dssues of party and policy were severaiy
taken up and dismissed in the old forcible rhe-
toric that had early made him famous. Inter-
ruptions from other schators, now forgetful
of unfinished business, and wild with reani-
mated party zeal; interruptions from certain
senators mindful of unfinished business and
unable to pass the Roscommon bottle, only
spurred him to fresh cxertion. Tho toesin
sounded in the senate was heard in the lower
house. Highly excited membiers congregated
at the doors of the senate and lett uniinished
Business to take care of itself.

Left to itself for seven hours, uniinished
business gnashed its false teeth and tore its
wig in impotent fury in corridor and Lall.
For seven howrs the gifted Gashwiler had con-
tinued the manufacture of oil and houey,
whose sweetness, however, was slowly palling
upon the congressional lip: for seven hours
Roscommon and friends beat with impatient
feet the lobby and shook fists, more or less
discolored, at the distinguished senutor.  For
seven hours the one or two editors were obliged
to sit and ealmly compliment the great speech
which that night tlashed over the wires of a
continent with the old electric thrill.  And,
worse than all, they were oblized to record
with it the closing of the —— congress, with
more than the usual amount of untinished
Dbusiness,

A little group of frionds surrounded the
great senator with hymus of praise and cou-
gratulations, OIl adversaries saluted bhim
courteously as they passed by with the re-
spect of strong men. A little woman with a
shawl drawn over her shoulders, and beld
with one small brown hand, approached him
timidly:

»I speak not the English well,” she said
gently, “but I bave read wuch. I have read
in tho plays of your Shakespeare. I would
like to say to you the words of Rosalind to
Orlando when be did fight: ‘Sir, you have
wrestled well, and bave overthrown more
than your enemies.'” Aud with these words
she was gone,

Yot not so quickly but that pretty Mirs,
Hopkinson, coming—as Victrix always comes
to Victor, to tliank the great senator, albeit
the faces of her escorts were shrouded in
gloom —saw the shawled figure disappear.

“There,” sho said, pinching Wiles mischiev-
ously, “there! that's ° woman you were
afraid of. Look at herr  Look at that dress.
Al, heavens® look at that sbawl! Didn't I
tell you she bad no style? ..

“Who is shio?" said Wilea sullenly.

“Carmen de Haro, of coun,” said the lady
vivaciously. “What are you burrying away
80 for! You're absolutely pulling me along.”

4 Mr. Wiles bad jii't caught sight of tlic
trav l-worn face of Royal Thatcher among
the crowd that thronged the stairecase.
Thatcher appeared pale and distrait; Mr.
Harvlowe, his counscl, at his side, rallied bim.

“No one¢ woukl think you had just gota
oew lease of your property, and escaped a
great swindle,  What's the matter with yout
AMiss do Haro passed us just now, It was she
who spoke to the senator.  Why did you no:
recozuize hert”?

§ I was thiaking ¥ said Thatcher gloomily.

“Well, you take things coolly! And cer
‘tnlnly yeu are not very demonstrative to
wards the woman who saved you to-day
For, as sure as you live, it was she who dres
that speech out of the scnaior,”

Thatcher did not roply, but moved away
I1e had noticed Carmea de Havo, and wa
about to greot her with mingled pleasurd an
embarrassinent  But he bad heard ber com
pliment to the senator, and this strong, pre
occupiod, automatic man, who only ten day:
Defore had no thought beyond his property,
was now thinking more of that compliment
to anotler than of bis success; and was be
ginning to hate the senator who had saved
Bim, the lawyer who stood beside bim, and
even the little fizure that had tripped down
$ba steps uns >
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P | AND WO FORGOT IT.

o T was somewhat
inconsistent with
toyal Thatcher's
embarrassiment and
sensitiveness  that
he should, on leus-
ing the Capitol,
onler & carriage
aud drive directly
to the lodgings of
Miss De  IHaro,
That on  tinding
she was not at home, he sheuld beeone ausain
sulky and suspicious, wind even be ashamed
of the honest iopulse that led him there,
R i s PR E EaN HRN RS | aatural, Mo
felt thit fie Baed ddoswee all that or
quired: Le tid peiently anvaered ber dis-
pateh wich his e It she chose to he
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dtinn which this onee

fn shori,
voof {hae iy

sl to in-

SN CONNTIONS-
s flelings to run
il ot tend to
s Lsercd, aad yather in
1ility o ihe
Miss 1w
soing
info costacios over specchios, ote, etes, and
had attended to her busines, 1. e, Leing ex-
actly “vhat he had suppossd her to be—all
this would not have hagpened.

I am aware thut this will not heighten the
weader’s respect for my horo,. But I faney
that the imperceptiblo progress of a sincere
assion in the maturad strong man is apt to

werhiin hetitor
u “! ‘2.‘:‘ 'lll)l.’l"' iy 3 ‘;'ll.

clopement on somcholy ol A

aro had heen borge, cte, cie, and not

®e marked with even move than the usual |

Baste and absurdity of cullous youth, The
fever that runs riot & the vains of the robust
wapt to pass ydur a¥ing weaklingby. Possd-
&ly there may be some immunity in inocula-
€ion. 1t is Lothario who is always self-pos-
-@esed and does and says the right thing,

While poor honost (*elals hivomes ridi-ulous | 102y case There thay are. Do w

with genuino omwtivn,

$H8 STORY OF 1 HINE

e rejoined nis lawver in no very @racious
mood. The chambers oceupicd by Mr, Har-
Jowe were in the bhasement of aprivate dwell-
ing once oceupied and made hisiovie by an
Honorable  Somehody, who, however, was
reinembersd only by the landlord and the
last tenant. There woere various shelves in
the walls divided into compartments, =aeasti-
cally know as “pigeon holes.” in which the
dove of pence had never rested, but which
still perpetuated in their legonds the feuds
and animositics of suitors now hut comuon
dust together.  There was o portrait, appar-
ently of a cherub, which on nenver inspec-
tiou turned out to he a famous BEnglish lowd
chancellor & his flowing wie,  Thero were
bhook: with dreary, unenlivening  titles—oego-
distic always, as recording Smith's opinions
on this and Jones' commentaries on that.
Chere was o handbild tacked on the wall,
which at first offered hilarious suggostions of
2 cireus or a steamboat. exeursion, but which
rurned out only to be a sheritfs sale.  There
were several oddly shaped packages in news-
paper wrappings, mysterions and awful in
farle corners; that might have contained for-
sotten Jaw papers or the previous week's
vashing of the ciminent counsel.  There were
one or two newspapers, which at first offered
catertaining prospects to the waiting client,
mt always proved to be a law record or a
upreme court decision,  There was the bust
f a late distinguished jurist, which appar-
qtly had never been dusted sinee he himselt
weeame dust, and had already grown a per-
:eptibly dusty mustache on his severcly judi-
inl upper lip. It was a cheerless place in the
sunshine of day; at night, when it ought by
very suggestion of its dusty past to have
woen loft to the vengeful ghosts, the greater
mrt of whose hopes and passions were re-
orded and gathered there; when in the dark
Q0 dead hands of forgotten men were
tretehed from their dusty graves to fumble
niee more for their old title deeds: at night,
vhen it was lit up by flaring gaslight, the
.ollow mockery of this dissipation was so ap-
arent that people in the streets, looking
dbrough the illuminated windows, felt as if
.ae privacy of a family vault had been in-
‘ruded upon by body-snatchers.

Royal Thatcher glanced around the room,
ook in all its dreary suggestions in a half
veary, balf indifferent sort of way, and
cropped into the lawyer's ewn revolving
hair as that gentleman entered trom the ad-
acent room.

“Well, you got back soon, I see,” said Har-
owe briskly:

“Yex," »aid his client, without looking up,
.ad with this notable distinction between
Aimself and all other previous clients, that he
semed absolutely less interested than the
awyer.  “Yes, I'm here; il upon iy soul,

don't exactly know why."”

“You tokl me of certiin papges you had
scovered,” said the lawyer suzggestively,
“Oh, yes,” returned Thatcher with a slight
awn.  “I've got here some papers some-
here”—-ho bLegan to fecl in his coat pocke:
apzuidly—=but, by the way, this is a rather
ceary and God-forsaken sort oi place! Lo
dup to Weleker's, and you can look at the
ver a Lottle of ¢ L Verdtog)

SAfier I've looked s vaem, I've something
o show you, myscli,” saild Harlowe; “and as
or tho champagne, we'll have that in the
ther room, by and by, At present I want
» have my head clear. aud yours too—it

Deut them,™

Thateher was gazing abstractedly at the
ire. He started. “I dare say,” he began,
I'm not very iateresting; yot it possible
hat my affairs have taken uva little too
much of my time. However—" he sto ped,
wok from his pocket an envelope, and throw
it on the desk--~there are somo papers, 1
on't know what value they may be: that is

ior you to determine. I don't know that I've
any lezal right to their possession—that is
for you to say, too. They carie to me in a
quecr way. On the overland jowrncy here &
lost my Lag, containing my few traps and
sontwo letters and papers ‘of no value,’as the
advertiscments say, ‘to any but the owner.’
Well, the beg was lost, but the stage driver
declares that it was stolen by a fellow pas-
senger—a man by the naime of Files, or Stiles,
or Biles—"

“Wiles,” snid Harlowe carnesily.

“Yes," continued Thatcher, suppressing a
yawn; “Yes, I guess youre right—iViles.
Well, the stagze driver, finally believing this,
goes to work aund quietly ard unostentatiously
steals—1 say, havo you got a cigar”

“Uil got you one.”

Harlowe disappeared inthwadjoining room.
Thatcherdragead Harlowe's heav v, revolving
tesk chinir, which never before had beoen re-

| oved trom ity sacred position, to the fire,

{ e began to pore the conls abatractadly,

Lia reappearsl  with and
matehes, T hateher lit one mechanically, and
said, bhetween Ui

cluars

pulis:

—taili—to yourelfs
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i e company.”
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“Dmmaably sol”
SWelly to 2o ok to tho pugers,

P bady stole your bag, or you lo-u it,

stole 30

languidly that it could bunily L called anine
tervupiio,

“Well, we'll say the driver stole, and passed
Lover to you as hisnecornplice, eonfelerate or
i receiver, certain papers belonging, —-'

80 hers, Harlowe, Ldon't feel like joking
in a ghostly Luw office after midnight, Hero
are your facts,  Yuba Bill| the driver, stolan (
Lag from this passengoer, Wilks, or Swmnile, |
and handed it to e to insure the veturn of :

i my own, I round in it some yo '

i what e tike”

A R “e e " at. 14 * . ST
ow'll oblige me by becoming sutliviently in- Good  ntht)”  said  Thatcher, rising
wposted in your own affaivs 1o tallz to me |«lrupiiy. =101 stayed.here much Jonger 1

Jnosv in

+ 16, d00s nat,
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1ow !

“The ariver stole,” sugcestad Thatcker, so

" Thow rocks ure poweriuliv Ik

ahnteher turaod Lis eyes again abstractedly |
Lo the five,
firiowe 160k ont the fivst paper,
\-w, this oo, Yes, !
ehe Chme 1o Washinzton at ones,  Cartoen
de Haro™ ™
Thateher started, Dlushed Jike
burricdly reached for the pags
“Nounsense,

soetes to be ool

azivdy and

That's o omistake,
T mislaid i the envelopwe,”™

A dispateh

S1see said the lawyer disyly,

L thought U had 1orn it up continnad
Thateher aftoe an v kward peise.
| tosay that here g
claborated a ietion,

I rosiet
wsnally tewtatal man
Ho hevl consulivd it o
dozen times a day on the journey, and it wus
quite worn in its enfoldings. Hurvlows's guick:
ey had noticed this, hut he speedily bocanes
| interested and absorbed in the other papers.
Thatcher lnpsad into contemplation of the iire,
SWell," said Harlowe, finally tarning (o Lis
client, “here’s enough to unseat Gashwiler, or
close his mouth, A5 to the rest, it’s good
rezding—hat 1 needn’t fell you-—-no feqgal cyvi- ll
denee. But it's proof encugh to stop them
from cver tl‘)'ﬁlg it azain—when the cxist-
ence of this recondis macas known,  Bribery is
a hard thing to fix ona i the only witness
is naturally particeps criminis;—Int it wonld
1ot be casy for thenm to explain away this ras-
~al's record.  Oncor twothings Udon't under-

stand: What's this opposite tae Hone X's
aame, ‘Took the medicine nicely. and feels
vetter! and here, just in the waorgin, atter X',
*Must be labored with?

“L suppose our Californin slaug horrows
largely from the medical and spiritual pro-
iession,” returned Thateher.  “Bat isn't it
odd that a man should keep a conscientious
recora of his own villainy

Harlowe, a little abashed at his want of
knowiedge of American metaphor, now felt
himself at home.  *Well, no, It's not un-
usual. Inoneof these books yonder there
13 the record of a caso where a man,
who had committed a serics of nameless
atrocitics, extending over a period of years,
absolutely kept a nomorandum of them in
ais pocket diney. It was produced in court.
Why, my dear fellow, ono half of our busi-
aess arises from the fact that men and
woren are in the habit of keeping letters and
iocuments that they might — I don’t say,
you know, that they ovght, that's a question
)f rentizuent or ethics—but that they might
destroy.”

Thatcher half mechanically took the tele-
sram of poor Carmen and threw it in the
Jdre. Harlowe noticed the act and smiled,

“I'll venture to say, however, that there'’s
aothing in the bag that vor Jost that need
sive you a moment’s uncasiness.  It’s only
sour rascal or fool who carrios with hitn that
shich makes kim Lis own detoctive,

“I had o friend,” continued Huwlowe, ":\‘
lever fellow cnougzh, but who was <o foolish
s to seriously complieate himself with a
voman, e was himself the soul of honor,
and at the beginning of their correspondence
a0 proposad that they shoukl each return the
sther’s letters with their answer. They did
0 for years, but it cost lum ten thousand
lollars and no eand of trouble after all.”

“Whyt” asked Thatcher simply,

“Beeause he was such an egotistion? ass as
to keep the letter proposing it, which st had
luly returneld, among Lis papers as o senti-
aental record,
ally fownd it,”

Of conrse somebindy eventu-

shoulil Liegin to dishieliove my own moi her,”
“Ihave Enowaof such hereditary teaits)”
returned Harvlowe with a liugh,  “liut come,
you nmst not go without the champagne,”
e Jed the way to the adjucent roon:, which
proved to bhe only the antechamber of
another, on tho threshold of whieh Phatelior
stopped with genuine surprise, It was an
clegently furnished library.

U8y barite! Why was I never here hefore?”

“Doeause you came as a client:  to-nigzht
youare my guest.  All who enter hove leave
their business; with thewr hats, in the hall,
Look; there isn't i law book on those shelves;
that table never was dotuced by a title
deed or parchment. © Yon puzzhul ¢
Well, it was a whita of ming to put my resi-
dence and my workshop under the same roof,
yet so distinet that they would never inter-
fere with each other. You Enow the honse
above is let out to Jdizers. 1 ocenpy the tirst
floor with iy mother and sister, and this is
wy parior. [ do my work in that severe
roum that fronts the street; here is where [ |
play. A mun must Lave something else in
life than mere business, L lind in fess harni-
ful and ciivnsive to have s pless e here,”

Thatcher had sunk meodily 1 the embrac-
ing arnis of an eas) Bl was thinking
ly s Lo wae tond on books, ‘too, and, like
nen who have taved bard and el wander-
knew the vatne of
Ml men

loni:

voehiane,

cultivated re-

have heen obli

=1 i those

on ol myerery
You know ihe paintere? i

Thateher marmered, *Miss De Havo,” with !
& now and rather odd self<conscionsness i |

SHAUOWS] |

speaking hor nnme, i
“Nes Aud vou know the story of  the pic- |
tur,
Thather thonght he didw't, Well, o3 in
fact he did noi remeraber, |

of conprses? |

“Wha, this vecimlwig figure was an old |
Spanish lover of hers, whon sl baelicvied m;
bave becn muvdered there, 105 a0 zhustiy
fancy, isw'g it !

Twao things anncved Thatehier;
epithet “lover,”
another nem: second, that the pictare he- |
longed Lo hitng and what the d—1 dild sko
mean by —

“Yeos," he broke out tinally; “but how did
you getat??

~Oh. I bought it of her,
patron of ber cver
stood Lowvards

first the |
as applied 1o Coicho by

L'vebeena sort of
ines I found ont how she
. As she was quite alono
here in Washingion, my mother and sister
Lave takien her ap, sad have been doing tho |
gocial thing.” ‘
“How long sines 2 asked Thateher, !
Ol not long. T day ske teloraphed |
you sl enee hiove to Luow what she could do |
for us and when L said nothing cauld be done |
except to Reen congress off) why she went |
and cicd o, Yor she, und she alone, ot that |
specech ant o the But,” he added, |
Syou seete (o now

ator,

a little mischievor
very little aboat e
“No-—-I-~that is—1've heen very busy late-
ly,” returned Thateher, staring at the picture,
*Does she cotne hore often?”
“Yes, lntely, quitse often; she was here this

you can; .

Thateher lookeld intently av Harlowe, DBut
that gentleman’s face betrayed no contusion,
Chateher refilled bis wluss o dittle awkwardly,
ossed ol the liquor at o dravght, and roso to
als feet,

“Come, old fellow, you're not going now.
Lshun't permit it,” said Harlowe, layiug bis
annd Kindly on bis cliens'’s shoulder, “You're
Jut of surts,  Stay here with me to-night.
Jur accommodations are not lmge, but are
Aastic. 1 can bestow you *comfortably until
worning.  Wait here o moment, while 1 give
the necessary orders.”

Thatcher was not sorry to bo left alone, In
ihe last lalf hone he had become convineed
<hat his love for Carmen de Haro hed teeen in
st way most dreadfully alnssd.  Whils he
wus bard at work in Calitornia, she was
weing introdnced - Washington society by
parties with eligible brotiers, who Lought
aer paintings, 1t i arclief to the tealy jeul-
vus mind to indulze in plurals,  Thateber
fiked to think that she was atready esct by
bundvads of brothers.

He still kept staring at the pictere. By and
oy it faded away in part, anda very vivid vee-
ollection ot the wisty, midnight, mconlit walk
te had once taken with her catae Lack, and
velilled the canvas with its mazie, e saw
the ruined fwmace; the dack, overhanging
nusses ot rock, dhie trambling intricacies of
toliage, and, above ally tho flush of dark cyes
under a mantilla at his shoulder.  What a
ool he had been!  Had he not really been as
wenseless and stupin as this very Concho,
lying heve Jike adoz? And she had Toved that
waan! What e fool she must have thonsht
aim thet evening! Wiat & snob she must
“hink bhim now!

Ie was startled Ly o slight restling in the
vassiee, that aloy ceased as he turned,
Thateher looked towanl the door of the onter
olllee, asat halt expecting that the lord chan-
cellory like the comnuander in =Don Jusn,”
wmight have accepted histhoughiless invitation,
He listened aggaing evervthing seas still,  He
was conscions ot feelingall at case and a trifle
nervois,  What a long time Harlowe took to
madkie his preparations. e would {ook out in
the hall, Lo do this it was necosary to tarn
up the gas, e did so, and in his confusion
turned it out!

Whera were the matches?  Ho remesnliered
that thers: was a bhronze something on the
uble that, in the iro;
taste, might holl ashes or matehes, or any-
thing of an unpicturcsque character,  Iie
knocked something over, evidently the ink—
somethimg else—this time a champagne zlass,
decoming reckless, and now groping at poan-
dom in the ruins he overturned ihe bhronze
Mereury on the conter table, and sat down
hopelessly in his chair. And then a pair of
velvet fingers slid into hig, with the matches,
and this audible; mvsieal statement ;

*It is a match you are sacking?  Horoe is of
then:.”

Thateline 3

feclioes the o

of modern decorative

mbarra wedd, nervons—

< of e rhand

Yo' toa dark semi the madeh, |

S don el shie salng emphansizing eacm.
wor Lat hiin with hier 1an, “hofore 1 saw you:
=cver knew of von-—1 was a child.  Yes, T

 Wis bt acehild! 1was o bold, bad ehild—and

I wis what you call a—a—*forguis

“You shall sit aver Liere.”

A what ! asld Thaicher, hesitating be-
tween a snile nand asich,

= o
“Lid of 1

coutiniud Carmen, demuraly,
G write the

rames of ozzer
preoplea when Carnmen wias oxeited she Jost
the control of the English S ST i1 |
WEiTe jict t please myselt—it was ny onkle
that didd make of it money—3ou understand,,
clie Shall younot speak! Must | again hib
you:”

“Go o™ caid Thateher, langhing,

“Ldid dind out, when I earnde to von at the-
mine, that T had forged againsgt yon the name
of Micheltereaa, [ to she lawyor went, and.
found that it was so—of @ verity- 50! 50! all
the thne,  Look at e not zow, Don Royal—
it s o cforcies’ youstare at,

“Carizen!™

“Hoosh! Shall 1 have 6 Git von again?® 1
didoverloot: all the papess, Lfound the appli-
cation: It was written by me.  There,”

She tosse]l over the buass of her chair am.
envelopo to Thateher,  He opened it,

L seo™ he saild gently, “you repossessed
yourself of ie!”

“What is that —'r-r-r-~—possess? ¥

“Why ™ — Thateher hesitated — “vou gos.
possession of this paper—this innocent for-
gery —-u;zain.”

“Oh! You think me a thicf as well as o
forzaire. Goaway! Getup., Get oul.”

My dear girle—-"

“Look at tha poaper!
silly "

Thateher looked at the paper.  In paper,
bandwriting, age and stainp it was identical
with the formal, clurical application of
Garcin foir the grant. The indorsement of
Micheltorsna was unqguestionably  geruine
Lutthe application was wade for Loyal
Thateler. Avd his own signaiure was imi-
tared to tha very life,

“I had bt ono letter of yoms wiz your
pane,” said Carmen, apologetically; “and it
was the best poor me eould do.™

*Why, you blessed Jittle gooze and angely
said Thatehes, with the bold, mixed nietaphor
of amatory genius, *don’t you see—=:=:

AL, yvou don’t Jike it-—it is not good 27

M darding”?

“Hovsti! Thees is alzo an *oll eat” up stairs,
And vow I have ber haracter, Wil you
At down? s it of o v that up and
own you shoald wail cnd avaken the whole
hetse? There!"—she Lad given him a vicious
dab with her funas he paased. Te sat down,

=And you have ol soei e nor written to
me for a year:"”

SCarm o™

“Sit dowin, you hold, bad box. Don't you
see i is of business that you and 1tk down
Leres and it i of Lusimess that ozzer people
up =taiss are thinking,  Eh??

“DD—n business! See here, Carnien, my dar-
ling, tell me"=1 reavot to say he had by this.
tite ot hold ot the back of Carmen’s chair—
“tell me, my own little girl, abont--about
that senator. You rememleer what you said.
o himié”

=0l the old rman? Oh, tha! was businesst
And you say of business, d—n' "

=Carny

“Don Rovall”

& S % » * .

Although Miss Carmen had rocomse to hep
fan froge Iy during this iaterview, the air
must have Lecn ehilly, for a moment leder, on
his way down staivs, poor Harlowe, o sufferer
from bronehitis, was atiacked with a violent
fit of coughine, which troubled him all the

tog
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Paortals to come and share thede <«
tucir dis l'llf';‘!".<.
Thoy
' fort of Harlowe's likrary, yob bult envious of
its owner, and hald suspicious that his own
i carnest life for the past few years might Live
i beendifferent, Thateher suddeniy sturted fron:
| his seat and walked towards a parlor eascl,
. whercon stood a picture. It was Carmen de
Huro's tirst skeich of the furnace and the mine,
“} see youare taken with that picture,”
i mid Harlowe, pausing with the champagne
bottle in bis hand. “You show your good
taste. It's been much admired.  Obsrve
bow splendidly that firclight plays over the

' sleeping fuce of that flgure, yet brings out by

voery contrast its almost deathlike repose,

: i

shly approciating the taste el com- |
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Ivarend,
| “Weare notin Calivoraia, It is Washing-
ton. It isalter smiduight. Tama poor girl,
and I have 1o lose=1wiat you call—'a charac-
tor” You shall sit over there'—ehe pointed
i to the sofu—and I shall sit bere’—she rested
t her buyish head on the top of the chair— and
y we shall tall;, for I have to speak to you, Don
! Royal.”
{  Thatcher took the seat indicated, contritely,
| humbly, submissively.  Carmen's little heart
| was tonched: but she still went en ovor the
¢ Ll of the « hair. g
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TIIE: END,
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i awarrant by a fother who desired that his
{ son shoukl be put under bonds to keep the
| prace.  The justice declined to issu» the war-
i rant. and (old the father that his son ewould
pot iajure i oven if he had threoatened to

s Lot know obont that,” sanl the

o Wbt mg sy bad bres] " —3ontle

" eetei e tall -

Waiv

A Bethel justioe was recently applied to for-
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