true, biit by no meana sai-
isfactory to Wenn, who in his unreasoning jea)-
ousy, but half trusted these assertions,  The fact
was, that Zenobia had once loved, as some wo-
men can love butonce ; and thaugh she had lost
the object of her heart’s pure devotion, she had
not forgottenit, but was still as true to the mem-
ory of him ghe had loved as she had been to him,
and felt that she ‘never could love another.  Her
ouly desire was to be left alone, quiet and happy
in her own way, hidden from the world, and ag
Jost to it as if she wasmotinit. And hopeisa
strong element in sll human natures, nnd pos-
‘sesses & wonderful vitality, It ja constently
whigpering, “he is not lost, he is not dead,”
and adds with words that burn into the heart
with all the force of prophecy, *“ he will yet re-
tumn to you.” How many otherwise disconsolate
lives are rendered endursble by the siren’s de-
ceptive promises so perfectly in accord with the

heap more comfortable like, ot ye'd only czplaiﬁ
to me why he does -come ’ere, an’ be s0 geeret’
about it.” :

But she would * explain*! nothing, and Wenn
was left to gloomy darkness and doubt. After
due deliberation, he had resclved to bring mat-
ters to a cxisls with Johnson, and as soon a3 possi-
ble afterward, inducé Zenobia to remove with
him to some remote place—the farther the bete
ter—the Western wilds of Nevada, or some place
at leaat ont of the xeach of the mysterious visitor.
If'hq followed them there—vague .and hideous
phaatoms here filled up the hiatus in thoughts
that would not give themselves shape. in his tron-
bled mind., Love and jealousy are the cat and

congenial companions. There i3 nothing too good
or too bad for a man to do under their infiuence.

- As a first move.in carrying out the plan he had
formed, Wenn had sent Mr. Johnson the threat. -

next night, being that of the Fourth of July, 2
holiday, was the one appointed by Wenn to meet. -
Mr. Johnson at the tanpery. He was not sure;
that Johnson would meet him as proposed, and
was fearful that if be did, he would do sofor the;
purpose of entrapping him, and would-have others
with bim, He had an uncomfortable kmowledgg
that his little game might be considered in the
light of ¢ black mail,””. and lead to unpleasan}
consequences, and was in doubt what plan 1'5
adopt if it failed. However, he trusted to lucky
and the power of the secret he held to secure
his release, through Johnson’s influence, if he

| shonld come to grief, and was deternined to risk
the consequences at all hazards, using every pre- K
caution to guard egainst treachery. )

" During the greater part of the day he kept
| elosely at home and wae restlesa and fidgety.
About ten o’clock in the forenoon, he walked up
the path leading from the ravine to the rond that
made a circuit near its brink, and sat down' to
smoke and listen to the varions sounds that £}
the air on & Fourth of July morning—martial oo
sic and beating of drums, the firing of guns, the-

boys. While so occupied, he heard a carrisge
rolling over the hard, gravelly road,and retreating

8 little, took up ‘@ position behind some bushes
where he could see without being seen. The car-

souls dearest wishes ? ‘ .
O course T don’t want o’ interfere, Miss Zen-

. “oby,” Wenn would say, “an’ I g’poge it ain’y

none o my bizness, an’ moreover I hadn’t orteryjithe vicinage of the city—among them, Mr. J‘ohn{ '

‘riage contained a little party evidently going out
to some of the various picnics being held within

doubt your word, but it would make me feel ajponand his daughter.

dog of the human heart—tnost constant, but uo- 3

ening and mysterious note, #s we have-seen. The .,

explosion of pyrotechnics, and the shouting of

i

- maid who answered the' summons, as soon as she

/- gelf-possesced than the maid.

£
¥
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This spectacle jeemed tostrike Werin as rather
singular. There could be but. one of two expla-
nations to it : either Johnson had not received
his note ; or, if he had, was uninoyed by it. On
no other suppositipn could he account for his un-
troubled and happy appearance. Wenn was
puzzled, and determined {o walk up to the resi-
dence of his employer, undler pretéxt of making

- some inquiries in regard to matters about.the
tannery. which Johnson owned, butin reality to
plck up any infornfation he might be able to, bear-
ing upon the question of his having received the
letter. It had not escaped his attention that M.
Johnson’s sister was not of the party, and he de-

" termined to interview her, hoping that she might
let some remark fall froma which he could at
least get an inkling of any unusual occurrence of
thekind. . - S .

With this ebject in view he walked boldly up
. 'to the front door and rang the bell.  The house-

‘opened the door recolled in terror, and ran
_screaming through' the hall.  The' disturbanee
‘brought Miss Johnson {Mr. Johnson's sister) to
“the spot.  She had heard her brother. speak of
*Wenn, and though somewhat taken aback by his
hideous appearancd, was less alarmed and more
She was a tall,
gount, ehrewish locking woman, with a sharp
¢ye and wiry frame, and disposed to resent the
frightening cf the house-maid as a personal af-
front. Wenn advanced into the hall to speak to
kier. ' T o
“%You horrid creature!” she screamed, re-
treating a step or two, “ What do you want here,
wy?? . ‘
" %1 beg your parding—Miss Johnson, I be.
lleve 27 said Wenn. ‘
:“ And if Tam, what is that to you, you dis-
-guating object ?  You needn’t think I'm an un.
protected female, becauss my brother’s away,”
Miss Johnaon answered shrilly, seizing the knob
-of the door, as if about to retreat into the room
.and lock herselfin. . ““ I've got three or four re-
volvers right bere, sind I can’ shoot, too, and I
will ‘shoot ycu as quick as I would'a wild beast,
if you come near me.” ,
‘ “ I'meant yer no harm, mum,” repIied Wenn,
. apparently, not the least alarmed by these bel-
“ligerent assertions ; “ my name’s Wenn, an’ I'm
one o’ the tannery han's an’ I kem to ax Mr,
Johnson su’thin’ about the vats,”

4 Ugh ! You horrid beast ! * gaid Miss Johin-

have you, I'd like to know, to come here fright.
ening folks out of their wita 2. You knew very
well Mr, Johnson was not 2t home.” '

“Y ax yeriparding, mun, but I didn't know
o sich thing)? asserted Wenn, uttering a delib- .
erate falsehood, his cleft mouth expanding like &
frightful chasm, with a grin at the iden of any hi-
man being having designs upon the vizenish in.
dividual before him, ‘¢ Ef you'll excuse me for
axin’ mum,” he added facetiously, *is yer at-
tractions go powerful that ye need Four revolv-
ers to pertect ye 7 EfI ain’t mistaken, moum,
yer dubly safe without ony sich armory, mum.”

“Ugh! ‘You horrid, horrid brute, how dare
you stand there insulting me,” - exclaimed Miss
Johnson, with a scream. * Won't some one put
the wretched creature out of this house ?’!’

“Don’t be afraid, mym,—" began Wenn.

“Oh, don’t ‘mum?* me!?! exclaimed Miss
Johnson, * I’m a respectable young woman, I'd
have you know, you hideous thing."? - I

“ Don’t be afeard, Mise, correctin’ myself,”
said Wenn, who saw the weakness of this elderly.
young spinster, and feeling in & reclkless mood,
was not indisposed to have & little amusemeit at
her expense, in retaliation for the dbuse she had
given him. T knowed a3 ye was a young *oraan,
o’ course; an’ ef I heyn't but ode-éye, I ken see
that yer a han’some young leddy, too.”’ ‘

“ Oh, what flattering creatures you men are !
simpered the spinster, taking a second look
at her interlocuter, and thinking that after
all, his appearance was not so revolting as she
had thought at first sight.

“ Not atall, Miss, T ’sure you,” replied Wenn. -
{% The ole gal'll be geitin’ pweet on me next,”
he thought to himgelf, a little ffattered in his
tarn.) “I’m plain an’ out spoken, which. was
allers a fault wid me, Miss, bel’ as ye see,.a lit-
tle unfort’mate in'my bein’ marked by natur’
from birth, an’its onlikely as ony one 'ud ever
take flatt'ry from me, Bot I've an eye for the
begutiful, Miss, an’' ef I do say it to your face,
ow're & uncommon fine lookin'young 'oman.”?

“ Qh, pshaw ! You wheedling creature !’ ex-
laimed Miss Johneon, coquettishly, coming a
top orso nearer.  “ You know you don’t mean a

rd of it.”? ;

4¢3, yes I does, Miss, I *sure ye,”’ not & little
delighied that the spinster was so -evidéntly
pleased with hin. flatteries, * I often remarked -
the same to my daughter,’’”
~ “Your daughter !’? exclaimed she angrily, re-
treating again.  Then you'rea married man,

I*st'm spitefully, with a shudder. * What right

and here talking such nonsense to me! You
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ought to be horsewhlppedl 1 wonder how you-
ever found a woman -who wanted to marey bad
enough to have such a looking ohject 28 you are !
For my part, I wouldn't have the best man that
ever lived.”’

* T'm sorry to hesr ye say thar., Mlss,” an-
awered Wenn, vaatly amused, with one of hig
most f'tcihating smiles,

Misg, an’ ?'—
“Oh, Mr. Wenn”’ cackled the spmster, re-

gtored to good riature immediately.. ¢ Are you
really a widower now ? . I didn’t mean it, then.
How very ]one]y life must seem toyon ! 7 *

« Qo it do, Miss, I ‘sure ye,” rephed Wenn,
“an’ ag I 'as o goiv’ to say, I've often thought
ag how when T go!. the fortin’ that’s comin’ to me,
" 1’d like to find just euch a lovely creatur” as yer-
self, that wouldn’t object to my face bein’ a little
" disfigerd.””

“Oh! Mr. Wenn! he, he, he,” s:mpered '\Ixss

* Johneon, putung both hands to her face:and af-
fecting to blush, * This ia so0 unexpected, so very
seddenl I hope you will forgive me for speak-
ing s0.harsh at first, ‘won't you? I-didn’tmean;.

Citatall s I Bee. you’ve got good sense, tasle,

Judgment, and a noble heart,
not make a pomt of objecting because you've a
hareldip. D’ve known many really clever, folks

. have them. And then the doctors can cure lt,
too, s0 that no one would netice it.”

- This remark aﬂ'ected Wenn blrmgé]y I con-

tained & bit of information that was a new revela-
tion to him. Tt convulsed his whole being. with

_such a spasm of hope and joy as he had never
known before.  He sought her face with his sol-
itary eye dilated with excessive eagerness, to sce
if she meant it. Preceiving that she did, he
‘slapped his kneé with his lmnd exclmmmg .

“Ta that v'aly so, Miss? For God's sake
don’t ehaft me, Miss I beg ye. Can they r'aly
cure it, murm ? 7% .

“ Why, traly it s so, 1 Mr. Wenn,” rephed she,'
not exactly knowing how to take his excessive in-
terest in the question, but naturally attrlbutmg it
to his desire to; win her dear self. I have
known several cases cared_ by an operation, s
that you’d never notice it.” L
. % Thank’e Migs, oh thank’e.  You’ve lifted a
mighty load off'n wy mind, T can'tell ye, an’ yer
the sweetest and dearesi creatui’ us natur’ ever
Built, I do sw’ar,” exclaimed he, springivg into
the air, and hopping down before the wondering
spinater in the exuberance of Dis joy like a mad
man, and winding up these demonstrations by

b Cause Pm awiddyer, |,

tye for what ye’ve jest {old me,

1 really should | . ] . .
| hut T thought as ‘ow ’e could “elp kissing folks

embracing her and impriniing a kiss on her dry,
skinny. face that covered nearly half of it

~  Why, you nanghty fellow ! 7 simpered Miss'
Johngon, looking, however, as though she wus
not very serlously offended., “I wouldn’t stand
such freedom if you hadn’t Just declared your
honest and manly love,”

“ Bless yer dear old bonts, mum, I does Iove
an’® I*i bless ye
the Jongest day I live Miss,”” replied Wenn, seiz-
ing her hand, kisging and shaking it wa rmly, and
hastening from’ the house, 4
The maid, who had recovered from her terror
in the kltchen, returned to the hall Just in time
to witness this lnst scene in ihe ladicrous act.

* Qb cried she with & little seream, what
was that 'orrid monster a doing, Miss John-

gon 277 .

‘‘ Betsy Jane, mmd your own busmess, and
learn to speak more- respectfully to folks,” re.

with considerable asperity. .  The .poor mun
can’t help having a hare-lip, and you shouldn’t
snedy at any one’s misfortunes.”

# I know ‘e cian’t 'elp ‘aving a ’are.!ip, Miss,

‘ands with that Jare-lip of his, Miss,” replied the
maid, who wasmert and pretty, with a toss of
her head and opening her eyes wide at-the sud-
den change of Miss Johnson's tune towardy the
“Jarrid monater.” . :

“ Betsy Jane, go fo your room and remain
there 4l I ring for you,” was all the reply that
Miss Jobnson delé?md to make, as she walked off
witha contemplauve air.

“YWhew! blisters, bruomstmkﬁ, bumsione,
beeswax and bootjacks ! ?? said Betsy Jane, “with
whom this form of alliteration was a ﬁ;vontq ex-
pletive, when sure that her mistress was quite out
of hearing. "% I believe the old cat would marry

Miss Johnson, ofter devoting five minutes to
reflections of a pleasing nature in her own room,
rang soft!y for the maid. The Iatler came pout-
ing

“There now, Betsy Jane, don’t tuke it to

gon, tapping her cheek caressmgly, and almost
dying to make'a confidant of some one. “ You

He's going to have an operation on his lip and—
he, he, ke’ — simpering — " I’m engaged g

]

lim??”

* 1’1l discharge her.
it that she don’t get an opportusity’ to practice’

plied . Miss -Jolnsosi sharply, tuming upon hen.

the very Old Boy himicelt if she could get *im.”?

hedrt so i T scold you a little,” aid Miss John~ -

must not apenk so disrespectfully of Mr. Wenn.
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“Oh Lord? ‘blisters, broomsticks, bnmslone,
beewax and bootJacks r” egeculated the maid,
throwing up her arms in utter astonishment,

“Now what is the maiter with jou, Betsy
Jane? You great moon.eyed huzzy !V exclaim.
ed Mias Johnson in 4 rage.  * Go t6 your room,
Betay Jane, till I ring for you,”?

“Y-e-5, Miss,"” blurted out the maid, cramming
ber handkerchief into her mouth to keep from
Iaughing cutright, as she left the room. :

“T do believe the little wreich is jealous of
me,” said Miss Johnson to herself. = “I think |
No, 'l keep her and see to

her arts upon him, These young wenches are so
artful, when a man is in the question.””  She
then gave herself up to such blissfial dreams of
"the fature as young ladies during their ﬁrst little

"« affair of the heart!? are wont to; and. to these

dreams we cannot do beiter than leave her for
the present,

In the meantime Eli Wenn, his whole soul
illaminated with the sudden light of a new hope
and joy, returned to his coltage and awaited
nightfall. An hour or'so before nine 6'clock, the
appointed time for the important intérview with
Johnson, he set out to imzet the Iatter at the tan-
nery. ‘He agcended the pathway leading up
from the ravine, turmed into the broad road that

 curved around the brow of the hill, “tnd was |

plodding offin the direction of the tannery when
he heard alcarriage approaching ; thinking it
might be Mr. Johwson returning from the picnic,
he concealed himself behind a tree and waited
until it had passed. It proved to be a carriage
containing a solitary gentleman. Being on the
alert, he watched the vehicle until he saw it
stop in front of the * Ravine” . His suspicions
being aroused, he turned about, determined to go
back to hia house, with the expectation of catch-
ing the mystenous visttor this time, for sure.
But hie was again too late, While he was yet
some distance from the carriage, he saw a young
lady agsisted inte it by a gentleman, who then
followed, and it drove off before his very eves,
notwithstanding that he ran and hailed the driv-

er; the latter only put his thumb to his nose,

gyrating with his fingers, and flourishing his whip
with a crack, drove off, shouting back, ‘¢ Hi,
Old Warty, yer a little too late this time! *? The
face of the lady was veiled, 5o that he could not
see it ; but he was gure from hersize, and gener-
al habit that it was Zenobia.  For one moment
he had stoo& face to face with her mysterious

visitor, and had !ooked at him ; but now that he

had seen him at last, he felt that he would never
be able to recognize that face again, for the sim-

" ple rearon that it was—masked !

Almost wild with baflled  roge, Jealousy and
disappointment, he followed the carriage on foot,
purauing it frantically, determined if pnsu,lble to
Keep it in mght.

CHAP. IX,—THE §ECOND ACT IN THE DRAMA OF
AN EVERTFUL NIGHT.
JENN was muscnlar ‘and long.winded,
but homatch for the bays that spurned
the boulders of the paved highway with their
fire-flahing hoofs. He pursued the carriage like
oue possessed, and held out well ; but it w:dt.n-
ed the distance between him and 1t rapidly, turn-
ed into another sireet and was soon lost to his
view, He uttered a guttural oath, and still fol- -
lowed it panting and snorting Ilke & frightened
horse, threading the dusky streets at random, .
gazed at by passers, and hooted and encouraged
by the boys, who seemed to enjoy the race huge-
ly, until he wag obliged to pause trom sheer ex-
haustion, '
I won’er wherever they could a went to,” he
muttered, as he took 2 huge bandanna handker-
chief fmm his hat and wiped the streaks of dust
;md perspiration from his fuce ancl loolted nbout
him, .
He was in that portion of the city known as
the Norih side, and, at that early hour of the
evening, the streets were thronged: with people,
some of whom were winding up the celebration
of the holiday by returning homeward rather too
impregnated with beer for a dignified perpendic-
ular.' The air was full of music and sounds in-
cidentalto the occasion. Wenn stood listening to
theése, in doubt as to what course to pursue next,
and was so0on surrounided by a crowd of bioys who
seemed disposed to regard him as a cleverly

masqued individual from some of the beer-gardens,”

“ ] say, Jim,”” screeched one of them, * that’s
the Lest masque I've seen yet.”?

“Der Teifel!?” exclaimed another, “ he's
takin’ der character of der Teifel 17

“T say, old Beelzebub, wlaere’s yer horng ?
suggested another.

“ He’s taken plenty of lhem—you bet! ™ said
‘another. | * Bee, he gweais lllmngl: his masque

 like 2 pitcher! i
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*Just then a band of musie struck up 2 waltz
at no great distance, and not courting g farther ob-
servation, Wenn moved off in the ditection from
which the music proceeded, growling, * Git ou.t
you little warmints,”” savagely, as he pushed his
way thzough the crowd, intending to quench his |-
thirst with a foammg tankard-of lager. The wu-
~ gle, however, ‘came,- not from o beer-garden, as

he at first supposed but from one of the hand-
somest residences in the vicinity—a fing house
that stood a little back from the street in o large
yard, partly concealed by 2 thick growth of ever-
greens—evidently the abode of wealih and lux-
ury. The grounds were ablaze with variegated
Chinese lanterns, easting a fairy-like glamour’
over the masqued figures that strolled beneath.
them. in gay converse ; while through the dpen
wmdows, from whlch the waves of. voluptuous
music floated out upon the sumoer’s night, others
could be seen whirling joyously through the revo:
lutions of a giddy waltz.

Wens stood in front of the house looking on
awhile. “ Pooty happy, ain’t ye? ™ muttered

“he, and was about to turn away, when he found

hlmself facing a strapger who stood leaning on

the gate, as if engaged in deeprevery. He wnsa
well dressed and gentlemauly lookmg Yyoung man,
broad shuuldered and athletie, the very pictare
of conscions power in repose.  There was a cast
of zattled melanchely npon his handsome, bold,
bronzed features, - insuch strange contrast with
the scene of gay revelry within, that Wenn in-
" voluntarily paused, through o fellow-feeling of
sympulhy with his apparent dejection. and gazed
at hit in some astonishment. The stranger paid |-
no heed 1o him, and while he was thug employed

a carriage drove up to the gate, a gentleman

jumped out, lifted a Jady from the vebicle; and

hustenq:d into-the house.
The lady passed in first, and asshe flitted past

“the melancholy athlete at the gate, as she lifted

her drapery, the jewels in a bracelet of pecuhar

.and antique design upon her wrist flashed in the

Yight for an'instant like a gleam of hghtnmg—-and

she was lost to view among ihe masqueraders

within. Wenn and the stranger seemed equally
moved by this occurrence.  The latter instantly
altered his attitude of repose, and started as if
aroused by = galvanic shock, while the former
snapped his great tusks together with rage, and
started fumously forward as if to follow them into

“the house—a movement on his part that evidently

did not escape the athlete, for he dexterously

planted bimself before the monster, and in a stern,

“Hold!?”
Without in the least heedmg this admonmon,

Wenn was about to rush past him, when he haul-
ed off and knocked him down in the most uncere-
monigug manner.

~'Wenn was on bis feet in an mqt’!nt. blmded

with rage and pain, and went Dellowing 4t his
antagonist like o mad bull—the result- of which

nanenvre wag, that the next ingtant lie found

himself sprawling on the pavewent, stunined snd
confused, with the athletic siranger sl.andmg
coolly by awniting his further movements.
ing (hat he had more than a match to deal with,

and not ceurtmg another encounter, Wenn yleld.
ed like an animal that has tested the phys:ca] g0
periority of his opponent and yields aubrmsswely

“Find«

to brute force. _
“ Wrat'did yer do that ere fur, say 17 he

agked, assuming a sitiing posture, and rubbing
that part of his great,bushy. head with which the

. | iron-like knnckles. of the stranger had come in

contact.
“ (Jet up, you beast " commanded lhe athlete,

contemptously, * and when you aré fold to stop,
doso.” -

Scramb]mg np, and standmg sullenly before his
interlocutor.

“ Who were that gentleman md lady thaL Jost
passed in ? ¥

“ Wat's that Tere to yer, any ho“ (XM asked
Wenn doggedly.

1 Will you answer my questions at once?’
‘commanded the athlete-menacingly.
" % Look’e *ere, stranger, don’t yegoa keelm’
me over ag'in,”’ exclaimed Wenn, with a whole.
some fear of those firm knuckles, retreating a
step or two. " “Efye want a civil answer toa

“ Well, who were they 77

t The gal wag my darter, then, an' I dunno
who that ‘ere fellow are. Thet’s jist~ w ‘at I
want ’o know.”

“You [ie, you scoundrel,’’ saig the stranger
empltically.
know you never had a daughter.
ter! hamph!
would bear one for you.
the truth g

Wenn looked hard at lum in mmgled dmaze-
ment and terror ; but gudgmg by the strangér’s
tone and atlitdde {hat he was tembly in earnest,
and that turther tiffing would precipitate an-
other *keelng over,” décided in his own "‘mind

- ¥our daugh-

Now will you te]l me

authoritative manner exclaimed,

that honesty would be the best policy.

~ name she's got, only Zenoby, forshe’d never ex-

“HWal, w at & yer want, say ? " asked Wenn, :

civil question, ax it civil like, can’t ye, sny | (XM

“ T know you, Old Warty, and I

The woman never lived that’ *

len face and coarse, soiled clothing, =
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“ Leagiways, she’s my ’dopted darter, sur,

an’ I’ve a foyther’s right {6 look arter her,’” he

said. * “ An’ I've evry. reason to b’lieve thet
—‘ere feller, whoever he be, thet’s a runnin’ arter
her, don’t mean her no good, an’ T wanted to
take her hum. Now I ‘ope yer satisfied'; an’ es-
I don’t know ye, mought I jist,ax ye who ye he
as goes ’bout keehn’ folks over s iz 'tendin’ to
- their own business, say ! :
4 That happens to be none of your busmess ”
smd the stranger dryly. . “ But that s not all that
1 wish toknow.” I know you very well, if you
don’t know me, and the best thing you can do is
to answer my questions, and ask me none. What
is the lady’s name 77
+ Zenohy.”
“Zenobin? What else? _
* Now, look’e ‘ere, stranger, I dunno no other

plain,”’ atvswered Wenn, backing off, as the
strangermade a slight movement as if {0 turp
back his cuffy. ** Don’c ye be a peelit’ them ‘ere
thunderbolts o” yourn to keel me over ag'in, an’
T’il jist tell yer =il I knows ’bout it.”? =

“Very. well, be quick about it,” said the
athlete, following him up,

Wenn, trembling for his Ife, and with an oc- |-
 casional glance of his solitary- piggish eye at the

- stranger’s-brawny fists, briefly told kim all he
knew about Zenobia, not omitting the episode of

the mysteriots visitor, to which the athlete list-,

enid with a gathering brow.

- “Now leave here,” commanded the stranger
aggressively, when Wenn had finished.

.« Look’e ’ere, stranger, won’t ye. jist explain
this ’ere pecooliar proceedin’ o’ yourn 27 de-
manded he, siill reluctant to go

" With a finger, imperative as that of Fate, the
alhlele only pointed down the strest, and Wenn
had no choice hut to dlink away, muttering some-
thing to the effoht that it wag a pooty piece o’
buslnt’ﬁ, a keelin’ a feller over, an’ extortin* a
confession. from ‘im, an then a p'intin ’im off

wi'dout o word o’ explanation.’?

The stranger turned away and: walked off in
anather direction. Watching him steathily unsil
he was dost_to sight in the deepening shadows,
Wenn turned suddenly round, aipd rushed into

tention as he would have done under other cir-
cumstances. - He soon singled out -the lady and
gentleman whom he had pursued, and followed
them. - They noticed and avoided hiw. Ho atill
followed, and finally confronted them. They at.
tempted to-move away, when, mpelled by & sud-
den passion he struck the man in the face, dis-
locating his masjue, and tearing off that of lhe ‘
lady with hiy other hand.

It was Dr. Singleton and May Johnson! The
music siopped suddenly, the ball room was in an
uproar of confusion, and Wenn stood staring at
them in ‘stipified amazement. A half dozen
men seized him by the arms and throat, and he,
struggling and frantically trying to *‘ explain,”
was Kicked and buffetted out into the street, from
whence he came.

Aching and smarting under the blows he had
received, Wenn was shuffling along, making lus
exit thh a very bad grace indeed, when he met
the athletic stranger, now maaqued at the gate,
He recognized him ‘instantly; by his form and
| dress, and intercepted him wn.h

“I say, Mister, jist atop a minit, an’ P’li ex.
plain. I see ‘em in thar, but——7’

“I told you to leave here!” said the atran-
ger, cutting him short, and turning wpon him
menzeingly, causmg him to shuffle out of the way
| precipitately in order to avoid furthér punish-
ment. .

Wenn, realizing that he had niade an egregi-
ous fool of himeelf, and that Zenobia was, in all
probability, quietly practicing at home, now re-
‘membered that it was very near the time ap-
pointed by himself' for meeting Mr. Johneon at
the tannery and accordingly set off for that local-
ity at a kind of dug-rot between a walk and a
run. The stranger ift the meantime, passed into
the house, where :lie dancing had been resumed,
and where, as all were musqued, his appearance
excited no remark, .

Arriving at the tannery, W’enu@und it lonely
and deserted.  There was nd sign of Mr. John.
son, and as if he had casually happened to come
there, Wenn loitered around the place for a little
while with hig bands in his pockets. At length,
thinking it must be time for his employer. to put

the house, presenting; with lns deformity, swol-
2 strange
contrast 1o the gay ‘and finely .dressed’ masquer-
aders among, whom he intruded, not unlike Satan
among the.angels. However, us most of - them
mistook his natural hideousness for an exeeedmg. '

in an appearance, he was creeping up néar the
wall to conceal himself in ita shadow to await the
interview, when Mr. Johnson himeelf stepped
out, and said ;

- What are you prowling about here for 3"
“Hi yi, Mr, Brinsley,” answered Wenn,

ly clever masque, he did not excite so much ate

bringing up short, * Yeron hand, I see.”
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Brinsley, for it wag mdeed ‘e, as [the reader
has doubtless already divined, who "had come
West, and established himeelf under the name
of Juhnson, remained silent, regarding the fellow
awhile. ¢ Soyouare the fellow that sentme that
insolent note, are you'? "

“ Yer jist right, T am, Mr. Brmslézy,” answe
ed Wenn.

. % Call me Johngon, you dog,”

-with losed teeth, .
Al right, sur. . We won’t quarrel abo

names, Mr. Joknsing, sence we know each oth
right ; jist ye call me Weny, by that same to
ken,” rephed Wenn. !
. “ What do you ‘mean by this proceeding, you:
insolent scoundrel 77 demanded Bringley.
¢ Now look’e "ere, Mr, J ohnsmg,” said -Wemn,
casting his head back, and assuming something of
' a swaggering attitade, ‘ there ain’t no sort o’ nse
o’ yer puitin’ on any airs over me, ye know. I
ain't no dog, o how. An’ef ma scound rel,
thar’s a pair on us, an’ T'm in pooty good
comp’ny jist now, anyhow.’ -

“ I have no timae to parley with you, fellow.
What do you want ¢f'me?”’ said Brinsley ina
less lofty tone,

“ Wat does I want o’ ye ! 11, ¥i, yi,”* chuek-
led Wenn swaggering around, and still watching
Brmsley narfowly with his white-rimmed soli-
tary eye. **‘Ere’sago,’ereis! Didn’ b I tell
ye‘m thet note w’at T wanted 27

Brinsley stood immovable.
grounds do yolt base your modest demands ? 77 he
agked.’

“ Now ye can’t cod me, Brinsley, ’cause why ?

it wop’t go down,” answered Wenn. *“I knows
e\erythmk Mr. Johusmg—excmse the slip—fur
my hiothér Zeke see yedotheole mat, an’ wat's
more, 4 in) Wite an’ black.- Ye. ain’t fur
enough from Syracuse to” play off on’ that same
Wenn faniily, T ken tell yer. The tack is, ye've |

smd Bnﬁetey

got thet money, Brinsley, thet no more b'longs to |

yo than it do to me, an’ ye've got to divy, or I
* peach, Thet’s the long an’-short o it, Mr.
Johnsmg——-excoomn' Ille shp o' callin’ ye Brma-
ley,

J‘?‘ Where is this brother of yours?” asked
Bringley, with.an anxiely in his tone that he
could ‘not wholly conceal.

“Thet?s neither ’era, neither is- it thar, nor
yonder, Mr. .Tohnsmg,” rephed Wenn, “Q’ one |
thing, be sure.. ‘The maney’s in yer hand, an’
the halter's in‘inine. - Fist ye divy the blunt, an’
s all yight. 7 Jist ye don't, an’ swing ye go,
tigh, low, jack an’ the game—'cause I hold the

“Upon what.

trumps, Mr.. Johnsing, an’l likes to see sich
brcught low, I does.”
From the first reception of Wenn's note Brinsley

that he was in this creature’s power, He did
not know that Zeke Wenn waa dead, and had no
doubt but that he and his brother were confeder-
ates in a desperate game to biack mail bim heav.
ity. His object was to buy off a¢ cheaply as pos-
sible; and he was feeling Jils way carefully and
cauuouslv.

t All this talk amounts to simply this, Wenn,”
gaid he:
confederating together to rob me, and to further
or ends have hatched up this plan. You are,

probably not aware that your attempts at black
mail wonld place you in- the penitentiary, whete
you 8o richly deserve to be, are you 17’

“ Now, losk’e y'ere, Brinsley,” rephed Wenn
quakmg in his turn, * yer an ole fox, but ye can’t
come none o’ yer gammon on me, do ye mind ?
1 tell yer it won't go down. ~ Ye know wiat ye've
| done, an® w'ere yo stand, an’ sodo 1. T'veno
more words to waste.  Irévy the b]unt, an’ Fm
off were I'll never trouble ye ag'in. Keep it, ef
ye like, an’ I'll peach, an’ yo! awing, of Ihev to
rot in jail the balance o’my days.
thar as live like I does, anyhow.” Wenn spoke
like 2 man who had made up his mind; and pre-
gented his ultimatum. Brinsley vealized that
fact and liastened to come to terms,

% How much money would you want,”” he ask-
ed, * provndmg that I should prefer paying you
something to going to the trouble- of having you
sent to state-prison, the only place you are fit
for?”
| The game’s ag’in ye, Johnsing, an’ ye'd as
well give in,”? said Wein, sullenly:
w'en I'm beat, an’ gives in geacefully, an’ thet’s
yer best lay now.  Ye know yer made away wid
de ole man Funess, an’ ye'd never a come
away an’ lived ’ere under another name ef yer
;wagn't ‘guilty,  Ye couldn’t very well explaip
iaway thet fack, 1’m thinkin’,
i want, hey ? - Wall 'l be easy wid ye, Brins-
?ley Gi'e me ten thousand dollazs an’ coll it
wquar’,: 'l leave the county as a resite.”

I & Are you erazy, or do you think Fama fool,

‘iman?? exclaimed Brinsley, white and angry.

Y have no such amount of money at my dis-
' posal; hawever much disposed I might be to save
‘myself annoyance. - Soe heve, F'll tell yon what.
I'might, mind, T say I might, be disposed to give
vou somothing, say & thovsand dollars,. orse, on

conditior of you and your Lrother lea.vmg

had fully realized the peril of his situation, and

“You and your convict brother are

I'd as liefbe

- @1 knows -

How much does -
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the country at once, delivering up to me what
you say you have in blick and white, and stgn-
ing the proper documents binding yourself never
to trouble me again.  What do. you think ot it?
Come, I've no time to waste.”

“Nor I, Mr Brinsley,” replied Wenn, shak-
ing his hend decidedly. * Don’t; T heg yer, let
me keep ye 'ere. Ef yer time’s so walerble jsur,
P11 wait tell ye've more to-spar’. Ten thous-
and’s my mongy. Them’s my terms. Yea or
nay, an’ the business isdone. Good night,sur.”?

Wenn was actually about to walk off. He bad

" caleulated all the points nicely, and decided that

less than the sum demanded would not subgerve

" his ends, and that he could and would have that

or tothing. -

'* Here, you d~—d foo! ?? hissed Brmsley, like
a tiger at bay, © come ba.ck here, We will settle
this matter now. Where is your brother, and
where are the papers you spuh(e of 27

“ Ye’ve nothink to do wid my brother, Brms-
ley,’ replied Wenn, turning around. “The
papers, inblack an’ wite I'll gi‘e ye up when 1
gits the money, not a minnit afore I does, As to
signin’, I don’t know nothink about papers, an’ I
mought sign suthin’ as would n't agree wi'd my
stomach, an’ I wen’t sign no papers, I'Hgi'e ye
them ‘ere papers, an” clear out, an’ thet’s ali I’ll
do. Ye ken do wat ye like wid ’em, fur
all I’l} care. Ye may bum ’em up, I say, Brins-
Iey, but thar's.s record o’ ‘em above thet ye

can’t destroy.”’

¢ And your brother 79

“ Wall, p'raps 1’d as well tell ye the truth,”
replied Wenn, after a few moments reflection.
# Poor Zeke'll never trouble ye. He's gone
w’ere ye sent ole Furness. It’s his dyin’ confes-
sion as I've got, an’ thet ye may hev, providin’
ye consider it worth ten thousand dollars Yea
ornay 1% o

Brinsley started and put his hand to his head.
This put the matter in a new light. The only
witness of his crime, then, was dead, and had
left & dylng confession.  That out of the way, and
he would be comparatively safe.

% Whio besides yourself knows of this?? he
asked eagerly,

 Not 4 livin' soul,” replied Wenn, “ Not a
livia’ soul. , e writ it out hisself, an’ signed it
in the presence of three witnesses, which same
witniesses was me an’ iy darter, an’ Dr. Singles
ton. But none of ‘em, ‘ceptin’ myself, knowei
wat wan in thet paper.”? .. o

4 'l buy it,)* “said Brinlsey, as a mai why
closes a.bargam, and mekes up his mind to, take

his chances onit.  Bring it to my office to.mor.
row morning at ten o’clock, and DIl give you &
check on the bank for the money. You can
draw it, and leave this place the same day. Say
nothing to any one at all, and above all, let no
living sonl know of the existence of the paper~’

% Ye'll deal fa'r an squar’ an’ no goin’ back 1

“If you will, T will,s0 heIp me God, Ihave
gworn it.” .

“ (3¢ me suthin’ on it to bind the bargain,”
said Wenn. holding ont his band.

" Brinsley, handed him a twenty dollar bdl
“ Thevre' x‘.wenty dolldrs,” hesaid. “Whatl
say, Pl do. Rely on me, and don’t fail me.
With that amount you can leave the countr_v and
lve like a gentleman the rest of your days.”

“ W?jch for my own sake I woulda’t care for,»
answered Wenn, pocketiug the money. * But .
D'm a family man, Mr, Brisley, an’ ¥ve a darter
which bag a feller as I don’t ’lieve means her
no good, an’ I'm ready enough, an’ glad enough
to leave this 'ere wretched country for good to
git her away from him.”

‘4 A pood idea,” answered Brinsley.,  * Girls
these days need considerable looking after.”

 Thet ye may well say,” replied Wenn. * An’
by thet same token ye'd better be lookin! arter
thet gal o’ yourn. P'vaps yer not aware thet
she’s wid Dr. Singleton at 2 masquerade ball w-
might 17

“What ! at a masquerade ball with Dr. ‘Bin-
gleton! Where? How do yon know??’ en
quired Brinsley, enraged instantly. ]

" Wenn related the circumstances of the mas-

querade, which we have already acquainted the
reader with, describing the locality, but omitiing,
of course, the greater part of his own figuring in
it. ‘
“The ungrateful litile traitor! I did not
know they ever met now!’’ Brinsley growled
furivnsly tohimgelf, rather than to Wenn, and set
off in rapid strides in the direction Wenn had
given him, while the latter, highly elnted at the
success of the interview, started for the - Ra-
vine ** in the best of spivits with himself and
Dame Fortune, who at last seemed disposed to
emile npon him benignantly.

CHAP X.—THE THIRD ACT IN THE DRAMA oF
AN EVENTFUL NIGHT.

" OWEVER melancholy the athletic stfan.

1’ germay have been while outside and

unmasquéd, inside the ballrocp, with & masque

§
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over his face, he appeared to be the gayest oft he
gay, full of vigorous life, and brimming over with
-volatile fun. So much so, indeed, that hespeed:

ily became an enviable favorite among the fair

portion of the:company, who supposed.him to be
an mvited gueit, of course-—one whom they youst
know—and they hazarded various eonjectures:
~ among themselves as to which one of their ac-
quaintances he would prove to be when zll nn.
mnsqued

So it is with us all: the world is but 2 large
masque-hall, and many faces that seem to beam
-with_emiles and happiness, could we but look be-
neaih the masgue that covers them, are distorted
by pain and passion. The human form is but &
masque of elay that conceals alike the beauties
and deformities of the real being, the soul.

Had attention been directed to that poeint, it
might have been observed, however, that the
stranger kepi near to Dr. Singleton and his com-
panion. And could the eye have pierced the
imperturable magque that hid his features, it
might have readily observed that when he was
the gayest, his bosom was rent by the pangs of
anger, jealously and disappointment, not unmin-
gléd with -a sorrowful pity and strange, sweet
memories of past years,

Whien jthe time for unmasqumg arrwed wluch!

no one had more - impatiently awsited, and yetﬁ
dreaded, than the stranger, he was still near
them, - To him it was & supreme moment, and
‘his strong arms, -as they undid the elastic eord,
trembled so violently that it was with difficulty
that he controlled their movements. - He and
May unmasqued at the same moment : each
eagerly sought the face of the other, and each
started back, and stood motionless with mutual
surprise and disappointment-—though of 4 very
. different kind, and with widely differeni emotions.
Annie May Brlnsley—-—fm we might. as well 1fow
call her by her proper adopted name—felt only a
gimple girlish ‘surprise ‘and . disappointment that
the cavalierly ‘and gallant masquerader was an
entire stranger to her. and wondered why he had
tollowed her all the evening, His disappointment
. was of & more serious nature--nof unmingled, it
must be confessed, with a feeling of relief that
she who had seented so devoted to the handsome
young man at herside was not the woman he ex-
pected io seei; one whose vows of etermal con-
stancy he had'so faithfully treasured. This little
by-play had not escaped thie eye of Dr. Single-
ton ;. for though they say that love is blind, there
are times when his perceytive facult:es are, mor-
‘bldly acute. . -

“Do you knuw that man, Annje? Why does
he stare at you so ??' he asked, Jeading her
away.

** T never saw him Lefore in my hfe,” she re-
plied.  © He has kept near us all the evening,

‘and acts strungely.

“T will demand an explanatwu,” said Dr.
Smgleton, stopping short and whesling azound.
_An explanation came, however, of the strang-

1 er’s own seeking. He confronted them when ihey

turned around, andlwlth a bow that was both
polite and dlgmhed szud addresé‘ ing Dr Smgle
ton: ©

%I crave your pardon, sir, and Ihat of the
young lady, and beg the privilege of making an
explanation of conduct that may have seemed
singular o her, and also of asking a question.”

“ Certainly, sir, it would be very proper under
existivg circamstances,” replied the Doclor,
somewhat atifily.

“You probably suppoaed me to.be some ac-
quaintance in disguise, by the way in which I

haunted you to-night,”? he continued, addressmg _

himself to Annie:. * Such,  indeed, I auppoaed
myzelf to be, until you unwazqued. I am 2 en-
tire stranger, not only here, butin the city. I

| was passing the house, and, attracted by the

music within, pansed a moment at ihe gate.
While I did so, you passed in, and I_saw upon

our wrists those braclets, Wluch I would know
he world over, as they oncé belonged to 2 very,

ery dear friend of mine, whom I have for some
Years mourned as dead. I obtained a masque,
and came in, only too wxldly hoping that when
you unmasqued, I should see her face, and learn
that the report of her death was untrue.  You
may imagine how sadly I was disappointed, when
L eaw the mistake I had made. Perhaps you

were her friend, and wear them for her dear’

memory’s gake ! You at least must have known
and loved her, or you would not be in possession

of her trinkets? "Can you, will you, tell me any-

thing of my Millie?”* v

-Daring this brief recital, Annie and Dr. Smgle-
ton had listened with semething more than polite
interest. But when at its conclusion the stranger
gave utterance to the name of Millie, both stari-
od violently and turned pale. Dr, Singletdn was
the firat to spealks.

“Cotme,” hesaid, “thiais not the place. for
these matters. We will find a more reurcd one.”
Which they did in a0 alcove in one of the inner
ooms. .

. **You called your friend Mllhe-—what was her
other name, please 1", asked Anme breathlessly

* in this matter than any of us drenm of.-
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: P
¢ Minnie Belle Brinsley,”’—-he pronounced the

very name reverently-—* tell me of her-~do not
prolong my suspense.”’

"¢ Alag, my friend, you were not misinformed,”
it was Dr. Bingleton who nnswered “ghe is in-
deed dead.’ o

-4 But those bracelets, how came you in posses-
sion of them 177 gasped the siranger, and even
Dr. Singleten directed a glanee of inquiry towards
her. ‘

*That iz the most smgnlar thing about, it, "
she said, speaking more to Dr. Singleton than to
the stranger. * They belong to Zenobia ; I fancied
them, on aceount of their antique des!gn, and
happening to suggest that they would be just the
thing for a masquerade, she insisled on my wear-
ing them.” " -

“Who i§ Zenobia?? inquired tl:e stranger
evineing the deepest interest.

* The reputed daughter of a rascally monster
who lives here, by the name of Eli Wemn,”? re-
plied Dr. Singleton, touching n slight bruise' on
his foreliéad which he said Wenn had left there
that very night, when he had attacked hlm in the
batl-room.

“ You may well say Lis reputed daughtert for
he'never had one,”” said the stranger. “THe
must haye stolen and given them to her. Lmust
see this girl, by all means. There may be more
I know
this Wenn well, and he will have good reason to
remember me after tlns mght You know where
she lives 77

w Perfectly well,?? answered Dr! Singleton, not
noticing the peculiar expression upon Annie’s
face, which, could he have read it aright, would
have spoken volames. * But if you will pardon
the liberty, may I asgk your name ?

“Certainly. Lionel Chatham,”? replied the
stranger promply. : "

“ T thought so,. I was sure of it,”

Singleton.  “ You were the lover of poor
tugate Millie ‘Brinslay

left home and——~*" .
i No riore ! plense spare me. T

ing. “ Let. us find this girl st once.

she can throw some light upon the sub;ect 1

“ Ay all means,” said Dr. Singleton, glanciig
at May interrogatively.
- ¥ ertainly, let us o at once,’” said she, feeling
an instinctive womanly desire to aid a forlom
lover, as well asa woman's ewriosity to obtain a
peep into the mysfery.

Dr. Singleton summoned n carriage, and the
three got into ii and drove off to.the ‘‘Ravine”
a af rapid pace, and reached it just as the elock
struck the half hour after twelve. :

Tt was neatly half past nine when Johnson, er
rather Brinsley, snd Wenn met at the tannery.
The interview oceupied about two hours, so that
it was only half past eleven when Wenn turned
his face homewards., He strolled along leisurely,
giving himself up to reflections of & roseate hue
and building castlesin the air, litile thinking how
soon they would all fade away in the misty dark.
nesa of that very night. The clock in the old
cathedral tower was on the stroke of twelve when
he arrived at the * Ravine.”” - The light was still
burning brightly in the cotiage, and it occurred to -
‘Wenn, true {0 his suspicious and sneaky nature,
that the occasion furnished 2n excellent opportu.
nity for spying about the premises. Since un-
masquing Dr. Singleton, he had come to the con-

«clusion that he was mistaken in Identifying him
"with the mysterious stranger who he supposed

visited the * Ravine " tur the purpose of azeeing
Zenohia, .

“Thet ‘ere durk visitor are thare with my gal
now, P riaps,’ outtered he, when he saw
the light gleaming bmghtly from the cottage
windows. * Pl jist slip up, easy like,an’ mebbe
I’ll eateh ’im ; o’ gure’s I does, 171l go fer *im,
faster’n lightnin’, ‘less he’s a better man nor I
are, like thet ‘ere iron-fisted chap as I tackled
to-right.””  Here another thought seemed to
strike him, for he stopped suddenly, knit his
brows, and shook his hend doubtfully.  Ki yit?”
he growled at length; slapping his thigh. “Mebbe
he’s the very chap! - I reckon I shouldn’t go for
him over strong, though ! He’s a most onpleasant
way o' keelin’ folks over, he ‘as,  Leastways:
Tl slip up.an’ see. ' )

With this laudable intention, he stole up to
and around the house, where he could peer into’
the front room through n open window. To his
surprlse, Zenobia was sitting qmte alone, read-
ing.

* The precious little angel’s innocent as o lamb,
an’ how I've wronged her!’’ thought Wenn.

4 % D'm awful sorry, butit’sa wicked world, this

*ere are, an’ it's no harrum to watch even a angel
as lives init.  She- ’pears to be waltin’ for some-
kody, an’ 1 knows as I sre not thet qomebédy I
mought take a notmn to Iay ’round ere 4 bit av’
gee who comes ’

Wenn ev1dently did take such a notion, for he
stole around towards the upper end of the ravine
immediately, and concealed himeelf ebind the
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foliage where he could see both approaches to the
- cottage without being seen.  He hind lain there
on the grass -for about half an hour, when his
vigilance was rewarded by seeing three persons,
two gentlemen and a lady, crossing the rastic
bridge in front of the cottage door. He sprahg
to his feet and hastened towards the front en-
trance of the cottage, whick he reached just-as
they entered it. He was too much excited to
think of strategy, but rushed.in after them.
Judge of his consternation and surprise to find
himeelf face to face with the athletic stranger,
Dr. Singleton and May Johdson!

And then a very strange scene occurred. One,
indeed that beggars description. A simple state-
. ment of what occurred is all that will be attempt-
ed, leaving the reader to picture the ineffable
happiness and Joyful surprise that it hrought to
thore most immediately concerned. g

“My own darling Millie!” exclaimed the
stranger the moment he saw Zenobia.

“ Lionel 17 cried she rapturously, turning very
white, her beautiful, soft eyes sparkling with un-

~ expected pleasure, while they dllaled with the
utmost surprise.

The next moment they were clasped in each
other's arms, and Millie—for it was she—lay
fainting on his bosom.

‘Nobody seemed’ more surprised than Wenn
himself. Hegnashed his great tusk-like teeth
with rage, and danced about farionsly, growling :

¢ Wat do-all this ‘ere mean, say? 1 want]|
some’un 1o explein how this ’ere are! Won’t
none on yer explain? I say, Mister Sgranger,
thet’s not fair, a keelin’ a feller oyer, an’ thena
enterin’ ’is 'ouse, an’ o goir’ on thet way, an'
wen’t explain notliin’, neither.”

To which no one paid the slightest heed, until
Millie had been borne to a sofa in the strong
arms of Lionel Chatham, and revived. Lionel

then condescended to point towards the door, eons | ill.

triving at the seme time to intimate to Wénn, by
a significant gesture, that a failuré on his part to
~ find said aperture would be sttended by certain
unpleasant consequences which Mr. Wenn wonld
describie a8 a “keelm over.”” Not exactly yearn-
ing for which, EH retired to the door, and stood
glaring at hlﬂ powerful adversary something as
a jackal might at a lion that had robbed him
- of his prey.
‘When she had suﬁimently revwed, however,
.Millie, ns we must now call her, infimated her

to him, a3 well as to you ail to make an expla.
niation, which I will pmceed to do as briefly as
possible.”?

Here Lionel intimated to Wenn that he mlght
come forward and hear it—a pnvﬂege of whick

he readily availed himself. .

“ This gentlemen,” claaplng Lionel's arm firm-
Iy and lovingly, “‘is my own dear Lionel Chat-
ham, whom' I have Iong mourned as dead.”
‘Andshe blushed unconsciously. =~ -

“I wish he was,”? thought Wenn; but he lis.
tened intently without giving utterance to the
thought.

“My father wished me to marry one Abel
Furness, a feeble old man, but very wealthy,”?

At the mention of this name Wenn gave agreat
start, aa if 2 sudden revelation had broke in upon
him, and became intensely interested, as wae ap-
parent from the twinkling of his solxtary eye
But he remained silent. -

1 did not, and could not love the foolish old
man ;I loved my father, and in anything else
would have sought his pleasure ; but I loved my
Lionel better,” ghe added, looking up into his’
face with a confiding smile,” *“and I was obliged
to ¢ross him in this. My refusal brought . down
upon me the full force of hiy resentment, and he-
ordered me to leave his houge, and never to call
myself his child again. I knew that his strength
of will and persistency of purpose were such that
it I remained beneath the roof of my home, i
would be forced sooper or later to yield to his
wishes in this respect, and so determined to take
my flight. I left home one night, disguised in
boy’s clothing, and made my way to New York,
intending to communicate ‘with Lionel, knowing
that as soon ag he knew where I was, he would
come to me, and believing that when my father
knew we were united, he would forgive us. The
uuwonted excitement of these events made me
It was nearly two weeks after my arrival in
New York before T was able to slt up in bed.

Then the first paper I took up, contained an ac.
count of the wreck of a vessel that had sailed from
San Francisco, with a list of the passengers that
were lost.
was the one most dear to me of all others on
earth--Lionel Chatham. I need not speak of my
grief and despair.
me into & relapse and prolonged my illness.
course the deception of my dress had been dis-
covered ; but the lady of ‘the respectable board-

The first name that my eve fell upon

Buffice it to say that it threw

- desire to ' explain” in these words : . ing house at which I was stopping was very kind

MILLIE BELLE BRINSLEY'S STORY,

{0 me,

The slendei means I lad brought with

“ My dear friends, that rough creature saved
my life, and has been very kind to me.

me were well-nigh exhausted by the time I had
T owe.it| sufficiently recovered my health to aeak emp]ny-

" ment.

" in the office of an insurance agency. I eontinued

-employment in some western town.

" home.

or - with my intentions.

* Tn this I was not successful ;
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With the assistance of this gor)d womarl,
who irdeéd proved herself an honest friend to
me, T obtained employment in the way of writing

to board with this good lady, who, when she saw
1 presistently refused to confide any of my past
higtory to any one, ceased fo press me. My em-
ployer was an, elderly and honorable man ; he
geemed to appreciate my services above their
aetnal worth, and for the first two years every-
thing went on quietly and pleasant]y At the’
end of that time, my employer’s son, who had
been off to co]lege it appears, had returned home
and was assigned a desk in the office.. He was
what is generally termed = “fast 7 young man,
and his attentions to myself soon became so dlq-
agréeable that I decided to once more don my
boy's clothing, 2s a greater protection, and seek

It may seem strange to you that during all
this time it never oceurred to me to return home.
But there'is a certain fascination about perfect
freedom,; which, when it is once tasted, makes
one, especially a woman, loth to surrender it
Besides, T had read an account of the supposed
finding of my body, and knew that T waa given
over as dead, and would not, therefore, be sought
for. T could readily perceive how ihe mlstake
oceurred ; for when T left my father’s house, in
male attire, T carried the clothing I had last worn
in a bundle under my arm, intending to throw it
into the Ganal, inorder to mislead them when they
dhould miss and search for me, with the suppo-
sition thut T had drowned myself. I had forgot-
ten to take from the pocket of the dress-the note
1 had intended to post to my father.. Meeting a
forlom young woman, 1 gave it to her, having
but Lttle woney to spare ; and she- no doubt put
the clothing on, and afterwards drowned herself.
Pelieving Lionel to be dead, I could but regard
my father as hig executioner ; and - although I
knew that poor old My. Furness was dead, I
felt, gomehow, no mclmatlon to return to my

T had some money, the result of savings from
my, salary in the insurance office. "So donning
miale attire once more, as o safer disguise, as

well as protection in gomg among strangers, 1
purchased a ticket for Milwaukee, and took pass-
age for this city, without acquainiing any one
Unfortunately, my pocket
wag picked on the way, and I arrived lere, a
stranger and penniless, I went to a boarding
place, hoping to find employuent- of sote kind.

week.was up, and it was ascertained that I could
not pay, I was obliged o leave the house. I still -
wore my disguise, knowing how diffenlt it would
be for a strange young woman, alone, to obtain
respeciable lodgings. I wandered about the city
for four days and three nights, seeking some kind
of employment, and sleeping in gheds. During

a1l this time T had tasted nothing but water; for

1 could not beg, and besides I had no desire for
food. On the fourth night, feeling worn out and
exhausted, I wended my weary way up Spring
avenue, with the expectation of finding some
lonely spot in which to lie down and dse. I had,
indeed, wandered into this very ravine for that
purpose, when I became faint and laid down,
feeling that death was not fay distant, and that
my trotbles would scon end.  But the nearer I
came to death, strange to say, the stronger I
folt a desire to live ; the vital instinci -geemed to
come into greater activity in proportion as my
desponding ressoning faculties lost their sway
from weakness. Lt so happened, though T sup-
posed no human habitation near, that I had fall-
en in the vielnity of Mr. Wenn’s cottage, nnd
that he chanced to pass, heard my feeble moan-
ing, found and took me into his house, where I
Tiave since remained, under his kind protection,
tsolated from the worid and as happy az one
could expeet to be under the circumstances.
This is my story, Lionel, and I will again com-
mend My. Wenn to you, for though he is & singu-
lar man, and rough in his way, Lohas been a
friend- in peed, and I cannot better express the .
nature of his kmdness than to say 11e has been a
father to.me.”?

“0, pshaw, Miss Zenoby, don’t ye go 2
praisin’ me like thet ’ere now, ’camse I'm ot
wsed toit, an’ I ean't stand it,” said Wenn,
bringing the rough sleeve of his coarse shirt.
#eross hig solitary eye, “ ye've been the best o
gi’ls, a rale darter to me, an’ ye've paid me back
a thougan’ fole for all the little kindnegs sich as I
could show ye, in makin’ this ’‘ere humble
hum ¢ mine the heppiest an’ brlghtest apeck
on the yearth.” -

T must at least thank vou, Eh ‘Wenn, for
what you have'done for Millie,” said Lionel,
going over and shaking his hand, which, by the
way, Wenn yielded to him, not without an anx-
fous look at his face, and some misgivings that
he wasgoing to be ** keeled over ”’ again, ¢ This
is the one good deed of your life, that redeems it
from being an utterly bad and useless one, “amd
atones for many evil ones.  You shall not'go un-

and ag soon 89 10y

rewarded.”
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“Thabl’e,: sir, but I don’t want no reward,”
said Wenn doggedly. * Life ain’t got no more
charrums forime. - Providence are allers unkmd
to the misforfunate.”

Lionel made no reply to these remarks, for the
reason that hig attention was now called fo May
Johnson, who was acting strangely.  She had
listened to Millie's story with a sadly intent face,
and eyes plistening withtears, At its ¢onclusion
she put her handkerchief to her face and wept.
She was now laughing hysterleally, and it was
with gome difficulty that Dy, Singleton, the only
porty in the room who understood the cause of
her behavior, was able to calm tlns state of nery-
ong excitement.

‘When he had succeeded in doing this, Millie
ihreiv her arms around Lionel's neck, ‘exclaim-
ing, “ Now, Lionel, we want to know how it js
that you have come to life ag;am Tell ag your
story.”’

" «T have not come to life,”
smile, ¥ for I have not been dead.”

“ I ken say s yeheven't acted much like dead
folks to-night,” said Wenn, with a vivid remem-
brance of the  keelin’ over’ business. .

Lionel Chatham smiled good-naturedly at this,
and proceeded to lell his slory ;  which, togethel
with some other matters pertaining to ours, we

. are obliged to defar until the next chapter,”

CHAPTER XI-—Tur TourvH ACT IN THE
. Drama ori aw Eyvenrrun NIGH.T, UPON
witren ire Conramn Faris, :
IONEL CHATIIAM was about to com-
mence his story, when he was interrupted
by the entrance of old Mr. Daley and his wife.

* Pardon this intrasion, kind friends,” said the |

ald man, taken aback by the presence of Lionel,
Dr. ‘Smglcton and Miss Johnson in their ball—
room eostumes, “ I did not know you had com.
pany, Mr. Wenn.”?

“ Wiat brung ye ‘ere this time o’ night, Da-
Jey 7 agked Wenn turning his solilaty eye upon
- him with some gurprise. -

“ Oh, no matfer, now,” replied -the old man,
moving towards the door. “We will not stop.
To-morrow will do."?

*Now, look 2 ’ere, ole man, this 'ere won't
‘do,” exclaitned Wenn, planting himgelf in the
door. *’Lre’s more myst’ry, an’ if’s got’o he
erplamed T tell yer All sorts o strange things

be replied, with a |-

is 'appenin’ ’ere to-night, an’ nobody won't ex-
plain nothin? ; and ’ere comes ye a makin’ an-
other an’ won’t explain. I wants ’o know wat
brung ye ’ere at this ongédly hour o the night,
wid-the ole ‘oman "

“JItisno intrusion, Mr. Daley,” said M1l.he,
looking very happy, s she nestled close heside
Lionel on ' the. sofa, with his arm thrown protect-
ingly around her waist. ** We areall very happy
here. You look sad and anxious. If thereis
anything we can do to malke you happy too, do
let us help you.”

“Qh, yes, all’s wery ’appy ’ceptin’ o me,”
growled Wenn. * I'never was ’appy’ an’ don’t
never a'pect to be. I'm a on’appy wretch, I
are.”, .

*'We were very uneasy, wife and I,”? said Mr.
Daley, to Millie. * SBeeing by your light, that

you were still up, we thought we’d drop in and ‘

tell you about it.”?

#It's all about the rent, you see,” spnke up
Mrs, Daley. .
day, and Mr. Johnson hag given us notice t6 va-
cate to-morrow. Where we shall go F'm sure I
do not know, unless, indeed, you will give us the
ghelter of yourroof, Mr. Wenn, for a time.”?

“Qh, that’s all right, ole uns,” maid Wenn.
“T ain't got notiﬁng to lve for no more.
hev the hull on’t arter to-day.”?

“Ft’s too bad,’? said May,’! with genume sym-
pathy in her tones.  ** I never knew pa tobe so
hard before. I have doneall T couldmbut Iin-
terceded in vain.”?

“What does he meéan?’ asked Mr Daley,
lookmg from Wenn to Millie for an axplanation.

i Something very strange has happened,”’ re- .

plied she, “The lost is found,—my friend, T
mean,” looking at Lionel. ' He has come back
alive and well. T ihought him dead.”’

** An’ he'll take ‘er away from me, now,’”’ ox-
plained Wemn, ‘“‘an’ I won’t hev mo 11um no
more,”

Both the old man and woman seemdd struck
dumb with surprise. ‘‘How s this ¥ agked
the former at Jength. T did not know you had
an absent friend. Where has he been all thig
while 77

- “Just what I was going to explain when you“

came in,** gaid Lionel.

After Millie had brj Jﬂy explained the oceur-
rences of the evening to her humble friends,
Lionel proceeded to tell Lis story.

LIONEL OHATHAM'S STORY. _

“When I once felt assured of my Millie’s
love,” he gnid, “ and that nothing but my poverty

. effort to remove that obstacle.
. ability to win a fortune, and when that was won,

“You see we couldn’t pay it to- -~

Yecan’
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: o ,
stood between us, I determiined to make a grand

her father, I believed, ‘would not object to our
union, T had no settled plan, but determined to
take advantage of any opportunity that might
present itgelf. T went first to San Francisco, hop-
ing that something to further my designs would
turn up in that land of adventure -and gold. A

vessel being aboug to sail for-an Eastern port, I

made up my mind to go on it, and had enga.ged

my passage and had my name registered. ~ But

before, the vessel sailed, meeting with an oppor-
tunity to join a new mining company, and think-
ing the prospeets better in such an enterprise
than going to the Indies, T abandoned the cen-
templated trip, went ashoi'e at the last moment,
and went with the miners. [t was fortunate that
I did so, for the vessel was lost. This will ac-
count for my pame having been published among
the missing. The account of Millie’s death, with
all the particulars, having reached me, and hay-
ing no doubt that she was 1ndeed loat to me, I
gave up all hope. .

“ 1t i not necessary, though it might prove In-
teresting, to recount the history of my hard strug-
gles, adventures, disappointments and final
triumph—for T did triumph at last. Suffice it to
say I went with the miners, and after many ad-
verse experiences, we struck a rich lead and
made our fortunes. I found myself a rich man;
T had attained the object I sought, but the mo-
tive for gaining it was no more._ I felt like one who
having acquired a rich pearl at great sacrifice

© sees it crumble todust in his hands.

*t 1t was then that I remembered I had an-
other object to live for and accomplish—that
somewhere inthe world I had & fatherand a
mother, and a dear sister, if they were still liv-
ing; and I determined to find them. ‘I was
the more auxious, knowing. that they might be
in poverty, and in need of the gold that I valued
solittle. My oBject in retutning was to find this
very map Wenn and ascertain something relative
1o my pa; and sister.”

At this point of Lionel’s narrative, Wenn be-
came visibly moved and excited,

B | wigh, Mister, ye'd jist explain that ’ere,
an’ how as I've got anything to do wid yer findin’
them relations o’ yourn,’”’ remarked he.

“ Porhaps you will not need any explanation
when yon have heard more of miy history, Wenn,”
replied Lionel, bending upon him a severe glance,

beneath whlch he cowered with a vague pre-

I had faith inmy.

monition of something unpleasant connected with
his fortner misdeeds being in store for him.

“ When I was a little boy,”. continued Fione],
still fixing Wenn with his eye, ‘T was KIDNAPPED
by an evil-disposed ruffian.”’

As these words escaped him, Wenn spmng 1o
his feet trembling so that his very Lnees smote
each other, and made a loud exclamation of
mingled fear and surprise. Old Me. Daley and
his wife were scarcely less moved bt retained
their seats, and listened to the gtranger with a
fixed and yearning interést.

* Sit down, and hehr in silence all I have to
say,’’ Lionel spoke to Wenn authoritatively.

The latter obeyed with a niosi dogged and hang.

dog expression of countenance.

“The fellow was so uncouth and hideous in
his appearance that I disliked him from the first,
which he could not fail to observe, and for this
reason doubtless disliked me in turn, for he was
very hard on me, and, especially when under' the
influence of liqaor, treated me very badly. When
I got older, though still a mere child, T eacaped
from the monster one day, and ramaway. My
only regret in leaving him, was in pariing from
my poor little blind sister, whom I left with him.”

At this juncture Mr, and Mrs, Daley began to
exhibit the most profound emotion, but remained.
silent, gazmg upon him with ghstenmg eyes, agif

trying to recall the traces of features grﬂ.ven dﬁb[‘f o

upon their memories.

“Err WeNN was the villain that Kidnapped
my little sister and me. 1 kuew you the moment
I saw you to-night, and determined then that you
should never escape me until you had confessed’
all,”? he added to Wenn.

“Looka ‘ere, Mister,” began Wenn, in great
distress.

* Be silent, sir,”’ commanded Lionel. * I am
not through yet. I found a home with & good
old farmer and his wife, after I ran away from
Wenn. Having no children of their own, afier
hearing my story they adopted me as their own
son. Soon after they removed to the state of
Ohio, where I was educated as far as their
limited means would. allow. They died when I,
was about eighteen, leaving me everything they
possessed. It was not much, and barely sufficed

to complete a tolerably fair English and business

education, the foundations of which were laid
duving their Life time. The force of old associ-
ations then took me back to Syracuse, the place
of my early home, partly to seek employment,
partly to find my glster,. of whom I had never
heard since the cold grey morning upon which I
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kissed her as she lay sleeping in her Title -bed,
" and asked God in & -brief prayer to take care of
“and bring her back to me. Wenn had left the
place, and no one knew of his whereabouts, It
was believed, however, that he took the child
" with him. Such matters soon pass out of the
minds of those who have no interest in them ;
but it was different with me. My interest in the
fate of the lost sister whom T felt was somewhere
in the wide, wide world, was too deep’ and abid-
ing to allow me to give ap the design of finding
_ her. But my funds becoming low, I decided

first {o obtain employment, and then pursue the
inquiry at lelsure. I succeeded in obtaining a
gituation with Mr, Henry Brinsley ; and while
with Tim met my dear Millie here.  Our engage.

ment catsed a rupture with her father, and pre-{

vented me from carrying out the plan I had
formed of finding my gister.. Now, Wenn, speak.
—Where is miy sister 2*?

“ Wall, to be honest, Mr. Chatham, ag T are 2
honest man,” gaid Wenn greatly moved “r
allers treated the gl’l well. But I took to hard
drmk you Jmow, though Idon’t drink now,

iss Zenoby know, an’ they took the child

f m me an’ guv'r to a horfin Av-ylum Or sum
sich, after which ~ L

Wenn had no sooner uitered these words than
* Annie May; who had evinced great emotion dur-
ing the recital of Chatham’s story, sprang to her
feet, and with aloud exclamation of joy clasped
" him to her bosora and zvied :

“ Willie !. my long lost brother ! T]mnk God
we have found each other at Iast 1 .

“ Sister . Deoar young lady, can this beso?
My little sister was blind, and I have an indistinet
menory, like a halfgolten dream, of having
heen called “Willie ? when a child—Wenn always
called me by the hated name of ‘Jubblesy’~-how
is it that she who now claims (o be my gister haga
pair of bright biue eyes 77 As Lionel Chatham
gaid thie, he held Annie May at arm %-lcrwth,
gazing at her us if he would read the mystery in
thoge sane bright blue eyes.

“*Yes, look a 'ere now, thet’s wat Pd like to
uév explained,” said Wenn. *’Cause why ?—
thelitile gi’l ez I kidnapped, ez ye call it, was
#llers blind—~Wlind from a babhy.?’ -

" Annic and Dr. Singleton exchanged meaning

glances.  Old Mr. and Mra. Daley had arisen to
- their feet, arid hung upon her answer asa crim-

inal might upon the one word of the judge which
would doom him to the gallows or give hini life
and liberty.

“ That mystery, deny brother, for such you
really are, and, and ¢ Uncle Eli>-—as I remem-

“her you uged to like to . have me call you in those

childish days when I had mever seena human
face, and supposed your’s had the same appear-
ance as that of other people--is a mystery

easily solved. I was once, indeed blind, and by A

my side stands the noble being,” she continued,
clasping the arm of Dr. Bingleton a little closer,
“who ungealed my lids by a, skilful operation,
and opened to my soul the fountaips of light.”

" And Dr. Singleton assented, “ It is as she

saye.’?

“Sister, mine, you are then, indeed,”” exclaimed
Lionel; f'olcimg her fondly in his arms and kissing
her many times. . :

"And then ocourred a surprise for all parties
concerned, except Wenn. My. and Mrs. Daley
fell simultaneously upon the young people—ihat
is npon Lionel and ‘Annie--crying :

“ My-children | My own long lost, kidmapped
children, we have found you at last 17

No attempt will be "made here {o describe the

scere which ensued between the parents and
their ehildren,
+ 4 Mr- Daley,”” said Wenn, when waiters had
beenme quieter, I ’ope ye'll forgive me. I've
know’d for & long time ez ’ow ye und the ole
’oman wag the faither and mother o/ the habbies
I stold, but not knowin? ez how I could put yex
in the way o’ findin’ ‘em, I wouldn’t tell. These,
indeed be yer babbies—-hig *ans, too, they is, and
one on ’em’s o keeler, I ken tell yer, an’ right
glad T am ez you've found ’em af last. [t’s a big
load offen my mind, T ken tell yer.” '

Mutual explanations and rejolcings followed,
ag a matter of course.

plained. One of these was, how this * keeler’s”
name counld be Lionel Chatlmm, and he the son
of Mr. Daley ?

“ Becausoit was the name of my foster father,
and he gave it to me,” replied Lionel. “T have
" | slways gone hy it, and always shall-—addmg
“ Daley ? {o it.?)

Next Wenn wanted it explained- how Annie
Johnson could be Annie Daley at one and the
game time ?

“ Worse yet,  Wenn,” said Dr. Singleton,
Jaughing, ** she is Annie Daley, Amnie Hensha.w,
Annie-Johnzon, and Annie ——"

¢ Fush 17 cried Annie, putting her hand over
his mouth.

“ And Annie Somebody elsq, all at the saIme
time.”?

“And all were happyex-
cept Wenn, who wanted a few more matters ex-
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 And, ere Jong, will donbtless be Annie Some-
body else still,’? said Lionel joining in the laugh.
At which Anme blushed and Iooked up confid-
ingly into-the face of her lover.

*/Ow are it, any ’ow 7 persisted Wenn, still
more mystiﬁed-.

“ Very simple,” sald Avnie. * I had noname

but Annie when I was received into the Asylum- ]|

I never knew you by any other neme than ‘Uncle
ELi? The matron’s name wag Henshaw, and she
gave it to me. After T was operated on, and was

‘able to earn myp own living, by sewing, T still re-

tained it. When Mr. Johuson 'ulopted me, I of
course took his name'”’

Went gave o prolongéd “ Ow-01" and saids
“TIaseesit now! Yer not Mr. Johnsing’s rale

child then, but a adopted one ? 1 sues, T sees it
- now.”?

Another denouement, another surprise, and an-
other strange scene followed these in rapid swe-

eession
; ?Aftel‘ learning from Wenn that his dauglier

‘.-"‘\ﬁ'ﬂs at the masque ball with Dr. Singleton, My

Jahiuson hastened to ‘the place, with which be
was previously acquainted. He ascertained that
they had left. He then went home, and learned

. that Apnie had not returned. Suspecting 'that

she might be at Wenw's he went there. He
‘walked down the little winding pathway to the
cottage gate, and seeing the parlor lighted up,
and several pariies inside, and the door épen.
walked in.
cotlage, and as Millle never went out, they had
ns yet failed to meet. As he sirode into the
room, with a stern rebuke to Annie rising to his
lips, he met Millie, dregsed in white--father and
davghter stood face to face !

* My Father !’ and she Hew with outstretched
srms to ebrace him.

.E * * *

It was with great difficulty that le was re-
stored to consciousness. The events of the pre.
ceding day and evening had so unsirang his
perves and told upon iz mental {apudties, that,
not doubting in the least that his daughter was

. dead, when he saw her, he supposed it to be

her spirit, or an optical delusion, resulting
from a diseased brain., He sank under the blaw
in a deathdike fainting-spell, from which it re-
quired alt Dr. Singleton’s skill to arouse him.

He ‘slowiy returned to conseioustiess ; hut was

.never himself again, never the crisp, enorgetic

shrewd Henry Brinsley of old. He was gradu-
ally made to comprehend the true siate of affairs.
Then, folding his davghter in a long close em-

He had never before been at the |

brace, he caressed and kissed her, and wept
her ncelc all the time saying :

“My own darling daughter! Alive, thank
God! My long lost Millie! Forgive your poor,
wicked old father, darling 7

They a,ll forgave hlm, then and there—~even
Wenn.,

When this was over, and he had become (.;le,
he recognized Lionel.

“ What Lionel Chatham 7 he exclaimed,

¢ And you, Mr. Brinsley 77 ‘

“My siug,  which are many and grievous,
have found me out al fast,’ he said, glancing at
Wenn, . ) ’

The latter asked no explanation. On the
contrary, he said: It are all right, Mr. Brins-
ley. T'm a blighted flower, I are. No, thank’e, *
nothing for me, only a little change to take me .,
{p furin’ pairts. The only cre’tar’ on earth ez
ever war kind to me are now taken from me,
doubly taken from me. Your darter Zenoby, I
mean, It war for her alone I wanted it for.
Live an’ die ’appy, only gie me enongh
{0 reach furin’ parts an’ die on a unknown
ghore, an’-that are all Il ax”?

Millie explained to her father what the reader
already lknows respecting her refuge with
Wenn,  Brinsley then even went .so far
as to clasp Wenn’s hand, and thanked hm. .

 Any time, Mr. Wenn,” he gaid,  my purse
y at your service. Yon shall be rewarded.”

“ Wirtar are its own reward,” snid Weun.
“ All Tax are enough to go to afurin’ land.”’

“ Ab, Annie,”? said Mr. Brinsley after awhile,
“T have a real daughter now. “You hav foun}

a sister.”

“Something better, pa Brinsley,” exclmmed
she,—** I have found a reel father, & real maother,
‘andm'eal brother.”” As she said this, she in-

'| dicated Mr. and Mre. Daley, and Lionel.

Mr. Brinsley was dwmbfounded, and asked an
explanation, which they all joined in giving him.
‘“ Al Daley, I little thought T was robbing you
of your own danghter,” said he, *and T am*mor-
tified 1o think T have been so hard on you. Of
course I could never anticipate thizs, Business is
business, you khow,” he added, with something
of his old air, “and though euch things seem
hard, we have to do them on principle. I will
try and make amends.”

“Your heart was very hard towards ug, Mr,
Brinsley,” replied the old man, “ It is human
nature. Weare alltoo hard on one another. We
cannot see clearly the right way In this world.
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In the next the veil will be lifted from many
lives, ag it hag been here to-night.” ’

“And now that we have found your real|

father and mother,” said Dr. Singleton to"Annie,

““we shall begin the new lile by asking them to
smile upon us, _hopin}; they wili be kinder to us
than your adopted parent was.”

While he spoke he led her up to them; and
as he and she stood before  them, with bowed
heads, the old couple raised their hands and
gaid : '

“ Glod bless you, our chlldren "

“And now that we have found your father,
Millie,”"ssid Lioniel Jeading herup to the sofa¥vhere
Mr. Brinsley reclined, looking but the wreck of

hig former gelf,—-grown indeed, ten- years older’|-

during the previous twenty-four hours,—* let us
hope he will prove ag generous as Annie’s father
and mother here. Iam a rich man, now, Mr.
Bringley.” :

They knelt-before him, and raising himself up
he joined their bands, and laying # hand upon
each bowed head, he also said :

“QGed bless you my children.”

We had intended writing * The End,” here.
But a pertinacions individual, who for the last
half Lour had stoed on the porch of the litile.
cottage, an unobserved spectator of these pro-
ceedings, now: came forward, and insisted wpon
being heard, -and having her rights like other
women,

“T don’t propoae to be left out_in the cold
'in any. such way,” said Miss Brinsley, bust]mg
into the room. *Howd’y do, Millie ? I’m real
glad to see you slive and well! But my!
Dow't you ever give me - another such turn as
you did the day you ran away ¥

“My dear aunt, I'm so glad to see you”
gaid Miilie, k:sgmg her. “I'm so sorry I have
‘cansed you all so much trouble.”

% 0h, 'its all right now, I suppose,”’ said
Miss Brinsley, twrning sharply on Wenn, 'who
was edging off fowards the door, and fixing him
with lier keen grey eye. * You canafford to be

" sorry, now that you’ve got he mah you wanted,

But T’m not to be cheated out of my just rights,

Mr. Wenn. So don’t you be 4 eidling off. It's
very well to be giving consents, and pairing off.
X like to sea it. But I don’t want to be an edd
one.  So come along.”

And she went over, to Wenn's uiter conster-
nation, seized him by the hand, and pulled him
up hefore her hrother.

" Come, Henry, while you're in the way of if,
bleas one more couple.’”’” she said. '

Bringley sat looking from one toZthe other in
utteramazement, A huge grin dlstended Wenn’s
cleft mouth, for he regarded it as a capital joke.
But Miss Brinsley was terribly in earnest.

“ What ‘does this mean?’ asked Brinsley,
barely able to credit his senses.

“It’s all arranged, Henry, so don't make a
fool of yourself,”” answered his sigter with con-
iderable gharpness, '*He proposed to me this
worning, and I accepted. All you have to do
is to bestow your blessing.”

“How ig this, -fellow ?? said Drinsley to
Wenn.

“ T war only 2 coddin’ theold gi’l ; but T ain’t
no feller, no ‘ow,” answered Wenn, sneakishly.

“Tmean lo marry him or die in the attempt,”
gaid Miss Brinsley, firmly. ¢ And 'l have his
hare-lip operated on, and those warts taken- off.

sure;’’

came to the relief of the aged spinster. -

“ [ have an idea, Wenn, If yowll marry Miss
Brinsley, as you are in honor bound to do,” said
he, “ Tl cure your hare-lip, and remove those
ugly excrescences from your face, so that yoir'll
be an ornament to society of whom any elderly
unmarried female might well be proud.”

“ Won’t ye do thet for money, Dr. Singleion 1"
asked Wenn,) hesitating,
= i Money ciouldn’t procure such a service,”
Lionel hastened to answer for the Doctor. * No
surgeon in the world would undertake such a job,
Wenn, only as a matter of friendship and honor
you know.”?
© Ohatham doubtless. felt that if he could bring
this match zbout he would be amply revenged
upon Wenn.

An idea struck Brinsley here, and by no means
unwilling to lose his amiable sister, he motioned
to Wenn to stoop down. He whispered in his
ear: “Marry her. D' give you-twenty thous-
and dollars. Knowing what, you do, you ought
10 be in the family.” His native craft, we per-
ceive by this, was not entirely extingnished.

« Wren’ll you do that "ere job 777 Wenn raised
up and asked Dr. Singleton.

Y To.morrow morning,” rephed the Doctor,
promptly

# (Jive us yer ‘and, old b’y.” They clasped
hands.

“ '3 a go, then, spouted Wemnn. *I¥'ll be a
. triple wedding ! The operation and the tweniy

And he’ll be a real decent loaking man, P'm”

* Here an idea struck Dr. Ringleton, and he -

thousand dollars doubtless had more o do with
this decision than Miss Brinsley’s youthful charnis,
Seizing her by the hand, he made her, nothing
loth, kneel before her brother, and exclaimed,
# Father, give us yer blessin’.??

And Bringley grimly did so.

Miss Brinsley arose und bashfully hiding her
face in her handkerchief, wormed her lover over

-to @ chair and sat down on his knee.

* Come, ole gi'l, don’t yer be too sweet on me,
yit. Ef Dr. Singleton don’t make this ’ere lip
good, the bargain’s off.”” He felt sure of Brins-
ley.

* Never mind, Lovey, it’ll be all right,” whis.
pered the ancient maiden affectionately.

Hod any one passed the cottage the next
morning about ten o’clock, they wonld have heard
a frightful groaning, and mutiering of haif articu-
lated imprecations. They were operating on
Wenn, He had declined takmg chloroform, de-
claring he had ¢ the narve * to undergo any pun-
ishment that human torture could infliet, in order

‘to becured of his deformity. As he had the
. constitution of a beast, the Doctor consented.

And he lay like a statue-=not a muscle moving,
but groaning and swearing, while the three doc-

" tors pared off the edges of the harelip with their

keen sealpels, and sewed it up as if it were the
ripped seam of 2 garment,—and applied the thin
gtrong ligature to wart after wart, tightening it
by wnain foree until it out its way through integu-
ment and root, and then applied caustic hot as
brands of infernal ire itself to the quivering
nerves,--as careless of the torments they 'were
inflicting as if they were operating on a dead
body. To Wenn the operation seemed fo last
about six weeks,—though in reality it occupied
only a few mimtes.

Then Dr. Singleten told him it was over, and
that he was all right--" Quite a respectable
looking man,” added the Doetor, with a bland
gmile. o whieh observation the others assented

Then Wenn sprang to his feet, and gave vent
to the pent-up agony of these six weeks in one
prolonged gutiural howl, and for. the first time in
his life voluntarily sought the mirror. Hig ap-
pearance was so vastly improved, notwithstand-
ing the patches of plaster and the compress and
‘bandages, that he actually wept for joy.

A few days later, there *as, indeed, a tri\i)Ie
wedding. An old Milwaukee Sentinel oontaining :
the announcement lies before me as T wrlte these
coneluding lines :

“Lionel Chatham Daley to Jllzllw Belle Brips-
ley.

“ Warwick Singleton, M. D., C. M., {o Annie
May Henshaw Brinsley: .

Bl Wenn lo Sarak Lucinde Brinsley.”

Brinsley became a truly penitent and altered
man ; but it soon became painful!y evident to
thoae who learned to recognize his halting step,
when they met him on hiy daily morning walk,
even hefore they saw his stooping form, that he
was not long for this world,

Lionel and Millie were as perfectly happy as
people ever are in this world.
Dr. Singleton and Annie were not Iess so.

- And i Eli Wenn did not experience all the.
Joys of Elysinm with the youthful SBarah, it is
gorne consolation to know that he richly deserved
any gentle admonition she might occasionally be-
stow upon him,

And now we have indeed reached
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