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- and love, to be broken in upon by the croak '
of the raven and the shalow of a violent

death!
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" |  YB_y Jove!™ éjaculated Laey, “and I've
oY o e " beep vignrously blackening the poor little

v vty st o v e NEEDHAM'S FAILURE

had a chance. I-—er—feel beastly ashamed |
- of mysell.” |
“Ask again-—ask wrho mmkth;ﬂmmu. -’
and if he is there now P suggested Hartog to | o ¢
the engineer, who complied ﬂl!mly | Awthor of “TM Qucm;{hﬂ;:mia, Tha
enough, and sent the inquiry flashing across | ree Recruils, ,
the rapidly darkeminz sky, in which the boge ”
brilliant stars were beginning to shine out CHAPTER L

one by one.
Then the reply came back ml“ﬂﬁlﬂf! THE RAPID RISE OF JOHN NEEDBAM.
- vivid flashes: x |
"4 boy left camp om return journey with |
" veply before daylight.” |
“th the relels have got him,” Hartog |
eried, excitedly. ‘‘Poor little chap, they've
got him sure enouzh.” |
The news spread through the camp in
neaxt to no time, and within bhalf an hour, |
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CHAPTER 1V,

DESCRIBES JOHN NEEDHAM'S LABT DRIVE
FROM THE CITY, AND COSNTAINS A QOPY

OF ONE OF THE LETTERS WE WROTE FOR
DELIVERY AFTER HIS DEATH.

This was on Friday, this going home
pare for his last hours~on Friday in
week of *‘the month of roses.”
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Russell, not against the governmoni,
that Lord John being mno longer at the
head of the government, the situation s
Ellll‘!"ﬂl"
“That is 80,” said the party whif charged
with the bribe of office, ‘‘though 1 question
if your constituents will accept even so
plausible an explanation—for your appoint-
ment. Vacate your seat, and it is possible
that they may refuse to re-elect yon.” 1
¢ think they will" said Mr., Noiedbam;
) “let them. 1 will contest the place which |
the death of Mr, Patrick Smith leaves open |
to us. Did you note his decease in this |
morning's Chroniclef”

“Idid.”

“Then with all respect to Lord Aber- |

not paying much aftention tothe conversa-
tion.

“About what!” Dick exclaimed; ‘‘about
everybhing! That Is, it is everything to
mel”’ i
“Oh, the old story, is it?" said the host
- “Well, I am selfish enough to hgr she'll

think about it a long time yet, Dick."

—— W o R

CHAPTER IIL

COMPLETES THE STORY OF JOHN NEEDHAM'S
RISKE, AND ALSO DESCRIBES HIS FALL

Although from a monstary paot of view
¢ .ord of the treasury 15 no greal advancs
ment, the prospec: which it opeus up to
a capable man and an aspiring wmind io-

- eludes the premiership itself. Oa the way
to that seat of authority, what a powerful
and profitable haliing place is the secre-
taryship to the treasury! And only think
what wealth an unscrupalous ehancellor of

. the exchequer migot command in one saort

ear of offica! To a man of John Need.®
am’s audacity the situation wou'd bawve
been full of the most tremenlous pos-
gl bilities,

By JOSEPH HATTON,
CHAPTER V.,
Meantime, having seen that his revol
were im perfect order, Bootles set

to
the

_— - — o

object
of the night.
There were among other things
the makeshift table, a tin of milk 1

of potted gawe, and a bottle nearly ful
?lrlh-ry. He poured out a tumbler full of

time that boy Iis”
thou impatiently,

'l'o'n. I:ru m usually so long about his
master's errands, and his master, not uo-
paturally perhaps, wondered at his being so
then, when there was so much need for
baste. However, he pulled on his long
cloak, which covered h.m up from bead to
foot, and slinped a dark blue cloth polo cap
upon his head —this was safer than to wear
the gold-lacel forags cap of an officer.

And then, just as he was going to button

his cloak, he remembered the pocket book,

and turned to take it
But it was gone!

But it was gone!
Bootles stood for a moment staring at the
where he had laid it down in the
stupefaction of intense surprise. He bad
put it down just there, beside his flask, and
with his gloves! He was certain of it—be
could positively swear to it.

What on earth had got the thing?

Heo roused himself trom his bewilderment,
and turned all his pockets out, ran to the
brass-bound revolver case and examined it;
back to the table, and tossed everything
that was upon it over and over.
guite sure, in fact, that pocket book and
dispatch were alike missing, and not to be
found.

He felt it was no use staying there, wast-
ing his precious time in ransacking boxes
and turning out pockets which he had not
touched that day. The colonel must be told
at omce; so, with a mighty effort, Booties
pulled h.mself together, and went out with
a sinking heart to tell the tale of his own
shame and dishonor.

For thus did he, in the agouy and distress
of mind whieh overwhelmed him, designate
the carelessness, or the unsuspiciousness,
which bad allowed him to trust the homesty
of others. He never for a moment suspected
young Tom of being the thief, but he did
think it just within the bounds of possibility
that, while he bhad been bending down over
the case of revolvers, some one had quietly
crept in and carried off the pocket book.

But it came out after a while—after
Bootles had got through that terrible in ter-
view with the colonei—terrible because of
the pain it gave to both of them-—after he
had given up his sword and his pargle of
honor, and then had passed the night in his
tent alone, lying miserably in his hammock
with his arm flung across his eyes. Then it
all came out ! How his flask, a handsome
gilver thing, with crest and monogram ems
blazoned upon it, had been found as soon as
morning light broke over the eamp, not
twenty vards away from his tent, how
y Tom had never been at all to get the
ﬂy for which his master had sent him,
theu how young Tom was missing, and had
never been seen by any one in the camp
ginee the sentry on duty outside the colonel’s
tent had accosted him with ‘*'Ello, young
'Oup La, and what may you be a-doing of™
Lastly —and worst confirmation of all—how
the missing pocket book had been found just
ousside the most advanceld outpaits

There could be no further doubt that Tom
Snow was the delinquent—nobody had the
slighteat doubt about it, not aven Bootles
humself, though ke stontly declared his be-

lief in the lad, and maintainel that nothing |

sould make him think young Tom was a
iradtor, except the most absolute and posi-
tive proof that such was the case. Foronce
Lacy was absolutely angry with his best
(riend.

“My dear chap,” he spid, In tones which
were distinctly tones of remonstrance,
though he tried to make them those of calm
reasonableness, ‘“what—er—more pwroof
can you want or have! The boy was sent
to get your flask filled with bwrandy ; he did
not got it filled with bwrandy or anythiog
else, but it is found instead only a few yards
from your own tent. The boy is gone—the
~ar—dispatch is gone too. Nobody else in
the whole camp is missmg. It is wreally,
Bootles, perfectly absurd to twry to shield
the young wrascal any longer. The dis
pateh—er—could not go by itself—it's ab-
surd —it-——er—isn't in wreason.”

“In reason or out of reason, I1don't and
won't beliove that the boy has sold me,”
Bootles asserted obstinately,

“But he has stolen the dispatch,” Lacy
persisted.

“Oh, nonsense! What on earth should he
do with it when he had got it?"

“Why, hand it over to Awrabi, of course,

What else should he do with iti" retorted |

Lacy, sharply.

‘‘Oh he has never done that, though some |

one else may, That is likely enough,” an-
swered Bootles carelessly.

But Bootles knew very well in his heart
that it must have been Tom and no other
who had taken the pocket book from off his
table, though he did not for a moment be-
lieve that the lad had sold him.

The true solution of the mystery was that
the bov, by listening outside the colonel's
tent, had, according to his idea, gathered
the object of the mission with which his
master had been charged, and with that
knowledge had also gleaned a very correct
fdea of the danger which must attend it—
that be bad s.olen the dispatch, and was
now in hiding, with the ignorant idea that
if it were not there to De taken, his master
could mot take it. That young Tom had
actually set off from the Searlet Lancery’
camp to carry that paper across the five
miles of difficult and dangerous country
which lay between the two British camp:
was an idea which never entered tor a mo-
ment into Bootles' calculations.

But his opinion was not shared by any one
else, at least no one else hit upon that idea
as & solution of the mystery of Tom's con-
duct, and Bootles did not tell any one what
he though!; he only stoutly maintained that
he did not believe, and that he never would
believe, short of positive proof to the con-
trary, that the lad had sold him,

S0 that miserable morning dragged its
glow length along. What a longz, long day
it was! The ent.re camp seemed paralyzed by
the loss of tlat paper, which had contained
instructions for a simultaneous attack upon
the city and the rebel forces on the third
day from the date of sending the dispatoch,
It was useless to send out a duplicate; for
not only was the cypher probally already
in the hands of Arabi, but the vigilance ol
the rebels would be greatly increised, and
#0 render it impossible 1or a messinger W

bet ween the two British camps.

Towards evening, when the shade: of
pight were gatbering around, an attempt
was made to signal to the other camp by
means of electric hghts, Hitherto their
trials in this respecit had been but dismal
failures, and it was as a last resort that the
Scarlet Lancers attemptod it now,

To their intense surprise, however, the
answering flashes came back with pre ision
and evident understanling, very different
from the confused answers they had received
before. This time there could he no mistak-
ing their meaning, and apparently those on
the distant shore were exporiencing the saimne
enlightenment.

“ AN right!—Fot your message.— Wil ael
as you direct.”

The signalist put the message together,
and the group of officers who were standing
round him stood stering bianklv into one
another's faces, struck dumb with astooish-
ment and surprise.

“Axe quite sure™ asked Hartog at
length of the officer who was in charge of
the signals.

The signalist—a very st *-*—

young Houp-La had as manv good words

for him as during the day he bhad had |
bad ones. Everybody had somelhing pleas- |

ant tosay in favor of the brave littie lad,

who had thus heroieally risked bis life, and, |

poor fellow, had probably already lost it, for

the sake of the master whom he loved with |

the fidelity of a dog.
As for his master, he went straight to the

colonel and asked, with a strange huskines |

in his throat and a blase in his biue eyes,

that a searching party might be sent out at |

onoe,
had been disabled and could not reach the
camp®

“Ceartainly, certainly-—and go yourself, if
you care to do it, Ferrers,” said the colonel,
burriedly. brushing his hand across his eyes,
“Go yourse f, if you care to do it

and as far as was safs, in case the lad |

HE mysteries of
London are many ;
but none of them
preseni more start-
ling or dramatic
passages than
those which belong

- to the gonuiaze history of the body found at
' Hamypstead n the summer of 1856, and

I bave | paeponsible citiz'ns and rate pay ers.

" much pleasure in returning your sword. I |
| am sure I sincerely hope the lad bas come

' to no harm.

!

'Pon my soul, he is the hero
of the campaign—"pon my soul he is” and

then the kindly colovel shook his favorite '

by the hand, and brushed the other across
his eyes once more,

Bootles said ““Thank you, sir,” and went
out without another word, chiefly bacause
there was a lump in his throat which made
speech difficult.

It was not long befors a party was ready
to start, with Bootles at its head, to search
for the missing boy.
before they found him—perhaps a mile from
the rebel outposts —lying behind a clump of
trees, faint and ghastly pale, his mouth
parched and dry, and his sharp, young face

. drawn and distorted with pain.

Bootles was the first to b~ar his moan, and

. turned the light of the bull’s-eye he carried

‘

apon the place whence the sound came. In
another moment bhe was down upon his
knees beside the prostrate form of the half
unconscious boy.

Young Houp-La vaguely recognized his
master as he tenderly raised his head upon
his arm.

‘‘Water/” he gasped, painfully.

Bootles fillled the cup whieh formed the
lower half of his flask with water, which oune
of the searchers had brought, and held it to

the poor parched lips. Itseamed to put new
life into him, for he lifted his head and
looked wildly round.

““Tell the capt’'n 1 got there safe,
gwer is in my wes'coat pocket. 1 couldn’t
got back as well. One o' them Arab devils
F:»t.tad me. Iecrawlel as far's 1 could, but

couldn’'t get no further, though I =ee the
camp lights jes’' abead.”
that Bootles was bending down over him,
his kind fac2 convulsed with grief and emo-
tion.

“Is that you, sir? he said, in a tone of
gentle relief and satisfaction. *‘Don’t take
on about me, sir, 1ain't worth it."

“Where are you burt, my boy!’ Bootles
asked in a choking voice. |

“Somewhere about the groin, sir. It's no
nse trying to move me,” secing that two of
the men had opened a stont blanket and
were- preparing to receive him. “Ivt's all
over with me now, Don't you put yourself
out about me, sir, I ain’'t worth it.”

‘“ITry and drink a drop of shis," said
Bootles, holding the cup once more to his
lips. It had brandy in it this time.

“It ain't no good, sir,” he persisted, but
be swallowed the brandy and water, and
then they raised him very gently and lifted
him om to the rug. Not so gently, though,
but that he groaned and moaned piteously
with the pain, and slippd off into delirium
again, talking wildly all the way back to
camp of the success of his expelition, and
how the commaniing officer of the other
camp, who had received the dispatch from

Nor was it very long |

registerad as a case of felo-dese by the
coroner for Middlesex and a sworn jury of

Whmn Jobn Needham's dead body was
found on hamvswad heath the reasons 'for
his suicide were discussed and considered
sufficient to account for hisdeath. Having,
however, regard to the fact that no com-
plete explanation could be arrived at as to
the dispoeal of the vast sums of money
known to have besn in his possession, It was
reported both in Ireland and America that
the body was not his, ‘‘but one procured to
personate him, while he, during the execite-
ment of the supposed self-murder, effected
his escape.”

I ha newspapers of the time (I have a file
of them before me) were full of the tragie

“The Commorcial Crisis of 18567-8." 1 shall

ta .6 the lLberty of borrowing from his |

pages the facts of Mr. Needham's rise and
fal , supplying from my own note books the

solution of the mvystery with which the |

famous financer's death bas hitherto been
surrounded.

Prior to the general election of 1847 John
Needbam had been known by his fellow-
townsmen in Ireland as a respectable man.
Nobody suspected him of the great capacily

' for figures and politics which he eventually

developed. His constituents selected him
to oppose the spirit and influence of Lord
John Russell's famous letter to Lord Dur-
ham. He was elected a member of parlia-
ment on these simple lines at the general

' election of 1547,

The an- |

Then he perceived |

A tall, silent man, John Needham was of
pale complexion, closely shaven, had thin
brown bair, dark-blue eyes, a besitating
manner, and was fond of dress, even 0
womanishness, His Irish friends called him
“the fop.” He invariably wore an orchid

' in his battonhole, a diamond on the little

 town. At bome in Ireland bhe had been un- |
ostentatious in his ostentatiousness, if one |

' may be allowed to be

{hough he dressed better than his neighbors | pyacinths from the beds of Ragent's

" There was, however, surely one delightful
" touch missing; the chronicler of this history
. feels its absence, though possibiy the new

i
|
I

| rived in London he put on, with his

finger of his left hand, a frill in his shirt-

| front, and he drove the best horses In

be never pretended that he could very well
afford it, and he would associate with the
bhumblest of them on equal terms.

But from the moment John Needham ar-

mentary honors, the air of the man of
wealth, And he was accepte

professed valuation.

| inspire trust, the power of influence; and

| to do so,
' vain, politic, a man with an ever-active am- |

whatever natural gifta he possessed he bad

the art to exhibit them, without appearing
He was essentially a clever man,

bivion that gave spirit to his natural au-
dacity.
Although in Ireland he affected not to be

rich. it is sbrewdly believed that he had |

| amassel a fair sharve of money; for through

him, had patted him on the shoulder and |
bad ealled him a brave lad, and bade bim |

God speed and a safe return.

And then, whan at last they got him into
eamp and on 1o an ambulance cot, he came
to his own senses again for & little time, and
bade them send for the colonel that he might
give the dispatch into his own hands.

“You're not angry, sir?' he said, implor-
lngl?, as the colonel took the paper,
knew the capt’'n couldn't go safe where 1
could, and ! thought as 'ow it wouldn't
matter so much if anght happened to me,
You're not angry with me, are you, sir?"

“No, my bay, .certainly nol,” answered
the colonel, huskily. *“You are the bravest
lad in the army. |l am proud of you, very
Wmd.1f

Tom Snow drew himself up as straightly

| ties. and when the act for the establishment |

1 |

tue nfluence of his late father's banking-
hou e, and his own ability as a solicitor, he-

obtaine i the agency cf several Irish proper-

o. the encumberel estate commission came
into operation, his knowledge enabled him
to mak: very advantageouns purchases. The
railway mania was also turned to some ac-
count. and it was understood by the party
which nominatel him for parliament that
he could well afforld to maintain in town a
position of dignity and independence. In

| his aldres; at the close of the poll in his

favor. he said ;

“Mvy oid friends, if my descent is not as
pure lrish as some, believe me my heart is
true to the eanse, and I promise you 1 am
not gounz across the Coannel to the great

| Baxu city vonder w.thout making your
. wants known, nor wichout a big effort to

as he could ainst his master's breast, |
g y " | dear ol 1 borough; and it is also my inten-

where he hal been lying ever since they put
him down upon the bed, and endeavored to
salute the commanding offieer. “I got

' mame of John Neadbam

there,” he said, looking round at the faces |
' entered the modera Babylon, the one in-

about him, “and I got back 'ome again. It

don’'t any of it

matter now.” and then he |

slipped off again and wandered on about the |

heat and the glare of the sunshine, of his
awful thirst, and the pain of his wound. At
last he tried to turn his head round to look
a. Bootles

“Are vou thers, sirf” he asked, in a clear
and seusible voice.

" Are you there, sir?” he asked, in a clear
and sensible voice.

‘“Yes, my boy,” answered Bootles, press-
ing the lad's head against his cheek, and
holdinz him quite tight against his heart, as
if he could not bear to let the all-powerful
ensmy, who was fast stealing upon them,
wrest that faithful young lile away from
him.

The minutes passed slowly away and in-
te. @ silence reigned throughout the tent*
suddenly Tom spoke again:

“l ain't in no pain now, sir,”" he said with

| a satisfled sigh: “but 'm orful tired."”

*Try and sleep a little,” said Bootles

“YVou: I think 'l try. I'm orful tired.”

Then thore was silence again—a silence
longer, deeper, more profound than that
which had been before—broken, indeed,

ureath. Lhen
less labored, and Bootles held the slight form
yet closer in his arms—bheld it till the last
faint sigh bad futtered through the whit-
ened lips—held it evon though he knew per-
fectly well that the brave herosoul had
slipped away—teld it closer and closer still,
becausse he did. not dare to look on the
brave white face which had been faithflul
even Lo the very end, and had paid adebt of
gratitude even by the sacriflce of lifa,

It was Lacy who approached him first,

“You'd better come away now, Bootles,
old fellow,” he sald persuasively, “You
can't do the poor little chap any gool gow.”

Bootles allow ! one of the doctors to un-
fold his arms and take the little body from
him. Then he stood up and looked down
upon it as it lay stil. and silent upon the
bea, the sharp, young (ace at rest and peace
ful now,

[ knew he hadn't sold wme.,” he sald in a
sbaking volca. *‘God bless bhim! he loved
me better than bimself;” and then heturned
away and strode out into the darkness alone.

THE END.

Bpeaking of George Woodbury's “Life of
Poe.” a critic says: And yet a sadder or
more disheartening story could not well be
told. There is hardly a gleam of brightness
to relieve the somber shadow of a life that
might and ought to bave been so full of
beauty and of worth,. Poe was certainly
one of the divinely gifted, and yet moral
weakness and feebleness of purpose made
him & wreck from the start. He was made
up of the most contradi eleruents; his
nature was -sided ; but was a fatal
faw in it all most charitable thing to
thing of him is that, {f not actually lnsane,
be always trembled on the verge of insanity,
and was often irresponsible both for his

han: down to posterity the fame of our

tion to give them cause to remember the

"l'l-

And by the powers be did! DBut when he
terest, the one person whom he represented
and meant o represent, was his own in-
teiest: the one person, himsell,

“For such a character as John Needham,”

I_Hﬂ}',.l the bistorian, ‘‘the period was pecu-

' liarly fa vorable,"

It was a time when filnan-

: cial acumen, and a repuctadion for it-, was of

' chairman

especial value. Mr. Needbam knew how to
advertise himsell without appearing todo
s0. It seemed as if London had been wail-
ing for him, so quickly were his services in
request among the great HBnancial corpora-
tions of the day. The name of John Need-
ham, Esq.,. M P, was a name to conjure
with. At the head of a new board, bansing
or railway, it gave a new value to the com-
P ny's scrip. He ]H‘F?Hd*’d the ii‘llll]ﬂphﬂl‘ﬂ
of any institution which he patronized with
a sense of security.

In all his engagements he was punesuality
itself. His boyse in Portland place was a
model of luxurious simplicity. He gave
dinners that were the talk of epicures, not
for the elal orate character of the menu, bt
for the perfection of the ccoking and ser-
vice and the excellence of the wines. Within
a year of his coming to London he was
of a great foreign rallway,
director of two lines running out of London,
managing director of the Civie Credit com-
pany, director of the Valley Road Iron and
Colliery company, chairman of the Steam
Shipping corporation, and the financial ad-
viser of many other equally notable under.
takings. Not alone did his Irish friends
comsult him in their affairs, but English
lords and bishops and great city financiers
investe! moneys in any direction that his
judgment favored,

“But perhaps,” savs the historian, ‘‘the
most extraordinary circumstance in his
metropolitan career was his appointment to
the very responsible position of chairman of
the National English and County bank.
That he had some little bavking experience
was true enough. The Needbam Joint
Btock Bank of Ireland was a creation of his
own. His grandfather had established a
bank at Bligo, which bad carried on for
many years a very limited, and, as far aa
s known, & very safe business. Whae

John Needham first put up for a finanacier,
ke changed the eharacter of this little bank,
in whieh he bad now aequired sufficient in-

fluence for tl rpose, Into & joint stock
only by the sound of the boy's sharp-drawn | e . 16 purpose, | Jo

that, too, grew fainter and |

company, placing his brother Henry at its
head as manager anl sole director, Btill

- the infatuation which led the Nationa! Eng.

lish and County board to appoint him as
thelr chairman, when he had not been

. known in London bapdly & year, anl the

 however, one great barrier to his

indorsemont of it by the shareholders is al-
most unacecuntable.” He was faithful to
th s great trust, nevertheless; and it &
wurth the while of some close student of
buman nature to analyze the character of
John Needham with a view to discover how
fur his career was influenced by a natarally
vicious nature, to what extent an inordi-
paté vanity may have molded 1t; or
whether be was the victim of a misdirected
and unfortunate ambilion.

If he did well by the famous London bank,
it also did well by bim, It gave him pres
tige; It indorsed tothe full all the fayop-
able reports that hal been circulated in re
gard to his first-class business qualifica-
tions; it gave color to the prediction of jour-
nalistio gossip that be would one day be
slevaled to the position of her majesty's
chancellor of the exchequer, There w
polit
advancement. Not alone his religion, byt
his known pledges to the Catholic party, his
championship of what was then known as
“The irish Brigade.”

But Mr. John Needham w s not the man
toallow any trifle of this kind to stand In
his way., When a certain parliameuntary
whip asked bum if the distinctly Protestant
ﬁ:-mnunt of the day could count upon

undivided support and service as junior
lord of the treasury, Mr. Needham found it
perfectly easy to transier hisalle oe from
the Catholie party and Cardinal Wiseman
to the nltra-Protestant premier.

To some men life is a mere game, in which
every move is open to them, and in which

neither acknowledge the check of prin-

did rejec

: - of his
story, and a deceased journalist has in- |

cluded the history of the cass mn a record of |

. ordered
. treasury.

parlia- |

deen, and my duty to him and my thanks,
say he may count upon my patriotic service
to his government, to the throne and to the

country.”

The constituents of his native borough |

their rejection with rotten eggs and a dead

eat: but he contestel the seat in which Mr. |

t Mr. John Needham, emphasizing |

Patrick Smith had sat with honor for twenty |

years, and he won it.
His enemies charged him with bribery,

and declared that the third eandidate, who

carried off a lot of *‘plumpers” from Need.
ham's real rival, was a confederate of the
junior lord of the treasury. But the victor

was content. He cared nothing for the |

|
!
|
I

opinion of the defeated, nor for their evil |

reports. |
f:)wu May day in London when he re-

turned to town triumphant, a lord of the
treasury, and with all the imfluential re-

sponsibilities of what seemed to the outer |

world a great and undimmed future before
him

Bni:t how little that ‘‘outer world” knows |

of anvthing and anybody! It thinks it
know , says it knows, and believes it
knows. Mr. John Nyedbam could have as
tonished thit outer world very much in re-

to his treasury appointment, if he had
4 forth on the subjsct. Nobody could |

have dreamed of how great an importance
his elevation was m his own estimation. He
hardly dared confess to himself the truth
tion; nor did it seem mnecessary
gince Fortune, in this matter, appeared to
smile 50 benignantly upon him. He was

| quite satisfled with himself, contented, hap-
py, and if there were obstacles in the future |
that tareatened his peace, he did not fear |

them ; they were shado ws that his rising
sun would speedily dissipate. At least so
he thought, and he calculated his chances

. with astuteness and exporience.

A shining pair of chestnut horses champed
their silver bits at the arrival platform of
the Great Western station. They were ap-
pointed in the best taste, and on the box of

the handsome brougham sat two smart ser- |
po* tance

vants, who were conscious of the im
attached to their service by the attendance
of several railway officials, who had bem
to receive the new lord of the

Mr. Needham accepted the com-
pliment with an easy and satisfied air,
tipped the guard who carried his writing

- case, and slipped a guinea into the hand of

the platform inspector.

The spring sunshine seemed to follow him
with especial favor as bis horses flew along
the streets to Portland place. It flashed
gayly on the silver harness of his faultiess
steeds; it brought out the golden bars of his

less br

the pavement, the perfume of ten thousand
&

lord of the treasury did not. No wife nor
child wel comed home the victor., The Hon.

- John Needham M. P,, was a bachelor,
1 at his own |

He had the special
' faculty of impressiveness, the capacity to |

CHAPTER 11
INTRODUCES THE READER TO “THE LIVING
IMAGE' OF JOHN NEEDHAM.

8o, also, 1 had nearly written, was Joseph
Norbury, of Brambling house, Wyedale,
Derbyshire,

my mind. Joseph Norbury was a widower

without children, and at the moment he |

possibly felt more alone than even Joun
Neeldham, for he had loved his wife with a
good man's devotion. John Needham had

an only brother; Joseph Norbury had an |

only sister.

Knowing neither John Needbam,
having any association nor connection with
him, not having even seen him, Joseph Nor-
bury was the very imagze of him, even to the
possession of his hesitating manner aud his

touch of dandyism. Tall, pale, brown hair, |
dark-blue eyes, a shaven face, not a great |
talker, but eloguent when roused, Joseph
Norbury was physically another John Need- |

ham, morally he was his antithesis. If he

- could have givem Needham balf of his
goodness, and taken again himself Lalf of |
Needham's hard nature, they might have |

become two excellent fellows instead of one
excellent fellow; for Norbury had, figura-
tively speaking, heart enough for a whole

arish. He was in the first months of a

itter grief.
and the loss of his young wife was an af-
fliction he rather nursed than tried te
evade, either by the artifice of travel or in-
crease of cecupation.

newiyelected member of parliament and
an officeholder under the government, Mr,
Joseph Norbury had promised to consider
the serious advice of his doctor that he
should take a sea voyage,

Since the death of his wife, Joseph Nor-
bury's only sister, Kate
she a dogen years his junior. They bad
sufficient means t) lead a life of independ-
ence. They had only been separated when

it best she should hve with bher aunt at
Manchester, locaving Mr. and Mrs. Norbury
to possess together the dear old rambling
house on the Derbyshire Wye, near Mat-
lock. They were ouly separated, alas, lor
five years; but now that they had come to-

gether again the shadows ol the tall white |

broken column in the little churchyard fell
right across their two lives. Joseph's
trouble had even postponed indefinitely, it

Dick Woodville, who had been engaged to
Kate for more than a year. He was a
Manchester merchant, a bright, cheeriul,
prosperous young fellow, and he had won
his way to the affection of both brother and
sister,

Just about the time that Mr, Needham,
M. P., was entering his town house on that
1st of May previously mentioned, Joseph
Norbury, his sister Kate and Mr. Richard
Wood vilie were engaged in a pleasant after-
dinper chap at Brambling house, the old
family residence of the Norburys. It was
an exceptionally fine and warm day for
Wyedale, where spring, as a rule, came
tardily, This year it had hastened its visit,
The river raced along almost with a summer
song. There were gillyflowers in the gar
den, rosemary and rue; the thrush was
singing in the copse, and the wild cherry
was in blossom.

Dick had come over, as was his wont, to
spend Sunday and to return to business
on Monday. They sat togother, with the
window open,
blazing and erackling on the hearth. Kate
and Dick sat near eac other, Joseph at the
head of the tabie, The dessert was laid on
an old service of Crown Derby, and the

table was polished oak, reflacting dishes and |

fruits in a world of lovely tints and pesitive
colors, They were drinking old port wine
in the old fashion, Joseph gecasionally hold.

though there was a fire |

| coat-of-arms on the door panel of his fanlt- |
ougham; and the first breezes of sumw-

it " mer wafted about him, as he stepped upon
parado s for |

“Oh, the old story, is il!" said the host.

“Thank you,” said Dick,

“Believe me, old fellow, these are the
bappiest days of your lives. You should
cherish them.”

‘8o we do.”

“But only to end them."

“Not at all, Dick; to continue them.
Now, don'tgo, Kate,”

She bad risen. Dick took her hand.

‘“Nay, don’t go, jusi as we are beéginuning
to talk sensibly,” saii Dick, laughing.

Kate sat down again and looked into the
fire.

“What shall-we do when you are gone to
Americal” Dick went on.

“l have not gone yet,” repliedl the host

“But vou will go now, won't you said
Kate: ‘‘for though 1 shall feel it bitterly—
your going—I am suare Dr. Ware is right,
and tha it will do you good.

“Oh, | suppose 1 shall go,’
‘“though I don't care for it."

“That is the very reazon why you should
go, Dr. Ware says,” remarked Kate,

“Do you want t0 get rid of mef Ah, no,
it is only my fun, Kate, If you were not
stupidly fond of me you would advise me
potto go. I know all about it Now you
need not look as if you were gong to cry."”

He got up from the table, went round to
her chair, and kissel her.

‘I do feel moped bere, that is a fact; can't
rouse myself, can’t get rid of the bluestor a
minute, not that 1 really want to do so for
that matter, but I should hate to be an in-
valid, to be crawling about; that would
never do, would it, Kate!"

‘“Never, dear,” said Kate

‘I shall come back a regular Yankee,
you'll see, if I once cross the Atlantic and
nave a goatee beard aud a nasal twang, and
turn Republican.”

Kate laughed, and Joe, drinking another

lass of wina, said: “Well, here's to Amer
ﬁ:n, the land of the free!”
“But why Americal’ asked Dick.

“Ob. because au excuss hes arisen to suge-
gest America. Lawver Wood has had a
lotter about some property in New York,
which, going for years without a rightful
owner, is now traced as belonging to the
Norburys, of Derbyshire, and as we appear

]

said the host,

. to bo the oldest family of that name, Mr.
- Wood says it must be ours, and that 1 ouzght

The mistake would be par-
. donable, from the point of view | had in

nor |

His had been a love match. |

But on that May day |
vhen Mr. Needham returned to London a

' be as 1 suggest

| AgAIN &8 yOou Are nNOw.
. woman who has passeld through the same

. kind of dream. Ask toe poet, the philoso-
had taken up her | P g I

permanent abode 1n his i:muuu. He was 85, |

' ginning to fire off at me.

been orphaned at an early age, but with | o . gets her.fanciful pellets.”

| fo self, thent
Joseph married, and then Kate had thought | them for myse

was feared, the long boped for bapp. ness of | clation of your wit tham your

ing up his glass against the yellow flame of |
a wax candle to catech glimpses of ‘‘the |

wing”’ that floated lLike bits of dead gold |

leaf in the purple liquor. They dined early,
and there was no real need for the cand
but it was the custom to light them,

Joseph thought, as bis father before him, |

that wax candles were as essential to the
proper enjoyment of port wine as a friend
and companion in the cracking of a bottla

to go and see apout it. Dr. Ware, 1 dare

- say, has stimulated Wood's desire for ms to

travel by insisting that I want change, that

I must have change, and t at if I don't take |

a sea voyage | shall become eitber a drivel-

| ing idiot or pez out. And I wouldn'¢ mind
it if Kate would go, o

"

be! ter, if you——

“Pll go if Kate wil: ' exclaimed Dick,

“But War:says wh, not take an entire
change on my own account, and to go alone
would indeed be an ont-and-out change, and
I suppose, as everybody says I ought to do
it, 1ouzh: and must.”

‘And ] repeat, what is to become of Kate
and me whea you ars gone! 'There is noth-
lllﬂ elsd for it but to gel marri »d and go
with you,”

“Don’'t talk nonsense, Dick,” said Kate,

“] am not ta. king nonsense, but good,
sound common sens:,
It woull
never do for me to come down here from
Saturday to Monday, as 1 bave done [or the
past six months, woul | it#’

“*Cer an.y not,” sail Kate,

“Well, I don't know, why not, if your
aunt Dorothy comes to siay
Katea,” said the host,

“For my part, I1don't see why it .cannot

there's a dear gurl”

Kate was slipping away again, to be
gently detained as .efore.

“*It is not as if I were an ass, and a penni-
less one, too, is it Joel”

The bost drank another glass of wine, an
the first gieam of the sunset came siream
ing into thy room

“Ah, you n:ver help me,"” said Dick, “‘and
here we are nearing on the end of another
day, and——"

“Baliuve me, old fe'low, said the hosi,
interrupting him, ‘‘these days that enl like
this are your bappiest days, and Kate's
bappiest. You wil never be so happy
Ask any man or

pher. Be content, Dict! Becontent, Kate!”
‘““That's the kind of sentimen: Kate 18 be-
Now | sea where

“Do you think 1 am too stupid to make
Oh. very well 1
will go and talk to my pigrons; they never
question what I say, or pry into the source
of my inspiration.”

“Nay,don’t go.”

HI mu't.”

“Whyt

‘I am going to feed the pigeons.”

“No, not yet,” answered Dick, going to
the door and standing with his back to it;
“food Joe and I; we have far more appre-
pigeons
have.”

“Indeed,” she said, “you are not half as
pretty ; come and ses,"

Hs clasped her waist as thay traversed
the passage to the hall, and out into the
little courtvard. Bhe did not resist. They
walked in silence for a little whale, linger-
ing by the way.

“Why will you be so unkind? said Dick,
presently.

*1 cannot leave him,” she sighed.

“But it will not be leaving him alto-
gether; we shall visit him; he will visit us,”

‘“Yes, I know, but it will be leaving bim,
and 1 know he dreads it."

“*Has he said sof”

“Yes, often”

“Poor dear fellow,"” said Dick, forget-
ting himself at once in the love of his
frend,

“I knew you would ba sorry,” said Kate,
“I knew vou would be reasonable.”

“Yes, dear,” he answered, very gently,
‘“but don't vyou think he might be talked
into a different opinion with a little
pressuref”

“Not at present,” she said; **he has been
vary wretched lataly, and the other night

. bhe said be bad a strange presentiment of

some calamity happening to us.  Dr. Ware
says it is the coming on of melancholia, and

| that he must go away from here~far away,

the sea would do him a world of good, but
go he must, and with an o' jact,
upon this opiuion comes Lawyer Wood's
news from New York. He won't listen to
the idoa of me going with him, and Dr.
Ware has advise! him to go alone. My
companionship recalls the past
says: and he doclares that if he will go off
at once and see about this Norbury prop

- erty; the oceupation and change will make

Kate, like her brother, was [air, but she |

bad hazel eyes and dark eyebrows, which
gave a peculiar beauty to her face, setling
off her pearl-white skin, her ruddy i
her brown, wavy bair, in waich sun
always discovered streaks of red gold. It
was a reflned face, the lips only just full
enough to escapo the charge of belng thin,
and shoe had a merry laugh, Dick was dark,
almost swarthy, with & large, generous

mouth, closaly knit forehead, sivong hands, '

a broad chest, anl a strong,
expressing his opunlons,

y way of
8 gentle, tenler

manner towards Kate that was n strong |

gontrast with his
slmost noisy self-assortion of himself, when
she had not to be considered, *

otherwise robust and '

‘You are dull, old chap, wake up; I am |

sure this wine might rogse pny fellow lnto - shoulders, from

high spirits,” said Dok,

“One is not always dull beeausw one does
not talk.”™ Joseph replied; “indeed, | bave
known the Uime when [ talked a great deal to
bhide the fact that I was not only dul, but
wretched., 1[tell you, Dick, I am all right,
and more than mu{)hnppy.“

“You are so nolsy, Dok, " said Kate; “we
come of a quiet family ~do we not, Joel"

“NYes, we are like those ful par-
rots who are such be;gars to think.”

“] dared not say like that of

o and Mprs. Richard Woodville,

a now man of him."

“I wish 1 conld get Dr. Ware to advise
Joe that to complete the cure he should on
his return find cake and cards from Mr,
Would vou
consent to positively fix the day, and cease
to think about it, if Joe asked you?"

““Yea, il he was in earnest,” she said.

“And will you not settle it, if he does not
ask vou to do so, or say vou mayt’

“I will think about it,"” she said, slipping
away fron bis embrace to be almost sur
pouynded the pext moment by a flock of coo-
ing plzeons

It would haye done you gool to have seen

that Arondian pieture in the little comrt-

yard of Brambiing bhouse. Think of all the
tall, shapely, graceful women you have
ever seen In palntings
modern, with heads well poised om dainty
which fall limp, grace-

- ful robes, and all aronund pigeons flying

in wanton sport, Then concentrate the
beauties ¢ them all into one
and faney it Is Kate Norbury, a flook of
doves at her feet one upon her finger, and
& group of otbers fluttering round in

of similar recognition of faver. The scene
a courtyarl with an old stores fountain,
Finally, put into thé picture which your
min {'s eye contrives, a young: lishman
of 25 stalwart as a Britishen as an
Italian, in an oll-fashioned dres; suit, with

- of his

with you, |

Now don't go, Kate, |

Aund right |

too much, he |

ments were of a temporary character.
sinking man did not merely catch at straws, |
He seemed to be swimming vigorously. His

audacity secured him some little aid; but |
trifling assistance was no good to bim. The

ham joint stock drafis without remittance:
put him into the most serions siraits. He
appealed to a great fluancial firm (Byles,
Grant & Byles) who had often advanced
large pums on his securities, Kis proposals
to them on this lagt occasiun ware so very
anreasonable that they began tosuspect the
genuineness of certain deeds under the seal

of the Irish encumbered estates commission,
upon thesecurity of which they had already |
made considerable advanoes
says the historian,
which he had unwittingly ralsed, and be
was not mistakeun in bis ex
Byles, Grint & Byles would take instani |
stops to satisly themselves. He saw at oneas
that the game
to the documents were forged,
seal of the court baving
from a genuine deed-—and he at once made

old masters and |

In military warfare if a man turn traicor
he 15 shot. The fleld of politics allows a
much broader margin for tlhe action of ine
dividual independence. Jobhn Nesdham was
shamefully untrua to the party tnat elected
him to be its chiel, and the resuit was his

advancement to the honorable and high-

Had he been
trans 'ressions
pnlitit‘.nl treason

post of a lord of the treasary.
suceessful in some other
against morality, bis

. would, in all probability, bave led him te

the very b gheit place in the queea s gove
sr'nment,

it may be left to the philosopltc analysi
o consiler whether a pure and righteous
patriot at the head of English affairs might

. not bring about disasters as serious as thoss

which would be expected to follow the
operations of an unscrupulous knave., Never-
theless the imagination reels at the thought
that John Needham might have successively

- fllled the greas «flices of state that lead up

to the premiership.

A man of conspicuous ability, he could
fairly have looked forward to this post of
honor and of power. The situation i3 full
of temptations to a moralist, The author
who worked out the possibilitias of creation
in the hands of Batan wou.d find plenty of
material for speculation in the possibili’ies
of an English policy, foreign or otherwisa,
with John Neadham at Downing street.

It may be that after his first depredations,
which would _have given him command of
untold wealth, John Nesdham might have
paused and given his ¢ uniry a chance,
John Needham above want, bayond the
reach of financial difflculty, might have de-
veloped a higoer phase of character than it
is the historian's duty toexhibit with the
existing materials; for, so far as the facts
are concerned, John Needham, at the tune
of his introduction to office under the ad-
ministration of Lord Aberdeen, was a swin-
dler and a thiel; and the circomstances in
which he was placad at a later date might
hbave led even a less desperate man to the
committal of the most serious ¢rime known
to the law.

If the new lord of the treasury ever had
made bis way to the premiership he could
have beasn as rich as the wealthisst of the
Rothschilds, anl he would; for in his ap-
pointment he already conemnlated tho next
step on the road to it. The secretaryship of
tha treasury would natuorally com) easily
and soon to a man of his abilit /. The patron-
age and emolumoants of this office would
have Lean turnel to quick and profitable ac-
count; anl think of the vast wealth that a
chancellor of the exchequer, operating di-

* | rectly or indirectly in th» city, could realize

“with a simule stroke of the pen!”’
Fortunately for the country, some of Mr,
Needham's commerc al and financial under-
takings bagau to be seriously troub esome
to him just when his political fortune: were
most smiling. Indeed he was so pressed for
funds, almost immeliately after his ap-
pointment, that he commenced to traffic
financially with his official knowledge be-

fore h» had properly guarded bis outposts

from the active eazemies which his political
treachery had created.

Financial reputation is a sensitive plant,
It will shrivel even at & rumor:; while the
mere suggestion of deubt upon the financial
honesty of a member of the government
would tlight the most flourishing career,
You may say that a minister is politically
dishonest; you may even charge him with
sacrificing the best interests of humanity
for the nake of office; you may go so far as
to say that he is in leazue with the enemies
couniry in the furtherance of a
wicked and murderous foreign policy, and
you shall not hurt him; but say he has com-
mitted a shady commercial transaction,
show that he has used his power to specu-

: ' late in the funds, convict him of some
Woen Joe has gone |

I eannot com: here, you know,

money transaction that 18 not consistent
with his honor as a minister of the crown,
and you hurl him from office and blast his
name forever.

fute did not give Mr. Needbam time to
grow into a first<class ministerial fraud; it
mpped him in the veriest bud. A whisper
from the Btock Exchange killed his treasury
lordship almost in aday. ‘“‘An intimation,”

to quote the careful words of the journals |

istic chronicler, '‘from the right honorable
gentleman who is responsible for the treas-
ury business, backed by the approval of the
noble earl who led the cabinet, that her
majssty would be graciously pleased to dis
pense with his farther services, resulted in
his resignation.”

Then began his downfall, He had looked
up at the other heighis in the range of s
ambition with tha confllence of the Alpine
climber, who only sees in them new tri-
umphs, But he had reached the top of his
mountain wh:n the spring sunshine gilded
its apex on that May day of our previous
chapter, Henceforth the path was down-
ward, and far more perilous than the as-
cent.

“Is it true that Needham has retiredt”’
asked one city man of another.

‘“Yei"

“What bas gone wrong!”

“His maay otaer engagements, the ab-

sorbing nature of his private occcupations,”™ |

sald the other with a cynical smile,

And down went ths shares in every com-
pany with which he was prominently asso-
clated.

“Why bhas he resigned?
tician at the club.

“Becauss they have found him out,” an-
swered his enewmy, ‘‘as we did in lreland,
Does a man of his character, with the ball
at his feet, throw up the game of his own
free willl He 1s a swindler, sir, politically
and financially.”

“Strong language,” remarkad the ques-
tioner, '‘and especially so when applied to a
millionaire; we call pettifoggers by those
pames, not chairmen of great banks and
rurwratmnu.” sald the other,

“Wait,” exc.aimel the enemy, who felt
he bad Needbham by the throat; “wait aand
watch; you will see his millionaireship in
queer street before many days are over.”

Multiply these talkers by ten, and calcu.
late tae volume of the whispers and rumors
and explanations they would create in four
and tweanly bours., I they had been false
they would bave seriously affecied M.
Needbam's credit. Baing truse, they erushed
him. The city JMrm with which bhe had
dope busineis began to examine the securi-
ties he bad placed in their bands; the banks
required payment of overdrafts, and his
margins in re-pact of current operations in
stocks were suddenly closed. He was asked
to retire from the chairmanship of the
Buglsh and County Baoking corporation,
and be did so, fighting desperalely to keep
back the dreadiul exposure which for over
a period of five years he had had reason to
dread and fear., Tempted to meet reyverses

asked a poli-

in speculation by forgery, he had gone on |

staving off the inevitable In the same way,
hopiong for some great stroke of (ortane to
pulli him through, It came, when it was
too late. But for the necessity of using his
official influnce while it was vet green, he
might bave lived to convert the secretary-
ship to the treasury into a means of
emangipation; but the ministerial bribe
of office had not come in time for the use he
meant to make of it; and with the first blush
of his honors thick upon him eamo disastor,
financial downtfall andexposure, He fougu:, |
however, to the last~fought on with a des-
pocate cgoluness; fought, lorged, lied and
held up his head, Toe drafis of the Need.
bam Irish bank had been dishogored at a
leading London vank. He went to the city
writers for the press and requested them not
to reler to the report that he was in ditficul-
ties. He assured them that his embarrass. |

The |

bank which had refused to pay the Need-

“N ‘jb‘m'rl
‘detected the donbl

pectations that
was up—for the sigonaturos

the official
been transferrod

his mind to anticipate the denouewent.

- ham.
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John Needham prepares for his last hours.

He knew that Byles, Grant & Byles wonld
have to send a confidential messeuger to
Dublin for the evidence of his guilt, and
that by Mondav thev would be in a position
to order his arrest, He foresaw the long
train of other frauds which their discovary

- would bring to lizht, and he knew Lhere

was no chance of compromise.
At first he thought of flight; but flight

demand ¥ energy, anl he was tired, baaten,
out of hope, out of spirits, Flight would
mean parsuit, and pursuit captura2; but,
above all, it meant action, energy, physical
grip, and he had lost all this with his last
move, played unsuecessfully in the private
counting bhouse of Byles, Grant & Byles
The expression of surprise in the face of
Byles, senior, and the peculiar and doubt-
img remark of Grant had dropped his hopes
down to zero. The ax was at the trea. He
knew it must fall. In short, be had had
enough; he was played out; and in this
frame of mind he went home, revolving a
plan of suicide.

It was a bot summer day. June wasgust
merging intoJuly. The London season was
waning, though to all appearance it was in
its heydey. St Paul's was booming the
hour of four as his single-hoyse brougham,
which he usad for citv work, pushed its way
through the vehicular traffic of Ludgate
Hill and Fleet street to wards the West end,
The jaled banker anl member of parlia.
ment noted, in a dreamy way, the languid
manner of the pedestrians, so unusual in
London; but eighty degzrees in the shale
was @& serious tax upon street energy. Al
Charing Cross he saw two parliameutary
colleagues walking leisurely to tae house,
and in Regent street a cabinet mmister re-
turned his nol and inwardly thanked his
official stars that Mr. Needham was not
quite out of the political running, for the
government could not afford to make seri-
ous mistakes of any kind,

At Piccadilly eircus Mr, Needham pulled
tke cheek-string at a druggists, and enters
ing the store asked for speedy means of
death, as Romeo had asked of the apothe-
oary in Mantua, But there was nothing

icturesque in tha banker’s approach to the
{n‘-udun druz seller; nor did he confide to
the modern tradesman the need he had
for the mortal drues. It was a very pro-
saic request that Mr. Needham prelerred—
‘‘a large bottle of essential oil of almonds.”
He said his groom wanted it for the
horses, he presumed. The chemist sug-
gested that arsenic was the only drug he
knew of that was given to horses, and then
only in very small quantities. *l think my
groom says it is for a dressing,” said Need-
ham, “but I shall see to that myself; my
stud groom is a very clever fellow and 1s
advised by an experienced wvet.” “It isa
deadly poison” said the druggist. "“Not
more so than arsenic,” answered Needham,
“They are both severe enough,” said the
druggist, “but how large a bottle do you
wish tor? “About hall a piat,'' sald the
customer. The shop keeper conferred with
some other person for a few minutes. The
customer seeing, as he thouzht, some hesita-
tion in regard to serving so large aquan-
tity, said, ‘“‘Make it up and send It to my
bouse— Mr. Need* am, Portland place,” The
pname and addr 8 had their due weight.
¢“Send it this evening. [ am going to Leigh-
ton Buzzard in the morning and want to
take it with me,”

The druggist was “a bit of a sporting
man,” had ridden to hounds now and then,
and had beard of the Needbham stud. Ha
was, on this account, all the more impressed
with his new customoar, and said the dwig
should be sent at once. “Mar< It poison,”
said Mr. Needham. *“Ogagourse, sir,” said
the druggist; *‘thank " s, And Mr,
Needham drove home, Portland place was
more or less en fete with alternoon recep-
tions, as it would be later with dinner par-
ties, and later siill with gayer throngs at
evening “‘routs and dances,” for the season
was a particula‘ly gay one, and Portland
plage was the headquarters of oune of the
most showy and mteresting of Oriental em-
bassies.

“A messenger, sir,” sald the butler,
shortly after Mr. Needbam had entered his
study, ‘‘with a parcel be must deliver only

- to you,”

“A parcal?”

“It is from the chemists,"

“Oh, yes: show bim in,” said Mr. Need-
“Dick wants some oil of almonds
for the horses. 1 called t0 order it, and it
is a strong poison, and there is so much of
it they dow't like to deliver it in a general
kind of way, Sbhow the young man in."

“l was only to deliver it to Mr, Need-
ham.” said the messenger.

“Quite right,” said the banker. “‘Isup-
pose there is enough to poison the whole
street!”’

“Yes, sir,” said the 'messenger., "'l
brought it myself that there might be no
mistake.”

“Thank you very much,” said Mr, Need-
ham, taking the bottle; and then turning
to the butler he remarked, “We will lock it
up, ¢h, Johnf"

“Yes, sir."

“In my desk.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Needham handed the bottle and the
keys to the butler, who placed it in the

desk, locked the desk, and returned the
keys to their owner,

“That is well” said Needham, as the
door closed on butler and messenger; *“‘I

He unlocked his desk, took out the bottle,
removed the stopper and smelled the deadly
liguor.

“Enough to peigon half the town,” he
said, “Well, the stir it will make will be
just as great as if it had done it."”

Then he replaced the bottle in the desk,
opened the window, sat down Iin an easy
chair, and neither spoke nor moved fora
long tune.

Presently he rose, closed the window, and
paced the room, then sat down at his desk
and did a very unusual thing--began talk-

~ begin to feel better already.”

. illg to himself in a loud “’hll[ﬂl'.

“No, John, not to-night—to-morrow-let

me say to-morrow. You must put things
straight for your brother, and write some

|
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All Bilious Complaints.

| They are perfectly safe to take, being PureLY
vEGETARLE and prepared with the test care
from the hest drugs. They relieve sufferer at

once hy ecarrying off all impurities through the
bowels. All druggists. ¢, a Box.

‘ PILI
The Greatest Meodical Trhm'h of the Age!'

SYMPTOMS OF A
TORPID LIVER.

Lossofappetite, Bowels costive, Pain In
the hend, wikh n dull sensation in the
bnck rt, Panin mnder the shoul

blade, Fullness after eating, owith a dis-
inclination te exertion of y or mind,
Irritubility 6T temper, Low spirits, with
nfeclingofhaving neglected some duty,
Weariness, Dizziness, Flattering at the
Heart, Dots before the gyes, Headache
over the right eye, Restlessnoss, with
fitful drenms, Highly colored Urine, and

CONSTIPATION.
TUTT'S P1LLS are especially adapted
to such casesa, one dose effects such A
chango of feeling nsto astonish the sufferer.
They Increase the A ite ,and cause the
bhouly to Take on Flesh, thwis Lhe system is
nourished, and by their Tonle Action on

the Digestive O ns, Tegular St
oduced. Prioe :

3
IRAY Hamn or WHISKERS chan
Grossy BLACK by a single application of
this Dye. It imparts a nataral color, aots

instantaneously. Sold by Druggists, or
sent by express on receipt of $l.

"SPICES.
" PURE GROUND MUSTARD.

S —

WHITE AND BLACK NOSTARD STRD.

| CLOVES  ALL SPICE, OINNA.«
MON, CAYENEN,: LUCCA
CREAM OLIVE OIL,
GREEN GINGER..

PerrecTLY PURE.
M. A. TOULSON’S,

Druggist

!
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ST, NICHOLAS,

| An illpsirated mouthly periodieal for boys
vl girlﬂ, n;.ptruling on the 26th of each month.
idited by Mary Mapes Dodge. Price 25 cents
numbter, or 3,00 a year, in advance, Book-
wllers, wewsdeulers, POS| INUELers and the pub-
shers tuke subseriptions, which should begin
with the November number, the first.of the
volume,
I St. Nicholas aims both to satisfy and to de
velop the tagle of 118 cn-slilueuu)‘ h Hll.d i 1e0
wd tor the past twelve years, during which it
s always s1004 as it glands to-day ¢ head
i periodicals for boystnd-gir~is<4 sufficient
varrunt for-its egseellence during the coming
eason. The ¢ditors announce the following as
dnong il .

FEATURES FOR 1885-6:

ry by Fravees Hodgson Burnett.
tory she has writien for cbildren.

stary by Wi D. Howells. With
ires by his little daughter.

‘Y(reor nshington,”' hy Horace E. Scud-
ler, A novel and atteactive Historical Serigl

Short stories for girls by Louisa M. Alcott,
|  hefirst—‘The Oandy Country'—in November.

New ‘Bits of Talk for Young Folks,” by ‘H,
H.” This geries forms a gracious and fitting
vemorial of a child-loviag and child-belping

-uil.:lll.

Papers on the great English schools, Rugby
wnd others, . IHustrations by Joseph Pennell.

LI A seacoast serial story by J. T, Trowbridge,
will be lifelike, vigorous and useful.

‘Jeony's Boarding-House,’ a sexial by James
Otis, Dealing with newsboy lile and enterprise.

Frank R. Stockton will contribute several of
his humorous and fanciful stories,

‘Drill.’ By John Preston True, A capital
school-story for boys.

The Boyhood of Shakespeare, by Rose Kings-
ley. With illustrations by Alfred Parsons.

Short stories by spores of prominent writers,
inclading Susan Coolidge, H. H. Boyesen, Nora
Perry, T. A. Jauvier, Waushington Gladden,
Rossiter Johnsoun, Jouguin Miller, Sophie May,
Hezekinh Butterworth, W, O, Swoddard, Har-
riet Prescott Spotford and many others,

Entertaining sketches by Alice W. Rollins,

Charles G. Leland, Heoary Eckford, Lieutenant

Schwatka, Edward Eggleston and others.
'

Poems shorter contributicns and departments
will complete what the Rural New Yorker calls
‘the best magagzine for children An the world.'

THE CENTURY CO., New Yorx.

————————— e A i

e —

SCIENTHFIGAMERICAN

A REANBIC |

The most popular Week!y ne r devoted
tesgionce, mechaniod, eng nivmng
vontions and patents over pubhshed. nam-
her illustrated with splendid engravi is
publication furniyliesa most valuable encyelo
of information wincune person should be without
The gopullru: of the SCIEXTIFIO AM lwa‘ﬁ
su hat its circulation pearly oguals that of
ipors of its class combined. Prico $120

n Vi i
ﬁﬁ: ‘:hm*h:ﬂ. ::l-?h‘ l“&!wl;lﬁ.'?

other

MUN

TENTS. ety

practice ore

- rich,

. together, John, and

lettors—yon must see Nolan, too.”

Nolan was a confidential friend and
solicitor,

“Are you going mad, Jobhnt No, coming
to your senses, eh! Yoa bave been mad
for five years, mad and miserable. Now
you are to have rest and peaca, Ah, John,
if poor men only knew the blss of an
honest life they would never desire to bLe
If I bad my time to come over again!
Why couldp’t 1 bave had a dream yeors
ago, like that old man in the story, and
bave awakenel in time to turn back, to re

form, to follow the other roalf™

He arose and looked at himself in a mir-
ror, sal down again, began to write, then
leaned bagek in his chair to whisper again to
bim se one in a dream:

“r night, Jobu, when they are
all a night You can walk to

- Hamystead of take a cab. Bomebody will

find you the next worning when ths bells
are rinf;mﬁ for church, hy not here, In

{t.ur own house! No on Hampstead beath—
walkad there one day last week to think-—
it was very peacelul, ani thay pir was sweat

- —=walked to think and think, and I saw the

end—the eni as it will be to-morrow night,
and Buunday murnlnﬁ. Now, Pull yourself
» & man,’

te pacel the room again, then satdown,
and wrole letters for an hourn, sealing each

, letter with black wax. When he bad fin.

ished he did not place them in the box for

- post, Lut locked them in an iron safe that

was bwlt into the wall of the room,
This was one of the letters which he locked

awdy with the rest:

“My DEAR To what a
dlﬂmy:&:n l?“‘chpdhwm |
now there lino g on or retreating.
am a criminal of the worst
of b e

he Patent Office and have prepared
more than O Hun

pgngﬂlg sloacions Loy

ates and 1
aveats, ‘Trade-Monk

Assignments, and ot her !
mmi to i:wnm- ﬁllﬂuﬂa ’
8! States, Canadn, and, France,

ormany aod ether farelgn sountries, pre-
at short patjoe nd-i:;ln_t?ut“- -
arm v AN -
l'll'l: “::L;:ut :::hn i:n‘-gnh 0
ilﬁ. n_sent froe, ntents  olital
throu & uﬁ m1 m:m ;#&m t
¥ T‘ o
i e by :l 'm:-mm who uu:ﬁ'?u-

AMERCAN, &I

WOOD . WOOD!!

Hickory, Oak and Pine.

Tursubscriberhas rehmi'lwt)cor*lmftho

very bestseasqued
has been in this market for some
selling it, delivered, at $5 00 per cord
and $6 00 per cord for
and split 1o order,

time

This Wood has all been culled pver ; isful

length, clear of knots and smwllsticks.
Pine Kinpting Woop foraalelow.

WILLIAM PERKINS,

Rising Sun, Saleon, Chestertown

\Vritirt Paper
Beautiful Boxes, the Nicest Assort
townp—nat’ '

STAM'S DUG STORE.

L

k,Hickory and Piue tha

i o————

il
iekory ; wood sawed
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?'-¢n Quite sure, " he answired. R i actions.
“Then that boy carried tLe missage to se
W' Hartog exclaymy !, Mg

Iemﬂlll-rud

Lol i s
ccmiting oy

"
. ‘ff ' §

I nor syl SR e |
“My oc uents will taunt me, said, ,
- " e “ & owrim




